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Chapter 1


The Vegas air hits me like a warm, dry kiss as I step out of the taxi. Neon bleeds into the twilight, painting the Strip in impossible colors. I hoist my weekend bag higher on my shoulder, the strap digging in slightly against my skin. Thirty years old, standing alone on a bustling sidewalk, feeling both utterly anonymous and thrillingly seen.

David's voice echoes in my memory, soft and steady: "Go, Claire. Have fun. Remember the rules."

The rules. Our agreement. The carefully negotiated freedom that brought me here. Ten years married, love solid as bedrock, but the bedrock had developed predictable cracks. Not fissures of unhappiness, just the wear of time. The comfortable routine that had become a little too comfortable. We'd talked endlessly, tearfully, excitedly, about opening this door. Permission. Explicit, enthusiastic, mutual permission. For this weekend, in this city built on fantasy, the usual boundaries dissolved. The only rule: be safe, be honest, come home to me.

The thought sends a shiver down my spine, part guilt, part electric anticipation.

My room at the Bellagio exceeds expectations—luxurious, impersonal, with a breathtaking view of the dancing fountains below. I drop my bag, kick off my sensible travel flats, and walk to the floor-to-ceiling window. The water surges and falls in time to music I can't hear from up here, a silent, mesmerizing ballet.

This is it. The space between my old self and whoever I might become for the next forty-eight hours.

I take a deep breath, the air conditioning humming softly. Time to shed the skin of Claire, the wife, the reliable one.

A shower helps. Hot water sluices away the travel grime and some of the residual nerves. I take my time choosing an outfit. Not the usual 'date night' dress David loves, but something else. A slip of a black dress I bought just for this, backless, hugging curves I usually downplay. Strappy heels that make my calves look endless. Makeup applied with a heavier hand than usual—smoky eyes, a bold red lip.

Looking in the mirror, I barely recognize myself. The reflection is bolder, hungrier. A woman walking towards the edge of a cliff, eager to leap.

David would love this look, I think fleetingly, then push the thought aside. Tonight isn't for him.


Chapter 2


The hotel bar, Vesper, hums with pre-dinner energy. Plush velvet booths, low-slung chrome stools, the clink of ice against glass creating a constant rhythm. I perch on a stool at the bar itself, feeling the cool marble under my bare thighs.

The bartender, a sleek man with impeccable grooming, slides a cocktail menu towards me. "Something classic? Something adventurous?" His smile remains professional, disinterested.

"Adventurous," I hear myself say. My voice sounds different, lower, more confident. "Surprise me."

He nods, a flicker of approval in his eyes, and begins assembling liquids and ice with swift, practiced movements.

I let my gaze wander. Couples leaning close, laughing. Groups of friends celebrating. Lone wolves nursing drinks. My eyes snag on a man sitting two stools down, nursing what looks like a neat whiskey.

He's not conventionally handsome, not in David's clean-cut way. This man is rougher around the edges. Mid-thirties, maybe. Dark hair slightly tousled, stubble shadowing a strong jaw. He wears a well-fitting charcoal shirt, sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms corded with muscle. He stares straight ahead, lost in thought, radiating a quiet intensity that's magnetic.

I feel a jolt low in my belly. Yes.

My cocktail arrives—something frothy and pale pink in a coupe glass, garnished with a twist.

"The Vesper's Embrace," the bartender announces.

I take a sip. Tart, floral, with a kick of something smoky underneath. Perfect.

I steal another glance at the man. He's looking at me now. Not leering, not appraising, just looking. His eyes are dark, almost black, holding mine for a beat longer than casual observation. A slow, acknowledging smile touches his lips. Not a leer, but an invitation.

My pulse kicks up a notch. This is the precipice. I can turn back to my drink, or...

I hold his gaze. Lift my glass in the faintest salute.

His smile widens, crinkling the corners of those dark eyes. He picks up his whiskey glass and slides smoothly onto the stool next to mine. Close enough that I catch his scent—cedarwood, clean sweat, and the sharp bite of the whiskey.

"Adventurous choice?" he asks, nodding towards my drink. His voice rumbles low, smooth like aged leather.

"Seemed appropriate," I reply, hoping my voice doesn't betray the tremor inside. "It's Vegas, after all."

"That it is. Marcus," he says, extending a hand. His grip feels firm, warm, sending another spark through me.

"Claire." The name feels foreign on my tongue tonight, a mask for the person beneath.

"First time in Vegas, Claire?" He takes a sip of his whiskey, his eyes never leaving mine. There's an intensity to his focus that's unnerving and exhilarating.

"Is it that obvious?" I laugh, a slightly nervous sound.

"No. You carry yourself like you belong. But there's a freshness. An openness." He tilts his head. "It's intriguing."

We talk. Easily, surprisingly. Not the stilted small talk of first meetings, but a genuine flow. He's here for a tech conference, bored out of his mind by the corporate drones. From Seattle. Divorced. Sees Vegas as a necessary escape valve.

He asks about me, and I find myself telling a version of the truth—married, here for a weekend of freedom, with permission. I watch his face carefully as I say it. No judgment, only a flicker of understanding, maybe appreciation.

"Permission," he muses, swirling the amber liquid in his glass. "That implies trust. And confidence." His gaze sweeps over me, appreciative but not crude. "It suits you."

The compliment lands deep. The conversation deepens, becomes charged with an undercurrent neither of us acknowledges directly. We talk about travel, about music (discovering a shared love for gritty blues), about the absurdity of life.

He makes me laugh, a genuine, throaty sound I haven't heard from myself in months. His hand brushes mine accidentally-on-purpose as he gestures, and the contact feels electric. The space between us shrinks, charged with a palpable heat. The noise of the bar fades into a background hum. It's just his voice, his eyes, the scent of him, the magnetic pull drawing me closer.

He leans in slightly, his voice dropping lower, intimate despite the surrounding buzz. "That view from your room... is it as good as they say?"

The question hangs in the air, loaded. He's not asking about the fountains. He's asking about the unspoken thing crackling between us. He's offering the leap.

My heart thunders against my ribs. This is the moment. The precipice.

David's face flashes in my mind—not reproachful, but smiling, telling me to go, live. I look into Marcus's dark eyes, see the hunger there, feel it mirrored in my own veins. The nervousness flutters in my chest like a bird, but it's drowned out by a roaring wave of pure, unadulterated want.

I hold his gaze, letting the silence stretch, letting the tension coil tight. Then, I drain the last of my cocktail, the sweet-tart liquid burning a path down my throat. I place the glass down with deliberate precision on the cool marble bar.

"Why don't you come up," I say, my voice surprisingly steady, low and husky, "and see for yourself?"

A slow, predatory smile spreads across Marcus's face. He doesn't hesitate. He downs the rest of his whiskey in one smooth motion, places a bill on the bar, and stands. He offers his hand. Not to shake. To lead.

I place my hand in his. His skin feels warm, his grip firm and sure. The contact sends a jolt straight to my core, a visceral confirmation of the decision.

The bartender gives a barely perceptible nod as Marcus guides me off the stool. My heels click sharply on the polished floor as we weave through the crowd towards the bank of elevators. His hand rests lightly on the small of my back, a possessive point of contact that burns through the thin silk of my dress.

The air between us crackles, thick with unspoken promise. He presses the call button. The wait for the elevator feels interminable, charged with a breathless anticipation. We don't speak. The silence hangs heavy, filled only by the thrum of my pulse in my ears and the low murmur of the hotel around us.

He glances down at me, his eyes dark pools reflecting the lobby lights, filled with a heat that steals my breath.

The elevator arrives with a soft ping. The doors slide open, revealing an empty, mirrored chamber. We step inside. The doors whisper shut, sealing us in.

Suddenly, the space feels incredibly small, intimate. My reflection stares back at me—flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, the black dress clinging. Marcus leans past me, his arm brushing mine, and presses the button for my floor. The slight friction sends sparks skittering across my skin.

He turns, his back against the mirrored wall, facing me. He doesn't crowd me, but his presence fills the small space. His gaze rakes over me, slow, deliberate, taking in every detail—the dip of the dress's back, the curve of my hips, the exposed line of my throat.

There's no pretense now. The hunger shows naked in his expression, raw and primal. It should be intimidating. It's exhilarating.

"You look..." he starts, his voice rough, deeper than before. He trails off, shaking his head slightly, as if words fail him. He reaches out, not touching me yet, but his fingers hover near the bare skin of my shoulder. The heat radiating from him feels palpable. "Incredible doesn't cover it."

I feel a flush bloom across my chest, rising to my neck. My breath hitches.

The elevator ascends smoothly, silently. The numbers above the door climb. 10... 15... 20...

Each floor feels like a tightening coil. His eyes lock with mine. The intensity is almost overwhelming. I see desire, yes, but also a sharp intelligence, a focused awareness that pins me in place.

He takes a single step closer, closing the small distance. Now I feel the heat of his body, smell the whiskey on his breath mingling with his cedarwood scent. My own breathing has gone shallow.

He lifts his hand again, this time his fingertips brush a stray lock of hair away from my temple. The touch feels feather-light, yet it sends a shockwave through me. His knuckles graze my cheekbone. His eyes search mine, a silent question: Is this okay? Is this what you want?

The elevator dings. Floor 28.

The doors slide open with a soft sigh. The hallway stretches before us, plush carpet, muted lighting. The moment hangs suspended. He doesn't move, waiting for my lead.

My hand remains in his. I tighten my grip slightly, pulling him gently forward. "This way," I murmur, my voice thick.

We walk down the hall, his hand still holding mine, his presence a solid, warm wall beside me. My fingers tremble slightly as I fumble with the keycard. He stands close behind me, not touching, but I feel the heat of his chest against my back. The magnetic pull is almost painful now.

The lock clicks green. I push the door open. The spacious suite bathes in the ambient glow of the city lights streaming through the huge window. The fountains dance silently far below.

I step inside, kicking off my heels by the door. Marcus follows, closing the door behind him with a soft, definitive click. The sound echoes in the sudden quiet. We're alone. Utterly, completely alone. The world outside ceases to exist.

He turns the deadbolt. The snick of the lock sounds final.


Chapter 3


He turns to face me, leaning back against the door. The city lights paint stripes of color across his face and shirt. He doesn't speak. He just looks at me, his gaze a physical weight, stripping away the dress, the pretense, laying bare the need that's been building since the bar.

The air feels thick, electric. The anticipation coils tight, ready to spring.

He pushes off the door, taking one deliberate step towards me, then another. He stops just inches away. I feel the energy radiating from him, a low thrumming power.

He reaches up, his hands coming to rest lightly on my bare shoulders. His touch feels warm, almost electric. His thumbs trace the delicate line of my collarbone. My breath catches in my throat.

He leans down slowly, his eyes holding mine captive. His lips brush my ear, his breath hot against my skin.

"Tell me what you want, Claire." His voice is a low growl, vibrating through me. It's not a demand, but an invitation. Permission to voice the desire burning me up from the inside.

I tilt my head back, meeting his dark gaze. All hesitation, all thought, evaporates. There's only this moment, this man, this hunger.

"You," I whisper, the word ragged, torn from somewhere deep inside. "I want you. Now."

A low sound escapes him, part groan, part growl of satisfaction. His hands slide down from my shoulders, over the silk, skimming the sides of my breasts, down to my waist. He pulls me flush against him.

The contact feels electric. I feel the hard planes of his chest, the undeniable ridge of his erection pressing against my lower belly through the layers of fabric. He's solid, powerful.

A gasp escapes my lips. His head dips, his mouth finding the sensitive spot where my neck meets my shoulder. His lips feel hot, insistent. He nips lightly, then soothes the spot with his tongue. Fire licks down my spine, pooling low in my belly.

My hands, which had been hanging limply at my sides, find their purpose. They slide up his strong arms, over the rolled sleeves of his shirt, feeling the hard muscle beneath the fabric. They grip his shoulders, pulling him closer, needing more contact.

His mouth moves up my neck, leaving a trail of heat, to the hinge of my jaw. His hands find my back, fingers locating the zipper of my dress. The sound of it sliding down sounds obscenely loud in the quiet room.

Cool air hits my spine. He pushes the straps off my shoulders. The dress pools at my feet, a puddle of black silk. I stand before him in only my matching black lace bra and panties, suddenly feeling exposed, vulnerable, yet incredibly powerful under his burning gaze.

He steps back slightly, his eyes raking over me, drinking me in. His gaze feels like a physical touch, tracing the curve of my breasts barely contained by lace, the dip of my waist, the flare of my hips, the dark triangle of lace below.

The appreciation in his eyes is raw, unfiltered.

"Fuck, Claire," he breathes, the word rough with desire. "You're stunning."

He closes the distance again, his hands coming to cup my face. His thumbs stroke my cheekbones. His eyes lock on mine, intense, possessive.

"Tell me again," he murmurs, his voice thick. "Tell me you want this."

His insistence on my consent, even now, even in this fever pitch of desire, sends a fresh wave of heat through me. It's intoxicating.

"I want this," I breathe, my voice trembling but clear. "I want you. All of you."

A primal satisfaction flashes in his eyes. He claims my mouth then, not with tentative exploration, but with hungry possession. His lips feel firm, demanding. His tongue sweeps against mine, tasting of whiskey and something uniquely him. It's a kiss that consumes, that obliterates thought.

My hands tangle in his hair, pulling him closer, meeting his hunger with my own. One of his hands slides down my back, fingers tracing the line of my spine, dipping beneath the band of my panties to cup the swell of my ass. He pulls me hard against him, grinding his erection against the thin barrier of my lace panties.

A moan vibrates deep in my throat. His other hand finds the clasp of my bra. With practiced ease, he unhooks it, letting it fall away. My breasts spill free, heavy, aching.

His mouth leaves mine, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses down my throat, over my collarbone. He pauses, his breath hot on my skin, just above the peak of one breast. He looks up at me, his eyes dark with promise.

Then his mouth closes over my nipple.

Heat, wetness, suction. The sensation feels immediate, intense, arrowing straight to my core. I cry out, arching into him, my fingers tightening in his hair.

He lavishes attention on one breast, sucking, laving the taut peak with his tongue, grazing it lightly with his teeth, sending shockwaves through me. Then he moves to the other, giving it the same devastating treatment.

My knees feel weak. I'm panting, small gasps escaping with each pull of his mouth.

His hand that was on my ass moves around, fingers sliding beneath the lace of my panties, finding the slick heat waiting for him. A low groan rumbles in his chest.

"So wet," he murmurs against my skin. "So fucking ready."

His fingers stroke through my folds, finding my clit. He circles it slowly, deliberately, applying just the right pressure. Sparks explode behind my eyelids. My hips buck against his hand, seeking more friction, more pressure.

He obliges, his touch becoming firmer, more focused. His mouth continues its assault on my breasts, kissing, sucking, nipping. The dual sensations—the sharp pleasure-pain on my nipples, the insistent pressure on my clit—push me rapidly towards the edge.

My breath comes in ragged gasps. Whimpers escape my lips. The tension coils tighter, tighter inside me, a spring wound to breaking point.

He feels it. He slips one finger inside me, then two, curling them upwards. My inner muscles clench around him instantly. He pumps his fingers slowly, relentlessly, while his thumb continues its relentless circles on my clit.

His mouth moves back up to capture mine, swallowing my moans. The world narrows to the points of contact: his mouth on mine, his fingers inside me and on my clit. The pressure builds, unbearable, exquisite.

A high whine escapes my throat. My body tenses, arches.

"That's it, Claire," he growls against my lips. "Come for me. Let go."

His command triggers the final release. The coil snaps. White-hot pleasure erupts from my core, radiating outwards in blinding waves. My body convulses, my back arching, my cry muffled against his mouth. The orgasm crashes through me, wave after wave of pure, unadulterated ecstasy, leaving me trembling, gasping, clinging to him.

He holds me through it, his fingers continuing their gentle ministrations, drawing out the aftershocks until they subside into tremors.

My legs feel like jelly. He withdraws his fingers slowly, bringing them to his mouth, never breaking eye contact. He sucks them clean, his eyes dark with satisfaction.

"Taste like heaven," he rasps.




CHAPTER 4

Before I can fully recover, before the tremors even subside, his hands grip my waist, lifting me effortlessly. My legs instinctively wrap around his hips. He carries me the few steps to the large, plush bed and lays me down gently on the cool duvet.

He stands beside the bed, looking down at me, sprawled and panting, clad only in my damp panties. His eyes rake over my body, lingering on my flushed skin, my heaving breasts. His own need is evident in the prominent bulge straining against his trousers.

He starts to unbutton his shirt, slowly, deliberately, his gaze never leaving mine. Each button reveals more tanned skin, a dusting of dark hair on his chest, defined pectorals, a flat stomach. He shrugs the shirt off, letting it fall to the floor.

His torso is powerful, sculpted muscle honed by real work, not just gym hours. He unbuckles his belt, the metallic clink loud in the quiet room. The zip of his trousers follows. He pushes them down, along with his boxer briefs, freeing his erection.

He's thick, impressively so, the head flushed a deep red, standing proudly against his abdomen. My mouth waters involuntarily.

He kneels on the bed between my legs, his hands pushing my thighs apart. He hooks his fingers into the sides of my damp panties and pulls them down my legs, tossing them aside.

I'm completely bare before him now, exposed, vulnerable, yet empowered by the raw desire in his eyes.

He leans down, his hands sliding under my ass, lifting my hips. His mouth finds my center again, not just my clit, but lower, his tongue delving into me, tasting me deeply.

I cry out, arching off the bed. The sensitivity from my first orgasm lingers, but his tongue is relentless, probing, licking, driving me swiftly back towards the edge. It's too much, too soon, yet I crave it.

His fingers join his mouth, two sliding inside me again, curling, finding that spot that makes me see stars. He sucks my clit into his mouth, applying firm, rhythmic pressure. The dual stimulation overwhelms me, building the pressure with terrifying speed.

My hands fist in the duvet. I'm panting, begging, though I don't even know what words are coming out.

"Please... oh god... Marcus..."

He growls against me, the vibration sending fresh shocks through my system. The second peak hits me harder, faster. It rips through me, a blinding, convulsive wave of pleasure that leaves me screaming, my body bowing off the bed, my vision blurring.

He rides it with me, his mouth and fingers relentless until the last tremor subsides, leaving me boneless, gasping, utterly spent.

He lifts his head, his lips glistening, his eyes burning with triumph and undisguised lust. He moves up my body, his hard cock brushing against my inner thigh, leaving a slick trail. He kisses me deeply, letting me taste myself on his tongue. It's primal, possessive.

He reaches between us, his hand wrapping around his length, guiding the broad head to my entrance. I'm slick, open, still pulsing from the aftershocks.

He looks down at me, his eyes holding mine. "Look at me," he commands, his voice thick. "I want to see you when I take you."

I force my heavy eyelids open, meeting his intense gaze. He pushes forward slowly, deliberately. The stretch feels intense, delicious. He's thick, filling me inch by inch, a deep, stretching burn that borders on pain but tips instantly into overwhelming pleasure.

A low moan escapes me as he bottoms out, his hips flush against mine. He's buried deep, impossibly deep. He holds himself there for a moment, letting me feel every inch of him, letting my body adjust. The feeling of fullness is exquisite, overwhelming.

His breath is ragged against my neck.

"Fuck, Claire," he groans. "So tight. So fucking perfect."

He begins to move. Slowly at first, long, deep strokes that drag against every sensitive inner wall. The friction feels incredible, lighting up nerve endings I didn't know I had. My body responds instinctively, my hips rising to meet his thrusts, my inner muscles clenching around him.

He groans, his rhythm faltering for a second.

"You feel that?" he rasps, picking up the pace slightly. "You feel how good you take me?"

I can only whimper in response, lost in the sensation, the overwhelming fullness, the delicious friction.

He shifts slightly, angling his thrusts. The head of his cock brushes against something deep inside, a spot that sends a jolt of pure electricity straight to my core. I cry out, my nails digging into his shoulders.

"There?" he growls, his eyes gleaming.

He does it again, and again, hitting that spot with unerring accuracy with every deep, powerful thrust. Pleasure builds rapidly, a fierce coil tightening low in my belly. It's different from the earlier orgasms—deeper, more consuming.

My legs lock around his waist, pulling him deeper, harder. My cries become continuous, desperate. He's relentless, his hips pistoning, driving into me with increasing force. Sweat beads on his brow, drips onto my chest.

The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, mixing with our ragged breathing and my increasingly incoherent pleas. He leans down, capturing my mouth in a brutal kiss, swallowing my cries.

His hand slides between our bodies, his thumb finding my clit again. The added stimulation is the final catalyst. The coil snaps violently.

My third orgasm erupts, a volcanic explosion of pure ecstasy that whites out my vision. My body convulses uncontrollably, clamping down on him like a vice, milking him.

A guttural roar tears from his throat as my inner spasms trigger his own release. He thrusts once, twice more, deep, hard, grinding against me as he empties himself inside me with powerful pulses I can feel deep within.

He collapses on top of me, his weight a welcome anchor as the aftershocks continue to rock us both. His breath is hot and ragged against my neck. I cling to him, my own body trembling, utterly shattered.




CHAPTER 5

The silence that follows feels profound, broken only by our ragged breathing and the distant hum of the city below. He shifts slightly, rolling to his side, pulling me with him, spooning me against his chest.

One arm wraps possessively around my waist, his hand splayed low on my belly. His other hand brushes sweat-dampened hair from my temple.

I feel boneless, utterly spent, floating in a haze of endorphins and satisfaction. The silence stretches, comfortable, heavy with the aftermath of shared intensity. My skin tingles where it touches his.

His heartbeat thuds steadily against my back, a counterpoint to my own racing pulse slowly settling. The scent of sex, sweat, and his cedarwood cologne fills the air, thick and primal.

His thumb traces idle circles on my stomach.

"Okay?" His voice is a low rumble against my ear, rough with exertion but gentle.

I manage a weak nod, my throat tight. "More than okay."

Exquisite. Shattered. Liberated. Words feel inadequate.

He presses a soft kiss to the curve of my shoulder, his lips warm. "Good."

That single word holds layers—satisfaction, possessiveness, a hint of relief.

We lie there for long minutes, tangled in the rumpled duvet, bathed in the neon glow filtering through the window. The fountains dance silently below, a mesmerizing light show we don't watch.

My mind, blissfully blank in the immediate aftermath, begins to stir. Thoughts seep in, soft at first. David. There's no sharp pang of guilt, surprisingly. More a quiet acknowledgment. The image of his face, smiling, encouraging, surfaces. Go, Claire. Have fun.

The permission feels real now, woven into the fabric of this intense, stolen moment. It doesn't diminish what just happened; it frames it. This wasn't betrayal. It was an exploration, a claiming of the freedom he willingly gave.

Marcus shifts slightly, his hand sliding up from my belly to cup my breast possessively. His thumb brushes over my still-sensitive nipple, sending a fresh, delicious shiver through my spent body. He nuzzles my neck.

"Still with me?" he murmurs.

I turn my head slightly, meeting his dark eyes in the dim light. They're heavy-lidded, sated, but still watchful. "Very much so," I whisper.

A slow, satisfied smile curves his lips. He leans in, kissing me softly, deeply. It's different now—less hungry urgency, more lingering exploration, a savoring of the connection forged in heat.

His hand drifts lower again, tracing the curve of my hip, dipping between my thighs. I gasp as his fingers find my slick, swollen flesh, still incredibly sensitive. He strokes lightly, experimentally.

"Still so responsive," he observes, his voice thick with renewed interest.

The touch, gentle as it is, sends fresh sparks through my overstimulated nerves. A low throb of desire, faint but undeniable, pulses deep inside me.

He feels it. His fingers delve deeper, finding my entrance, slick with our combined release. He slides one finger inside, slowly, watching my face. My breath hitches. It's almost too much, yet the sensation is undeniably arousing.

He adds a second finger, curling them upwards, finding that deep, sensitive spot again. A soft moan escapes me. My hips shift restlessly.

He kisses me again, swallowing the sound. "Tell me you want more," he murmurs against my lips.

It's not a demand, but a challenge, an invitation to the precipice once more. Exhaustion wars with rekindled desire. My body feels wrung out, yet the embers he's stoking flare back to life.

The look in his eyes is predatory, possessive. He wants to own this night, this body, completely. And a part of me, the part that stepped off the cliff back in the bar, wants to be owned. Just for tonight.

I reach back, my hand finding the hard length of him pressed against my lower back. He's already hardening again, thick and insistent. My fingers wrap around him, stroking slowly, feeling him swell further at my touch.

A low groan vibrates in his chest.

"Yes," I breathe, the word ragged with renewed need. "More. I want more."

He withdraws his fingers slowly, then rolls me onto my back. He looms over me, braced on his arms, his eyes burning into mine. He hooks my right knee over his shoulder, opening me wide.

The position feels vulnerable, exposed. He guides himself to my entrance. The head presses against me, a blunt, insistent pressure. He pushes in slowly, deliberately, watching my face.

The stretch is intense, even after everything, but the slickness eases his way. He fills me completely, stretching me deliciously. He holds himself deep for a moment, letting me feel every inch.

Then he begins to move.

This time, it's not the frantic race to oblivion. It's slower, deeper, more deliberate. Each thrust feels measured, powerful, grinding against my deepest spots. His eyes never leave mine.

It's incredibly intimate, more so than the earlier frenzy. He's watching every flicker of pleasure on my face, learning my body's responses. He adjusts the angle, the depth, seeking the rhythm that wrings the most intense reactions from me.

My hands grip his biceps, feeling the muscles flex with each powerful stroke. My back arches, offering myself to him.

The slow, deep friction builds the pleasure steadily, relentlessly. It's a different kind of peak—a slow, inexorable climb rather than a sudden explosion. My breath comes in shallow gasps. Whimpers build in my throat with each deep penetration.

He leans down, capturing my mouth, his kiss mirroring the rhythm of his hips—deep, possessive, consuming. His hand slides between us again, his thumb finding my clit, circling it with firm, precise pressure.

The dual assault overwhelms me. The coil winds tight again, a slow, deep burn this time. Tears prick my eyes from the sheer intensity.

"Look at me, Claire," he commands, his voice ragged. "Come for me again. Let me feel you."

His thrusts become harder, deeper, hitting that spot with unerring accuracy. His thumb presses harder. The pressure crests.

This orgasm isn't a shattering explosion; it's a deep, rolling wave that crashes over me, pulling me under. It starts deep in my core, a slow, powerful convulsion that radiates outwards, washing through my entire body in long, pulsing waves.

I cry out, a sound ripped from deep within, my body arching wildly, clamping down on him in rhythmic pulses.

He groans, his rhythm faltering, then he buries himself deep and holds, his own release triggered by my inner spasms. I feel the hot pulses deep inside, a final, possessive claim.

He collapses onto me, his weight crushing, welcome. We lie there, tangled, breathless, utterly spent. Sweat cools on our skin.

The silence returns, deeper this time, filled with the profound exhaustion of shared ecstasy. He eventually rolls off, pulling me against his side. His arm drapes heavily over my waist. My head finds the hollow of his shoulder.

The city lights paint shifting patterns on the ceiling. The adrenaline fades, replaced by bone-deep lethargy. My body feels like a wrung-out rag, every muscle loose and heavy. The residual tremors subside, leaving a profound sense of satiation.

Marcus's breathing evens out beside me, deep and slow. His fingers trace idle patterns on my hipbone. The possessiveness of the gesture feels right now, a comfortable anchor.

The thoughts come softer now, drifting like feathers. David. The image is fainter, accompanied only by a quiet warmth. The promise kept, the freedom embraced and consumed. No guilt, only a strange, profound gratitude. For David's trust. For this man's intensity. For my own ability to leap.

Marcus stirs, pressing a drowsy kiss to the top of my head. "Sleep," he murmurs, his voice thick with exhaustion.

I close my eyes, letting the deep, rhythmic sound of his breathing lull me. The neon glow bleeds through my eyelids. The faint, distant pulse of the city beats beneath the silence.

I am Claire. Wife. Lover. A woman who stepped off the cliff and discovered she could fly.

And as sleep finally claims me, wrapped in the scent of sex and cedarwood and the warmth of a temporary king, the only thought that remains is a single, shimmering word: Yes.


Chapter 4


Before I can fully recover, before the tremors even subside, his hands grip my waist, lifting me effortlessly. My legs instinctively wrap around his hips. He carries me the few steps to the large, plush bed and lays me down gently on the cool duvet.

He stands beside the bed, looking down at me, sprawled and panting, clad only in my damp panties. His eyes rake over my body, lingering on my flushed skin, my heaving breasts. His own need is evident in the prominent bulge straining against his trousers.

He starts to unbutton his shirt, slowly, deliberately, his gaze never leaving mine. Each button reveals more tanned skin, a dusting of dark hair on his chest, defined pectorals, a flat stomach. He shrugs the shirt off, letting it fall to the floor.

His torso is powerful, sculpted muscle honed by real work, not just gym hours. He unbuckles his belt, the metallic clink loud in the quiet room. The zip of his trousers follows. He pushes them down, along with his boxer briefs, freeing his erection.

He's thick, impressively so, the head flushed a deep red, standing proudly against his abdomen. My mouth waters involuntarily.

He kneels on the bed between my legs, his hands pushing my thighs apart. He hooks his fingers into the sides of my damp panties and pulls them down my legs, tossing them aside.

I'm completely bare before him now, exposed, vulnerable, yet empowered by the raw desire in his eyes.

He leans down, his hands sliding under my ass, lifting my hips. His mouth finds my center again, not just my clit, but lower, his tongue delving into me, tasting me deeply.

I cry out, arching off the bed. The sensitivity from my first orgasm lingers, but his tongue is relentless, probing, licking, driving me swiftly back towards the edge. It's too much, too soon, yet I crave it.

His fingers join his mouth, two sliding inside me again, curling, finding that spot that makes me see stars. He sucks my clit into his mouth, applying firm, rhythmic pressure. The dual stimulation overwhelms me, building the pressure with terrifying speed.

My hands fist in the duvet. I'm panting, begging, though I don't even know what words are coming out.

"Please... oh god... Marcus..."

He growls against me, the vibration sending fresh shocks through my system. The second peak hits me harder, faster. It rips through me, a blinding, convulsive wave of pleasure that leaves me screaming, my body bowing off the bed, my vision blurring.

He rides it with me, his mouth and fingers relentless until the last tremor subsides, leaving me boneless, gasping, utterly spent.

He lifts his head, his lips glistening, his eyes burning with triumph and undisguised lust. He moves up my body, his hard cock brushing against my inner thigh, leaving a slick trail. He kisses me deeply, letting me taste myself on his tongue. It's primal, possessive.

He reaches between us, his hand wrapping around his length, guiding the broad head to my entrance. I'm slick, open, still pulsing from the aftershocks.

He looks down at me, his eyes holding mine. "Look at me," he commands, his voice thick. "I want to see you when I take you."

I force my heavy eyelids open, meeting his intense gaze. He pushes forward slowly, deliberately. The stretch feels intense, delicious. He's thick, filling me inch by inch, a deep, stretching burn that borders on pain but tips instantly into overwhelming pleasure.

A low moan escapes me as he bottoms out, his hips flush against mine. He's buried deep, impossibly deep. He holds himself there for a moment, letting me feel every inch of him, letting my body adjust. The feeling of fullness is exquisite, overwhelming.

His breath is ragged against my neck.

"Fuck, Claire," he groans. "So tight. So fucking perfect."

He begins to move. Slowly at first, long, deep strokes that drag against every sensitive inner wall. The friction feels incredible, lighting up nerve endings I didn't know I had. My body responds instinctively, my hips rising to meet his thrusts, my inner muscles clenching around him.

He groans, his rhythm faltering for a second.

"You feel that?" he rasps, picking up the pace slightly. "You feel how good you take me?"

I can only whimper in response, lost in the sensation, the overwhelming fullness, the delicious friction.

He shifts slightly, angling his thrusts. The head of his cock brushes against something deep inside, a spot that sends a jolt of pure electricity straight to my core. I cry out, my nails digging into his shoulders.

"There?" he growls, his eyes gleaming.

He does it again, and again, hitting that spot with unerring accuracy with every deep, powerful thrust. Pleasure builds rapidly, a fierce coil tightening low in my belly. It's different from the earlier orgasms—deeper, more consuming.

My legs lock around his waist, pulling him deeper, harder. My cries become continuous, desperate. He's relentless, his hips pistoning, driving into me with increasing force. Sweat beads on his brow, drips onto my chest.

The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, mixing with our ragged breathing and my increasingly incoherent pleas. He leans down, capturing my mouth in a brutal kiss, swallowing my cries.

His hand slides between our bodies, his thumb finding my clit again. The added stimulation is the final catalyst. The coil snaps violently.

My third orgasm erupts, a volcanic explosion of pure ecstasy that whites out my vision. My body convulses uncontrollably, clamping down on him like a vice, milking him.

A guttural roar tears from his throat as my inner spasms trigger his own release. He thrusts once, twice more, deep, hard, grinding against me as he empties himself inside me with powerful pulses I can feel deep within.

He collapses on top of me, his weight a welcome anchor as the aftershocks continue to rock us both. His breath is hot and ragged against my neck. I cling to him, my own body trembling, utterly shattered.


Chapter 5


The silence that follows feels profound, broken only by our ragged breathing and the distant hum of the city below. He shifts slightly, rolling to his side, pulling me with him, spooning me against his chest.

One arm wraps possessively around my waist, his hand splayed low on my belly. His other hand brushes sweat-dampened hair from my temple.

I feel boneless, utterly spent, floating in a haze of endorphins and satisfaction. The silence stretches, comfortable, heavy with the aftermath of shared intensity. My skin tingles where it touches his.

His heartbeat thuds steadily against my back, a counterpoint to my own racing pulse slowly settling. The scent of sex, sweat, and his cedarwood cologne fills the air, thick and primal.

His thumb traces idle circles on my stomach.

"Okay?" His voice is a low rumble against my ear, rough with exertion but gentle.

I manage a weak nod, my throat tight. "More than okay."

Exquisite. Shattered. Liberated. Words feel inadequate.

He presses a soft kiss to the curve of my shoulder, his lips warm. "Good."

That single word holds layers—satisfaction, possessiveness, a hint of relief.

We lie there for long minutes, tangled in the rumpled duvet, bathed in the neon glow filtering through the window. The fountains dance silently below, a mesmerizing light show we don't watch.

My mind, blissfully blank in the immediate aftermath, begins to stir. Thoughts seep in, soft at first. David. There's no sharp pang of guilt, surprisingly. More a quiet acknowledgment. The image of his face, smiling, encouraging, surfaces. Go, Claire. Have fun.

The permission feels real now, woven into the fabric of this intense, stolen moment. It doesn't diminish what just happened; it frames it. This wasn't betrayal. It was an exploration, a claiming of the freedom he willingly gave.

Marcus shifts slightly, his hand sliding up from my belly to cup my breast possessively. His thumb brushes over my still-sensitive nipple, sending a fresh, delicious shiver through my spent body. He nuzzles my neck.

"Still with me?" he murmurs.

I turn my head slightly, meeting his dark eyes in the dim light. They're heavy-lidded, sated, but still watchful. "Very much so," I whisper.

A slow, satisfied smile curves his lips. He leans in, kissing me softly, deeply. It's different now—less hungry urgency, more lingering exploration, a savoring of the connection forged in heat.

His hand drifts lower again, tracing the curve of my hip, dipping between my thighs. I gasp as his fingers find my slick, swollen flesh, still incredibly sensitive. He strokes lightly, experimentally.

"Still so responsive," he observes, his voice thick with renewed interest.

The touch, gentle as it is, sends fresh sparks through my overstimulated nerves. A low throb of desire, faint but undeniable, pulses deep inside me.

He feels it. His fingers delve deeper, finding my entrance, slick with our combined release. He slides one finger inside, slowly, watching my face. My breath hitches. It's almost too much, yet the sensation is undeniably arousing.

He adds a second finger, curling them upwards, finding that deep, sensitive spot again. A soft moan escapes me. My hips shift restlessly.

He kisses me again, swallowing the sound. "Tell me you want more," he murmurs against my lips.

It's not a demand, but a challenge, an invitation to the precipice once more. Exhaustion wars with rekindled desire. My body feels wrung out, yet the embers he's stoking flare back to life.

The look in his eyes is predatory, possessive. He wants to own this night, this body, completely. And a part of me, the part that stepped off the cliff back in the bar, wants to be owned. Just for tonight.

I reach back, my hand finding the hard length of him pressed against my lower back. He's already hardening again, thick and insistent. My fingers wrap around him, stroking slowly, feeling him swell further at my touch.

A low groan vibrates in his chest.

"Yes," I breathe, the word ragged with renewed need. "More. I want more."

He withdraws his fingers slowly, then rolls me onto my back. He looms over me, braced on his arms, his eyes burning into mine. He hooks my right knee over his shoulder, opening me wide.

The position feels vulnerable, exposed. He guides himself to my entrance. The head presses against me, a blunt, insistent pressure. He pushes in slowly, deliberately, watching my face.

The stretch is intense, even after everything, but the slickness eases his way. He fills me completely, stretching me deliciously. He holds himself deep for a moment, letting me feel every inch.

Then he begins to move.

This time, it's not the frantic race to oblivion. It's slower, deeper, more deliberate. Each thrust feels measured, powerful, grinding against my deepest spots. His eyes never leave mine.

It's incredibly intimate, more so than the earlier frenzy. He's watching every flicker of pleasure on my face, learning my body's responses. He adjusts the angle, the depth, seeking the rhythm that wrings the most intense reactions from me.

My hands grip his biceps, feeling the muscles flex with each powerful stroke. My back arches, offering myself to him.

The slow, deep friction builds the pleasure steadily, relentlessly. It's a different kind of peak—a slow, inexorable climb rather than a sudden explosion. My breath comes in shallow gasps. Whimpers build in my throat with each deep penetration.

He leans down, capturing my mouth, his kiss mirroring the rhythm of his hips—deep, possessive, consuming. His hand slides between us again, his thumb finding my clit, circling it with firm, precise pressure.

The dual assault overwhelms me. The coil winds tight again, a slow, deep burn this time. Tears prick my eyes from the sheer intensity.

"Look at me, Claire," he commands, his voice ragged. "Come for me again. Let me feel you."

His thrusts become harder, deeper, hitting that spot with unerring accuracy. His thumb presses harder. The pressure crests.

This orgasm isn't a shattering explosion; it's a deep, rolling wave that crashes over me, pulling me under. It starts deep in my core, a slow, powerful convulsion that radiates outwards, washing through my entire body in long, pulsing waves.

I cry out, a sound ripped from deep within, my body arching wildly, clamping down on him in rhythmic pulses.

He groans, his rhythm faltering, then he buries himself deep and holds, his own release triggered by my inner spasms. I feel the hot pulses deep inside, a final, possessive claim.

He collapses onto me, his weight crushing, welcome. We lie there, tangled, breathless, utterly spent. Sweat cools on our skin.

The silence returns, deeper this time, filled with the profound exhaustion of shared ecstasy. He eventually rolls off, pulling me against his side. His arm drapes heavily over my waist. My head finds the hollow of his shoulder.

The city lights paint shifting patterns on the ceiling. The adrenaline fades, replaced by bone-deep lethargy. My body feels like a wrung-out rag, every muscle loose and heavy. The residual tremors subside, leaving a profound sense of satiation.

Marcus's breathing evens out beside me, deep and slow. His fingers trace idle patterns on my hipbone. The possessiveness of the gesture feels right now, a comfortable anchor.

The thoughts come softer now, drifting like feathers. David. The image is fainter, accompanied only by a quiet warmth. The promise kept, the freedom embraced and consumed. No guilt, only a strange, profound gratitude. For David's trust. For this man's intensity. For my own ability to leap.

Marcus stirs, pressing a drowsy kiss to the top of my head. "Sleep," he murmurs, his voice thick with exhaustion.

I close my eyes, letting the deep, rhythmic sound of his breathing lull me. The neon glow bleeds through my eyelids. The faint, distant pulse of the city beats beneath the silence.

I am Claire. Wife. Lover. A woman who stepped off the cliff and discovered she could fly.

And as sleep finally claims me, wrapped in the scent of sex and cedarwood and the warmth of a temporary king, the only thought that remains is a single, shimmering word: Yes.

The End
Follow me on Amazon if you want to get notified when I release more.
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