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Gerald leaned in to kiss my shoulder as I stood in front of the closet, the soft edge of his breath teasing my skin. I was deciding between the off-white silk blouse with the pearl buttons and the pale peach wrap top that tied at the side. Both looked expensive and delicate. Both said “professional,” but only one of them whispered “available.” I held the peach one up by the hanger and gave him a look in the mirror.
“That one,” he said without hesitation, his fingers brushing along the side of my waist, then tugging lightly at the tied sash of my robe. “It’ll crease a little when you sit, but I don’t think Gordon will mind.”
I smiled faintly and slipped the robe off, folding it neatly on the edge of the bed. My matching lace lingerie was already on, something we’d picked together the night before. A high-cut pair in powder blue with a tiny bow at the hip, and a bra with enough lift to make everything look intentional, not accidental. I caught Gerald watching as I dressed, his mouth parted slightly, his gaze warm and alert.
“I can’t believe he asked for you again,” he said, quieter this time.
Gordon was too careful to be inappropriate in writing, but it was all there in the phrasing, his appreciation for how helpful I’d been, how the trip would run more smoothly with a familiar face, how the accommodations would of course be shared, as before. I didn’t need to be told twice. I’d started packing before Gerald brought it up.
“It’s only three nights,” I said, stepping into the skirt I’d laid out. It was ivory, soft wool, tight at the hips and flaring above the knees. It had a slit in the back, high enough that I had to think about how I bent over. I zipped it slowly and let him watch.
Gerald came up behind me again, adjusting the angle of the pendant necklace I’d clipped on, his fingers brushing the back of my neck. “You’ll be back Sunday night. I’ll come pick you up from the airport.”
“And until then?”
He kissed me again, below my ear. “Until then, you’ll be a good assistant.”
We both knew what that meant. Gordon didn’t command me. He wasn’t rough or demanding, not even bold, really. He had a way of waiting, of letting the silence between us do the work. And something about the fact that he never pushed, only allowed, made it easier, somehow, to go further with him each time. I hadn’t expected how much I would want it, or how much I’d begin to crave Gerald’s reactions after, when I told him everything about it, even more than Gordon’s touch.
I buttoned the blouse slowly, leaving the top one undone.
“You’ll keep me updated?” Gerald asked.
“Every night, baby.” And I would. Sometimes even in real time.
We pulled up to the private terminal after seven. The sun hadn’t fully risen yet, casting the sky in washed-out layers of blue and gold. I stepped out, heels clicking softly on the pavement, and smoothed the hem of my skirt while Gerald retrieved my bag from the trunk. I wore a tailored navy blazer over the blouse now, cinched at the waist with a slim belt. It made me look serious, competent, appropriate. No one passing by would’ve guessed what else I was bringing with me.
Inside, a flight attendant in a crisp uniform greeted me with a practiced smile. Gerald handed over my small leather carry-on, brushing his hand against mine for a moment and then he discreetly left. He didn’t need to say anything else, not here, not now. It was understood.
Gordon stood near the window, speaking quietly to a man in a gray suit I didn’t recognize. He turned as I approached, his eyes swept over me, not lingering, but enough to take me all in. His face didn’t change, but I knew that look. It made something low in my stomach flutter.
“Claire,” he said, extending a hand. “Glad you could make it.”
“Of course,” I said, slipping my fingers into his. His grip was warm and sure. I felt it echo along my spine.
We boarded not long after. The jet was beautiful, as always, cream leather seats, polished wood accents, a faint scent of citrus and leather in the air. I sat across from Gordon while the engines powered up, my legs crossed neatly, hands resting on my lap. We didn’t speak for the first few minutes. The attendant brought coffee in delicate porcelain cups, and I sipped mine slowly, letting the heat settle me.
Gordon looked out the window as the jet lifted into the air, then turned toward me with a small smile.
“Comfortable?”
I nodded. “Very.”
He gave the smallest nod and leaned back in his seat. I watched the way his fingers tapped once on the armrest and then stopped. His suit was charcoal gray today, crisp and smooth. The open collar of his shirt exposed a hint of tanned skin and silver at his throat. I’d seen more of him, of course. But here, in the quiet civility of the plane, it was like starting from the beginning again.
I liked that. I liked how every trip felt like a reintroduction.
Eventually, I opened my bag and pulled out the itinerary Gerald had printed for me. The meetings were tightly packed, site tours, a board dinner, one afternoon left open, which might mean something or nothing. Gordon glanced at the pages and nodded as I laid them out between us.
“I’ll let you manage the schedule,” he said.
His voice was low. Not commanding. Not even suggestive but full of assumption.
“I will,” I said, smoothing the edges of the paper, aware of how warm I felt beneath my clothes.
We landed mid-afternoon into thick island heat, the kind that enveloped your skin the moment the jet door opened. Gordon moved with practiced efficiency, nodding to the waiting car and speaking briefly with the man from earlier, who disappeared into a separate vehicle. I followed him across the tarmac, my heels slipping slightly on the warm concrete, my blazer folded neatly over one arm. The thin silk of my blouse clung lightly to my back.
The drive to the resort was silent for a while. Lush green blurred past the windows. I kept one hand on my lap, the other resting lightly on my small leather bag. I was always in a state of heightened awareness of my body, its position, its pose, when I was in the presence of a man like Gordon. It’s something I mentally noted I would need to tell my husband. He loved context.
Gordon didn’t look at me often, but when he did, it felt like a game, like he wanted to see if I would meet his gaze. And I always did.
The resort wasn’t luxurious, it was exquisite. Carved stone archways framed the entrance, and the scent of orchids and sun-drenched wood filled the air. Staff greeted Gordon by name. Our bags were swept away. A cold drink appeared in my hand before I could even look.
He led me through the open-air lobby to our suite, a private villa tucked near the far edge of the property, secluded and lined with palms. Inside, it was impossibly beautiful. White walls, dark wood beams, gauzy curtains swaying in the breeze. Two bedrooms, technically. But only one was prepared.
I didn’t say anything and I never did.
While Gordon stepped into the back to make a call, I unpacked methodically. I hung my dresses, arranged my underthings in a shallow drawer, placed my cosmetics along the marble counter. The bathroom opened out to a private pool, shimmering blue, surrounded by wide lounge chairs and leafy green plants. I stared into it a moment, but looked sharply away. It was best not to contemplate what I was doing too deeply or too long.
I changed before dinner into a pale yellow dress that dipped low in the back and clung to me like it had been sewn there. Sheer bra and thong beneath, barely there, enough to feel like a secret between my thighs. I did my makeup slowly. Neutral tones. Subtle shimmer. I let my hair fall in soft waves down my back. I imagined my husband Gerald watching me put on my lipstick for Gordon.
When I stepped out, Gordon was on the terrace, drink in hand, looking out toward the ocean. He turned as I slid the door open, his eyes catching on the open back of my dress, the curve of my hips. He didn’t say anything at first.
Then: “That’s a good color on you.”
“Thank you,” I said, stepping forward. “Gerald picked it.”
A flicker passed across his face. Amusement. Approval. Or something else only males know about?
Dinner was in a private cabana tucked away from the other guests, all candlelight and ocean breeze. I sat beside him, legs crossed, the slit in my dress sliding open enough when I reached for my wine. We talked business for a while. But the air between us said everything else. We looked like CEO and executive assistant to passing eyes, both married to spouses back home.
But by the time we walked back to the villa, the sky had gone dark. The path was lit by small lanterns buried in the sand and the warm wind moved gently through the palms. Gordon didn’t rush. He walked beside me with an easy stride, one hand in his pocket, the other occasionally gesturing when he spoke. He had a way of moving that made everything feel decided without being forceful, like he always knew where things would end up but was content to let them get there on their own.
Inside, I slipped off my shoes near the door and padded across the cool stone floor. I poured us both a glass of water from the pitcher on the bar, handed him one, and let my fingers linger briefly against his. He didn’t react, not overtly, but I saw the way his gaze dropped to my mouth when I took a sip from my own glass.
I left him on the terrace and stepped into the bathroom, closing the door with a soft click behind me. I didn’t lock it.
The zipper at the side of my dress came down slowly. I let the fabric slide down my hips, caught it before it hit the floor, and folded it over the edge of the vanity. I stood for a moment in the thong and bra, then slipped those off too, one at a time. I looked at myself in the mirror, nude except for the fine gold chain around my neck and a faint sheen on my lips.
I opened the drawer where I’d laid out the lingerie earlier and chose the ivory set with the satin trim and embroidered edge. It was delicate, almost bridal and I hadn’t worn it yet. I put it on slowly, letting each strap, clasp, and panel settle against my skin like a ritual. When I emerged, the terrace door was open and Gordon had his back to me, finishing his drink.
I stepped into the room quietly. He turned. And then he looked at me. Executive assistant no more.
His gaze moved over me without hurry, taking in the soft curve of the bra, the high-cut sides of the panties, the way the fabric barely concealed anything at all.
He didn’t speak. I stepped closer. “Will this do, sir?” I asked softly.
His voice was low and a smirk pulled up his face. “That will do.”
I crossed to him, close enough to smell the faint hint of smoke and citrus from his drink. My fingers reached for the glass in his hand, took it from him, and set it down on the nearby table. My other hand came up to rest lightly against the center of his chest.
I looked up at him. “Would you like  me in your bed tonight, Sir?”
His hand came up, touched my face, then traced along the side of my neck, down the edge of my shoulder.
“Yes,” he said with a grin, “I would like that very much Mrs. Green.”
I let out the breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. Not because I was nervous, because this wasn’t new, but because something about the moment of transition between my identities always caught in my throat. The way he said yes, the low certainty of it, the unspoken consent it gave me to dip deeper into the role play. Gerald’s wife, Gordon’s assistant. But for tonight, both all switched around and mixed up.
I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his. Not urgently, not hungrily, but just enough. His mouth was firm but still, as if waiting for me to lead. I liked that about him. He never rushed. He never took. He waited until I gave.
I kissed him again, a little slower this time, letting my hand slide up along his chest to the collar of his shirt. My fingers moved with practiced care, unbuttoning one at a time, each one revealing more skin, more heat. When I reached the fourth button, he took over, finishing the rest and shrugging the shirt off with a smooth motion that made his shoulders flex under the dim light.
For I wasn’t just a hotwife now. I was and remained always a trad wife, too. A trad wife hotwife, you could say, dutiful and honoring to the man my husband leant me out to.
I stepped back slightly to look at him. His body was broad, solid, the kind that had been strong for decades and didn’t need to prove anything more. He didn’t try to impress. He stood there watching me, letting me take him in.
My fingers moved to his belt. I undid it slowly, easing the leather through the buckle, then unfastened the button beneath. I worked the zipper down with care, grazing the back of my knuckles along the front of him through the fabric. I felt him hardening, patiently, fully. It thrilled me. It moistened me. It brought out the most feminine urges in me, to feel the man’s member fill for me.
To be the instrument of ultimate bodily pleasure for a man, especially a man of Gordon’s stature, felt like the ultimate fulfillment of a trad wife’s identity, even if by proxy from her husband.
I let his pants fall and then I sank to my knees on the soft rug, my heels on again, the feminine touch. The edge of my lingerie rubbed lightly at my hips, the embroidered trim brushing my skin with each movement. I looked up at him and rested my hands on his thighs. He still hadn’t said a word.
I pressed my lips softly to the bulge of his boxers, then lower, feeling the heat of him through the thin cotton. I moved my mouth with care, tracing his shape of him with my tongue lightly through the fabric, letting it build without urgency. I loved this part, the edge of it, the anticipation, the slow reveal.
When I finally tugged his boxers down, he helped me, stepping out of them with a quiet exhale. He was hard now, fully. Beautifully. I brought my mouth close, not touching yet, letting the warmth of my breath skim his skin. My hands came up to hold him, to guide him.
And then, finally, I gave him what he’d been waiting for.
I took him slowly into my mouth, easing forward enough to let the shape of him press against my laid-out tongue. My lips parted further, welcoming him, and I felt the steady resistance of his body beginning to give way to me, the collapse of his masculine shell inside the embrace of my feminine charm . I didn’t rush. I wasn’t here to impress. I was here to feel everything, to let the rhythm stretch and lengthen until it turned into something neither of us wanted to end.
My hands held at his hips, fingers spread, my nails grazing his skin lightly enough to make him exhale again, deeper this time. His stomach tightened. I drew back, then forward again, adjusting the angle, the depth. My breathing stayed slow, controlled, as if I was tasting him rather than taking him. Which I was.
It was during dinner when he went on about the meetings for next day, which was just him telling himself, that I worked out every detail of how I would relax my man, the hotwife in me with her own mental machinations.
Each time I slid forward, I let the pace linger, my lips stretching around him, the warmth of my mouth shaping to every contour of him. I wasn’t trying to conquer him, I was savoring him. I could feel how much he held back, how he stayed, letting me lead. But I could also feel the tension coiling in his thighs, the weight of him in my mouth, the pulse that told me exactly how much control he was giving up.
When I finally looked up at him again, big brown eyes, so pleading and wonder-filled, his hand came down to my cheek. Not to push, but to rest there, heavy and warm.
I let him slide free from my lips, kissed the length of him once, then rose to my feet without a word. My lingerie clung to me, slightly askew now, the straps twisting along my shoulders, the fabric puckered at the hips. I turned and walked toward the bedroom without looking back, knowing the rhythm of my steps, the sway of my hips, would bring him hither.
Of course he followed.
The bedroom was dim and warm, the sheets turned down, the soft ambient light catching the edge of the curtains and the curve of the bed. I slipped the bra straps from my shoulders one at a time, letting them fall to my elbows. Then I turned around and let it drop completely. My nipples tightened in the cool air. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of the panties and eased them down too, slow enough for him to see every inch of my skin uncovered, every soft shadow and line.
He came up behind me, close but not touching. I felt the heat of his body, the depth of his breath. Then his hand slid around to the front of my hip, fingers grazing the bone, then lower. I leaned back slightly into him, and his other hand came up, resting over my stomach, holding me in place.
I closed my eyes and let myself feel it, the way his body fit against mine, the way his touch asked nothing and promised everything. Because for a man like him, his pleasure was enhanced by my expressions of pleasure. What man does not love a woman soaking wet for him?
He moved his hand higher, spreading his fingers across my ribs, beneath my breasts. His other hand drifted lower, brushing lightly between my thighs but not pressing there either, not claiming, just sensing. I leaned back further, my shoulder against his chest now, my breath slowing as I gave in to it. Every motion he made was deliberate. Nothing rushed. He wasn’t pulling me toward anything; he was letting me fall, step by step, right where I wanted to go.
His mouth found the side of my neck, open and warm. He kissed beneath my ear, then down along the curve of my shoulder. His stubble rasped lightly against my skin, anchoring the softness of his lips. I tilted my head to give him more space.
“You like this,” he murmured, the words almost lost in the hush of his breath.
I nodded. “Yes.” It was no lie. I closed my eyes reluctantly to the moon-tinged ocean waves sprawling up the wide beach in front of us.
“And Gerald?” he asked, and I knew what he meant.
“He loves it,” I said quietly. “He wants it.” I emphasized “loves” and “wants.”
Because here is what I also learned: As much as Gerald really did love and want me in the sensual embrace of another man, so did that other man love and want to know that he was taking this woman from the hands of another man.
It was sublime for Gerald because he ultimately controlled the object of lust that was only to be temporarily enjoyed by another man and only with his say so, and sublime for Gordon because he got another man’s wife, the ultimate male masculine prize. Through me, Gerald got to play with the big boys. Or so was the way he saw it.
Gordon’s mouth paused against my skin, then resumed, slower now, and further down. His hand came up to cup my breast, his palm warm, fingers brushing over my nipple until I exhaled hard and slid my hips back against him. I could feel him fully now, pressed against me, hard and ready, restrained only by the precision he always worked with.
I turned in his arms and looked up at him, chest bare, lips parted. I put my hands on his waist, then let them slide up across his chest, mapping the shape of him. My fingers stopped at his shoulders and I pushed lightly. He stepped back with me, letting me guide him toward the bed.
The sheets were cool against my calves as I backed into them. I sat down slowly, then lay back in front of the man, drawing my knees up, spreading them for him, wide enough for him to see everything he needed to see. My hand slid across my own thigh, fingers drifting idly over myself, already wet and open.
He knelt at the edge of the bed and kissed the inside of my knee. Then higher. The other leg. Then back.
When he finally put his mouth on me, it was as if the world narrowed to that one point of contact.
He explored, felt me out, learned me. The soft, slow movements of his tongue drove everything deeper than any sharp stroke could. I reached down and ran my fingers through his hair, not to guide him, but to feel that he was real, that this was happening again, that I was here with him again.
My hips began to rise off the bed involuntarily, chasing the rhythm he created in me. His hands pinned me gently, one on each side of my thighs. I arched up against his mouth, the pleasure tightening in slow, low waves that grew stronger with each pass. I could’ve stayed there forever.
And then I felt it coming.
I didn’t cry out. But my body gave me away completely. My back arched higher, one heel pressing down into the bed, the other lifting as my leg tensed and shook. My hands clenched in the sheets, not to pull, not to escape, but to hold on to something as the pleasure tore through me, slow and all-consuming. My breath came in sharp, shallow pulses. My eyes fluttered closed.
He didn’t stop. He stayed with me through it, his tongue slowing but not leaving me, easing me down gently as if he could read every flicker inside me. When I finally fell still, when my hips lowered and my thighs softened beneath his hands, he kissed me there once more, soft and deliberate.
I opened my eyes to find him watching me, his face calm but intent, like he was storing every detail of me.
I sat up slowly, sliding back until the pillows met my spine. My body hummed. I reached out to him, fingers curling around the back of his neck, and pulled him up onto the bed. His body hovered over mine, warm, solid, ready, and I opened my legs for him one more time, inviting him between them without needing to speak.
His weight settled against me, not heavy, but real. His cock pressed against my stomach, thick and hard and unyielding, wet with the touch of my mouth. I tilted my hips, nudging him lower. His hand came between us, guiding himself to my entrance. I was more than ready, already swollen, parted, pulsing from what he’d done to me.
And still, he didn’t push in right away. He pressed the head of his cock against me there, easing the tip in, letting me feel the stretch, the fullness, the slow promise of what was coming. He looked down at me, holding himself there, barely inside.
“You want me to?” he asked.
I met his eyes. “Yes, I want you to.” God, I wanted nothing more at that moment.
He slid forward.
My breath caught as he filled me, inch by inch, deeper with each thrust of his hips. He stretched me open in that patient, inevitable way he always did, no jolt, no shock, but a slow, perfect claiming that left no part of me untouched. I felt him press deeper, then pause, fully inside, and my legs wrapped around his waist without thinking.
His arms braced on either side of me, and he held himself for a moment, looking down at my face. His mouth came down to mine and he began to move in slow strokes, deep and firm, rocking into me with the kind of rhythm that erased everything outside the room.
His rhythm stayed slow at first, deliberate. Each thrust was a message, this was his space and he was going to take his time, he was going to savor me. His chest brushed mine with every movement, the hair there coarse against my nipples, tender from his touch. My hands moved across his back, feeling the movement of his muscles as he moved deeper into me, and again, deeper yet.
I couldn’t remember when I started whispering his name. Maybe it was once. Maybe I kept doing it. It felt natural, like something my body needed to say.
He adjusted his angle slightly, drawing his hips back further before sliding in again, and the pressure changed. I gasped, my nails curling into his back. The sound that came from my mouth didn’t feel like mine, it was too dirty, too unguarded. But he kept going, kept pushing, and with each stroke, I opened a little more for him. My legs tightened around him.
I could feel the dew between us now, the way our bodies met with no friction, only wet, perfect tension. Every movement of his hips filled me, then left me wanting. He was watching me, his face above mine, eyes dark and unblinking, as if he was memorizing how I looked beneath him. I turned my head to the side, trying to catch my breath, and his lips found my neck again, kissing, then biting lightly.
“Claire,” he said, voice rough now. “You feel…”
I pulled his face back to mine with both hands and kissed him before he could finish. I didn’t want words. I wanted the rhythm to build again, the tempo he held in reserve. I lifted my hips into him, urging him on.
And finally, he gave me more.
The rhythm changed, strokes longer now, faster, the weight of him driving me into the mattress in a steady, unrelenting wave. I clung to him, eyes shut, lost in the dull thud of our bodies, the glossy tension between my thighs, the overwhelming fullness that pulsed and inside me. The pressure returned, fierce and climbing, and I knew I wouldn’t hold off much longer.
He felt it too. He must have. His grip changed, one hand cradling the back of my neck, the other sliding between us to find the exact spot I needed. His thumb moved in slow circles, precise and devastating. I cried out and arched against him, the wave breaking all at once, sharp and deep, cascading through every inch of me.
He kept going, but I knew he was close now too.
His rhythm faltered, a catch in the middle of a thrust, a deeper exhale against my cheek. I knew that sound, that change in pace. His control was slipping, and I wanted it to. I wanted to feel the moment he stopped holding back.
I pressed my heels into the bed, lifted my hips, and met him there, urging him in deeper with every stroke. My hands were on his back, then his arms, then cradling his face as he hovered above me, breath hot and uneven. I looked straight into his eyes.
“Let go,” I whispered. “I want to feel it.”
That was all it took. His body tensed, and he pushed deep, once, twice, then again, slower. His mouth opened, but no sound came out, just a long, held breath as he pulsed inside me. I felt the heat of it flood into me, felt his hips rock through the release, and I held onto him, arms around his back, not letting him go until he’d emptied everything into me.
He stayed over me for a long moment, body heavy and trembling, his breath slowing against my neck. I stroked his hair, let my hand drift down the curve of his spine. I wanted to cradle him, soothe him.
Eventually, he moved, easing himself to the side, though he kept one hand resting on my stomach, fingers splayed like he was anchoring himself there. I turned my head and looked at him, his face calm now, almost unreadable.
I didn’t expect anything from him, not comfort, not affection. But he turned his hand over and threaded his fingers through mine. That surprised me more than anything else had.
I lay there in the silence, letting the weight of what we’d done settle in my chest. No regret. No shame. But a kind of awareness that what Gerald and I had stepped into wasn’t temporary, wasn’t a one off experiment. This was me now.
I thought about him, my husband back home. I pictured him in our kitchen, or maybe in bed, phone beside him, waiting for the message I would sent. I felt a deep ache in my chest, not sadness, but something sharper. Gratitude? Love, yes, but not the naive kind. The kind that came from knowing someone could let you go and hold you completely at the same time.
I reached for my phone. The light from the screen lit the room faintly as I typed a short message with one hand, holding Gordon’s fingers with the other.
“It’s done. We’re in bed now. He was slower tonight. I think he knew how much I wanted it.
The reply came quickly.
Tell me everything.
I stared at the screen for a moment, then set the phone down beside me. Not because I didn’t want to tell him, I did, but because I needed to relive it first, in my own mind, to feel it before I gave it away. The memory of Gordon’s weight on me, the sound of his breath before he let go, the way his hands had moved over my body like I was something worth studying, all of it pulsed through me.
Gordon had rolled onto his back now, one arm behind his head, the other loosely holding my hand. His chest rose and fell evenly, the sheen of his exertion slowly fading. I turned to face him, resting my cheek on the inside of his shoulder, letting my leg drape over his thigh. He didn’t speak, didn’t ask anything. That, too, was part of what made this work. He never tried to define it.
Eventually, I picked up the phone and slid out of bed, careful not to wake him. I padded softly across the room and slipped out onto the terrace, the night air wrapping around me like silk. The ocean beyond the trees shimmered faintly in the moonlight, waves tapping the shore in rhythmic hushes.
I sat in one of the lounge chairs, the phone warm in my hand, and began to type slowly.
He started with his mouth. Took his time. Held my legs apart like I belonged to him. I think he was proving something, even if he never said a word. And I let him. I wanted to see how far he’d go without being asked.
I paused, thumb hovering over the screen. Then continued.
He didn’t talk much. Touched me until I opened all the way for him. I was already close when he slid in. Gerald, it was so deep. I felt it for minutes afterward. I do now.
The screen glowed softly in my lap while I watched the ocean, my breath matching the tide. I hadn’t noticed how aroused I was until I moved in the chair and felt the silkiness between my legs again, the ache returning now that I was alone. I slipped a hand between my thighs and exhaled to feel it again. Not to finish, but to remind myself how ready I remained. Though satisfied, I was available for more
The phone buzzed in my hand.
Keep going, was all Gerald had written.
I smiled in the dark, leaned back in the chair, and started to type again.
When he came, I could feel everything. His whole body locked into mine like he’d been holding back for days. It wasn’t rough. It was deep. Intentional. Like he needed to finish inside me, not for himself but for you too. I liked finding a way to include my husband in it.
I sent it before I overthought it. Then I rested the phone on my stomach and let the night wash over me. The breeze off the ocean was warm but carried a hint of salt, and it cooled the skin between my thighs where Gordon had pressed himself into me so completely. My legs were parted slightly, one knee drawn up, and I could feel the air touch where he’d been. It made me shiver.
My phone buzzed.
Did he use a condom?
I looked at the message, felt something tighten in my chest. It wasn’t fear or shame but a pulse of awareness. I’d been waiting for that question since the first time Gerald sent me to Gordon’s bed. He’d never asked before.
No, I typed, then hesitated. Then: You wanted that.
The typing dots appeared instantly.
Yes I did.
A slow, deep ache stirred in my stomach and I brought my knees up to my chest, tucked my chin over them. Not because I was cold, but because something about those three words made me feel incredibly exposed and more intimately known than I had all night.
My next message was shorter.
I let him come in me. I so wanted him to.
A pause. Then his reply:
Good girl.
I closed my eyes, head tilted back against the chair, and let the heat of those words settle in my core. I wasn’t sure when I’d started craving that phrase, or why it worked so deeply on me, but it did. Gerald never used it casually, only when I’d done something for both of us. Something we couldn’t take back.
I slid my fingers between my legs again, slower this time, not teasing. My body welcomed the touch, wet, open, aching for more. I pictured Gerald alone in our bed, phone in hand, the screen glowing with the words I’d sent. I pictured him reading them slowly, lips parted, eyes dark. I pictured his hand moving under the sheets.
I pressed deeper, my breath catching in my throat.
Then another buzz.
Show me. Right now.
My heart jumped. I hadn’t taken pictures before. We’d talked about it, but I’d always hesitated. This time I didn’t. I stood up, crossed to the edge of the terrace where the moonlight fell, and lifted the phone. I angled it down between my legs, spread enough to show how wet I was, how open, how used. I snapped one photo. Then another with two fingers spreading myself wider.
I sent them both.
I stood there with the phone in my hand, heart thudding in my chest from the bareness of having exposed something so intimate and so unmistakably real to my husband, and so soon after another man had me.
I stayed in the moonlight letting it catch the shine between my thighs, the faint marks on my hips where Gordon’s fingers had gripped. I didn’t cover them. I liked how visible they were. I liked the thought of Gerald seeing them and knowing they were fresh.
The screen lit up.
I’m hard already. I’m not even touching myself. I’m just looking.
I exhaled long and steady and sat in the lounge chair, leaning back, legs parting without resistance now. The air felt different, cooler, more intimate. I placed the phone on my stomach and let one hand drift downward. Not to perform but to feel. My skin was flushed, the heat deep and slow.
You looked perfect, the next message read. Exactly how I wanted to see you. So full. So open.
My fingers moved lazily, finding the wetness and sliding through it. I tilted my hips to get the pressure right, letting the pad of my finger circle the swollen bud at the top, teasing it with each pass. My other hand came up to my breast, fingertips brushing over the nipple that was hard from the air and the memory. I let my eyes close again, and I breathed.
I wasn’t thinking about Gordon anymore, not in this moment. I was thinking about Gerald, at home, alone, hungry, aroused beyond words because of what I’d done for him. I imagined his hand finally slipping under the sheets, stroking himself with the rhythm of my words, the images of me fresh on his screen.
I circled faster now, not too fast, enough to send sharp pulses through my belly. My thighs tensed. My breath grew shallow. I pictured him watching me live, FaceTiming me, whispering praise while I showed him every inch of what Gordon had left behind.
It came quick this time, not a long build like before, but a rising pressure that bloomed suddenly, caught me off guard, and overtook me in full. I came quietly, thighs twitching, mouth open in a soft gasp. My fingers slowed and then stopped.
I wiped my hand slowly on the side of the cushion and reached for the phone again.
I came thinking about you watching me. Watching what you gave me.
There was a pause. Then Gerald replied:
Tomorrow, tell him what you told me.
I stared at those words, letting them settle in. Tell him what you told me. It wasn’t a command. Gerald never gave me those. It was something else, an invitation, a challenge, maybe even a promise. A change in the rules? He wanted to see how far I’d go, not with Gordon, but in the truth of it, in the saying of it.
I imagined it for a moment. Looking Gordon in the eye over coffee or in the silence of the car, maybe even in the hotel room, and telling him that my husband had seen everything, that he knew what we’d done, how I’d been filled, stretched, claimed. That he wanted it. That I’d shown him. That I’d touched myself on the terrace while my legs glistened from the first man, thinking only of the second.
I could feel how Gordon would react. Not with surprise, not with judgment. He would nod once, maybe glance at me differently, and from then on he would know exactly who I was. Gerald’s wife, but his hotwife.
I stood and moved back into the villa, the stone floor cool beneath my feet. Gordon was still in bed, half-asleep now, one arm flung loosely across the pillow where I’d been. I slipped beneath the covers without a word, nestling in close against the heat of his body. He didn’t open his eyes, but I felt him adjust, curling slightly toward me, his arm settling over my waist. He was soft now, spent, but I knew by morning that would change. And when it did, I’d be ready for my man.
I fell asleep with his breath warm on my shoulder and the faintest trace of Gerald’s final words replaying in my mind. I had an important CEO to soothe through the night. And a husband to please.
I woke slowly to the sound of birds outside the window and the faint movement of sheets sliding behind me. The light filtering through the curtains was soft, gold with a hint of sea haze. Gordon’s hand was sliding along the side of my thigh, up toward my hip, steady and unhurried. I didn’t open my eyes yet, I let myself feel it first. A smile spread over my closed lips.
His fingers found the crease between my legs, stroked once, then again, and I heard the quiet sound he made when he realized I was wet. That’s how fast.
I arched back slightly into him, curled my spine out. He pressed himself against my backside, hardening, ready to take me.
I rolled my head toward him, eyes half-closed. “Morning honey,” I murmured.
He didn’t speak, just leaned in and kissed the back of my neck, his hand sliding higher to cup my breast, rolling the nipple between his fingers as he pressed his erection into the curve of my ass. I felt him there, thick, hard, and expectant, rubbing against me, waiting for the moment I tilted my hips and gave in to him.
Which I did.
He guided himself lower, his hand slipping between my thighs to part them with ease. I was open for him already, my body remembering the rhythm of the night before. When he pressed himself inside me, I gasped, even though I’d been expecting it. The stretch was slow, smoother now, but full and deep. He filled me from behind, one long thrust, then paused, buried completely. My thighs tensed around him, drawing him closer.
We stayed like that for a moment, his chest against my back, one hand under my breast, the other gripping my hip. I reached behind me and placed my hand on his thigh, fingers curling into his muscle, grounding myself as he began to move on me. Each thrust was deliberate and unhurried. There was no performance, no need to impress. He was simply taking me again, as if it were the natural start to the day. Which I wished it to be for him. I had so much to share with my husband.
I turned my face into the pillow and exhaled with each movement. My body accepted him eagerly, every inch sliding in glazed, every withdrawal met with a quiet ache. I pushed back into him with every roll of my hips, adjusting my angle until I could feel the head of him press exactly where I needed him.
His hand moved from my hip to between my legs, fingers circling the way they had the night before, and I felt the heat begin to build in me, that tightening rhythm that always began low, always coiled upward.
“Keep going,” I whispered.
He pushed deeper, faster, his fingers matching the rhythm of his hips. I started to crest again, silently, breath caught, body arching into his. It wasn’t sharp like the night before, it was slow, rich, and drawn out. I clenched around him, held him deep inside me, and felt the exact moment he began to give in.
His breath changed. His thrusts grew tighter, shallower. I reached behind and gripped his arm, anchoring him there, and when he came, I felt the warmth of it spread inside me again, thicker this time, slower, spilling into the same space he’d filled the night before.
He stayed pressed against me, one hand between my legs, the other smoothing up my side, over my ribs, along my arm. I felt his lips brush my shoulder.
“I told him,” I said quietly.
Gordon’s fingers stilled. “What?”
I turned slightly so he could hear me better, my cheek against the pillow.
“Gerald. I told him everything. Last night. I sent him pictures.”
He was silent. Then I felt a subtle change in his body. Not dominance, but understanding. And then, as quietly as Gerald: “Good.” He knew I was only for the occasion, not something to love and cherish, that that went to Gerald. I was a young female for him to take, though, that Gerald offered up to him.
We lay like that for a while, his body joined with mine, softening gradually but not yet slipping free. My skin was warm and flushed, warm where he’d held me, and I could feel the slow seep of him beginning to slip from inside me, thick and unmistakable. I didn’t move to stop it. I wanted the sheets marked. I wanted to carry the evidence of it between my legs all morning.
Eventually, he pulled back and sat up, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. I watched him stretch, the muscles in his back rippling under his skin, the faint trail of gray at his temples catching the morning light. There was something so unhurried about the way he moved, like he’d never once questioned whether he was allowed to take what he wanted.
He stood and crossed the room, naked, unabashed. I lay on my side, watching him, my thighs pressed together, the ache humming in my hips.
He poured two glasses of water, handed one to me, then stepped out onto the terrace. I sipped slowly, the taste of it suddenly sharp and clean after everything we’d done.
When I joined him, the air outside was warming, the breeze soft and slow. The resort grounds below were quiet still, a few early guests heading toward breakfast or the beach. No one looked up.
Gordon leaned on the railing, bare and glistening, his glass in hand. I stood beside him in nothing but the thin silk robe I’d pulled from my bag, untied, loose, barely covering me.
“Will he want to know again?” he asked, not turning his head.
I nodded. “He always does.”
Gordon didn’t respond right away. Then: “You’re good at this.”
“At what?”
He turned his head to look at me, eyes steady. “Being always his, while being here for me.”
I felt a flush creep across my chest, not from shame, but from recognition. I was living it, this split, this shared space between two men, each one knowing what the other had. And wanting it anyway.
“He makes it easy,” I said. “He wanted me to go all the way with you. And he wants to know exactly how far I went.”
“Does he want you to fall for someone?”
I wasn’t sure how answer. I pushed my hand in the hair on the back of his head, pulled it gently, scrunched my fist. Because the truth was, I wasn’t falling. But I was beginning to understand what it meant to let yourself be two different women, to let two different men take every part of you yet not try to take all of you for themselves.
I set my glass down and stepped closer to Gordon, placing my hand on his chest. His skin was warm and I could feel his heart, steady now, under my palm.
“I don’t belong to anyone,” I said softly. “But I give myself on purpose.”
I watched him nod as if that answer had been enough.
The rest of the morning passed in quiet rituals. I showered alone, letting the hot water run over my skin, rinsing away the sweat and the trace of his release, but not all of it. I didn’t scrub. I didn’t erase. When I stepped out, I toweled off slowly and carefully reapplied my makeup, keeping the palette soft, nothing too bold, the shimmer and shape that Gerald liked to see in photos.
I dressed with care, pulling on a white sleeveless blouse, thin enough to show the faint outline of the lace bra underneath, and a pale grey pencil skirt that hugged my hips. No stockings. The island was too warm for that, and I liked the bare brush of fabric against my thighs. I kept my heels low and my jewelry simple.
When I stepped into the main room, Gordon had dressed too. He wore a light linen shirt, sleeves rolled, and tan slacks, his expression unreadable as he reviewed the day’s agenda on the terrace.
I didn’t interrupt. I gathered the folder and tablet I’d brought and slipped them into my bag. The professional rhythm between us settled in like muscle memory, our roles slipping back on like tailored clothes.
But something had changed. When he looked at me now, it lingered. Not possessive, not claiming, but just aware, or reminded, like the line between personal and professional had been erased, not by force, but by repetition.
“I’ve arranged a car to take us to the site after the meeting,” he said.
“Noted.” I tapped it into the calendar.
“And the dinner with investors, ”
“Got that. Moved to seven. Confirmed.”
He nodded once, approvingly. His hand brushed lightly against the small of my back as I moved past him, and it wasn’t the touch that made me pause, it was the fact that I didn’t flinch or shy from it. I welcomed it, let it stay there for a beat longer.
We left together, walking side by side through the villa and out into the bright coastal air apart now. A driver held the door open. Gordon let me get in first, as always.
Inside the car, I felt the buzz of my phone in my bag. I waited until we were on the road before I checked it, tilting the screen slightly away from him.
Gerald: Did you sleep well?
I smiled faintly.
Very well. Twice. He stayed in me the second time.
There was a pause, and then:
I’m proud of you.
And like that, I felt my breath catch again, my thighs press together.
We spent most of the day in meetings, cool, glass-walled boardrooms with views of the ocean, crisp voices discussing margins and expansions, projected growth and logistics. I took notes on my tablet, answered questions smoothly when addressed, filled glasses with water and clarified schedule changes. I wore a different face during those hours, poised, focused, polished. The kind of assistant who gave nothing away.
Gordon didn’t touch me once, neither a glance too long, nor a hand on my shoulder. And still, every time I leaned to speak into his ear, every time I placed a page in front of him or passed behind his chair, I felt the hum between us. I felt it in the way he held his pen, in the way his knee brushed mine under the table. He didn’t need to act on it. The memory of the night was warm between my legs.
At lunch, we sat side by side on the terrace of a private restaurant overlooking the beach. Our conversation stayed technical, personnel issues, expansion timelines, a new digital initiative that would require a second trip later in the season.
“We may need you back down here in July,” Gordon said, his fork pausing mid-air.
I nodded, then sipped my water. “Gerald would understand.”
His mouth twitched slightly. “Would he?”
I looked at him and smirked.
The rest of the afternoon passed without incident, but the anticipation began to build once we were back at the villa. I could feel it in the quiet way Gordon loosened his collar but didn’t shower, didn’t change. In the way his gaze lingered on me when I set my bag down and peeled off my heels, stretching my toes against the cool tile.
Dinner was in two hours. We had time.
I crossed the room slowly and stood in front of him. My blouse was buttoned, my skirt smoothed into place, but he looked at me like I was undressed.
“Would you like me again?” I asked. “Before dinner? Because I would like that,” I said.
His gaze flicked up, dark and calm. “I know you would.”
I stepped closer and placed my hands on his shoulders, then lowered myself onto his lap, straddling him in big the armchair, skirt rising high up my thighs, heat blooming between us. His hands found my hips instantly, holding me there.
“I want you to make me messy,” I whispered. “So I have to clean myself up before dinner. So I feel you leak out of my while I talk to them.”
He didn’t answer. He reached down, tugged my panties aside, and pressed his fingers into me with the kind of slow, quiet control that made my breath catch in my throat and my thighs grip tighter around his hips.
I pressed down against his hand, my arms braced on his shoulders, skirt bunched around my hips. His fingers moved with practiced ease now, two of them inside me, curling upward, finding that spot that always made my eyes close. I tilted my head back, breath trembling, the collar of my blouse catching lightly at my throat as I arched into the rhythm he built beneath me.
His fingers worked me open, his other hand gripping my thigh to hold me steady. I could feel myself getting wetter with every movement, the dewy heat gathering between us, soaking into his palm. It was obscene, how easily I took him, how quickly my body responded to his touch. But that was what Gerald wanted. That was what I wanted. To be Gordon’s mistress.
I pulled his hand away with a sharp breath and reached between us, unzipping his pants with one hand while the other pulled my panties to the side. I lifted enough to free him, then sank down slowly, one inch at a time, taking all of him into me.
We both exhaled at once. It was different like this, upright, close, faces only inches apart. I could feel everything, from the stretch of him inside me to the subtle jut of his jaw as he clenched it, holding back. I rocked my hips slowly, using the chair’s arms for leverage, my movements shallow at first, letting the fullness build into something unbearable.
He reached up and undid the top two buttons of my blouse, then the third, fingers slipping inside to cup one breast, thumb brushing over my nipple through the white lace bra. I gasped and leaned into his touch, riding him slower now, but deeper.
“I want to leave a mark,” he said, voice gravel-thick.
“Then do it.”
His mouth came to my throat, kissing, then biting, not hard enough to bruise, but enough to make me whimper and clench around him. I moved faster now, lifting and sinking in rhythm, the wet sounds between us growing louder, filling the space. My thighs burned. My breath was coming in broken pulls. His hands gripped my hips harder, urging me down, deeper.
The mid-day ocean breeze rustled the linen curtains, the wash of the waves ripped up the beach, the palms rustled, and I clenched and released him, my pussy like a fist.
“I’m going to come in you again,” he said against my ear, his voice shaky.
I nodded, couldn’t speak, couldn’t stop. My CEO was going to fill me.
And then it hit. I came with a low cry, shaking, my body locking around him as the orgasm rolled through me like a wave crashing hard and insistently. He followed a second later, thrusting up into me with a low grunt, pulsing deep inside me until I felt full again, flooded and claimed.
I imagine it wasn’t just that I was an underling’s pretty wife. It probably also had to do with him being 50 something, me 26.
When I finally stood, my thighs trembled. His cum slipped down the inside of my leg, warm and slow. I caught it with my fingers and wiped it across the edge of my panties before pulling them back into place.
Dinner was in forty-five minutes. I smoothed my skirt down over my hips and turned toward the bathroom, my legs shaking with every step. The air in the villa felt heavier, humid with sex and sweat and something else, ownership, maybe, though no one had claimed anything out loud.
Gordon hadn’t stood. He stayed in the chair, pants open, shirt rumpled, watching me walk away with that same quiet certainty he always wore after he’d emptied himself in me. I was learning from him.
In the bathroom, I peeled my panties down and stepped out of them. A streak of him marked the gusset, soaked through, and more ran slowly down the back of my thigh. I pressed a warm cloth between my legs, not to erase the evidence, but to tidy it. I left some of it there on purpose. I liked the way it felt when I walked, the wetness clinging faintly between my thighs, the memory of being filled twice in one day.
I freshened my makeup, touched up the corners of my eyes, reapplied a neutral lip color. I left the top three buttons of my blouse undone now, the lace edge of my bra visible when I moved. Not enough to be vulgar but enough to be noticed. Gordon had a bit in him of what Gerald had, too, a pleasure taken in his girl being lusted after by other men.
My skirt sat high and snug on my waist and I pressed the fabric smooth across my hips before slipping into a fresh pair of heels.
When I came out, Gordon had dressed by then as well. His collar was stiff again, cuffs buttoned, belt straight. There was no trace of what we’d done, except in the way he looked at me. Slower. Hungrier. I keep my men hungry, don’t I.
“I’m ready,” I said, picking up my clutch.
He glanced down at my legs, then back up to my face. “You’re glowing.”
“I know.”
We walked out together, the low evening sun casting long shadows across the path. At the restaurant, we were seated at a private table near the back. A curved booth, plush and tucked into the corner. Two investors joined us, both middle-aged, both polite, and a little too deferential to Gordon.
He did the talking and I chimed in when called on, correcting a figure, referencing a report, sliding a packet across the table with clean fingernails and steady hands.
But underneath it all, I could feel the change. I crossed my legs a little slower when I recrossed them. I leaned in closer than necessary when I whispered a clarification in Gordon’s ear. And when the waiter brought wine, I let my hand brush his forearm as I reached for my glass.
He didn’t react. But I saw the way his posture changed. He knew I was wet from him all over, which is exactly what a man like him needs to know when he’s doing important business.
The dinner stretched into two long courses and a dessert, small talk drifting between business projections and vacation homes. I answered questions when addressed, smiled enough, kept my posture relaxed. But under the table, Gordon’s hand rested casually on the seat beside me, close enough that if I slid my thigh an inch to the right, I’d be touching him again. I didn’t do it.
Instead, I let the tension build in the silence between gestures, the way my ankle brushed his when I uncrossed my legs, the way I leaned forward enough to give him a fuller view of the lace edge beneath my blouse, the way I glanced sideways when he spoke, as if I could see through the tailored restraint of his words.
By the time the check arrived, the air between us was thick with the memory of what we’d done, and what we both knew we’d do again.
We said our goodnights at the car, shook hands, made promises of follow-up. Gordon’s hand on the small of my back lingered a second too long, and though no one noticed I certainly did. My skin warmed under it. A CEO should not touch his executive assistant in public. I would have to punish him for that.
When the door closed behind us and the car eased away from the restaurant, I let my body relax into the seat. The wine glowed faintly in my chest, made a pleasant hum. Gordon sat beside me, jacket off, tie loosened, the top two buttons of his shirt undone. He stared straight ahead, one hand resting on his thigh, the other propped near the window.
“Have you ever not been perfectly composed after a meeting?” I asked, letting the corner of my mouth curl as I turned toward him.
He didn’t look at me. “Is that a complaint?”
“No. Just an observation.”
I dragged a fingernail lightly along the inside of his wrist, above where his hand rested. His fingers twitched, but he didn’t pull away.
“You didn’t even glance at me through dessert,” I said.
“You were doing plenty of glancing for both of us.”
I laughed under my breath. “You’re very good at pretending you don’t think about what’s under my skirt.”
His jaw tensed slightly. looking out the window. But his hand had moved, just slightly away from his thigh, resting now in the space between us, open.
“You keep everything so tight,” I said. “Even when you’re inside me. It’s like you’re holding some part of yourself back.”
That got his eyes on me. “You think so?” he said.
I nodded, eyes narrowing, voice softening. “I think you let go enough to finish. But you never really let go with me.”
He turned his body toward mine now, one arm resting along the back of the seat. “You have a husband. You’re not mine to let go with.”
I leaned in closer, my fingers tracing lightly up his thigh, brushing the seam of his pants.
“You’re inside me more than he is these days.”
His breath caught and his eyes dropped to my mouth. I sat up straighter, reaching behind to pull the hair tie free, letting my hair fall loose around my shoulders.
“I think,” I said, “that you’re dying to lose control.”
Before he could answer, I slid off the seat and knelt on the floor between his legs.
The car was dark, cool, humming gently as it moved along the coastal road. There was no divider, no privacy, just the quiet click of tires on pavement and the low hush of passing trees.
I reached for his belt and began to undo it slowly, fingers steady, eyes on his. His legs parted slightly. My hand brushed over him, already hardening.
I smiled. “I haven’t even started.”
I eased the zipper down with two fingers, slow and smooth, the teeth opening one by one like they were giving up something secret. My other hand slid up the inside of his thigh, over the fabric, until I felt the full length of him beneath it. He was hard. He wasn’t as composed in public as he liked to pretend.
His breath had changed, went quiet, measured, but I could hear the change. I looked up as I reached into his pants, easing him free. His cock sprang up against my hand, hot, thick, not waiting for anything anymore. I held it gently, letting my fingers close around the base.
Gordon’s eyes were locked on mine now. His hand had moved to the edge of the seat, gripping the leather. His knuckles were tight.
“You’re still holding back,” I whispered.
Then I lowered my head and touched the tip of him with my tongue, a slow lick across the ridge, followed by a kiss. He twitched in my hand.
I let my lips part and took him in slowly, inch by inch, never looking away. I wanted him to feel every second of it. My mouth was soft, warm, wet, and I let him slide deeper in until I could taste the weight of him against the back of my tongue. I stayed there, holding him in my mouth, not moving.
Then I pulled back slowly, letting my lips drag over every inch of him before starting again.
I found a rhythm, gentle and deliberate, with pauses at the bottom to swallow, to breathe, to taste. I wasn’t performing, I was savoring.
He stayed quiet, but his hips began to move. It was barely perceptible at first, just enough to let me know he wanted more. My hands moved to his thighs, holding him still.
“No,” I murmured around him. “You don’t get to move yet.”
His breath snagged and I took him deep once more, wet and slow, letting my saliva coat him as I dragged my mouth up and down in long, patient strokes. I loved how heavy he felt, how hot. I loved knowing that every part of him was focused on the feeling of my mouth.
I could feel myself getting wetter from doing it.
After a minute, I let him slip from my lips and sat back on my heels, stroking him slowly with one hand. His cock glistened in the low light, thick and flushed. I looked up at him and smiled.
“Still want to play the gentleman?”
His jaw was tight now. “Get on my lap.”
I paused, pretending to consider it. Then I stood, hiked my skirt up to my hips, and straddled him slowly, one knee on each side of the seat.
I settled onto his thighs, my knees pressed into the leather on either side of his legs, the back hem of my skirt bunched behind me. My panties were on, damp, delicate, sheer, but I knew the exact heat pressed against him now, even through the fabric. I ground into his lap once, lightly, letting my hips rotate enough to drag the oiled center of me along the length of his cock.
His hands went to my waist, firm now, possessive.
But I leaned in and whispered, “You’re still holding back.”
I kissed the corner of his mouth, soft, lingering, then moved higher, rubbing myself along him through the thin layers that separated us. I reached between us, tugged my panties to the side, and let the fabric snap against my thigh. Then I guided him back to where he’d been, thick and waiting in my hand.
I looked down at him. “You want to feel it before you’re inside me?”
He didn’t answer.
So I pressed his cock between my folds and began to rock against it, slow, controlled strokes that let my glazed arousal coat him. I slid my lips over his length, rubbing the tip against my clit with each pass, letting him feel the heat and wet of me without the final give.
His hands gripped my hips harder. His jaw flexed. His eyes never left mine.
I moved like that for a long time, teasing, grinding, letting him feel every inch of what he couldn’t quite have yet.
“You don’t get to be quiet now,” I whispered, breath faltering. “You’re not in a boardroom.”
His hands slid up my sides, then back down. He adjusted his hips and thrust up slightly, trying to push in. I held firm, grinding down harder against the head of his cock, not letting it enter, pressing, dragging, wet.
“God, Claire,” he said under his breath. It was almost a growl.
I smiled. “I want you to lose it,” I said. “I want to make you forget who you are.”
I leaned in, pressing my body full against his, my breasts crushed to his chest, my mouth at his ear. I reached down between us and guided him to my opening.
And then I stopped. “Beg me.”
He exhaled, forehead against my collarbone. His cock throbbed against me.
His voice was quiet. “Please.”
I sank down in one slow, deliberate motion, taking all of him at once.
He gasped loud, a sound I’d never heard from him before.
I held myself still, my hips flush against his thighs, completely full with him. His cock pulsed deep inside me. His hands trembled at my waist.
And finally, I felt it. He wasn’t holding back anymore.
I stayed fully seated on him, hips grounded, my breath catching at the stretch and heat of being filled so suddenly, so completely. He throbbed deep inside me, and for a moment, neither of us moved. His hands were tight on my waist, his chest rising against mine in sharp, shallow pulls.
“Don’t move yet,” I said, my mouth brushing his ear. “Just feel it.”
He groaned softly and let his head fall back against the seat. I kept my hands braced on his chest, my thighs tightening around him, holding him inside me like a secret. The car rolled on smoothly, silent except for the faint hum of the engine and the barely audible sounds of our breath, our bodies.
Then I began to move. Tiny motions, not thrusting, but circling enough to make him twitch and swear under his breath. I rolled my hips in slow figure-eights, feeling every inch of him grind along the walls inside me, the pressure building with each pass.
“You’ve never felt me like this,” I whispered, dragging my lips along the line of his jaw. “Not when I’m on top.”
His hands slid up my back, one gripping the base of my neck, the other clutching my ass through the bunched fabric of my skirt. He thrust up, hard, desperate.
I pulled back immediately and pressed both palms flat against his chest.
“No.”
His eyes flashed open, wild now. “Claire.”
“You don’t get to come,” I said softly. “Not here.”
He cursed under his breath, hips bucking again, but I held him down with my weight and tightened my legs.
“You can fuck me slow. You can feel how close I am. But you don’t get to finish.”
I began to move again, riding him slow and wet and deep, lifting up enough to feel the full slide of him, then pressing down until I was filled again.
I kissed his neck, bit his shoulder, let my moans break against his skin while his hands clawed at my back like he couldn’t stand it anymore.
I clenched around him. He cursed again.
“I’m going to . . . ” he hissed.
I stopped right there. I lifted off him in one smooth motion, pulled my panties back into place, and sat beside him, fixing my blouse, smoothing my skirt back down, lips swollen, cheeks flushed.
He was panting hard, red-faced, fully erect, his cock wet with everything I’d left on him.
“You’re going to what?” I asked calmly, glancing sideways with a smirk.
His hand slammed against the seat. “Claire!”
“You’ll wait,” I said. “You’ll come when I let you and not before.”
He was catching his breath when the villa driveway came into view. The car eased to a stop beneath the villa’s portico, the headlights casting long shadows across the tiled entryway.
Gordon sat beside me, breathing hard. His cock glistened where I’d left it, wet, pulsing, aching, and his hands remained clenched into fists against the seat.
I tugged my skirt down slowly, adjusting it over my thighs, then turned toward him with a smile that I didn’t even try to soften.
“You’ll get your release,” I said. “But not out here. Not in a car.”
His jaw flexed. “You’re torturing me.”
I leaned in and kissed him, soft and lingering. “I’m preparing you.”
Then I tucked him away, slowly, deliberately, sliding him back into his pants with a last stroke that made his hips jerk. I zipped him up, fastened his belt, and smoothed the front of his shirt. Like dressing a doll. Like resetting the scene before we walked through the villa door.
But his eyes stayed locked on mine, sharp, unreadable.
The driver opened my door and I stepped out into the night, the humid air curling around my skin as if even the atmosphere knew what we’d left unresolved.
He followed, slower, adjusting his jacket, flushed. The driver nodded a polite goodnight.
I didn’t look back until we were inside the villa, the door closing behind us, the quiet swallowing everything.
When we got inside, I kicked off my heels and walked straight into the bedroom, not bothering to turn on the light.
I peeled off the blouse and dropped it on the chair. Then the skirt. I stood there in the lace bra and nothing else, waiting for him.
He came in behind me a moment later. The door clicked shut. He didn’t say a word.
I turned slowly and let him look.
He stepped closer, hands going to my hips, then slid one between my legs. I was soaked, again, still, and his fingers found it easily.
“Did you think about it at dinner?” he asked.
I nodded, breath catching.
“Did you think about how I’d filled you up before you even sat down?”
“Yes.”
He dropped to his knees in front of me, his hands trailing down my thighs. He pulled me forward by the backs of my legs, pressing his mouth to the tender skin inside one, then the other. Then he leaned in further, spreading me with both hands, tongue parting me.
I gasped and gripped his shoulders, the wet heat of him immediate, insistent.
This wasn’t slow now. This was need. He devoured me like he hadn’t had me twice already. Like he was starving.
I rocked forward onto the balls of my feet, holding onto his shoulders for balance as his tongue worked in slow, devastating circles. His grip was firm, hands on my hips, holding me open, keeping me where he wanted me. The rug beneath my feet was soft, but my knees threatened to give out with every pass of his mouth over the most sensitive part of me.
I was pulsing already, everything shiny and responsive, the taste of dinner and wine and long restraint breaking apart under the heat of his mouth.
He sucked gently, then harder, then gentler again, alternating until I couldn’t think. My breath came in short, shaky bursts. I pressed one hand into his hair, not to guide him, he didn’t need that, but to feel connected, to know he was real, that this was happening again.
I could feel how aroused I was. How tender. My thighs trembled with every flick of his tongue, every slow push of it lower, then back up. He didn’t hurry. He knew exactly what he was doing, the same way he knew how to speak in a room full of executives, measured, calm, and purposeful.
I came standing there, quietly, a sharp jolt through my belly, then a long slow unraveling that made my shoulders sag and my hand tighten in his hair.
It only then dawned on me how often and how hard I had been orgasming with this man. Was that something to tell Gerald, I wondered.
Gordon didn’t stop. Even after I whispered his name, even after I tried to pull back, he kept going, licking, teasing, until I had to pull him up, my legs weak, my body spent.
He stood, his mouth wet, eyes dark. I kissed him immediately, tasting myself on his lips, moaning into the heat of it. My arms wrapped around his neck, and I pulled him toward the bed with me.
We collapsed together onto the sheets, and I rolled onto my back, legs parted, chest rising and falling. He undressed quickly this time, stripping his shirt over his head and pushing his pants down without ceremony. I reached for him, pulling him down between my thighs, and he entered me with one long, hard stroke that made me cry out.
He was rougher this time. in control, and not gentle. I welcomed it.
His hands gripped my thighs as he pushed into me over and over, the slap of our bodies sharp against the mattress, the sleek sound of it obscene. My breasts bounced with every thrust. I dug my heels into the bed and met his rhythm, faster now, my body wet with heat, my skin tingling from every place he touched.
I wrapped my legs around his waist and let him use me.
When he came, groaning low against my neck, I felt him spill deep into me one last time. This one stayed inside me longer than the others.
We lay tangled in the sheets, our bodies cooling slowly in the heavy island air. Neither of us moved. The room was dark now, the faint orange glow of a distant terrace light slipping through the slats of the shutters. Gordon’s hand rested on my hip.
I could feel him softening inside me, the weight of his release thick and unmistakable, warm as it settled deep. My thighs were sticky, my inner muscles sore in that sweet, quiet way I’d come to crave. Three times in a day. I wasn’t sure I could stand yet. I wasn’t even sure I wanted to.
I rolled onto my side to face him. His eyes were closed, but he wasn’t asleep. I could tell by the way his thumb moved absently across my skin. I reached behind me for my phone and unlocked it without turning away from him. A new message waited from Gerald.
Still awake. thinking about you. Want to know what happened after dinner.
I didn’t reply right away. I stared at the screen, heart beating slow and deep, and then rolled onto my back, pulling the sheet to below my breasts. I took a photo, the soft lighting, my flushed skin, the faint marks along my thighs, one of Gordon’s hands loosely resting across my belly, his fingers splayed like he owned the space between my hips. Gordon’s cum was obvious down the sides of my thighs.
I sent it.
A minute passed. Then another. Then: You let him take everything.
I ran my fingers lightly between my legs and brought them to my lips, tasting the mix of us.
I wanted him to, I wrote. And I knew you’d want to hear about it.
The typing bubble flickered on: Next time, ask him to come in you while you tell him your husband wants it. Look him in the eyes when you say it.
I felt a ripple of heat move through me, sharper than before.
Gordon slid beside me, his hand sliding lower, his breath changing.
“I take it he liked the update?” he said.
I turned my face to his, smiling slightly in the dark. “He always does.”
I pressed my mouth to his shoulder, then whispered against his skin. “And I think he’s planning for the next trip.”
Gordon’s hand moved between my legs again, slow and easy, sliding through everything he’d left inside me. I gasped and arched toward him.
He didn’t say anything. He kept touching me, slow circles at first, then a deeper slide through the satiny mess between my thighs. My breath caught as he dipped into me again, finding the entrance he knew so well, easing two fingers inside, spreading them to feel how open I was.
My body welcomed the pressure. I was sore, but not enough to stop him. If anything, the tenderness made it more intense, every motion laced with that warm ache of being used and wanted.
He moved, rolling over me, his chest brushing mine, and kissed the edge of my jaw. The fingers inside me moved steadily, curling, dragging. I moaned softly against his mouth, my legs falling open as if the last few hours hadn’t happened at all. As if I was starting from zero, not filled and stretched and emptied.
“I want more,” he murmured.
I opened my eyes and looked up at him. “Then take more.”
He kissed me deeper now, and pulled his fingers free. I thought he would roll me onto my back. But instead, his hand moved lower, sliding between my cheeks, wet with everything we’d made together. I felt him pause there, lightly, the tip of his finger pressing gently at the tight ring he hadn’t touched yet.
I stiffened, slightly. Not in resistance but in surprise.
He waited. I didn’t move away. He leaned in close to my ear. “Let me.”
I swallowed, pulse racing. “We haven’t done that before,” I whispered.
“No.”
“I mean me and my husband.” And then, softer: “But I want to.” I added, nodding once, “Go slow.”
His hand stayed between my legs, spreading the wetness up and back with careful, patient strokes. His fingers coated me there, easing over the tight entrance, until I softened under the pressure. Then one finger began to push inward, slow and careful. I clenched, then released. He kissed my neck, murmured quiet things I couldn’t make out. But my body opened for him.
It wasn’t fast. It wasn’t rough. He took his time. First one finger, then two, working me open while my face buried into the pillow and my hips lifted slowly into his hand. My breath grew short, broken, but I didn’t stop him. I didn’t want to.
Then I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing between my cheeks, greased and hard and steady.
“Tell me if it’s too much,” he said.
“It won’t be,” I breathed.
He pushed forward. The pressure was sudden and real, no longer gentle. My breath caught in my throat as his cock pushed past the resistance, inch by inch. My body clenched down in instinct, but I didn’t stop him.
He paused, letting me breathe, letting me adjust, and I gritted my teeth through the tight, stretching pain that burned low and deep through my hips.
I gasped, forehead against the pillow, every muscle pulled tight as a wire. “Don’t move yet,” I whispered.
He didn’t. His hands rested flat on my lower back, warm and steady, anchoring me. I felt the fullness of him buried partway inside, thick and overwhelming, the pain sharp. It was too much and not enough. My body didn’t know how to hold him, but it was trying, trembling, writhing, slowly giving up its shape to let him in.
Then I exhaled. “Okay,” I said, voice shaking.
He began to move again, slightly, the smallest move forward. I let out a sharp cry and arched back against him. He stopped again, but my hand reached behind me and found his hip, held it there.
“Keep going,” I managed. “Don’t stop now.”
He pressed deeper. The pain sparked again, burning, intimate, unbearable, and then broke open into something else. My thighs were shaking now, my spine arching involuntarily as he seated himself fully inside. The stretch, the pressure, the shock of it was too much for language. All I could do was move, helpless and hungry, grinding into him with every inch of space my body allowed.
I could hear myself moaning, long, open sounds I’d never made before.
He groaned above me, low and rough, and began to thrust slowly, pulling back an inch and easing forward again. Every movement lit my nerves on fire. I buried my face into the sheets, writhing beneath him, hips rolling as if possessed, trying to escape the pain and chase the pleasure at the same time.
It was unbearable.
He reached under me and found my clit with his fingers, wet from earlier, and began to circle it as he fucked me in the ass deeper. The sensation cracked something open inside me, pain and pleasure crashing together in a way that made me tremble violently beneath him, my legs splayed wide, body completely open, completely taken.
I felt him push all the way in again, slower this time, and the moan that broke from my mouth was low and guttural.
My body didn’t accept it. It craved it. The intimacy of it was overwhelming.
He leaned down over my back moving inside me and kissed the side of my neck.
“You feel unreal,” he said against my skin.
I couldn’t answer. I was shaking too hard, lost in it, lost in the wave that was building again.
And when I came this time, my first time like this, it was silent and total, a full-body seizure of sensation that left me limp under him, gasping, open, and ruined.
I didn’t move for a long time. Gordon had slipped free of me slowly, kissing my back once before rolling away and settling onto his side. He didn’t ask how I was. He knew.
My body was twitching in the aftermath, my thighs damp and trembling, the heat of him now deep in a place I’d never allowed anyone before. My muscles ached from the effort of taking him, and I could feel the tender fullness that hadn’t yet faded.
The sheets beneath me were damp. My knees burned from how hard I’d gripped the mattress. My breath came shallow and slow.
I reached for my phone. The room was dark, the faint sound of Gordon’s breathing steady behind me, slipping toward sleep. I turned my body carefully, sore and open and wet, and sat up slowly against the headboard. I didn’t bother with the sheet. I sat bare, legs parted, every inch of me flushed from what he’d done this time. My hand trembled slightly as I unlocked the screen and tapped Gerald’s name.
He answered immediately.
“Claire?”
My voice was hoarse, quiet. “It happened.”
I could hear his breath catch. “He took me. From behind. All the way.”
There was silence on the line, stunned, thick silence. “He wanted more. After everything tonight, he wanted more.”
I let my hand slide over my belly, down between my thighs. I wasn’t touching to tease but to feel it, the ruin of it.
“He asked me,” I said. “And I told him yes.”
“Jesus, Claire.”
“I was so tight, Gerald. I didn’t think I could take it. He made me take it anyway. Slowly. All of him. It hurt at first. I had to breathe through it.”
I paused. My fingers dipped between the cheeks of my ass, finding the soreness there, the wetness left behind.
“And then it didn’t hurt anymore,” I whispered. “Then it was just consuming.”
I could hear him on the other end, his breath quick, then sharp, then uneven again.
“You let him . . . ” he stopped.
“I let him do everything. My body was moving without me. I was writhing under him, begging him not to stop. It was so deep, Gerald. I’ve never felt anything like it. I came while he was inside. Not vaginal. Not from my clit. I came from him fucking me there.”
He groaned, raw, broken. “Claire…”
“I let him fill me,” I whispered. “And it’s still there. I’m sitting in bed with his cum dripping down my thighs from a place I’ve never let anyone touch before. I’m gaping for him.”
“Oh my god.”
“I did it for you,” I said. “So I could tell you what it feels like. So you’d know exactly what he took from your wife.”
There was no reply for a long moment. Then his voice, spent and reverent: “You’re perfect.”
I smiled to myself in the dark, the soreness pulsing between my legs. “I know.”
I stayed awake longer. After the call, I lay back slowly, easing my body beneath the sheet, every inch of me tender and used.
Gordon didn’t stir. He slept deeply, one arm thrown across the other pillow, his chest rising in steady rhythm, unconcerned. He didn’t ask about Gerald this time.
I turned onto my side, wincing slightly from the ache low in my hips. The room was warm. My skin smelled like sex and sweat and faint traces of chlorine from the pool earlier. The night outside was still, the breeze rustling the palms beyond the shutters, and somewhere in the distance, waves dragged themselves over sand.
I thought of the next flight. Of another trip, another set of meetings. Gordon had said something in passing about a long weekend in Miami, another expansion meeting, a different hotel. No decisions made, an open calendar and an assumption.
Gerald would say yes. I’d packed the lingerie he hadn’t seen yet.
I closed my eyes and breathed through the soreness, smiling faintly as the slow pulse of arousal began again, distant, tired, but alive. I wasn’t done. Not with Gordon. Not with Gerald. Not with this version of myself I was only beginning to understand.
Gerald was asleep beside me, one arm loose across the pillow, his face turned toward the wall. I lay on my back, the sheets pulled low around my hips, the room dim with the last of the streetlight filtering in through the blinds, not moonlight, traffic noise outside now, not waves. My skin carried the scent of his mouth, his cum, and the faint, familiar scent of our laundry detergent.
We’d barely spoken when I got home, a long kiss at the door, his hands sliding down my back, and then silence. He had seen the photos. Heard my voice crack over the line. He didn’t need more.
He watched me undress, every piece removed slowly while he sat on the edge of the bed, eyes following every inch I uncovered. I let him look. I wanted him to. I wanted him to see the marks on my thighs, the bruise on my hip, the way I walked a little carefully. I wanted him to see what he’d allowed. What he’d orchestrated.
I lay awake now, hours later, the ache in my body no longer sharp, a slow echo. Not everything was healed yet. I wasn’t sure I wanted it to be.
The trip had changed something. Not in me, but between us. It wasn’t playacting or fantasy. Gerald hadn’t given his me approval, he had fed me, shaped me, built me into something new. And I had stepped into the space he made for me so fully that I didn’t know where the line was anymore.
Maybe there wasn’t one.
The room was warm. My legs were bare beneath the sheet, and I moved them gently, remembering the way Gordon had stretched me open the first time. Then the second. Then finally, that last act, so deliberate, so slow, so complete, that it felt less like sex and more like a reckoning.
I had told my husband about it in detail. And he had listened to every word. Beside me, Gerald now stirred slightly in his sleep, his hand brushing my arm. He wouldn’t ask me to stop. I knew that now. He might not always say it out loud, but the look in his eyes when I tell him everything is unmistakable. He’s addicted to it. To me fucking another man. To what I’ve become under his quiet direction.
I lay there and stared at the ceiling, feeling all of it inside me, what I’d taken, what I’d given, what I was still holding back.
I knew it wouldn’t be the last time with Gordon. I wasn’t playing the role anymore. I was becoming anymore.
I was now fully and completely a traditional wife hotwife.
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