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The whole thing began as a joke. My husband Dylan had his friend Carter over to work on their music project in Dylan’s garage studio. I poked my head in to see if Dylan might get away from work to go with me to Phoenix for an accounting software expo my company wanted to send me on. I know, not the most intriguing thing in the world for anyone but me.
“Not in the next couple of months for sure,” Dylan said, shaking his head, picking his strings. “No way nobody is getting out of work this time of year.”
Carter kept his drum beat going. “I can take you,” he said, not even opening his eyes.
That’s when Dylan shot me that glance, and I shot him my glance right back. It might have only lasted a fraction of a second, but that’s the moment that launched it.
Neither of us said anything long enough that Carter opened one eye and looked back and forth at Dylan and me.
“Nice try Carter,” I laughed. “But you keep trying, okay?”
“But hang on,” Dylan said, “I mean . . . . “
I laughed at both of them now. “It is impossible, end of sentence.”
Dylan shrugged one shoulder. “You never like going alone to these things.”
“I just won’t go, I’ll let Dave know, I’m sure there are others who would kill to go.”
“But this is something that looks good on you at the firm, right?”
I nodded because that was true. It was an endorsement to be tapped for it. “You go alone as a female to a software expo especially in accounting, you’re looking at hordes of bald pudgy guys salivating over you the whole time.”
“This way you can have just me salivating over you instead,” Carter piped up, making them both laugh, and making me fake laugh and look down and blush.
Because I’d already let my husband know that his friend Carter was a very attractive man. I teased him about maybe having made the wrong choice. He teased me about maybe I might go cheat with him if he left me alone with him for too long. It was all for a laugh. But inside every joke, they say . . . .
“When is it?” Carter said.
“Like maybe you need to check your calendar if you’re free?” Dylan said and he laughed harder at him. Carter had a self-directed life, highly prosperous, but self-directed, both in career and in love-life. He was currently and usually was unattached in any serious way.
“20th for three days, two weeks from now,” I said.
“I love driving out into the desert. You do your thing during the day, I go have fun in the desert, then for dinner and evenings, I keep the braying mob off your back.”
“It’s not her back they’re after,” Dylan said.
“Hey! I think my back is rather lovely and shapely,” I said, and I retreated from the garage and let the door close and chased any further thought of it from my mind. I mean seriously, Carter going with me to Phoenix for two nights? Without Dylan? It was impossible.
But when I brought pizza out of the oven and put it down on the table between the three of us, they were already talking like it was a fait accompli. It was as though I had no further input on it, like it was all decided.
To be honest, I didn’t fight it enough. I liked Carter. Him going with me to Phoenix was certainly better than going alone. I certainly couldn’t imagine there was any risk from Dylan’s point of view. Not really. Right?
But like some proverb somewhere says, opportunity slips in through the narrowest of seams. “I’ll pick you up in the Uber,” Carter said. “We’ll rent a car on the other end.”
“Separate hotel rooms,” I said, and I drew my eyes over to Dylan. “Right?”
“I mean . . . “ he said, looking down and grinning. The three of us had shared motel rooms before when they went to those strange small-town bar gigs or festivals they loved, so this wasn’t altogether different. But it was never just Carter and I alone in a room.
“Company covers just one room, right?” Dylan said.
“They have no problem with people bringing spouses,” I said. “Spouses being the operative word here.”
“I can pretend at check-in,” Carter said and he laughed.
“I am absolutely sure you can,” I said shaking my head, but also ducking it. I was the worst at hiding a blush.
“You’d just fucking love that,” Dylan said to him.
We said nothing further about it that night.
But two weeks later, it was dark when the Uber arrived out front. I kissed Dylan goodbye on the porch. “Seriously, have a good time,” he said. “Next three days is off the books.”
“Nothing is ever off the books,” I reminded him. “Speaking as an accountant.”
“I told the same thing to Carter,” he said.
Those were his final words to me before I climbed in the back of the car where I found Carter already waiting for me. I didn’t pause to ask my husband what the hell that was supposed to mean. I shut the door and looked over the back seat to the man beside me like he was an all-new stranger. “I didn’t agree to this, I don’t think it’s a good idea.”
“Too late now,” was all he said.
I made a feeble wave back to my husband still watching and waving from the porch, a big old Dylan smile on his face.
The ride to the airport was quiet for the first ten minutes. I stared out the window as the early light broke across the roofs of the suburb we were leaving behind. Carter didn’t say much either, just scrolled on his phone like we were two co-workers heading to a conference, nothing more.
But the silence was warm, not awkward. And the fact that he didn’t press to talk only made me more aware of him, his long legs stretched out, his relaxed posture, the steady presence of him beside me. On the one hand, I was grateful he came with me, what Dylan said was true, I hated going alone. But on the other hand, I was scared, not of him, but of me.
I turned toward him when I caught in the reflection in the glass him glancing at me. He didn’t look away.
“What?” I asked, soft.
“You packed light,” he said.
I raised an eyebrow. “You snooping through my carry-on already?”
“No,” he said, and he smiled faintly. “I just figured you’d bring more armor for the desert hordes.”
I grinned. “I packed what I need.”
“And what’s that?”
“Two dresses, three pairs of heels, toothbrush, laptop. Done.”
He looked at me like he could see more than that, like he was trying to imagine what those dresses looked like. I looked away first.
The flight was smooth. We didn’t sit beside each other, middle seat buffer. I worked on my presentation slides, tried to pretend I wasn’t overly aware of Carter sleeping with his hoodie pulled up beside me. When we landed and picked up the car, I was already a little flushed and tired from pretending not to be aware of him for the past three hours. He drove. I watched the city shimmer in the sun as we pulled away from the airport and out toward the hotel.
But then came the room. We stood side by side at check-in just like a couple who had done this a dozen times before. I gave my name and reservation code. The woman at the desk smiled at us both. "King bed, non-smoking, three nights. Is that correct?"
I hesitated. Before I could answer, Carter put a hand on my lower back, light, casual, but real, and leaned in. “That’s right,” he said smoothly.
I looked at him and he looked at me. We didn’t say anything until we got in the elevator, the keycard in my hand.
“That wasn’t funny,” I said, my voice flat, heart racing.
“I thought we were pretending,” he said. “You said they’re fine with spouses.”
“Carter . . . . ”
“You want me to go back down and switch it? I will. Two queens?”
I didn’t answer. The elevator stopped ad the doors opened. I walked ahead, heels clicking and he followed, quiet.
I opened the door. It was a nice room with soft light, big mirror, single chair by the window. And the one single big king bed
I stepped inside but Carter didn’t. “Seriously,” he said, from the hallway. “I can get my own room.”
I looked back at him standing there with his bag in one hand and something in his eyes. I held the door open longer and let it close behind him when he stepped inside.
“Don’t be stupid,” I said.
He set his bag down just inside the door then moved past me. I watched him cross to the window and pull the curtain back, revealing the beige glare of the Phoenix afternoon.
I walked to the desk, pulled out my laptop, and bent over it and acted like there was something urgent on it. I wasn’t even sure if it was connected to Wi-Fi.
Behind me, Carter exhaled. “Look,” he said, “we’ve been in tighter quarters before.”
I didn’t look up. “Not without Dylan.”
He was quiet but I could feel him watching me.
“Is it going to be weird?” he asked. “Because I don’t want it to be weird.”
I closed the laptop and turned to face him. “I don’t know yet.”
He smiled like that answer entertained him. “I think I can promise to behave.”
“That’s not what I’m worried about.”
His smile lingered. “That so?”
I walked past him toward the closet, tugged the zipper of my hoodie down halfway. The room had already started to warm up, or maybe it was just me. I hung it on the hanger and caught him watching in the mirror behind me. I looked at him through it.
His eyes dropped, but not all the way. Just enough to trace the line of my top before he met mine again in the glass.
“It’s been a long day,” I said. “Let’s get dinner. I want something bad, something juicy.”
“Burgers and beer,” he said. “I saw a place on the way in. I’ll drive.”
We didn’t talk about the bed again.
Dinner was relaxed. We sat in a corner booth and I caught myself laughing easily with him. He teased me about my company’s name being printed on my lanyard like I was walking into a speed dating event for tax nerds.
I let him tease. I didn’t say no when he ordered another round and I didn’t flinch when his knee brushed mine beneath the table.
When we got back to the room, I stood at the counter in the bathroom wiping my lipstick off slowly. He was in the room behind me, undressing quietly, peeling his shirt off with no fanfare. I didn’t turn around, but I saw him in the mirror, broad shoulders, toned arms familiar from summers and barbecues and music nights, but not like this, not alone in the intimate space of a hotel room so far from home.
He stepped behind me to brush his teeth. Too close, but not touching, I could smell his skin, clean, warm from the sun.
I rinsed my mouth, set my toothbrush down and we both looked in the mirror. His voice was low. “You want me to sleep on the floor then?”
I turned off the bathroom light and walked out before answering, letting the door swing slowly shut behind me as the room settled into a soft amber glow from the bedside lamps. My heels were already off and I moved across the carpet in silence, not looking at him but feeling the weight of his gaze track every step I took. The king bed sat impossibly wide and made up, with the extra set of pillows already tucked to one side as if the room itself had conspired to suggest there was no question: one bed, one arrangement, one night.
I pulled my nightdress from the suitcase slowly, shaking it out, acting as if I wasn’t performing for him but knowing I absolutely was, because the mirror above the desk caught both of us in profile, me walking toward the closet in my blouse, skirt, and stockings, and him behind me, bare-chested, watching.
I slipped back into the bathroom and changed, easing out of my blouse, undoing my skirt, and peeling down my stockings, and I pulled my nightdress on in movements that felt oddly rehearsed for someone not intending to be seen.
When I emerged, he was already under the covers, one side folded back neatly, the television remote in his hand though the screen was still black. He looked over at me without smiling, his eyes moving from the soft fabric of my dress down the length of my legs and back up again.
I didn’t comment but walked over to my side of the bed, pulled back the covers, and slipped in beside him without turning away. There was a full eighteen inches between us, and I could feel every one of them like a held breath.
We lay like that for a full minute, two professionals sharing a space, nothing more. He turned the television on to some late-night movie already halfway through, and muted it so the flickering light crawled silently across the ceiling. I turned onto my side facing him, though his eyes stayed on the screen. I studied his profile, the curve of his jaw, the faint shadow of his stubble, the quiet rise and fall of his chest. My fingers curled beneath the pillow and I could feel my pulse inside my palm.
“You good Ava?” he asked quietly, still not looking at me.
“I’m fine, Carter,” I said, matching his tone.
His hand reached out to set the remote down and he turned to face me. I let my hand slip from under the pillow and settle on the sheet between us, resting there openly, palm down, fingers curled, a quiet, undeniable offering of proximity. He looked down at my hand, then back at my face, his eyes darker now, watching me like I was something unfolding, a question turning over  in his mind.
Then his hand covered mine, heat on heat, skin on skin, two hands meeting in a neutral space.
That one touch did more than any kiss could have. It dragged every hidden part of me out into the open. I stared at his chest and didn’t stop myself from tracing the edge of his ribs with my eyes, then lower, to the line of the sheet over his waist, where I could see, very clearly, the shape of his arousal beneath. There was no pretense anymore, not with my thighs clenching under the dress I knew he liked, not with the heat rushing into my chest and throat.
I took my hand back from under his and let it trail up along the inside of his forearm following the muscle, the hair, the quiet strength of him just waiting. He let me explore him in silence, let me close the last of the space between us with my breath catching, with my knees brushing his leg under the sheet, with my hand now on his bare shoulder.
Without asking, I leaned in. The kiss wasn’t a test, it was confirmation.
His mouth met mine in the middle of that long, trembling silence, and what passed between us now was a low, hot ignition that caught instantly. His hand rose to my waist, then lower, feeling the edge of the dress, gathering the fabric like he needed to know what was under it before he undressed me. My leg slid over his hip. The sheet fell. My hand found the top of his waistband, and paused there.
We were already far past where this was supposed to go. His fingers tightened at my waist taking control of  just enough of me to make it impossible to pretend this was still just playful. I could feel the edge of his thumbnail through the thin fabric of my dress, resting just above the curve of my hip, tracing a slow, unconscious circle as his mouth lingered on mine letting it hover, breath against breath, lips parted just enough to taste the warmth between us. Every part of me felt suspended in that contact, in the way his breath exhaled into my mouth, in the way my lips softened and pressed back without urgency.
I shifted against him and that subtle movement brought my inner thigh over the top of his, a placement that pressed the warm skin of my leg against the firmness under the sheet between us. I felt his reaction instantly, a deepening of breath, a quiet intake that pressed his chest closer to mine. He still hadn’t touched my breast. He hadn’t pulled me to him. But everything in his body was bracing against the restraint, and that made the heat in me peak.
I pulled back from the kiss only an inch, just enough to open my eyes and look into his. His gaze didn’t flinch, it stayed locked on mine as I pushed myself up onto one elbow, hair falling over one shoulder, my dress pulling at the neckline. His hand remained where it was on my waist, but his thumb began to move brushing now against the edge of my ribcage, tracing under the hem.
He looked up at me like he needed permission but wasn’t going to ask for it and I gave it to him in silence.
I reached down with both hands and gathered the hem of my dress, pulled it slowly and steadily up my thighs. The fabric resisted at first, catching at the swell of my hips, sliding up over the soft cling of my panties, exposing inch after inch of bare thigh as I sat back onto my knees beside him, straddling just one leg. I didn’t rush it, I let him see all of it, the dark shape of my panties, the stretch of my stomach, the inside of my thighs flushed with heat. I watched his eyes drop, saw the way he licked his lower lip before looking back at my face like he couldn’t believe I was letting him see this.
I leaned forward letting my hair fall against his chest, my mouth brushing the corner of his jaw, my breath warm and damp against his skin.
Then, lower, I pressed my lips to the center of his chest,, then slower, parting them, tasting the heat of his body as my hand slid under the sheet and settled flat against the hard length of him.
I let my palm mold to the heat and weight of him through the sheet, holding him there, bare and hard under the thin cotton, letting the contact draw everything else away from my mind until there was only that sensation, his pulse against my skin, the pressure growing stronger as I remained still. I looked down at my hand and saw the shape of him rising into it, and even that small lift made something deep inside me clench in response.  It was exactly what I feared about myself and this whole trip. I knew myself better than I gave me credit for.
He hadn’t moved a muscle, hadn’t gasped or groaned, but I could feel the restraint flowing through every part of him, like he was daring me to keep going, to see what I would do next, to make the next line disappear.
I pulled the sheet back with the slowest, most deliberate motion I had ever made, peeling it off his body inch by inch, the slide of fabric whispering against his skin, revealing his stomach first, tight, smooth, rising and falling as he breathed deeper now, and then lower, until the full length of him was exposed, rigid and heavy against his thigh, no longer hidden or theoretical. I didn’t look away from it, didn’t blush or pretend to be coy. I just looked at it, close up, under the soft yellow lamplight, then back up at him. He was watching my face the way a man watches the first touch of rain after a dry season, like something sacred and raw was about to happen, and he couldn’t stop it even if he wanted to.
I let my fingertips slide along the line of his hip first, tracing the edge of his body, then down across his thigh, feeling the grain of muscle tighten under my touch. When my hand curled back inward and my knuckles brushed the base of him, his entire stomach flexed hard, like a ripple had passed through it, and still he didn’t reach for me. He stayed still and let me explore him like I was memorizing him with my hands. I wrapped my fingers around him and lifted him from where he rested, feeling the full weight, the velvety skin stretched tight over heat and pulse. I didn’t stroke yet, I just held him steady in my palm while I leaned forward and kissed his chest lower this time, beneath his sternum.
His hand moved, slowly, carefully, and came to rest at the back of my head full of warmth and trust and barely restrained hunger. I kissed him lower, then more at the base of his ribs, then lower still, my mouth and my hand working in perfect silence as I descended inch by inch down his body, knowing exactly what I was about to do, and knowing I wanted him to feel every second of the wait before I did it as I always feared I would.
I shifted lower, let my knees slide outward as I eased my body between his legs, the bed dipping beneath me with each quiet movement. My hand stayed wrapped around the base of him, firm but careful, feeling the subtle twitch beneath my grip as I brought my face closer. The heat coming off him was immediate and impossible to ignore, flesh flushed and waiting, thick and hard and fully exposed now under the golden wash of the bedside lamp. I paused with my mouth a breath away from him, my hair falling across his hip, letting my breath fan across the head of his cock without making contact, teasing the air around it enough to watch his abdomen tighten and his jaw set.
His hand remained at the back of my head, fingers flexing through my hair, then still as though he knew that any pressure, any urging, might snap whatever thread we were balancing on. I liked that he didn’t try. I liked that he waited, that he let me do this how I wanted, on my time, at my pace. In a twisted way, it struck me that he respected the fact I was his best friend’s wife.
I let the tip of my tongue slide out and touched it with a whisper-soft flick across the ridge at the top, then drew it away. His breath caught, I heard it, I felt it in the slight shift of his body under mine. I did it slower this time, then let my lips brush the side of him, kissing my way around the thick shaft with soft, open-mouthed pressure, letting the wet heat of my mouth leave wet marks behind. My hand followed every move, rotating gently, keeping him angled up toward me as I took my time tasting every inch of him with small licks, circling the tip, dragging along the underside, drawing a line down to the base and then back up, until he was slick and trembling under the rhythm of my tongue.
When I wrapped my lips around the head and sank down, I did it slowly, pressing past all resistance, feeling the stretch at the corners of my mouth as he filled me more and more. I kept my eyes open, watching his stomach rise in a long draws, held breath as I eased my way deeper, my lips sealing around him as I took him in until my hand met my mouth and I couldn’t go further. I stayed there, unmoving, just letting him feel the tightness of my throat wrapped around him, the wet heat of my tongue pressed along the underside, the gentle suction as I breathed through my nose and held him in place.
Then I pulled back, slow and steady, and did it again. And again, never breaking eye contact with his body, never giving him more than a whisper of sound, just the wet slide and the soft hum of breath through my nose as I worked him deeper, slower, wetter, until I felt his hips jerk, a sharp reaction he couldn’t control, and I knew he was close to losing that perfect stillness he’d kept for so long. It was exactly what I knew could happen from the first time it was joked about onward, because I wanted to do this exactly.
I adjusted my position on the bed, widening my knees to sink lower between his thighs, anchoring myself there with one hand still wrapped tightly at the base of his cock, holding him upright and steady as I began to work my mouth along him in a slow, wet rhythm that left no room for doubt about how far I was willing to go. Each stroke of my lips was long, my jaw relaxing as I took him in deeper, the soft wet pop of my mouth pulling back before sinking smoother each time, heat flooding my cheeks and throat as I found the motion and kept it unbroken. He tasted clean and warm, and the weight of him against my tongue was as intimate as any kiss I had ever given.
His hand slid lower, threading deeper into my hair. He wasn’t taking control. He was holding on. I could feel the tension growing in his thighs, the subtle tremble in his hips, and every time I eased back to the tip, I let my tongue circle it slowly, drawing wet lines around the ridge, teasing the most sensitive spot with the flat of my tongue, before sliding him back into my mouth again with the same careful, gliding pressure. I let spit run down my chin, catching at the corner of my mouth, not bothering to wipe it. I wanted him messy. I wanted him soaked with the proof of what I was doing.
I tilted my head just enough to deepen the angle, taking him further, pushing past the resistance as I pressed forward until I felt the thick head slip inside my throat. My eyes fluttered closed, my lips sealed tighter, and I held there for a long, breathless second, letting the fullness overwhelm everything else. Then I pulled back slowly, gasping through my nose, spit stretching between us as I let him fall free from my mouth, wet and shining, twitching in the air before I kissed the base again and looked up at him.
His jaw was clenched and his chest rose and fell in sharp, uneven breaths. The look on his face, complete disbelief, unguarded arousal, that stunned, wordless gratitude, sent a bolt of heat straight through me. I didn’t say anything, I just tightened my grip around him, kissed the tip more, and then slid back up his body, dragging my hands along his ribs, pressing my hips across his thigh, kissing his mouth like I hadn’t just had him in mine a second ago.
He groaned against my lips as I climbed on top of him, my body settling into place with the thick press of him nudging between my legs, still slick from my mouth, and now caught against the soft heat of my panties. I rolled my hips, slow and heavy, grinding him there, back and forth, and watched his eyes close.
I kept him there, trapped between the damp cotton and the heat of my body, dragging him along the center of my underwear, letting the soaked fabric cling tighter with every roll of my hips. His hands slid up to my thighs, gripping me there with restraint that felt more fragile with each breath he took, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh just hard enough to make me ache for more. I leaned forward, placing both hands on his chest, feeling the stretch of muscle beneath my palms, the way his heart pounded against my touch, his whole body locked beneath mine while I stayed just out of reach.
I moved slower now to lose myself in the control, in the growing pressure as the head of his cock kept catching against the seam of my panties, slicker every time, soaking through until I could feel him perfectly through the fabric, thick, hot, pulsing right where I wanted him. I dragged myself across him with long, grinding strokes, watching his stomach tense as he fought to keep from bucking upward into me.
When I looked down between us, I could see everything, the wet fabric clinging to my folds, the way it stretched thin as I shifted my hips, the tip of him slipping against me with nothing left hidden. I lifted my hips just an inch and reached down, curling my fingers into the waistband of my panties and dragging them slowly aside, far enough to bare myself to him completely, to let him see the gleam of wetness stretched between my thighs, to see how ready I was, how close I had kept him all this time.
His hands moved to my hips now, holding tight, but still not forcing.
I kept my eyes on his as I reached between us, took him in my hand, and angled him upward, pressing the head of his cock directly against the slick, swollen entrance he’d been teasing with his body for what felt like hours. I didn’t push down yet, I let him feel it, bare skin to bare skin, the heat of me pulsing against the crown of him while I stayed perfectly still, my thighs trembling now with the effort it took not to give in.
He whispered my name, low and broken, and I felt his hips twitch involuntarily.
I let the weight of my body settle, letting him breach me a fraction of an inch, the head stretching me open, hot and slow and real, and I held it there, suspended in that moment of entry, our breath tangled, our bodies straining.
Then I pushed lower, and he slipped inside. The first inch stole the air from my lungs. The stretch of him was hot and thick and slow, a deep, steady pressure that opened me in ways no teasing ever could. My thighs quivered as I eased down onto him, my hips trembling with restraint, my breath caught in my throat as I felt myself gradually part around him, my body giving way inch by inch to the full weight and size of him. I didn’t move quickly. I wanted to feel every fraction of him disappear inside me, every subtle shift of muscle, every pulse, every quiet, helpless twitch as I took him deeper, this man who I caught sneaking peaks at me, this man I fantasized about, even while I joked about him with my husband. “You have nothing to worry about,” I told Dylan, laughing at his fake worried face, shaking my head at the ridiculousness of the idea.
His head tipped back against the pillow, his jaw clenched tight, his lips parted. He didn’t make a sound, but I could feel the strain in him, the tension in his hands still locked on my hips, holding on to me like he couldn’t believe what was happening. I let my hands slide up his chest, palms flattening above his heart, feeling it pound harder with every inch I sank down on him.
He was so deep now I could feel the pressure radiate up into my belly, and still I wasn’t fully down. I rolled my hips forward, a small adjustment, and the angle shifted just enough to let the last of him slide inside with a long, wet push that filled me to the edge of unbearable.
I sat still and straddling him fully now, completely impaled, my thighs wrapped around his sides, the heat of him buried inside me with no space left between our bodies. I felt stretched, shaken, stunned with the sheer fullness of it, and I stayed there, letting both of us feel it, letting the weight of what we’d done settle around us in the silence.
He opened his eyes and I didn’t look away. I rolled my hips, slow and grinding, pulling him just an inch out of me before easing him back in with the same soaking glide, and that was the moment his grip on my waist tightened hard, his fingers digging into my skin as his breath broke into a sound, low, choked, involuntary.
I did it slower this time, using every bit of his length with a deep, movement that left me throbbing by the time I sank back down, the drag of him inside me so slick and full that I couldn’t help but shudder. My hands were on his chest again now, fingers spread wide, grounding myself as I began to ride him with slow, grinding control, circling my hips at the bottom of each stroke, feeling every edge of him against the soft, swollen inside of me.
Neither of us spoke. There was just the wet sound of my body taking his, the bed shifting beneath us, and the long, slow rhythm of two people giving in completely.
I stayed on top of him, fully sheathed, my thighs spread wide around his hips, the wet grind of my body sealing him so deeply inside me that every shallow breath sent a ripple of pressure through my core. I didn’t ride him yet. I held motionless, letting the pulse of him throb against the inner walls of my body while my hands flattened over his chest, anchoring me against the temptation to move too quickly. I could feel the beat of his heart against my palms, hard and fast, and I knew he could feel the way my body clutched around him, tightening with every second I made us wait.
The fullness was overwhelming. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt this stretched, this stuffed, like my body had been made to take exactly this shape, to fit around him with no space left to breathe. I kept my hips pressed down, letting my weight hold him inside me to the hilt, while the base of him nestled against the wet heat between my thighs, the tip nudging so deep I could feel the tremble of it inside my belly. My eyes fluttered shut for a second as I clenched around him, slow, a teasing squeeze that made his entire body tighten beneath me.
His hands slid from my hips to my thighs, then up coasting over the swell of my ass in a slow, reverent motion before settling just below my waist, holding me there like he didn’t trust himself to let go. I opened my eyes and looked down at him. His jaw was tight, lips parted, brow furrowed with restraint. The look in his eyes was wrecked and worshipful. He wasn’t teasing anymore, that much was clear. He was barely holding it together.
I rocked my hips, a shallow movement that dragged the thick length of him just a fraction inside me, then pressed back down with slow, grinding force, a wet slide that made me gasp. His breath punched out of him in a low, guttural sound, hands tightening, his fingers leaving imprints on my skin.
I made a slow, deep circle with my hips that drew him against every wet, sensitive inch inside me, and this time I let my head fall back, lips parting as the sensation rippled through me, hotter now, more urgent. My pace stayed unhurried, grinding him in long, slow waves, each thrust a gliding, soaking stroke that never fully pulled away, just rode him deeper, wetter, harder until the friction made my legs shake and my breath catch in my throat.
I watched him come undone in silence beneath me, his muscles locked, mouth open, eyes half-lidded and dazed. He was lost in it now and so was I. I wasn’t going to stop until I had wrung every last breathless second out of the slowest, hardest ride of his life.
I leaned forward as I moved, shifting the angle just enough to draw a sharper gasp from him when I sank down the curve of my body pressing his deeper than before. My hands slid higher on his chest, fingertips grazing his collarbones, my hair falling over one shoulder as I looked down at him, flushed, tense, his lips parted like he was trying not to give himself away. I rolled my hips slowly, dragging him against every drenched, gripping inch of me, and I felt him twitch hard inside as his hands flew to my waist holding me there, but not stopping me.
I let my hips lift enough to feel him almost slip from me, then sank slow and steady, letting the tightness of my body pull him in with a wet glide that made both of us shudder. The sound of it, slick, obscene, perfect, filled the room beneath the quiet, flickering television, and I started moving in slow, grinding loops, no bounce or rush, just long, heavy thrusts that made my thighs burn and my breath catch each time I circled down and took him deep.
He was panting now, short and desperate, and I could feel him swelling harder inside me, every stroke making the pressure mount higher, the tension crackle hotter between us. My eyes stayed locked on his as I moved, and when he reached up and cupped my breasts through the thin fabric of my dress, I arched into his hands with a quiet, gasping moan. He squeezed greedily, and his thumbs found my nipples instantly, dragging over them in slow, firm circles that sent sparks straight down through my spine.
I picked up the pace just, hips grinding deeper, harder, wetter now as the sweat between us built and the friction of our bodies blurred into something hotter and more urgent. His cock was thick and soaking inside me, stretching me every time I dropped down, and the more I took, the more my own climax started to coil and burn beneath the surface, tight and inevitable.
I leaned in close, my lips brushing his ear as I whispered, breathless and trembling, “You’re going to come for me baby?”
His whole body jerked under me, but I didn’t stop moving.
“Deep inside me?” I whispered grinding harder, tighter, “while I ride you just like this?” I squeezed him inside.
He choked out my name. His hands flew to my hips digging in, holding onto me like he couldn’t survive another stroke.
I rolled my hips one last time, slow and deep, then held him buried inside me while I clenched more tightly around him.
His whole body bucked beneath me, the tension he’d been holding back snapping all at once as I felt him throb hard inside me, the thick pulse of his orgasm breaking in a sudden, desperate rush that sent his fingers clamping down on my hips like he was afraid I’d move too soon. I stayed right there, seated fully on him, taking every twitch, every hot spurt as he came deep inside me, my walls squeezing around him, milking him through it as his breath shattered into ragged, helpless groans against my shoulder.
I felt the heat of him fill me, thick and steady, each contraction stronger than the last, and I kept my hips locked in place, pulsing around him in slow, tight waves while his body shuddered under mine. His hands slid up my sides, his grip softer now but still urgent, like he needed to keep contact, to anchor himself in the aftermath. His head tipped forward against my chest, his breath hot and fast where it hit my skin, and I stroked his damp hair back with one hand, slowly, gently, letting the moment stretch out as he came down from it.
I could feel him still inside me, softening but still thick, still twitching as the last of his climax pulsed out in slow, deep waves. My thighs trembled from holding the position, but I didn’t move. I liked the feeling of being wrapped around him like that, of staying joined, everything slick and soaked and impossibly full. His hands were on my back now, just holding me, and I let my weight rest more fully against his chest, my lips brushing the side of his face, the corner of his mouth, the line of his jaw as I breathed him in.
Neither of us said a word. The only sound was the slowing rhythm of his breath, the occasional quiet shift of the sheets beneath us, the faint, unimportant murmur of the TV still playing in the background. I reached down and adjusted the edge of my dress which had ridden up so far it was bunched at my waist now, my panties still pushed to one side, completely forgotten. I felt him twitch again as I moved, a soft aftershock, and I kissed his jaw, then the corner of his mouth.
I lifted my hips slowly, easing off of him with a wet, dragging slide that made both of us groan quietly. I sat back on my heels between his legs, looking down at him, his chest heaving, his cock coated and glistening, still resting against his thigh, flushed and twitching in the warm air. I reached out, ran a single finger along the length of him, then up between my own thighs, gathering the mess he’d left inside me, and looked him in the eyes as I brought that same finger to my lips and slowly closed my mouth around it.
His eyes locked on mine, wide and dark, completely unreadable for a moment as he watched me suck my finger clean because I wanted to taste him, to let him see what he’d just done to me, what I was still letting echo through my body even now. This was not the wife of his friend that he knew yesterday. I knew this person would come out of me if let loose in a room alone with him.
I held his gaze the whole time, and the stunned stillness in his face cracked, his mouth twitching open, his breath catching his hips shifting like he wasn’t sure if he could get hard again that fast, but his body might try anyway.
I slid my finger free from my lips then leaned forward, climbing over him more, bare thighs straddling his spent body, my chest brushing his as I pressed our mouths together in a slow, open kiss. He groaned into it, low and wrecked, and I felt him reach for me, hands settling on the backs of my thighs, sliding up with no sense of hurry, no more teasing, just that deep, warm hunger that stays after the first time ends and you realize you haven’t had enough.
I rocked my hips down to press the slick heat of my body against his softening length, smearing his come between us, letting him feel how soaked I still was. The mess of it, the slide of it, the lazy grind of me still open and wet from what he’d done to me, it made him groan louder this time, and I could feel the first stir of him twitching back to life beneath me.
He buried his face in my neck, his mouth dragging over my skin, open and hot, and he whispered something into the hollow of my throat. I couldn’t catch the words, but I didn’t need to. I just shifted my hips pressing him against my folds, gliding along the length of him with a slow, teasing roll that made both of us shudder. I was so ready, still tight, still aching, still open from the way he’d filled me.
But I pushed up off of him and climbed off the bed, my legs shaking as I stood. I turned toward him, adjusting the hem of my dress, dragging my panties slowly back into place, and I looked over my shoulder just long enough to catch the look on his face, wrecked, dazed, still hungry.
I walked toward the bathroom, my bare feet silent on the hotel carpet, my thighs sticking as I moved, sticky with him, with us, and I didn’t rush to clean up. I wanted to feel all of it for a little while longer.
The bathroom light was soft and golden as I stepped inside and shut the door behind me, the quiet settling around me like a second skin. I didn’t turn on the fan. I didn’t reach for a towel. I just stood there for a moment, my hands braced on either side of the sink, breathing in the smell of the room, of skin and sweat and sex, of him still inside me in every way. My legs were trembling now, the aftermath catching up to me, and when I looked down, I could see the mess between my thighs, thick, glistening, already starting to slide slowly down the inside of one leg.
I reached under the hem of my dress, hooked my fingers into the damp cotton of my panties, and peeled them down, slow and careful, watching as the fabric stuck to me, then gave way with a soft stretch that pulled another shiver from my core. They were soaked, not just from him but from me too. The heat between my legs was still pulsing, raw and needy, like my body hadn’t accepted that it was over.
I stepped out of them, left them on the tile floor, and moved to the shower. I turned the water on but didn’t step in. Instead, I leaned against the counter with my legs parted, and touched myself lightly, fingers sliding up through the wet heat still coating me, tracing the wet proof of what he’d done to me. I could still feel the shape of him inside, the fullness, the stretch, and when I slid two fingers inside myself, they moved easily, hot, swollen, soaked with his come, my own arousal still thick around it.
I didn’t moan. I didn’t cry out. I just closed my eyes and let the sensation wash through me, steady and slow, circling my clit with a touch so light it made my hips jerk forward. I kept going, lazy and wet, my breath catching each time my fingers pressed deeper, as if I were trying to hold onto him, to keep him inside just a little longer.
Outside the door, the room was quiet. But I knew he was awake. I could feel it. I could feel him lying there, hard and waiting.
I stayed bent over the counter, legs parted, one hand braced against the cool marble while the other moved slow and wet between my thighs, fingers coated in the thick mix of my own arousal and the mess of him. I wasn’t rushing it. I wanted to feel everything, every slow press of my fingers, every wet circle, every tiny tremble in my legs as the tension wound back up inside me, tighter now, sharper, raw from him, from the way I’d ridden him until he broke, and from knowing he was still out there, hard and waiting. It wasn’t the first time I rubbed myself thinking of that man.
I dragged my fingers higher, circling my clit with the lightest touch, hips twitching as the slickness spread. I kept it slow, teasing, gliding across that sensitive spot just enough to make my thighs tremble harder, then pulled back, slipping two fingers deep inside my palm grinding softly as I fucked myself with long, wet strokes. The stretch wasn’t enough. I chased the memory of it, his size, the drag of him inside, the way his breath had caught when I clenched around him at the end.
I clenched tighter, arching forward, my forehead almost touching the mirror now, breath fogging the glass while my fingers worked harder, faster, wet sounds echoing faintly under the sound of the water still running in the shower behind me. I bit my lip. I didn’t want to come yet. I wanted to drag it out until my legs gave out and my thighs were slick with him and I couldn’t stop.
My free hand slid up, cupping my breast through the fabric of my dress, tugging at my nipple through the thin material, needing more pressure, more sensation, something to match the hard rhythm between my thighs. I ground my palm against my clit and moaned for the first time, soft and strangled, my body clenching hard as the first wave hit, slow, deep, a low pull that made my knees buckle as I gasped against the mirror.
I didn’t stop. I kept going, fingers soaked and relentless, pressing tighter now, harder, circling faster, chasing the second one before the first had even faded. My hips jerked forward and  I broke, coming harder this time, legs shaking, mouth open, breath catching in tight little sobs as I pulsed around my fingers, the mess between my thighs spreading down to the tops of my knees.
I stayed there, shaking, eyes closed, mouth parted, until the tremors passed. Then I stood up straight, wiped the fog from the glass, and looked at myself.
I turned off the water without stepping in. Then I opened the bathroom door and walked back to the bed.
He was sitting up when I came out, back against the headboard, the sheet low on his hips, one hand resting on his thigh, the other braced behind him for balance. The room was still dim, the flicker from the muted television casting slow-moving shadows across his chest. His eyes lifted to me as I stepped into view, completely calm, completely still, like he’d been waiting that way the whole time. There was no smirk now, no clever remark on his lips, just heat, just hunger, and something else behind it. Something closer to awe.
I crossed the room slowly, naked beneath the thin dress, still wet between my legs, still flushed from the orgasm I’d taken for myself while thinking of him. My panties were left on the bathroom floor. My body was sticky and raw. My thighs ached from riding him. My head still buzzed with what I’d done. What I was about to do again.
What kind of wife does this? The thought slid through me like ice in the heat of the room, but it didn’t stop me. I let it settle there, let it burn and twist and pulse against everything I’d been raised to believe. I was a wife. I loved my husband. I had kissed him goodbye just that morning, his arms around me, his voice soft in my ear, telling me to have a good trip. Telling me Carter would take care of me.
I was standing at the foot of the bed, legs bare, sex slick with another man’s come, and I had never felt more wanted in my life.
I climbed onto the bed without a word, straddling him with my knees on either side of his hips, the weight of my body settling down as I reached between us. He was already hard, fully, thick and flushed, and ready, even after everything I’d taken from him before. I wrapped my fingers around him, held him in place, and angled my hips forward.
This time there was no teasing. I sank down all at once, taking him deep in one slick, gasping motion that punched the air from my lungs and made my hands fly to his chest to brace myself. He groaned, low and raw, his hands catching my hips as I seated myself flush against him every inch of him buried in the soaked heat he’d already broken open.
The stretch was just as sharp, just as thick, but this time it was different. There was no hesitation now, no doubt. I was on him, around him, taking him into a body that belonged to another man, and loving every aching second of it.
I didn’t move yet. I held him inside me and looked at his face, trying to understand what I was doing.
I sat on top of him, completely filled with his cock buried so deep it felt like there was no part of me left untouched. It wasn’t just lust anymore. It wasn’t just the thrill of being wanted or the wet, physical ache between my thighs. It was something colder, something deeper, some part of me I didn’t recognize that had taken over the second I let him inside me the first time.
I didn’t know who she was, this version of me who climbed into another man’s bed, who opened her thighs for someone her husband trusted, who sucked his cock in silence and then walked away just to taste herself alone before returning for more. But she was real. She had done it. And now she was sitting here, heavy in my chest, wrapped around this man’s body like she belonged to him now.
And the worst part of it, the part that sent a sharp pulse of shame straight through the center of me, was that I didn’t hate her. I didn’t even want her to stop.
I thought I knew who I was. A wife. A professional. The dependable one. A little flirtation here and there maybe, a little tension with Carter that never crossed a line. That was all it was supposed to be. But something cracked the second I closed that car door and sat beside him with three days ahead of us and no one watching. Something slipped through, some version of myself I didn’t plan for, didn’t understand, and now she was fucking him, deeply, silently and shamelessly.
I looked down at him and he was watching me with that same stunned expression, the way a man looks at a woman when he’s afraid to speak because the moment feels too precious. His hands hadn’t moved. He was still holding my hips, still buried inside me, still waiting.
I didn’t want to break this moment with guilt or second thoughts or the sound of my own voice trying to make sense of what I’d done. I wanted him to flip me onto my back and fuck me until I forgot everything I’d ever believed about being good or loyal or safe. About being another man’s wife.
I hadn’t come to Phoenix for this. But whoever I thought I was when I packed my bag didn’t get on that plane.
I started to move, slowly at first, just the smallest rise of my hips, a wet drag of him inside me, the thick stretch pulling at every part of me that was still tender from the first time. I gasped from the shock of how much I wanted it, how much my body craved that friction, that fill, like it had never belonged to anyone until now. I lifted higher, almost losing him, then sank harder this time, letting my weight press him all the way back in with a soaked, obscene slide that made both of us shudder.
I couldn’t stop now if I wanted to. I rode him with slow force, planting my hands on his chest and grinding down in tight, circling strokes that kept him pressed deep inside me, stretching me with every thrust. He reached up and slid the straps of my dress down over my shoulders, peeling it lower until it bunched at my waist and left my breasts bare. He didn’t rush to touch them, he just looked, his eyes hungry, reverent, like he couldn’t believe he got to see this, to feel this, to be the one I was doing this for.
The weight of his cock inside me was perfect, impossibly thick, dragging along that aching spot with every downward push until my breath came ragged and broken. I was soaked and open. Every thrust made me wetter, made the glide slicker, messier, louder. I didn’t care, I wanted the noise. I wanted the heat of it. I wanted to mark him, to leave nothing between us untouched. My thighs slapped against his hips now, the rhythm deepening, harder, faster, my whole body working over him with desperate, grinding need.
I was fucking my husband’s friend and hard too.  And loving every second of it.
I tossed my head back, hair clinging to the sweat on my skin, and let myself moan for him, loud now, real, and broken with each bounce of my hips as he filled me again and again. His hands slid to my ass, gripping me tight, helping me ride him harder, lifting into each stroke, matching me, wrecking me from beneath with smooth, punishing thrusts that drove the breath from my lungs. I was close. The pressure was white-hot, boiling, building with every grind of my hips, every slap of skin, every stretch of him deep inside me.
And when it hit, it was sudden and devastating. My body clenched around him with violent, pulsing waves, my orgasm tearing through me like it had been waiting for hours, and I cried out as I came on him, shaking, soaking him, my thighs trembling, my hands gripping his shoulders like they were the only thing keeping me from falling apart.
He held me through it, his hands gripping tight around my hips as my whole body bucked against his, every muscle locking down around him in slow, unbearable pulses that made the wet slide between us louder, sloppier, more overwhelming. I stayed on him, shaking, grinding through the aftershocks with my mouth open, chest heaving, too wrecked to stop, too soaked to care. His cock was still hard inside me, twitching against the walls that kept fluttering around him, drawing every last wave of release out of me until I was slumped over him, gasping into his neck, my fingers digging into his shoulders like I needed to hold on to something real before I disappeared completely.
It wasn’t just the orgasm, it was what came with it, that hot, wicked sense of power in my hips when I’d used his cock like it belonged to me. That raw, desperate hunger in his voice when he groaned into my ear. That thick, slick stretch as I’d fucked him deeper and deeper, my husband’s name nowhere in my mind.
Except now. Now it was back. Dylan. I was still married, still his, still wearing his ring, still carrying his name, still the woman he trusted with his oldest friend.
And I was dripping, open, pulsing around the cock that had no business being inside me.
Carter was hard, impossibly so, and deep inside me. He shifted, and I let out a weak sound, so sensitive it almost hurt, but I didn’t move off him. I was still wet, still filled.
His hands moved to my back, sliding up my spine. I lifted my head, my hair stuck to the sweat on my shoulders, my cheeks flushed, my lips parted as I looked down at him. I reached for his wrists, slid his hands up from my hips to my waist, then to my ribs, then higher, until he was holding my breasts in both hands, the weight of them filling his palms, the heat of his touch making my core tighten all over again. I stayed seated on him and ground down, slow and heavy, my clit catching against the base of him, making me moan low in my throat as the slickness between us thickened.
“You feel that?” I whispered, not even sure who I was in that moment, only knowing I needed to hear the sound of my own voice claiming it.
He nodded, breathing hard. “Yeah.”
I leaned in, mouth close to his ear. “That’s still your come inside me.”
His hands flexed.
I lifted my hips enough for the head of his cock to drag slow and soaked against the walls still clenching from the last orgasm. I let him slip almost all the way out, then pushed down again with a broken gasp, taking him back to the hilt, harder this time, rougher, starting the rhythm that would push us both toward the edge again.
The sound of it filled the room, wet and sharp, the slap of my body against his with each thrust echoing louder than our breathing, louder than the muffled television, louder than whatever voice inside me might’ve said stop. I buried him deep with every grind, my thighs burning, my breath catching, the mess between us spreading hotter and thicker with every bounce of my hips.
He was watching me with that stunned, desperate expression his fingers bruising my waist now as he met my rhythm, thrusting up into me from underneath, harder, rougher, each impact lifting me off the bed just enough to make the next one sharper. My hair was wild now, falling across my face, sweat sliding down between my breasts, and still I moved, faster, wetter, more raw. I didn’t care what I looked like. I didn’t care what this made me. All I cared about was the way his cock filled me, stretched me, slid through the wet heat of everything we’d already spilled inside me.
There was no good wife left in me. There was only this, this rhythm, this body, this man I wasn’t supposed to want and now couldn’t get enough of.
I leaned forward, bracing one hand beside his head, letting my weight pin him as I rode him harder, his hips jerking up to meet mine with rough, hungry thrusts that sent him deeper each time, slamming into that sweet, swollen place that made my voice break in his ear. My other hand slid between my thighs, fingers rubbing fast and slick over my clit, chasing the edge I could already feel tearing toward me again. His voice was rough now, broken.
“Fuck, I’m gonna come.”
I clenched down on him, grinding through another thrust, my voice shaking.
He was panting, wrecked, fighting it.
I dragged my soaked fingers over his chest, smearing the mess across his skin as I rode him through the deep, pounding stretch that made me dizzy.
Then I came harder than before. My body locked up around him, trembling and pulsing, orgasm crashing through me like a flood as I slammed down one last time and cried out into his neck.
That was it and he lost it. I felt him let go, his cock throbbing deep, heat flooding me again in long, pulsing surges that spilled out around him and soaked the bed beneath us. I didn’t stop riding. I stayed moving through it, grinding every last drop out of him while my own orgasm dragged on, a long, shaking wave that refused to end.
And when it did, I collapsed on his chest, still joined, still wet, still shaking, and I started to laugh, low, breathless, stunned, because I knew I couldn’t take any of it back.
We lay there tangled, soaked in sweat and come and silence, his cock still softening inside me, the last aftershocke still echoing in the way my thighs twitched and my breath caught unevenly against his chest. I could feel the mess leaking out of me, warm and thick between us, slicking his skin and mine, soaking into the sheets below, and I made no move to clean it up. I remained draped over his chest, breasts flattened against his skin, our bodies connected.
I should’ve felt sick. Or ashamed. Or frantic. I didn’t. I felt still, quiet and a little stunned. And somewhere underneath that, I felt lit up. Like something that had been asleep inside me for years had stirred and opened its eyes.
There was no way to make sense of it. I’d crossed the line, dragged my marriage over it and left it there without a second glance. Dylan’s best friend, his bandmate, the guy he trusted to come with me, to keep an eye on me, to make sure I had company and got home safe. I’d let him fuck me. Twice. I’d ridden him until I came apart. I had his come dripping out of me while my wedding ring glinted on the hand still resting on his chest.
And I didn’t feel broken, I felt split, like there were two versions of me now. The woman who’d kissed her husband goodbye that morning and the one who had just fucked someone else so hard she could barely breathe. I didn’t know which one I was supposed to go back to. I didn’t know if I even could.
Beneath me, Carter shifted, his hands still on my thighs warm, steady, holding, waiting.
I sat up slowly, his cock slipping out of me with a final, wet slide that made both of us flinch, and I looked down at the soaked mess between my legs, the glossy sheen across his skin, the undeniable proof of what we’d done.
And even then, even staring at the evidence, I still didn’t regret it. I only wondered when I was going to want it again.
I climbed off him slowly, legs unsteady, thighs slick and trembling, the air hitting my skin in a way that made everything feel more real, more exposed. The coolness only made the heat between my legs more vivid, the raw, used feeling that lingered deep inside me, the heavy drip that traced down one thigh.
Whatever had taken over me, this shadow self, this woman I hadn’t known was hiding in me all these years, waiting for the door to open. And I had let her out. She’d walked into a hotel room with my husband’s best friend and fucked him until he came twice inside her, and she’d done it without flinching, without apology.
I didn’t know where she came from. But I didn’t know if I wanted her gone. I crossed to the bathroom without looking back, feeling the wet slide between my legs with every step, my body open, sore, satisfied in a way I hadn’t felt in years. I stepped inside and shut the door, but I didn’t lock it.
The vibration startled me, a sharp buzz against the counter that cut through the thick silence like a slap. I turned toward it slowly, my stomach already tightening before I even saw the screen. The phone lit up, then again. Two messages, both from Dylan.
Dylan: Made it through rehearsal. Studio’s a disaster without Carter. Miss you already.
Just like that, it all came rushing back. The other life, the one where I was still the woman who kissed him goodbye in our kitchen that morning, his coffee in one hand, his guitar slung over the other shoulder, the life where nothing wrong had happened yet, where I hadn’t dropped to my knees in this room, or ridden his best friend until I collapsed soaked and shaking on his chest, where my wedding ring still meant what it used to.
I stared at the messages for a long time, one hand braced on the sink, the other still smeared with the slick mix of Carter’s come and my own arousal, drying now against my thigh. I could feel it thick between my legs, still leaking slowly, a dull ache starting to build deep inside from how hard I’d taken him.
I should’ve felt panic. I should’ve locked the phone, splashed water on my face, sent back something safe, clean, loving.
But instead I stared at the screen, that hot, dark thing inside me humming low, steady, almost defiant.
I unlocked the phone with one hand and typed with the other.
Me: Glad it went well. Carter’s being a good sport about the trip. We’re both wiped. Just settling in.
The lie slipped out too easily. Carter was being a good sport. We were settling in. Just not in the way Dylan thought.
I hovered over the keyboard a moment longer, thumb paused above the screen.
Then added: Miss you too. And hit send.
I stared at the little “Delivered” beneath the message until the screen dimmed and went dark.
Then I looked up at my reflection again. That woman, the one who wrote that text while another man’s come was still dripping down her legs, she wasn’t a stranger anymore. She was me.
The morning light was clean and merciless, pouring in through the slit in the hotel curtains like it wanted to expose everything. I sat on the edge of the bed already dressed. The room still smelled of sex, old sweat and skin and the lingering humidity of two bodies that had come together too many times in too few hours. My panties were fresh at least.
Behind me, Carter was still in bed, shirtless, silent, and watching.
I couldn’t look at him after what I let him do to me in the middle of the night, bent over the bathroom counter with my hand pressed to the mirror, not after how I woke up around his cock sometime before dawn and rode him slower, quieter, like it was a secret even from myself, that third time.
Now I was buttoning my collar like that might erase it all. I wasn’t hungry and I wasn’t rested. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever go back to being the version of myself that existed before this trip. That woman, the loyal one, the wife, the safe one, was buried under layers of slick heat and stolen moans and the sharp memory of his teeth at my throat. I could still feel the bruises he left on my hips. I’d worn them like jewelry when I pulled my tights on.
“You sure you don’t want to grab something downstairs?” he asked, voice rough with sleep.
I didn’t answer right away, just zipped the last compartment on briefcase.
If I turned around, I might crawl back into that bed. I could feel both women inside me fighting for control. One wanted to bolt, to scrub herself raw, to get on that plane and pretend she was still the woman who texted miss you too and meant it.
The other wanted to lock the door, straddle him and ride that thick cock one more time, just more, slow, soaking, so deep it left nothing untouched.
I pressed a hand to my stomach. I could still feel him in there.
“I should go,” I said.
“You don’t have to yet,” he replied, quiet, no push in his voice. But he could feel it too, that I wasn’t the same woman who’d arrived here one night before.
I picked up my phone to find no new messages from Dylan. That only made it worse.
“I need to get to the expo early,” I said, which wasn’t true. I needed space. I needed to stop becoming this version of myself before I couldn’t find my way back.
I didn’t kiss Carter goodbye. I didn’t even touch him. But as I opened the door, I paused from guilt and from the terrifying fact that I still wanted to turn around.
I made it as far as the elevator before I had to stop. The lobby was three floors down. The expo was two minutes away. My face was clean, my clothes were neat, and I’d packed away every trace of what happened, except for the way I still felt stretched and slick between my legs, the way my body still ached with the memory of him, of how many times I’d let it happen, how many times I hadn’t even tried to resist.
I leaned against the wall of the elevator, not pressing the button yet. This wasn’t about guilt anymore. Guilt was sharp, loud, panicked. I’d already passed through that.
This was something deeper and quieter, like mourning.
I missed the woman I was three days ago. I missed her simplicity. Her certainty. Her clear lines and clean hands and honest marriage.
But she was long gone. I’d killed her with every moan, every grind, every slick, shameless thrust I’d pushed down onto Carter’s cock while my husband was home trusting me.
I hadn’t even hesitated. That was the part that haunted me most. Because now, standing here alone, what I felt wasn’t fear. It was hunger.
The ache between my legs wasn’t gone. My thighs were still sensitive from how hard I’d ridden him. My nipples were tight against the inside of my bra, raw from how often his mouth had been on them. I wore fresh clothes, but my body remembered everything. The marks on my hips, the bruises on the backs of my knees, the dull, hot pulse deep inside from taking him too hard, too often, in too many positions.
I knew if I went back upstairs, he’d still be in that bed, the sheets pulled low, his cock probably already half hard just waiting to see if I’d show up again.
And if I saw him, I’d straddle him without a word, slide my panties to the side, take him raw all over again. It might, I shook to fear, be like this always going forward, ready to jump that man. God, how many times had I thought that in the last twenty-four hours?
The elevator doors opened. I stood in the hallway empty around me, my hands clenched into fists, my thighs pressed together tight, fighting myself harder now than I had all weekend.
The entire day blurred past in a haze of forced focus and private chaos.
I sat through presentations with my legs crossed tightly, nodding along while some guy in khakis explained tax compliance updates, his laser pointer darting across the screen like anything mattered. My badge hung neatly around my neck, my notebook open and mostly blank. I couldn’t retain anything. My body was there, but everything inside me was still back in that hotel room, riding Carter’s cock, soaked and full and open in ways I’d never been with anyone else, not even Dylan.
Every time I shifted in my chair, I felt it, that deep, slow ache from how hard I’d taken him, from how many times I’d let him finish inside me without hesitation. My body was still sore, still pulsing, still wet if I let myself think too long. I kept pressing my thighs together under the table like I could trap the feeling, like I could contain it.
I couldn’t. He’d changed me. He fucked something loose in me, and now she was awake, the other me. The one who stared straight ahead while some firm partner talked about onboarding software and thought about how slick her panties were. The one who didn’t feel guilty, just restless and horny like she’d been fed something she didn’t know she was starving for.
Lunch didn’t help. I sat at a round table with four other women from different firms, smiling politely, asking where they flew in from, pretending not to notice the way one of them looked at my wedding ring when I mentioned I was here “with a friend.” They saw me, or they thought they did. No one knew what I had done. No one could smell him on me, but I felt exposed anyway, like my skin carried the memory like my whole body remembered the rhythm of him inside me, deep, hard, over and over again until I broke around him.
By the third seminar, I’d stopped trying to take notes. I sat in the back row and crossed my arms tightly over my chest, watching the presenter’s mouth move while replaying Carter’s instead, hot, open, on my nipple, on my throat, between my legs.
I couldn’t stop clenching. I couldn’t stop wondering if he was hard again right now, if he was lying in bed jerking off, still smelling me on his fingers, still tasting me on his lips, if he was thinking about the way I looked back at him while I slid down on his cock the second time without even hesitating.
By the time the afternoon wrapped, I hadn’t spoken to anyone in hours. My phone was full of messages from Dylan, sweet, normal things.
Dylan: How’s the expo? Learn anything interesting? Want to FaceTime tonight?
I stared at the screen and felt that split open the good wife reading her husband’s texts, and the soaked, trembling woman who could still feel another man’s come dripping out of her every time she stood up.
It hit me sometime after dinner, alone at a small table in the corner of the hotel restaurant, glass of wine untouched, the buzz of other conference attendees around me fading into background noise. It wasn’t guilt pressing down on my chest. It was exhilaration.
The realization came slowly, like heat rising from beneath the surface. It wasn’t just that I’d gotten away with it, but that I was getting away with it, that no one here knew what I’d done, that Dylan didn’t know. That Carter, upstairs in the room I’d walked out of with my thighs still trembling, had taken everything I gave him, and now I was down here, composed, respectable, a perfect professional woman in heels and a neat blouse, smiling politely when someone passed.
And no one suspected a thing. The buzz in my stomach wasn’t shame. It was power.
That was the part I wouldn’t have expected, the rush of owning it. It wasn’t the sex and the way Carter had made me come so hard I saw white, but the act of betrayal itself. The control, the secret. I had walked into that room and chosen to be the woman who fucked her husband’s best friend. I had ridden him until he begged, taken him in my mouth until he couldn’t speak, come on him, around him, with him inside me. And now I was here, cool, composed, untouched. My panties were fresh, my makeup fixed, my badge on.
No one knew, not the server refilling my water, not the man two tables over trying to flirt between conference jokes.
And not Dylan, texting me again.
Dylan: Hope you’re not too wiped. I miss you. You look amazing in that green dress.
Send me a picture?
I stared at the message for a long time and smiled because this, this dual life, this quiet, steady mask I wore while my body still ached from being fucked open again and again by another man, this was its own kind of high.
It wasn’t just about sex. It was about becoming someone else, someone who could lie with a straight face, someone who could carry that soaked, ruined version of herself under clean clothes and speak sweetly into a phone while still tasting Carter’s cum in the back of her throat.
I replied.
Me: You’ll see me in it when I get home.
And I closed the message. I didn’t send a photo, didn’t need to. The real thrill wasn’t in flaunting. It was in hiding. In getting away with it. In knowing I could go upstairs right now, climb back into that same bed, and let it happen all over again. Like I said, the power of it.
I sat there with my phone resting on the white tablecloth, the screen dark after my message had sent, my glass of wine untouched in front of me, and I felt it settle deep in my chest, that electric, thudding awareness that something in me had changed for good. It wasn’t fear. It wasn’t even thrill in the way I had expected, the teenage adrenaline rush of being reckless or bad. It was steadier than that, heavier, more intoxicating.
It was a kind of knowing, knowing that  had cheated, I had taken my husband’s friend into my body, let him hold me down and fuck me and fill me and fall asleep with his come still dripping from between my legs, and I had done it without flinching, without crying afterward, without guilt tearing me apart the way I always assumed it would if I ever crossed that line.
I had smiled at Dylan’s messages. I had straightened my blouse and cleaned up and walked into that expo hall like the same woman I was before, and no one had seen it on me. I could still feel Carter inside me, I could still smell the faint heat of our bodies on my skin. But no one else could.
I had looked them in the eye, shaken hands, held conversations about onboarding software and expense policies, and not a single person knew that I had spent the night before on top of a man who wasn’t my husband, panting and soaked and open while he came inside me again and again. That was the power I hadn’t known existed. That was the part I hadn’t expected to like.
It wasn’t the, raw, physical, unfiltered, kind of sex that made me bite my lip until it bruised so I could scream his name out loud. It was the secret, it was walking through my day carrying it like a glowing coal between my legs, tucked deep and warm and undeniable. I had joined two versions of myself, and the woman Dylan loved was still here, still in this same body, still replying to his messages and promising to be home soon, but there was another woman living underneath her now, a woman I hadn’t planned on becoming but couldn’t ignore anymore.
I wasn’t conflicted. I wasn’t falling apart. I was more aware than I had ever been in my life, of my body, of my options, of the sharp edge of danger I was balanced on. I could go upstairs and sleep alone and say this was a one-time mistake. I could go back to Dylan and pretend that the woman I had become for these couple of days had never existed.
But I already knew I wouldn’t. Because even now, with my thighs pressed together under the table and my breath slow and steady and my plate cleared, I was still thinking about Carter in that bed. I was thinking about how his hands had felt wrapped around my hips, how his mouth had moved against my neck, how his cock had filled me so completely that I had groaned his name into the pillow without.
I finished my wine in one slow sip, picked up my phone and checked the time without really seeing it. I wasn’t in a hurry. I just needed to feel the weight of the moment. I was a married woman, sitting in a public restaurant with her hair neat and her lipstick intact, while her panties were already damp again and her mind was crawling back toward the bed she had promised herself she wouldn’t return to. I stood calm and collected and walked toward the elevator, I already knew I was going back because I had made a decision. I was going to fuck him again. And I was going to smile about it in the morning. I was going to carry it home with me and no one would ever know.
The elevator ride was silent except for the soft hum of motion and the muted thud of my pulse in my ears. I didn’t touch the mirrored walls, didn’t adjust my hair or check my face, because I already knew I looked composed. I’d walked through the lobby without hesitation, passed three men in suits and two women in conference badges, none of whom glanced at me twice. There was nothing about me, on the surface, that suggested I was returning to a man who had already been inside me more times in one weekend than my husband had in months. And that was the part I couldn’t stop replaying in my mind, how clean it all looked from the outside.
I stood in front of the door for a moment before sliding the keycard through the lock. It clicked open like it had every time, nothing different, nothing dramatic. The hallway behind me was quiet. The weight of my phone in my purse was a reminder that Dylan had no idea where I was right now, no idea who I was. He thought I was winding down after a long day. Maybe watching something in bed. Maybe thinking of him. Maybe missing him.
I stepped inside and closed the door behind me. Carter was in bed, propped up against the pillows, shirtless, one arm behind his head. The lamp was on, the TV was off. He looked at me and didn’t speak, just watched me walk across the room, slow and even, my heels clicking softly against the carpet before I bent to take them off. My bag dropped beside the dresser. I didn’t make a sound as I unzipped my dress and peeled it down, slow and quiet, until it was pooled at my feet and I was standing in my bra and panties, both of which I’d changed into only a few hours earlier and both of which were already damp again.
He didn’t ask me why I came back. We both knew. I unhooked my bra and let it fall. Then my panties. I didn’t fold anything, I didn’t hide anything, I stood there completely bare in the lamplight and looked at him, his cock already hard under the sheet, his hand resting close but not touching it yet, his eyes darker, fixed on me like he knew I’d come back but hadn’t dared to believe it until now.
I walked to the bed and climbed on top of him without a word, my legs straddling his hips, the heat of him pressed thick and hot against the slick wet mess between my thighs. I reached down, took him in my hand, and angled him up.
Then I sank down onto him, slow and deep, closing my eyes as I took every inch, stretching wide around the cock I had told myself I wouldn’t take again, but that I now owned.
I started slow, lowering myself onto him letting the wet stretch fill me inch by inch until my thighs pressed against his and he was buried to the hilt, hot and thick and pulsing inside me all over again. My hands braced on his chest, fingers splayed wide, feeling the hard rise and fall of his breath beneath me as I rocked forward, slow, grinding, just to let him feel how soaked I already was, how badly I needed him.
His hands came to my hips, firm but not demanding, steadying me as I began to move. Long strokes at first, dragging him almost all the way out before sinking back down, the wet suction of my body making the air between us humid, louder now, raw and rhythmic.
I leaned forward, kissed him open-mouthed and rough, our teeth clicking before his hands slid up my back and grabbed tight, sitting up with me still wrapped around him, still full.
He stood in one clean motion, lifting me with him, his cock still deep inside as my legs locked around his waist. I gasped at the sudden shift, the new angle punching a deeper groan out of both of us. He carried me toward the wall and pressed my back to it with one smooth shove, my spine arching, my arms wrapping around his neck as he started to thrust, short, brutal strokes that drove him upward with sharp, wet slaps.
My head hit the wall, my gasp swallowed by his mouth as he fucked me hard and upright, my feet dangling, my body bouncing against him with every thrust. My hands clutched at his shoulders, at the back of his neck, my fingernails dragging down his spine as I broke apart clenching hard, shaking around him while he kept driving into me, grunting low, his cock slick and punishing inside me, each thrust lifting me higher before slamming me back against the wall.
When I couldn’t hold on anymore, when my thighs gave out and I was melting against him, he pulled out and carried me across the room. He dropped me onto the bed face-down, and before I could move, he was behind me, one hand wrapped in my hair, the other spreading me open as he slid back in from behind, one slow, soaking thrust that made my back arch hard and my mouth open in a silent scream against the sheets.
He bent over me, pressing his chest to my back, fucking me deep and slow now, dragging it out while his hand slid under me, fingers finding my clit with maddening precision, rubbing in tight, soaked circles as he thrust harder, deeper, the rhythm brutal and relentless, my body already climbing again.
He didn’t let me come right away. He edged me there with steady, merciless rhythm, his hips pounding into me from behind while his fingers circled my clit, keeping me right on the edge until my hands clawed at the sheets and my moans turned to breathless pleas. I was soaked, the sound of it obscene, wet friction echoing with every deep thrust as he pulled almost all the way out and slammed back in again and harder now, faster, the head of his cock catching with each stroke in that exact spot that made my thighs twitch and my voice break.
Then, without warning, he pulled out completely, and I cried out at the loss, my body still pulsing and open, desperate to be filled again. He grabbed my wrist and turned me roughly, flipped me onto my back and climbed over me, his hand pinning both of mine above my head as he slid back inside with one thick, deep thrust that made me scream. I spread my legs wider for him without thinking, wrapping them around his waist as he fucked me flat against the mattress, grinding deep with every thrust, his chest against mine, his mouth at my throat, his voice ragged in my ear.
“God, Ava,” he groaned.
“God, I fucking love this,” I replied.
He bit my shoulder hard enough to leave a mark. Then he let go of my wrists and slid down my body, dragging my thighs over his shoulders as he buried his face between my legs. I cried out, jerking under him as his tongue found me instantly, licking me slow and deep, his hands gripping my thighs hard, spreading me wider as he licked and sucked and fucked me with his mouth like he was starving.
I came fast, violent, clenching hard around nothing as I writhed against his face, soaked and trembling, my fingers in his hair, my body twitching from the intensity. He didn’t stop when I came. He kept going, flattening his tongue, dragging it up and down until I was moaning helpless now, begging him to stop while my hips rocked against his face, my entire body slick with sweat and come and heat.
He pulled away only when my body was too sensitive to take more, and then he was climbing back up, grabbing me by the waist, dragging me to the edge of the bed. He turned me bending me over the mattress this time, spreading me wide as he stood behind me and lined himself up.
He shoved back inside, hard and deep, no teasing now, just raw, slick fucking, his hands gripping my hips, his balls slapping against me with every brutal thrust as I moaned into the mattress and came again.
He didn’t slow down. My body fell limp against the edge of the bed, skin hot and slippery, thighs trembling with the weight of everything he’d wrung out of me, but he held me firm and kept fucking me, deep, rhythmic, relentless, grinding himself into me with a soaked slap every time his hips met mine. I was dripping down my legs now, the sheets beneath me already ruined, and every stroke punched a new sound out of my throat, open and uncontrolled, raw from how long I’d been moaning. My hands clawed at the bedding, but I didn’t try to stop him. I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted to be used like this, I wanted it to keep going until I couldn’t feel where he ended and I began.
He leaned forward, one hand sliding up my back, fingers dragging the sweat down my spine, then curled in my hair and yanked me upright. My back arched, my mouth fell open, and he bent low to bite the curve of my neck while he drove into me from behind, slower now but harder, deeper, each thrust grinding all the way up until I cried out and braced against the bed frame to keep from collapsing. His free hand came around and grabbed my breast, squeezing hard, thumb grazing over my nipple until it tightened against his palm. I was panting now, desperate and soaked, my body no longer mine. Just his, whatever he wanted.
He pulled out and I almost sobbed from the emptiness.
“On the floor,” he said, voice thick and low and wrecked.
I dropped to my knees without a word.
He stood in front of me, cock flushed and glistening with everything he’d taken from me already, and I opened my mouth for him as he slid his fingers into my hair. He didn’t guide, he didn’t thrust, he just let me take him, slow and deep, my mouth stretching around him as I sucked him back into my throat, hollowing my cheeks, tasting the mess we’d made together, breathing through my nose as I worked him with long, wet strokes. I looked up at him the whole time, eyes wide and glassy, letting him see how far I’d fallen, how completely I’d given in to this.
He pulled free of my mouth because he was close again. He yanked me to my feet, turned me, and bent me over the armchair by the window.
Then he shoved back inside me, even deeper this time, my hands flat against the glass as he pounded into me from behind, the city lights spread out beneath us, our soaked bodies reflected in the window. I saw his hands on my waist. I saw my open mouth. I heard the slap of skin, the sweat shining on my back, the brutal rhythm of it as he fucked me hard and fast and mean, just the way I needed it with him now.
“Fuck Ava,” he groaned, hips slamming against me.
I nodded against the window, too gone to speak, barely able to breathe as the next orgasm started to climb, deep and sudden and blinding, already rushing toward me like a wave I had no hope of outrunning.
I came with my palms pressed to the glass, forehead against the window, the city lights blurring beneath me as my body locked around him harder than before, longer, deeper, the kind of orgasm that stole breath and thought and sound. My legs buckled, but he held me there, one arm tight around my waist, the other hand in my hair, fucking me through it with soaked, punishing thrusts that only made it more intense. I could hear myself crying out, could feel my nails scratching helplessly at the glass, but nothing mattered except how hard he was inside me, how deep he stayed, how soaked and stretched and wrecked my body had become.
I wasn’t a wife. I wasn’t anything but this.
He pulled out again just as my muscles began to give, grabbed me by the waist, and half-lifted me back onto the bed. I was dizzy, my skin flushed and shaking, but I opened my legs for him again without needing to be asked. He climbed over me, dragged his cock through the soaked mess between my thighs, and slid back in with one slow, merciless stroke. His mouth found mine wet and open and bruising, and he kissed me hard as he started thrusting slower now, deeper, grinding his hips until I moaned into his mouth, too sensitive to take more but too far gone to care.
He pressed his forehead to mine as he moved inside me, our breath mingling, both of us soaked and trembling and holding on like we needed this to last.
He groaned hard and buried his face in my neck, his rhythm breaking, his hands tightening on my thighs as he started to lose it. I wrapped my legs around him, locked my ankles behind his back, and pulled him deeper, holding him in place, making sure he couldn’t pull out.
“I want you to come in me again,” I whispered. “Do it inside. I want to feel it.”
That broke him. He slammed into me, twice, and then came hard, hips jerking, cock pulsing deep, his breath caught in a growl against my throat as he emptied himself inside me, hot and thick, the flood of it filling me all over again. I clung to him while he came, gasping, grinding up against him, milking every drop out of him as his cock twitched deep inside.
He collapsed over me, still buried, our bodies a soaked, shuddering mess.
The Uber slowed in front of the house, the tires whispering over the pavement as it came to a smooth stop at the curb. My home,  porch light on. The front door was open just a crack, and Dylan was already stepping out, barefoot, grinning, his hand lifted in a wave like this was any other return, any other conference, any other routine drop-off after a few days away. He looked so damn normal standing there, like nothing had happened, like I wasn’t sitting in the back seat with his best friend’s cum virtually still inside me.
I had my hand on the door handle, but I didn’t opened it yet. My suitcase was in the trunk, my lips still tingling from the last time Carter kissed me in that hotel room only hours ago. I had showered, fixed my hair, put on fresh clothes, done everything to hide what I had been. But none of it changed what we’d done.
Carter sat beside me, quiet, legs wide, one arm stretched along the back seat, still too relaxed for a man who had spent the past two days fucking his best friend’s wife, his best friend standing there waving. He hadn’t spoken much on the way home. Neither had I.
But now, as the car idled and Dylan lifted his other hand to his mouth like he was calling out something playful, something innocent, I turned to Carter.
“How am I supposed to walk up there and look him in the eye?”
Carter remained silent for a moment. Then he turned to me, and his voice was calm.
“You don’t have to lie to him.”
I stared at him, not understanding.
“He knows,” Carter said, voice low, steady. “This wasn’t a betrayal. It was his plan.”
I blinked. “What?”
“He wanted it to happen.”
I couldn’t breathe. “You’re lying.”
“No,” he said. “We talked. That glance between you two, in the garage? That wasn’t confusion. That was permission.”
I shook my head, gripping the door handle tighter like I might yank it open just to escape the words. “He would never, ”
“He said you’d never do it unless you thought it was dangerous. Unless it felt real. He wanted to see you want someone else. He wanted to know what you’d look like after. He wanted us to do that.”
My chest went hollow. “So all of it. You, this, it wasn’t even you choosing me?”
“Oh, it was me choosing you,” Carter said, and he chuckled. “Every second of it. But I didn’t have to hide it from him. He wanted you gone wild. Wanted you undone. Wanted you to come home different. He knew how bad I wanted you, I told him hundreds of times. He wanted me to.”
I looked out at Dylan on the porch, smiling like a man waiting for a delivery, warm and patient.
I wasn’t the same woman he kissed goodbye. And now I didn’t know which of us he really loved, her, or the one I’d become.
I stepped out of the car slowly, my legs stiff, my heart pounding harder now than it ever had in that hotel room. Carter didn’t say another word. He stayed in the back seat, silent, eyes forward, his hand dropping from the seat behind me as I closed the door and took one step toward the house. The porch light made everything too clear, my clean clothes, my tidy suitcase, the expression on my face that I couldn’t quite get under control.
Dylan was already moving down the steps toward me, barefoot on the concrete, arms open, a soft grin on his face like I’d just come back from a week with friends. I couldn’t look at him for more than a second. My eyes dropped to the ground. I felt raw and stripped because of what Carter had said, because of the possibility that Dylan had wanted this, had orchestrated it, had sent me into that room knowing exactly what would happen.
He reached me and wrapped his arms around me before I could even speak.
I froze in his embrace, my bag handle still in my hand, my whole body stiff, unable to return it, unsure if I was supposed to. But his warmth was familiar. His scent, his hands at my back. He held me tight like I hadn’t been gone long, like nothing had changed, like he hadn’t spent the last two days imagining his best friend inside me.
When I looked up at him, my lips parted, ready to say something, anything, but he shook his head gently. “Don’t tell me anything.”
I stared at him, breath stuck in my chest. His voice was calm.
“I don’t want to hear it,” he said. “Not now an not ever. It’s your secret.”
Then he took the bag handle from my hand and slung his arm around my shoulders, guiding me up the steps, through the open door, and into our home like nothing had changed.
I walked in with him, stunned and silent, unsure who I was to him anymore, or who he had just brought inside.
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