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Morning. I leaned into the kitchen counter, fingers around a mug comfortably warm. I wore a loose robe, thin and long, graceful.
Gerald came behind me, placed his hands on either side of the counter to box me in. He smelled like toothpaste and sleep. I could feel the warmth of his bare chest through the thin fabric at my back. He said nothing at first. His breath stirred the hair just above my ear.
Then, “You slept deep.”
“I was tired.”
“Figured you might be.” His hand moved to my waist.
“Was it good?” he finally asked.
I turned inside his arms to face him. His eyes were darker this morning. Focused. My lips were dry. I licked them before I spoke. “I don’t want to lie to you.”
“Don’t.”
I held his gaze. “Okay. It was more than good.”
He exhaled. His hands came to my hips and he pulled me forward until our bodies touched through the thin fabric of my robe and the soft knit of his pajama pants. I could feel him hardening already.
“Tell me what he did,” he said. “All of it.”
I didn’t flinch.
I said, “He started by fixing my dress strap.”
I untied the robe. I let the fabric fall open. His eyes dropped instantly. He looked at me like it was the first time. My breasts were bare, still marked faintly where Rick’s hands had pressed into me. I didn’t cover them.
Gerald stepped back just slightly so he could see everything. His fingers stayed at my hips.
“I want you to say it all,” he said. His voice was low. No hesitation. “I want to hear what you let him do.”
I leaned back against the counter, spreading my legs just enough to part the robe. My skin felt flushed again, even in the cool of the kitchen.
“He touched me,” I said. “On the balcony. Just my waist at first.”
“Did you stop him?”
“No.” My voice caught.
He nodded slowly. “Where else?”
“Later? His hand was on my thigh. When we sat upstairs.”
Gerald was breathing harder now. He pulled a stool from the island and sat, looking up at me like I was a story he was about to hear for the second time, only this time he’d actually listen.
“Start at the rooftop,” he said. “From when you sat down.”
I closed the robe halfway, but didn’t tie it. I turned and leaned back against the counter again. My breasts swayed slightly with the shift, nipples tightening in the air.
“There was a fire,” I said. “A low table. Couches. I sat across from him. He told me it was quiet enough for us to think.”
“And did you?”
“No.” I paused. “I was already too far gone for thinking.”
His eyes dropped to my thighs. I let them part just a little more.
“I told him I’d never done anything like it before,” I said. “He told me I still looked like myself. But different.”
“Did you feel different?”
I nodded. “I still felt like a good trad wife. But . . . “
My hand drifted slowly up to my breast and I let my fingers brush over the nipple. He watched. Didn’t interrupt.
“Keep going.”
“He asked if I wanted him to stop.”
“Did you?”
“No.”
“What did he do next?”
I smiled, pursed my lips, blushed. “He waited. Just looked at me. Let me open my legs on my own.”
Gerald shifted on the stool. His pajama pants tented. He didn’t touch himself yet, just sat there, watching me.
“He kissed me,” I said. “But not right away. First, he touched my thigh. He let his hand rest there for a long time. And then, when I said I didn’t want to stop…”
I slid my fingers down between my thighs. The fabric of the robe bunched around my hips now.
“… he kissed me.”
Gerald’s chest rose harder. His jaw clenched.
“I want to see,” he said.
“See what?”
He stood, stepped forward, placed a hand on the counter beside my hip, and used the other to pull my robe fully open again.
“Everything,” he said. “I want to see all the places he touched you.”
I didn’t close my legs. I didn’t look away. I said, “Then get on your knees.”
He dropped without a word. The tile was cold under his knees, but he didn’t flinch. His hands moved to my thighs, spreading them wider. I kept my heels planted, knees bent slightly, letting the robe fall fully open now. The sash dragged against the floor. My skin was warm everywhere, flushed and tight across my chest, sheen low between my legs.
He stared. Not reverent, not stunned. Just absorbing. His fingers brushed the inside of my thighs first, then higher, close to where Rick’s mouth had been, close to the heat still radiating between my legs. His thumbs pressed gently outward.
“Here?” he asked.
I nodded. “Yes.”
He leaned forward, but didn’t kiss me. He just inhaled.
“You smell like him.”
I didn’t answer. I kept my hands on the counter behind me, pressing down, bracing. My nipples were stiff, my breathing unsteady now. He tilted his head, still kneeling, still close.
“Did he lick you?”
I nodded again. I couldn’t talk.
He exhaled, a hot rush against the inside of my thigh. “How?”
“Slow,” I said. “He took his time.”
Gerald’s mouth touched my skin then, just above my knee. He kissed, then again, trailing higher. I was already wet. He hadn’t touched me there yet, but my body had no doubt what was coming.
He kissed along the crease where my thigh met my pelvis, then shifted to the other side and mirrored it. I twitched when his breath skimmed across the top.
“You let him do this to you?”
“Yes.”
“You came?”
“Yes.”
He looked up at me. “Hard?”
I swallowed. “So hard I thought I’d pass out.” I chuckled.
He dragged his fingers higher, parting me now. He didn’t tease. He didn’t flick or test. He just exposed me, open, glistening, and then kissed right on the spot where Rick had started.
I gasped.
He licked once. Then again. Then paused.
“You taste so good.”
I didn’t move. I didn’t speak. My thighs trembled. My breath caught.
He licked again, slower now, firmer.
“You like that?”
“Yes.”
“You like standing in our kitchen, first thing in the morning, robe open, while you tell me about my boss who fucked your mouth last night?”
I said nothing. I just nodded, barely.
His hands clutched my ass and pulled me forward off the counter. He brought his mouth fully against me now, lips and tongue working together. He was hungrier than Rick had been. Less patient. His mouth moved in tight, controlled circles and I cried out.
“You’re going to come again,” he said into me.
My hands slapped the counter. My hips bucked forward and I pressed myself against his face, groaning, trembling. I wasn’t gentle. I ground into his mouth. I let my knees give.
He held me up.
When I opened my eyes again, he was standing. His chin was wet. His cock pushed hard through his pants.
I looked at him. “Take it out,” I said.
He pulled the drawstring loose in one motion and let his pants fall. No boxers. He was already hard, flushed, the shaft thick and veined, the head dark and wet at the tip. I didn’t wait. I dropped to my knees where he’d just been, the tile cold and biting under my skin. My hands closed around the base. My mouth opened.
I licked first. One long drag up the underside, tasting the salt of his skin, the heat of him. He groaned above me. I glanced up. His hands hung at his sides, fingers twitching.
I opened my mouth and took him in.
Slow at first, just the head. My lips stretched around it, slippery from my spit already. I twisted my wrist while I worked my mouth over him, letting the rhythm build. His cock twitched against my tongue. I pulled back, licked the tip, then took him deeper.
“Fuck,” he breathed.
I kept going. Deeper. My throat tightened, but I adjusted, angling my jaw, relaxing everything. My nose pressed to the soft skin at the base and I held him there, my lips sealed tight. I moaned. The vibration made him twitch again.
I came off him. “This is how I sucked your boss last night,” I said to him innocently. “If you wanted to know. I sucked like a good trad wife should.”
His hand touched the top of my head. No pressure. I looked up at him, mouth full, throat stretched, drool slipping from the corners of my lips. I pulled back slowly, dragging my tongue the whole way.
“You want to come in my mouth like he did?” I said.
He didn’t answer.
I spit on the head, jerked him once, then swallowed him again, bobbing faster now, the rhythm greased and filthy. The wet sound echoed through the kitchen. My nipples scraped the edge of the counter each time I leaned forward. My knees were burning. I didn’t stop.
“God,” he muttered. “You’re not the same.”
I pulled off with a pop, panting, spit trailing from my bottom lip to the head of his cock.
“I’m not,” I said. “You turned me into this.”
I jerked him once more. His hips bucked. His jaw clenched. I opened my mouth and let the tip rest on my tongue.
“Do it,” I whispered. “I want it.”
His whole body tensed. The first pulse was thick, hot, straight to the back of my throat. I swallowed before the second hit. Then again. I kept my mouth open, lips wrapped tight, not spilling a drop. His hands gripped the counter behind me. Every twitch filled me.
When he was done, I stayed there, mouth still open, tongue out, letting it run over my lip, down my chin, onto my breasts.
He looked down, chest heaving. “Show me.”
I did. Then I swallowed everything and opened again to show him I’d done it.
He reached down, pulled me to my feet, and kissed me hard on the mouth.
Then he whispered, “Text him.”
I blinked.
He said, “Tell him you’re free for lunch.”
I rinsed my mouth at the sink, not because I needed to, he’d seen I hadn’t wasted a drop, but because I needed a second to collect myself. My robe was still open, skin flushed, thighs damp, hair a little tangled from the floor. I looked out the window above the sink. The morning light was pale and still. Nothing in the world looked different. But I wasn’t the same.
I dried my hands, then reached for my phone. It was on the corner of the island, where I’d left it the night before. I hesitated. Just for a second. Not out of guilt. Not out of fear. Just confusion.
I was supposed to be the kind of woman who didn’t do this. I’d always prided myself on being grounded, respectful, appropriate. Gerald liked that about me. His parents liked that about me. Hell, even my own mother had praised it, called it “old-fashioned values,” like it made me better than other women.
But what did that mean now?
I unlocked the phone. Rick’s number was already there. My last text still visible.
I hovered over the message field. My thumb didn’t move.
A good wife should be faithful. A good wife should be modest. A good wife should know how to carry herself in a way that shows self-respect. These were things I believed. Still believed, I thought.
But I had let another man put his cock in my mouth last night. And I swallowed every drop of him. Then I told my husband and he liked it.
I wasn’t ashamed of that, which was the strangest part. Because it felt like I was only doing my duty, I was doing what my husband asked of me.
It didn’t feel like betrayal. It felt like some locked door in me had swung wide open, and instead of falling into chaos, I’d stepped into something clear.
Gerald didn’t just allow this. He wanted it. And I wanted to please him, of course. But it wasn’t just about him, I couldn’t lie.
I typed slowly.
“Good morning. I’m free for lunch. You say when and where.”
I stared at it. Read it twice. Showed my husband, then hit send.
Three seconds later, the three dots appeared.
Then:
“One o’clock. Same hotel. My suite.”
I should’ve asked if Gerald was sure. I should’ve said something about boundaries. But I didn’t want to find out about them, because it wasn’t just about him anymore.
I turned to where my husband stood at the stove now, scrambling eggs like it was any other day. He glanced over.
“He say?”
I nodded. “One o’clock.”
He smiled. “Wear something easy to take off.”
I pressed my knees together under the robe and leaned back against the counter, suddenly aware of how wet I was between my legs.
I wondered if a woman could still be called traditional when she obeyed her husband’s wish to fuck his boss. Or maybe this was just a different kind of traditional.
A modern one. Hidden, controlled, dressed in pearls and modest dresses. I stayed at the counter while he plated the eggs. My robe was still open. He didn’t tell me to close it. I felt loose in my joints. Quiet in my head.
Gerald poured coffee, slid a plate in front of me. He kissed the top of my head like nothing had changed between us.
After breakfast, I went upstairs to shower. The water was hot, sharp on my skin. When I stepped out, the mirror was fogged. I stood naked for a moment, watching the blur of my figure slowly take shape behind the condensation. I could still feel Rick’s breath on my thighs. Still taste Gerald’s come on the back of my tongue. Still feel how my knees had nearly buckled when I came the first time. And the second.
In the bedroom, the bed was still unmade. I opened the wardrobe.
The contradiction came back fast.
Most of what I owned said “wife.” Modest cuts. Neutral tones. Dresses that stopped at the knee or lower. Cardigans. High necklines. Gerald liked that. So did I. It was the version of myself I’d spent years polishing.
But now?
My hand passed over hangers like I was in someone else’s closet.
I stopped on a black dress. One I’d bought last summer but never worn. It was sleeveless, cotton, clingy through the ribs, flaring slightly at the hips. No zipper. You had to slide it on over your head. No bra would fit beneath it. And if I bent at the waist, it would ride up in the back.
I took it down. Laid it on the bed.
Then I opened my lingerie drawer.
I didn’t own anything a woman like Rick probably expected to see. My panties were mostly cotton. Some lace, but not sheer. I found a nude pair, low-rise, seamless. Tight enough to press between the lips when I was wet. I held them up. The fabric looked thin in the light.
I stepped into them.
No bra.
I pulled the dress over my head. Smoothed it down. Adjusted the hem. The fabric hugged my stomach, the curve of my hips, the slight taper at my waist. My nipples were visible through the material. If someone looked, and he would, they’d be noticed.
I sat at my make-up desk and leaned close to the mirror. My skin looked fresh, a little pink still, like I’d just come in from a morning run. I pressed two fingers beneath each eye, lifted gently, checked for shadows. There weren’t any. Not enough to cover. I didn’t want foundation. I didn’t want anything heavy. I was not a slut.
I dabbed concealer into the corners of my eyes, added a touch of highlighter to my cheekbones, and let my skin do the rest. My lips were still a little swollen. I chose a balm with a faint tint, something between pink and bare. I applied it, watching the sheen settle. It made my mouth look soft. Ready. My jaw relaxed just looking at it. I gripped the stem of the mirror like it reminded me.
I brushed out my hair. The strands were still damp at the nape. I left them that way. Pinned the top half back with a small gold clip and let the rest fall. The effect was simple, but not lazy. Like I’d tried, but not too hard.
I looked down at myself again.
The dress held to my body in a way I wasn’t used to. I could feel the edges of my breasts shifting gently with each breath. There was no structure. No hiding anything. I tested a few steps around the room. The hem swayed against the backs of my thighs. It would lift easily if someone tugged it. Or if I leaned too far, like over the back of a chair, say.
I opened the jewelry box. My hands paused at the pearls. Bridal, you’d say. They flashed when I moved. I added small studs. No rings. A bracelet, and then just for balance, an anklet.
Downstairs, Gerald was in his office. I didn’t go in. I didn’t want to ask if he was sure again. I wasn’t going to give him that out, or take it for myself.
My purse was by the door. I dropped my phone in, keys, lip balm, then paused.
I went back to the kitchen. Opened the freezer. Took out one of the small water bottles I kept in the back. I held it between my thighs for a second before tucking it in my bag. My thighs were flushed again. I could feel the blood there, the heat rising. I didn’t want to be too wet when I got there. Not already.
I slipped into my black heels, leather, nude, nothing distracting. I unlocked the front door.
I looked back. Gerald was watching. I stepped outside as he watched my form recede from him.
The sunlight was high now. I felt it on my bare shoulders. The car was warm when I climbed in. I adjusted the seat. The fabric clung to the small of my back.
I didn’t turn on the radio. I drove in silence, palms smooth against the wheel, legs pressed tight together, every bump in the road a small reminder that I wasn’t the woman I was pretending to be, not anymore.
The front lobby of the hotel was quieter than last night, the staff polite but disengaged. I gave my name at the desk. The clerk didn’t blink, just handed me a key card and nodded to the elevator.
When I stepped in, I was alone.
I checked my reflection in the mirrored wall. I looked like someone’s wife. Someone’s loyal, dutiful, well-kept wife.
I felt like a stranger inside that image.
The elevator chimed. His floor.
I stepped out, heels clicking softly on the thick hallway carpet. I didn’t walk slowly. I didn’t rush. I just moved with purpose. Each door passed with its own silent number. Then I reached his.
I lifted my hand. Knocked once.
The door opened almost instantly.
Rick didn’t smile. He didn’t speak.
He just stepped aside.
I walked in.
The room was quiet. Bright. Large windows. White sheets on a king bed that hadn’t been touched yet.
I turned to face him. His eyes moved down my body, then back up.
“You wore it,” he said.
I nodded.
“I almost hoped you wouldn’t.” He stepped in, let the door close behind me. “That would’ve made me work harder.”
“You don’t need to work,” I said. “Not today.”
He reached out. His fingers brushed the edge of my hip.
“You sure?”
I didn’t answer. I stepped forward, closed the gap between us, and placed my palm flat against his chest.
“My husband said to text you,” I said.
Rick raised an eyebrow.
I said, “He told me to wear something easy to take off.”
He didn’t reach for me right away. He just stood there, the door closed behind him now, hands in his pockets like we were meeting for lunch, not this. He wore a plain white t-shirt that clung to his arms and dark jeans, barefoot on the carpet. His hair was damp, like he’d just come from the shower. He looked clean, casual, calm. I felt anything but.
The room was bright with daylight. No lamps on. The bed behind him was perfectly made, seemingly untouched. A tray on the table held a tall glass of water, a folded napkin, and two silver covers over warm dishes. The air smelled faintly like coffee, linen, and some hotel-brand scent that clung to every polished surface.
He looked me over.
“Turn around.”
I hesitated, but I did it. Slowly. His eyes tracked every inch.
“That’s hardly a trad wife dress,” he said.
I smiled, barely. “It is for this trad wife.”
“Not what you’d wear to a prayer breakfast.”
“It’s stretchy.” I laughed and showed him.
He let out a short laugh. “So are yoga pants. Doesn’t mean I associate them with sin.”
He didn’t know how much I was holding together with that dress.
I turned back to face him. “You wanted lunch.”
“I want to undress you.”
“I know that.”
He stepped in closer. Not touching me yet. Just standing near enough that I could feel the heat coming off his body.
“You ever come to one of these work trips with your husband, dressed like this, and sneak off for an hour?”
I shook my head. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”
He smirked. “I can tell.”
I raised an eyebrow. “Why?”
“You still flinch every time I call you out.”
I swallowed. “I don’t flinch.”
He reached out. His thumb brushed the curve of my waist. “You do. But I like it. Makes me want to see how long it takes before you stop startling.”
“I’m not startling either.”
“No?”
“I know what I’m doing.”
He leaned in, his mouth near my ear now. “Do you?”
I wanted to say yes. I wanted to mean it. But a part of me, the part that folded linens, the part that hosted in-laws, the part that printed devotionals for women’s group meetings, was watching all this from somewhere inside me, like it couldn’t quite make sense of the scene. Like it couldn’t believe I’d chosen the black dress, skipped the bra, left the house with a wet slit and my husband’s blessing.
He kissed my neck. Soft. Deliberate.
“You smell like you iron your napkins,” he said.
I laughed, but it caught. “I do., how did you know!”
He grinned. “Jesus.”
I looked at him. “What? You don’t like that?”
He kissed just below my jaw. “I like that you think it still matters.”
“What does?”
He pulled back just far enough to meet my eyes. “Trying to stay good.”
I didn’t respond. My hands were at my sides. My skin was hot.
“I think you’re starting to like being bad,” he said. “I think you just don’t know how to say it yet.”
I exhaled slowly. My nipples pressed tight against the fabric now, more visible than before. He noticed. Didn’t say a word. Just stepped behind me.
“I’m not being bad if my husband sent me.”
His hands slid around my waist. He pulled the dress taut against my stomach, down over my hips. I felt his breath against my neck again.
“You want to eat first?” he asked, casually.
“No.”
We both laughed again, softer this time. “Didn’t think so.”
He slid his hands up, palms flat over the fabric of my dress, until they reached the underside of my breasts. He didn’t squeeze. He just held them there, like he was weighing them, getting used to the shape of me again. I stayed still. Let him.
“I keep expecting you to tell me you can’t do this,” he murmured.
I tilted my head slightly. “Why would I say that?”
“Because you’ve got that look. Like this is still a moral crisis for you.”
“It’s not,” I said. But I was lying.
He smiled against my neck. “You’re married.”
“You’ve mentioned.”
“You wear it like a badge.”
I reached for his hand and brought it to my chest. I pressed it over my heart. “That part doesn’t come off.”
He looked down at where our hands met, then back up. “But this dress does.”
It wasn’t just his teasing. It was the way he said it, like my body had nothing to do with my identity. Like he could peel the fabric away and none of the rest of it, my vows, my choices, my carefully rehearsed life, would slow him down. And I was letting him.
I took a step back, just enough to make him drop his hands. I reached down and smoothed the hem of my dress. Then, slowly, I pulled it up. Inch by inch. Over my thighs. Over my hips. I stopped just short of exposing the panties and looked up at him.
He waited.
“You want to see what a trad wife wears underneath?” I asked.
His eyes darkened. “God, yes.”
I lifted the dress the rest of the way and pulled it over my head. I folded it once, neatly, and laid it on the back of the chair. Always the neat and tidy wife.
His gaze dropped.
“Those aren’t Sunday panties,” he said.
They weren’t. They were seamless, tight, pressed so close against me that I could feel the line of wetness deepening with every breath. And they left nothing to the imagination.
“Don’t you have a prayer meeting to get to?” he added.
I stepped toward him. “I think this is it.”
He laughed, low, warm, surprised. “That was a good line.”
I was starting to feel it. The shift. That I wasn’t here by accident. That maybe this wasn’t about permission from my husband anymore. Maybe it was about wanting something and taking it.
He reached out to touch me again, but I caught his wrist.
“Take your shirt off,” I said.
He stopped still.
My voice didn’t shake. My hand didn’t move.
He pulled the shirt off over his head.
I ran my fingers down his chest, slow, like I was remembering what it felt like under my palms. I looked at the line of hair down his stomach. The faint tan on his arms. The small scar near his left nipple. Things I hadn’t noticed the first time. Because I hadn’t let myself linger.
“You’re staring,” he said.
I nodded. “I didn’t let myself, last night.”
“And now?”
“I want to remember everything this time.”
He stepped in, close enough that I had to tilt my chin up to keep eye contact. His hands didn’t touch me yet. Mine were still on his bare chest, the skin warm, the slope of muscle just under his collarbone rising with every breath. I trailed my fingers down slowly, tracing the light dusting of hair down the center of his stomach. It wasn’t rehearsed. It wasn’t for him. I was doing it because I needed to feel him, convince myself this was real.
“You ever do this in your kitchen apron?” he asked, voice low, amused.
I blinked. “What?”
“Serve breakfast half-naked. Hand your husband a plate and then suck his cock under the table.”
I didn’t smile. His words hit a little too deeply. Like he’d stepped right into the space I kept cordoned off.
He watched my reaction.
“Too far?” he said, not pulling away.
“No,” I whispered. “But close to it. I’m a proper lady, you know.” I pushed my hips up to chase his touch.
His hand finally touched my hip. Flat palm, fingers curved just under the waistband of my panties. My skin leapt under it. He pulled gently, drawing me into him. His cock was hard now, pressing against his jeans, against me. I could feel the shape of it even through the denim.
“You look like a woman who teaches etiquette,” he murmured. “And you’re standing here with your nipples out and your legs damp.”
“I don’t teach etiquette. I demonstrate it”
“But you know it.”
I nodded. “Yes. Do you have problem with it?”
He leaned in, his mouth just at my ear now. “No. But then what’s the proper way to ask if I can fuck you against that window over there?”
I breathed out, slow. My thighs tightened. I was wet enough that the fabric was sticking to me now, faintly pulling when I moved.
“I don’t know,” I said, “but that sounds like something I should be against.”
He smiled. “So we agree.”
I hated that I didn’t know if I was the kind of woman who said no to this or yes. My whole life had been arranged around certainty, around rules and appearances and doing what good wives do. And I was doing none of that now. But I didn’t feel ruined by it. I felt awake.
He kissed me then. Finally. His mouth wasn’t urgent, not yet. It was warm, exploring, tasting the gloss I’d applied and the salt of nervousness just behind it. I kissed back, harder than I meant to. I felt my hips shift forward against him.
“Take your pants off.”
“You want to see?”
“I want to touch.” I flicked my tongue out and narrowed my eyes.
He smiled. “You’re dangerous.”
I didn’t reply. I just stepped back and watched as he unbuttoned his jeans. He pushed them down and off, stepping out of them with quiet ease.
He was fully hard.
I stared, not to make a point, but because I needed to look. He seemed bigger yet than I remembered. Thicker. Veined. The head flushed dark, a bead of clear wet just starting to form. My breath caught. My stomach tightened.
He watched my eyes.
“Still thinking about saying no?”
I looked up at him. “Thinking about a lot of things, but not that, strangely.”
His hand reached out, traced my jaw. Then down my throat. Then lower, between my breasts, fingers dragging light and slow.
“I want you to turn around,” he said, “and press your palms to the glass.”
I swallowed.
He waited.
So I turned. Crossed the carpet. Reached the wide pane of the floor-to-ceiling window. The sun was warm through it. The city below was half-shadowed, cars crawling, lives moving like mine wasn’t cracking wide open inside this suite.
I placed my palms flat on the glass. My nipples brushed the cool surface. I closed my eyes. There were so many windows, we were so high up, nobody could really see. And if they did, you wouldn’t know it was me.
Behind me, I heard him step closer.
His fingers slid over the waistband of my panties. He peeled them down, slow, easing them over my hips. I shifted one foot, then the other. They dropped to the floor.
His hand moved up. Cupped my ass. Squeezed me, once. Then both hands spread me open.
“Still being a good wife?” he asked, voice low at my back.
His hands spread me wider. He stepped in behind me, not touching yet, just standing so close I could feel the soft heat of his thighs against the backs of mine. My breasts pressed against the windowpane, the glass cool against my nipples, flattening them. I let my palms slide a little lower down the glass, angling my hips back toward him. My breath came shorter now. Slower.
“You like this view?” he murmured behind me, his chin on my shoulder.
I nodded. Then shook my head. “I don’t know.”
“You should,” he said. “It’s a powerful look. A married woman pressed against a window, asking not to be good for a few minutes.”
My eyes closed. I felt the muscles in my stomach tighten, the wet between my thighs growing warmer.
“You really do iron napkins, don’t you,” he added, voice playful again.
“Of course I do,” I breathed more than said.
He stepped in closer, the tip of his cock brushing between my cheeks now. Not pushing. Just resting. A low, teasing pressure. My body reacted before I could stop it, back arching slightly, thighs parting wider, toes lifting me higher.
“I bet you even fold the towels the same way every time,” he said. “Color-coded. Closet organized.”
“You say that like it’s a flaw.”
“I say that like it’s adorable. And hot.”
I let out a shaky breath. “Why hot?”
“Because you built this whole life around being perfect,” he said, his voice right at my ear, “and now you’re letting me undo it one button at a time.”
“There aren’t any buttons,” I whispered.
“Exactly.”
He reached between my thighs. Slid two fingers forward, slow. He didn’t push in, just touched. Parted. He exhaled sharply behind me.
“You’re soaked.”
“Of course I am.”
“Because of me?”
I nodded once. “What do you think?”
“And your husband?”
“He knows I’m here.”
“Still feels like cheating.”
I turned my head slightly. “Maybe it is.”
“But you’re okay with that?”
I didn’t answer. Not with words. I rocked my hips back just enough for his cock to slide down, press between my folds. The contact made my whole body shiver.
He groaned. “You’re not a trad wife,” he said.
That made my stomach twist. My knees went loose.
But I didn’t disagree.
Because maybe I wasn’t. Maybe not for this moment.
Maybe I was becoming something else. A variation. A version that knew how to kneel on Sunday morning and still be bent over a hotel window by Monday afternoon. A woman who used to see “hotwife” as a slur, a joke, a genre, not an identity. But that label was hovering now. Not spoken, but felt. I could almost taste it.
He eased forward, not deep yet. Just the head. He slid the length of himself between my lips, slow, dragging through the wet. Not thrusting. Just teasing.
He didn’t drive in all at once. He held himself right at the edge, just the thick head parting me, pulsing, wet with me now. His hands gripped my hips, steady, firm, not pulling, controlling. I wanted to move. I tried. My thighs tensed, my ass shifted, but he didn’t let me sink back onto him.
“Don’t,” he said, voice calm. “Not yet.”
I groaned, forehead against the glass. My nipples were stiff against it, my breath fogging a small patch in front of my mouth. The city carried on below me. I could see cabs pulling into the hotel loop. A woman in a sunhat wheeled a suitcase past a bellman. No one looked up. No one knew I was spread, exposed, held like this, my such a good traditional wife.
I wasn’t even sure who I was right now.
He leaned forward. His chest pressed into my back. His breath warm in the crook of my neck.
“You’re still thinking,” he said. “Trying to make this fit your rules.”
“No,” I said, too fast.
He chuckled. “Yeah, you are. I can feel it. Your whole body’s tight like it’s waiting for something.”
I closed my eyes. My jaw clenched. My body wasn’t waiting for permission, it was begging. But my mind was still racing, still listing everything this wasn’t supposed to be. Proper wives didn’t do this. Good women didn’t. But my legs were shaking. My skin was burning. I was soaked for a man who wasn’t my husband, and I was bent over willingly. That had to mean something.
“I’m trying,” I whispered.
“To be what?”
“I don’t know. Not just good.”
His hands moved then. One slid up, under my arm, palm flat against my chest. He cupped my breast, squeezed gently, thumb brushing the tight, flushed nipple. The other stayed on my hip, holding me steady.
“I know what you’re trying to be,” he said. “You want to know how I know?”
“Tell me.”
“You haven’t told me to stop.”
He rolled his hips once, shallow, the head pressing in just an inch, then out. Just enough to make me whimper. My fingers curled against the glass. I pushed back, but he didn’t let me take more.
“You could’ve left this dress on,” he said. “You didn’t.”
“I didn’t want it in the way, to get stained.”
“You could’ve worn a bra.”
“Nothing was right for the dress.”
He laughed softly against my neck. “You’re halfway there already. You just don’t want to say it out loud.”
“Say what?”
He gripped my hip harder now. The pressure bruised. His other hand twisted my nipple. I gasped. He pushed just the tip of his cock in again, then pulled out. In. Out. A fraction of what I wanted. A tease designed to break me down.
“Say you’re not just a trad wife,” he said.
I groaned. “Stop.”
“No. Say it.”
My body jerked. “I’m, I’m not, ”
He did it again, slower, deeper. I choked on a sound. My knees buckled slightly. He caught me. Kept me just shy of what I needed.
“Louder,” he said.
“I’m not just a trad wife.”
“What are you?”
I couldn’t say it. Not yet. I was trembling.
He grinned against my skin. “Then I’ll keep teasing you until you do.”
I snapped.
Not in anger, not even in fear. Just something real and hot, rising up from the part of me that had been trying to behave. The part that still clung to decorum, to the idea that I could do all this and still go home untouched by it. That part dissolved.
I pushed back hard, catching him off guard. His cock pressed deeper, halfway, and I let out a sound, sharp and broken, that didn’t sound like anything I’d ever made before.
He grabbed for my hips, bracing, but I was already twisting. I turned, fast and fluid, one hand on his shoulder, and pushed him backward until the backs of his knees hit the edge of the bed. He dropped onto it, cock glistening and hard, his eyes wide with something close to awe.
“Oh?” he said. “So she’s in there after all.”
I straddled him.
“This isn’t her,” I said. “She doesn’t know how to fuck like this.”
“Then who . . . ”
“Don’t talk.”
I took him in one stroke. No teasing. No negotiation. My body dropped onto his, my thighs wide, my hands braced against his chest. The stretch burned, but I didn’t pause. I wanted to feel it. Wanted to be filled, opened, ruined. I rocked once. His hands gripped my hips. I knocked them away.
“I said don’t.”
His mouth opened but he didn’t argue. His cock pulsed inside me.
I started to ride him. Slow at first, the slide of wet skin against skin, the sound of it obscene in the bright, quiet room. I kept my eyes locked on his. My breasts bounced with each movement, nipples flushed and tight. I felt wild. Possessed. My thighs ached, sweat starting to gather behind my knees, at the small of my back. I didn’t slow down.
He tried to touch me again. I pinned his wrists to the bed.
“You want to call me hotwife?” I said, breathless. “Then make room for her.”
He stared up at me like he didn’t know who I was anymore. Like the woman he teased at the window was gone and something else had climbed into her skin.
“I’ll give her back later,” I added. “After I’m done with you.”
I rode him harder. My hips crashed against his, the wet slap of our bodies echoing off the glass and the white sheets and the goddamn neat room service tray.
I was moaning now, unrestrained, head thrown back, mouth open.
He said my name. Not as a question. Just like he needed to remember who I was.
But I didn’t answer. I clenched tight around him, a scream dragged from my throat. My body bucked and shook, hips grinding in tight wet circles until the tremors finally let go of me.
I looked down. Hair in my face. Chest heaving. Thighs glazed. Cock still buried inside me.
He blinked, stunned.
I smiled. I said, “Your turn.”
I don’t know how long we stayed like that, me riding the wave of that climax, him laid back and watching me like he’d just witnessed something irreversible, but when I came down, it was like the whole room had shifted. My thighs were twitching, my chest heaved, and my pussy still clenched tight around him, wet and aching, unwilling to let him go.
He reached up, stroked my cheek with the back of his fingers.
“You okay?” he asked, breath unsteady.
I leaned down and kissed him, not sweetly, hard, mouth open, spit wet between us. I didn’t answer.
I needed more.
I pulled off him and shoved at his shoulder, flat on his back. I swung one leg over and crouched low, grabbed his cock in my fist, lined it up again, and slid back down, deeper this time, so fast it punched the air out of both of us.
I rode him hard. No rhythm, just desperate thrusts, hips slamming, breasts bouncing, sweat dripping down my ribs.
The bed creaked under us, sheets twisted and bunching beneath my knees. His hands grabbed for my hips and this time I let him, but only because I needed the leverage.
I was gone.
The woman I’d been, aproned, folded-laundry perfect, Sunday-school poise, she didn’t belong in this room anymore.
She couldn’t survive the transition.
“Fuck, slow down,” he gasped.
“Can’t,” I said, biting his shoulder, hips grinding in messy, erratic circles.
“You’re gonna break me.”
“Then hold on.”
He tried.
I flipped us mid-thrust, shoved at his chest, rolled us over, wrapped my legs around his hips and locked my ankles. I cried out loud demon like.
His cock stayed buried in me the whole time.
He braced over me, his eyes stunned.
“I’m not done,” I whispered.
He started moving. Thrusting. Deep, brutal strokes. I cried out. Again. And again. My legs shook, my back arched, the slap of our bodies echoing off the walls. I clawed at his back.
“Every inch,” I gasped. “I want every fucking inch of you.”
He gave it to me. The headboard slammed the wall. He pulled out, flipped me over, bent me down over the desk, shoved the phone and notepad aside with a sweep of his arm.
He entered me from behind, hard, fast, no warning. I yelped, breath hitched, arms braced on the surface.
My face pressed to the desk. My thighs were soaked. His hands gripped my waist, held me wide.
“You are not a good wife,” he said into my hair.
I moaned. “I was.”
He pulled out, spun me, sat me on the edge of the desk, yanked me forward.
I wrapped my legs around his back, laid back.
He kissed me while he fucked me, teeth clashing, lips swollen.
I wasn’t speaking in sentences anymore. Words broke apart. Please. More. Yes. God.
He lifted me, carried me there, fucked me against the glass, my breasts smeared against the pane, the city below oblivious.
He dropped to his knees, tongue deep, fingers working until I screamed.
Then on the carpet, me on top again, forehead pressed to his, both of us raw, soaking, silent except for the sounds of skin, breath, and ruin.
I didn’t know who I was by the time I lay sprawled on the twisted sheets, legs open, heart pounding, cum dripping down the inside of my thigh.
The shower was quick, but hot. I stood under the spray until the sweat and dew ran down my thighs and swirled at my feet, my legs unsteady, my body humming, lips swollen, chest red with finger-shaped marks. I didn’t try to scrub myself clean. I just rinsed and ran my palms over my skin.
When I came out, a white robe hung from a hook. Thick. Plush. I slipped into it. Tied it loose. Let the steam cling to my skin as I stepped back into the room. Rick was sprawled on the bed, one arm flung over his eyes, chest still rising fast. His cock rested half-hard against his thigh, wet, spent, glistening with the last of me.
I walked to the bed, leaned over, and kissed him.
Not rushed. Not polite. A slow, lingering kiss. Then I slid onto the bed, curled beside him, draped an arm over his stomach, laid my cheek to his chest.
He laughed under his breath.
“You cuddle now?” he said.
“Shh.”
I kissed the center of his chest, slow. “Maybe I feel like a satisfied wife.”
“You look like one.”
I smiled. I did. I felt like one too. Just not the same kind of wife I’d ever imagined being.
I ran my hand down his side. Then lower. Squeezed the curve of his ass, still firm and taut under my palm.
He raised an eyebrow. “What was that for?”
“Appreciation.” I leaned close to his ear. “Now go shower.”
He smirked. “Bossy.”
“Do it.”
He stood, stretched, kissed the top of my head like we’d done this for years. Then padded naked into the bathroom, water already hissing before the door even shut.
I waited until I heard it steady, full.
The robe wrapped around me, still warm. I crossed the room barefoot, unlocked the sliding door, and eased it open. The balcony air was sharp with city heat and the faint smell of pavement. I stepped out, pulled the robe tighter around my body, and drew my phone from the pocket.
The screen lit up.
One new message.
Gerald. Just a timestamp and a question mark.
I stared at it.
Then turned and looked through the glass door, back into the room where Rick stood behind the fogged shower door, where my panties lay on the desk, where the bed was a mess of twisted sheets and bite marks and smeared lines.
I touched the screen. Typed slowly.
The phone buzzed in my hand, still warm from the text I’d just sent.
Gerald.
I let it ring once. Twice. Then I swiped to answer and lifted it to my ear, one hand braced on the balcony railing, my robe tugged closed with the other, knotted loosely at the waist.
“Hi,” I said.
“Hey.” His voice was low, rough. “You’re okay?”
“I’m okay.”
A pause. I heard the sound of his breath. Then: “Still at the hotel?”
“Yes.”
Another pause. Then, quietly: “Is it done?”
I closed my eyes. The question felt big.
“Yes,” I said. “It’s done.”
“Tell me.”
I let my fingers curl around the edge of the railing. The air outside felt hotter now. My skin was still flushed under the robe. My thighs shaky. My hair damp at the back of my neck.
I couldn’t speak for a moment.
“I’m still wet,” I said softly. “Everywhere.”
He exhaled. “Jesus.”
“He took me,” I added. “Hard. More than once.”
His breathing quickened.
“Did he come inside you?”
“Yes.”
“When?”
I swallowed. “First on the bed. Then in my mouth. Then again when he bent over the desk.”
“Fuck.” It came out like a groan.
I turned slightly, glanced back into the room through the sheer curtain. Rick was still in the shower. Steam rolling against the glass.
“He made me say it,” I added. “He wouldn’t fuck me until I did.”
“Say what?”
“That I wasn’t just a traditional wife.”
“And did you?”
“I said I was his hotwife. For now.”
I heard Gerald’s breath catch. He didn’t speak. He knew what I thought of the word, what I’d said of the concept, if you can call it that. Wed both cluck-clucked about it, and yet . . . We had both continued to bring it up time and again, like something we neither of us could get enough of putting down.
I leaned into the phone, lowered my voice. “I was on top. I rode him until I came so hard I couldn’t speak.”
Still silence.
“I clawed his back,” I said. “I bit him. I told him I didn’t want to stop. I still don’t.”
Gerald finally spoke, voice barely above a whisper. “You liked it.”
“I loved it.”
“I want you to tell me everything when you get home.”
“I have to, don’t I? I’m you dutiful wife.”
“This really proves it,” he said.
I could hear something unsteady in his voice now. Not jealousy. Not pain. Something deeper. Arousal, confusion, possessiveness. Maybe even pride. I didn’t know what to call it.
I looked back through the curtain again. The water was off now. Movement behind the glass.
“I have to go,” I whispered. “He’s coming out.”
“Okay.”
“I’ll call you later.”
“No,” Gerald said. “Don’t call.”
“What, then?”
“Just come home.”
I nodded. “Okay.”
I ended the call. Slipped the phone into the robe pocket.
Rick was rubbing a towel over his head when I stepped back in. Drops of water clung to his chest, sliding down the line of muscle, catching in the dark hair that trailed to his hips. He saw me watching and didn’t say anything, just tossed the towel over a chair and walked to me like we were lovers returning to the rhythm of a long weekend.
I didn’t wait.
I stepped into him, laid my palms flat on his chest, kissed him again, soft this time, slow, my lips parting just enough to taste the heat still lingering on his skin. His arms circled me, hands flat on my back under the robe, and we stood there like that, rocking gently together, the room still thick with sex.
He pulled back first, smiled against my mouth. “You seem calmer.”
“I am.”
“Did the shower rinse the sin out of you?”
I kissed the corner of his mouth. “Not even close.”
He laughed, low and pleased, and I let my hand trail down his side, fingers tracing the curve of his hip, until I gave his ass a firm pat. He raised an eyebrow.
“You’re clean,” I said. “Now get dressed.”
He glanced down at me. “What’s the rush?”
“No rush,” I said, already walking past him. “I’m done being a mess.”
He watched me, still naked, towel forgotten. “You sure about that?”
I smiled over my shoulder. “I said I’m done. I didn’t say fixed.”
He laughed again, shaking his head, and turned back toward the bathroom.
I slipped my phone from the robe pocket again, sat on the edge of the unmade bed, the sheets still warm from our bodies. The smell of sweat and sex lingered on the linen, on my thighs, behind my knees, in the faint musk under the collar of the robe.
I opened my messages again.
And typed: Leaving soon.
No kiss. No emoji. Just the words, and I hit send.
Then I looked up at the mirror.
My hair was tousled. My lips a little swollen. My chest faintly marked from his mouth.
Rick came out pulling on his jeans, still damp in places, hair pushed back with his fingers. He didn’t look rushed. He looked satisfied. Like the man who got everything he came for. I felt a rush of wife-like pride flow through me, until I reminded myself he wasn’t my husband.
He pulled on his shirt, didn’t bother to button it, just let it hang open as he crossed to the minibar and grabbed a bottle of water. He twisted the cap, took a long drink, then tossed it onto the dresser.
“I want to go home,” I said.
He stepped in close again. Ran his knuckles along my jaw. “Good girl.”
I caught his wrist. Held it a second too long. “Don’t call me that.”
He smirked. “Right. That’s his word.”
I stood, brushed the wrinkles from the robe, even though we both knew nothing could  clean me of it.  I didn’t feel ashamed. But I felt exposed, like the robe wasn’t really covering anything anymore.
I got dressed. He reached for the door. Opened it. Let the bright hallway light pour in.
I stepped past him. No kiss goodbye.
But as I passed, his hand slid over my ass again. One more squeeze.
“For what it’s worth,” he said. “I like you better like this.”
The elevator was cold, air-conditioned to excess. My legs were bare beneath the dress, knees weak, lips still tingling how he fucked my mouth. I stood alone, back pressed to the mirrored wall, watching my own reflection, flush fading, hair settling, but something deeper in my eyes still flickering.
The doors opened on the lobby. I stepped out.
No one looked twice. No one knew, or maybe no one cared. Trad wife? Hotwife? Who’s to judge.
I walked across the gleaming floor with my shoulders back and my chin up.
Outside, the sunlight hit me hard. It was warm. My dress hugged my body, tight at the waist, and underneath I wore nothing. Not a bra, not panties. Just skin, damp still in hidden places. I felt it with every step. The way he filled me.
I got in my car and peeled out of the underground parking. My phone buzzed again. Gerald.
I didn’t answer. I stared at the screen, thumb hovering.
Then I tapped open the thread and typed.
On my way home.
The reply came instantly. “Waiting for you.”
The front door clicked shut behind me. I stood in the entryway, keysl in my hand. The house was quiet, late afternoon light slanting in through the side windows, warm and familiar. I stepped out of my shoes, one at a time, toes aching, the tile cold against my soles.
I heard nothing from Gerald. But I knew he was here.
I walked through the hallway. Each step soft, deliberate. The dress stuck slightly at my hips. The memory of Gerald’s boss pulsed with every movement.
Upstairs, the bedroom door was open. The bed was made. Gerald wasn’t there.
I turned into the ensuite. The lights were off, but the room was still lit from the long window over the sink. I stepped in and unfastened my dress, slid it off and draped it over the handle of the door. I stood completely bare in the light.
My skin was flushed in places. My breasts bore faint imprints, his hands, his teeth. My thighs were sore, the insides marked. My knees showed faint bruises I hadn’t noticed earlier.
And in the mirror, I didn’t look like her. Not the wife I’d spent years becoming. Not the woman in the framed photos downstairs, smiling politely at holiday dinners, standing in pearls, offering to bring dessert.
I touched my chest. My fingertips pressed lightly into the red spot near my collarbone.
It wasn’t guilt I felt. Not shame, either. It was disorientation. Like I’d stepped through a door. Behind me, I saw movement.
Gerald.
He stood in the doorway, one shoulder against the frame, arms crossed, no expression on his face. He said nothing. Didn’t shift. Just watched me.
I met his eyes in the mirror.
His gaze dropped, slowly, to the curve of my back, the space between my thighs, the wetness there. He didn’t look away.
I stayed as I was. Naked. Hands at my sides. Letting him see.
My mouth opened once, then closed again. He stepped in. Still no words. Just presence. Warm. Still. His hand touched my back lightly. Then my waist. Not pulling, just resting.
I turned to face him. He looked down at my body. Then back up at my face. Then he said, very quietly, “You don’t look sorry.”
I didn’t blink. “I’m not.”
He nodded. A slow, deliberate motion. “Shower,” he said. “Then we talk.”
His voice was calm. Measured. But his eyes told me everything, how turned on he was, how wired, how close he was to unraveling.
I stepped into the shower. Didn’t close the door. Let him watch. Let the water hit my skin and mix with what was left of the man I’d just come home from.
Steam still trailed off my shoulders when I came downstairs. Hair damp, robe fresh, skin clean. The faintest ache still lingered between my thighs. I didn’t dry my legs fully before wrapping the robe. I wanted to feel that subtle dampness. I wanted it to remind me.
Gerald was in the kitchen. He was barefoot, sleeves pushed up, skillet in one hand, spatula in the other. He didn’t look over right away.
“Wine’s on the counter,” he said.
I walked slowly to the stool, sat. The robe separated a little at my knees.
Red wine, full glass. I took a sip.
He slid steak onto a plate, veggies onto another. He added a spoonful of something from the pan. Brought it all over without ceremony.
I waited for the questions. He sat across from me. Started eating.
I didn’t understand this calm. I’d expected interrogation, some moral reckoning perhaps. But he just chewed, glanced up now and then. No strain in his jaw. No flinch in his hands.
“How many times?” he finally said.
I looked up. Swallowed my sip of wine.
“Three. Maybe?”
He nodded. “Condom?”
I shook my head. “No.”
His eyes dropped to my chest. Then lower.
“You let him come bare inside you.”
“I didn’t stop him.”
He reached for his water. Took a drink. Then leaned back, watching me now.
I shifted. My thighs pressed together under the robe.
“I told you to enjoy it,” he said. “I just didn’t know you’d go that far.”
I held his gaze. “You didn’t know how far I wanted to go.”
He stared at me for a moment. Then leaned forward again, elbows on the table, hands clasped.
“Tell me something he did.”
My pulse jumped.
“What kind of detail?”
“The kind you think you shouldn’t tell me.”
I picked up a fork. Cut a piece of meat. Chewed, slow.
“He pushed me over the desk.”
Gerald’s breath hitched. Subtle. Barely there.
I took another bite. Washed it down with wine.
“He told me I wasn’t a good wife anymore.”
“And you said?”
I swallowed.
“I agreed.”
He shifted in his chair.
“Where?”
I blinked.
“Where did he come the first time?”
I set the fork down gently.
“Inside me. While I was on top. After I told him I wanted him to.”
Gerald stood abruptly. Pushed his plate aside. Came to me.
I thought he might grab me, might demand something right there.
But instead, he bent low, his face close to mine. His voice quiet.
“Bed,” he said.
I stood. The robe slipped slightly. I didn’t fix it. Just let it hang off one shoulder.
“Are you going to punish me?”
He didn’t answer.
The robe slid off my shoulders before I even reached the bed.
I let it fall to the floor.
Gerald was already waiting, sitting at the edge of the mattress, his shirt unbuttoned, his eyes steady but dark. He didn’t reach for me. He didn’t tell me what to do.
I climbed onto the bed, knees wide, straddling his lap, chest to chest. His hands hovered near my hips, uncertain for once.
“You want to know what happened,” I said, breath brushing his mouth.
He nodded.
I reached down, took his hand, and brought it between my thighs. I pressed his fingers to where it was still silky.
“This is how wet I was when I got there.”
He exhaled hard.
“And this,” I moved his hand back, slid his fingers along the crease of my ass, “is where he bent me, pushed my face into the glass and fucked me so hard I nearly screamed.”
Gerald groaned, his cock twitching under the fabric of his pants. I felt it against my thigh. He still didn’t speak.
“I liked it,” I whispered, dragging my mouth along his jaw. “I liked that he didn’t ask me to behave.”
He kissed me then, deep, harsh, open. His hands gripped my ass now, pulling me tight against him, his control slipping. I kissed him back like I hadn’t just come undone in another man’s bed hours earlier. Like this was mine to give again, and I was choosing to.
I leaned back. Reached between us. Undid his belt.
“Lie back,” I said.
He hesitated.
I pushed him gently. “Now.”
He lay down. Shirt open. Eyes on me. I pulled off his pants and briefs in one motion. His cock sprang free, hard, already leaking. I straddled him again, but didn’t take him in yet. I sat just above it, let it press against me, warm and heavy.
“Want me to tell you more?”
He nodded.
I rocked slowly, dragging him through the gloss without letting him in.
“He told me I wasn’t a good wife anymore.”
Gerald’s hands curled into the sheets.
“I told him I didn’t want to be.”
He grunted, hips lifting, but I held him down.
“Then he made me say it. That I was his. That I liked being used.”
I reached behind me, took him in my hand, and angled him toward my entrance.
“Did you?” Gerald asked, voice rough.
I lowered myself slowly. “I still do.”
He was thick, hot, stretching me. I sank down inch by inch, my thighs trembling from how sensitive I still was, from how sensitive I’d stayed. He groaned loud beneath me.
I started to ride him, slow at first. Not sweet. Not tender. Just steady, deep, rhythmically. Gerald’s hands gripped my hips, letting me use him, letting me lead.
He rolled us over and he took me in the missionary. We rocked like that in silence the rest of the way until he emptied himself into me. Which was how we usually did it.
The morning after, I dressed carefully.
A pale blue blouse buttoned to the collar, sleeves rolled once. A mid-length skirt with a subtle slit. Full white bra, smooth. Just soft cotton panties and the memory of yesterday clinging faintly to my skin like perfume. My hair was pinned back. Lip balm, not lipstick. Everything clean. Controlled. Polished. Trad wife mode.
Gerald was already at the table. Coffee made. The laptop open. He looked up as I walked in, but didn’t say much. Just gave me that unreadable glance that had started showing up in place of good morning.
I sat across from him. Sipped the coffee he’d made. Warm. Familiar. Safe.
But I couldn’t stop shifting in my seat. I felt it again, subtle but steady. That low ache. That emptiness that wasn’t pain but hunger.
Gerald checked his email. I scrolled my phone.
And then it came.
A message.
No words. Just a photo.
A close-up: my panties. The ones he’d peeled off me. Still damp. Still bunched.
Rick.
I didn’t react. Didn’t blink. I just tilted the screen away and stared at the countertop for a long second.
My heart was beating faster. I didn’t reply. But I didn’t delete it either.
We cleaned up breakfast like we always did. I rinsed the dishes. Gerald wiped down the counter until I stopped him. My job. His hand brushed my hip once, and I leaned into it automatically. Habit. Ritual. But I was already drifting.
Later, he took a call in the office. I heard him laughing, his voice low and polite.
I wandered upstairs. In the bedroom, I sat on the edge of the bed, hands folded neatly in my lap. My skirt pressed smooth across my thighs.
I replayed it all. Not just the sex. The look in Rick’s eyes. The way I’d said “your turn” and meant it. The part of me that had pushed Gerald down and fucked him last night with everything Rick had lit up inside me.
I didn’t regret it. I wasn’t scared of it. But I was becoming addicted to it.
I laid back. Pulled the skirt up over my hips. Slipped a hand under the waistband. My panties were already damp.
I touched myself, slow, fingers light, legs parted across the bedspread.
I thought of Rick. His mouth. His hands. The sound I’d made when he pulled my hair and shoved my face to the glass.
Then I thought of Gerald. Knowing exactly what I was doing.
I came quickly. Not from guilt. From tension. From a pressure I never knew.
After, I lay there for a while, skirt bunched, blouse still buttoned, my breath slowing, fingers still wet.
The rest of the week passed like a long, slow inhale. I kept my routine. Dinners were made. Bed tucked. Laundry folded. Gerald and I didn’t talk about it again, not directly. But the way he touched me had changed. Firmer. Hungrier. Like he didn’t want to erase what I’d done, he wanted to live inside it. Like a man who wanted it again.
I thought about Rick constantly. Not in fantasy. Not in nostalgia. Just flashes. My body’s memory of what it had allowed. The bruise on my knee fading. The ache in my hips gone by Thursday.
By Friday, the ache had returned. But it wasn’t physical.
That morning, I was in the kitchen, wiping down the counter, Gerald still upstairs on a work call. My phone buzzed on the charger. I glanced at the screen.
Rick.
You free Tuesday? Got a room downtown again. Late lunch. Same setup.
No emoji. No pressure.
But my hand trembled slightly as I picked up the phone.
I didn’t answer. I just held it, staring at the words. The plainness of it, the assumption that I could just slip out again, made something tighten deep in my chest. And lower.
I slid the phone into my pocket. Pretended not to feel how wet I’d gotten just from the message.
That afternoon, I went to the closet. I stared at my clothes.
All the cardigans. The tasteful prints. The knee-length skirts.
I pulled out the black dress. The one from before.
Then another. Shorter. Sleeveless. Higher neckline but barely covering my thighs. Still modest by any measure, unless you looked too closely.
I held it up to myself.
In the mirror, I didn’t look like a wife. Not the kind I was raised to be. Not the one I’d curated carefully over the years.
But I looked like a hotwife.
That night in bed, Gerald rolled toward me in the dark. He pressed his chest to my back. His hand slid between my thighs, found me already wet, already open.
“I didn’t touch myself today,” I whispered. “But I thought about him.”
He pushed two fingers in, slow.
“And?” he asked.
I bit my lip. “He wants to see me again.”
He said nothing.
I turned my face toward the pillow. “Tuesday.”
His fingers curled inside me. “You’re going?”
I nodded. “Will you let me?.”
His breath hit my shoulder. “You want him more now that I know.”
“I think I want him more because you want me to.”
He thrust his fingers deep. My body arched.
My breath caught, hips twitching. He didn’t stop. He kept working me with his hand, his mouth pressed to my shoulder now, biting, holding me down.
Afterward, I lay there, thighs sticky, heart hammering.
I whispered into the dark, “I don’t think I’m very tradiional anymore.”
Gerald pulled me closer.
“Maybe not all the time,” he said.
Then, after a pause:
“Wear something worse this time.”
Tuesday came quickly.
I had ordered a shorter dress, one that clung tighter to my hips. Cute thong panties with a red bow. Sheer low cut bra. Gerald watched me get dressed, sitting on the edge of the bed, eyes steady. He didn’t offer approval. But he didn’t object.
When I reached for the thong, he stopped me.
He pulled me in, hand on my bare thigh, kissed me slow like a goodbye, except it wasn’t. It was a release. “Is he going to fuck you again?” he said closely to my ear, voice trembling.
“If you want him to,” I replied.
“Is he going to cum in your mouth?”
I pulled back and looked in both his eyes, back and forth. “I can make him if you want me to.”
“I want him to see what kind of trad wife my wife is,” he said.
On my way to him,, my nerves weren’t sharp anymore. The pace in my heels wasn’t hesitant. The ache between my legs had a shape now. An expectation. Not a guilt.
The hotel was the same.
So was Rick.
He opened the door the second I knocked. Shirtless, barefoot, slouched back like he’d never moved since last time. The room behind him was clean, untouched, bed made. Maybe he knew I liked things neat and tidy, at least until I stopped being a trad wife and become a hotwife.
But his eyes weren’t casual.
“You came,” he said.
“You asked, didn’t you?”
He stepped aside. I walked in, my thighs brushing past his hand, not by accident.
This time, I didn’t wait to be told what to do.
I set my purse down. Took a breath. Turned to him.
“I’m not the same as before.”
I walked toward him. His hands slid to my hips, under the hem of the dress.
His groan was low, involuntary. His hand slid between my legs. Found me already oiled.
“You missed this,” he said.
“So did you.”
He lifted me onto the desk, fast, controlled, like his body had already decided. The edge was hard under my thighs, cold through the thin fabric. I let my legs part, slowly, skirt riding up.
“I want you to ask this time,” I said, voice quiet but steady.
Rick raised an eyebrow. “Ask?”
“I’m not here to be taken. I’m a good wife.”
He stepped between my knees, hands on my thighs, thumbs brushing the inside gently, like he was feeling for the edge of where I started.
“May I?”
I nodded once.
“Phone my husband and ask him.”
“That’s nuts.”
“Beg him.
“That’s crazy.”
“Do you want to fuck me or not?”
“You know the answer.”
“My husband owns me. If you want to fuck me, you need his permission.” I pushed my panties down around my thighs, parted my lips, touched myself delicately, lashed my lips with my tongue and chuckled at him. “I’m his trad wife before I’m your hotwife.”
To my surprise, he stepped back, reached for his phone, sat on the edge of the bed, and called my husband.
They small-talked it for a bit. I teased him, fingering myself, sucking my fingers, arching my back. When he approached me, I snapped my legs closed. “Ask him!” I mouthed at him silently.
He stared down at me what seemed like minutes. But then he said it, he asked my husband if he could fuck his wife.
My husband took his time answering, nearly a minute himself, before he said, “Yeah,” and hung up instantly.
He pulled my dress up, bunched it around my waist. He knelt. I gasped when his tongue touched me, soft and deliberate. He didn’t rush. He didn’t grope. He tasted me like he was trying to prove something, that he could be told no, and still be wanted.
My hands gripped the dresser edge. My breath stuttered. His mouth moved slowly, lips parting me, tongue firm and deep. I bit my lip. My eyes fluttered.
This time, I wasn’t trying to break free. I was testing what it meant to be in control, when you wanted to lose it. And I was close. Already.
“Good girl,” he whispered against me.
I froze. Then I pulled his head harder into me like it was punishment.
My thighs clenched around his head as my breath tore out of me, body twitching. I kept him there, my hands tight in his hair, my hips grinding shamelessly against his mouth. I was louder this time. Messier. I didn’t care who heard through the walls.
When I finally let go, he stood slowly, face glistening, chest rising fast.
He wiped his mouth with the back of his wrist.
“You meant that one,” he said, watching me.
“I did.”
He stepped in again. His cock was hard beneath his jeans, pressing into the soft skin above my knee. His hand came to my throat, not squeezing, just resting there like a reminder of what I’d already surrendered last time. I didn’t flinch.
“I like this version of you,” he said.
“I don’t know if it’s just a version anymore.”
He kissed me. No hesitation. Mouth open. Tongue still tasting like me. I kissed back. Hard. My arms wrapped around his neck, my legs around his waist. He lifted me off the desk. Carried me across the room.
The bed was neat. He dropped me onto it and followed, yanking his jeans down, his cock springing free, flushed and thick, already glistening at the tip.
He knelt between my legs.
“I want to be gentle this time,” he said, voice lower now.
I shook my head. “Don’t.”
His cock pressed against me, sliding between my lips, not entering yet, just teasing, dragging through the wetness like he was daring me to beg.
“I thought you wanted control.”
“I do.”
He thrust in deep.
I gasped.
He pulled back slow, then slammed in again. My body jolted. My hands clutched the sheets. I moaned and tried to speak but the rhythm stole every word. He moved fast, hard, relentless. His hand pressed into my stomach, flattening me to the bed. His other twisted into my hair.
I wasn’t in control anymore.
And that, somehow, made me feel even more powerful.
“You’re wetter than last time,” he said through gritted teeth.
He pushed deeper.
Everything convulsed around him, my voice cracked and rough and nothing like the woman I used to be. My fingers clawed at his back. My legs locked around him and pulled.
His teeth clenched, hips jerking as he emptied himself inside me.
I wanted all of it.
When we finally fell still, our bodies sweaty and tangled, his chest heaving above mine, I whispered without thinking:
“I think I’m addicted to this.”
I stayed on my back long after he pulled out.
The sheets were damp beneath me, the room warm with the smell of sex and sweat and something sweeter, satisfaction, maybe. His come leaked slowly out of me, pooling where my thighs met. I could feel it when I shifted, could smell it faintly when I breathed deep.
Rick moved around the room quietly, tossing his jeans into a corner, heading for the shower. He didn’t ask if I was okay. He didn’t check in anymore.
I stared at the ceiling. Not with guilt. With clarity.
I’d spent so long cultivating one version of myself. Every outfit chosen carefully. Every gesture soft, appropriate. I’d nodded through conversations about propriety, about faithfulness, about women who “lost their way.” I made casseroles for the family next door when they moved in. I sent thank-you cards. I hosted Easter brunch in a dress with buttons to the throat.
But maybe, I thought, maybe that version of me was never complete.
Maybe she was the performance.
Because the woman lying in this bed, legs still spread from being used, skin still flushed from orgasm, wasn’t her opposite.
She felt like her extension. I didn’t feel ruined. I didn’t feel broken. I felt whole.
It made me wonder, maybe every good wife has this other woman living somewhere under her skin. Maybe the women who look the most untouched are just the ones who know how to keep it hidden.
Maybe that’s what makes a really good wife work. Not purity. Restraint. And now that I’d let her out, I didn’t want to stuff her back in.
I rolled to my side and drew my knees up. My inner thighs were tacky. My breasts ached. My lips were puffy from kissing too hard, too long.
In the bathroom, the shower hissed to life. I could picture Rick standing under it, eyes closed, head tilted back, cock softening but still heavy from everything we’d done. I didn’t move to join him. I needed this moment.
Because I finally understood something.
Trad wife wasn’t wrong. Hotwife wasn’t wrong. But neither were complete.
Together? Together they were dangerous. Together they made me unstoppable.
I pulled the sheets around me, sat up, and reached for my phone. No texts from Gerald. I stared at the blank screen. Then typed: I wonder what else we might explore . . . .
I smiled when I imagined Gerald reading it.
Because I knew exactly what it would do to him. The part of me that folded towels by color still loved my husband. And the part of me now coated with another man’s cum? I loved what Gerald let me become.
But I thought it was time for something more.
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