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The invitation came quietly, slipped into my calendar by Gordon’s assistant with no subject line and no explanation. Just a meeting block, three days in Napa, the name of a boutique resort I didn’t recognize, and a pick-up time. Gerald saw it before I mentioned it. He only looked at me once, across the breakfast table, his expression unreadable as he took a sip of his coffee.
“Wine country,” he said, not a question.
I nodded. “New investors. Gordon wants a smaller setting. More . . . “ I paused. “Intimate.” I grinned looking down in my coffee.
He didn’t speak again, but I felt the weight of what he wasn’t saying as clearly as if he had. I closed my laptop.
“There’ll be a guest cottage,” I said. “Detached from the main building. Just one bed,” I added almost under my breath.
I’ll admit I was trying to tease him.
He reached across the table and slid his hand up my wrist, thumb brushing the edge of the small scar there, the one I always forgot I had. “Take the white dress,” he said. “The one that buttons all the way down the front.”
I packed light for two days. Simple dresses, soft heels, my favorite lipstick. Gerald tucked our new lingerie into the side pocket of my bag himself without saying anything, but I saw the look in his eyes when he did. This husband of mine wanted me to be worn out by the time I got back home. Not used up entirely, he still wanted some of me for himself too, but used enough that he’d know his wife had been handled like something valuable.
Gordon met me at the airport on the other end in a black SUV, casual for once, his sleeves rolled, sunglasses resting low on his nose. He didn’t speak when I climbed in, just nodded once and returned his gaze to the road.
The drive was long and winding. Green hills rolled out in every direction, soft and full under the late afternoon sun. My thighs pressed together as the miles passed, every bend in the road pulling my skirt tighter across my lap.
The resort was quietly hidden among the vineyards, the kind of place you didn’t find unless someone brought you there. Gordon parked in front of a cottage with cream stone walls and deep green shutters. The main house was visible through the trees, but distant.
Inside, the air was cool and still, scented faintly with lavender and old wood. The bed was wide and low, with a white linen canopy and crisp sheets folded back at the corners. Gordon set down his bag without a word.
“You’ve been here before,” I said.
He nodded. “Twice. It’s very private.”
I walked to the window and looked out over the vineyard, rows of vines stretching into the distance, early summer leaves thick and vibrant. A small wooden table sat on the terrace, two chairs angled toward the sunset.
I turned back toward him. “And the investors?”
He smiled, slow and slight. “Tomorrow.”
My skin flushed. I didn’t ask what he expected tonight because I already knew.
I unpacked each item and placed it with care into the small chest of drawers beside the bed. The dresses on hangers, the lingerie folded and slid into the lowest drawer, hidden but not really.
He poured two glasses of wine and passed me one without comment. It was white, chilled, citrus on the front and something floral underneath. I took a sip, then another, and walked barefoot onto the terrace, the stone warm under my feet. The vineyards glowed in the low sun, all gold edges and shadows.
Gordon followed a minute later, leaned on the railing, his shirt now open at the collar.
“I told Gerald I wouldn’t text him tonight,” I said.
His gaze shifted toward me. “Why?”
“I think he likes to imagine what I’ll do when I’m not being watched.”
Gordon took a slow sip of his wine then turned back to the view. “You think he’s imagining now?”
I sat in one of the chairs angled toward the hills. The breeze lifted the hem of my skirt against my thighs. The fabric was light, thin enough to feel the shape of my body underneath. I crossed my legs then uncrossed them again, feeling the warmth between them begin to wake.
Gordon stayed by the railing. “You like being sent on these missions by him, don’t you.”
I met his eyes. “It depends what I’m sent for, of course.” I turned my eyes to him and chuckled with breath.
His mouth curled, not a full smile, but something darker, something knowing.
I finished my glass and set it down. “You never ask what he says to me after.”
“Should I?”
He stepped closer, lifted his hand to my face, ran the backs of his fingers along my cheek. “I do think about it.”
I turned my head and kissed the inside of his wrist.
“I didn’t come here to pretend to be your assistant,” I said softly. “And you didn’t fly me here for the meetings.”
He lowered his hand. “No.”
I wasn’t here for affection and nor was  here for romance. I was here because Gerald had made something of me that Gordon knew how to take.
Inside the room, I undressed. It was the white dress with the buttons, and I undid each one without rushing, watching Gordon watch me from the edge of the bed. Beneath it, I wore the ivory set Gerald had chosen for me: sheer lace with soft gold threading at the seams, cut high on the hips, the bra structured but delicate, with satin edging and a tiny clasp between the cups I could open with one hand. It wasn’t overtly sexual, but t was refined and precious. The kind of thing a wife wears for someone who values restraint almost more than release, whether it be her husband or otherwise.
Gordon leaned back on his hands, one foot flat on the floor, eyes tracking the way I moved.
I let the dress fall to the floor, stepped out of it slowly, then walked toward the mirror beside the dresser. Not for myself but for him. I turned just enough so he could see my back, the thin line of the bra strap, the barely-there triangle of lace across the base of my spine. The panties cut in, framing the soft round curve he’d taken so thoroughly last time.
“You’re different now,” he said.
I didn’t turn. “Because I know what I am.” I pulled the coiled strands of hair down beside my face. 
He stood and crossed the room and his hand found my lower back, the weight of it both familiar and heavy to me. He looked at us both in the mirror. “Say it.”
I held his gaze through the reflection. “I’m Gerald’s wife.” I let the words sit there. “And I’m your hotwife.” I couldn’t help jutting my jaw and grinning widely, it excited me so much.
His hand slid lower to trace the edge of the lace, fingertips brushing under it. “Do you know how few women can be both?”
“No I didn’t, until recently.”
His fingers found the clasp between my breasts and unhooked it. The bra loosened, falling open against my ribs. He pushed it off, baring me in the mirror. My nipples tightened immediately in the cool air under his gaze.
He didn’t rush to touch them. Instead, he lowered his head and kissed the back of my shoulder, just once, then moved behind me, his body close but not yet pressing. The restraint in him, it mirrored mine, and that was part of what made this work so well. We both circled the center before stepping into it, me with another man, that man with someone else’s wife.
I placed my hands on the dresser and arched my back, pushing back enough for the lace of my panties to stretch tighter between us. I felt his hand slip down between my thighs now, slow, steady, cupping me over the fabric. I was already wet, naturally.
His voice was low. “You’re ready, aren’t you?”
“How did you know?” I cooed. My throat felt dry.
He eased my panties down with both hands, letting them slide over my hips, then lower, baring everything I the mirror slowly. He didn’t ask me to turn around, he didn’t tell me to spread. He just waited while I bent at the waist, keeping my hands on the dresser, spreading my feet.
Outside, the last light was fading. And inside, I was opening.
His hands rested on the backs of my thighs, thumbs brushing lightly over the crease where my ass began. I stayed bent forward, hands braced on the edge of the dresser, the wood cool beneath my palms. The light from the window behind us was low now, dusk slipping into shadow, and I watched our reflection dim as he knelt behind me.
The first touch of his mouth was soft, not even a kiss, just the warmth of breath brushing across the leaking wetness between my legs. My body pulsed, instinctively, reflexively, as if Gerald were watching. And in a way, he was.
Gordon’s fingers parted me gently, and his tongue found me, slow and unhurried, moving with the same kind of poise he brought to meetings. Every motion felt measured and intentional. The firm strokes of his tongue began to map me, spreading me wider with each pass. My hips twitched. It’s what I wanted, and what my husband wanted too, for Gerald to take me apart like this, methodically, inch by inch. I moaned low and quietly, head tipped to the side, the curtain brushing against my shoulder.
This was the part Gerald loved hearing about the most, not the act, not the outcome, but the position, the control, the fact that I let another man kneel for me, eat me, savor me, while my wedding ring gleamed on my finger inches from the mirror.
I thought sometimes that Gerald didn’t just want me taken, that he wanted to witness the exact degree to which I gave myself. He wanted to know that I did it with grace, without shame, and with full awareness of who I was and who I belonged to.
And maybe that was what I loved, too. That it wasn’t surrender but rather service. A good wife is always in service to her husband, regardless of what they come to learn he would like her to do. If fulfilled me in my sense of good wifely duties to spread my legs for my husband’s boss.
Gordon’s hands gripped my thighs now, firmer. He flattened his tongue and licked me slowly from bottom to top, pressing against my clit just long enough to make my knees buckle slightly. Then again. I let out a sound more breath than voice. He flicked his tongue on me then circled, then dipped lower again, teasing my entrance with the tip of his tongue before pushing it inside.
The wet sounds were unmistakable now, indecent in the quiet of the room. I felt every one of them. I closed my eyes, forehead tipping forward to touch the cool edge of the mirror, my breath fogging a small circle in the glass. His tongue never stopped moving, steady, practiced, now focused on the center of me, sucking on me softly, then letting go, over and over.
I felt the heat begin to build behind my navel, low and rolling. I wasn’t already about to come, but I could feel the inevitability of it, the way it had been building ever since the car, since the calendar invite, since Gerald had said take the white dress.
I whispered Gordon’s name once and his hands spread me wider and his tongue pressed flat and deep against me.
I lifted my hips, I so wanted him inside.
He rose behind me, mouth wet from me, the heat of his breath still lingering on the backs of my thighs. His chest pressed against my back as he stood, one hand finding the center of my belly, the other sliding up between my breasts, palm flat. I felt the outline of his erection against the top of my ass, hot and insistent through his pants.
His hand at my chest slid higher, grazing the underside of my breast before settling around my throat, thumb brushing the edge of my jaw.
I closed my eyes and let my weight fall back into him. There was something about this moment, the in-between of being eaten and being entered, that always lit something deep inside me. Not just arousal, but a fullness, a sense of knowing exactly what I was made for in that moment.
His hand left my neck and moved to my hip. I heard the sound of his zipper coming down, the tug of fabric, the faint rustle of him pushing his pants lower, baring himself.
And then I felt it, the head of his cock, nudging between my legs from behind, already wet from me. He slid the tip up and down through my folds, gathering my wetness, coating himself in me. I was so open, so hot, so pulsing. So fulfilled as a woman, and as a wife.
I bit my lip and looked at us in the mirror, me, bent forward, skin flushed, thighs parted wide, him, standing tall behind me, naked now, chest heaving with lust, eyes locked on my ass as he pressed his cock slowly forward, letting me feel it drag across me. The tease was so slow I wanted to cry.
I thought about Gerald in that moment, thought about how much he loved the detail, how he’d want to hear how long Gordon stayed at the edge of me, how many passes he made before finally easing himself inside me. How I wasn’t rushed, wasn’t taken, how good a lover the other man was.
Gordon pressed in slightly now, just the head and I gasped, my hands gripping the dresser edge tighter. My breath caught, the stretch was so warm yet sharp with that first-entry tension. He pulled back, rubbed against me again.
“You’re torturing me,” I whispered.
He pushed forward again, slightly deeper this time.
I exhaled through it, my lips parting, my legs trembling, but I stayed bent for him. My reflection stared back at me: a woman letting herself be used again, not because she didn’t care, but because she cared too much. Cared to do it right for him, for me, and for Gerald.
He slid deeper into me. My body clenched around him involuntarily. My forehead touched the glass. “Don’t stop.”
He pushed in slow and thick, every second drawn out.
His hands gripped my hips as he kept moving forward, inch by inch. Each pulse of pressure sank him further into me and I could feel my resistance give way in waves, my body learning him again, remembering. I breathed through his stretch, let him fill me. The sound of him sliding in, wet and low, made my toes curl against the floor.
When he was finally all the way in me, we didn’t move. He stayed buried to his base, his hips pressed firm against the swell of my ass, his breath warming the back of my neck.
I think Gerald wanted that most of all, not the mechanics, not even the moment of climax, but this, the part where I let another man hold himself fully inside me and didn’t flinch, didn’t push back, didn’t pretend. I let him belong there. And by some marriage alchemy, that let Gerald believe I belonged more deeply to him. He gave me away.
Gordon slid his hand up my spine, fingers trailing his fingers along each vertebra like he was counting them. My back arched under his touch. Then he began to move a first long withdrawal, dragging against the walls of my body, then the slow return. I moaned, low and uncontrolled, as he slid back into me, the friction soft and devastating. My thighs trembled.
He did it again, pulled back, pushed in slightly faster now. He was working something up in me. His grip tightened on my waist. The sound of us was started to echo, the wet, quiet pulses that matched the quiet hitch of my breath.
I opened my mouth, but no words came out. In the mirror, I saw my breasts swaying gently with each of his strokes, my face flushed, my lips parted, my hair beginning to cling to the side of my neck. Gordon’s face was sharper, focused, jaw set, looking down at where we were joined.
He was fucking me good now, slowly and thoroughly. I could feel the weight of his cock in every corner inside me, each stroke setting off a deeper ache that spread through my pelvis like heat.
I tilted my hips back enough to make the angle hit sharper. His breath caught behind me. “You feel that baby?” I whispered.
He didn’t answer with words. His hands slid up, cupped my breasts from behind, thumbs grazing the peaks. I moaned again and pushed back into him, feeling the shift as his rhythm deepen, each stroke fuller, harder, more certain.
This wasn’t about being taken It was about being given, completely, while still holding all the strings.
He reached around my body, one hand sliding between my thighs, fingers slipping into the wet mess he’d made of me. His cock stayed deep inside me while he touched me there, circling slowly, spreading me wider around him with each stroke. His rhythm stayed patient, steady, each of his thrusts matched to the motion of his hand. My breath started to shake.
The pressure built in layers, soft at first, then sharper, like something tightening just out of reach. My thighs burned. My arms trembled from holding myself upright. I leaned into the mirror again, palms flat, forehead pressed to the cool glass.
“I wish he could see me,” I whispered. “Right now. Like this.”
“I think he does,” Gordon said behind my ear.
He pressed into me harder, the base of him snug against me, his full weight and full depth pinning me. My body stretched to keep him deep inside.
I thought of Gerald’s voice, how calm he sounded when I told him things no other husband would bear to hear, how his silence deepened after the words “he came in me,” how it didn’t break him, it pleased  him.
What was it, exactly, that turned him on the most about it? The mess left behind? The soreness in my walk? Or was it the moment when I told him something new, something further than before, and he realized how wrecked I had been?
Gordon’s fingers moved faster now, not rough, but relentless. My legs parted further. I was so open for him, so wet, so used.
The orgasm hit me suddenly, wide and deep, like my body folded around the sensation. I gasped and rocked back into him, arched deeply as a ballerina, grinding against him through the waves, chasing the last of it, still full, still pulsing.
Gordon held me by the hips and started to thrust into me again, deeper this time. I moaned something that didn’t sound like a word.
He grunted low, reached for my shoulders, and pulled me upright against his chest. I stayed impaled on him, thighs shaking, breath broken, my back arched into his chest, my breasts rising with each gasp.
I whispered, “Don’t pull out.”
His teeth grazed my neck. His grip on me tightened.
He pushed in one last time and held himself there, fully buried, and I felt it, his cock swelling, the twitch of him surrendering, the sudden deep warmth of him spilling inside me and I closed my eyes and smiled.
Because that was the part I loved most: when the man finished in me, and I held it, and knew it was mine to carry back to my husband.
The next morning passed in a blur of crisp schedules and stoic restraint. I dressed carefully, white blouse, silk-lined and faintly sheer in the light, a pale beige skirt that clung to my hips when I walked.
Gordon said nothing when I stepped out of his bathroom fully dressed, him 52, me 26, a cute thought. His eyes drifted down then returned to his coffee. But when I leaned across him to hand over the day’s agenda, his gaze caught on the slight sway of my breasts under the fabric, and I saw the muscle in his jaw twitch. Hi there baby, I thought.
By noon, I’d been paraded through two meetings, a vineyard walk, and one brief wine tasting hosted by a silver-haired man whose attention clung to me like humidity. He addressed Gordon, but his eyes kept sliding back to my mouth. Gordon never corrected it. Why would he? I wasn’t there to draw lines, I was there to blur them. I think Gordon liked every other man around him to be thrown off balance.
And I was soaking through my skirt. The heat between my legs had been constant all morning, low and pulsing, impossible to ignore. The soft brush of the silk lining when I sat, the way the wind swept my skirt forward just enough when I walked. I was aware of every inch of my sex: the wetness, the openness, the ache that hadn’t faded since last night.
It wasn’t him doing this to me, it was me. My own body had turned traitor to me. It wanted to be used again, tossed down, smothered and split.
By the time we returned to the cottage for a short break before the investor lunch, I was already shifting in my seat, legs pressed tight, breath shallow, heartbeat pounding in my throat.
Gordon loosened his collar, checked his watch. “We’ve got forty minutes.”
I nodded, my hand already brushing his thigh.
He looked at me, brow lifted. I climbed onto his lap. He exhaled a deep sound from his chest and his hands found my waist.
“I don’t think I can make it through lunch like this,” I said, grinding into him through his slacks. He could feel how wet I was, the front of his pants darkened instantly.
He kissed my neck. “Like what?” he played.
“Like I’ve been bred and sent out to be admired.”
He groaned.
“I know what they see,” I whispered. I reached down, unzipped him, pulled his cock free. He was already hard, of course.
“I need to ride you,” I groaned. “Right now. In this chair. Just for a minute. Just enough to make it through lunch without leaking down my thighs in front of all the men.”
I lifted my skirt and lowered myself onto him without another word. He slid in fast and I cried out high, almost strangled, because I was that ready, that open, that desperate. The stretch hit sharp and full and my knees trembled as I settled down onto his lap, the warm slide of him inside me erasing everything else. I braced one hand on the back of the chair, the other on his shoulder, breath shuddering as my body adjusted around the size of him.
“God, the way you fill me,” I murmured.
I stayed still, eyes shut, thighs quivering, every inch of me pulsing around him. I could feel my wetness coat him entirely, already dripping, already soaking the soft fabric of his shirt where my chest pressed against him. My skirt was bunched at my waist, my bare ass exposed, hips snug to his, no inch left untouched between us.
Gerald wanted this version of me, wet, urgent, possessed by need, by memory, by the knowledge that I had to be taken again to remain whole. My husband loved knowing another man made me pulse like this. He loved that I was sent out not to flirt or tease but to act, to yield, to be used properly and fully so I could bring the scent of it, of the power of it,  back into our bed.
I started to move on him in tiny, slow lifts enough to feel the friction, the way his cock dragged against the inside of me, rubbing the place I couldn’t reach alone. I clenched around him, slow pulses, coaxing him deeper. His hands tightened around me.
“You’re going to make me come like this,” he said, voice low, gravel under breath.
“No.” I kissed his jaw. “You’re going to hold it. You’re going to sit in this chair while I grind on you until my thighs are dripping and then I walk out there full of your cock but not your cum.”
He groaned, head falling back.
“I need to feel you,” I whispered. “But I need to walk into that lunch with the ache still in me. The mess, the scent, the edge, everything but your release.”
I rolled my hips in slow circles. Every time I ground forward, I pressed my clit against the base of him, gasping softly into his neck. I could hear how wet I was. It was obscene. “Okay baby?”
I could feel him throbbing inside me, trying not to come. I smiled into his skin.
“My husband would want them to smell you on me,” I whispered. “He wants me ruined and polite at the same time.”
I kept riding. I kept the movement low, slow,  and controlled. Not to tease him, though I knew I was, but because my own body demanded it. It was a rhythm drawn from inside me. The pressure built with every grind, every brush of him against the deepest point inside me. I stayed close to his chest, breathing hard, sweating now.
His hands stayed clenched on the arms of the chair like he knew if he touched me, he’d lose it. And I wanted to stay on the edge longer. I wanted to feel that throb low in my belly, that wet tightness that made my thighs shake, my head spin. I wanted to ride that pulse until my eyes blurred.
At home, I was a good wife. I folded towels, made dinner, came when called. Here I I was all hips and mouth and thighs. There was no script. No plan. Just a growing fire that told me I was alive and wanted, capable of bending a man to the point of breaking.
“Keep it there,” I said, barely able to speak, words broken over breath. “Don’t you dare come.”
He nodded without opening his eyes. I moved faster, enough to make him groan deep in his throat. My clit ground hard against him, catching on the press of his skin each time I circled forward. I bit my lip hard and saw white.
I slowed again, barely moving now, just the faintest grind. I reached between us and pressed two fingers against myself, rubbing hard and fast while he remained still.
“I’m going to come,” I whispered with a faint cry. “And you’re going to stay hard.”
He nodded, eyes wide now, jaw locked.
A hot flush, a clench, a gasp, and then nothing but out-of-mind trembling. I collapsed against him, heart racing, still full, still wet.
We got back at the villa by late afternoon. The meeting had run long, and Gordon had been sharp and cold through the last of it, but exhausted. He was professional, but distant. I’d felt the shift, his way of regaining control, or trying to. He didn’t touch me on the ride back, didn’t glance even, and barely spoke.
I showered in the bath feeling every inch of my body under the water, tracing out each part that had been his last night, and that he’d tried to pretend was nothing today. I dried myself without hurrying, then walked to my closet.
The dress I picked wasn’t office wear. Thin, low in the back, barely decent for dinner. But I wasn’t aiming for decent anymore. My nipples showed faintly through the fabric.
He was at the kitchen island when I came out, laptop open, glass of wine half-finished. He looked up, blinked once, and looked back down.
“You don’t like the dress?” I asked, light and playful.
“It’s fine.”
I smiled. “Just fine?”
He didn’t answer. I moved past him slow enough for the hem to sway around my thighs and bent slightly to open the fridge. I felt his eyes that time. Noticed the pause in his breath.
When I stood, I turned and leaned back against the counter, holding a water bottle but not opening it. I stayed like that, watching him, letting him see how my body rested, how the dress clung, how the afternoon sun caught the curve of my hip.
“You’re quiet,” I said.
“I’m working.”
I tilted my head. “You think Gerald would mind if I went out tonight? Found my own entertainment?”
That got him. He looked up sharply, eyes narrowed, jaw tense.
“I’m joking,” I said. “But only sort of.”
“Don’t.”
I crossed the room and took the stool beside him. Our knees touched and I leaned in, brushing his arm with mine.
“You took me last night,” I murmured. “You took everything. And now you’re what, brooding? Sulking?”
“I’m not sulking,” he said tightly.
I reached under the table, hand sliding over his thigh, firm and slow. “Feels like you’re sulking.”
His breath hitched and I smiled because I had him again.
He stood up quickly, backing the stool into the island with a scrape, and I rose too, not flinching. The charge in him was sharp now, undeniable, something too big for the cabin. He took my wrist and led me out of the kitchen and back to the bedroom. I didn’t resist. I didn’t smile either. I just followed, heart hammering with the thrill of this, of knowing I’d pushed him there, that he couldn’t keep himself distant any longer, that I’d undone his detachment with a dress and a few quiet words.
Inside the bedroom, he didn’t undress me, he didn’t even reach for the zipper. He pressed me back against the wall beside the mirror like there was no question this was happening now. His hands found my hips through the thin fabric. My head tilted back, eyes closed, and I let my body say yes before my mouth. His breath landed warm against my collarbone as he pressed in closer, one hand slipping behind me, gripping the bare skin at the small of my back.
“You like making me jealous,” he said, low and hoarse.
I opened my eyes. “I do!”
His fingers trailed higher up my spine, into my hair. He tugged just enough to make me feel how badly he wanted me, how much it cost him to wait all day. I felt the first tug of guilt then, not about Gerald, but about Gordon, about what I was doing to him. Or maybe what we were doing to each other.
“I think he likes it too,” I said, my voice smaller than I intended. “Gerald. The way you want me. The way you take me.”
His mouth hovered by my ear. “He’s out of his mind.”
“Or he’s even smarter than you.”
That made him pause. He pulled back enough to look at me. Something flickered in his eyes, anger, lust, awe? I couldn’t tell which, and maybe all of them. I didn’t give him time to choose. I reached down, took him through his pants, felt the tension pulsing through him. His hand tightened in my hair and I gasped at the sensation, the sting, the wetness spreading down my thighs.
“I’m not yours completely,” I whispered. “But I am right now.”
He kissed me messy, deep, and too much tongue, like something primal had broken loose in him. My back hit the wall, legs lifting on instinct, wrapping around him, urging him closer. I didn’t care about the dress anymore, or the bed. All I wanted was to feel the weight of him on me again, the way he’d filled me, the press and stretch of him, and the ache after.
When I was with Gordon like this, I felt more awake, more seen, more alive than I ever had in any quiet dinner or date night with Gerald. And somehow that made me love Gerald more, not less. Like this part of me belonged to something bigger, but something I could bring back to him.
He slid me down onto the bed without speaking, his hands still tangled in my hair, his breathing uneven, all restraint gone now. I landed on my back and pushed myself up on my elbows, legs still hanging off the edge, dress hitched high, my thighs parted just enough to keep his attention. The heat between us hadn’t broken, it had condensed, sharpened. He watched me a second longer, then dropped to his knees.
There was nothing hesitant in the way he touched me now. My panties were soaked and he saw it, pressed his palm against the wet cotton like it proved something to him. I watched him watching, my chest rising, my fingers tightening in the sheets. When he pulled them down, he did it slow, not to tease me, but to savor it himself, like this was his prize, something he’d earned by enduring my games, my taunts, my little demonstrations of power.
He spread my knees apart and looked up at me. let my head fall back and opened my legs further, shameless now, my breath catching as his mouth brushed lightly over the inside of my thigh. I felt the heat of him before anything else. Then the first slow stroke of his tongue, and I arched, gasping like I hadn’t expected it to feel this good.
But I had. I’d been needing this all day.
My body was tight with it, humming, aching. I ran one hand down over my breast, under the dress, catching the edge of the bra, holding myself there while his mouth worked lower, firmer, until I was writhing, hips moving of their own accord. He was good, he was methodical but not mechanical, controlled but not reserved. He knew how to pace me, how to stay just behind the place where I might come apart, and keep me there, hovering.
And all the while I kept thinking of Gerald. Not with guilt, but with this sharp, raw fondness for him. I thought of how I would tell him. How I’d describe this moment, this exact position, the sounds I was making now, my fingers in Gordon’s hair, the flush rising across my chest, and how hard he’d get, how quiet he’d fall while I told him everything. That made it worse. Better. I didn’t know. I was throbbing now, hips rolling up against Gordon’s mouth, and I couldn’t stop.
I felt wild. This his body of mine had turned into something elemental, a thing passed between men, polished and adored and ruined all at once. And maybe that was why I kept doing it. Because it let me be this, both cherished and defiled, and somehow made Gerald love me harder for it. Because I wasn’t his in secret. I was his in full view. His to give and his to take back.
Gordon rolled me onto my stomach and pulled my hips up with both hands. I went willingly, arching for him, my breath hot against the sheets. I couldn’t get enough of the weight of his hands, the blunt promise of him behind me. I reached back and opened myself for him, shameless, soaked, shaking. I wasn’t acting for him, I was acting for Gerald. This was both of ours to give, and I gave all of it. My body, my sounds, my pleasure. I gave it like a gift I wanted him to unwrap slowly later, second by second, breath by breath, when I told him how it went with “the other man.”
Gordon entered me with a rough groan and I shoved back into him just as hard, needing all of it, the size, the pressure, the full-body quake that ripped through me. I cried out loud, not for effect but because it exploded out of me, raw, from the center of everything. My knees slid on the sheets as he thrust harder, faster, but I kept up thrust for thrust, hair wild across my face, biting the pillow, panting like I was somewhere past speech.
He yanked me up again, higher, so my knees were barely on the bed, and I reached back blindly for him, gripping his thigh, his side, anything I could get my hands on while he fucked me into the mattress. I gave him my whole body. Every angle. Every sound. Every slick, pulsing inch. When he pulled out and flipped me over, I climbed him before he could even catch his breath, straddling and sinking down hard, my thighs wide, my back arched, riding him like I was starved for it, and I was.
I was doing all of it for Gerald because I knew what he’d picture. Me in that bra, still on, tits bouncing, my mouth open, my hips driving, taking what I wanted like I was in heat for his boss. Because I was.
I rode him until his eyes rolled back and I slowed it down, holding him there. Then I leaned over, let my hair fall down around his face, whispered what I’d tell Gerald later, every detail, every second. It made him groan and dig his fingers into my ass, thrusting up from underneath while I laughed, breathless, drunk on power and sex and the freedom of giving it all away.
He flipped me again, dragged me to the edge, took me rough, then slow, then rough again. I begged for more. I screamed his name and my husband’s name in the same breath, because it wasn’t about who I was with, it was about who I belonged to. And every wave that hit me, every time I shattered and soaked his cock, I thought of Gerald, of what he’d say, of what he’d feel, of how deep I’d let another man go in me for him.
My body went taut, locked around Gordon’s cock, every nerve lit and firing. I could feel the slap of our skin, wet and fast, the way my thighs trembled each time he slammed up into me. The sound of it filled the room, deep and heavy, flesh meeting flesh, and under that was my voice, breaking into high gasps and guttural moans. His hands gripped the back of my thighs holding me open, using me now, fucking into me with a rhythm that told me he was close, and I fed it. I gave him everything more.
My eyes were barely open, lashes wet, mascara smudged. I saw his face underneath me, jaw tight, eyes locked on mine like he couldn’t believe what I was giving him. I tilted my hips and cried out when he hit that spot, hard and perfect, and I did it again and again, needing to ride the edge, needing to fall. My breasts bounced with every movement, nipples dark and tight against the lace still clinging to them. I pressed my palm against his chest to steady myself, felt the pound of his heart through his ribs, and arched my back.
I could hear the wet slide of him inside me, soaked and fast and obscene. I could feel the shudder rolling through me from deep inside, the heat blooming in my belly, rising, twisting, curling around my spine. My whole body clenched and I felt myself start to come, the first ripples low and tight, then expanding, taking over, flattening everything else. My mouth opened but no sound came out, just air being pulled from me. And then I screamed.
I screamed like I’d been possessed, like the orgasm was wringing me out from the inside out. My nails dug into his chest and I rolled my hips down hard, chasing every last wave of it, grinding against him, soaking him. I felt myself pulsing around his cock, so tight I could barely take him anymore, and still he thrust up into me, one hand gripping my ass, the other slamming down on the bed beside him for balance.
The wet slap of it got louder, faster, more brutal, and he was groaning now, trying to hold back. I felt it in the way his body twitched under me, in the way his hands started to lose their grip, frantic now, less control. I reached for his face and held it, my thumb stroking his cheek as I whispered my husband’s name into his ear, soft and filthy. That broke him. He cursed, loud and rough, and surged up into me one last time, deeper than before, harder. And then he came.
I felt it. I felt the heat of it inside me. I felt him throbbing, jerking, spilling, and I cried out again, because I loved it. Because I wanted it. Because I belonged to Gerald, and this was what I was for, to fuck Gerald’s boss.
We hardly spoke the next morning. The way Gordon’s eyes followed me across the suite while I got dressed told me enough. I had unsettled something in him. I could feel it, sharp and humming in the quiet between us. He sat on the edge of the bed with his elbows on his knees watching as I smoothed my skirt over my hips and clipped on the thin chain Gerald had packed for me. I didn’t look at him directly, but I let him see the curve of my smile in the mirror.
Later, at the event, I stayed close but never clung. I walked a half-step behind him into rooms full of executives and heavy laughter and clinking glasses. They looked at me differently now. Whether it was something in my posture, or in the way Gordon’s hand lingered at the small of my back when introducing me, something had changed. I wasn’t on loan. I was his, and I was flaunting it.
But I didn’t want to be admired. I wanted Gordon to be envied.
When I caught him watching me from across the room, I didn’t wait for his signal. I leaned in closer than necessary to a VP from Dallas, tilted my head when I laughed, touched his wrist lightly as I complimented his cufflinks. I watched Gordon from the corner of my eye the whole time. His jaw tight. His drink untouched. I could feel the heat rising between us from ten feet apart.
Back in the elevator, I didn’t wait for him to kiss me. I pushed him against the mirrored wall and ground my hips against him, silent, my eyes on his. The doors opened too soon. We barely made it into the suite before I dropped to my knees, my heels slipping on the carpet. I wanted to consume him. I wanted to leave him no question. This wasn’t about being used. This was about what I could do to him.
I worked him with my mouth like I was starved, and when he reached for me, I slapped his hands away and said no. My voice was calm, my eyes didn’t waver. I wanted him trembling, broken, at my mercy. And I wanted to tell Gerald every second of it.
When he finally lost it, fingers knotted in my hair, hips thrusting helplessly at my face, I held him in my throat and locked my eyes on his. I let him come as deep as he could, let him see the mess I’d made of him, and then I stood and wiped my mouth with my wrist, smiling.
“This is what he gives you,” I said, voice low. “Me, like this.” I let his cum dribble out my lips and down my chin. “That other man wanted that so badly, me sucking his dick, and that’s the only reason why you just loved it so much now.”
He collapsed back onto the bed without a word, chest heaving, eyes glazed. I walked into the bathroom, pulled out my phone, and started to phone my husband.
I told Gerald everything, not as a confession, but as a gift. I sat on the cool marble ledge beneath the bathroom mirror still wearing only my bra and heels, legs crossed, a fresh smear of Gordon drying on my chin, and described every second. I told him how I flirted with another man, I told him how I attacked him in the elevator, took him in my mouth, kept eye contact with him throughout, and how I swallowed every inch of him. I told him how I made Gordon beg without ever saying a word.
Gerald was silent on the other end, but I could hear it, the change in his breath, the faint sound of fabric moving. He was touching himself and of course he was.
I didn’t stop talking until I heard the sharp inhale that told me he’d finished. I smiled and hung up without a goodbye.
By the time I walked back into the suite, Gordon had recovered enough to speak. “You’re not what I expected.”
I leaned against the doorframe.
“You play sweet,” he said. “But there’s a monster in you.”
I liked that word. Not slut, not whore. A monster. Something uncontrollable, something let loose. I walked slowly toward him and slid one knee up on the bed, then the other, crawling until I straddled his lap and brushed my mouth against his ear.
“I’m a wife,” I whispered. “A hotwife.”
We spent the rest of the day working, meetings, phone calls, handshakes, plans, money. I was quiet, poised, dressed again in one of Gerald’s approved outfits, a pencil skirt, white silk blouse, hair pinned.
But I could feel it under the surface. Gordon was thinking about it. The way I tasted, the way I looked up at him with my mouth full. Every time I leaned in to whisper something during a meeting, I watched his jaw tighten. Every time I crossed my legs, his breath caught.
By the time we made it back to the suite, I didn’t give him a chance to speak. I locked the door, turned, and started unbuttoning my blouse slowly. My skin flushed hot with every movement. He didn’t move from the couch, but his eyes tracked every inch of skin I revealed.
“I want you to watch,” I said. “I’m not yours tonight. I’m his. But I’ll let you watch.”
His brows twitched. “He’s not here.”
I smiled. “No. But he’ll know. I always tell him, Gordon.”
I slid my hand down between my thighs, over the lace Gerald picked out, already damp and clinging. Gordon’s eyes darkened. His hands twitched. But he stayed where he was.
I touched myself slowly, circling, breathing in tiny gasps, my gaze never leaving his. I wanted him helpless. I wanted him furious with wanting. And I wanted to know Gerald was hearing every word later.
“You don’t fuck me,” I whispered. “He does. Through you.”
I watched it land in him, the way a hit sinks into the body before the pain blooms. Gordon’s jaw twitched. His nostrils flared. He didn’t speak, didn’t move, but I saw his fingers curl against his thighs, the effort it took not to lunge.
I stood still in front of him, blouse open, nipples hard through the satin bra Gerald had picked for me, the matching panties damp and tugging slightly with each breath. The silk of them had darkened where I’d touched myself, where I was still touching myself, two fingers slow and circling, as I locked eyes with Gordon and kept breathing those small, broken exhales that filled the room like a secret.
He was leaning forward now, elbows on knees, the veins in his forearms raised.
I took a step closer. I stood over him, my thighs apart just enough, the scent of me undeniable.
“You want to grab me, don’t you?” I asked, my voice light, almost amused. “You want to throw me down and take what you think I gave you.”
His eyes moved, mouth, breasts, center, and then back to my face, like he was trying to memorize the whole scene before it vanished.
I didn’t let up. I pressed the heel of my palm into myself, rolling it in slow, firm strokes, my hips starting to move in tiny, helpless figure-eights. My thighs trembled. My mouth parted. I tipped my head back in honest surrender to the tension that had been growing all day, the ache I’d carried through meetings and elevators and quiet lunches while Gordon pretended not to think about what my mouth had done to him the night before.
“This is how I serve him,” I murmured. A moan caught in my throat as I pushed the silk aside, fingers slipping through heat and slickness, my breath breaking with it. I couldn’t pretend anymore. I wasn’t teasing him now, I was chasing it. That thick, rising pressure, the sensation of power turned in on itself. My thighs widened and my knees wobbled.
Gordon’s hands were gripping the edge of the couch. His teeth clenched. He looked like a man dying not to move.
I stepped forward, straddled his lap but didn’t sit. I just hovered there, touching myself above the thick shape of him under his slacks, feeling the heat of his body up through me, using his presence the way I used my memory of Gerald, something to open me, to push me closer.
My fingers moved faster. My thighs started to spasm. My breath caught. My eyes locked on Gordon’s, holding him there, dragging him with me into the rush of heat and tightening muscle and that long, gasping intake before,
I shattered, silent at first, then a soft cry, then another. My body clenched and jolted, riding the crest until my knees buckled and I collapsed forward onto him, chest to chest, breath to ear.
The boutiques off the avenue had a quiet kind of decadence to them, mirrored walls, soft music, thick hangers with barely a dozen items between them. I moved slowly through one, my heels soundless on the plush carpet, a glass of something chilled and pink in my hand, the salesgirl discreet enough to vanish unless summoned. I didn’t need help. I wasn’t browsing. I was searching.
A white blouse with fabric like breath. A skirt that would lift just enough when I leaned forward to pour wine. A bodysuit with the faintest mesh panels, subtle unless you were close enough to touch. I let my fingers drag across each piece, feeling everything twice, once for myself, and once for what Gordon might think when he saw it. Or what Gerald would imagine, picturing it worn in a room he wasn’t in.
My body felt used in the best way, flushed and soft, still tingling in places no one could see. Every step reminded me of who I was now, his, and through him, another’s.
There was something about it that hadn’t worn off, no matter how many nights we’d done this. It wasn’t the thrill of transgression anymore. It wasn’t guilt. It was something cleaner, deeper. A strange kind of fullness. Like I was finally, completely inhabited. Not just a woman with a husband and a lover, but a wife who had become something more through their connection, through the way Gerald gave me and received me back.
I tried on a pair of heels, taller than I normally wore, black patent with a severe curve to the arch, and walked slowly to the mirror. My calves tightened. My hips rolled with the height. I imagined the sound they would make on a hotel floor. The pause when I entered a room.
What was it about being given away that made me feel more possessed?
I turned sideways, watching the line of my body in profile, the way my blouse clung around my waist and breasts. I didn’t think of myself as someone showy. But I wanted to be seen. Not by strangers, but by them. By Gerald, seeing what he was offering. And by Gordon, knowing she was someone else’s.
The line between the two of them had blurred in my mind. I wasn’t trying to keep them separate anymore. That wasn’t the point. The point was what happened to me in the exchange, the way it sharpened everything, made me feel not less of a wife but more. My sex was never more Gerald’s than when it was being taken by another man.
I bought the heels, and the blouse, and a dress I hadn’t even tried on, navy silk, barely backless, something that draped like it might fall with a whisper. The woman at the counter folded everything gently, tissue rustling between layers.
“Anything else?” she asked, voice polite.
I smiled, the weight of the bags already making me feel like the night ahead had started. “No,” I said. “I have everything I need.” She handed back Gerald’s credit card.
Back at the hotel, I laid the new pieces out across the bed carefully, as if they were sacred objects. The silk dress, the blouse, the heels. Each one a promise, each one a weapon. I unzipped the boutique bag with the slow anticipation of undressing, fingers brushing folded fabric like skin I hadn’t touched yet. The navy silk caught the light, soft and liquid, and I held it up to my body in the mirror, lifting my hair to see the line of my bare back.
It was simple. But I knew what it would do to Gordon. I knew what Gerald would imagine, me stepping out in it, stepping into someone else’s hands. It wasn’t about looking good, it was about the invitation it made.
I showered again, though I didn’t need to. My skin was already clean, but I wanted to start fresh. I wanted to feel the difference between who I’d been and who I was becoming. Under the hot stream, I let my hands move slowly over myself, not in arousal but in ownership. I touched each part of me like I was checking inventory, yes, all of it here, all of it mine to offer.
When I stepped out, I left my skin damp, let the air kiss it cool as I walked naked to the bed. I took my time choosing the lingerie. Black lace, almost sheer, the kind that made concealed nothing. When I put it on, the transformation wasn’t in the fabric, it was in the way I stood, the way my lips parted slightly.
The dress went over like water. No zipper. No structure. Just that elegant threat of slipping off. I didn’t wear perfume, I would instead carry the trace of what we’d done earlier, and I liked knowing it might rise again, faint and familiar.
When Gordon knocked on the adjoining door, I let him wait a moment. Not long but enough for it to be endured. I opened it without a word.
He looked at me like he hadn’t seen me before. His mouth didn’t move, but something shifted behind his eyes. His gaze dropped, then came back up.
“You went shopping,” he said.
“I did.”
“Anything for me?”
I stepped aside. “Only if you ask nicely.”
He walked in, hands in his pockets. His control was always sharpest when he was unsure. And I could feel it now, that edge. He wasn’t used to me taking this much of the lead.
I turned, letting the dress sway around my thighs, then faced him again and touched one shoulder strap lightly.
“This one falls off pretty easily,” I said. “But I don’t think it’s meant to fall.”
He stared at me. “No?”
“No. I think it’s meant to be pulled.”
He stepped closer, but didn’t touch me. That was my move to make and I felt it like a live current, his restraint, his readiness, the tension in the space between us. My pulse thudded low in my belly, slow and expectant, and I stepped into him, one hand curling lightly around his tie. I didn’t pull. I just held it, fingers tightening until the fabric creased.
“This is mine tonight,” I said. “Not you. This.” I gave the tie a single tug, just enough to shift his weight toward me.
He looked down at me breathing through his nose. I let go of the tie and ran my fingers over his collar then down the line of buttons on his shirt, one by one. I didn’t undo them, I just counted them with my fingertips.
When I reached his belt, I didn’t pause. I undid it slowly, sliding the tongue through the buckle, keeping my eyes on his. The metal made a soft sound, familiar, male, weighted, and it sent something sharp through me.
I turned my back to him, pulling my hair to the side. “Unzip me,” I said.
He hesitated. I could feel his breath on my shoulder before his fingers found the small zipper and dragged it down, slow and trembling. I let the dress fall forward and stepped out of it, leaving it pooled on the carpet like a statement. I stood there in black lace, bare feet, and nothing else.
“I bought this for Gerald,” I said, turning to face him. “So he’d know what you were seeing.”
I saw it in his jaw, the flick of heat in his eyes. He stepped forward, hands low, but I caught one and brought it to my hip, holding it there.
“You don’t get to throw me around tonight,” I said. “Not unless I let you.”
His grip firmed under mine. “Then let me.”
I shook my head. “Not yet.”
I stepped backward onto the bed, crawling up until I was half-reclined against the pillows, knees slightly apart, the lace catching at my thighs. I reached down and slowly removed the panties, not flinging them, not teasing. Just a quiet offering. I set them beside me like a token, and looked at him.
“Come show me how well you listen,” I said.
He climbed onto the bed without a word, the mattress shifting under his weight, and settled between my knees. I watched his face as he lowered, watched the control start to slip. And when his mouth finally touched me, I gasped and tilted my hips, but I didn’t close my eyes.
I wanted to see everything. Feel everything. I wanted to remember this, what it looked like when I gave myself over. What it sounded like when I made the rules, and he obeyed.
He worked with reverence. Every movement of his mouth felt learned, practiced. I slid my hand into his hair, pressing him deeper when I wanted more, holding him steady when I wanted less. I didn’t speak. I was too far inside the sensations, letting them crash and ebb like slow, relentless waves.
The lace of the bra stayed on. I liked the contrast, the structure, the suggestion of restraint above, with nothing at all below. His fingers trailed along my thighs, tentative now, like he was afraid to overstep what I hadn’t asked for. It made me wetter. I guided one of his hands between my legs, over the part of me he had already tasted, slick and open, and held it there, hips lifting to show him how to move.
It was different now, letting him in. It wasn’t submission. It was generosity. I was the one gifting him access, not the other way around. I could feel that in every gasp that left his throat, in the way his jaw tensed when I ground down against his palm and whispered, “More.”
My body was loose, open, not frantic yet, but poised at the edge of it. I wrapped one leg over his shoulder and pulled him in again. The rhythm he found this time made my breath catch, slow and shallow, with pressure that built in careful, endless strokes. My fingers clenched in the duvet. I said his name once. Then again.
I climbed onto on hands and knees, looking back at him over my shoulder, hair loose around my face. “Gerald likes it when I take it like this. Says it’s when I look most ladylike.”
He came behind me fast, lined himself up, and pushed in all at once. My mouth opened in a voiceless cry, back arching, one hand fisting the pillow. He gripped my hips hard, pulling me back onto him, and I let him. I let it go deep, full, overwhelming. He filled every part of me I offered.
But it was me doing the offering. Me, reaching back and rolling my hips, moaning when I heard how wet I was. Me, pressing into the mattress and whispering my husband’s name like it was a spell.
He held my hips tighter, like he was trying to anchor himself, but I was already beyond that. I arched deeper, dropped to my elbows, and pushed back against him harder. The sounds were real now, flesh meeting flesh, air catching in his throat, the thick wet rhythm of it filling the room. I loved that it wasn’t graceful. It was messy and raw and full of effort. The kind of sex that left your thighs trembling, your lungs searching for air.
I wasn’t quiet. I let it out in waves, not for him, but for Gerald. My voice rose with every slap of skin, not saying anything, just letting sound roll. I wanted Gerald to hear it in his head. I wanted it to echo when he closed his eyes at night.
I reached between my legs again and touched myself around him, fingers moving fast and wet. I worked myself the way I liked it, rougher than he ever dared, and when I started to tremble, I didn’t slow down. I pushed through it. He gasped when I clenched tight around him, and I moaned right through it, riding it out with my hips circling slow, milking every last second of it.
“Fuck,” he said, voice breaking. “Claire, Jesus, ”
“Don’t stop,” I told him, dragging the words through a breath. “Don’t you dare stop.”
He drove into me harder, hips snapping, thighs slapping mine in fast, bruising rhythm. I felt his hand slide up my back, fingers splayed, pressing down like he wanted to hold me there. I let him, my cheek to the sheets, mouth open, hair damp against my skin. He was close. I could feel it in the way his rhythm faltered, the way his body stuttered against mine.
“Let me feel it,” I whispered. “Let me hear it.”
He gave in with a groan, hips bucking deep, and I took it all. My back arched again, holding him in, riding out every last twitch. I stayed there, letting his weight settle against me as he collapsed forward, chest against my back, mouth at my shoulder.
Neither of us moved for a while. His breathing was broken and loud against my skin. Mine was softer, steadier. The room smelled like sex and linen and something darker, satisfaction and possession and power, all mingled together in the air between our bodies.
When he finally pulled out, I stayed where I was, legs parted, breathing through the throb of it. I liked how it felt, being used up like that. I liked knowing I’d pushed him past where he thought he could go. That he was the one who had to recover now.
I rolled onto my side, legs still trembling, and ran my fingers along my inner thigh. Wet, marked, and open. I wanted so bad for Gerald to see me like this.
The car turned onto our street just as the sun started slipping behind the buildings, gold shadows stretching long across the sidewalk. I was in the back with him, legs crossed high, his hand resting too high on my thigh for it to be casual. My dress had no business being that short, and I had no business wearing it home. But I wasn’t in the business of pretending anymore.
He leaned in, the rich scent of his cologne still thick in my breath from earlier, and ran his hand up under the hem until he met skin he knew too well by now. I didn’t stop him. I parted my knees and tilted slightly, giving him better access. We were maybe twenty seconds from the building. If Gerald was home, he might be on the balcony, looking down the way he always did when I texted I was close. He’d see the car. He might see me.
“I want you to leave something with me,” he said, fingers finding the soaked strip of fabric beneath. “For later.”
I smiled and lifted my hips. No hesitation. I slid my panties down one inch at a time, letting the soft elastic drag over my thighs, my knees, my calves. I kept my eyes on him the entire time as I pulled them off and pressed them into his hand.
“Something borrowed,” I said.
He tucked them into his jacket pocket like they were silk handkerchiefs and not the proof of everything I’d given him. The car stopped. We were right in front of my building now, the entry lit up, the glass doors gleaming. I reached for my bag, then stopped.
“One more thing,” I said, voice lower. I spread my legs, rolled over, and straddled him in the back seat of the car.
His eyes went wide and then dark, his hands going straight to my hips like he couldn’t believe I was doing this here. But I was. I pulled down his fly, eased put his cock, stroked it up tall and trembling. Then I hiked my dress up to my waist and eased down on him, skin to skin, slow and silent. The driver didn’t flinch. The glass was tinted. The world outside wouldn’t see, unless someone knew what to look for. Unless someone upstairs leaned just slightly over the balcony rail.
I rolled my hips once, twice to feel him inside me again, to let my body take in one last imprint. He grunted, low and tense, fighting the urge to take over. I pressed a finger to his lips.
“This one is mine,” I whispered. “You had your time. Now I take what I bring home.”
His hands gripped tighter, but he didn’t move. I sat all the way down on him, his length buried inside me, my thighs spread wide across his lap, my heels planted against the leather floor mat. My dress stayed bunched at my waist, hem resting in the small of my back, his suit perfectly unwrinkled beneath me. It was obscene, how still we were. How quiet.
The engine idled. I could hear the hum of it beneath us, feel it in my spine. My breath was shallow, my heart not. He swallowed hard. I could feel the twitch of him inside me. The restraint. The need. His hands trembled where they held my hips, not from fear but from reverence. He knew who I was in that moment. Not his. Not even mine. But Gerald’s, and this was how I showed it, by doing it here, in his car, under our building, under glass.
I leaned in close, put my mouth near his ear. “I’m dripping on your trousers,” I whispered. “You’ll think of that later, won’t you?”
He groaned into my neck but didn’t dare thrust. I clenched down once, hard, then eased again, slow, the way I liked it. The way Gerald liked it when I told him about it after.
The clock on the dash blinked 6:08. Dinner time. Balcony time. Gerald would be standing there, glass in hand, shirt sleeves rolled, looking out. Looking down. I turned my head just enough to see the reflection in the window. The balcony light was on.
I didn’t wave and I didn’t adjust my dress. I let the man beneath me stay inside me while I reached into my purse and pulled out my phone.
“Smile,” I said, turning the camera toward us both. My face in soft profile, his flushed and shadowy behind. Nothing visible, othing explicit. But Gerald would know.
I took the photo and texted it, no caption, no emojis, just image.
Then I kissed his cheek and whispered, “Don’t move until I’m gone.”
I lifted myself off him, slow, wet, parted, and hollowed. My body gave a soft sound as I slipped free, a sound I knew Gerald would hear in his head the moment he saw me walk in.
I smoothed my dress, stepped out of the car, and didn’t look back.
The elevator doors closed and sealed me in, the soft hum rising beneath my feet as I leaned back against the mirrored wall and let the tension finally roll through me. My thighs were slick, still parted under the dress, the hem brushing my knees as I shifted, every movement a whisper of memory. I could feel the imprint of him inside me, that slow stretch, the weight of what I had just done, of what I was carrying up to my husband.
I kept one hand on the brass rail, the other inside my purse, fingers brushing the phone, the photo, the proof.
My lips were parted, but I wasn’t breathing. The elevator climbed smooth and fast, but time wasn’t keeping up. My mind kept looping images. The way I sat down on him without a word. The silence, the stretch of my dress, the pressure against my clit when I held still, the low, strangled sound he made when I whispered into his ear.
And now Gerald upstairs in our home. My husband, my director, and my audience. I felt crazy with it.
I stared at the doors ike they could prepare me for how to walk in and say the things I wanted to say. How to unzip the moment with one look. How to show him the photo and explain that it wasn’t about cheating. It was about him. About being his wife, his gift, his offering to the greater gods.
And how good it made me feel, how full, how feminine, how true, to be his hotwife.
I wanted him to smell it on me. I wanted to watch his throat move when I told him the car hadn’t even stopped when I climbed on top. I wanted to strip slowly and let it drip onto our bedroom floor while he listened to me describe the feeling of sitting full of another man in the backseat of a chauffeured car parked right beneath our building.
I wanted to see the flicker of disbelief, then the hunger. My knees wobbled slightly at the thought. I wanted him to see me undone. I wanted to tell him I came close to climax right outside our doors.
The elevator chimed. I swallowed. Home.
My reflection in the mirrored wall caught me, flushed cheeks, glassy eyes, lips parted like I’d just been kissed too hard. I didn’t fix it. I didn’t smooth my hair or wipe the inside of my thighs. He deserved to see me like this.
The doors slid open and I stepped out, walking the short hall to our door on legs that didn’t quite obey me. I fumbled the key, then got it in. I turned the handle and walked in.
He was by the sink, shirt untucked, sleeves pushed up, a glass of something in his hand. His head turned when he heard the door, and then I was moving, too fast, barefoot now, the dress riding high as I crossed the room like I’d been starved for him all week.
He opened his mouth, probably to ask how it went, but I dropped my purse on the floor and kissed him before he could get a word out. Not a soft kiss, either, not a greeting. I bit his lip, sucked his tongue, clawed his back.
He caught my arms, surprised, laughing into my mouth. “You’re . . . ”
I dropped to my knees. I didn’t care if the tile was cold. I didn’t care that my bag had spilled or that the front door hadn’t quite closed behind me. My hands were already on his belt, breath shaking, eyes glassy. I looked up at him and didn’t blink.
His mouth opened again, but I got him in my mouth before he could even speak.
There was no finesse. No patience. I moaned deep and low, taking him as far as I could, one hand braced on his thigh, the other between my own legs, where I was slick and swollen and burning.
He hissed, gripping the counter. “Jesus, Claire. ”
I wasn’t listening. I was chasing the taste of him, the sound of his breath, the flex in his stomach when I sank lower, when I twisted my wrist at the base and took more. I could feel his disbelief under my tongue, feel him twitch, feel his knees lock. I kept going.
And I came like that. One hand pressed to the tile, the other shoved between my thighs, mouth full of my husband, full of the man who had sent me away so I could come back like this, feral, grateful, starving.
My body shook. My thighs clamped down. I cried out around him and didn’t stop moving.
He groaned hard, hands in my hair, trying not to lose it.
I pulled off and looked up at him and licked my lips.
“You want to know what he did to me?” I whispered.
His hand tightened in my hair and I smiled.
“Let me show you.”
I took him back in, slower this time, tongue working, the taste of him settling  me down.
His orgasm hit me hard, hips jerking, hands twisted in my hair, guttural sounds tearing from his chest. I swallowed all of it, moaning, greedy for the taste, for the moment, for the power of knowing this was what he’d wanted all along.
When he sagged against the counter, breathing ragged, I stayed on my knees, head resting against his thigh, smiling to myself. I hadn’t even taken the dress off.
He reached down and cupped my face, thumb brushing my lip and I rose up beside him.
“Welcome home, baby.” he said. “Have a good trip?”
“I have pictures this time,” I said.
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