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“I don’t know his name. I’d seen him around at other airports, though, Kentucky, Hopkins, Glenn — whatever. Just one of those people you notice. And then you just, I don’t know, you notice them again. You start seeing them everywhere.”

“You didn’t know him at all before this?”

“No, not at all! I mean, I could tell he did something similar to me. He was in and out like me, all over the midwest. Always working. Like me. Office in the laptop — doesn’t matter where. Airport lounge. Back of a cab.

“I was early enough to O’Hare I had a chance to go in the lounge, have a drink, go over some presentations. I looked up and he smirked as he passed my table — he had that look, like, ‘Oh, you again!’ just like I did. Only he looked a little, I don’t know, shook-up this time.”

“What do you mean, shook up?”

“I’d seen the guy often enough to be able to tell, I knew he was off. You develop a certain, I don’t know, compassion? Just normal background empathy? I needed a glass of water, the tequila was going down a bit too fast, and I said to him, Rough flight?

“He raises his eyebrows and turns to me and he says, Been on a lot of flights, don’t rattle too easily, but, phew, and he brushes his hand over the top of his head. Hit turbulence, got into the middle of a storm cloud, tossed us around pretty good.

So I say, I hope my flight’s going to be okay.

He says, Might be delayed. Storm was coming in right over the airport.

I say to him, You on your way downtown? He says, Got a couple hours, going to relax here a bit and get my bearings reset. You?

I tell him I always get to the airport early. I don’t like the anxiety of running late. I ask him, You actually find the airport the best place to relax? and I laugh.

He says, I booked out an airport hotel sleeper room — just getting a drink and going back up.

I tell him I’ve never used those, I thought the idea of a tiny hotel room would give me claustrophobia.

So that’s when he says, Come on up and see, I’ll show you mine. They keep me sane.”

“So that’s how you got up to his room?”

“That’s how I got up to his room. He had a couple hours, I had at least an hour. The elevator to the lobby and the rooms above it were right there, across the concourse from the airline lounge. I didn’t go up thinking anything. I wasn’t planning anything. I wasn’t even thinking.”

“Well you’re going up on an elevator with a stranger to go to his hotel room in the middle of the day. You weren’t thinking anything of it?”

“But it wasn’t like that. We were, at that point anyway, we were just on an elevator together, two grown-up professionals. He’s like early 30s, just like me, just like you. We already had a nodding acquaintance — I knew he wasn’t an axe murderer. He wasn’t hitting up on me. We’d crossed paths before and glanced and nodded and then nothing. That’s all it was. Up to that point, anyway.”

“You watched him that closely in other airports?

“Not like that. Not like, watching him-watching him. You just see people around. I mean, it’s airports. You’re bored. Your exposed. You’re watching the parade of humanity. They’re all potential customers, right? You watch people. You look up from your work, and they’re just there.”

“So what was it like? This room?”

“Okay, well, that’s the neat part. I certainly learned that they’re an excellent idea, especially if you’re in and out of airports one day to the next. They’re tiny, but they’re well designed, very calming, very quiet. They’re very subdued. I mean, even if you’re not sleeping, you can’t help but be relaxed, they’re really very nice.”

“And they rent them out by the hour.”

“By the hour. Yeah. They’re for sleeping between flights, whenever you get there, whenever you’re leaving. Sometimes downtown isn’t worth the trouble of getting there, you know? You come in, you park your stuff, you go to your meetings. They’re perfect.”

“So you went into the room with him.”

I went into the room with him. The door shuts. I mean, it’s so quiet, it’s like an isolation tank. Subdued lighting. It’s like a spa. The tension of the day, the storm, the meetings, cabs, emails, all of it just fades away. I put my bag down. I sit on the edge of the bed, you know, to test it, see if they’re firm.

I go to say something, and he just puts his finger to his lips and shakes his head and then he nods at me. He puts music on — something like the desert, something like distant drums. It was like a spa, right? He pulls the curtains open. We can see the storm raging outside, lightning and roiling clouds, but we can’t hear anything. It’s like a movie. Thick glass windows, I guess. Incredible insulation really.

He gets on the bed — dressed of course — and leans back against the headboard and the pillows and he just sort of sinks down into it. So I . . .  I guess I did the same thing.”

“Beside him? You’re lying on the bed beside this guy?”

“I felt like I was floating away. It was just so god-damned peaceful! It was like meditation. It was like a seam in the day. Like finding a quiet park between tall buildings and busy streets. It was incredible. I felt weightless.”

“I’m trying to understand, Morgan. I’m just — I’m putting myself there, and I’m like, would you just sit there if I came home from a trip and told you I had drinks and went up to a girl’s hotel room and we laid on the bed together?”

“Depends.”

“Depends on what?”

“On what happened, I guess.”

“Okay, so then tell me what happened up there.”

“You have to understand the situation. I wasn’t planning things, I wasn’t thinking, oh, here’s an opportunity! It wasn’t like that at all. It just — things happened. They just sort of took place on their own. I know that doesn’t make sense. But that’s what it was like.”

“I get it, no, I really do. The dark room, it’s quiet, it’s peaceful, there’s spa music, it’s a soft bed, you got a couple hours to kill, he’s a handsome stranger . . . “

“It wasn’t like that.”

“What was it like then?”

“Otherworldly. Mesmerizing. Not him, just the feeling of it being a different planet, a different time, a place not on any clock, it was . . .  it felt like some place outside everything else.”

“Outside all rules?”

“I wasn’t going to say that, but maybe, yeah? Outside the rules. I’m confessing to you what happened, I know it was wrong. I did it, I’m guilty. I broke the rules. I’m here for my punishment.

“But I didn’t go up there thinking, oh goody, I can break the rules.”

“Well so far you’re on the bed. He’s on the bed. You’re watching the storm. He’s got some romantic music on.”

“It wasn’t romantic music. It was spa music. Okay, so maybe it was a bit romantic. To a point.”

“And so you start making out?”

“Not like that. But yeah, sort of like that, I guess. I don’t know. I roll my head over the pillows toward him. I just wanted to say something to him, like the room is great, I was feeling so relaxed, I was really glad to learn about them. But he had this thing about not saying anything. Not saying our names. Not talking about who we are or what we do. No knowledge. No words.

“So he rolls his head over toward me too. I know he wants to keep quiet. He was looking better, like he really needed that moment — he really did look shook up after his flight down there in the lounge. And there was nothing, there was little . . .  we couldn’t talk, we didn’t have anything else. I just wanted to thank him. It was so quiet. It was so relaxing. I felt so uplifted. It was like I’d been hooked up to a line of dopamine!”

“Like you were drugged.”

“Not drugged-drugged, it was disorienting, but in a good way.”

“So you . . . . “

“We kissed, Tanner. We closed our eyes, we pushed our faces together over the pillows, and we brought our mouths together. We kissed. Yeah.” 

“For how long?”

“How long? I don’t know, a second? A couple of seconds?”

“That’s all?”

“No, not exactly. We kissed again. Maybe longer. A lot longer, I guess. It was like being in a cocoon. It was like being so far away from the whole planet, I forgot who I was and what I was, all of it. For just a while.”

“You kissed on the bed, it felt good, you were sleepy, you started  . . . . What? You started doing what next?”

“I was wearing my grey cashmere cardigan, open, my white t-shirt, black leatherette pants — my tight black stretchy pants, you remember? And my white sneakers. And so I kick off my shoes. And I sit up to take my cardigan off — it’s warm in there, not hot, but perfect, you know? I was feeling so comfortable. He helps me take it off. And then he sits up and turns and I help him take his suit jacket off.”

“So you’re undressing each other.”

“No, not like that! But yeah, maybe. I guess. I don’t know! I’m trying to tell you the truth about what happened.”

“Which is?”

“I laid back down perfectly flat. I’m feeling like a pancake. I’ve never felt so relaxed in my life. I’m just deflating all over. Not talking felt so good. I talk all the time all day long. I felt out of body.

“So when he started undoing my pants, it felt natural. I know that’s hard to understand. But they were tight. It felt like I could trust him. And I was falling into it so quickly, so deeply.”

“And then?”

“And then . . . .  And then he opens them. I lift my hips up and he helps me take them off.”

“He helps you?”

“He takes my pants off. I’m in my black panties. And he . . . . He starts to take those off too.”

“You’re just laying there this whole time?”

“I closed my eyes. I felt nothing. I was so flat on the bed. I was so relaxed. I wasn’t sleeping, but it was like sleeping. It was like dreaming but awake. I felt . . . I don’t know. I felt paralyzed, but not in a bad way. Like I wanted to be paralyzed. Like it was good. It was very good, to not have the ability to move my body.

“The music was part of it. The lighting was another part. The storm outside, it was like a movie with the volume off. Just the total peace of it all, right there, too, just above the noise and chaos of the airport.”

“So you let him take your panties off without a fight?”

“It wasn’t like that. He wasn’t forcing it. We weren’t fighting.” 

“So you wanted him to.”

“I wanted something. I wanted to feel something. I wanted to learn. I was curious. I know it wasn’t right.”

“It wasn’t safe.”

“I realize that, too. But it sort of was. I could tell what he was. I’d seen him around enough. He wasn’t one of those guys always scanning for lonely women out on their own. He was just a guy doing his own thing. I really believe he was also just in that room with me and struck by the same thing and just falling through the portal, you know?”

“So you’re on the bed in only your bra?”

“I still had my t-shirt on.”

“So you’re on the bed naked from your t-shirt down.”

“Yeah. I guess.”

“And it’s just so peaceful and beautiful and calming and all of that.”

“I wasn’t in my body. I was — my eyes were closed, I wasn’t moving at all.”

“Paralyzed, you said.”

“Yeah, uh-huh, paralyzed-like. I wasn’t without power and strength. If I needed to, I could have easily pushed him off me, shoved him out from between my legs, and got out of there. If I had to.”

“Between your legs? What?”

“He started kissing me there. He kissed my legs and my hips and my stomach and — I swear to god — it wasn’t about him. It wasn’t like there was another person in the room with me. He wasn’t even present in my mind as another person. It was purely just me and my body. He didn’t even have a name. We weren’t talking. It was like it was just me up there.”

“But it wasn’t.”

“No it wasn’t. Ultimately.”

“Did he?”

He did. He kissed me and licked my legs, on the inside, too, eventually. Up along the inside. I spread my legs wider for him. It felt good. My breath was deep. He kissed me all around down there. I knew I was getting wet. I knew I was getting excited. My mind turned off. It was just all sensation. There was no thinking.

“He kissed me on my pussy. I gasped and shivered. But then I really got into the paralysis thing, being frozen. It felt so good. It felt wild. I was exploring something about me, and not knowing what he was going to do to me, my mind just disengaged, and it was all just my body reacting.”

“He licked you down there?”

“He did, yeah. He spread my lips open. He used his fingers. I pulled my knees up and dropped them sideways. He kissed me there, and he licked me all over down there. I began to heave in my chest. My heart was pounding like mad. I could feel spasms rippling through my body.

“He took his time. He was gentle. He made me push my hips down into the bed and push them up into his face. I pushed my fingers into the hair on the back of his head. He started to lick me right on the spot. I arched deeply in my back. I didn’t want it to happen, of course, but I didn’t know how to stop it.

“I started thrashing side to side. I was whipping my face over, my hair was flying. He was making me moan out loud. I was making high-pitched gasps. My body jerked from the stomach crunches and the waves of spasms that whipped around inside me.”

“Oh my god, Morgan, for fuck sakes.” 

“Right? I didn’t expect it, any of it. I didn’t go looking for it. But he just kept doing it, and exactly right, too. I punched my fists into the bed. The tension was enormous. He kept backing off when he knew I was peaking, and then he came back onto me, not letting me off the hook. I was dying.”

“Jesus, Morgan. What the fuck.”

“I couldn’t hold back anymore. I squeezed as hard as I could. I didn’t want to. It was embarrassing. But he was relentless. It was like a volcano inside me, the way the pressure built up. I arched up so hard, I rolled backward on the top of my head until I was facing the headboard upside down. My whole body was stretched out and lifted up. I was supported like that above the bed just on my heels and the top of my head. Thank god the rooms were so well insulated — anyone next door would have thought a woman was being stabbed to death, the way I cried out loud.”

“He actually made you cum like that?”

“Yeah, he did. And I came so hard, too! My whole body twitched like mad. The release was so incredible. I cried out so loud. I laughed, too. I couldn’t stop laughing, once I came back down.”

“He made you cum.”

“I told you, I had a lot to confess. I warned you.”

“I can’t believe this.”

“So we get dressed again. We leave the room. We ride down the elevator together. We don’t talk the whole time. I push myself up on my toes to kiss his cheek, you know, to thank him? And we step back out into the main concourse of the busy airport, walking away in our different separate ways.”

“That’s it?”

“Not exactly, no. I turned around.”

“You’re looking for him.”

“Looking at him. He was stopped and turned around too. He was looking at me too.”

“What did you do, Morgan?”

“We both raced back to the elevator. We made out all the way back up. We barely got back inside his door. I pushed him back against it and I dropped down on my knees.

“I tore his pants open. I pulled them down around his thighs. I pulled his boxers down, too. I pushed my lips over the head of his cock — he was already hard. He got harder inside my mouth.

“There was nothing about it that felt like me.

“I pumped him in my hand and mouth. I slavered all over him. I kissed it and sucked on it and wrapped both hands around it and pulled on it. I was enthralled with it. I couldn’t help it. I was mesmerized.

“So yeah, I sucked him off. I swirled my tongue around it inside my mouth. I moaned so loud, so muffled, I was whimpering. He pushed his fingers into my hair and he caressed my face. I was driven. I was mad. I was frantic. I laid my tongue out and wrapped it around his cock like a water snake. I pushed him so far back into my mouth his cock pushed against the back of my throat.

“I knew he was going to cum. I could tell from his breathing, from the way his legs stiffened, the way he clutched at my hair. But I didn’t stop. I wanted him to. I sucked him harder. I moaned like a devil, I sucked him so hard.

“He filled my mouth and I swallowed him but he kept pumping himself into me. I let him. I sucked him until he stopped. And when he slumped back against the door, I licked him all over and made him clean with my tongue and lips.

“And then I tucked his softened cock back inside his boxers and I did up his pants and I even tucked in his shirt and made him all good again.”

“Jesus fuck. Good as new, too. Fuck, Morgan.”

“Good as new. I stood up and checked him out and gave him the thumbs up. I put him back the way I found him. And then we went down the hallway and back down the elevator, and we parted back in the airport concourse all over again.” 

“Saying nothing.”

“Saying nothing the whole time.”

“I’m glad you told me. I don’t know what to think, I really don’t, but I’m glad you didn’t hide it from me.”

“There’s more.”

“More?”

“More.”

“Like what?”

“Are you sure you want to hear it?”

“I think I have to hear it now.”

“Oh my god, are you hard right now?”

“I’m not hard.”

“You are! Does it turn you on or something, hearing what happened?”

“How could it turn a guy on, hearing what his wife did? At an airport? With a stranger?”

“I’ve heard about it.”

“I’m not turned on.”

“Then why do you want to hear everything?”

“Okay. I’m a little turned on by it. Fuck off.”

“Oh my god! You are!”

“It doesn’t mean anything.”

“I’m glad you are, you know what?”

“It’s fucking weird is what it is.”

“There’s nothing wrong with it, though. It’s no different than if I said I had a dream — it’s in my memory like a dream, like something that didn’t — that couldn’t — really happen.”

“But it did happen.”

“It did, yeah, there’s that.”

“So what could possibly be the ‘more’ part to this?”

“Well, I go back to the airline lounge. I find out that the guy was right, the storm came right over the airport, and my flight got delayed.”

“I think that’s when you called me.”

“I called you, that’s right. And then even the airline lounge starts filling up. Everybody is stressing out. The whole airport is filling up. I’m like, I don’t need this, and I went walking in the concourse, trying to find someplace far away from everyone panicking and running around. And that’s when I see him again.”

“The guy with no name.”

“The guy with no name, yeah. And he’s standing there pressing himself back against the wall with his eyes beading out like someone bewildered by all the people filling the place up. We see each other through the crowd. I tilt my head at him.”

“Toward the elevator?” 

“Toward the elevator. I hold the door open for him. Other people come in so we stay professional all the way up. In the hallway too, there’s other people. He still has time left on his room, right?”

“So you go inside?”

“We go inside. I stood at the window watching the storm. He helped me with my jacket. I held my arms back out behind me. And then my t-shirt.”

“He took your clothes off?”

“We took each other’s clothes off. I turned around and took his jacket off. We didn’t look at each other’s eyes, we didn’t say anything. I remember that I was breathing so calmly. Even when he pushed my pants down and I balanced myself holding his head as I lifted my feet out of the bottoms of my pants.”

“Did you help him the same way?”

“I did. I took his pants down and he lifted his feet out. And his shorts, too.”

“Naked.”

“He undid my bra clasps. He hooked his thumbs in the waist of my panties and he pushed them down my legs. We stood there pressed together. It was mostly dark. The sky was black even though it was the middle of the day. We left the lights off inside. There wasn’t even any music this time. We hugged and then we kissed and I rocked side to side against him. I could feel him growing against me. Against my tummy.”

“This is so fucked.”

“What’s fucked about it, the fact that I did it? The fact that I’m telling you about it? Or the fact that you’re getting off on it, thinking about it, seeing it?”

“All three, to be honest.”

“Do you want me to suck you? Would you like that?”

“I want you to finish telling me what happened. I thought you already did. But apparently there’s a lot more.”

“A whole lot more. Can I stroke you when I tell you?”

“I just find it kind of embarrassing.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. It’s just you and me. You can just let yourself feel it, and we can talk about it — about what it is — later. Would you like that?”

“Why do I like it, though?”

“We can explore that together, right? Let me tell you what happened, all of it. Just let yourself feel it, whatever you feel. Just stop me when you need me to stop, okay?”

“Why am I so fucking hard? You’re my wife.”

“I told you — it wasn’t real-like. Naked with a nameless stranger in the middle of the day, right above the chaos of an airport in complete turmoil.”

“Not so hard, not so fast.”

“Like this?”

“Don’t make me cum yet.”

“Do you want to cum in my mouth?”

“I want you to tell me what happened next.”

“It was me who pushed him backward, it was me who made him fall back onto the bed. He fell down backward. I knelt on the edge of the bed around his knees where his legs dangled over the edge.”

“Was he hard?”

“Uh huh, very hard. I wriggled over his body and he pushed himself up so that he was lying flat out on his back under me. I knelt up high over his hips and I reached down and dropped my fingers down around his shaft. It was standing straight up under me.”

“Was he touching you?”

“He was. All over my chest.”

“Rubbing you?”

“Rubbing me. Twisting my nipples. Feeling my body all over my waist and hips and ass.”

“And you stroked him?”

“I pulled up on his cock. I was moaning down at him, too. I was biting my lip. I was contorting all throughout my back. I was trying to stop myself. I was fighting myself. I knew it was wrong.”

“But you couldn’t stop yourself, could you.”

“No I could not. I knew what was going to happen. Do you want to know how I finally decided to stop fighting it?”

“Yes, I need to know.”

“I realized I would have to tell you, but that I was going to want to tell you, that I would have had to share with you the whole thing — tell you every detail. Once I knew I was going to tell you everything, I don’t know. It was like I knew I had to, then.”

“Knew you had to?”

“Like I knew that you were going to be okay with it — that you were going to like it. That you were going to love it.”

“How could you even imagine that?”

“But am I right?”

“You’re fucking right, but how could you have known you would be right? I’m not some wus, I’m not a pussy, I’m not some fucking weird cuckold kink fuck up.”

“But we have a mental connection. We always have had that. You know what I mean.”

“I can tell when you’ve had a good trip or a bad trip, even before you call.”

“See? Like that. And how do you feel when you know I’ve had a good trip, a good presentation?”

“I feel elated.”

“See? I think you knew before I started telling you that something kind of fun, kind of strange, sure, but something sort of exciting, happened.”

“Maybe. But why am I not angry about it?”

“Because we have this thing.”

“Compersion, you called it before.”

“Compersion. Feeling elation at someone else’s pleasure.”

“I can feel it now — I can tell you loved every second of it.”

“Every second once I felt the release of knowing I was going to tell you all about it. And once I knew that you were going to really enjoy it. Especially when I told you how good it felt.”

“It was like I could tell — like I was enjoying it even when you were in that state.”

“You could feel what it was like when I pulled on his hard cock, couldn’t you.”

“Fuck Morgan, yeah, but fuck!”

“You could feel it when I pulled it up under me, when I walked on my knees further up over his body so he was directly below me.”

“Jesus.”

“Don’t cum yet baby, there’s a lot more.”

“You did it, didn’t you.”

“But do you know how I did it? Do you know how loud I got? Do you know what it did to me inside my body?”

“This is beyond fucked. What is the matter with me.”

“I was so wet. My thighs were hard as rock. They shivered. I was losing my strength, trying to hold myself up over him. I wanted to stroke him off, suck him, do anything to stop myself doing that. But my body — it was fighting me.”

“What did you do, Morgan?”

“My knees slipped. I looked down at his groin. His cock was so hard. It was so smooth. It was wide, too. I dropped my mouth open. I tried to close my hand around it hard enough to keep it down from my groin, but it was like it was fighting to penetrate my fist. I watched it emerge through the top of my hand. I squeezed so hard but it came up out of my hand, forcing itself.”

“How did it feel?”

“Inevitable.”

“Couldn’t you stop yourself?”

“I couldn’t. I tried so hard, too. I began to stroke his cock in my fist, making the head push up and out through my thumb and palm. And then I let the tip of the head of his cock touch me down there.”

“On your pussy?”

“On my pussy lips. Just a little. I was gasping. I was hardly able to breathe. I saw the tip of his cock glistening from me, I was so wet. Every time I pushed my hand tightly down around his cock, his head emerged up through my fist and kissed my pussy lips — they were so full and heavy and wet and hot.”

“How do you know they were so hot?”

“I was rubbing myself with my other hand. I was curling my middle finger up inside myself.”

“At the same time that you were stroking his cock? When you were pushing your pussy down against the head of his cock?”

“I slipped again and the head of his cock pushed up inside my lips.”

“Fuck, you really did do it, didn’t you.”

“I was so bad!”

“What did you do, Morgan?”

“I fucked the man.”

“You fucked him, didn’t you.”

“I did. I let go of his cock and shook all over. I pushed my hands down on my thighs and stared up at the ceiling. His cock, the head of his cock, pushed between my pussy lips and I stopped breathing.”

“What was he doing?”

“He was rubbing me all over, all over my breasts and my neck and my face, touching my mouth, touching me all over.”

“Did he push himself up into you?”

“He didn’t have to.”

“Why is that?”

“Because I sank down on him. I lowered myself over him. I couldn’t stop, I just kept going, all the way down until his hips bumped into my butt.”

“Could you feel him inside you?”

“I couldn’t feel anything but him inside me. He was big. He was wide. It filled me so much.”

“Oh my god, you really did fuck him, didn’t you.”

“I rode him like I was desperate for it.”

“You were, weren’t you, desperate for it?”

“Uh-huh, I was. But he rolled me over under him. He spread my legs wider apart. I pointed my toes to the ceiling. He jolted me so hard!”

“He took over — he started fucking you?”

“We rolled around and kissed and flung our bodies all over each other. I rode him facing the other way, he took me from behind lying on our sides, he even pressed me against the big window and took me there, from behind.”

“You fucked in front of the open window?”

“Against the open window. I could see people down there. The glass was smoked, but still.”

“And you loved it didn’t you.”

“I climaxed while he was fucking me against the window.”

“You don’t usually climax from intercourse like that.”

“That’s all I could think of — how happy you’d be finding out I came from being fucked. That’s how good it was.”

“Did he?”

“Did he cum?”

“Yeah, did he?”

“Are you going to be mad?”

“Do I seem mad?”

“You seem like you’re about to cum too.”

“Did he?”

“He did. He pushed me down in front of him. He was rough with me. He made me go on my elbows and knees and he pulled my hips up behind me — in front of him.”

“Doggy style?”

“Yeah, uh-huh, like that.”

“You love that.”

“I do.”

“Did he pound you from behind?”

“Fuck, yeah.”

“Is that how he came inside you?”

“Yeah, that was how. Are you about to cum too?”

“Did he fuck you like this?”

“That’s exactly how he fucked me!”

“Did he cum inside you like this?”

“Fuck, yeah, just like you’re doing it!”

“Was he rougher? Was he harder?”

“He was a lot rougher!”

“I didn’t know you loved it rough like this.”

“I didn’t know either!”

“Fuck Morgan, I’m going to cum!”

“Me too!”

“He’s going to be downtown middle of the week.”

“Who?”

“You know . . . “

“Aren’t you in town all this week?”

“I am.”

“Does he know you live in Chicago?”

“I don’t see how.”

“He’s going to be in a hotel?”

“Uh-huh. Michigan Ave.”

“He tell you that?”

“He just texted me his itinerary.”

“No other words — no talking again?”

“No questions, no words, no nothing.”

“Fuck, Morgan. You sound like you want to go down there tonight.”

“You sound like you want me to.”

“It’s so fucking hot.”

“What is?”

“You, the way you get. The way you sound. I can tell you’re going to go down there. I just know you’re going to go up to his room. I know what you’re going to do up in his room, too.”

“I’ll only go if you want me to.”

“Of course I want you to.”

“I can meet him in the lobby lounge — I like the lounge in that hotel. It’s good.”

“Just text him a time and say ‘lounge.’”

“That’s right. No words. Would you like to watch me meet him?”

“Jesus fucking christ, are you insane?”

“I love the idea of you seeing me come in, sitting with him. And then leaving with him.”

“And walking right past me.”

“Even brushing against you.”

“As you go upstairs with him.”

“It’s making me wet just imagining it.”

“It’s making me hard — this is so fucked!”

“Come. Help me decide what to wear. You can drop me off like you’re my Uber. I’ll wait for you to go in and get comfortable. Then I’ll come in. You can watch me go to him. And then watch him take me.”

“I can even wait for you to come back down.”

“You can wait for me. And drive me home again. Knowing that your wife just got freshly fucked.”

“And fucked so good, too.”

“Fucked so good she came multiple times.”

“The white dress, the sheath dress.”

“It’s tight.”

“White thong panties.”

“You want to imagine him taking them off me, don’t you.”

“I want to imagine you writhing all over his bed, him eating you out.”

“Me swallowing his dick.”

“You climaxing with him fucking you so hard.”

“What if I see him other times, other places?”

“You mean after today?”

“In Kansas next week, or Columbus next month, Cincy?”

“By surprise like you mean?”

“Yeah, like I didn’t know, but I see him. Or he texts me again and we meet up some other place.”

“You mean, can you go with him without telling me?”

“Telling you after.”

“So it’s always a mystery — every time you go on a trip, I don’t know if you’ll see him or not.”

“You don’t know if I’m fucking him or not on any particular night. Like if you try to text me and I don’t get back to you for over an hour.”

“So now every time I try to text you and you don’t get back to me, I have to wonder if you’re sucking his dick or riding him in bed?”

“Do you like that? Not knowing?”

“And finding out after?”

“Finding out after, always, of course. But not before. Not during.”

“I can’t believe we’re talking like this.”

“Couples can do whatever they want. No one has to know. It would always be out of town, though.”

“What about today?”

“Today is so you can see him. Trust him too. And so you can feel what that feels like, knowing just above you a few floors, he’s railing me, he’s making me moan, he’s making my whole body shake, he’s jolting me.”

“If I say stop, if I say it’s enough, if I say you have to quit it, would you?”

“Test me.”

“What do you mean.”

“You know how much I want to go downtown right now. You can feel it in me. Touch my pussy, right now.”

“Fuck you’re so wet.”

“See? So test me. Tell me I can’t go.”

“Just tell you? But I want you to go.”

“Tell me I can’t. I want to prove to you that you control this completely. It only happens if you say for it to happen.”

“You can’t go.”

“I’ll tell him that.”

“Stop it! Don’t text him that!”

“You send it. I am totally devoted to you. What you say is what I do, or don’t do.”

“Don’t send it. Let’s just go.”

“Are you sure?”

“I believe you. You won’t do it if I say for you not to. You’ll stop the whole thing the second I tell you I want you to stop.”

“I only get to have this kind of sexual pleasure if you give it to me.”

“It really is like I’m giving it to you, isn’t it.”

“It is. And it’s only so intensely powerful for me knowing I’m going to tell you about it, knowing that you’re going to know what I’ve done.”

“It’s like I get sexual pleasure through you.”

“All my totally sensual, overpowering, completely crushing feminine sexual pleasure, all of it through me and with me.”

“So let’s go.”

“I’m going to fuck the man’s brains out.”

“Go.”

“He’s going to make me cum so hard like he does.”

“Go!”

“I’m going to cry out so loud, too. I can’t help it with him.”

“Fuck Morgan!”

“He’s going to make me naked and he’s going to pummel me, and then I’m going to dress and come back down to you.”

“All freshly fucked.”

“All freshly fucked. Just for you.”

“Is there something wrong with me?”

“Are you hurting someone?”

“No, but, a husband isn’t supposed to be like this, to feel these things.”

“To feel what? To feel full of excitement and joy when someone you love is having a very, very good time?”

“But you’re my wife, and I’m taking you downtown to go up to a room with a lover.”

“Sex isn’t love. Any more than football is war or crime movies are really murder.”

“But it can lead to it. Sex can lead to love eventually.”

“I take a hundred dollars out of a wallet that isn’t mine. Is it stealing?”

“Depends — did the owner tell you it was okay?”

“Right? And does letting me take the money lead to me becoming a thief eventually?”

“No of course not. It all depends on why you’re taking it. And if the other said it was okay.”

“What if the owner wanted me to take it knowing I was going to treat myself to an exquisite meal?”

“All the more.”

“The act of taking the money is not important. It’s all about the why and then what for.”

“So you’re not cheating on me with this guy, you’re not . . . “

“Not making love. Just having sex.”

“Is he in there?”

“He’s probably waiting for me, yeah, he’s probably in there.”

“I’ll sit at the bar.”

“Sit near the path to the door out — I really want to brush against you when he’s taking me upstairs.”

“If I drop my wallet in front of you, that means to abort.”

“You’ll never do that, though.”

“You must stop it if I do that.”

“Anything for you. It’s all under your control. If you don’t drop your wallet, it’s going to mean one thing to me.”

“It’s going to mean to go up to his room and fuck him.”

“Kiss him, stroke him, play with him. It’s going to mean laughing with him, sucking him off, grabbing his head of hair between my legs, cumming all over his mouth. It’s going to mean riding him, him taking me from behind, bent over the couch, against the wall.”

“The window.”

“Maybe that too, again.”

“You have to tell me every little detail.”

“Every little detail. Love you.”
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