
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			
				My husband’s company rented out the penthouse floor of the downtown hotel. A band, catered spread,  everybody dressed to the nines; it was the whole shebang
			

			
				I wasn’t used to seeing my husband’s coworkers out of their bankers’ suits, but even still, they looked pretty much like the same men who called the shots in my man’s weekday world, fake smiling, quick judging, and always deciding who mattered and who didn’t. 
			

			
				It’s just the way the world was, and Gerald didn’t matter much in it, not yet, anyway. 
			

			
				He told me I looked perfect before we left. “Not too much,” he said, watching me zip up my crimson dress in the mirror. It fitted tight, higher neckline, but thin enough to show my shape when I moved. I’d curled my hair because he liked it down.
			

			
				The room felt warm. My husband’s hand rested on my lower back as he moved us through the crowd. He leaned in close to introduce me to people whose names I didn’t catch. They all looked me up and down, trying to hide it their gaze, and I played my role, pretending not to notice. Gerald noticed. He even smirked at me, which surprised me. 
			

			
				I could tell he was enjoying the attentin by much his hand moved up and down my back, slow and deliberate, maybe like a reminder that though others’ were gawking, I was his. And I was, nothing could change that. 
			

			
				He guided me toward the bar, and that’s when I saw the one man who didn’t look away when I caught him watching. He was older than the rest, broader through the chest, tan lines showing at his collar. His tie was loose.
			

			
				“That’s my boss,” my husband said quietly. “Rick.”
			

			
				So that was Rick. 
			

			
				He looked straight at me while he spoke to someone else, never breaking eye contact. It felt rude and deliberate. My husband leaned down. “He’ll want to meet you.”
			

			
				I said I didn’t think I should interrupt. He smiled, still looking at Rick. “You don’t have to. He’ll come to you.”
			

			
				He was right. A minute later, Rick turned up beside us. “So this is the famous wife,” he said. His voice carried just enough to draw glances from people nearby.
			

			
				My husband laughed. “The very one.”
			

			
				Rick’s hand found mine. Firm, confident, like a man used to closing deals. His thumb pressed into the center of my palm before letting go. “You’ve been hiding her from us,” he said to my husband.
			

			
				“Hard to get her out,” my husband said. “She likes quiet nights.”
			

			
				“Quiet nights are wasted youth,” Rick said, smiling at me. “You should come out more often.”
			

			
				“I try,” I said. I grinned sheepishly and felt like an idiot. 
			

			
				“You can start tonight.” He gestured to the bar. “Let me get you a drink. What are you having?”
			

			
				I looked at my husband. He nodded. “Go ahead. I’ll catch up.”
			

			
				He was going to leave me alone with the guy? Rick waited for me to step up beside him, his hand brushing my arm as he turned us toward the bar. My skin shivered where he touched it. He ordered for both of us, his voice smooth and low, close enough that I could smell the heat of bourbon on his breath.
			

			
				When he handed me the glass, his fingers didn’t move away right away so that we fought for the glass. 
			

			
				He watched me take my first sip, too. Bourbon. It was warm going down. I didn’t usually drink liquor straight, but I didn’t tell him that. I wanted him to think I was more experienced, that Gerald was more worldly. 
			

			
				“You ever been to one of these before?” he asked.
			

			
				I shook my head. “No. First time.” I couldn’t lie. 
			

			
				“I know.” He looked me over again, not being subtle at all. “You don’t carry yourself like the others.”
			

			
				I didn’t know what that meant, but I didn’t ask.
			

			
				“You’re what, mid-twenties?”
			

			
				“Twenty-six.”
			

			
				“Married young?”
			

			
				I nodded.
			

			
				“To Gerald,” he stated like he was filling in a form in his mind. 
			

			
				I looked toward my husband. He was now talking to a group of guys in jackets and button-downs, already half-laughing at something. He looked over, checked on me, smiled lightly, and turned away, leaving me there. 
			

			
				“Yes,” I said. “Three years ago,” I turned back to Rick. 
			

			
				“Hmm.” He let the sound stretch. “You wear it well.”
			

			
				I took another sip. The bourbon was stronger now, or maybe I was just feeling it more.
			

			
				“I meant it,” he said. “He’s a lucky man.”
			

			
				I smiled and looked down into my glass. “He knows.” I looked back up and rolled my eyes. 
			

			
				“Good.” He shifted closer, just enough that I could feel the pressure of his arm brushing mine. “But he’s also brave. Not many of the men leave their wives around men like me.”
			

			
				I couldn’t reply to that. I didn’t want to ask what he meant because I think I already knew. I might be a trad wife, but I it’s not like I don’t know. 
			

			
				“You wore that for him?”
			

			
				I looked down.
			

			
				“The dress,” he said. “He picked it?”
			

			
				I nodded once. “Oh yes. He told me it looked good.”
			

			
				“He’s not wrong.”
			

			
				His eyes stayed on my body longer than they should have. I took a slow sip just to give my hands something to do.
			

			
				“Come here a second,” he said. He nodded toward the balcony behind the bar, where the glass doors stood open and the city lights spread out like a lit map. “It’s loud in here.”
			

			
				I hesitated. I looked again, but my husband had moved to the other side of the room. I could still see his head and shoulders through the crowd, leaning in to talk to someone else. He didn’t look my way this time.
			

			
				Rick didn’t touch me. He just turned and walked toward the doors, trusting I’d follow.
			

			
				And I did. I didn’t think Gerald would mind. He seemed at ease leaving me with Rick. 
			

			
				The air outside was cool, and the hum of the city sounded softer than the party behind us. He leaned his elbows on the railing, then glanced over his shoulder at me.
			

			
				“Pretty view,” he said. “But I still like the one I had inside better.”
			

			
				I stepped up beside him. “You’re awfully forward.”
			

			
				“I don’t do games.”
			

			
				“Nor me,” I said.
			

			
				He smiled. “I wasn’t sure you’d follow me out here.”
			

			
				“I wasn’t sure either, to be honest.”
			

			
				That was the first time he reached for me, just his hand, sliding around my waist, resting low on my hip. I hadn’t noticed how far the balcony wrapped away until we were walking it. Rick didn’t say anything, just strolled a few steps taking me with him, like bringing another man’s wife out for air was something he did during every company function.
			

			
				I didn’t feel uncomfortable with it. Gerald knew. 
			

			
				The music behind us dimmed with every step. Conversation too. The open glass doors faded behind potted palms and pillars. The further we moved, the more aware I became of the fabric of my dress clinging to the backs of my thighs, the echo of my heels against the concrete.
			

			
				He stopped at a corner where the railing curved, partly hidden from the rest. His drink hung from his fingers, untouched.
			

			
				I turned halfway back. The glass doors were still visible, barely.
			

			
				I scanned for my husband. Found him.
			

			
				His head was tipped back in laughter, mouth open, one hand gesturing wide like he was mid-story. But just for a second, in the middle of it, his eyes broke from the group and landed on me like he knew I was looking for him.
			

			
				He saw exactly where I was. Who I was with. And he smiled. Not a big one, not a laugh. Just this tiny, knowing smile at the corner of his mouth. Then he turned back to his group.
			

			
				I felt my throat tighten. Should a man let his wife get away from a party with another man like that? I’m not even asking as a trad wife, just any wife. 
			

			
				“You okay?” Rick asked.
			

			
				I nodded once, slowly. “It’s just, a little strange being away from him.”
			

			
				“You’re not far.”
			

			
				“It feels far.” I laughed at myself. 
			

			
				He didn’t answer. He just stepped a little closer, the top of his shoulder brushing mine.
			

			
				“You don’t do this often, do you?”
			

			
				“What, talk to people?”
			

			
				He looked at me with a small grin. “Talk to men like me.”
			

			
				I swallowed hard. 
			

			
				“I don’t usually dress like this either,” I said.
			

			
				“No,” he said, letting his eyes sweep down then up again, slower this time. “I didn’t think you did.”
			

			
				He let the silence stretch this time. No small talk. No movement. Just standing there in the dark corner, breeze tugging a strand of hair across my collarbone.
			

			
				Then, his voice lower, “Did he tell you to follow me?”
			

			
				I just stared at him. “No, of course not.”
			

			
				“But he didn’t stop you either.”
			

			
				I had to shake my head finally.
			

			
				His eyes didn’t move. “Interesting.”
			

			
				“I’ve never been to this hotel,” I said, changing the subject. My voice came out smaller than I wanted. “It’s beautiful.”
			

			
				Rick’s arm was still close enough that when I shifted, it pressed softly against mine. He didn’t lean away, but then, neither did I.
			

			
				“I come here for meetings sometimes,” he said. “They’ve got a private bar on the roof. Real quiet. Fireplace, booths.”
			

			
				I nodded, unsure why he was telling me that. He pressed harder against me and I let him. 
			

			
				“The wine list is ridiculous,” he added.
			

			
				“I don’t really know wine,” I said, half turning, looking at his mouth, his eyes. 
			

			
				“You don’t need to. You just need someone who does.”
			

			
				I glanced at his hand. He wasn’t looking at me anymore, just out over the city, like we were two colleagues having a conversation. But the way his fingers brushed mine, once, then again, wasn’t boring. It was slow and casual, knuckle to knuckle, like he was tracing me one inch at a time. I let him. 
			

			
				He pressed more and I pulled my hand back slightly, more out of reflex than intention. He didn’t chase it. He just waited, seemingly knowing I would come back. 
			

			
				My chest felt tight. I looked over again toward the balcony doors.
			

			
				My husband was there, standing near them now, talking with a shorter man I hadn’t seen before. His drink was fresh. He was sipping, nodding along. But when I stared longer, his gaze cut to me again.
			

			
				Just a glance. But it found me like he knew all along where I was, like I was never really out of his sight.
			

			
				And again, he smiled. Just that little twitch at the corner of his mouth.
			

			
				I felt my breath catch.
			

			
				“Is he watching you?” Rick asked.
			

			
				“Yes,” I said and I pursed my lips. 
			

			
				“Does that make you nervous?”
			

			
				I couldn’t answer him about what it made me feel. But in truth, my legs felt warmer, the air tighter against my skin.
			

			
				“He trusts me,” I said finally, brushing strands of hair from my face. 
			

			
				Rick made a sound, not a laugh, but not disbelief. Something between, something unreadable. .
			

			
				“You don’t seem like the kind of woman who likes to be watched,” he said.
			

			
				“I’m not,” I said. “I wasn’t, anyway.”
			

			
				He turned to face me fully. “Until?”
			

			
				I couldn’t say it.
			

			
				“Until now,” he said for me.
			

			
				I looked down. My hand had drifted back near his again. Close enough that my pinky was touching his knuckle.
			

			
				He didn’t move.
			

			
				“You know,” I said, trying to change the subject again, “we almost didn’t come tonight. I said it was too much trouble. I didn’t know what to wear. I didn’t want to be a distraction.”
			

			
				He smiled again, slower this time.
			

			
				“Oh, sweetheart,” he said. “You’re not a distraction. You’re the highlight.”
			

			
				I blinked hard. My skin was tingling. The edge of my bra felt tight against my ribs.
			

			
				I looked once more toward the glass doors. My husband wasn’t there now. I couldn’t see him at all. And that made my heartbeat louder.
			

			
				“Your strap’s twisted,” he said.
			

			
				I looked down. My dress had shifted a little, one of the thin shoulder straps curling inward.
			

			
				He reached up and fixed it, just two fingers, slow and careful, brushing along my collarbone before tugging it back into place.
			

			
				I could’ve done it myself but I let him.
			

			
				“There,” he said, letting his hand drop, but not stepping back.
			

			
				I felt the shape of his touch lingering, the skin beneath it warmer, pulsing faintly.
			

			
				“I don’t usually . . . ” I started, but the words just evaporated.
			

			
				He didn’t fill the gap for me this time.
			

			
				I shifted my weight and turned slightly toward the railing. Behind me, the party carried on, voices, clinking glass, laughter. I looked for my husband. Nothing.
			

			
				“He was right behind us,” I said.
			

			
				Rick didn’t respond.
			

			
				I scanned again. “He’s probably just talking to someone,” I said, mostly to myself.
			

			
				“Or,” Rick said quietly, “he’s giving you space.”
			

			
				My stomach turned. “For what?”
			

			
				He didn’t answer. He just reached past me to set his glass down on the ledge behind us. I caught the scent of his cologne as his arm brushed my back.
			

			
				I looked up at him. “He wouldn’t want me to be alone.”
			

			
				“You’re not alone,” Rick said. “You’re with me.”
			

			
				I laughed, short, nervous. “That’s not helping.”
			

			
				“It’s true.”
			

			
				I took a small step away, just to breathe. His fingers found my wrist. Not a grab, just a touch.
			

			
				“Do you want me to stop?” he asked.
			

			
				I didn’t answer. I looked down at where his fingers touched me, then back at the glowing glass doors in the distance.
			

			
				Still no sign of my husband. But I could feel him. Not physically, but in the air between us. His permission. His unspoken dare. His encouragement. 
			

			
				“He said I should talk to people more,” I said.
			

			
				Rick moved closer, voice softer. “That what this is?”
			

			
				“I don’t know what this is.”
			

			
				“Feels like more than talking.”
			

			
				My breath came shallow.
			

			
				“I should go back in.”
			

			
				“Okay,” he said. “Do you want to?”
			

			
				I blinked. I didn’t. Or I did. I wasn’t sure anymore.
			

			
				His hand slid lightly along the inside of my arm, from wrist to elbow. My body swayed toward it without meaning to.
			

			
				“You’re nervous,” he said.
			

			
				“I’m married.”
			

			
				“I know.”
			

			
				I looked up at him.
			

			
				“I’m not going to do anything you don’t want,” he said. “But if you want to see what it feels like to be wanted a little harder tonight . . .  ”
			

			
				My breath hitched.
			

			
				“You’re already halfway there.”
			

			
				“I just need the bathroom,” I said. My voice was steadier than I felt.
			

			
				Rick’s hand dropped away. He nodded like he understood. “End of the hall inside. Past the bar.”
			

			
				I turned without waiting, walking quickly back toward the light.
			

			
				The noise of the party hit me all at once, laughter, music, the clink of bottles behind the bar. I moved through the crowd, eyes scanning.
			

			
				He was near the drinks table, leaning against a pillar, half in shadow. Talking to no one now. Just sipping, calm, unreadable.
			

			
				When he saw me coming, he didn’t move.
			

			
				I reached him and took his hand without asking. “Can we talk?”
			

			
				He let me pull him a few steps around the corner, to the edge of a curtained service nook, dim and empty. The music was muffled here.
			

			
				I turned to face him. “You saw?”
			

			
				He nodded. 
			

			
				“You didn’t stop it?”
			

			
				He looked at me. “Do you want me to?”
			

			
				My chest tightened. I couldn’t answer right away.
			

			
				His eyes dropped down my body, not slow, not leering, just easy. His voice dropped lower. “You liked how he looked at you?”
			

			
				I swallowed. “Yes, I guess,” I squeezed out. 
			

			
				His hand came to rest on my hip. Not possessive, more like steadying me.
			

			
				“I like it too,” he said.
			

			
				That’s when everything turned inside out in me.
			

			
				“You . . . ” I started. “You liked it?”
			

			
				His thumb moved across the fabric of my dress. “I didn’t think I would, but . . .”
			

			
				I stared at him. My whole body felt alert, wired, hot.
			

			
				“I just thought it’d be harmless,” he said. “He flirts. You flirt back. That’s all.”
			

			
				“It wasn’t harmless though. I’m your wife.”
			

			
				“No,” he said. “You’re right. But it was hot.”
			

			
				I didn’t move. His hand stayed there, steady on my hip.
			

			
				“You’re my wife, I know that,” he said, softer now. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t like to see what happens when someone else wants you. Someone like him.”
			

			
				“I didn’t plan any of that,” I said.
			

			
				“I know.”
			

			
				“I didn’t even, ” I broke off, cheeks burning. “I didn’t touch him back.”
			

			
				“I know.”
			

			
				He leaned in, kissed the side of my neck, then said into my ear, “I still think you should go back out there.”
			

			
				I pulled back enough to look him in the face.
			

			
				“Are you serious?” I whispered with harshness, scandalized, or at least trying to act it. 
			

			
				His eyes held mine. “Just talk. Just be there. Let him talk to you. Let him want you.”
			

			
				“That’s insane.”
			

			
				He smiled. “It’s still us.”
			

			
				I didn’t answer right away. His words sat between us like heat waves rising off my skin. He still hadn’t moved his hand from my hip.
			

			
				“You’re not jealous?” I asked.
			

			
				He tilted his head a little. “Should I be?”
			

			
				I waited for the smirk, but he didn’t give one.
			

			
				“I don’t know,” I said. “I think I would be.”
			

			
				He stepped a little closer, his other hand brushing the inside of my arm.
			

			
				“I watched him talk to you,” he said. “Watched the way he looked at you. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone want you like that. And he’s Rick, he’s my boss! He can have anybody.”
			

			
				I stared at him. “You want that?”
			

			
				He exhaled through his nose. “I didn’t know I did. Not like that. But . . . ”
			

			
				I licked my lips. My mouth was dry.
			

			
				“It’s not just him,” he said. “It’s you. You flirted. You didn’t back away. You let it happen.”
			

			
				“I didn’t know what was happening.”
			

			
				“You knew.”
			

			
				I couldn’t argue. I looked down. “I didn’t hate it.”
			

			
				He shifted closer. “You looked incredible.”
			

			
				My stomach clenched. I felt lightheaded, but steady somehow.
			

			
				“You liked that he wanted me? That I . . . ” I stopped myself. 
			

			
				“I liked that you could do that to him,” he said. “That you could be that woman, if you wanted to. And that you’re mine still, in the end.” 
			

			
				I looked up. “What woman is that?”
			

			
				“The kind who makes men jealous of me.”
			

			
				I let that settle.
			

			
				“So you’re okay with this?”
			

			
				He nodded, slow. “It’s interesting.”
			

			
				That made me smile. A tiny, nervous one. “Yeah,” I said. “It is that.”
			

			
				His hand moved, slid around to my lower back, pulled me against him.
			

			
				“Don’t do anything you don’t want to,” he said.
			

			
				“I certainly won’t.”
			

			
				“But don’t stop just because it feels new.”
			

			
				I nodded. My heart was pounding.
			

			
				“Just talk?” I asked.
			

			
				“Just talk.”
			

			
				He kissed me. A slow one. Firm. No rush. Then he let me go. “Or whatever,” he added almost as an afterthought. 
			

			
				“Finish your drink,” he said. “Then go see if he’s still at the bar.”
			

			
				I went to the bathroom. It was empty, dim, quiet. The hum of the party outside was muffled behind the heavy door.
			

			
				I locked the stall and sat, but didn’t need to go. I just breathed.
			

			
				My heart was still hammering in my chest. Not from fear. From something else.
			

			
				I hadn’t touched Rick. I hadn’t said anything out of line. I hadn’t even smiled too much.
			

			
				But I did let it happen. And I wasn’t confused about what it was anymore.
			

			
				I closed my eyes. I’d always been a good wife. A good woman. That word meant something to me, modest, kind, polite, respectable. Not wild. Not loose. Not the kind of woman who lets her husband’s boss undress her with his eyes.
			

			
				And yet . . .  He had.
			

			
				And my husband saw it and didn’t stop it.
			

			
				Worse, he liked it.
			

			
				I stood slowly, caught my reflection in the mirror. The strap Rick had fixed still lay perfectly across my shoulder. My lipstick was still mostly there, but a little soft at the corners.
			

			
				I took out the tube, reapplied it. Slowly. Watched myself as I did it.
			

			
				That was when it hit me. I wasn’t thinking about how I looked. I was thinking about how Rick would see me.
			

			
				Would he notice the new line of red? Would he see that I’d fixed it for him?
			

			
				My pulse spiked. I pressed the stick harder, fumbled with it, set it down, breathed again, and fixed the shine under my eyes with my fingertip. Blotted. Tilted my chin slightly.
			

			
				This isn’t me, I thought.
			

			
				But something deep inside me, hot and low, answered back.
			

			
				Maybe it is.
			

			
				I touched the gold chain around my neck, delicate, simple. A gift from my husband. I stared at it for a moment. Then let it fall.
			

			
				I smoothed my dress, turned side to side. Not too much. Not too obvious. Right? 
			

			
				I opened the door. The music seemed louder now.
			

			
				I walked back out. I didn’t even make it to the bar.
			

			
				Rick saw me first. He was already walking toward me, one hand tucked in his pocket, the other holding his drink. The confidence in his stride was different now, less casual, more certain. Like he already knew the answer to a question he hadn’t asked.
			

			
				I didn’t stop him. I let him come to me.
			

			
				He slowed just before reaching me. His eyes swept me again, and I let them.
			

			
				“You reapplied,” he said.
			

			
				I smiled. “You noticed.”
			

			
				“I notice everything,” he said.
			

			
				I tilted my head. “That so?”
			

			
				He nodded once. “You’re different.”
			

			
				“Am I?” I asked, letting the word hang with a smirk.
			

			
				His eyes narrowed just slightly. “You know you are.”
			

			
				I reached for his drink without asking, brought it to my lips, took a slow sip while watching him watch me. Then handed it back.
			

			
				“Yours is stronger,” I said.
			

			
				He didn’t move. His hand closed around the glass again, but he didn’t drink.
			

			
				“You didn’t come back just to say goodbye,” he said.
			

			
				“No,” I said. “But I didn’t come back to do anything wrong either.”
			

			
				“That depends on who’s watching.”
			

			
				I glanced past him.
			

			
				My husband stood exactly where I’d left him, only now he was watching openly, no more pretending. One hand at his side, drink in the other, head tilted slightly. A smirk. His eyes glowed. He wasn’t just okay with this. He was down with it. 
			

			
				When he saw me look, he raised his eyebrows just a touch. Like he was curious what I’d do.
			

			
				I smiled, small, knowing, just for him.
			

			
				He smirked back. Then gave me the smallest nod and turned away as though to give me privacy. 
			

			
				I turned back to Rick, feeling a rush low in my belly.
			

			
				“Is he still watching?” Rick asked.
			

			
				“Yes,” I said. “But I don’t think he’s the one I’m trying to impress anymore.” I flared my eyes at him. 
			

			
				Rick exhaled through his nose, slow and amused. “Careful,” he said. “You’re starting to sound dangerous.”
			

			
				I leaned in, just a little. Close enough that he’d feel the warmth off my skin.
			

			
				“Maybe I am,” I said. “You said there’s a rooftop patio?” I asked.
			

			
				Rick blinked once, like he hadn’t expected me to say it. “Upstairs,” he said. “Private bar. Fireplace. Empty this time of night.”
			

			
				I let the silence hang for a beat, then smiled. “You should take me there.”
			

			
				He watched me for a second, eyes flicking across my face. “You want to?”
			

			
				I didn’t look away. “I think we should go somewhere quieter, don’t you?”
			

			
				That got him. He grinned. “You’re full of surprises.”
			

			
				“Oh you haven’t seen the half of it.”
			

			
				He stepped back. “Let me grab another round.”
			

			
				“Make mine the same,” I said. “Whatever you’re having.”
			

			
				He nodded and turned toward the bar.
			

			
				I exhaled, slow and sharp, and pulled my phone from my clutch.
			

			
				I typed fast.
			

			
				“Going upstairs with Rick. Says there's a rooftop patio. Private bar. Nobody up there.” 
			

			
				I stared at the message. The blinking cursor felt louder than the music.
			

			
				Then I hit send.
			

			
				I waited. Ten seconds. Nothing.
			

			
				Then, three dots.
			

			
				A thumbs up and nothing else.
			

			
				I stared at it, my pulse racing in my throat, in my fingertips, between my legs.
			

			
				I slipped the phone back into my bag, smoothed my dress again, and turned to see Rick watching me from the bar.
			

			
				He lifted both glasses, nodded once.
			

			
				I walked toward him.
			

			
				He held both drinks in one hand, the other resting loosely in his pocket.
			

			
				I reached for my glass as I came up beside him, letting my fingers graze his as I took it.
			

			
				“Lead the way,” I said.
			

			
				The elevator was tucked behind a gold-accented partition near the rear of the lobby, half-hidden. He stepped ahead to press the button, and I followed, just close enough to feel the heat of his body.
			

			
				We stepped inside. The doors slid shut.
			

			
				I stared straight ahead, watching our reflections in the polished metal.
			

			
				I took a small sip, stronger than I expected. My lips tasted like lipstick and bourbon.
			

			
				Rick didn’t speak. He stood beside me, quiet, hands full, eyes on the numbers.
			

			
				I took one step closer, not brushing him but narrowing the space. I let my arm hang loose at my side, almost touching his.
			

			
				Something about the quiet made everything feel bigger. The hum of the elevator. The echo of my heels.
			

			
				My thoughts.
			

			
				I wasn’t supposed to be this woman. Not the kind who flirted with her husband’s boss. Not the kind who slipped away into elevators, drinks in hand, heading toward god knows what.
			

			
				But somewhere between the quiet confidence in my husband’s eyes and the raw heat in Rick’s, something had shifted in me.
			

			
				I still felt like a wife. Still wore the part. But my usual rules, the ones about modesty, about appearances, about dignity and control, felt more like clothing than identity. 
			

			
				Clothing I could take off.
			

			
				I looked over at Rick, just as he glanced at me.
			

			
				“You’re quiet now,” he said.
			

			
				“I’m thinking.”
			

			
				“See? dangerous,” he said.
			

			
				I smiled and tilted my head. “I think you want me to be.”
			

			
				He raised an eyebrow. “You’re not wrong.”
			

			
				I took another sip. Then said, softer, “You don’t get women like me up here very often, do you?”
			

			
				Rick chuckled low. “Not like you, no.”
			

			
				I looked forward again and the elevator pinged.
			

			
				As the doors opened, I stepped forward first.
			

			
				“Then try to keep up,” I said.
			

			
				I didn’t look back to see if he was smiling.
			

			
				The rooftop was quiet like he promised.
			

			
				Dim light washed up from sconces built into the low stone walls. Tall glass panels boxed in the patio, muting the city noise to a low shimmer. In the far corner, the fireplace flickered behind a sheet of glass, casting soft light over a cluster of slate-colored couches and a low black table.
			

			
				Nobody else was up there.
			

			
				Rick stepped past me, motioned toward the far end. “Over there.”
			

			
				I followed. My heels clicked once or twice, then sank into silence against the rug between the couches.
			

			
				I eased down onto one end, drink in hand, crossing my legs at the knee, pressing the fabric of my dress down. I sat up straight at first. Still the trad wife, right? 
			

			
				Rick took the opposite end. No rush in him.
			

			
				He set his drink down, leaned back, one arm draped behind the couch like he owned the place.
			

			
				“This is nice,” I said, because I needed to say something.
			

			
				He nodded. “Quiet enough to think. If you’re into that.”
			

			
				I gave a soft smile. “Maybe too quiet.”
			

			
				My legs felt warmer now. The breeze against the back of my knees reminded me just how much skin the dress left bare.
			

			
				“I didn’t think I’d come up here with you,” I said.
			

			
				He took a sip, watching me over the rim. “But you did.”
			

			
				I nodded. “I did.” 
			

			
				“And now you’re wondering what that says about you.”
			

			
				That made my jaw clench. Not angry. Just tight. He wasn’t wrong.
			

			
				“I’m wondering what it says about him,” I said.
			

			
				Rick shifted slightly. “Your husband?”
			

			
				I nodded. “He didn’t stop me. He even smiled. Told me to talk to people. Told me not to stop something just because it felt new.”
			

			
				Rick gave a slow exhale.
			

			
				“That’s more than most men would’ve done.”
			

			
				I looked down at my glass.
			

			
				“I’ve never done anything without him,” I said. “Not like this.”
			

			
				“What does ‘like this’ mean?”
			

			
				I looked up. Held his gaze. “You know what it means.”
			

			
				Rick didn’t flinch. “Yeah. I do.”
			

			
				I set my drink down. My hand trembled just slightly. I folded it into my lap.
			

			
				“I still feel like myself,” I said. “But I’m not sure what that is now.”
			

			
				“Who do you think you’re supposed to be?”
			

			
				I opened my mouth. Nothing came out at first. “I’ve always thought of myself a certain way,” I said finally. “A good woman. A faithful wife. Conservative. Proper.”
			

			
				He leaned in, just a little.
			

			
				“You still are,” he said. “You’re just also something else. And maybe this is the first night you let yourself see it.”
			

			
				I looked away. The firelight flickered across the glass.
			

			
				Maybe he was right. Maybe that’s what scared me most.
			

			
				That I liked being here. That I wanted to know what would happen if I stayed.
			

			
				I didn’t say anything. I watched the flames shift and lick against the glass. I could feel the heat from them now, a soft wash on the side of my bare calf.
			

			
				I uncrossed my legs and let them settle side by side. My dress tugged higher as I shifted.
			

			
				Rick didn’t speak. But when I glanced over, he was looking, not at my face, either, and not even trying to pretend. His eyes were on my legs, steady and unashamed.
			

			
				He didn’t move all at once. Just leaned forward to take another sip, then sat back again, this time a little closer. His thigh angled toward mine, not touching, but near enough I could feel the heat of him.
			

			
				I let my knees drift an inch toward him.
			

			
				The air between us thickened.
			

			
				When his hand moved, it was slow. Confident. He let his knuckles brush the side of my knee, barely grazing.
			

			
				I didn’t pull away.
			

			
				The contact was so small, so tentative, but it lit up something in me. I felt it in the back of my throat, in my stomach, between my thighs.
			

			
				His hand didn’t slide up. It just stayed there.
			

			
				My voice came out quiet. “If he walked up here right now . . . ”
			

			
				Rick didn’t answer right away. His fingers shifted, barely grazing again.
			

			
				“I think he already knows,” he said.
			

			
				I closed my eyes for a second. I could see my husband’s face, his calm, steady gaze, the way he’d looked at me before I came up here.
			

			
				“I don’t know if he wants me to stop,” I said.
			

			
				Rick’s hand slid half an inch higher.
			

			
				“Do you?” he asked.
			

			
				I opened my eyes. Turned toward him.
			

			
				“I don’t know who I am right now,” I said.
			

			
				He leaned in a little more. “You’re the woman who came up here. Who asked for quiet. Who put fresh lipstick on and told me to keep up.”
			

			
				I swallowed. His fingers moved again, slow, sliding just above my knee.
			

			
				I looked down at where his hand touched me, then up into his eyes.
			

			
				“I don’t want to stop,” I said.
			

			
				His hand stayed right there, warm on my thigh, fingers resting just past the hem of my dress. Not moving, not forcing.
			

			
				I could’ve stopped it. I could’ve stood. Straightened my skirt. Said goodnight. Walked back to the elevator and texted my husband that I’d changed my mind.
			

			
				But I didn’t.
			

			
				I let myself breathe into it. Into him. Into the new heat pooling low in my belly.
			

			
				Rick’s fingers curled slightly, brushing against my skin with the faintest pressure. His thumb moved, slow and deliberate, a half-circle on the inside of my thigh.
			

			
				I felt it in my hips. In my chest.
			

			
				He leaned in again, not touching, not yet, just close. I could feel his breath against the side of my cheek.
			

			
				“I want to touch more of you,” he said.
			

			
				I turned my head just slightly toward him. “Why haven’t you?”
			

			
				“Because I like watching you decide.”
			

			
				That answer twisted deep. I shifted toward him, just an inch. My knee touched his.
			

			
				My thighs parted, just enough.
			

			
				His hand moved higher. His palm warm now, full against the soft skin above my knee. I felt the press of his fingers, the subtle flex of muscle in his forearm as he eased closer on the couch.
			

			
				I let my shoulder brush his chest.
			

			
				He turned his head, and now his lips were close enough that if I breathed too deep, we’d touch.
			

			
				“I’ve never done this,” I whispered.
			

			
				“You’re doing it now.”
			

			
				His nose touched my cheek, just barely.
			

			
				“I don’t know how far I can go,” I said.
			

			
				He let his lips hover beside mine. “You go as far as you want. You stop when you want. You ask for more when you want.”
			

			
				I looked down. His hand was higher now, resting at the edge of the line where modesty would’ve once mattered to me.
			

			
				It didn’t feel like cheating. It felt like burning. I looked back up.
			

			
				His lips were right there. I didn’t close the gap. But I didn’t move away either.
			

			
				My breath caught. His lips brushed the corner of mine. Not a kiss, just contact. Soft. A warning. A promise. I didn’t pull back.
			

			
				He stayed there, not pressing further, letting me feel the warmth of his mouth, the heat of his breath.
			

			
				My heart was racing. I was trembling slightly, but not from fear. From something deeper. Something wild and impossible to reason with.
			

			
				I turned my head, slow, and the side of my mouth grazed his.
			

			
				That tiny shift sent a jolt through me.
			

			
				He didn’t speak. I opened my lips, barely, and let my mouth hover next to his.
			

			
				I could feel him waiting for me, seeing if I could keep up.
			

			
				I didn’t know if I wanted to stop or lunge forward.
			

			
				My fingers curled into the fabric of the couch. I leaned in, not a full kiss, just enough for the shape of his mouth to mold against mine.
			

			
				We held there, mouths touching but not moving, just breathing. My lips parted again. His breath caught.
			

			
				I could taste him, bourbon, heat, something older and unfamiliar.
			

			
				I shifted again, needing to feel more, and my thigh pressed against his. His hand moved higher, fingertips trailing up the inside.
			

			
				My hips twitched. I felt it like a pulse in every part of me.
			

			
				He turned his head slightly and this time, our mouths met fully, but still no kiss. Just pressure. Contact. Intention.
			

			
				His nose brushed mine. My breath stuttered. I was barely holding on.
			

			
				Every second that passed without breaking the tension only wound me tighter. I wanted to move, to act, to let go.
			

			
				But I also wanted to keep feeling this, the terrifying, impossible, delicious moment before anything truly happened.
			

			
				I opened my eyes. He was staring at me.
			

			
				And I realized, I was smiling. A tiny, shocked, crooked smile.
			

			
				“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I whispered.
			

			
				Rick’s lips barely touched mine. “You’re not doing anything yet.”
			

			
				He kissed the corner of my mouth, one slow press, careful and claiming.
			

			
				My thighs parted. My hips tilted. My hand lifted off the couch and touched his chest.
			

			
				“I think I’m going to, though,” I said.
			

			
				His hand slid higher.
			

			
				I didn’t stop it. I kissed him instead. I even whimpered a tiny escaped cry. 
			

			
				I kissed him again. Not hard. Not deep. Just the soft press of lips parting, a slow slide, the kind that lingers.
			

			
				Rick didn’t rush. He let me find the rhythm, let me set the pace. His mouth opened with mine, his breath mixing with mine, his hand resting where I’d left it on my thigh, unmoving, but heavy with promise.
			

			
				I kissed him again, a little harder now. My fingers spread across his chest. I could feel the rise and fall of him, the slow thrum of control he was holding onto.
			

			
				I shifted closer. My knee pushed between his. My thigh slid over his, and the dress pulled tight across my hips.
			

			
				His hand finally moved. Just a little. From thigh to hip. His palm flattened and curved around me, pulling me a fraction closer.
			

			
				I let out a sound, not a moan, not a word. Just breath. Hot. Shaky. Wanting.
			

			
				He kissed my jaw, then under it, slow and open-mouthed. His lips grazed the side of my throat, the soft spot that made my shoulders rise when he touched it.
			

			
				I tilted my head back. Let him taste that part of me.
			

			
				“I shouldn’t want this,” I whispered.
			

			
				“But you do.”
			

			
				I didn’t answer. My mouth found his again. This time I kissed him with both hands in his hair, pulling him in, losing the last thread of careful.
			

			
				His hand slid around my waist. Found the zipper. Didn’t pull, just rested there.
			

			
				I pulled back half an inch, breathing hard.
			

			
				“I’ve never done anything besides him.”
			

			
				Rick looked at me, his eyes dark. “You’re not without him. He sent you.”
			

			
				The words cracked something open in me.
			

			
				I didn’t speak. I just nodded. His hand moved. The zipper came down, slow. I heard every inch of it.
			

			
				I sat up slightly, and the dress eased lower across my chest. He didn’t rip it. He didn’t tear. He peeled.
			

			
				My bra wasn’t padded. He saw all of me in one slow reveal.
			

			
				His mouth parted, but he didn’t speak.
			

			
				His hand came up, slow, flat-palmed, reverent, and he cupped me.
			

			
				My back arched.
			

			
				“God,” I breathed. It was electric, it was spellbinding. 
			

			
				He kissed between my breasts, then lower.
			

			
				I spread my legs without realizing I had.
			

			
				The hem of the dress rode up as he slid down between them.
			

			
				I touched his belt. My fingers trembled, but I didn’t stop.
			

			
				There was no noise from below. No one else up here. Just firelight, my skin against leather, and a man who didn’t rush me.
			

			
				He stayed there, kneeling between my legs, hands on my thighs, not moving higher yet. Just resting there. His thumbs swept slow arcs against my skin, pushing my dress higher each time.
			

			
				The air was cooler on my legs now, skin prickling with each shift of his touch. I looked down at him, chest rising and falling fast. My bra was still half-on, straps slid down but not off, cups pushed aside, my breasts bare in the firelight.
			

			
				He leaned forward, kissed just above my knee. Then higher.
			

			
				Each press of his lips was slower than the last. My fingers curled against the arm of the couch. My nails dug in. 
			

			
				“I’m not sure how far I’m allowed to go,” I whispered.
			

			
				Rick’s mouth paused against my thigh. “You haven’t said stop.”
			

			
				I swallowed. My body was already saying go.
			

			
				He kissed higher. Then again. My thighs parted more, and I didn’t think about whether I should anymore.
			

			
				“You don’t ask permission for this with other women, do you?” I asked barely able to breathe. 
			

			
				“No,” he said. 
			

			
				I was still wearing my wedding ring. I hadn’t even thought about taking it off.
			

			
				His hands slid up, under the dress now, slow and warm, fingers brushing the line of my panties.
			

			
				He didn’t tug. Not yet.
			

			
				He just looked up at me. Waiting.
			

			
				I gave a nod. Barely more than a breath.
			

			
				His fingertips traced the edge of the fabric. Then lower.
			

			
				I gasped, quiet, sudden, sharp. My hips twitched under his hands.
			

			
				I could feel myself soaking through. There was no pretending now. My thighs trembled. I didn’t try to stop them. They shook hard. 
			

			
				Rick leaned in again. Kissed higher. His breath against the wet fabric made me jolt.
			

			
				I was open. Exposed. My dress tugged up around my waist. His hands were steady, slow, sure.
			

			
				Still no rush. I was ready to scream. 
			

			
				Just the unbearable heat of being right there, wanting more, legs wide, breath shaky, waiting for the last of my old self to let go.
			

			
				His fingers hooked just beneath the edge. They didn’t pull.
			

			
				He looked up at me, and I looked down at him. The firelight flickered over his face, over my skin, casting everything in a dim, unreal glow.
			

			
				My chest was rising and falling faster now. I could feel the way the air hit my nipples, still bare, still sensitive from the slow drag of my bra.
			

			
				Rick’s thumbs stroked once, just along the crease where my thigh met the cotton.
			

			
				“Tell me,” he said, voice low, steady. “Tell me if you want this.”
			

			
				I could’ve whispered it. Could’ve nodded.
			

			
				Instead, I reached down, placed my hands over his, and guided them lower.
			

			
				That was my answer.
			

			
				He tugged, just an inch. The fabric shifted. Another inch.
			

			
				I lifted my hips slightly, and that was all it took.
			

			
				He slid them down, slowly, like he was unwrapping something he didn’t think he deserved to touch.
			

			
				My panties eased past my hips. My thighs. My knees.
			

			
				He didn’t drop them. He peeled them the rest of the way off and laid them carefully beside him.
			

			
				I was bare now. My thighs parted again, wider this time, heat building between them so thick I could feel the slipperiness without even touching.
			

			
				Rick’s hands came back to my knees, sliding up slow, spreading me more.
			

			
				I held his gaze. My cheeks were flushed, my whole body alive.
			

			
				He stared at me, right there, and I didn’t close my legs.
			

			
				“Jesus,” he murmured.
			

			
				I bit my lip. My head tipped back against the couch. I couldn’t believe this was me. This body. This moment. This permission.
			

			
				I reached for him, my fingers in his hair.
			

			
				“More,” I said, barely a breath. “I want to feel more.”
			

			
				He lowered his head.
			

			
				His breath hit my thighs first, warm, damp from his mouth. His lips brushed once, just above where I ached to feel him. I jerked at the contact, thighs twitching.
			

			
				He didn’t go straight to it.
			

			
				He kissed along the inside of one thigh. Then the other.
			

			
				Then lower again.
			

			
				I felt every inch of it, like my skin was listening.
			

			
				His hands moved up my sides as he kissed. They slid under the fabric bunched at my waist. Up over my ribs. Back to my breasts. He cupped one gently, thumb brushing across the nipple, and kissed higher on my thigh.
			

			
				I was shaking now. Not with fear, something deeper.
			

			
				I’m married, I screamed inside my head. 
			

			
				The thought flickered through me, sharp and unreal.
			

			
				I’m a wife. A good one. A traditional one.
			

			
				His mouth moved again. Closer.
			

			
				My hips lifted before I could stop them. My hand gripped the edge of the cushion, knuckles white.
			

			
				Then what is this? What am I doing?
			

			
				Then he licked me, slow, deliberate.
			

			
				I gasped, hips bucking up into his mouth.
			

			
				He held me there, tongue pressing in a slow stroke from bottom to top. Then again. And again.
			

			
				I felt myself open, spread, surrender.
			

			
				One of his hands slid beneath me, lifting my hips higher into his mouth, and the other returned to my breast, thumb circling the nipple in slow, teasing spirals.
			

			
				I was whimpering now. Legs spread wide. Heat pounding inside me.
			

			
				Every second pushed me closer, deeper.
			

			
				“I shouldn’t be . . . ” I whispered, eyes closed. “I shouldn’t . . . ”
			

			
				But I didn’t stop him.
			

			
				He sucked, slow and wet. His tongue moved with skill, with patience, with absolute control.
			

			
				I dug my heel into the couch. My thighs clenched around his head.
			

			
				He didn’t pull away.
			

			
				I was panting now. Moaning without words.
			

			
				What would my husband say?
			

			
				But I already knew. He said he wanted this. He gave this to me.
			

			
				My fingers threaded into Rick’s hair and I pulled him tighter against me.
			

			
				I rolled my hips, no rhythm, just desperation, chasing something now, something impossible to explain.
			

			
				I was close. So close already.
			

			
				And when it hit, when my body seized, legs locked around his head, mouth open in a silent cry to the sky, I felt it in my spine, in my throat, in every lie I’d ever told myself about the kind of woman I was.
			

			
				I was his wife. And I was coming on another man’s mouth.
			

			
				I lay back, head tilted over the arm of the couch, thighs still parted, the inside of them greased and warm. My chest heaved with every breath.
			

			
				Rick was still between my legs, kissing softly now, gentler, slower, like he was savoring the last of it. Then he rose.
			

			
				He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, but not before I saw the glint of moisture on his lips.
			

			
				I turned my head to look at him. He watched me with something between hunger and awe.
			

			
				“I’ve never seen anyone come like that,” he said.
			

			
				I didn’t answer. How could I? I’d never come like that before! 
			

			
				My body felt too loose, too open. My skin buzzed like it was still catching up.
			

			
				But somewhere inside the daze, something else started stirring, sharp and clear. I wanted to know what I could do.
			

			
				I wanted to know if I could make him lose himself the way he just unmade me. It was sudden, but it didn’t feel reckless. It felt necessary.
			

			
				I sat up slowly, pulling the straps of my dress down my arms, letting the top slide fully off. I didn’t hide. I didn’t cover myself.
			

			
				Rick’s eyes dropped instantly, and I saw the shift in his posture, stiffening, tensing.
			

			
				I reached for his belt. My hands still trembled slightly, but I didn’t stop.
			

			
				He looked down at me. “You don’t have to.”
			

			
				“I want to,” I said.
			

			
				I paused. “I need to see if I’m good at it.”
			

			
				His mouth parted. His breath caught.
			

			
				I undid his buckle slowly, then the button, then the zipper. My fingers brushed the fabric. He was hard, of course.
			

			
				“I’ve never done this for anyone else but him,” I said.
			

			
				That hit him. I could see it in his face.
			

			
				I pushed his pants down, then eased him back on the couch, my hand following the shape of him through his briefs, the warmth and pressure growing under my touch.
			

			
				I hooked my fingers beneath the waistband.
			

			
				“Do you want me to?” I asked.
			

			
				Rick nodded once. “God, yes.”
			

			
				I pulled them down.
			

			
				He was thick, heavy, already flushed.
			

			
				I paused to look.
			

			
				Then I leaned forward, licking slowly from the base to the tip, my tongue flat and slow.
			

			
				His groan was low, involuntary.
			

			
				What am I doing? I thought. 
			

			
				But the thought wasn’t shame, it was power.
			

			
				I wrapped my hand around the base and opened my mouth, taking him in. Not all at once. Not perfectly. But I was learning.
			

			
				He started breathing hard already.
			

			
				I kept going. Deeper. Slower. My tongue curled along the underside as I moved, one hand steady, the other stroking where my mouth couldn’t reach.
			

			
				He touched my hair. Not pushing. Just holding.
			

			
				I looked up at him while I took more.
			

			
				I’m a wife. A good one. But now I’m also this.
			

			
				I didn’t want to stop.
			

			
				I eased my mouth down over him, slow and steady. I wanted to feel it all, the weight of him, the heat, the way his breath hitched the moment I took him deeper.
			

			
				His hand stayed in my hair. No pressure. Just there.
			

			
				I wasn’t fast. I wasn’t practiced. I went by feel, by instinct, tasting him inch by inch, stopping when I needed to, adjusting the angle of my wrist, learning what made him exhale harder, what made his thighs tense.
			

			
				My lips slid lower, my hand stroking the base, twisting gently, syncing with the rhythm of my mouth.
			

			
				He groaned, deep, low, not performative. Just raw.
			

			
				I glanced up and saw it in his face: restraint. Control. He was letting me work, letting me try, letting me take pride in how he responded.
			

			
				I didn’t expect the rush that followed.
			

			
				It hit me mid-stroke, this wild, dizzying sense that I was doing this. That I’d made him like this.
			

			
				That I was the reason he was breathing harder now, hips shifting under my mouth, fingers tightening in my hair.
			

			
				I’m a trad wife. My wedding ring caught the light as my hand moved over his length. I shouldn’t be here. I shouldn’t be doing this. My husband . . . 
			

			
				But he’d smiled. He’d nodded. He knew. He wanted this.
			

			
				I sucked harder, let more of him slip past my lips. My jaw ached, but I didn’t care. I adjusted, took him deeper. My tongue flattened under him, stroked up as I pulled back.
			

			
				His thighs tensed again.
			

			
				“That’s so fucking good,” he muttered, voice cracked open.
			

			
				I smiled around him. I moaned for him. 
			

			
				I tried again, slower now, lips tighter, one hand cupping his balls, just gentle enough to make him twitch.
			

			
				He grunted. His hips pushed up slightly. I allowed it.
			

			
				The wet sounds filled the space now, oiled, rhythmic, obscene.
			

			
				It thrilled me. I’d never been like this. Not even with my husband. Not this bold. Not this eager.
			

			
				And now I needed to see how far I could take him.
			

			
				I sucked harder. Twisted faster. Let him fill my mouth to the edge. My cheeks hollowed as I worked, tongue fluttering, saliva spilling, heat rising in my chest.
			

			
				He was panting now. Voice gone.
			

			
				My jaw trembled from the effort, but I didn’t stop.
			

			
				His thighs had started to tense in rhythm with my mouth. Not every time, just when I sank lower, when I twisted my wrist right at the base, when I hummed around him and let the vibration tease something deeper out of him.
			

			
				I felt the pressure building in his body, how he kept pausing his breath, how his grip in my hair tightened just a little more with every pass.
			

			
				I didn’t stop. I took him in again, wet and slow, letting my tongue swirl as I slid down. His hips bucked just slightly and I held there, sucked harder, and then, I pulled off.
			

			
				A hard, wet pop filled the space between us.
			

			
				His body jerked like something had been taken away too fast.
			

			
				I grinned.
			

			
				“Too close?” I asked. My voice was husky, flushed from the work. Saliva ran from the corner of my mouth, down my chin. I wiped it with the back of my wrist, smearing it across my cheek without care.
			

			
				Rick looked dazed. His lips were parted. His hands still hovered midair like they hadn’t figured out where to go next.
			

			
				“You almost lost it,” I said, laughing softly. “Didn’t you?”
			

			
				He swallowed. “Jesus.”
			

			
				“I didn’t think I’d like this,” I said. “But it’s kind of fun.”
			

			
				His cock twitched at that. Fully out, wet, flushed, twitching against his stomach.
			

			
				I crawled up onto the couch beside him, slow, teasing, letting my breasts brush his side as I swung one leg over to straddle him. I didn’t sit all the way down yet, just hovered, bare, wet, still warm from what he’d done to me.
			

			
				His hands found my thighs. They trembled.
			

			
				“You’re not who I thought you were,” he said.
			

			
				I smiled wider. “Neither am I,” I said. “Turns out I’m the kind of wife who sucks her husband’s boss off and makes him say thank you for it.”
			

			
				I leaned in close, lips near his ear.
			

			
				“But not yet,” I whispered. “You don’t get to come yet.”
			

			
				I pulled back and gripped him again, just at the base, squeezing gently. He twitched hard in my hand.
			

			
				“You’re going to wait,” I said, smiling like it was a joke I was finally in on. “I want to make this last.”
			

			
				I stroked him slow, my palm sleek from earlier, fingers curled just right. He twitched in my hand, still flushed, still wet from my mouth.
			

			
				His eyes were locked on mine now, lips parted, throat tight.
			

			
				I stayed straddled above him, hovering, hips tilted forward just enough that my bare heat brushed his stomach. I could feel his skin smooth against mine.
			

			
				"You thought I was sweet," I said, voice low, teasing. “Just the quiet little wife.”
			

			
				Rick didn’t speak. He just nodded, barely.
			

			
				I leaned in close again, my breasts brushing his chest, my mouth at his ear.
			

			
				“You didn’t expect me to be the kind of girl who takes every inch of you down her throat, did you?”
			

			
				His breath hitched hard.
			

			
				I kissed his jaw, then the corner of his mouth.
			

			
				“Because I’m going to,” I whispered. “I’m going to swallow every drop when I make you come.”
			

			
				He groaned, hands gripping my thighs.
			

			
				“Just not quite yet,” I said, pulling back just enough to see the desperation in his face.
			

			
				I slid down between his legs again, slow, licking a trail along the inside of his thigh. I kept my eyes on him as I reached his cock again.
			

			
				One hand around the base, I kissed the tip, soft, open-mouthed, just enough to make him flinch.
			

			
				Then I flattened my tongue and dragged it all the way up the underside, slow, wet, teasing.
			

			
				“Still holding on?” I asked.
			

			
				He nodded again, strained. “Barely.”
			

			
				“Good.”
			

			
				I took him back into my mouth.
			

			
				Deeper now.
			

			
				My throat opened, slowly at first, then more, letting him slide further. My lips stretched tight around him, and I used both hands this time, one stroking, the other cradling him below, gentle but firm.
			

			
				He groaned again, louder now, and I felt the pulse of him in my mouth.
			

			
				I bobbed slower, eyes locked on his. My cheeks hollowed with each motion. I could taste him, salt, skin, heat.
			

			
				I moaned around him, low and throaty. The sound made his hips buck, just a little.
			

			
				I pulled off again, gasping softly, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.
			

			
				“That close already?” I asked. “And I haven’t even gotten serious yet.”
			

			
				Rick’s hands gripped the cushion. His knuckles were white. I chuckled. 
			

			
				I leaned in again, letting the head of his cock rest against my lips.
			

			
				“I told you,” I said, dragging my tongue along the tip, “when I decide to finish you, I’m not leaving anything behind.”
			

			
				Then I kissed him there, just one slow, open-mouthed kiss, before pulling back again, smiling as he twitched helplessly in my hand.
			

			
				“But not yet,” I sang. 
			

			
				I circled the head of his cock with the tip of my tongue, lazy and slow. Just enough to keep him throbbing. I didn’t take him back in yet, I just played with him.
			

			
				His hips kept shifting like he couldn’t help it, like his body was trying to chase my mouth. I tightened my grip at the base each time, holding him there, keeping control.
			

			
				“You’re trying so hard not to lose it,” I said, smiling against his skin. “It’s cute.”
			

			
				Rick exhaled hard, chest rising fast now.
			

			
				I dragged my tongue along the underside again, slow and flat. His thighs tensed beneath me.
			

			
				“Bet you’ve never had a woman do this for you,” I whispered. “Not like this. Not for her fun.”
			

			
				I kissed along his shaft, soft, teasing kisses that made him grow even harder in my hand.
			

			
				“Think you’re going to impress me just by keeping it together?” I asked. “I want to see you fall apart.”
			

			
				He groaned, frustrated, desperate.
			

			
				I licked the head again. Swirled. Then sucked. Just the tip. Just enough to make his hips jerk and his hands twitch on the couch.
			

			
				I pulled off with a wet pop, then stroked him slowly, deliberately, dragging my thumb over the wet spot I’d just left.
			

			
				His jaw clenched.
			

			
				“You’re going to break if I keep this up,” I said. “Aren’t you?”
			

			
				He didn’t answer. But I saw the change.The tension. The need. His body was past patience now, shaking, his breath gone erratic.
			

			
				His hand rose again. It hovered just above my head.
			

			
				Waiting.
			

			
				I saw it. Knew what he wanted. I didn’t stop him. I didn’t say no. I just looked up at him, lips parted, and let him see the answer in my eyes.
			

			
				His hand closed on the back of my head, fingers fisting in my hair, grip rough, controlled but not gentle anymore.
			

			
				I gasped just as he pulled me down onto him.
			

			
				There was no warning. He shoved deep into my mouth, thick and fast, forcing me to open wider than I’d managed before. My throat resisted, gagged slightly, then adjusted.
			

			
				He held me there. My nose was against his skin. My lips stretched around the base. I felt his cock throb at full depth. And I moaned. 
			

			
				He pulled back, then shoved forward again. Faster. Harder. Both hands in my hair now, guiding me, using me.
			

			
				I braced my palms on his thighs, fingers digging in, and let him. Let him fuck my mouth. Let him use me the way he needed to.
			

			
				I let go. The trad wife had become a hotwife.
			

			
				My eyes watered. My throat flexed around him with every thrust. Spit pooled at the corners of my mouth and dripped down my chin. I didn’t care. I was soaked between my legs.
			

			
				It hit me without warning. The pressure I didn’t even realize had been building deep in my belly snapped. My thighs clamped. My hips jerked.
			

			
				A raw, pulsing orgams that started in my clit and ripped through me like lightning. My whole body shook. My moan vibrated around his cock.
			

			
				Rick groaned loudly, feral, guttural. He shoved deep. Held me there. And then he came too, with me.
			

			
				Hot pulses flooded my throat, thick and salty.
			

			
				I swallowed on instinct. Swallowed again. Didn’t stop until it was all down.
			

			
				He pulled back slowly, breathing hard, cock twitching once as it slipped from my lips.
			

			
				My chin dripped with spit and come. My thighs were still trembling. My whole face was flushed, raw, soaked in the aftershock of both of us.
			

			
				I sat back on my heels, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, dazed.
			

			
				What the fuck just happened?
			

			
				But I was smiling too.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Rick was still catching his breath, chest rising and falling, his head tilted back against the couch.
			

			
				I wiped the corner of my mouth with a shaky laugh.
			

			
				“Well,” I said, voice ragged. “That escalated.”
			

			
				He looked down at me and gave a crooked smile. “You’re fucking dangerous. I knew it.”
			

			
				I crawled up onto the couch beside him, settling against his side, both of us flushed and out of place against the sleek cushions and flickering firelight.
			

			
				“My body’s never done anything like that,” I said.
			

			
				He let out a soft chuckle. “You think?”
			

			
				I slapped his thigh gently. “Shut up.”
			

			
				He reached for a napkin from the low table and dabbed the corner of my mouth, then trailed lower, slow and gentle, down to where a thin string of spit still clung to my chin. Or was it come? Then my throat. Then my chest.
			

			
				I watched him, skin still tingling, thighs still wet and sticky between.
			

			
				He handed me a clean one. I wiped along his length, careful, slow.
			

			
				“You’re a mess,” I said.
			

			
				“You started it.”
			

			
				I smiled. “I’m not sorry.”
			

			
				We cleaned up together, quiet now, both of us still reeling in the aftermath.
			

			
				When I stood, I smoothed my dress back down, adjusted my bra, tucked everything in. My panties were still off, folded near the edge of the couch. I looked at them, then at him.
			

			
				He raised an eyebrow.
			

			
				He took them. 
			

			
				He zipped up and buckled, ran a hand through his hair, and looked me over one last time.
			

			
				“You good?” he asked.
			

			
				I nodded. “Yeah.”
			

			
				“Ready to go back down?”
			

			
				I hesitated, then said, “Yes.”
			

			
				We stepped into the elevator, silent for the first few seconds. My body still buzzed. I could smell him on my lips. Feel the residue of what we did between my thighs.
			

			
				When the doors opened and the party noise swelled up around us again, I spotted him almost immediately.
			

			
				My husband. He stood near the bar, drink in hand, talking to one of the other junior reps.
			

			
				But as if he felt me before he saw me, his head turned.
			

			
				We locked eyes. His gaze flicked down me, subtle but knowing. Then he smiled.
			

			
				A small, slow, satisfied smile. No questions. No words. Just that expression. Like he already knew everything.
			

			
				I crossed the room slowly, weaving through clusters of conversation and music, the low clink of ice in glasses. Rick peeled off to the far end of the bar without a word.
			

			
				I reached my husband and stopped just beside him, not quite touching.
			

			
				He didn’t look at me right away. He finished whatever he was saying, then turned, offering me the last sip from his glass.
			

			
				I took it. Let the liquor burn down my throat.
			

			
				His hand found the small of my back. Warm. Familiar. Steady.
			

			
				Then he leaned in, lips near my ear.
			

			
				“You look different,” he murmured.
			

			
				“Do I?”
			

			
				He nodded. “Your cheeks are flushed. Your lipstick’s gone. You’re breathing like you just ran a mile.”
			

			
				I didn’t answer.
			

			
				Then, softly, calmly, he said, “You don’t have to tell me.”
			

			
				I looked up at him.
			

			
				“It’s better that way,” he said. “For both of us.”
			

			
				I nodded, but I was unsure if it was better.
			

			
				His hand slid a little lower on my back, gave a slow, reassuring stroke.
			

			
				“Still mine,” he said under his breath.
			

			
				I smiled. And I meant it.
			

			
				He leaned in, lips brushing my temple, warm and familiar. His hand rested low on my back, right at the base of my spine.
			

			
				“You ready to go?” he murmured, his voice thicker than usual.
			

			
				I blinked up at him. “Already?”
			

			
				He nodded, then let his fingers trail just barely over the top curve of my ass through the dress. “Yeah. I want to get you alone.”
			

			
				That caught me off guard.
			

			
				I expected restraint. Hesitation. Some quiet reckoning. Not this. Not the tension in his jaw. Not the heat in his touch. Not the way his eyes kept sliding down my body like he couldn’t help it.
			

			
				He took my hand, casual, easy, and guided me toward the exit like any husband would. We said goodbye to no one.
			

			
				In the elevator, he stood behind me, arms loosely around my waist, head near my neck.
			

			
				“Did you have fun?” he asked, low.
			

			
				My stomach flipped. I swallowed. “Yeah.”
			

			
				He kissed just behind my ear. “Good. You look incredible.”
			

			
				The doors opened on the lobby. We didn’t speak again until we hit the night air. His hand slipped around my waist. Not protective, possessive.
			

			
				“You cold?” he asked.
			

			
				“A little.”
			

			
				He pulled me closer, his hand flat across my hip. His thumb moved. Slowly.
			

			
				We walked to the car. He opened the door for me. Inside, doors shut, engine on. Still nothing about it.
			

			
				He rested his hand on my thigh. “You smell good,” he said.
			

			
				I shifted in the seat, my legs clenching instinctively. I turned toward him. “You’re not going to ask me?”
			

			
				He looked over, eyes unreadable. “Ask you what?”
			

			
				“You know what.”
			

			
				He exhaled once. “No. I told you. I don’t want to know.”
			

			
				His hand moved up my thigh, fingers splaying over the bare skin just below the hem.
			

			
				“But I can guess,” he said.
			

			
				I didn’t speak.
			

			
				I just spread my legs slightly.
			

			
				His hand stilled. Then moved higher. “You’re wet,” he said quietly.
			

			
				I looked straight ahead. “Yeah. A little.”
			

			
				He cupped me gently through the thin fabric of the dress.
			

			
				“I didn’t think it’d turn me on like this,” he said.
			

			
				I smiled. “Me either.”
			

			
				He took the next turn too fast. Tires whispered over the pavement as he pulled into a dark side street, quiet and half-lit, tucked behind a row of closed shops.
			

			
				He threw the car into park.
			

			
				We sat there, both breathing. His hand still on my thigh.
			

			
				I turned toward him, my seatbelt still on, dress pulled up high from where he’d been touching me.
			

			
				“You’ve never acted like this,” I said, smiling.
			

			
				He looked over, eyes dark, jaw tight. “You’ve never made me feel like this.”
			

			
				I reached down and unclipped the belt. “That so.”
			

			
				I climbed over the center console before he could react, knees braced on either side of his hips, my dress hiked all the way up now. He could see I’d lost my panties somewhere back there. 
			

			
				He leaned back, stunned.
			

			
				I leaned in. “I’m not going to be quiet tonight.”
			

			
				His hands came up to my hips, but I slapped one away playfully, then ground down against his lap.
			

			
				He let out a low groan.
			

			
				“You’re so wet,” he whispered.
			

			
				“Wonder why,” I said, laughing, pressing my forehead to his. “You said you didn’t want to know.”
			

			
				He smiled at that, but his hands tightened on my ass.
			

			
				“We’ve never done this in the car,” he said.
			

			
				“We’ve never done this,” I said.
			

			
				I reached between us, unbuckled him, pulled him out, hard and ready. I teased the head of him against myself, slow, back and forth, not taking him in yet. Wetting him in me. 
			

			
				He grunted, hips shifting. “You’re going to kill me.”
			

			
				I grabbed his face with both hands, kissed him hard, then pulled back just enough to murmur:
			

			
				“I’m going to fuck you. Right here. Like I’m not your wife. Like I’m something else.”
			

			
				He stared at me.
			

			
				And I sank down, slow and tight, inch by inch, until he was buried in me.
			

			
				His head slammed back against the seat.
			

			
				I started to move. Not soft. Not slow. I rode him with a rhythm that made the car creak, windows fog, my laughter fill the air between us.
			

			
				“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he whispered. “I can’t believe you let me.” He grabbed my hips and held on.
			

			
				I leaned down, kissed his throat, his jaw, his mouth.
			

			
				And fucked my husband like he was someone new. Like I was someone new. 
			

			
				My hands pressed flat to the ceiling of the car as I rode him, arms shaking from the effort. The dome light above flickered once from the force of it, but I didn’t stop.
			

			
				His hands gripped my hips, fingers digging in hard, trying to slow me down, but I didn’t want slow.
			

			
				I wanted everything.
			

			
				His cock felt bigger inside me like this, thicker, deeper, more alive. Every movement sent aftershocks through my body, nerve endings alight and over-responsive. I was swollen from what Rick had done to me. My clit still ached, my thighs still slick, and now my husband filled me with a completely different kind of need.
			

			
				I moved faster.
			

			
				His breath hitched. “Jesus, you feel, fuck . . . ”
			

			
				I laughed, breathless, half-moan. “You can’t keep up with me now?”
			

			
				“You’re so fucking tight,” he growled, thrusting up into me.
			

			
				I let out a loud, high-pitched sound I’d never made with him before, raw, involuntary. My hips bucked down hard against him, and his hands flew up to the ceiling beside mine to brace us both.
			

			
				The car rocked.
			

			
				Sweat dripped down my back.
			

			
				His head tipped forward, mouth open against my collarbone.
			

			
				“You’re, god, you’re dripping on me,” he gasped.
			

			
				I laughed again, wild and free. “Then don’t stop.”
			

			
				He slammed up into me, and I met him, full force.
			

			
				The sound of wet friction filled the car. The seatbelt buckle clacked against the door. The windows fogged entirely.
			

			
				My hands slipped on the ceiling fabric, but I held tight, fingers curled now.
			

			
				“Look at you,” he groaned. “Look at what you’ve turned into.”
			

			
				“I like what I’ve turned into,” I whispered back.
			

			
				Every thrust hit me high and deep, pressure mounting with dizzy intensity.
			

			
				I was already close. My legs started to tremble again.
			

			
				He saw it. Felt it. He grabbed the back of my neck and pulled my mouth down to his.
			

			
				“Kiss me when you come,” he said, voice breaking.
			

			
				And so I did, the good dutiful wife. 
			

			
				I crashed over the edge with my lips against his, moaning into his mouth, thighs locking tight around his hips, pussy clenching hard over his cock.
			

			
				He held it in for two more strokes, then lost it. His whole body jerked. He groaned, deep in his chest, as he came inside me.
			

			
				I kept kissing him. Soft now. Slow. Trembling.
			

			
				His arms wrapped around me, pulling me down until I was crumpled against him, both of us gasping, stuck together, hearts pounding.
			

			
				He whispered something I didn’t catch, forehead pressed to my shoulder.
			

			
				I didn’t ask him to repeat it. We just stayed there, fogged windows, car rocking gently in the quiet.
			

			
				Eventually, he kissed my forehead, tucked my hair behind my ear, and whispered, “Let’s take my wife home.”
			

			
				He said it soft. Intimate. Like a joke only we understood.
			

			
				I smiled, small and quiet. Slid off him, eased back into my seat. He adjusted himself, zipped up, reached over and helped me pull my dress down. No rush. No shame. Just us.
			

			
				The drive was quiet. My hand in his. His thumb running slow over my knuckles.
			

			
				At home, we didn’t speak much. We moved through the motions like always, shoes off, lights low, bedroom door closing behind us.
			

			
				I peeled off the dress. He tossed his clothes over the chair.
			

			
				We slid into bed like we always did.
			

			
				Pajamas warm, limbs wrapped together. His arm under my neck. My leg hooked over his. The sheets cool against our skin.
			

			
				The room was dark except for the faint glow from the hallway.
			

			
				He reached up and touched the lamp switch.
			

			
				I caught his wrist. “Wait.”
			

			
				He paused.
			

			
				I shifted to face him, heart suddenly loud again. “I need to ask you something.”
			

			
				He didn’t move. Didn’t answer. Just waited.
			

			
				My voice shook. “Do you know? For sure? What I did tonight?”
			

			
				Silence. Then he exhaled through his nose.
			

			
				“I know enough,” he said.
			

			
				That answer hit like a soft blow to the chest.
			

			
				“But do you know?” I asked again. “I can’t fall asleep if you don’t say it.”
			

			
				He looked at me in the dim light. His eyes were tired, open, calm.
			

			
				“I know where you went,” he said. “I know who with.” He reached up, touched my cheek. “And I know you came back to me.”
			

			
				My throat tightened. He leaned in and kissed me. Not deep. Just there.
			

			
				“I don’t need details,” he said. “I just needed to see that look on your face when you walked back in.”
			

			
				I nodded, eyes wet.
			

			
				He flicked the light off. We lay there, quiet. His arm around me. My heart still pounding.
			

			
				We lay quiet under the covers, tangled again, but softer now. The night air moved through the cracked window, and our skin still stuck faintly where it touched. My leg was over his. My arm around his chest.
			

			
				I spooned him. The way we always ended the night. But this wasn’t like every night.
			

			
				I moved my face closer to the back of his neck. My lips brushed his ear. My voice was barely more than a breath. “I sucked off your boss.”
			

			
				His body tensed, just a second, then softened again. And then, quietly, he said: “I know.”
			

			
				He reached down, found my hand, laced our fingers together beneath the blanket.
			

			
				Neither of us moved. Nothing else was said.
			

			
				But everything had changed. Yet both of us were still here.
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