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Three weeks later, Gerald and I were in Dallas for his company’s annual retreat. Different city, same hotel chain, same polished silence in the hallways. He’d insisted I come, said we’d look “look normal” that way. I didn’t argue. I hadn’t argued much about anything since that night. It affected me in ways I hadn’t fully processed yet.
For starters, how was that anything like what a traditional wife would or should do? But Gerald knew best, and I always trusted his judgement.
The second evening, the dinner ran late. The ballroom lights were too dark. Men loosened ties, women laughed too hard. I wore navy this time, high neck, fitted waist, sleeveless, the kind of dress that says elegant, but not quite available. My heels were higher than usual, though, Gerald’s idea.
Rick wasn’t there; he’d transferred to another division by then. But everyone still knew his name.
Gerald’s hand stayed at the small of my back most of the night, firm, guiding. People looked. They always watched. I couldn’t tell if they saw a loyal wife or a woman being possessed. Gerald was picking out shorter dresses each time, more make-up, more jewelry.
He said it’s only the natural way that men enjoy showing off their wives. It’s the way of the jungle, he said, men letting other men know what they get at home. The more he pushed me in what to wear, the more my role confused me. But he liked it. He said it was like letting other guys test drive your car.
“Test drive me?” I said.
He just laughed.
After dessert, he leaned close. “You’re going to the bar with him.”
“With who?”
“Marcus. From finance.”
“Why?”
Gerald smiled faintly. “Because I want to see what happens when I’m not there. And because I asked you to.”
I stared at him. “You’re serious.”
He nodded. “Go be charming. Just talk with him. Don’t overthink it.”
I finished my wine, set the glass down, and stood. My pulse was fast but steady. He didn’t look up as I left.
At the bar, Marcus was already ordering. Mid-thirties, light brown skin, close-cropped hair, wedding ring gleaming when he lifted his drink. He smiled when he saw me. “Gerald bailed on you?”
“He’s tired I guess,” I said. “Meetings all day, you know how it is.”
He motioned to the empty stool beside him. “You shouldn’t drink alone.”
“I’m not anymore,” I said and I touched his shoulder as I slid into the stool beside him. I glanced over my shoulder. Gerald was still making his way out, still watching me.
The music was low, the lighting amber, the smell of whiskey and beer layered thick in the air. Marcus asked about the shopping, the flight, the view from our room. Polite questions, nothing risky. Still, his eyes stayed on my mouth whenever I spoke. I became self-conscious.
An hour passed. I ordered sparkling water. He ordered another bourbon. His hand brushed my elbow when he leaned in to make a joke about corporate awards. It was nothing, but I felt it everywhere.
My phone buzzed in my lap. A text.
Gerald: “Enjoy yourself, loosen up.”
I locked the screen without replying.
Marcus looked at me again, slower this time. “You okay?”
“Fine,” I said. “Maybe tired.”
“Finish your drink. I’ll walk you up.”
I should’ve said no. Instead, I nodded yes. Gerald would be watching over me, I knew.
The elevator ride was quiet. Marcus’s hand hovered near mine but didn’t touch. My heart was loud in my chest. When the doors opened, I stepped out first. He followed a few steps behind.
At our room, I turned. “Well good night then.”
He smiled, closer now. “Sure you’re okay?”
I nodded, but my throat was dry.
The door opened before I could knock. Gerald stood there, jacket off, shirt unbuttoned, eyes unreadable.
Marcus froze.
Gerald’s voice was calm. “Come in for a minute. I was just about to open another bottle. Hang out.”
I went inside dubious about his intentions, and locked the door behind Marcus.
Gerald poured three glasses of wine. He handed one to Marcus, then leaned against the dresser like this was routine. Marcus glanced from him to me, unsure where to stand.
“Sit,” Gerald said. “Relax.”
Marcus sat on the armchair near the window, knees apart, glass balanced loosely between his fingers. His eyes drifted toward my legs when I crossed them, then back up fast, polite again.
Gerald spoke easily, like they were still at dinner. “You handled that panel well today. Everyone else just recited bullet points. You stood out.”
“Appreciate that,” Marcus said. “I try to keep things grounded.”
“Good approach,” Gerald said. He looked at me. “Don’t you think he’s the ultimate professional?”
I nodded. “Confident without showing off.” I nodded at him.
Marcus smiled, eyes warming. “That’s generous. I was nervous as hell.”
“I’m sure it didn’t show,” I said.
He lifted his glass. “Guess I had good motivation.”
“Well you can take it easy now,” he said. “You’re off duty.”
Marcus leaned back. “If you say so, boss.” He wasn’t his boss, but Gerald was asserting a new kind of confidence with colleagues, I noticed.
Gerald looked at me longer this time. “Show him the view,” he said.
I stood, walked to the window. The city spread out in gold and steel, lights threading into the distance. My reflection looked good. Marcus came up beside me , close enough that I could feel the heat off his arm.
“Nice,” he said quietly. “Better than mine.” He laughed.
“Higher up,” I said.
He nodded. “The pecking order.”
Behind us, Gerald’s voice sounded steady and casual. “Hold her.”
Marcus turned. His eyes went to Gerald. “What?”
“You heard me,” Gerald said. “You can hold her, feel what it’s like, a woman like her, a room like this.” He chuckled like it was casual and ordinary. “She won’t mind.”
Marcus looked at me, waiting for my lead.
I didn’t away, I just said, “It’s okay.” I nodded encouragement to him. “It’s nice.”
He raised a hand slowly, fingertips grazing my bare shoulder. His touch was careful, testing. The heat from his skin made mine tighten under his fingertips instantly.
Gerald’s tone didn’t change. “She likes when a man notices her. Take your time. Enjoy yourself. She doesn’t like things rough, but don’t be timid either. Just be sure.”
I couldn’t tell what to feel, being discussed like that, but if honesty was the new policy, he wasn’t wrong. About anything.
Marcus’s hand slid down my arm, then around my waist. I exhaled into it, leaned slightly toward him, felt the shift, and the weight of Gerald’s eyes behind me.
“Is this what you wanted?” Marcus asked, voice lower now.
Gerald’s reply was simple. “Keep going. It’s what you want. She doesn’t mind, really. She likes it.”
Marcus’s fingers traced the edge of my hip through the dress, slow, patient. I let my head tip forward just enough for my hair to fall across my cheek. My pulse beat hard at my throat. Whatever it was Gerald was up to, I wasn’t sure what I was going to do, fall apart or scream.
Gerald stepped closer, not to interrupt, but to watch. His voice was quiet, level. “You’re doing fine. Both of you.”
I glanced Marcus and we shared a smile like we were both happy to be doing it right, never mind that what we were doing was out of this world. Marcus’s breath brushed my ear. “You’re shaking.”
“I know,” I said. “But so are you.” We both chuckled. I glanced at Gerald.
He poured another glass of wine and set it down. He said softly, “Turn her toward you.”
Marcus’s hand lingered at my hip, light and unsure. For a second I didn’t know which part of me reacted first, the wife who still believed in propriety or the woman feeling her pulse quicken under another man’s fingers. Because that was undeniable, much as I knew a good wife should deny.
Well, a good wife shouldn’t even feel it to deny it.
Marcus looked at me, then at Gerald. “You’re sure about this?”
Gerald didn’t answer right away, just tipped his head slightly. “She’s fine with it. I want you to try her out. Take her for a spin. Let you see what I find at home every night.”
I wasn’t sure if I was fine. My skin was warm under Marcus’s touch, but my mind was somewhere else, half in this room, half back home with the woman who ironed her napkins and said grace before dinner. That version of me would have never let a husband’s coworker’s hand slide beneath the edge of her dress.
But then, my husband was telling us to do exactly that, and that version of me always did what my husband asked me to.
Marcus’s thumb brushed the inside of my thigh. I didn’t step away. The sound that came out of me wasn’t a word, it was air, shaped by want and hesitation. He felt it, I could tell, because his breath hitched and he glanced down like he’d crossed a line.
Gerald came closer, but not to stop us. He set his drink down and stood a foot behind me. “You can slow it down,” he said quietly.
“I’m not rushing,” Marcus said.
“I wasn’t talking to you,” Gerald said.
The words hit me. I realized he was watching me for permission, not control. I met his eyes. “I’m fine,” I said. My voice surprised me. I sounded calm, even steady. It wasn’t the first transgression of the traditional marriage, but it sure felt like it all over again.
Marcus’s hand moved higher. The fabric stretched. My knees felt loose.
I looked out the window again, at the city lights swimming below, and thought about all the things a good wife wasn’t supposed to think about. I had spent years being careful, every outfit, every word, every gesture chosen to make the right impression. But standing there, Gerald behind me, another man’s hand sliding up my thigh, I felt something new.
It wasn’t rebellion exactly. But it was a new kind of duty.
Marcus whispered, “If you want me to stop…”
I shook my head before he finished. “I’ll say so.” I resettled my feet further apart.
Gerald didn’t interrupt. He stepped beside me now, close enough that his arm brushed mine. His tone softened. “You look beautiful like this.”
It didn’t sound like ownership. It sounded like awe. What did “Like this” mean? Dressed like this? Or caught like this, in such a situation, a man touching me intimately  right beside my husband? And encouraged to do so too.
Marcus’s hand reached my hipbone. He paused there, waiting. I could smell the faint burn of whiskey on his breath, hear the weight of his breathing. My heart kicked hard, then settled into a rhythm that wasn’t nervous anymore, exactly. What was it? Could it be excitement? What did that say about me? That I wanted more of this?
I turned slightly toward Marcus, my dress shifting at the shoulder, the neckline pulling lower. My body decided before my conscience did.
“Don’t think too much,” Gerald said quietly.
I met Marcus’s eyes again. “That’s harder than it looks, isn’t it.”
He smiled, nodded. “I can help.”
Marcus’s hand reamined my hip, his thumb tracing idle circles against the fabric. The air between us stirred, but his voice stayed light.
“So, how long have you and Gerald been in Vancouver?”
“Seven years,” I said, eyes still fixed on the glass in front of me. “Feels shorter.”
He nodded. “That city changes fast. New towers every month.”
Gerald poured more wine. “We don’t notice anymore.”
“I bet,” Marcus said. “You both look settled.”
His tone became casual, even as his hand drifted higher, fingers brushing the seam of my dress. My throat tightened.
“You still in the same place?” Gerald asked.
Marcus nodded. “The townhouse, yeah. My wife’s got plans to redo the kitchen. She wants one of those open layouts. Said she’s tired of feeling boxed in.”
His knuckles grazed the skin above my stocking. I exhaled slowly, pretending to adjust my balance. I wobbled and held his elbow.
“Open layouts are good,” I said. “You can see everything.”
Gerald’s voice stayed level. “Unless you prefer walls.”
Marcus smiled. “Depends what you’re hiding.”
My pulse skipped. He didn’t mean it the way it sounded, but it landed on me anyway. His hand moved again, slower now, fingertips sliding just under the hem. I felt the fabric lift, a faint brush of air against my thigh.
“What does your wife do?” I asked, trying to sound normal.
“Interior design,” he said. “She’s got an eye for what fits. Sometimes too good. I can’t move a chair without hearing about it.”
I smiled, but my voice came out thinner. “That sounds familiar.” I glanced Gerald. “Some people are very controlling.”
Gerald leaned against the dresser again, silent for a few seconds. “She’s good at keeping order,” he said finally. “Always has been.”
Marcus looked at me. “Yeah I can tell.”
The compliment settled between us. His hand pressed lightly, enough that I could feel each fingertip through the thin material.
He said, “You must have a system for everything.”
“I used to.”
“And now?”
I glanced out the window again, at our reflections, three people standing too close, pretending the conversation was about kitchens and city skylines. My cheeks were warm. My legs were trembling.
“I’m perpetually just figuring it out it feels like,” I said quietly.
He didn’t answer. His thumb moved higher. Gerald’s eyes followed the reflection, but he didn’t step in. He was letting me set the tone.
Marcus said, “That’s how it starts, I guess. You make small changes.”
He sounded thoughtful, but his hand was past my thigh now, the edge of my dress lifted enough to expose skin.
I heard my own voice, soft and steady: “Some changes are bigger than they look.”
Marcus’s fingers brushed the hem again, this time slower, more deliberate. The edge of the dress caught lightly on his knuckle. I watched his hand in the reflection of the window, how casual it looked, how small.
We mentioned our new pride and joy, the expensive coffee maker.
He said, “What kind of coffee do you drink in the morning?”
“Lattes. Two sugars. Half-and-half.”
Gerald spoke from behind us, still near the dresser.
His thumb traced the inside of my thigh now. Each pass a fraction higher. My pulse climbed, but I kept my voice calm. “I like to wake up to the smell.”
“Hard to beat that,” Marcus said, eyes flicking to the mirror, to where our reflections blended together.
Gerald’s tone was almost conversational. “She makes cinnamon toast for breakfast. From scratch every day.”
I could feel my chest tightening, heat climbing up my neck. “That’s not true,” I said. “Sometimes I make oatmeal,” I said to him like it was some secret.
Marcus laughed, low, short. “Oatmeal’s underrated.”
His hand drifted up farther. The fabric rose another inch. The muscles in my legs tightened. I tried to breathe. “You cook?”
“When I can,” he said. “Mostly grilling. Easier to clean up.”
“Gerald doesn’t let me near the grill,” I said. “Says I burn things.”
“She does,” Gerald said. “And she hates the smell of propane.”
“I don’t hate it.” My voice came out quieter. “It just sticks to everything.”
Marcus’s fingertips were warm now against the bare skin of my upper thigh. His movement was gentle, unhurried. My body knew exactly what was happening even though my mind denied it.
He said, “You use those real linen napkins at dinner,” Marcus said.
I looked at him sharply. “How do you know that?”
He grinned. “Gerald mentioned it. Said you iron them. Every week.”
I swallowed hard. “That’s true.” His fingertips touched the edge of my panties.
“Trad wife habits die hard,” Gerald said behind me.
Marcus murmured, “Nothing wrong with that.” His hand flexed slightly, thumb pressing just enough for me to feel the curve of his palm against the soft inside of my leg. I resettled my feet, kept my balance on the floor.
I wasn’t sure what to say. My body leaned toward his touch even as my mind scrambled to keep its place in the conversation.
Gerald picked up his glass again. “She thinks presentation matters,” he said.
“It does,” I whispered.
Marcus nodded, voice calm, steady. “You make things look perfect.”
My lips parted. “I try to.”
The hem lifted another half inch. I could feel the air on my skin, the faint tremor in my knees, the wine warming my chest. The reflection in the glass caught it all, his hand, my breathing, a glimpse of my exposed panties, Gerald watching from just behind us, the city below flickering.
Marcus’s hand moved higher, the back of his fingers grazing where the fabric clung to the tops of my thighs. I felt the smallest tremor in my legs, but my voice stayed steady.
“You travel much?” he asked, still quiet.
“Not lately,” I said. “I used to, before I started keeping the house the way Gerald likes it.”
“Meaning spotless?”
“Meaning precise, yes.”
Gerald said, “She alphabetizes the spice rack. It’s something to see.”
Marcus smiled, but his hand didn’t stop. “I respect that. My wife’s more freestyle. Half the time I can’t find the salt.”
I let out a soft laugh that didn’t sound like me at all. The muscles in my stomach fluttered. His fingers pressed a little firmer now, drawing a faint shiver from me. My reflection in the window looked composed, but I could see my chest rising too quickly, my mouth slightly open.
“You iron the pillowcases too?” Marcus asked, voice light, pretending he didn’t feel what he was doing to me.
“Yes,” I said. “They feel better that way.”
“I bet.”
Gerald’s voice came lower now. “She does the same with the sheets. Tight corners. You could bounce a quarter off them.”
Marcus’s thumb slipped higher, over the fabric of my panties. The air caught in my throat. I pressed my palms lightly against the window ledge, not for balance, just to feel something solid.
I wanted to speak, but words became impossible. The part of me that had always kept score, good wife, good manners, good posture, was screaming somewhere under the surface, trying to remind me who I was supposed to be.
But I didn’t move. I let him feel me.
Gerald said, “She likes control. Doesn’t like surprises.”
“I think she’s good at control,” Marcus murmured.
I turned to face him, just enough that his hand had to slide down my thigh again. The loss of contact made me dizzy. I could smell the wine on his breath we were so close.
“You talk like you’ve done this kind of thing before,” I said.
He smiled. “Talked like this?” His eyes flicked down, then up.
I shook my head. “You know what I mean.”
“I haven’t,” he said now privately to me. “Not like this.”
Gerald moved away. “Don’t rush it.”
I didn’t know who that was for, him or me. My body leaned back instinctively toward my husband’s warmth, even while my eyes stayed locked on Marcus. I could feel the ache between my legs now, hot, undeniable.
Marcus’s hand rose again, higher this time, just under the hem, fingers brushing the silk edge of my underwear. My breath stuttered out.
Gerald’s tone shifted, quieter. “You’re allowed to feel what you feel.”
I closed my eyes. That sentence hit me harder than any touch. He had no idea what I was feeling. .
Everything I’d been raised to keep clean and proper fell against the sound of it. I let out a low, trembling breath.
Marcus’s hand pressed higher. Gerald’s voice cut softly through the hum of the room. “You know what the heart of being a traditional wife really is?”
Marcus looked at him. “You tell me.” His finger traced the leg line of my panties.
Gerald swirled his wine. His hand wasn’t steady. “It’s not about baking or ironing or smiling for guests. It’s about obedience. That’s what all the old books meant. The man speaks, the wife listens.”
The words washed like a pulse behind my ribs. I felt my throat tighten, but not from fear, from something heavier, deeper, shame tangled with a strange ache of curiosity. Was that what this was? Obedience?
Marcus said carefully, “That sounds old-fashioned even for you.”
Gerald smiled faintly. “Maybe. But she believes in it. Don’t you?”
He turned to me. His eyes were darker now, a little wild at the edges. He wasn’t calm anymore. He was breathing like he’d just come off a run.
My lips parted. “I believe in respect,” I said slowly. “Not just blind obedience.”
“That’s not what I said.”
His voice trembled slightly on the last word, not weakness, adrenaline. I could see his pulse moving at the base of his throat. I realized he was struggling with this as much as I was.
Marcus glanced between us. “You two do this often?”
“No,” Gerald said. “We don’t.” It could have meant anything.
My hands were trembling now. I wanted to cross my legs, but Marcus’s hand was still between them, his thumb just under the edge of my underwear.
Gerald set his glass down. “But she knows how to follow direction. Don’t you, sweetheart?  She likes to.”
I turned toward him, half angry now, but half undone. “Gerald…” I said, and I flared my eyes at him.
He stepped closer, almost touching me. “Show him how you follow direction.”
My stomach flipped. “Show him what?” I murmured.
“How you listen.”
The room went too quiet. I could hear my own heartbeat in my ears. My body felt split, part of me ready to pull away, the other craving whatever came next.
Gerald’s eyes flicked downward, then back to my face. “Lift your dress a little higher.”
“Gerald…”
“Do it,” he said softly.
I looked at Marcus. His lips parted, but he didn’t say a word.
I gathered the hem slowly, just enough to bare the tops of my thighs. The fabric trembled in my hands.
Gerald exhaled. “Higher.”
I obeyed him. The word obedience itself echoed inside me, like a stone dropped down a well. Everything I’d ever told myself about modesty, about propriety, about being a good wife, all of it flashed through me in broken images now.
He stepped in closer. “See?” he said to Marcus, though his voice cracked halfway. “A traditional wife does what her husband asks.”
Marcus’s eyes were locked on mine now, not my body. “You don’t seem forced,” he said quietly.
“I’m not,” I whispered. It was true.
Gerald’s breath came rough. “She’s just learning how far that really goes.”
My legs were shaking. I wanted to drop the hem, but I didn’t. I was too busy trying to understand how something so wrong could make me feel so entirely, dangerously alive. He was just learning too, he had no right to put it all on me.
Gerald stepped closer until I could feel his breath at the side of my neck. His voice was low, unsteady. “Higher.”
My fingers lifted the hem higher. The fabric caught at my hips. The air hit my thighs, cool against the heat building there.
Marcus shifted slightly. He wasn’t pretending to look away anymore.
Gerald said, “This is what it means, doesn’t it? To be traditional. The wife obeys, not because she’s weak, but because it’s her duty. Her nature. It makes her strong to do as her husband desires.”
His tone wavered. He was trying to sound so composed, but his chest was rising too fast, same as mine.
I wanted to argue. I wanted to remind him that duty didn’t mean surrender. But my voice caught before it reached my throat. Because even as the words burned inside me, my hands didn’t move to lower the dress. No, I pulled it higher.
I felt it, that strange split in me widening. The woman who always smiled politely, who kept her home immaculate, was still there. But she was screaming now, desperate to understand what she was becoming. But over her voice came something else, quiet, trembling: undeniable pleasure.
Gerald’s hand came to my shoulder. “Turn toward him.”
I hesitated. The sound that came out of me wasn’t no, but it wasn’t yes either.
He whispered closer. “You want to see what it felt like to really obey, don’t you?”
My pulse thudded in my ears. I turned. Slowly. Because I did want to see.
Marcus’s eyes lifted, meeting mine before sliding down the front of my exposed body. His throat worked dry. I could see his pulse flicker at the base of his neck.
Gerald’s voice: “Now take a step closer.”
“Gerald…”
“Do it.”
I moved one step. My knees barely held. The world felt too bright, too hot.
Marcus’s hand reached out but he didn’t touch me. He didn’t have to. I could feel the space shrinking between us like the air itself had thickened.
Gerald said, “A trad wife serves her husband’s will. Even if she doesn’t understand it.”
My breath broke. “That’s not . . . ”
“Even if,” he repeated. “Especially if.”
He wasn’t calm anymore. His words came rough, uneven, like he was barely in control of himself.
Marcus looked at him, uncertain. “You sure you want this?”
Gerald nodded. “I’m not sure of anything. That’s the point, you see?”
His hand touched my lower back, pushing gently, guiding me another step forward. Marcus’s knee brushed my thigh.
My whole body clenched. I could feel my heart pounding between my legs. I didn’t know what part of me was resisting anymore and what part was giving in. Was it good wife giving in and independent woman resisting?
I whispered, “Gerald, I don’t know what I’m supposed to be right now.”
His answer came quick, rough. “You’re mine. That’s all.”
My hands trembled, my body swayed forward. I felt Marcus’s fingers finally touch my bared waist, warm, and every thought of who I was supposed to be, every careful boundary, began to come apart.
Marcus’s hand slid down the back of my thigh, palm flat, steady now. No hesitation left in him. I didn’t move away. I didn’t flinch. My heart was pounding, but something inside me had gone very still.
I wasn’t an accident. It wasn’t a game. Not a mistake I’d clean up later with a careful conversation and a few rationalizations. I had crossed something, and I knew it. But instead of panic, I felt clarity.
I turned my head, looked at Gerald.
He was watching me closely. Eyes wide, jaw tight. He looked like he didn’t know what he’d just unlocked. Like he’d been the one speaking all this into existence, but now couldn’t tell if he’d gone too far, or if he’d barely scratched the surface.
I said quietly, “Tell me.”
He blinked. “Tell you what?”
“What you want me to do next.”
The air went tight around us. Marcus’s hand went still around my ass, under my panties.
Gerald stepped forward slowly, like the floor might shift beneath him. His fingers touched my jaw. I leaned into it, softly, with full weight. I wanted him to feel how much I was giving over.
“I’ll do it,” I said. “Whatever you ask.”
His hand dropped to my shoulder. Then lower. He circled me, now standing behind. I felt the heat of his body at my back, the press of his hand against the curve of my spine.
“You sure?”
“No.” I swallowed. “But I want to be.”
He exhaled once, sharp. Then he looked at Marcus. “Unzip her.”
My breath caught. Marcus looked at him, surprised, but he didn’t hesitate. His hand rose slowly to my hip, fingers grazing the fabric at my side. I didn’t breathe as he found the zipper. It slid down, each tooth releasing like a click in my chest.
The dress loosened.
Gerald’s voice was low now, urgent. “Let it fall.”
So I did.
It slid off my shoulders and dropped to the floor, pooling around my ankles in silence. I was bare except for the thin silk of my panties and sheer bra. My nipples were tight. Marcus stared. Gerald stepped closer again, his hand at the small of my back, steadying me.
“Now kneel,” he said.
My knees went to the carpet slowly, carefully. I lowered myself in front of Marcus, not with shame but with deliberation. My hands rested on my thighs. My pulse thundered in my ears.
Gerald’s voice had gone hoarse. “That’s what a wife does when her husband commands her.”
I looked up at him. “How far do you want me to go?”
He stared down at me like he’d never seen me before. His chest rose and fell.
“That’s the thing,” he said, almost to himself. “I didn’t think we’d get this far. I don’t know where it stops.”
So, now he went with honesty. It was exquisite timing.
I stayed on my knees. The carpet was warm under me, plush but firm, like it had been waiting for me. My thighs trembled from the hold, but I didn’t shift. I didn’t speak.
I looked at Marcus. His chest was rising above me fast now. His hands were at his sides, tense, unsure. He had lowered himself into a seat, sat still, waiting.
Gerald stood behind me, silent. I didn’t turn to him. I didn’t need to anymore.
I lifted my hands. Slowly. One to Marcus’s knee. The other just above it. I felt the tension in his leg before he moved.
“Okay?” I asked softly.
Gerald’s voice came behind me. “Yes.”
But it was weaker now. Not a command. Not even direction. Just agreement.
I slid my hands higher along Marcus’s thighs, until they reached the buckle of his belt. I didn’t rush. I didn’t even stop to breathe for a second. My fingers moved with practiced calm, undoing the buckle, popping the button, easing his zipper down.
Gerald said nothing.
I pulled the waistband open. His boxers strained. I could see the shape of him now, full, heavy, pressing hard against the fabric.
I looked up at Marcus, and then said, clearly enough for my husband to hear, “I’m going to take him out now.”
A pause.
Then, behind me, Gerald: “Yes.”
I reached in and freed him. The weight of it filled my palm, thick and hot. He twitched in my hand. I heard the sharp inhale from behind me.
“I’m going to touch him,” I said. “So you can see how I hold another man.”
Gerald exhaled hard. “Yes.”
I wrapped both hands around him slowly, deliberately. Marcus moaned softly, hips shifting. I stroked once, long, slow, firm.
“Like this,” I said. “This is how I do it.”
Gerald didn’t answer this time.
I leaned in. My breath hit the head. I licked once, just a flick, then pulled back.
I whispered, “I’m going to use my mouth now.”
Behind me, silence. Then: “Yes,” weakly, dying.
I lowered slowly, lips parting, tongue sliding forward and down. The tip of him entered first, salty, hot, hard. I let him fill my mouth, inch by inch. My hand tightened as I took him deeper, my tongue circling. I moaned softly, letting the sound rise through my throat, vibrating around him.
I pulled back. A strand of spit followed.
“He tastes different than you,” I said to Gerald, not looking at him. “Not better. Just not you.”
Another breath. Shaky.
“Tell me,” I said.
His voice was barely audible. “Yes.”
I smiled. I opened my mouth again and swallowed Marcus deeper. My throat clenched, then adjusted. I breathed through my nose, easing into a slow, steady rhythm.
Behind me, I heard nothing. Not even movement. Just the sound of his breath catching every time I moaned. Every time I pulled back and whispered what I was doing.
I pulled back, slow, lips dragging wet along the length of him until just the head remained between them. I let it sit there, warm on my tongue, my mouth parted. Then I looked toward Gerald, not over my shoulder this time, but sideways, just enough that he could see my face.
“I’m holding him with both hands now,” I said. “Tight. He’s thick all the way through.”
Gerald didn’t speak.
I gave one slow stroke with my hands, squeezing gently at the base. Marcus exhaled above me, his fingers twitching on the arms of the chair.
I looked down again. My lips brushed the head. I whispered, “He’s leaking.”
I licked it, slow, flat, letting my tongue drag from base to tip, gathering every drop. Then I sucked the head in, softly at first. My cheeks hollowed. My hands never stopped.
Gerald’s voice finally came, strained. “Is it good?”
I nodded slightly, not breaking rhythm. I pulled back, let Marcus slip from my mouth with a soft pop.
I looked up at my husband. “Yes. It’s so good.” I swallowed, then said it again. “He tastes good.”
I kissed Marcus’s cock once, then again lower, letting my lips follow the underside while my hand kept him stiff and silky.
“I like the weight of it in my mouth,” I said. “I like how different it feels from you.”
Gerald’s hands were clenched into fists now. His jaw was tight. But he didn’t stop me.
“I didn’t think I’d enjoy this,” I added, turning back to Marcus and taking him into my mouth again, deeper this time. “But I do.”
I bobbed slowly, letting each inch slide past my lips, pulling him into my throat until my eyes watered. Then I drew back, gasping, spit running down my chin.
“I want you to hear everything,” I said to Gerald. “How wet my mouth is. How I can barely take him all the way.”
His voice cracked. “I hear it.”
Marcus let out a groan, one hand finally resting gently on the back of my head. Not pushing, just contact.
I didn’t stop. My rhythm quickened, sloppy now, loud. I wanted Gerald to hear every sound, every breath.
“I’m moaning because I want to,” I said. “Not to perform. It feels good. It feels right.”
Gerald’s breath stuttered behind me.
I looked up again, still stroking, lips glistening. “You gave me permission. And now I don’t want to stop.”
He didn’t speak.
So I whispered one more thing, just for him.
“I want him to come in my mouth, Gerald. And I want you to watch me swallow it all.”
He let out a sound, half groan, half surrender.
Then he said, “Do it.”
I lowered my mouth again, slow, steady, deliberate. The head slipped between my lips, then more. I opened wider, easing the length in, letting my tongue cup him, letting the weight settle past my teeth. I felt every vein, every twitch, every pulse. My lips stretched. My eyes fluttered closed. I exhaled through my nose, relaxed my throat, then took him deeper still.
He filled me. I gagged once, softly, but didn’t pull back. My hands tightened around the base, keeping control of the rhythm. My spit was everywhere now, wetting him, wetting my chin, dripping in slow threads across my knuckles.
Behind me, I could feel the heat of Gerald’s gaze. He hadn’t moved. I didn’t need to look to know. He was locked in place, watching, holding his breath.
I came off him just far enough to speak. My voice was low, thick. “His cock is deep in my mouth now. All the way.”
I licked the tip once, then again, then sucked him back in. I moaned softly around it, the vibration making him twitch. His hips rose a fraction, instinct. I adjusted without thinking, letting him glide against the roof of my mouth, slowing down just before the edge of losing control.
I looked up. Marcus’s face was flushed, mouth slack, eyes glazed.
I turned my head slightly, enough for my voice to carry back to Gerald. “I can taste his precum. It’s warm. Salty. It’s thick at the back of my tongue.”
I stroked him with both hands now, mouth open, spit pooling at the corners. I could feel my pulse in my lips.
“I want it all,” I said. “When he comes, I want every drop. I don’t want to miss a thing.”
Gerald didn’t answer.
I slowed the rhythm again. Tightened my lips. Let my throat soften and took him deep, deep enough that my nose pressed to his skin. He groaned hard this time.
He was close. I could feel it, his thighs tensing, his hands gripping the arms of the chair.
I pulled off, panting, strings of spit connecting my lips to the tip. I looked over my shoulder now, slowly, my chin wet, my chest rising fast.
“I’m going to let him come in my mouth,” I said to my husband. “You gave me to him, and now I’m going to finish him.”
Gerald’s lips parted. His hands were trembling. He nodded once.
I turned back. Opened wide. Took him in again, lips sealed tight, throat ready.
It happened fast. A twitch. A gasp. Then the first pulse hit the back of my tongue, hot, thick, sharp. I swallowed instantly. The second followed, stronger. I moaned low around it, my eyes watering. He kept coming. My hands milked him, slow and steady, as I sucked it down.
When it stopped, I held him there. Let him feel my lips still wrapped around him. Let him feel me swallow again.
Then I pulled off, opened my mouth for Gerald. Marcus exhaled a long, broken breath. He was still seated, shirt damp at the collar, his hands resting on his thighs like he didn’t trust himself to move yet. His cock glistened where it hung, softening slowly, the final tremors fading.
I rose to my feet without a word, wiping my chin with the back of my hand. My knees were unsteady. I reached for the hem of my dress still puddled on the floor, but didn’t pull it on yet. Gerald hadn’t moved either.
Marcus stood slowly. He looked at me, then at Gerald, eyes wide, stunned. He opened his mouth to speak, then stopped. He gave a small shake of his head, like he couldn’t believe what had just happened, or that he’d been allowed to do it.
He murmured, “I should go.”
Gerald didn’t respond. I nodded once, tight, throat dry.
Marcus dressed quietly. No small talk. No goodbye kiss. He buttoned his pants, smoothed his shirt, and walked to the door like a man walking out of a dream. At the threshold, he paused.
He looked back. “Thank you,” he said, voice hoarse. He looked directly at me. “Both of you.”
Then he left.
The door clicked shut.
Silence.
I stayed standing in the middle of the room, barely clothed, legs damp, skin flushed. Gerald still hadn’t spoken.
I turned slowly. “You okay?”
His jaw worked before anything came out. “I think so.”
I waited. He didn’t move.
So I took a step closer. Then another. Until we were face to face.
I said, “That was more than either of us expected.”
He gave a breathless laugh, no humor in it. “Yeah. No kidding.”
I placed a hand on his chest. I could feel his heart still racing under my palm. “I didn’t know I’d enjoy it that much,” I said softly.
He swallowed. “I didn’t know you would either.”
Another pause.
I whispered, “Did it hurt?”
His eyes met mine. “No.” He blinked. “Yes. A little.”
I nodded. “Me too.”
We stood there like that for a moment. The room was still warm with everything that had happened. The smell of sweat and sex still clung faintly to the air.
He said, “You told me everything as it happened.”
I nodded. “That’s what I thought you’d want.”
“It was.” His hand came up, touched the side of my face. “It was too real.”
I leaned into his palm. “But it turned you on.”
His breath caught. “It destroyed me.”
“I want to know what that means.”
“I don’t,” he said quietly. “Not yet.”
I kissed him then. Gently. Not a thank-you. Not a reassurance. Just contact. Just connection. His hands came to my back, slow, deliberate.
“I feel like I did something dangerous,” I whispered against his mouth.
“You did,” he said. “So did I.”
We stood that way. Touching, breathing, unsure what we’d just become, but unable to pretend we hadn’t loved how it felt.
Next night, we escaped the hotel. I told him to look for a dance club far from the hotel. I didn’t want anyone from the conference recognizing us. I picked the dress myself. Tight black with a low front. No bra. I brushed my hair until it gleamed, left it down, added dark red lipstick. Then I stood by the hotel door with my clutch in my hand and said, “Let’s go.”
He didn’t say much in the Uber. I could feel his breathing shift when my thigh touched his. When I turned to look out the window, I caught him watching my tight chest. His choice, of course.
The club was packed. Music throbbed from inside before the door even opened. I led him in by the hand, past the bouncers, into the heat of moving bodies. Colored lights pulsed over bare shoulders, suits, tiny dresses. I felt eyes on me before we even hit the bar.
I turned to him and spoke low into his ear. “Sit by the wall. Order a drink. Watch me.” Then I walked away.
Every step I took was measured. I moved through the crowd, hips high, shoulders straight, hair over one eye. I found a spot near the dance floor and leaned one elbow on a high table, crossed one leg over the other. I sipped vodka there. Slowly. It was like muscle memory the way it came back to me.
Men turned. That part wasn’t new. What was new was how I let it happen. How I didn’t glance at Gerald. I knew exactly where he was. I knew his eyes would be fixed on me.
Two men passed close behind me. Another smiled but kept walking. I waited.
Then a fourth. Taller. Trim. Button-down shirt open a little too far. He hovered. I didn’t look up at first. He stepped closer.
“Waiting on someone?” he asked.
I glanced at him. Then shook my head once, slowly. “No.”
He looked at my hand. “You’re married.”
I sipped. “Yes.”
He smiled with his eyes first. “Not tonight?”
I tilted my head slightly, then let the silence hang there. Not coy. Not shy. Just letting him think what he wanted to think.
His hand brushed mine as he leaned in. “Can I buy you one?”
I nodded once. “Sure you can.”
He flagged down the bartender without taking his eyes off me. I let them linger on his hands. His jawline. The small silver chain around his neck.
He handed me the drink. “To risky choices.”
I clinked his glass without smiling. “To short nights.”
He laughed and looked toward the dance floor. “You dance?”
I drained half the glass and held out my hand.
As he led me to the music, I finally looked back. Gerald was where I left him. Drink untouched. Hands in fists on the table. His mouth slightly open. Eyes locked on me.
I turned back to the man holding my hand and I pressed my body into his.
He pulled me closer the second the beat dropped. His hands found the curve of my waist without hesitation. He was taller than Gerald. Broader. I could feel the hardness of his chest against mine, his scent in the warm air between us.
I let him guide the rhythm, just for a few seconds. Let myself be moved. Then I eased into control, arched a little, rolled my hips, dragged my palms slowly up his arms and around his neck.
Gerald was still watching. I didn’t need to check.
The man’s mouth was at my ear now, saying something low. I didn’t hear it. I was too aware of the shape of my thighs moving against his. Of the rising tempo. Of the way the lighting made everything shimmer and smudge.
I tilted my face up and looked past the man’s shoulder, straight toward where I knew Gerald sat. He hadn’t moved. But his expression had. He looked stunned. I held his gaze and let my hand slide down the man’s back.
What was I doing?
I wasn’t drunk. I wasn’t lost. I was doing exactly what I’d planned. And it was working. That part scared me more than anything. I was good at it.
The man’s hands slid lower, and I didn’t stop him. His grip tightened as the music shifted again. I moved harder. Pressed closer. I could feel him thickening against my thigh, and I shifted just slightly to let him.
I imagined Gerald seeing that, seeing exactly how much I let this stranger get away with.
My heart was racing. My breath shallow. My nipples pressed against the inside of my dress like they were trying to announce themselves.
This wasn’t an accident.
I didn’t know what I wanted to happen next. The man said something again. I smiled vaguely, like I had heard him, and leaned back an inch so I could watch his eyes. He was fully into it. Focused, confident. Probably thinking he had me.
I raised one hand and slowly gathered my hair off my neck, letting the gesture stretch long. His eyes dropped to my collarbone.
Gerald had once said I looked my best when I didn’t know I was being watched. He was wrong. I knew now. And I’d never felt more aware of how I looked.
I leaned into the man again and put my lips near his ear. “What’s your name?”
He told me.
My hand was on his chest now, fingers spread. I dragged them down, just enough to feel the center of him. Then stopped.
And looked across the club again. I wanted Gerald to see me do it.
He was hard now. Fully. I didn’t pretend not to notice. I shifted my hips against his just enough to feel it between us, then let my hand rest low on his stomach. His breath changed. My fingers up to the first knuckle slid inside his waistband,
I turned my head toward Gerald again. He hadn’t touched his drink. His jaw was tight. His eyes locked on mine, his body frozen.
I held the stranger tighter. Pushed my hand down deeper. Curled my fingers, scratched his skin there. My chest pressed into his as I rolled my hips once, then twice, keeping the motion small but unmistakable. I wanted to see if Gerald flinched. He didn’t. I grinded myself into him.
I said softly, into the man’s shoulder, “My husband’s watching.”
He paused for a beat. “Oh yeah?”
“He knows I’m here with you.”
He chuckled, low and sharp. “Then he’s into this.”
I didn’t answer. I let the silence tell him yes.
His hand slid down, over the small of my back, lower, then cupped my ass through the dress. He pulled me tighter against the prominent bulge in his jeans.
I turned my head slightly. Let my lips graze his jaw. Not a kiss. Just contact.
Then I whispered, “You can touch me a little more.”
He didn’t hesitate. His other hand moved to the side of my thigh, dragging up the hem. I kept moving, grinding lightly, breathing steadily. I could feel the edge of my panties shift as his fingers crept higher. I didn’t stop him.
Gerald was still across the room. Still watching.
I leaned up on my toes and kissed the man’s jaw this time, slow and deliberate.
“I like the way you dance,” I said.
He laughed, breath hot. “You’re dangerous.”
I smiled. “Just committed.”
His fingers grazed the bare curve of my ass under the dress. I gasped quietly and let my knees bend into it, just enough to show I wasn’t stopping him.
Then I opened my eyes and looked right at Gerald.
He hadn’t blinked. His hand was on his thigh now, curled tight. I wanted to know what he was feeling. Panic? Rage? Lust?
I looked back at the man and said, “Follow me.”
I took his hand and walked toward the back of the club. Past the bar, through the narrow corridor near the bathrooms. There was a low-lit alcove there, half privacy, half invitation. I pushed him gently into it. He leaned against the wall, surprised but smiling.
I pressed against him. Let my leg slide between his. Let my hand rest on his zipper.
“Don’t unzip,” I said. “Let me.”
Then I turned my head. Gerald had followed. He stood just a few feet away, in shadow, breathless, watching.
I placed both hands on the man’s chest and started sliding down. Letting them both see me go lower.
I slid down his chest, slow enough to feel every button, every shift in his breath. He didn’t say anything. Just let me fall sideways in front of him, the edge of my dress riding high on my thighs, cool air kissing the skin that wasn’t supposed to be seen in public.
He leaned back against the wall, exhaling hard. I felt his hands hover near my shoulders but not touch. He was waiting.
I looked up at him once, then reached for his belt. My fingers moved with purpose now, smooth, practiced, no stalling. The clink of the buckle echoed softly off the painted brick behind us. I undid his fly. Pulled the waistband down. He sprang free, thick and heavy.
I didn’t hesitate.
I took him in my hand and stroked once, slowly, from base to tip. Sleek already. The air around us was hot, humid with bass and breath.
He groaned softly, and I felt him twitch.
I leaned forward and kissed the head. Let my lips part and taste him, just once. My tongue flicked gently under the ridge. Then I pulled back and stroked him again.
There were people just beyond the hallway. Laughter. Music. Movement. None of it mattered.
I opened my mouth again and slid him in. No teasing this time. No narrating. I just wanted the weight of him on my tongue.
He filled me halfway before I eased back, let spit pool at the corners of my lips, then swallowed him deeper. He cursed under his breath, one hand gripping the edge of the alcove wall. His other hand found the back of my head and hovered there, tense, trembling.
I moaned around him.
The sound wasn’t loud, but it was enough. He gasped. His hips jerked once. I adjusted my grip, took him deeper, let him feel how far I could go. My throat clenched, then relaxed. I swallowed around him.
Another curse.
I didn’t stop. I bobbed slow, then fast, then slow again, dragging every inch through my lips. His cock was wet with me now, polished, shining. I let it slip from my mouth, kissed the tip again, then licked along the underside.
“Fuck,” he whispered.
I didn’t look up. I just kept going.
He was close. I could tell from the way his thighs locked, the way his breathing went shallow and broken. His fingers finally touched my hair, tentative at first, then tighter.
I took him deep again. Deeper.
I wanted it. I wanted to feel the flood at the back of my throat, the shock of it, the heat. I wanted to do it without asking. Without checking.
He gasped once more, and then it hit.
A pulse. Then another. I stayed down. Let him come. Let him fill my mouth, my throat. I swallowed once, twice, and then again. Nothing left behind.
When I finally let him slip free, I sat up from his lap.
I wiped my chin. Smoothed my dress. Said nothing.
I stood too fast. My legs almost buckled under me. My mouth still tasted like him. My panties were soaked. My chest felt too tight to hold what I’d just done.
I didn’t look at the man. Didn’t say goodbye. I turned and saw the outline in the dark, right where I’d left him.
Gerald.
I ran to him. Grabbed his arm. My voice came out sharp. “We need to go.”
He didn’t ask. Just followed as I pulled him through the crowd. I felt my own wetness as I moved, the stick of my thighs, the cling of the dress around my hips. I didn’t care who saw. I needed to be out. I needed to be somewhere I could explode.
The second we hit the sidewalk I had my phone out, calling a car. Gerald stood beside me, stunned. Not touching. Not speaking. I rubbed him and kicked my legs and groaned.
When the Uber pulled up, I yanked the door open and slid in first, speeding my legs, flashing him, and anyone else out there on the sidewalk. He followed, shutting the door fast behind us.
The second it clicked, I pounced.
I climbed into his lap. My knees straddled his thighs. My hands were on his chest, his neck, his face. I kissed him hard. Open mouth.
He groaned against me. His hands went to my hips, trying to slow me down. “Wait, ”
“No,” I said. “You can’t stop this.”
I rocked against him once. Felt his cock already stiff beneath his pants.
“You saw what I did,” I whispered. “And you let me.”
He nodded, breath hot. “I know.”
My fingers were already at his belt, tugging. “I need you. Right now.”
“The driver, ”
“I don’t care.”
The car kept moving. City lights strobed across the windows. The driver said nothing, eyes on the road, like we weren’t even there.
I pressed my hips harder against him. I bit his ear, swallowed it. “I want your cock inside me right now.”
His hand gripped my thigh, hard. “You’re soaked.”
I bit his earlobe. “It’s your fault.”
He groaned again, louder. My fingers worked open his pants, found him. Hard, hot, familiar. I stroked once, twice.
I was grinding now, desperate, undone. My panties were useless, thin, soaked, in the way. I hiked my dress up around my waist, shoved the fabric aside. My hand wrapped around him again, trying to guide him in.
He caught my wrist, barely. “Wait.”
“I can’t.” My voice broke. “I need you inside me.”
He pulled me in and kissed me, hard, deep. “We’re almost there.”
I whimpered. “I’m shaking.”
He looked at me, eyes blown wide. “When we get upstairs…”
I nodded frantically. “Yes. I want it rough. I want everything.”
The car slowed.
I kissed him again, frantic, teeth and breath.
Then I sat back in his lap, dress still bunched, his cock still out, both of us spent and waiting.
The lobby doors slid open and I didn’t wait. I grabbed his hand and pulled him hard. My heels hit the marble floor too loud, too fast, but I didn’t slow down. My dress was still hitched high on my thighs. I didn’t fix it. Couldn’t. I was too wet, too full of him, too far gone.
Gerald’s hand gripped mine tight, trying to keep up. He didn’t say a word.
We reached the elevator and I slammed the button. The doors were taking too long.
I turned to him, hands already pulling at his shirt, untucking it, reaching up under it. I kissed him hard, open-mouthed, hungry. People were striding by. My tongue forced past his lips. He groaned, staggered back a step, but I followed, pressed him against the wall, spread my legs around his.
My hand found his cock again, still stiff, still leaking. I rubbed it through his pants, hard, grinding my hips against his thigh like I didn’t care who saw.
The elevator dinged. We spilled inside.
As the doors slid shut, I dropped to my knees.
“Fuck,” he whispered, looking around.
“No one’s here,” I gasped, mouth already on him, pulling him out again.
I sucked him once, fast, deep, sloppy, then stood just as fast, yanked my panties aside, and jumped into his arms. He caught me by instinct, staggered into the corner of the elevator as I wrapped my legs around his waist and rubbed my soaking slit along the length of his cock, desperate for friction.
“Jesus,” he muttered, voice ragged. “You’re fucking crazy.”
“I need you inside me now!” I growled. “Now!”
He grabbed my ass, squeezed, kissed me hard. “Not here.”
The doors opened at our floor.
I dropped to the ground, breathless, and yanked my dress down just enough to be legal.
We walked, no, ran, the hallway.
I shoved him against the wall once, kissed him so hard our teeth clicked. I reached under his shirt, scratched his back, left red lines.
My voice was filthy in his ear. “I want to ride you until you can’t walk.”
He growled. “You will.”
We stumbled toward the room. I clawed at his belt again, tried to unbuckle it while walking.
He stopped, spun me, pressed me to the wall. His hand found my inner thigh, slid up.
“Still soaked,” he said.
I moaned. “It’s for you.”
He bit my neck once, not gentle. “I know.”
I twisted, grabbed his cock again. “I want to ride it in the hallway.”
“You won’t.”
“I will.”
His hands pinned my hips to the wall. His forehead touched mine. “You’ll wait five more seconds.”
The room was just ahead.
I licked his bottom lip. “Then you’re not going to survive it.”
He smiled, devestated. “Prove it.”
I reached for the keycard. My hands were shaking.
The door clicked open.
I shoved it wide, stepped inside, and tore at his shirt.
“Get inside me,” I hissed. “Now.”
We barely cleared the doorway before I shoved him back against the wall. The door clicked shut behind us. I didn’t even bother locking it.
He tried to speak. I kissed him hard enough to shut him up. Our teeth knocked. I needed his hands, his cock, his weight, his body everywhere. I grabbed his pants, dragged them down his thighs. He stepped out, half-tripping, hands yanking at my dress.
It tore.
He didn’t stop.
I spun and bent forward, planting both hands on the low cabinet under the TV. The dress was bunched around my waist. My panties were long gone. I heard him spit into his palm behind me. Then he grabbed my hips, hard, and pulled me back into him like he’d waited years.
The cabinet slammed the wall. I cried out. Not from pain, pure shock. Pure release. The force of it knocked everything off the counter. A lamp crashed. The room lit up with the sound of skin and breath and furniture creaking under the violence of it.
He didn’t let me breathe. Didn’t slow down.
I clawed the surface, half-laughing, half-sobbing, my hair wild, my throat raw from moaning too loud.
I cried out loud most unlike a trad wife.
He pulled me up by the shoulders, spun me again, kissed me hard, then dropped me back onto the bed. I bounced once. Then he was on me.
We didn’t speak.
My legs wrapped around him, pulled him in. The bed groaned under us, shaking against the frame. I bit his shoulder. He pinned my wrists above my head. Our bodies moved like we were trying to tear through each other. I didn’t want soft. I didn’t want romance. I wanted the sound of the bedframe hammering the wall until the neighbors hated us.
He flipped me. I gasped. My face hit the sheets. His hand gripped my thigh and pulled it up. I screamed something I didn’t even understand. He answered with another thrust that lifted my knees off the mattress. My fingers found the headboard and braced.
We knocked it clean off the wall.
I laughed. Then moaned. Then begged him not to stop.
The room was a mess now, lamps sideways, sheets half-off, pillows on the floor, our clothes strung in a trail from the hallway to the bed. He didn’t slow. We hit the edge of the mattress, rolled off, kept going on the floor.
He was behind me, then beneath me, then sitting back against the couch while I rode him, mouth open, eyes wild, both of us soaked and undone. I took what I wanted. I used every inch of him and gave him everything I had.
He said my name like it was the only word he knew.
I answered by slamming my hips down, harder, louder, until his hands dug into my waist and he came again, gasping into my throat, his whole body shaking.
He gasped into my neck, still pulsing deep inside me, but I didn’t let up. My hips kept grinding, slow at first, then hard, rough, forcing more out of him. I could feel him twitching, oversensitive, barely able to take it, but I didn’t care. I wanted more. I needed him to feel blown open the way I felt split wide.
I leaned back, dragged my nails down his chest, left bleeding tracks. His head dropped against the back of the couch. His mouth was open, jaw slack, eyes barely able to focus.
“Still hard,” I whispered, breath broken. “You’re still hard.”
He didn’t answer. Just grunted as I started riding him again, not smooth, not graceful. Pure friction. Pure noise. The wet slap of bodies. The sharp creak of the couch legs grinding across the carpet. I bounced harder, hands braced on his thighs, my back arched like I didn’t care if I broke.
His hands came up, tried to grip my waist to slow me, but I shoved them off. “No,” I panted. “Don’t stop me. Don’t tell me anything. Just take it.”
I slammed down again, and again, and again.
He groaned. “You’re insane.”
I grabbed his throat, not tight, just enough to make him look up at me. “You turned me into this.”
His hands slid to my ass, gripping so tight I knew he’d bruise me. I didn’t stop. I wanted him sore. I wanted to feel it tomorrow when I crossed my legs at breakfast.
He tried to thrust up into me, to match my rhythm. I slapped his chest once. “No. Sit still. Let me fuck you.”
That pushed him over. His head dropped back again, and he let me take it. I rode harder, meaner, the wet sounds filling the room now, echoing off the walls. I didn’t care if the whole floor heard us. I hoped they did.
I reached down, fingers between my legs, rubbed myself fast, hard, messy. I was soaked, aching, stretched to the edge. I stared at his face the whole time, his mouth open, his eyes half-closed, his hands gripping whatever part of me he could hold onto.
“I’m going to come again,” I said through gritted teeth. “Don’t stop me. Don’t say anything.”
He only nodded, lips parted.
I rode faster. My thighs burned. My arms shook. I kept going. My breath stuttered once, twice, and then it hit. Hard. Sudden. Deep.
I came with a full-body jolt, bent forward with a scream I couldn’t bite back, clawing at his chest, shaking as my hips bucked and jerked and dragged the orgasm out until I collapsed forward, soaked in sweat, spit, and come.
He held me then. Finally. Arms wrapping tight.
But I wasn’t done.
I lifted my head, hair plastered to my face, and whispered, “You’re going to do me again. On the table. Then the floor. Then the bed.”
He just nodded. Breathless.
I slid off him before he could catch his breath and yanked him up by the wrist. He stumbled, dizzy, flushed, half-hard and dripping. I shoved him backwards across the room, slammed him into the edge of the table. Plates rattled, the lamp wobbled.
“Lean back,” I snapped. “You’re not done.”
He opened his mouth to speak, maybe to beg for a minute, but I climbed up onto the table before he could finish. I stood over him, one knee beside his thigh, hair wild, dress clinging, my body flushed, shining. I grabbed his cock, greased and sensitive, and stroked it once, twice, fast, cruel. He twitched.
“Again,” I said. “I want it hard again.”
He groaned. “I can’t, ”
“You will.”
I leaned down and took him in my mouth, fast, deep. No warning. Just wet heat and suction. His whole body jolted. I didn’t stop. I worked him brutally until he filled out again, twitching hard in my throat.
I pulled off with a wet gasp, climbed onto him, and shoved him deep inside me with one long, unforgiving stroke.
He shouted.
The table rocked.
I rode him like I wanted to break the wood beneath us.
No rhythm. Just impact. Just raw, frantic movement. My thighs clapped against his hips. His hands clutched at my waist, then my back, then my throat. Not choking, holding on. Trying not to drown.
“Harder,” I growled. “Come on. Give it to me.”
He did. His hips bucked, uncoordinated, overwhelmed. I dug my nails into his chest, rode faster, louder, until the table legs started to slide across the floor. I could barely breathe. My hair stuck to my face. I was soaked between my legs, a mess everywhere.
“You can’t stop me,” I said, panting hard. “You can’t make me stop.”
“I don’t want to,” he gasped.
I moaned, dragging my hips in tight grinding circles. “Because I’m going to come again with you inside me.”
He shuddered. “Jesus, ”
I leaned forward, nose to nose. “Say it.”
He blinked, unfocused. “Say what?”
“Say you’re mine.”
He groaned. “I’m yours.”
“Say it again.”
“I’m yours,” he breathed, voice breaking.
“Louder.”
“I’m yours!”
And then I felt it.
His whole body seized. His hands gripped my thighs so hard I almost screamed. His cock twitched inside me, thick and deep. He groaned low, raw, broken, like the sound got torn out of his chest. He came hard, flooding me, shuddering, gasping, going stiff and then collapsing all at once.
I slowed only when his arms gave out.
He sank into the chair, drained, body limp, his chest heaving like he’d drowned and barely come back.
I stayed on top of him, still wrapped around him, breathing hard, watching him fall apart beneath me.
“Now,” I whispered, lips against his ear. “Now you know what it feels like to be fucked by your wife.”
The terrace overlooked the pool and the city skyline beyond it. The morning sun hadn’t reached full heat yet, and the air still held that faint, filtered coolness. My hair was up. My dress modest. My legs crossed just so.
No one would’ve guessed what I’d done to him six hours earlier.
Gerald stirred his coffee, his other hand smoothing the edge of his tablet. His collar was buttoned, jacket slung on the back of the chair. He looked polished again. Composed. But he still winced a little when he shifted in his seat.
I bit into a croissant and smiled faintly. I was wincing a bit too that morning, truth be told.
He didn’t look up. “I’ve got back-to-back sessions all morning. Boardroom two, then the breakout room by the conference hall.”
I nodded like his good wife. “There’s my busy man.”
He tapped something on the screen. “You could join lunch if you want. It’s mostly financials, but.”
“Mm. No thank you.” I sipped orange juice. “I think I’ll stay out of sight today.” I pursed my lips to hide my grin.
He glanced up. “Doing what do you suppose?”
I tilted my head, letting the earring catch the sun. “That depends.”
“On?”
“What I feel like.”
He raised an eyebrow. “You mean, reading by the pool? Shopping?”
I leaned in slightly. “Or maybe walking the strip again. Alone this time. See who’s out during the workday.”
His throat worked, but he didn’t speak.
I buttered a second piece of croissant with utter relaxation filling me. “You did say a good wife follows her husband’s instructions.”
He nodded slowly. “I remember that yes.”
“And now that I’ve done that . . .” I let the sentence hang while I took a bite, chewed slowly, then added, “. . . I’m wondering what else a good, obedient wife might do. Unprompted.”
He set the tablet down. “Is that what we’re calling it?”
I smiled sweetly. “I served your will. Isn’t that what all the books said a good trad wife should do?”
His eyes narrowed slightly. “I don’t think the books covered what happened last night.”
I leaned back, crossed my ankles under the table. “Traditions evolve.”
He shook his head once, like he was still trying to catch up. “You’re dangerous.”
“Only because you let me be.”
His hand found the edge of the tablecloth, fidgeted with it for a second. “If I ask you to stay in today…”
“Would that be your true will?” I asked, eyes wide and innocent.
He gave a breath of a laugh. “Don’t twist this.”
“I’m not twisting anything. I’m being dutiful. I’m considering how best to serve you.”
He watched me for a long beat. Then asked, quieter, “Would you tell me?”
“Before? Or after?”
“Either.”
I leaned forward again, slow and deliberate. “Sometimes I think you like not knowing.”
He didn’t deny it.
The server brought the check. Gerald signed. I stood, smoothed my dress, leaned in, kissed his cheek.
“Have a good day, darling,” I whispered.
Then I turned, heels clicking as I walked off the terrace, leaving him to wonder whether I was headed upstairs.
Or somewhere else entirely.
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