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I sat at the vanity in the hotel room brushing my hair, watching the way it moved across my shoulder, thick and wavy. The faint ache between my legs was still there, a reminder of what I’d become, of what I wasn’t anymore. I shifted in the chair to see if the sensation would settle. It didn’t. I wasn’t a trad wife anymore.
The dress I chose was one I hadn’t worn yet this trip. Soft, black, just fitted enough to look deliberate. It clung to the line of my stomach more than I would have ordinarily preferred but the hem hit just above the knee and the neckline sat low and square, enough to show a hint of shape without drawing too much  attention to it. Gerald would have said it was tasteful, but certainly on the edge. But I hadn’t asked his opinion this morning.
He’d gone downstairs early for his panel session, buttoned up and over-prepared, tie already tight before I even stirred from out bed. He’d kissed my cheek lightly before leaving. I murmured something about seeing him later.
There was no trace of last night’s man, but the thought of leaving it linger had tempted me more than it should have. It wasn’t shame. It was something else. Maybe I didn’t want Gerald to smell it, not because he’d object, but because he might like it too much. This new thing we stumbled upon, it felt bigger, more dangerous than just one-off “mistake.”
I stood slowly, adjusted the dress over my hips, and slipped my earrings on, small pearls, the set Gerald had given me years ago. They felt weightless. I stared at myself in the mirror and forced my face to remain neutral. My lips looked slightly fuller than usual, a trick of the lighting or maybe the effect of being kissed too hard. I applied a bit of gloss but skipped the foundation. I didn’t want to look too prepared. I wanted to look like I had nothing to hide.
My heels were thin and sharp, the kind that changed the way I walked whether I wanted them to or not. They were louder in the hallway.
The lobby was active but not loud. A few people lingered near the escalators, glancing at their phones or scanning the conference signage. I moved past them without looking for anyone specific. I wore my “Spouse’s” name badge and  walked as though I belonged here, like someone who knew the rhythm of how these things went.
My pace slowed only when I approached the lower hallway outside the executive breakout rooms. The signage was different here. Sleek black plaques instead of plastic easels. A pair of assistants stood near the doors, dressed alike in tailored navy. One of them looked at me but didn’t speak. I nodded slightly and kept walking. I wasn’t headed to a session. I wasn’t sure where I was going yet. I was poking around. I was curious.
Then I saw him. Gordon C. Bell. The name had been in every program, printed across the top of the speaker agenda, but I hadn’t connected it to a face until yesterday afternoon when Gerald had nodded in his direction and said, quietly, “That man could fire everyone on this floor with a snap of his fingers.”
Tall, lean, with posture that made you straighten your own, and a head of thick graying hair that looked like it had been managed by someone who knew what kind of cut to give a man that powerful. He wore a grey jacket over a white shirt, no tie today, and his collar was open two buttons. His face was angular, eyes shadowed but alert, and his mouth moved only slightly when he spoke. I watched him say something to the younger man at his side, then glance briefly toward the far wall where a framed photograph of the company’s founders hung. His fingers tapped once on the folder he held, then he moved away, walking with a deliberate slowness that didn’t suggest hesitation, it suggested control.
I followed, not directly, I let him round the corner first. I waited three full seconds before turning into the same hallway.
He had stopped just past the stairwell, near the smaller alcove that led to the executive lounge. The security reader was mounted beside the door. His hand hovered near it, but he hadn’t swiped in yet.
I stepped closer. He turned his head at the sound of my heels, his eyes meeting mine without the delay most men gave themselves. His expression didn’t change, but I saw the flicker. He recognized me, probably not sure where.
I slowed, almost stopped, and let my eyes move over his badge just long enough to read it. I looked at his face.
“Is that where the real meetings happen?” I asked, my tone even, unhurried.
He held my gaze. His eyes dropped for only a breath, then came back up. “If you need to ask,” he said, “you’re not supposed to be back there.”
“ I’m not asking,” I said. My heart was firing rapidly.
He studied me, then held the badge to the scanner. The light turned green. He opened the door and stepped through.
The lighting was lower inside. Softer, but not dim. A long walnut table ran the length of the room, polished to a mirror finish, surrounded by heavy chairs with leather arms and brass trim. To the left, a seating area with two couches angled toward each other, a coffee service station behind them. No one else was there. The man who held the door open had already crossed the room and set his folder down near one of the armchairs.
I closed the door behind me without a sound and stood just inside. He didn’t turn to face me right away. I watched the way his hand moved, steady and unhurried, as he unscrewed the cap of a water bottle and poured half of it into a glass. He sipped once before finally looking at me again.
“You’re not on the session list,” he said. His voice deep, dry, almost flat. Unbothered.
“No,” I said.
His gaze moved over my body, slower this time, more openly. He didn’t disguise it. His eyes moved across my chest, lingered, then followed the line of my waist and hips. He looked back at my face as if to see if I’d flinch.
He didn’t ask who I was. I stepped forward, slowly, crossing the room one quiet step at a time. The carpet had a tight weave and barely gave under my heels. I moved toward the edge of the table, letting my hand trail along the wood. He watched but didn’t speak.
When I reached the table closest to him, he asked, “Are you looking for someone?”
“No.”
“You just walked in?”
“I followed you.”
He lifted his glass, drank, and this time let his eyes linger on my mouth when I looked at him.
He now read my badge. “And your husband?” he said. “Is he nearby?”
I tilted my head. “Should he be?”
He set the glass down. “Depends I guess.”
“On?”
“On why you’re here.”
I stepped closer, closed the space between us to two more feet. I could see the detail in the grain of his suit fabric, the line of the collar where it folded open at the base of his throat. His belt was black, cleanly fitted, and the skin of his neck looked flushed slightly now.
“I’ve always wondered,” I said quietly, “what kind of room a man like you actually uses to get things done.”
“And?”
“I imagined something larger.”
He smiled slightly. “Size isn’t the point.”
“No,” I agreed. “It hardly ever is.”
We stood that way, facing each other, a moment longer, and then I moved my hand to the top button of my dress. He stepped back once, slightly, legs spread, gaze unmoving, as I slowly began to open the neckline.
The top button slipped loose. I didn’t look at him as I undid the second. I could feel his attention where it touched me. I stopped after the third. The neckline was wide now, low enough to remind me I had chosen not to wear a bra. I felt the weight of my breasts settle. I breathed through my nose, slow and even. My hands dropped to my sides. I didn’t pull the dress lower.
He watched, unmoving, still seated, still silent, his legs were parted slightly, his eyes meeting mine.
I felt wild, I felt uninhibited, I felt like a totally different person, not Gerald’s wife, not a wife at all. I stepped closer, just enough to close the gap between us. His knee brushed my thigh. I felt the heat coming off his body. I let the back of my hand graze the inside of his wrist, careful, not lingering. His pulse was steady. Mine wasn’t.
I wanted to know what I was doing, but I didn’t. I didn’t feel like I was performing. It didn’t feel like revenge, or even like a show for my husband. This felt like something I had been walking toward a long time without realizing it. I didn’t feel guilty. I felt sharp, aware of everything, how my dress moved across my skin, how my nipples brushed the inside of the fabric, how the air from the vent above caught the edge of my shoulder. I felt my thighs tighten when I moved. I liked how it made me feel taller.
He reached for his glass again, lifted it, then set it back down without drinking.
“You’ve done this before?” he said.
I tilted my head. “Walked into a room?”
“No. This.”
I didn’t want to lie, but I didn’t want to tell the truth, either.
He shifted. “You’re comfortable being watched?
I felt something in my chest tighten. I didn’t know if I liked being watched. I only knew that I liked being the one deciding what was seen.
I sat on the edge of the table, close enough that the side of my thigh pressed against his thigh. He didn’t lean in. He just looked up.
I kept my voice level. “I didn’t come here to talk about what I’ve done or haven’t done before.”
He nodded, turned his head and looked at the shape of my body where it met his field of vision. I felt his breath change, not louder, not faster, just different.
I let one hand rest lightly against the back of his neck. His skin was warm. I didn’t press, just held it there, thumb still. I wanted to see what he would do next, but even more, I wanted to see what I would do. I had become a mystery to myself.
I felt his thigh shift as I moved, adjusting to the pressure of my weight against him, but he didn’t speak or stop me. I was close enough now that I could feel the warmth from his body across my bare chest where the fabric parted. His eyes weren’t fixed on me anymore, they were tracking every detail, flicking between my mouth, my hands, the open curve of my neckline, the shape of my body pressing against him. I reached for the next button of the dress and opened it, then the next. The fabric fell away with a soft pull, and my breast shifted slightly under the loosened front. He could see everything now. The top of the areola, the weight of it against the fabric, the flush that had risen across my skin while I worked each button free.
I placed my hand on his shoulder. The muscle there was firm and relaxed at the same time, the way older powerful men hold themselves. I didn’t wait for him to touch me. I bent at the waist, slowly, and brought my mouth to his ear.
“This is what your VP’s wife looks like when no one tells her what not to do.”
His breath deepened against the side of my neck, and I straightened again, running my hands down the front of my thighs, smoothing the fabric back over my hips as I stood in front of him fully now. My nipples were visible, fully outlined. I didn’t cover them. I wasn’t hiding anything. I let him see.
A few weeks ago, I would have blushed at the idea of someone seeing the line of my bra through a shirt. I would have checked the mirror three times before leaving the house. I would have asked Gerald if my dress was “too much.” But now I was standing in front of his boss’s boss, fully exposed, wet between the legs, letting this man see see how little I was wearing and how much I didn’t care.
I didn’t know exactly when it happened, when the switch flipped, but I could feel it in my stomach now, in the steady throb between my thighs. This wasn’t a game. This wasn’t a gift for my husband. This was mine. And later, when I told Gerald how this man looked at me, when I whispered the details of what I let happen, he would pretend to be shocked, maybe upset, but we both knew what it would do to him. I was already thinking about how I’d say it, what words I’d use, how slowly I’d speak. But not yet.
Now I reached down, gathered the hem of my dress, and pulled it higher inch by inch, baring my thighs, revealing the pale gray panties that did nothing to hide the heat beneath them. I watched his eyes drop. He sat still, breathing heavier now. I stepped forward and placed his hand on my inner thigh.
His hand was warm and I held it where I placed it, high on my thigh, just inside the edge of the raised hem. I didn’t guide him. I just let it rest there, fingers against bare skin, a few inches from the damp cotton pressed between my legs. I watched his throat move once as he swallowed, watched his eyes flick up to meet mine, testing for limits, but I didn’t back away. My breathing had shifted, slower now, deeper in my chest, and my legs felt unsteady, but I stood still and let the tension gather.
I was aware of every detail. The air conditioning above us made the room feel still cooler than it was. The fabric of my dress bunched slightly against my hip. My panties were damp enough now that the front clung to the shape of my body, no longer smooth. I could feel the soft flex of his fingers where they rested against the inside of my thigh, as if he were trying to decide whether to move. But I didn’t want him to decide anything yet. I wanted to control it. I wanted to know that I could.
I never imagined I’d be this woman. Not even last month. Not even last week. Gerald used to call me his perfect wife. Calm, capable, composed. I planned meals, folded linens, kept everything in its place. I believed in order. I believed in loyalty. I believed there were things women like me simply didn’t do.
Now here I was, legs parted slightly, dress hiked to my waist, another man’s hand under the fabric, not even asking for it, just placing it there and watching him accept it. I could feel myself getting wetter as I stood there, not from shame, but from the clarity of it. This was mine. This moment. This risk. This body. I wasn’t obeying anyone. I was choosing. I was acting.
And somehow, that didn’t feel like betrayal. Because I knew Gerald would want to know. I knew he’d ask what I wore, what I let him see, what I let him touch. I could already imagine the look in his eyes when I whispered that I lifted my dress for another man and held his hand there while I got wet under his fingers. He would clench his jaw and say I went too far. But then he’d ask for more.
And I’d give it to him.
I pressed my legs slightly closer together, trapping the man’s hand gently, then rolled my hips forward just enough to shift the contact. The move wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t a grind. Just a tilt. His fingers adjusted automatically, brushing up higher now, grazing the crease at the top of my thigh where the cotton ended and the bare skin began. I gasped through my nose.
I hadn’t planned this. I leaned forward and whispered, “Feel how wet I am right now.”
His fingers flexed again, firmer this time, and I shifted my hips forward half an inch to keep him there. I didn’t break eye contact and I didn’t look down. I wanted him to feel how deliberate this was.
My thighs were parted, not wide, just enough for the fabric to stretch where it ran between my legs, the damp cotton drawn tight. He pressed upward, the pad of one finger landing just to the left of center. I didn’t flinch. My body arched forward, small, instinctive, and I held it. I let him find the shape of it, the heat, the slip of moisture that had already begun to soak through. My breathing stayed level but shallow.
It came when he slid his hand higher, under the edge of the panties now, knuckles brushing along the crease of my groin. I placed both hands on the edge of the table and widened my stance, knees bending. I didn’t need to guide him anymore. He knew where I wanted him. I felt the soft press of his middle finger between the lips, slow, controlled, gliding forward until the tip hovered over the spot that made my legs lock.
A tremor moved through my thighs. My knees pulled inward, but I forced them back open. His eyes watched my face as he touched me but I didn’t blink. I breathed through it and then I rocked forward into the pressure, just enough to make contact, not enough to tip. His touch stayed exactly where it was, unmoving, letting me do the work.I rolled again, slower, grinding forward along his hand, and I felt the slick trail it left across my skin. I wasn’t embarrassed. I wasn’t pretending. This wasn’t performance. I was doing this because I needed to know what it felt like to do it.
This wasn’t Gerald. This wasn’t discussed or hinted at or role-played in a whisper while the lights were low. This was something I had built on my own, one held gaze at at time, one tighter dress, one button more undone. Gerald would want every detail, and I would give them to him. I would let him feel the sting of knowing I did this even before telling him.
I felt the ridge of the table dig into the side of my thigh as I moved. My breath caught. He slid his finger forward now, barely dipping into me, and I clutched the table edge harder. My legs tightened, my back arched, and I pressed down on him, hard enough to feel the pressure.  I wanted to ride him longer. I wanted to know how far I could make this man go before he pulled me fully into his lap.
My voice came out low. “Don’t stop.”
I let his finger rest just inside me, the tip held there by the pressure of my hips. Then I stepped back, slowly, until he slipped out. I watched the way his eyes stayed on the spot where I’d been. I smoothed my dress down but didn’t adjust the buttons. The fabric clung to me now, the lines of my breasts clearly visible. My panties were damp, clinging tighter than before.
He slid down into a chair and looked up, waiting, now sitting like a man who thought he was in complete control. I walked around behind the chair, my fingertips brushing the backrest as I moved. I leaned in close, my lips just behind his ear.
“You haven’t touched me yet,” I said, “not really.”
His breath caught. I saw it in the lift of his chest.
I rounded the front again and knelt between his legs, knees spread, spine upright, and brought both hands to his belt. My fingers worked his buckle open slowly, unhurried, the leather sliding free with a quiet pull. He didn’t stop me and I knew he wouldn’t. I was already past stopping myself.
As I undid the button, I felt something strange rise in me, not fear, but something sharper. This man signed the checks that covered Gerald’s bonuses. He sat on the board. His name was on the annual report. If anyone found out about this, Gerald would lose more than a job. He’d lose face. Reputation. Standing. Maybe even respect for me. But as I lowered the zipper and reached inside, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t feel regret. I felt power.
I told myself this wasn’t revenge. It wasn’t sabotage. But it was a transgression so clean and quiet it almost felt holy. Was this the inevitable trajectory of a dutiful trad wife?
His cock was warm and hard in my hand, the weight of it pulsing as I freed it. I wrapped my fingers around the base and met his eyes. He was watching me now with something that wasn’t hunger or control, it was uncertainty. Like he’d realized this wasn’t something he initiated. I had walked into that room. I had opened the door. I had stripped myself and pushed his hand up my leg. I had taken his cock out, right here in the executive lounge, where any badge-wearing staffer could’ve walked in.
And still, I was going to take more.
I leaned forward until the tip of his cock brushed my lower lip. I tasted nothing yet, just the heat of him, the scent of skin, the faint edge of pressed cotton where his shirt hem met his waistband.
I looked up at him. “Will you let me?” There it was, the good wife, still somewhere down in there.
His mouth parted slightly, then closed again. No words. Just the barest nod.
I opened my mouth and took him in.
The first inch filled my mouth easily, smooth skin stretched taut over heat, the shape of him pressing upward against my tongue. I didn’t rush. I let him feel how deliberate it was, how precise. My lips formed a seal around him and I took him deeper, slow enough to control his every sensation. My tongue flattened beneath the ridge and curled slightly as I pulled back, then sank down again, deeper this time. My hand stayed at the base, stroking lightly where my mouth hadn’t reached. He exhaled, finally, not a sound but a shift in air, and I felt his fingers touch the back of my head.
They weren’t forceful. They were exploratory, testing how much control I would give up. I didn’t resist. I wanted to feel his hand there. I wanted the contradiction of it, the symbolism: his cock in my mouth, his hand in my hair, and yet I was the one kneeling, eyes open, watching the change on his face as I made him mine.
His fingers tightened slightly. I felt the spread of them through my scalp, the press of his palm just above the crown. I let him guide the motion, deeper, slower, his hips staying still while his hand controlled the rhythm of my head.
I responded, adjusting pressure, matching pace, drawing a low sound from his throat. I swallowed around the tip, felt the twitch of him against my tongue, the warmth deepening, and I knew he was holding back.
I wanted him to. I wasn’t done using him. I pulled back, my lips leaving with a quiet wet sound, and I stayed kneeling, letting my hand work him now, smooth strokes with a twist of my wrist at the top. His cock glistened from my mouth. I looked up at him and held eye contact.
This was the man who could end Gerald’s career with a single sentence. And I had him trembling, trying not to thrust, trying not to moan. I had his cock in my hand, his need in my mouth, and his hand clenched in my hair. I was sucking off the man whose name was printed on the top line of Gerald’s annual review, and I had never felt more alive.
Was this power? Or submission? I didn’t know anymore.  Because I wasn’t doing this for leverage. I wasn’t doing it to be punished. I was doing it because I could. Because I wanted to. Because Gerald would never imagine I’d go this far without telling him first. Because I wasn’t his to manage anymore.
The man above me pressed my head again, guiding me to take more. I opened my throat and let him. My hands slid up his thighs, fingertips splayed, and I sank down on him until my nose brushed his stomach.
I held him there, swallowing once, and stayed still, just to feel him shudder inside me.
My throat adjusted to the shape of him as I held still, lips spread wide, his cock thick and rigid where it filled me. His fingers stayed buried in my hair, not forcing but anchoring, and I could feel the heat in my face, the fullness of my lips stretched open, the saliva gathering beneath my tongue as I tried not to choke. I pulled back an inch, let my mouth tighten, then took him in again and again, rhythm building slowly until his hips shifted forward, only a fraction, but enough to tell me he wanted more.
I pulled back and looked up, my hand stroking him wet, the corners of my mouth slick, chest rising and falling.
“Fuck my face,” I said, voice low and clear. “Hard.”
His grip in my hair stiffened. He blinked once, mouth opening slightly, and for a second I thought he might say no.
But he held my head where it was and pushed forward, slow but deliberate, guiding me back onto him. The thrust was deeper. My lips sealed tighter. My throat spasmed as I took the length of him again, nose to skin, and I gasped through it as he pulled back only to push deeper again.
Each stroke hit something inside me that wasn’t just physical. It was obliteration.
I was on my knees in a carpeted executive lounge, taking the cock of the man my husband looked up to, letting him fuck my mouth like his right, and I said the words that made it happen, too. I told him to do it. I wanted it. And it shattered something in me in the best way.
I wasn't trying to seduce. I wasn’t trying to be good. I wanted it harder. I wanted to feel him use me. And the moment he did, the moment his hips started moving on their own, fucking my mouth with wet, audible thrusts, both hands twisting in my hair, I felt something inside me climb. It wasn’t orgasm. It was pressure and fire and heat and collapse building in my chest and between my legs.
He groaned now, deep and rough, barely controlled. My jaw ached. My eyes watered. I didn’t stop him. I opened wider. I rocked forward into the thrusts. I let him have it all.
In the middle of it, even as the wet slap of him into my throat echoed in the room, even as my mascara ran and my mouth was used like it didn’t belong to a woman with a husband and a shared checking account and a calendar full of dinner plans, I felt radiant.
I felt mine. And I felt it rising again. That edge. That dangerous, trembling edge. I was going to come if he didn’t stop, from nothing but this, being face-fucked like a good quiet trad wife.
His cock hit the back of my throat, harder now, and I coughed around it, eyes squeezing shut for a breath, but I didn’t pull back. I took it. My hands held his thighs steady as he pushed deeper, the wet sounds louder now, rawer. I let my tongue relax, lips stretched tight, jaw clenched around the fullness of him. Every thrust dragged heat across the roof of my mouth, the underside of my tongue, each one pushing me closer to something I didn’t understand but couldn’t stop chasing.
I needed it to happen. I needed it to end that way.
I pulled back halfway and gasped air through my nose, then looked up at him, mouth still open, his cock wet and flushed and twitching. His eyes were fixed on me now, no smugness, no control, just hunger and disbelief that I was still down here, stroking him, still begging for more.
“Come in my mouth,” I said, voice hoarse, raw from the use. “I want it.”
He didn’t speak. His hands clutched tighter in my hair and his hips snapped forward once, then again. My throat opened, bracing for it, and I could feel the tension in his legs go rigid under my palms.
The first pulse hit the back of my tongue with heat and weight. I swallowed without thinking. The second spilled faster. I moaned around it, lips wrapped tight, my hand stroking the base to draw it out. He shuddered, groaned from deep in his chest, and I felt his body twitch as he emptied it all into me.
I stayed there, I took all of it, I held him in my mouth until his last pulse subsided, until he stopped moving, until his grip in my hair loosened and his breath began to slow.
I swallowed again, slowly this time, conscious of the thickness of it, the taste, the wetness on my lips. I wiped the corner of my mouth with the back of my hand. My chest ached from kneeling, but I didn’t move yet. I stayed there, hand resting on his thigh, cock softening in my mouth, and I tried to feel what I was supposed to feel.
But all I felt was stunned.
Maybe this was what it looked like when the perfect wife facade was stripped away. Maybe this was the last chapter of that old trad life, kneeling with a stranger’s cum on her tongue, letting her husband’s boss fuck her face, not because she had to or because she was broken, but because she wanted to know what it felt like to be free.
And it felt like this. Wet, messy, shaking. Not full of guilt, just the quiet, dizzy shock of knowing she had done it. She’d taken him all the way, swallowed him down, and said the words out loud.
The handle clacked before I even heard the knock. The door flew open hard enough to bounce off the stop. I shot upright.
Gerald.
His face was flushed, his tie crooked, his conference badge swinging from the lanyard around his neck. He stopped in the doorway, eyes wide, scanning the room in a single sweep, and froze when he found me.
I was on my feet in one motion, dress rumpled, hair tugged loose, knees aching. My jaw clenched tight as I swallowed the last of his boss. I didn’t speak. My throat still burned. My lips were wet. I wiped them again with the back of my hand and stepped sideways, putting distance between myself and the chair.
Behind me, Gordon was already tucking himself away. He turned, standing just off-center by the armchair, one hand calmly zipping his pants, the other smoothing his shirt. His face didn’t change. No shame, no panic. Just the steel-eyed calm of a man used to never being questioned.
“Gerald,” I said, steady as I could, “what are you doing here?”
He blinked twice, mouth slightly open. “You said you were . . . ” He looked at Gordon, then at me again, taking in the rumpled fabric of my dress, the state of my face, my hair. “I was looking for you. You weren’t in the room. I thought maybe . . .  ” His voice dropped off.
My heart was pounding, but I kept my shoulders back, chin up. My mouth still tasted like the man standing behind me. My pulse hadn’t settled.
Gordon stepped forward, calm as ever, brushing imaginary lint from his cuff. “I’m afraid your wife wandered into a restricted session,” he said. “Security protocols were momentarily overlooked.”
Gerald’s eyes jumped to him. “You what?”
“I was just leaving,” I said, cutting cleanly through whatever was coming next. I reached for my purse and smoothed the hem of my dress without rushing. I walked toward Gerald, and when I passed him in the doorway, I stopped just long enough to whisper into his ear: “He tastes like power.” I slid out of the room.
Gerald caught up with me just past the stairwell, grabbing my wrist with a grip tighter than I’d ever felt from him.
“What the fuck was that?” he hissed, his voice low but sharp. “What were you doing in there?”
I stopped walking. I didn’t pull my arm free. I looked him in the eye, and I smiled, small, almost pitying.
“You saw what I was doing.”
He flushed deeper, jaw tight. “You were, Jesus, you were on your knees.”
I tilted my head. “Do you want to know how deep he came in my throat?”
“Stop it!”
“Do you want to know how long I kept him there as he erupted?”
“Stop it!”
But he wasn’t letting go. His eyes were locked on mine, breathing fast, chest rising and falling. He was furious. But he was also hard.
“I told him to,” I said. “I looked up at him and said the words. I told him to fuck my mouth. I told him to come inside me. And he did.”
Gerald’s breath hitched. I watched his nostrils flare. I could see the fight in him, shame, arousal, anger, disbelief. His hand was still on my wrist, but now his thumb rubbed once across my skin.
“I swallowed every drop of him,” I said. “While you were looking for me.”
His mouth opened. No words came out. I leaned in close to his ear. “And I’ll do it again. If you ask me to.”
He pulled me hard into the stairwell, door slamming behind us, his hands already on my waist, on my hips, yanking the hem of my dress up.
We didn’t say anything. He turned me toward the wall, pressed my chest against the cool cement, and shoved my panties down with both hands. My body jolted at the air on my skin, the fabric hitting my thighs, the rush of heat still wet between my legs from everything I hadn’t cleaned.
He was unzipped and inside me before I could breathe. He fucked me hard. Brutal. No rhythm. Just thrusts, punishing and fast. I gripped the railing with both hands and arched back into him, letting it happen. Wanting it.
He moaned, low, broken. “Did you taste him?” he said through clenched teeth.
“Oh god yes.”
He fucked me harder. My face was flushed, cheek pressed to the wall, breasts jostling with every motion. I was still open, still slick, and the stretch of him filled me almost instantly. I gasped with every thrust, louder than I meant to be, but I didn’t care.
He reached around and grabbed my breast roughly, thumb scraping over the nipple through the fabric. “Tell me more.”
“He didn’t ask,” I panted. “He just held my head and used my mouth like it was his.”
Gerald came with a shudder, biting down against my shoulder to keep from yelling.
When it was over, we stayed like that, me against the wall, him inside me, both of us wrecked and breathless.
The restaurant was low-lit, all dark wood and deep booths, the kind of place designed to muffle conversation and flatter the right kinds of faces. Gerald and I were led to the table by a hostess in black, her smile polite but empty. Gordon was already seated. His wife, Elise, he’d said, stood as we arrived.
She was striking. Older than me by maybe ten years, with hair pulled back tight and red lipstick that matched her nails. She wore a navy dress that bared her shoulders and clung to her collarbone in a way that made it clear she knew her angles. When she greeted me, her eyes swept from my heels to my face, pausing only slightly at the center.
“So glad you could join us,” she said. “Gordon told me you were memorable.”
My stomach flipped, but I smiled. “He’s very kind.”
We sat. Gerald was stiff beside me, his hand resting on his knee under the table. I didn’t touch him.
The waiter appeared with wine. Gordon ordered without looking at the menu. Elise gestured for the same. Gerald deferred to me, and I nodded at the red. My throat was still raw. I wanted the warmth.
“So,” Elise said, crossing her legs with perfect posture. “How long have you two been in the program?”
Gerald blinked. “The, oh, you mean the conference?”
She tilted her head. “Of course.”
Gordon didn’t speak. He sipped from his glass and looked at me.
“First time attending,” I said smoothly. “Though I’ve always had an eye on the leadership tracks.”
Gordon’s mouth lifted at one side. “I’d say you’ve made an impression already.”
Gerald coughed once and reached for his water.
Elise smiled. “Gordon doesn’t usually notice anyone outside the C-suite. You must have done something special.”
I felt a heat bloom low in my belly, sharp and fast.
“Just asked the right questions,” I said.
Dinner arrived in courses. Small plates, perfect presentations. Elise talked about travel. Gordon mentioned a vineyard they’d toured in Chile. Gerald tried to match them, bringing up a supplier trip from last fall, but Gordon only nodded once and turned his eyes back to me.
“You seemed comfortable this morning,” he said, cutting into his steak.
“I like rooms with locked doors.”
Elise raised an eyebrow but didn’t interrupt.
Gerald cleared his throat. “We should thank you for the invitation tonight.”
“Of course,” Gordon said. “It’s good to get to know people properly. Especially spouses.”
His eyes stayed on me.
Across the table, Elise smiled. “And sometimes it’s the wife who’s the real asset.”
I raised my glass. “To hidden value.”
Gordon clinked his glass to mine, and when his fingers brushed the stem, the contact lingered just a little too long.
The plates were cleared. Dessert menus arrived, ignored. The sommelier returned with a second bottle, this one older, darker, and Gordon waved away the list like he always knew what came next.
“Trip on Friday,” he said casually, swirling his glass. “Investor weekend. Offsite, a little outside the city. Lake property. Very private.”
Elise smiled faintly. “Gordon calls it work, but it’s mostly drinking and watching billionaires pretend to be normal.”
Gerald chuckled politely. “I think I saw it mentioned in the agenda packet.”
“You did,” Gordon said, glancing at him before turning back to me. “You should come.”
I blinked once. “Excuse me?”
“To the investor weekend. As my special assistant.”
Elise didn’t react.
“I’m not with the company,” I said slowly.
“Even better,” he said. “You’d be coming as my assistant, not corporate. There’s a few panels. I could use someone with your composure.”
Gerald sat back slightly, glanced at me.
“I’d be happy to help Gerald prepare for it,” I said carefully.
“I wasn’t offering it to Gerald.”
His voice was even. Calm. And unmistakable.
Elise lifted her glass again. “You’ll enjoy it. The house has a view of the water.”
Gerald cleared his throat. “We have a thing Friday, I think, don’t we?”
I turned to him. His face was tight.
“Do we?” I asked, level.
His mouth opened, closed. “No. I guess we don’t.”
Gordon nodded once. “Then it’s settled.”
I could feel the pulse in my neck. Every part of me felt exposed again. Not physically, but something deeper. Like the table had vanished and I was standing there, naked in heels, waiting to be told what to do. But I wasn’t waiting. I had already decided.
“I’ll need the itinerary,” I said. “And any support materials.”
“They’ll be in your inbox by morning,” he said, and that, apparently, was that.
The room door shut behind us with a soft click. Gerald walked in first, loosening his tie, not speaking. I followed, slower, heels clicking softly on the carpet. The silence between us was tight.
He sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees. I stood by the window and unzipped my dress, peeling it down until it pooled at my feet. I stepped out of it and crossed the room in just my panties. He didn’t look away.
“So,” I said quietly, “are you going to ask why I said yes?”
He ran his hand down his face. “I already know why.”
I waited. He looked up at me. “He wants to fuck you. He wants to fuck my wife.”
I nodded. What else could I do?
“And you’re going to let him.”
I tilted my head. “Do you want me to say no?”
He didn’t answer. I stepped closer. “Do you want me to pretend I don’t know what this is?”
He inhaled slowly. Then, finally: “I don’t want you to pretend anything. I should be furious,” he said, voice low. “I should feel humiliated. I should want to walk out.”
“But you don’t.”
He shook his head. “I keep seeing it. You on your knees. Your lips around him. Your eyes looking up.” He rubbed his face again. “And I’m so fucking hard I can’t think straight.”
I exhaled, relief flooding through me.
“I didn’t expect this either,” I said. “Not just wanting him. But knowing you saw it. Knowing you wanted it to happen. Knowing I got to use my body for something you couldn’t. That gets to me.”
His eyes flicked to mine, dark and glassy.
I knelt between his knees, slow, deliberate, and placed both hands on his thighs.
“I want you to know what it looks like,” I whispered. “When another man uses my mouth when you let him.”
His hand twitched on his leg. “As long as you come back to me.”
“I always will.”
“You let him take you?”
“Because I knew you wanted him to.”
We stayed like that, the air charged, our shared admission too new for either of us.
Gerald leaned forward, cupped the back of my head, and kissed me hard, not possessive, not desperate, but hungry.
“I don’t want details,” he said against my lips. “I want every detail.”
I nodded, smiled, even chuckled.
“And you’ll tell me?”
“When I get back from whatever this weekend is.”
He swallowed.
I unbuttoned his pants. “You want to know how wet I am just thinking about it?”
I pulled his cock out slowly, watching his face the entire time. It was already stiff, pulsing against my palm, the head flushed deep and slick at the tip. I didn’t stroke it. I just held it, heavy and hot in my hand.
“I’m wet right now,” I said, quietly. “Not because I’m ashamed. Because I’m thinking about what you’ll do when I tell you how his cum tasted in my mouth.”
He exhaled hard through his nose, the muscle in his jaw twitching.
I brought his cock to my lips but didn’t take it in. I rubbed it along the seam of my mouth, then across my cheek, like I wanted to feel the shape of it against my skin before I gave it what he needed. His hands gripped the edge of the bed, knuckles white.
“I want you to fuck my throat like you think you’re the only one I love,” I whispered.
He grabbed the back of my head and pushed forward. I opened wide and took him all at once, no warm-up, no tease. My mouth filled instantly. I moaned around him and let the sound vibrate through his shaft. His hips started moving, not with rhythm, but with force, like he couldn’t help it.
He held me there, thrusting hard, and I stayed still for it, taking every push, the pressure sharp and deep in the back of my throat. I loved it. I needed it. I wanted him to use me to erase the image he couldn’t stop replaying, and I wanted to leave a new one in its place.
I reached between my legs, slipped two fingers beneath my panties, and found myself soaked. I rubbed tight circles over my clit while he used my mouth, gagging me slightly now, hips snapping harder.
He groaned, deep, raw. “You like this?”
I looked up, eyes glassy, nodding slowly with his cock still buried in my mouth. I couldn’t tell him how much I did.
He pulled out suddenly and hauled me to my feet, spinning me toward the bed. I climbed on all fours, peeled my panties down to my knees, and arched for him, spreading wide.
He entered me fast. One stroke, all the way in. I gasped and pushed back against him.
“I want you to fuck me like you’re competing for it,” I said.
And he did. He pounded into me hard, each thrust driving me up the mattress, my tits bouncing beneath me, hands gripping the sheets. His fingers dug into my hips like he needed to hold me still or he’d come too fast. I bit the blanket to stay quiet, and I kept moving through it, fucking him back until he broke behind me, spilling deep, cursing into the back of my neck.
Friday morning was quiet and too early. Pale light poured through the bedroom window. There was only the rustle of fabric and the muted thud of a carry-on being set on the bench at the foot of the bed.
Gerald stood beside it, folding with care, his sleeves rolled up, hair still damp from the shower. I watched him lay out my clothes.
“You’ll need the navy blouse,” he said, more to himself than me. “And the cream slacks.”
I nodded once, watching him carefully.
He picked up my heels, the nude pair with the ankle strap, and placed them beside the bag. Then hesitated.
“Do you want to bring the black ones too?”
I watched him.
“Do you want me to?”
He didn’t answer. He placed them in the bag.
We moved like that for ten more minutes, folding, choosing, pretending this was just another trip.
Then he opened the drawer, my underwear drawer, all neatly arranged.
He stood there for a second, staring down, his hand resting on the edge. I didn’t move. I didn’t help.
He picked up a simple black thong and laid it on the bed. Then the matching bra. Then another set, lace, sheer, low-cut. He paused with it in his hand, thumb brushing the edge of the cup.
“You want to bring this one?” he said softly.
I stood up naked now and walked over and looked down at what he’d chosen. I picked up the sheer pair, held them between my fingers.
“This for him?” I said.
He didn’t flinch. “Yes,” he said.
I stepped closer. “And you want me to wear it when we’re . . . ?”
He nodded.
“I don’t know if they’ll stay on very long.”
“I know.”
His voice was tight. Quiet.
I held his face in both hands and kissed him once, slow and soft. Then I bent to place the lingerie into the bag myself.
I added one more thing, a thin white slip, the one that was nearly translucent in the right light.
He watched me do it. And when I looked up again, his cock was hard behind his jeans.
I didn’t touch him. The sound of a car pulling into the drive below made us both turn.
I zipped the bag shut.
“You’ll be back Sunday?” he asked.
“If I’m not, you’ll hear about it.”
He nodded, then stepped behind me, wrapped his arms around my waist, and pressed his face into my neck.
“Tell me everything,” he whispered.
“Oh, I will.”
I opened the bedroom door. The hallway was quiet, carpeted, dim with early morning light bleeding in through the windows. The suitcase rolled behind me, wheels soft.
I didn’t get far. Gerald’s hand caught mine and he pressed me up against the wall, mouth crashing into mine, hands on my waist, under the hem of my blouse, fingers already finding skin.
I kissed him back hard, my lips parting, the weight of his body pinning me into the wall. My thigh rose against his hip, and I felt the hardness in his jeans again, thick and demanding. He groaned into my mouth.
“You’re leaving to fuck him,” he said against my cheek.
I nodded. “You know that.”
“And I’m so fucking turned on I can’t think straight.”
I reached down, undid his zipper, and pulled his cock free. It was hot in my palm, already dripping at the tip. I pumped it once, twice.
“You married a traditional wife,” I said, biting his jaw. “One who cooks and cleans and folds the laundry.”
His mouth was at my neck. “One who never let another man touch her. Look at her.”
“Until now.”
He pressed two fingers between my legs and found me bare already wet.
“And now she’s whoring herself out,” he growled.
I pulled him to me. “For her husband’s ambition.”
He spun me toward the wall, pushed my skirt up, and entered me in one quick, brutal stroke. I gasped, cheek against the cool wall, both hands braced against the frame. He fucked me hard, fast, my breasts bouncing under my blouse, skirt hiked to my waist.
“I thought being a trad wife meant obeying,” I panted.
“It does,” he said, slamming into me.
“Then this is all your idea all along.”
“It is now.”
His cock hit deep, and I cried out. I wasn’t quiet and I didn’t care. My body clenched around him, wet and open, hips rocking back to meet his thrusts.
“Does she come home?” he asked, breath ragged.
“Yes,” I gasped. “She always comes home.”
His hands slid up under my blouse, grabbed my tits, squeezed hard.
“She fucks them for him.”
I nodded.
“She tells him everything.”
“Yes.”
He came with a grunt, slamming into me one last time and holding it there, body shuddering against my back. I was, shaking, biting my lip to stay quiet.
Then he pulled out slowly, tucked himself away, and kissed my shoulder.
“You’re still mine then,” he whispered.
I turned, smoothed my skirt, and grabbed the suitcase handle.
“You trained me well.”
The morning light was soft, gold-washed across the drive. The air was cool, the city not yet buzzing. I walked out slowly, suitcase wheels whispering behind me. The driver stood by the open rear door of a black car, suit crisp, expression unreadable.
I stepped closer. Then I saw him.
Gordon was already seated inside, legs crossed, phone in one hand, coffee cup in the other. He looked up at me and smiled, small, dry, amused.
“Good morning,” he said, like this was routine.
I stopped dead, turned my head, heart racing, and looked back toward the house.
Gerald was standing in the doorway, hands in his pockets, still in his T-shirt, hair messy from our encounter against the wall. His expression didn’t shift. He just met my eyes, then nodded once, slow, certain.
I held his gaze. Then nodded back. That was it, and he shut the door.
I turned, climbed into the car, and the door shut behind me with a smooth, final click.
The leather was warm against the backs of my thighs. Gordon said nothing. He just watched me settle in beside him. My skirt rode up slightly when I crossed my legs.
He passed me the other coffee cup without asking how I took it.
I sipped. It was perfect, of course, strong, dark, and hot.
“Ready for the weekend?” he asked after a moment.
I looked out the window as the car pulled away, my home already shrinking behind us.
“I packed light,” I said.
He smiled, then turned back to his phone.
The car moved smoothly through the city, windows tinted dark, Gordon silent beside me. I sat angled toward the door, sipping coffee, my thighs still warm from the friction of his gaze. But I wasn’t thinking about him.
I was thinking about the wall. About Gerald’s cock inside me less than half an hour ago, his cum still leaking slowly between my legs, dampening my panties with every subtle shift in my seat. My inner thighs were wet and I didn’t clench to hold it in. I let it settle, let it smear, let it soak into the lace he chose for me himself.
Everything was in reverse now. Not so ong ago, I had knelt in front of Gordon, swallowing him whole, then walked into the stairwell to be fucked by the man who still called me his wife.
And now I had just come from Gerald, wet and aching and shaking, and climbed into the back seat of Gordon’s waiting car like I was being handed off. No resistance. No questions.
We arrived not at the main airport, but diverted to a private terminal, quiet, low buildings, no lines. The jet was parked alone on the tarmac, engines warm, a single flight attendant waiting at the base of the steps in a navy uniform and heels. Gordon exited first. I followed.
Inside, the cabin was sleek, soft cream leather, polished wood paneling, wide seats that reclined with a whisper. No other passengers. Just Gordon, me, the attendant, and somewhere beyond the door, a pilot.
“Take any seat,” Gordon said, unbuckling his jacket and handing it off.
I walked slowly down the aisle and sat in one of the forward chairs, angling it toward the window.
He didn’t sit beside me. I could feel him behind me, though, watching, unhurried. I could still taste the coffee on my tongue, but under it, the faintest trace of Gerald.
The attendant approached. “Flight time is just under two hours,” she said with a practiced smile. “Feel free to make use of the restroom before takeoff.”
I stood, walked to the back, and stepped into the tiny, immaculate bathroom. It was larger than any I’d ever seen before. The mirror was flawless. The light was soft. I locked the door, pulled my phone from my bag, and opened a message.
I paused for one breath, then typed:
"Still soaked with you. He’s ten feet away."
I sent it. No emoji and no explanation.
Then I pulled my panties down, slowly, and took a photo and I sent that too.
The soft hum of the cabin filtered through the door. I could feel the engine vibrating under my feet now. The jet would be taxiing soon. I leaned against the counter, panties still down around my thighs, phone in hand, staring at the message I’d just sent. No reply yet.
Then, the screen lit up.
Gerald: “Nothing’s off the table. Just come back to me.”
My heart kicked. I stared at the words again, just to be sure. I could see the timestamp. Just one minute ago. He had read what I wrote, seen the photo, me raw, open, legs slightly parted, and still, that was his answer.
No rules, no limits. That’s what I had asked him. Was there any limit?
Now I typed: “You mean that? All of it?”
His reply came fast: “All of it. I’m so hard it hurts. I want you to let him take what he wants. And then I want you to tell me everything. Slowly.”
I pressed my thighs together. The vibration of the engines increased. A chime sounded outside the door. I washed my hands, fixed my clothes, smoothed my blouse over my hips, and looked at myself one last time.
Flushed. Eyes too bright. Mouth soft and slightly open. I sure didn’t look like a trad wife anymore.I didn’t feel like one either.
The cabin lights dimmed once the jet reached cruising altitude. The attendant offered water, then quietly moved to the rear, pulled the curtain closed, and disappeared without a sound.
We were alone. Gordon reclined slightly, one ankle crossed over his knee, drink in hand. The ice clicked once when he shifted. He hadn’t said a word to me since takeoff. I sat opposite him, legs crossed, one hand resting lightly on my thigh. I could still feel the weight of Gerald’s final message pulsing in my pocket.
I uncrossed my legs, slowly, deliberately, and stood. His eyes followed me, just a flick, just a shift, but I saw it.
I walked forward one step. I unbuttoned the top of my blouse, just one button, and reached for a glass of water on the side console. I didn’t drink it. I just held it in my hand, watching him watch me.
The plane was smooth with no turbulence, no distraction, just the low hum of flight and the rising heat of what we both knew was coming.
I took another step forward. My blouse parted slightly with the movement, just enough to show the edge of the sheer bra Gerald had chosen.
I sat on the edge of the seat opposite him, close, but not close enough to reach. I placed the water on the table between us and leaned forward, elbows on my knees.
He watched the way my blouse opened. I reached up and undid the next button. My breasts shifted under the fabric. He shifted in his seat.
Another button. I wanted him to wait. I wanted me to wait. Every part of me felt electric. My thighs pressed together tight beneath my skirt, my nipples hard now, brushing the fabric with each breath.
I sat back slowly and let the blouse fall open. The lace of the bra was visible now, thin, translucent, with a faint shadow where my nipples pressed through.
I said, quietly, “Do you want me to take the rest off?”
He didn’t answer with words. He just spread his knees slightly wider, and waited.
I stood, slow and balanced, letting the blouse slide fully off my shoulders. It slipped down my arms and dropped soundlessly to the seat.  I kept my chin level and reached behind my back, fingers unclasping the bra with practiced ease.
It loosened, hung for a second, then fell forward. My breasts lifted and settled, bare now in the cabin light, nipples stiff in the cool air. I let them hang free, didn’t cover them. I wanted him to see the proof of my arousal, the flushed skin, the tight peaks, the way my chest rose with each breath like I was already on the verge.
Gordon still hadn’t moved. But I saw the way his grip shifted slightly on the glass in his hand, the tension in his forearm, the way his legs pressed outward in invitation. That was all I needed.
I stepped between his knees. I felt everything, his heat, his gaze, the restraint in his muscles like he was waiting for me to make it real.
I straddled his lap. My skirt hiked high, barely covering me now. His cock wasn’t out, not yet, but I could feel it thick and rising beneath me. I pressed down just enough to make him feel the damp heat through the fabric.
My hands went to the buttons of his shirt. I worked them slowly, one by one, spreading the collar apart, exposing his chest. My lips hovered there, close enough for him to feel the heat of my breath, but I didn’t kiss him. I just breathed him in.
“This is who I am now,” I whispered. “Not a wife. But a reward.”
His hands came to my hips, firm, but not guiding. I was already moving, rolling my body against him, letting the friction build between my bare skin and his trousers. I could feel the wetness smearing now, my thighs slick, my breath shallow.
“Gerald wanted to know,” I said, voice shaking with arousal, “what it would be like to share me. Just so you know,” I finished with a whisper. It hardly seemed necessary to state it now, in the moment. It’s what I practices though.
I reached between us and unzipped his pants. “He wanted me to be used. He wanted to know what I looked like when I came home for someone else. After a whole weekend,” I added in a guilty whisper again.
I freed his cock and stroked it slowly, pressing it between my thighs, not inside me yet, but just there. Hot. Heavy. And mine, for now.
“And I want to know,” I said, eyes locked on his, “what it feels like to be the wife they all talk about behind closed doors.” I smirked and so did he. We understood each other, Gordon and me.
I raised my hips, just enough, and guided the head  of his cock to the entrance of my body, but still not in, still pausing, and I whispered, “Say it.”
He looked up at me, breath ragged. “You’re a hotwife.”
I sank down, slow and tight, taking him in one inch at a time inside me.
I hovered over him, the head of his cock pressed just below the slick opening of my body. My thighs trembled slightly, not from effort, but from restraint. I could feel every contour of him against the sensitive skin between my folds, already wet, already parted, already begging to be filled.
His hands gripped my hips tighter now, not pulling, just anchoring, like he didn’t trust himself to move.
I eased down. The first inch slid inside, thick and hot. My body stretched slowly around it, walls clenching with instinct. I inhaled through my nose, forcing myself to stay slow, to feel every ridge, every second of entry. The pressure was immediate, sharp and exquisite, and I kept my breath shallow to ride it.
Another inch and my breath caught. His cock throbbed inside me as I took more, my muscles tightening in response, not resisting, welcoming. Wet heat enveloped him, and I paused there, just to feel the weight of him pulsing inside me, not even halfway in.
I braced my hands on his chest and looked down. His eyes were locked on mine, his jaw was set, his breath was heavy.
“You feel that?” I whispered. “How slow I’m taking you?”
He didn’t answer. His mouth fell open, and I could see the strain in his throat, the effort it took not to thrust.
I lowered another inch. I gasped at the stretch. My pussy clutched around him, greedy and trembling. I felt impossibly full already, and there was more to take. My thighs burned now, from holding the pace, from the tension of being filled without surrendering all the way.
He was inside me, and still I hadn’t bottomed out. I circled my hips once, grinding down with just enough pressure to feel the head press up against the deepest part of me, but not push further. My clit rubbed against the base of him, and I shivered.
“I want you to know,” I breathed, “that Gerald sent me to be fucked by you.”
His fingers twitched on my hips. “And I want you to know…” I lowered another half inch, groaning as it pushed past the edge of comfort, “. . . I love how it feels.”
The final inch disappeared inside me. I sank all the way down, thighs spread wide, pelvis flush to his, every inch of his cock buried deep in my soaked cunt. My body spasmed lightly around him, adjusting, clutching, owning.
I sat still, cock fully inside me, grinding slow, gentle, purposeful. “This is what it means,” I said, “to give him what he wants.”
I rolled my hips again, deliberate and slow.
“And what I want.”
I started to ride him slowly, grinding down in long, controlled circles, my thighs working, my hips tilting forward to draw every inch of him through me with deliberate rhythm. The wet sounds between us were soft and obscene, the kind that made my breath stutter and my skin flush.
His hands slid from my hips to my ass, gripping tightly now, kneading as I moved. My breasts bounced with every rise and fall, nipples dragging against the smooth skin of his chest, and I could feel the sheen of sweat building between us, heat trapped in the private cabin air.
Then the jet lurched. A sudden, sharp dip jolted the cabin. My body jerked. I gasped, clutching his shoulders for balance. The cabin lights flickered once.
The turbulence passed just as quickly as it came, but my heart raced. I let out a tight laugh, half fear, half adrenaline, and looked down at him.
“Jesus,” I said, breathless, “what if we die like this?”
His grin was crooked, his cock still buried inside me. “Then we die doing what your husband told you to do.”
The absurdity of it broke something in me. I laughed, really laughed, and leaned down to kiss him, hard and fast, tongue pushing into his mouth as I began to move again, faster now, deeper. No more restraint. I bounced on him, skin slapping, breath ragged.
Another small tremor passed through the cabin. “Hold me,” I said, and before I could finish the thought, he flipped us.
I landed on my back across the wide leather seat, skirt bunched around my waist, legs spread wide. He grabbed the backs of my knees and pushed them higher, folding me open as he slid back inside in one long, forceful stroke.
I cried out, loud, raw. He started to fuck me now hard. No teasing. No patience. Full thrusts, hard and deep, the kind that shoved my hips into the seat and made my eyes roll back. The pressure was perfect. The stretch, brutal. I could feel every vein, every ridge, every pounding motion shaking through me like thunder.
The plane hit another bump. I gasped, but it only pushed me closer. “Fuck,” I whispered. “Don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop.”
My nails dug into his back as he pounded me, my body shaking with every thrust. The cabin was hot now, loud with breath and skin and want.
The turbulence faded. His hips snapped into mine, harder now, slamming deep with no pause. I cried out, high, uncontrollable, and threw my head back, my hands clawing at the armrests to keep from slipping. My body was slick with sweat, the leather beneath me sticking, the rhythm relentless now, loud and wet and merciless.
He grunted with every thrust, hands locked around the backs of my knees, holding me wide open for him, using me. My breasts bounced violently, nipples stiff, and I could barely breathe with the way he filled me, thick and heavy, stretching my insides raw and perfect.
And then it happened. I came, hard, violently, without warning. My whole body locked, spasming around his cock, a white heat ripping through me like something sacred being torn apart. I screamed into the cabin, my voice raw and high and sharp, shaking, trembling, gasping. I didn’t hold back. My pussy clenched and pulsed, gripping him so tight he nearly lost rhythm.
He growled something low, something guttural, and thrust even deeper, slamming into the wave of it, riding me through the peak as my orgasm shattered me.
And still I kept coming. My thighs trembled violently, and I sobbed through it, legs pinned wide, back arched, mouth open and broken. I had never come like this. Never this deep. Never this fast. Never with this much surrender.
It wasn’t about love. It wasn’t even about pleasure. It was about breaking. And I had broken.
When the wave began to crest, he pulled out suddenly, cock slick and twitching, and stood over me, stroking once, twice, and then with a grunt he came, hot streaks across my belly, my thighs, the soft inside of one breast.
The bathroom light was soft, indirect. I closed the door quietly behind me and turned the lock. My legs were shaky, thighs still slick, skin sticky with the heat and mess of what we’d just done. I didn’t look in the mirror right away. I didn’t want to see the version of myself that had just let a man use her like that, at 30,000 feet, on her knees and back and folded wide open.
But I didn’t feel ashamed. Just stripped bare.
I reached for a warm cloth and began to clean myself. The scent of sex was thick on me, his come on my skin, my own juice between my legs. I wiped it all slowly, methodically, rinsing the cloth again and again, watching the water cloud with each pass.
When I was clean, I dried off, straightened my blouse, adjusted my skirt and llooked in the mirror. My cheeks were flushed, lips parted. My hair was mussed. My eyes looked too wide, like I hadn’t come down from it yet.
I looked beautiful. Used, alive, and gorgeous.
I pulled my phone from my bag. Two texts from Gerald waited.
“Still hard.” “Still proud.”
I stared at those words, thumb hovering over the screen, then slid down to tap the call button.
It rang once. He picked up.
I didn’t say hello. I just whispered, “It’s done.”
Silence. Then a breath. “What does that mean?” he asked, voice low, almost reverent.
“He fucked me,” I said softly. “On the jet. I rode him slow. Then he flipped me and came all over me.”
Another breath. This one hitched. “Are you okay?” he asked.
I smiled. “I’ve never been better.” I sat down on the toilet lid, still holding the phone to my ear.
“I let him take every inch,” I said. “And I thought about you the whole time.”
He exhaled. I could hear it. I could feel what it meant. “I’m proud of you,” he said.
My eyes burned suddenly, not with regret but with something closer to love.
“I’m yours,” I said. “But I’ll be his, too. If you want that.”
“I do.”
My thighs pressed together. “Then next time,” I whispered, “tell me what you want him to do to me.”
“I will.”
We stayed on the line for a long moment, nothing else being said.
I ended the call and stood, tucked the phone away, and looked at myself one more time.
Still flushed. Still glowing. And so obviously ready for more.
I stepped back into the cabin. The server had been in to tidy things, serve things. She gave me a passing look not of incrimination but of approval.
The lights were dimmed again. Gordon had reclined his seat, one hand resting casually on the armrest, the other cradling a glass of water. His shirt was open at the collar now. His eyes lifted when I walked in.
I moved past him slowly, deliberately, brushing my fingertips along the back of his chair as I passed. My body still ached in the best ways, thighs sore, inner muscles warm and raw from the stretch of him. But I was steady now. Cleaned. Composed. Changed.
I took my seat again, smoothed my skirt, and crossed my legs. I could feel the shift in how I sat, how I held myself. My body wasn’t mine anymore in the way it used to be. It was something used, shared, shaped.
I looked out the window at the clouds, pale and endless. I reached for a bottle of water, uncapped it, and took a slow sip. My lips still tingled faintly. My throat was tender. I let the cold water slide down slowly.
“When we land,” he said, “there will be lunch. A few of the more serious investors.”
“Will I be expected to sit quietly and smile?”
“No. But you’ll need to behave.”
I tilted my head. “Define ‘behave.’”
“Don’t act like a wife, hotwife or any other kind,” he said. “Act like you belong.”
The words settled into me with a dark, thrilling weight. “I do belong,” I said. “Because someone put me there.”
Nothing more was said and that’s how we sat, thirty thousand feet above the world, cruising silently toward whatever came next.
Me, freshly fucked and still warm. Him, knowing exactly what he’d broken in me. And my husband proud, hard, and wanting every detail.
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