
        
            
                
            
        

    I Was Only Pretending to Be His Wife

How I became a very good hotwife

Marissa Reed

PMI
 




Copyright © 2026 Marissa Reed
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.





1

It was awkward when the last party-goer finally left our hotel room and I was alone with Dex for the first time. His 10-year high school reunion booked-out an entire hotel for the weekend in his old home town. I didn’t think it was a good idea, but my husband Shawn pushed me into pretending to be Dex’s wife so he could “prove” to them there were all wrong about him. We told everybody the two beds was all the hotel had for us — but obviously I insisted on such a room. My husband would have, for sure.
The music was still on, thank god, or it would have been silent and even more awkward leaning against opposing walls in the short hallway inside our closed hotel room door facing each other. I snorted a light puff of air out my nose and grinned up at him from my face that I hung down to hide behind strands of my hair like I do when I’m uncomfortable.
He looked just as awkward and nervous as me, grinning like an idiot too.
“Do you think anybody was fooled?” he smirked, but he also stared at me seriously. It mattered to him a lot what they thought of him, I could tell.
“Who cares?” I shrugged, and I stuck my tongue out at him a little bit. I am not in any way a flirty girl, but I was feeling a little flirty all night with him, and I didn’t know why. It wasn’t like me at all.
We had been kissing a lot because his old classmates were teasing him and telling him they didn’t believe I was really his wife. So we had to ham it up for them. We were holding hands most of the night when people were around. Our room was bigger than most others and had become the defacto party room because Dex had a great speaker and his music was perfect.
I was a bit of loner back in school too, so I knew how Dex felt from the stories he told me in his car on the way up and the way I saw them looking at him and talking about him. I went to an all-girls private school and was overly sheltered by suffocating parents. Though I was 29, the weekend — I realized with some horror — was probably the first time in my life I was away from my parents and my husband for an extended time.
It’s embarrassing to admit about just how unsure I was of myself in the world. Knowing Dex was just like me made it easier to be myself. Besides, the weekend was all about helping him feel more confident and proud of who he was.
“I thought you were going to lose it,” he said, “when those girls got you to show them your ring.”
“You held up my wrong hand!” I shrieked at him.
“Well how would I know about that stuff!” he snorted. “What do I know about marriage and weddings and rings and all that?”
“Oh . . . ” I bit my lip at him and I pushed my hands against the wall behind me and peeled myself off it to cross the floor between us to reach for his hands that were also tucked safely away behind his back and trapped against the wall. “. . . I think you did a pretty good job as an attentive and caring husband tonight,” I said. I pushed my hair from my face and entwined our fingers in both our hands together and twisted our palms up. I stretched his fingers backward in mine and rolled my head back and and I grinned and chuckled at him.
I’m not sure who was guilty of kissing whom that time, but we touched lips once, twice, and then, the third time, we fell into it heavy and hard. We’d kissed a lot all night in front of people to prove we were actually a married couple, but now, nobody was around to convince. It was a real kiss, not a pretend kiss.
I pushed my hands around his neck and drove my fingers into the hair on the back of his head. He kissed me nicely and I shivered and tugged his hair and twisted it up in my fingers trying to steady myself. I stepped closer into him until I pressed my entire body up against his against the wall.
He was wearing very smart looking tan pants and blue shirt, thanks to my husband, who leant his clothes to him for the weekend. I was wearing a green low-cut sundress with white dots and a short, taffeta-like skirt. This was also my husband’s idea.
“Dress in the sexiest thing possible,” he said. “Make them salivate!” He even made me wear my special underwear, not that anyone would see it — or so I thought! “But you feel sexy in them — you move around all sexy in them,” he said. He was embarrassing me, but that was because he was right.
I’d been feeling a little wild and sexy all night, and kissing and touching Dex wasn’t helping things. He might have been an awkward loner in high school, but as a 32-year-old man with his serious career shit together, he was mysterious and intriguing. I wasn’t really needing to pretend to be “interested” in him.
My husband took pictures of Dex and I before we headed out to make sure we looked like a very married couple. “Hold hands,” he ordered us. We both looked away and huffed and grinned, but he insisted. “Kiss,” he said. I protested and Dex blushed, but he was right: he pointed out that if we didn’t get used to it, people would be able to tell. “You’ll have to kiss a little at least in front of them — it’s normal married behaviour,” he chuckled. “You have to believe it, you have to feel it,” he said, getting down like a professional photographer and snapping away at us. “Really be a husband and wife this weekend,” he said.
Against the wall with everybody gone wasn’t just kisses.  We were making out, and neither of us seemed to know how to stop.
“Probably shouldn’t,” I said nearly to myself only.
He nodded, but our faces fell back together again. I twisted his fingers further back with mine and emitted a tiny high-pitched moan in the back of my throat.
When it happened earlier, in the bathroom we both slipped inside together to quickly make up a back story for how we met — we forgot that part at home and in the car! — it was my fault then, too.
With the party still in full swing on the other side of the door, I pushed up against him and kissed him for being so brilliant. He had concocted some story that covered everything we’d said so far and I thought he was doing so well getting over his initial stiffness and nerves around everybody. And around me, too! A girl!
“Encourage him,” my husband said privately to me when we were packing and getting ready to go. “Make him feel good about himself.”
“What do you mean?” I shook my head at him and screwed up my grinning face.
“You know,” my husband shrugged with a smirk. “The guy hasn’t been around girls very much. Loosen him up, help him relax, make him feel like a real man,” he said.
“You want me to flirt with him?” I said, scrunching up my nose. We had to be quiet, he was in the other room sorting through some of my husband’s clothes to choose what he liked. I let him do what he wanted — I already decided what clothes he was going to pack.
“Flirting is what one does with a guy you want to get to know,” my husband pointed out. “A wife doesn’t flirt with her husband,” he said.
I turned my face away and snorted and recoiled my head on my neck. “We’re just pretending, you know,” I shook my head at him to remind him.
“Don’t dream it,” he said. “Be it.”
I laughed because it was such a corny line from that old movie.
But it was true — Dex was being bold and relaxed and even more attractive for it. In the bathroom, my husband’s words played on me and I reached down between Dex and I and I leaned against him and pinned him against the edge of the counter behind him, and I actually squeezed his crotch!
It wasn’t like me to do that kind of thing, not even with my real husband. But the music, the crowd, the quirky old hotel and the charming old room — being out of town, being far from anyone who ever knew me, pretending and lying about everything all night? I rubbed him and stuck my hand down inside his pants, too. I felt like breaking rules — something I never felt!
“Is this okay?” I said to him in the bathroom.
He just tittered nervously and so I did, too. But then he touched the front of my thigh where it was bare below the bottom edge of my dress, and his hand, I don’t know, the warmth, the boldness of his move, the sneakiness of it? I just bit my tongue, grinned at him, and moaned to him.
We kissed deeper and longer with my hand inside his pants squeezing his cock and balls, and his hand sliding up my thigh under my dress.
“Is it okay?” he whispered.
Someone on the other side of the door banged on it and cried out, “What’s going on in there, anyway?” and everybody laughed. Someone else shouted, “Get a room, you two!” and the room burst out with shrieking. It was our room!
“I guess,” I smiled to Dex. I didn’t know! What did my husband mean, “Make him feel like a man”? “Do things a wife would do,” he said. What the fuck was that supposed to mean?
Dex had no idea what he was doing between my legs, but to be honest, I didn’t really know what he should be doing, either. It wasn’t like I’d been with so many men. Shawn was my first, and my only.
His knuckles touched the front of my panties and I stepped back from him because I remembered it was my first time wearing them. Shawn made me put them on. I pulled my skirt up to show them off to Dex.
“Do they look pretty?” I said to him.
“Fuck yes,” he moaned.
He dragged the backs of his fingers in succession over the front of my panties.
I gripped his wrist and shivered and inhaled sharply and wobbled on my waist.
“Should I stop?” he whispered.
“Yes,” I said, but I didn’t let his wrist go. I pushed my hips harder into his hand.
He just kept rubbing me. And kissing me.
I was falling inside. My breath caught and my back arched. I bit my lip.
“Still okay?” he said.
He really was an idiot.
That was the last thing I heard before everything lifted off like we were in a falling elevator. My knees quaked and my hips lost their strength. I rotated around and a warmth like the most incredible hot bath flooded through my body. I shook and inhaled noisily and buried my face in his shoulder to muffle my cries and I hung from him holding my breath.
I let him go out of the bathroom before me because I had to compose myself in private. Did he know that he had just given me an orgasm? If he did, he was the coolest cucumber in the bin. I caught my breath, I raised and lowered my shoulders and stretched out my neck. I checked my eyes in the mirror and tried to redo my lips, but I couldn’t get the grin off my face.
He made me feel wild. He made me feel loose. I scared myself with how out-of-control I felt. I came back out and everybody grinned and stared. I was embarrassed and found “my husband” again and grabbed him and didn’t leave his side the rest of the night.
Now with everyone gone, I pulled him behind me back into the hotel room and pushed him backward to sit in one of the chairs.
“Sit,” I said with a snort. The feelings he gave me were coming back doubly strong. “And hands off!” I shook my face at him. “I’m going to check-in with Shawn,” I said, and I opened the double doors to the short French balcony off the room and leaned over to look down into the old main street four floors below.
“Hey!” I said softly when my husband answered. “You having a good time all alone at home?” I chuckled.
“Just getting some work done,” he said. “How’s it going up there? How’s Dex making out?”
As he said that, Dex stepped up behind me and placed his open palm on my ass sticking out behind me where I was leaning over the railing.
I spun around and glared at him over my shoulder. He ignored my eyes and face, and instead was staring at my body and watching his hand rub all around my ass.
I was surprised at how far he’d come since we left for the weekend.
“I guess he’s making out okay,” I said staring at his eyes. “He seems pretty pleased with himself,” I added, widening my eyes with a scolding look.
But he just half grinned and lifted my dress further up my legs.
“Are you guy being a good husband and wife?” my husband chuckled over the phone.
I reached behind me and seized Dex’s wrist in my hand and sunk my fingernails into his skin. But he wasn’t taking his hand off me and he wasn’t quitting it with the rubbing.
I turned around again and glared at him over my shoulder. “He’s certainly being a very good husband,” I said, and I shook my face at him and plead with him with my eyebrows. But I took my hand off his wrist and hung both arms over the railing and bent further over it.
“And I hope you’re being a very good wife,” my husband said. He chuckled in what sounded like a sinister way.
I had to spread my feet apart to keep my balance because of the way Dex was touching me again. I was still in my high-heel strap sandals and the floor was uneven with such a thick carpet.
“I think Dex would say I am being a pretty good wife,” I said. I rolled my eyes at Dex and hung my head down over the railing. My hair fell over my face and hid me, at least.
“Tell me what you did so far,” Shawn said.
I bit my lip and clenched my eyes. I certainly wouldn’t be able to tell him all of it — certainly not the bathroom part, and not what was presently going on, either.
Dex gently lifted the bottom of my dress up over my hips. I peeked around the street below. No one was out there. The cool night air washed over my exposed thighs and ass. My mouth dropped open and I struggled to obscure what he was doing to my breath. I bent further over until, with my knees locked straight, I was folded at 90 degrees at my waist. I had to spread my feet more to stay standing up. Dex began sliding his finger harder into the crease of my panties that he pushed between the cheeks of my ass.
“Well,” I said, my voice too full of breath, “we got here around 5,” I said, scrunching my eyes and trying to focus on my husband. Dex was pushing his fingers further and further down. “We had time I guess to rest up a bit in the room and freshen up,” I said, passing over the part where we thought we should practice kissing a bit more. “And then it was the big dinner downstairs,” I said in more of a wincing groan than a normal voice.
Dex was touching me around the bottom of my panties. All around the bottom of them. He was making my hips begin to involuntarily rotate.
“How was dinner? Did you sit together like a good husband and wife all lovey-dovey?” he said, chuckling.
I was struggling to pay attention and form answers. I lifted a foot and pushed the heel back down hard into the carpet. “It was good, yeah,” I said. I inhaled sharply and bit my lip hard.
“You okay?” my husband said.
“Yeah,” I said. “Yawning!” I said. “Tired!” I chuckled. I reached down the front of my body and wrapped my hand around his finger that had come up from behind and was pressing me in all the wrong or right spots. He was just feeling his way along, but he was getting pretty lucky, too.
“Dex there now?” my husband asked.
Just then, Dex had pressed his hips against my ass, stuck up high with my back arched down low, and he leaned over my back, reached around with his hands to cup his palms over my breasts, and he kissed the exposed back of my neck.
“Uh huh, somewhere,” I said full of breath. I reached up behind my head and clutched my fingers in the hair on the back of his head and I yanked.
“What are you guys doing right now?” my husband said.
Dex let one of his hands travel down the front of my body. My dress was up around my hips because he trapped it there when he leaned his hips against my exposed ass. He touched my abdomen and then he touched me in a line along the top band of my panties. He kept squeezing my breasts gently with his other hand.
I was pulling and releasing and pulling his hair. My body pushed back against his. My mouth was dropping open and my breath was catching. “Just hanging out,” I said.
“On the bed?”
“No!” I chuckled. But I also inhaled a chirp of a high-pitched sudden moan. Dex slid his fingers down inside the front of my panties. “Not on the bed,” I breathed hard into the phone.
“Is that Dex’s music I can hear?” my husband said.
Dex touched my pussy lips. Of course he found me very wet. I dropped my hand down from his head and pushed it between our bodies and straight down the front of his pants. I scrambled with my fingers and fumbled with his belt and button and fly. When I tugged his pants down to his thighs, I wrapped my hand around his cock inside his shorts.
I tried to squeeze it and shake it hard enough to make him stop touching me like that. But he touched me between my lips instead. I hung my head and held my breath. He already did it to me once, and I was quickly on the edge because of him again.
“Yeah!” was all I could say to my husband. “His,” I breathed heavily.
“You’re just sitting there listening to music?” Shawn said, chuckling. Always chuckling!
“Dex is busy,” I said. It wasn’t a lie. He pushed my panties off my ass and half way down my thighs where they stretched between my legs. I looked down under my body and watched his hand squirrel into my groin, and my hips squirm and contort from his touches.
“What’s he busy with?” my husband said.
“I don’t know!” I cried too loud into the phone and I began to slip down to the floor. “Why don’t you ask him?” I groaned with exasperation and I twisted around and slid down the front of his body until I was sitting on the floor in front of him.
I dropped the phone but Dex bent over to swoop it up.
“Hey Shawn,” Dex said to the phone.
I spread my legs and pulled up my knees and leaned my back against the French doors that I managed to close behind me. I leaned my head back, lifted my chin, and flicked my tongue up the underside of his cock where it hung out the slot of his shorts.
“Actually reading an article in a magazine about how to be a good lover to your wife!” he chuckled into the phone.
I pulled his pants down to his ankles and he stepped out of them holding the phone to his ear. I pulled his shorts down, too. And then I corkscrewed my face into his pelvis and pushed my tight lips hard into the front of the head of his cock and moaned too loud, were it not for the music covering my cries.
“She’s good,” I heard him say to my husband. I knew he was looking down at me. He pushed his free hand through my hair and pulled it from my forehead to give himself a better view.
I let his cock penetrate my lips and I engulfed him in my mouth. I reached up between his legs and pushed my open hand hard into his ass and made him push his hips against my face and bury his cock deeper in my throat. I reached down with my other hand and pushed it inside my panties. I needed to rub myself. I was soaking wet. Again.
“Yes, yes, she’s being a very good wife!” Dex chuckled on the phone to my husband.
I didn’t have to pull his hips into me anymore, he knew to thrust himself — to fuck my face. I was able to rest my head back against the windows behind me and look up through the tops of my eyes to him. He was looking down at me and stroking my hair and thrusting his cock into my wide, willing mouth. And he was talking and laughing with my husband the whole time!
“I don’t know,” he said, staring right at me so hard I had to close my eyes. His cock felt good in my mouth. Too good. It’s not what a girl like me does! “I think she’s having a great time with it!” he said to my husband.
I pushed him out of my mouth and jutted my jaw at him angrily. I gripped his cock in my hand and stroked it against my cheeks and nose and eyes and I bopped it against my face all over and lashed it with my tongue.
“Hurry up!” I mouthed up to him and I glared at him as I pushed my mouth back down over his cock and swirled my tongue around his shaft inside my mouth.
“I don’t know,” he said to my husband. “Just different things, you know. Stuff to make a man feel good,  I guess,” he chuckled.
I reached up and snatched my phone from Dex’s hand and pulled it down to my face. “Should probably go, though,” I said to my husband.
I stroked Dex’s cock and pushed my mouth over it and sucked hard on him as my husband replied in my ear.
“Must be tired,” he said.
“Mm-hmm,” I said in a muffled moan. His friend’s cock was buried in the back of my throat.
“You guys going to bed then?” he said.
“Mm-hmm,” I moaned again more impatiently.
“What time are you up tomorrow?” he said.
I pulled my mouth off Dex’s cock to answer but he yanked my hair and all I said was, “Nnnn!” with my mouth pulled wide and my tongue pinched between my teeth.
Dex wrapped both his fists in my hair and twisted them around in it a few times. Like someone with reigns in his hands, he yanked my face back into his groin and shoved his cock roughly down my throat.
“What time?” Shawn said with a confused chuckle.
I tried to say “nine or so,” but it came out like someone gargling with soap.
I tried to push Dex off me but he leaned heavier into the door behind me and trapped my head between his thrusting hips and the windows. I looked up and saw his eyes clenching and his mouth grimacing. His whole body was coursing with waves of tension.
“Is that when breakfast is put out?” my husband said, pretending he actually heard me say a time.
I tried to say “Yes,” but I gagged and sounded like someone stifling a dry heave. I was afraid. I might have had Shawn’s cock in my mouth before, but I never let him cum inside it. He never tried to, either. He had too much respect for me! But Dex wasn’t just pushing his cock in my mouth. He was fucking my face. And I could tell, because I’m not a complete neophyte, that he was about to erupt.
“What’s for breakfast?” my husband said in my ear, just as Dex’s cum flooded into my mouth and burst out through the corners of my lips. I involuntarily gasped and moaned out loud and his cum, in wave after wave of gushing, filled my mouth so much I had no choice but to try to swallow it.
I dropped the phone and wrapped my hands around the back of his ass and pulled him tighter into my mouth and let him fill me until it ran out of me and down my chin and over my pretty dress down the front. I pulled off and still he shot cum that hit my face and hair and neck. It was a fountain of pure sexual joy and I couldn’t not laugh with a lightness of delight I might never have felt before. I mean, the poor man! There was cum everywhere!
I remembered the phone finally and picked it up, unsure if my husband would still be there or not.
“What the fuck is going on over there?” he said.
Dex pulled his cock out of my mouth and staggered backward and fell on his back over the bed. I clenched my fist in my groin to try to steady myself. I shook all over.
“Stupid Dex,” I said to my husband. “He thinks it’s funny to put some one of your stupid movies you like on the TV!”
Though he looked passed out on the bed, Dex raised his hand enough to show me a thumbs-up. I covered my mouth to keep from bursting out laughing.
“Jesus,” he said.
“I should go — time to clean up and wash my face,” I said. I got up from the floor and slapped Dex’s legs. “Get ready for bed,” I said to my husband. I looked down at Dex as I passed by the foot of his bed and I grinned at him, I licked my lips, and I let him see me stare longingly at his flaccid cock and flick my tongue at him.
“I thought you were already in bed,” Shawn said.
I dropped the shoulder straps from my dress and let it fall in a crumpling cloud around my feet and I looked over my shoulder at Dex. “Not yet,” I said and I pursed my lips at him and looked at him all the way into the bathroom. “But soon,” I said to my husband, and I arched my back and massaged my jutting breasts at Dex who stared back with a nasty smile of his own.
I shut the bathroom door and put the phone down on speaker and lifted my face to the big mirror. I gaped and covered my mouth and widened my eyes and heaved my shoulders. I nearly squealed out loud. My face was dripping with wiggling gobs of cum on my cheeks, my chin, and down my neck. It was in my hair and all over my dress!
“Okay well,” my husband said. “I guess I should leave you to get at it.”
“Uh huh,” I said. I wiped Dex’s cum from my face with a nice soft white cloth.
“I hope you get some sleep tonight,” he said.
“Maybe not,” I replied.
“Why not?”
“I’m pretty wound up,” I said. I wasn’t lying. I took my panties down and off and sat on the toilet to pee. “It’s been a lot of fun being Dex’s wife,” I said, also not a lie. “I don’t want to stop!” I chuckled. Also: not a lie.
“Well you have all day tomorrow and another night before you have to come home and be my wife again!” he chuckled.
“Don’t forget tonight, too,” I said.
He snorted. I could tell he was smirking. “You’re really taking to being his wife,” he said.
“I am,” I said, biting my lip. I got out my makeup kit and smiled to myself.
“Okay well,” he laughed, “don’t forget to kiss your husband good night, then, they like that!” he said.
“I won’t,” I nearly moaned. I leaned far over the edge of the counter and applied fresh lipstick carefully around my mouth.
“Are you being a good wife?”
“I think so,” I nearly whispered. I kissed my lips together. It was a nice deep sexy red.
“What?”
“I will be, I mean,” I said.
“Call me when you’re up tomorrow?” he said.
“Can I ask you something Shawn?” I replied. I lined my eyes with a dark liner.
“Sure,” he said, unsurely.
“When you said at home, ‘Be a husband and wife this weekend,’ what did you really mean?” I stepped back from the mirror and tilted my head to examine my work. I looked pretty. I looked sexy. I got out some nice eye shadow.
“Well, just what we were talking about,” he said.
“You said to make him feel good about himself,” I said. I pulled my bra up over my breasts and straightened things up after wiping his cum off me.
“Yeah,” he said.
“And make him feel like a man, you said,” I said to him, pulling my panties back on.
“I meant it, too,” he replied.
I studied my face and hair and body in my panties and bra one last time in the mirror before I flicked the lights out. “What did you mean when you said, ‘Don’t dream it, be it’?” I said as I opened the door to the hotel room.
There was a long pause and I lingered unseen still in the dark open door of the bathroom. We both just listened to each other breathe.
Finally he cleared his throat. “Have fun with it,” he said.
“Do you mean that?” I moaned quietly into the phone. I turned it off speaker.
There was an even longer silent pause. Finally he answered.
“Yeah,” he said.
“Mwah,” I said to him. “Goodnight.”
“Goodnight Lindsay,” he said just as softly. I hung up. He almost never uses my name.
I peeked around the corner of the wall. Dex was propped up in bed with his arms folded behind his head, his body barely covered by the white sheet. He seemed to have recovered okay.
I snorted and tittered. I stepped out from behind the wall and twisted my fingers together pulled tightly straight down behind my back and I rose on my toes and stepped lightly and slowly toward his bed and laughed nervously.
He looked at me as expectantly as a new husband. I was embarrassed and shy and I looked away and rolled my eyes. I knew I was blushing again. I stepped in between our beds and bit my lips and squeezed my knees together and crunched my pelvis down, I was so scared.
But he was stunned-looking. He was in awe. I guess I did a nice job with my makeup and hair. Also, it was the first time he got to see me in only my white bra and panties. He seemed to be enjoying the look and it made me snort and blush deeper the more he stared.
And then I turned my back to him and pulled the sheets down on my bed and said, “Goodnight, then!” all chirpily.
He darted up and threw his arms around my body and I squealed and laughed and he yanked me back onto his bed and we giggled and struggled together. He wasn’t completely naked — he was in his tight white shorts.
I knelt back on his bed on my calves and from behind me he knelt and brought his hands around both my hips and thighs. I ran my fingertips lightly over the backs of his hands and the tops of my thighs. He made me arch my back. He made me  roll my head sideways to give him my neck. I wanted him. Badly.
He had his phone and he snapped a picture of us on his bed through the large bedside mirror.
“What’s that for?” I said to him, twisting around to cradle his jaw in my hand and kiss him.
“Because I’m not going to believe this happened — it’s to remind me it was real and not a dream,” he said.
I snorted and twisted all the way around and sank my mouth over his and we kissed long and tenderly until we both fell sideways in his bed and laughed together. “Send me a copy of it?” I whispered to him and I sucked on his bottom lip and reached down to push his underpants off his ass.
That’s the picture he sent that’s on the cover of this book. I think I look like a good wife, don’t you?
I hooked my leg behind me and around his leg and he hugged his hands around my tummy from behind. He began to talk in my ear, but I twisted around and shut him up with my lips on his lips. “Nuh-uh,” I smiled at him and I caught my tongue between my smiling teeth. I reached further back with my stretching neck and I contorted around in his arms to bite his ear. “No talking. Undress your wife,” I whispered to him.
He unclasped my bra and I let it fall down my arms before I tossed it over the chair. He peeled my panties down my ass and I laughed and kicked my legs in the air and let him kneel over me and pull them up and off my kicking feet. We rolled around together completely naked, finally.
But he surprised me! He pushed me back onto my back on the pillows and he pushed my knees up and apart. I chirped and covered my little pussy with my hands because I was shy about being so naked with a man, but he kissed the back of my hands until I took them away. And then he kissed me down there like I’d never been kissed before.
I said it was partly from being away from home for really the first time — if your parents and your husband are your “home” — and I said how the funky old hotel, the music, all the strangers at the parties, everything, made me feel like something different was going on inside me.
But I never actually let my husband “kiss” me down there. I let him blow on me and touch me, but I was always too nervous to let him put his mouth on me. It was too weird!
But something in the way Dex did it, without asking, without realizing you’re supposed to ask, without planning to, it seemed, made it sort of creep up on me by surprise and it was like I forgot to tell him that I didn’t like that or that I had never done that.
He didn’t have to press my legs open for long. It was so wet and warm and soft and incredible, I arched in my back and gasped with a dying inhalation, and all he did — so far! — was press his tongue where he had earlier that night pressed his finger.
I didn’t think anything could feel more exciting and infuriating than that, but I found out, didn’t I. Maybe Dex had been reading about how to be a good lover to your wife like he said to my husband, because he “went down on me” with a certain kind of expertise like a natural.
I scraped the sheets with my nails and groaned with my head upside down facing the headboard behind me. My whole body responded to him with such deep yearning! I pushed my hands down between my legs and mashed my fingers into his hair but still he tormented me.
It came on me fast and hard. I knew it might — I never really stopped buzzing from when he fingered me in the bathroom during the party. My hips bounced under me and I jolted throughout my body all over the bed. He wasn’t being fair, the way he just kept going at the same infuriating pace and pressure!
I screamed actually — which surprised me, beause I thought that was so fake on my husband’s computer. But there I was, wasn’t I . . . writhing and vibrating, barely breathing and crying out loud.
There was a loud knocking on the wall behind us and we both giggled a bit but we couldn’t stop. I wanted to warn him but when I crunched my stomach and half sat up, that flush of warmth hit me harder than last time and my eyes rolled up in my head and I fell back down and twisted all over the bed like someone slowly electrocuted.
This boy with no experience around the ladies had not only made me cum twice, but hard too!
I was mad at him! I pushed him back and knelt up over his legs and pushed myself over his lap. I hung my head down deeply between my high shoulders and I licked his jaw and cheek and lips and I let the tip of his cock touch my stomach.
“You’re in so much trouble, mister!” I said to him, and I curled my hips in and rubbed my poor, starving pussy all over the head of his rock-hard cock.
He wrapped his hands around my hips and I dangled my breasts in his face. I caught the tip of the head of his cock in my pussy lips. I meant to tease him like that. I meant to teach him how to do it properly with a girl. I meant to show him how to take his time, how to stretch things out, how to play around and have fun.
Like I would know! But he wasn’t the only one reading, was he.
I was the one who wasn’t able to demonstrate patience though. Just the squirmy feeling of the head of his rigid cock against my soaking wet pussy lips made me lose control — and not for the first time that night, either! Nor the last, if truth be told.
I sank my hips down. We fit together more warmly and tightly and smoothly — and more slippery! — than I thought we would, and it ended up being all the way inside me before I knew it. Also, I didn’t mean to start humping him like some animal, I thought I still had to teach him, even though I was losing it second by second.
I curled my hips in and out and fucked him madly. I guess one would call it fucking his brains out.
He rolled us over and threw himself down onto me with my legs up to the ceiling. We laughed and fucked and jolted each other’s bodies till we sweated. He knelt back and hugged my legs to his chest so my ankles dangled over his shoulders, and he went deeper into me that way and made me gulp.
I climbed out of his bed and opened the doors for air and we shared a glass of water before he picked me up and sat me, naked, on the table, and stood against it and poked his penis back into me and fucked me on the table while I hung my fingers from his neck and curled back with my heels in his lower back driving him harder into me.
Encourage him, my husband said.
He picked me up and I hung from him and we necked like that before he rolled me into his bed. I got on my elbows and knees and looked over my shoulder and tittered and wagged my ass for him.
He got behind me on his knees and when he entered me, I saw stars. I clenched my fists into the sheets and cried out loud. The wall banged from the neighbour. Dex thrusted himself into me so hard I had to breathe with his thrust, my lungs were so jolted in my chest.
He made me cum again like that and I guess my pussy twitched and contracted around his cock deep inside me. That’s what he said after, anyway. Because he suddenly came too, just as I was climaxing for the third time that night.
I collapsd under him and laid on my belly and lifted my ass. He laid on me and pumped himself into me until he was spent completely.
We finally roused ourselves enough to drag our beaten bodies to the bathroom hand in hand and clean ourselves up. And when we came back, presto! We had a perfect, clean, and undisturbed bed to sleep together in, my bed!
His looked like a tornado swept through the room, and I guess in a way, one had.
I lost count of the number of times Dex dragged me, or I dragged him, back upstairs the next day to fuck or suck or lick or all three, over the next day. We basically fucked all day and took breaks here and there to come down to some part of the reunion festivities. But we never stayed very long!
On the way back, I knew I’d have to tell my husband what happened. We stopped at a quiet lookout to get our stories straight. I guess that was a mistake, too. I tried to listen to him but I ended up laying his seat down and throwing my body over his and shoving his cock back inside me.
I just couldn’t stop fucking him!
“I was confused by what you’d said,” I told my husband. “I don’t know!” I pleaded with him. “It was like nothing mattered or counted! I wasn’t thinking!”
I was sure my husband would do that stoic thing and shut up and make his plans and that it was over between us. I mean, I cheated, full stop.
But he started asking me unexpected questions. “It wasn’t about me at all, was it?” he said with wry grin up one half of his face.
“What do you mean?”
“We don’t lack anything, do we?” he said. “It’s not at all like you feel lonely, or unloved, or unappreciated. You didn’t do it because of anything I did or didn’t do, did you?” he said.
The whole question seemed absurd to me. I shook my head and squinted at him. “No!” I said with snort. “It never occurred to me once that there was any reason to do it.”
“It’s not about me, is it?” he repeated himself.
I squeezed his hands in mine. “No!” I grinned and shook my head. “I was just — I don’t know!” I shrugged.
He chuckled and tried to staunch it. We were trying to have a serious conversation.
“What?” I said smiling at him.
“You went wild,” he said and he snickered.
“No!” I said, but not convincingly. It struck me right away as a pretty good word for what happened.
“You’ve never lost control before, have you? You’ve never gone wild before,” he said.
I grinned and dropped my head sideways. “Is that what that is?”
“You had a wild night — you let things go. You were . . . “ he squinted at me and I squinted back. “ . . . free!” he said in a loud whisper, and he flickered his fingers between our faces and widened his eyes at me with an evil-like grin.
“But I like being married to you,” I said to him.
“Yeah, yeah!” he nodded maniacally. “Married, yeah, but maybe once in a while, you need to be let out to run wild, to be free. Just for a weekend,” he shrugged.
“What are you saying?” I said, half turning my grinning face away from him.
“Tell me how it really felt,” he said.
“I already told you,” I dropped my face and grinned and squirmed on the couch where we talked.
“I mean really, the way you’d tell a girlfriend about it.”
I blushed deeply. “No!” I said, and I turned to hide my face.
But he insisted. “Tell me.”
I faced him and stared in his eyes. I guess if we were being totally honest, I might as well spell it all out. “It was unbelievably good,” I said in a tiny voice and I squealed and buried my face in a small pillow.
He petted my head until I was able to lift my face up again.
“Did he make you cum?” he asked me.
I squealed and shrieked and tried to crawl into the seam of the cushions of the couch. But he waited me out until I was able to peak at him through my fingers over my face.
“The first night you mean?”
He laughed. “Okay, the first night.”
I pushed my hand out from the pillow and held up my fingers to show him three.
He guffawed loudly and laughed.
“I told you not to ask!” I said and I whipped my pillow at him.
“I’m happy for you!” he yelled and he grabbed the pillow from me. “What about the whole weekend?”
I rolled my eyes and jutted my jaw and grimaced.
“You don’t know, do you!?” he laughed and hit me with the pillow.
“Too many times!” I said squirming. “We sort of woke up a couple of times and did it, and in the morning, we tried to get down for breakfast early, but we couldn’t . . . “ I said.
He shook his head and just grinned at me.
“And then after breakfast,” I laughed. “And then we went down to the awards thing they put on, but then we snuck out to the bathrooms . . . “
“You fucked in the bathrooms?” he gaped at me.
“We tried not to!” I pleaded with him. “And then we had to go up to get ready for lunch . . . which we almost missed!” I laughed.
“It was non-stop!” he shouted.
I could only nod sheepishly. “It was so good!” I groaned gutturally and took the pillow to hide my face again.
We stared at each other a long time, both of us stifling grins. Finally he said, “I say when and where.”
‘When and where, what?” I said, but my grin and blush gave away that I knew exactly what he meant.
That was all last weekend.
I waited in the hotel lounge for Dex to get there. We chose — Shawn and I chose together — a small oceanside town a few hours away and a cute little hotel there. I wanted to surprise Dex and get there early and put some nice things for our weekend together in the hotel room, like flowers and candles and chocolates and stuff. He needed to learn what kind of things girls like, right?
I could hardly sit still I was so excited!
My husband texted. “Is he there yet?”
I wrote him back. “No! And stop asking me!”
“I’m excited though,” he wrote.
“What do you think I am??!!” I wrote back and laughed.
Just then Dex appeared and he rolled his eyes and gestured broadly with his hands. I laughed — he thought he was going to beat me up there and get the room ready and surprise me!
He gave me just one sideways gesture with his head and I ran to him, we barely kissed, and we frantically pushed the elevator buttons, it took so long to go up five floors!
We barely made it still dressed inside the hotel room door. I just managed to type into my phone, “He’s here, ttyl,” before Dex fell on his knees, drew my panties down my legs from under my dress, and sank his mouth into my pussy.
I dropped my phone and scrunched my fingers into his hair. He was a quick learner. 
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He was already naked when I came out of the bathroom. The window blinds were half-open, the ocean glow washing across the bedspread and over his chest. I let the towel slide off me and stepped closer, barefoot on the cool tile until it turned to carpet. He watched my body the whole way, his hands folded behind his head, elbows wide, his cock resting thick and half-ready against his thigh.
I leaned over him, palms flat on the mattress between his ribs and hips. His skin was still warm from the shower. I dragged my hair down over his stomach and felt him twitch. “You couldn’t wait five minutes,” I said.
“I waited all week,” he said. His voice was lower now. “You’re the one who said Friday couldn’t come soon enough.”
I smiled and bit his lower lip, still bent over him. He reached up and closed his fingers around the back of my neck. His thumb rubbed along my jaw, up over the corner of my mouth. I could taste his skin. He pulled me down and kissed me, slow, deep, not politely. Our mouths stayed open, moving against each other while my knees sank into the bed between his legs. His hands slid down my shoulders, over my back, tracing the line to my ass. I felt his breath rise faster against my cheek.
When I broke the kiss, I stayed close enough that my lips brushed his. “You know Shawn told me to do whatever I needed to make you feel .  . . confident.”
I said the word like it was something illicit itself.
Dex’s eyes lifted to mine. “He really said that?”
I nodded. My hair fell forward, touching his chin. “He said to keep you relaxed. Make you feel esteemed. Make sure you feel like a man.”
I nipped at his lower lip, pulled it out, let it go.
His jaw flexed. “Guess you’re doing that.”
I pushed his arm down to the bed and ran my hand along it until I reached his wrist. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”
I bent again, kissed his chest, his stomach, the trail of hair below his navel. He shuddered and raised his hips slightly. I wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock, firm and slow, feeling the skin stretch under my thumb, feeling him harden under my touch.
I took the head into my mouth and pressed my tongue around it until he groaned. The sound filled the room, low, and exactly what I’d been waiting to hear since the last hotel.
“Fuck, Lindsay,” he groaned.
I lifted my mouth off him, saliva stringing from my lip to his tip. “You still nervous around me?”
He laughed under his breath. “Not anymore, no.”
“Good,” I said, crawling up over him again. My nipples brushed his chest as I reached his face. “Then show me.”
He flipped me easily onto my back, the mattress shifting under us. The light from the window caught the damp strands of my hair across my collarbone. He looked down at me like he was checking whether he was allowed still. I nodded once. He dragged his hand down my body, between my legs, and I lifted my hips into his touch.
“Still good?” he asked softly.
I grabbed his wrist and pressed it harder against me. “Better than good. So stop asking.”
He moved between my knees and kissed the inside of my thighs. His stubble scratched lightly against my skin. I clenched the sheets behind me with one hand and pushed the other through his hair. He pressed his mouth higher, inch by inch, until his lips found me. My body reacted before I could think, a sharp pull in my stomach, my hips lifting clear off the bed.
His tongue traced me slowly. Not searching, not guessing. Confident. I tightened my grip in his hair and tried to breathe quietly, but the sound that came out was a broken gasp. He pulled back long enough to look up at me. His lips were shiny and wet. “Still learning,” he said.
“You’re doing fine,” I barely whispered.
He grinned against me and kept going. I couldn’t keep still. Every time I shifted, he held me down tighter by the hips. The muscles in his arms flexed under my hands. The sound of him breathing between my legs filled my head. I felt everything, his tongue, the soft drag of his jaw, the warm air against me when he stopped to watch how my body twitched.
“Tell me what you want,” he said.
“I want you not to stop,” I panted. “Just keep doing that.”
He did. The pressure built until I had to lift my head and bite my lip. My legs pressed against his shoulders. My cry came out raw.
When I came, he held me through it, his mouth never leaving me, licking me slower while I trembled under him.
I pulled him up by the arms, needing his body on mine. His skin smelled clean and sharp, the faint soap still there. He kissed me again, and I could taste myself on his mouth. I moaned into it and hooked my leg around him.
“Condom,” I said.
He reached to the nightstand, tore the wrapper open with his teeth, and slid it on. His cock brushed my thigh as he shifted over me. I spread my legs and guided him in with my hand. The first push made me arch into him. He filled me slow, the stretch deep and smooth. I grabbed his shoulders and wrapped my ankles around the backs of his legs.
He started moving, long and deliberate strokes, watching my face. The sound of our bodies meeting was soft but constant. My hair stuck to my cheeks and neck. I rolled my hips against him and pulled him down to kiss me again.
“You missed me?” he whispered into my mouth.
I laughed breathlessly. “You have no idea.”
He pushed harder. My breath broke with every thrust. The bed creaked under us, the headboard tapping the wall in rhythm. I clung to his back and felt every shift of muscle in his body as he moved faster.
“Look at me,” he said.
I did. His face hovered inches from mine, his eyes dark and fixed. I couldn’t hold it long. My vision blurred as I came again, my voice caught somewhere between a cry and a laugh. He kept moving until he followed, groaning low against my throat as his body tightened over mine.
Afterward, we lay tangled across the sheets, the room still carrying that faint mix of sex and ocean air. I turned my head toward the window. The tide outside was low, the streetlights flickering off the water in pale orange ribbons. Dex brushed my hair away from my face and kissed the corner of my mouth.
We hadn’t talked much since that first weekend. Just a few texts, nothing that would raise suspicion. “How’s my favorite pretend wife?” he’d written once. I’d told him to behave.
Dex didn’t know everything. He thought Shawn had put me up to this as some kind of confidence-building game. Which was true, at first. He didn’t know how far it had already gone between the three of us, the strange permission my husband had given me in that quiet voice before bed last week. Have fun with it. I’d been replaying that phrase every night since.
What kind of husband tells his wife something like that? What kind of wife loved it that he did?
I rolled onto my stomach and looked at Dex. The lamp light drew a soft line along his chest and arms. He was more relaxed now, more sure of himself than the shy man I met at the reunion. Back then he could barely meet my eyes. Now he watched every movement I made. Unabashed you would say.
“You really came early to set up the room?” he said, his hand sliding lazily over my hip.
I nodded. “Flowers, candles, chocolates. I wanted to do it right.”
“For me?”
“For us,” I said.
He smiled, and it hit me again how strange this whole thing was. My husband had been his old classmate, the one who always teased him for being quiet, too careful. Now here I was, lying naked beside the same man Shawn used to call hopeless.
Dex leaned in and kissed my shoulder. “You talked to him today?”
“Before you got here,” I said. “He said to tell you hi.”
Dex laughed quietly. “That’s messed up.”
“I know.”
I pulled the sheet up to my chest and propped myself on an elbow. “He wants you to relax. To keep being the man you were that weekend. He said that confidence looks good on you.”
Dex looked at me with something between disbelief and curiosity. “So, this is still for him?”
I didn’t answer right away. But that was the right question, wasn’t it.
I traced the line of his collarbone with my fingertip, down his chest, over the soft trail of hair to his stomach. “It started that way,” I said. “Now I don’t know what it is.”
He watched my hand move. “You like doing this.”
I met his eyes. “Do you?”
He nodded once. “Yeah. Too much probably.”
I slid closer until our legs touched under the sheet. The heat from his skin spread through me again. “Then maybe we don’t overthink it,” I whispered.
Outside, a car passed, headlights cutting across the curtains. For a moment, the room glowed, and I saw our reflection in the glass, his arm over me, my head on his chest, like a real couple settling in for the night.
He stayed against me while we slowed our breath. His chest pressed against my back, skin hot. I could feel his pulse through his ribs. He brushed his nose along my neck.
“Still think I’m the shy one?” he murmured.
I smiled and twisted to kiss the edge of his mouth. “Not anymore.”
He rolled to the side and pulled me with him until I was half sprawled across his body. My leg slid up over his thigh. He dragged his palm down my back, fingers tracing my spine to the curve of my hip. The sheet tangled around our ankles. The sound of the ceiling fan filled the room again, slow and steady.
It felt unreal how easy it was between us now. The first time in that old hotel, I could barely look at him without laughing nervously. Now every touch probed deeper, as if we already knew how to fit together. I rested my chin on his chest and watched him. His eyes were softer now, but still locked on me like he was memorizing every inch of me.
“You’re not pretending anymore either,” he said quietly.
“I was never that good at pretending,” I said.
He grinned, the corner of his mouth lifting. “So what are we really doing then?”
“Just following instructions,” I said.
“From your husband.”
I nodded once, slowly. “He said to make sure you don’t forget how this feels.”
Dex tilted his head back against the pillow. “Feels like I’m in trouble is what it feels like.”
“And you are.” I lifted myself up on my hands and kissed his stomach, just above the blanket line. “And yet I still have to make sure you learn everything a husband should know about his wife, even its just his pretend wife for a weekend here and there.”
He reached up and tucked my hair behind my ear. “So then teach me.”
I slid the sheet down between us and watched his cock twitch back to life against his stomach. I took him in my hand, slow strokes from base to tip, feeling him harden again beneath my palm. He groaned and pushed his hips up slightly, eyes never leaving mine.
“Lesson one,” I said, my voice low. “You don’t rush anything.”
He nodded, jaw tight, breathing through his nose. I bent forward, my hair brushing his stomach, and ran the tip of my tongue along him. His body jerked. I gripped the base tighter, licked again, then closed my lips around the head, just enough to make him exhale through his teeth.
“Slow,” I whispered without lifting my mouth.
“Yeah,” he gasped.
I drew him in deeper, steady rhythm, hand and mouth working together, never breaking eye contact when I looked up. His abdomen tightened, every muscle alive under my hands. I pulled off, wet and glistening, and kissed his stomach again.
“You’re learning,” I said.
He grabbed me suddenly and flipped me under him again, both of us laughing breathlessly. “Lesson two,” he said, pressing his cock against me. “Sometimes the student takes control.”
And then he pushed into me again, deeper this time, our laughter swallowed in the sound of our bodies meeting, our rhythm starting all over again.
He drove into me harder this time, his rhythm quick and rough, the bed frame knocking the wall in bursts that matched the pulse in my neck. My hands clutched at the sheets, then at his shoulders, trying to hang on. I could barely see anything but the gleam of sweat along his throat and the tense focus in his face. He grunted through his teeth and caught my wrists, pinning them over my head as he kept moving.
Every thrust hit deeper. The air left my lungs in short, broken gasps. I twisted under him and felt the drag of the sheets against my skin, the heat of his breath on my mouth. He kissed me hard, the sound wet and raw, and then pulled back just enough to watch my face.
“Still learning?” he breathed.
I nodded fast, unable to speak.
He shifted, lifted one of my legs higher, the angle changing everything. I moaned, loud, sharp, and he kept pushing, chasing that sound. I reached between us, palm against his stomach, feeling how fast he was going. When my body tensed again, he slowed without pulling out, grinding instead, small deep movements that sent flashes of white across my eyes.
“Don’t stop,” I whispered.
He kissed the side of my neck, his breath jagged against my skin. He pulled out almost entirely and flipped me over, guiding my hips until I was on my hands and knees. His hand spread across my lower back, holding me still as he entered me again. The pressure made me cry out. The slap of our bodies echoed off the glass door to the balcony. My hair stuck to my face; I could taste salt.
He grabbed my hips and pulled me back into him, faster, harder, every stroke shaking my arms until I collapsed down on my elbows. He bent over me, his chest against my back, his mouth at my ear. “You feel unreal,” he groaned.
I turned my head and caught his cheek with my lips, desperate to touch him somewhere, anywhere. My vision started to swim; the light above us flickered in a haze of motion. My body clenched around him and I came again, the sound leaving me without words, just a deep noise that came from somewhere below thought.
He didn’t slow. He hauled me upright by the shoulders and kept thrusting, my head rolling back against him. The room blurred in pieces, bed, window, his arm wrapped tight across my chest. He pushed me forward, down onto my stomach again, legs spread wide. My fingers clawed at the mattress, searching for something to grip as everything inside me broke open again.
He pulled me up once more, against his chest, his hand over my throat, gentle but firm, guiding my breath. My whole body trembled; I couldn’t tell where one climax ended and the next began.
When I finally went limp, he caught me and rolled us to the side. My body still twitched against his. I could hear my pulse in my ears, the world slipping in and out of focus. The last thing I felt before sleep pulled me under was his mouth against my shoulder, whispering something I was too far gone to hear.
I woke sometime later, light just beginning to slip through the curtains. My body ached in that deep, pleasant way that always comes after being used fully. Dex was asleep beside me, one arm heavy across my stomach, his breathing slow and even. The smell of us still clung to the sheets, sex, sweat, salt, and skin. I lay still, watching the ceiling blur in the pale gray light, trying to gather my thoughts before they scattered into guilt or thrill.
Hotwife. The word floated through my mind like something from a story, not real, not me. It sounded cheap when other people said it, but here, with my husband’s permission hanging over everything, it had become something else, something sharp and deliberate.
Shawn wanted this. He’d said it again and again: Help him. Make him feel like a man. Don’t dream it, be it. At first I thought he was only teasing, that smug confidence of his making a game out of something he never thought I’d actually do.
But I did. And he hadn’t tried to stop me.
I wondered what he imagined when he gave me that quiet green light. Did he picture me laughing, touching, maybe kissing, but stopping before it went too far? Did he think I’d play-act the way we’d rehearsed, keep control, keep it tidy? He couldn’t have known it would turn into this. The sounds I made last night weren’t acting. I didn’t even recognize them as mine.
Dex shifted in his sleep, his thigh sliding over mine, his cock pressing soft but heavy against my hip. Even that small touch made a pulse of heat move through me. He wasn’t supposed to be this good. Not the awkward friend, the man who used to hang on my husband’s every word, the one Shawn always joked about not knowing how to talk to women. Yet here he was, asleep in a tangle of sheets beside me, having made me come until I couldn’t think straight.
I turned my head and looked at him. His face was calm, younger somehow, his hair a mess against the pillow. He’d learned too fast, his body, his rhythm, his boldness. None of that belonged to the Dex I thought I knew. And the way he’d taken me, the way he looked at me while he did, it wasn’t gratitude, or nervousness, or anything I’d expected. It was possession.
Did Shawn know that could happen? That giving a man permission to have his wife might awaken something in both of them he couldn’t control?
I thought about Shawn’s voice on the phone that first night, the little pauses, the forced laughter. He’d wanted to hear me sound happy. He’d wanted proof that I could turn someone on, that I could turn myself on. Maybe he thought it would be safe because it was Dex, his shy friend, his old classmate, the man who was supposed to admire me but never overwhelm me.
I smiled faintly into the pillow. He miscalculated.
Dex stirred again, his hand sliding over my breast in his sleep, and I felt that familiar ache start low inside me all over again. I whispered to the ceiling, quiet enough that only I could hear it: “Shawn… you didn’t think this through, did you?”
He moved behind me before I was fully awake. I felt the shift of the mattress, the dip of his weight, the warmth of his chest fitting to my back. His arm slid around my waist, palm settling flat over my stomach. I didn’t open my eyes. I didn’t need to. His breath was slow against the back of my neck, steady and sure, and I could feel him hard already, nudging against me through the mess of sheets.
I pushed my hips back just enough to meet him. That single, small movement was all it took. He groaned quietly into my hair and kissed the spot below my ear. His fingers traced the top of my thigh, finding their way between my legs. Everything there was still silky, sensitive from before, and when he touched me I gasped and pressed closer.
He lifted my leg a little, draped it over his, and guided himself in. The first inch made my eyes flutter open and close again. The stretch was slower this time, thicker, deeper. My hand found his on my stomach and pressed it down, holding him there as he began to move.
Each thrust was long and unhurried, more like a wave rolling in than a rhythm. His breath fell in sync with mine. The room was quiet except for that wet, low sound where our bodies met and the faint hum of the ocean through the window.
He kissed my shoulder again, then my neck, his tongue tracing a line that made me shiver. I felt every motion travel through me, from the base of my spine to the tips of my toes. My nipples rubbed against the sheet; I pushed back harder, trying to take more of him, but he held me still and just kept going, slow, deliberate, perfect.
When I came, it started as a soft pulse deep inside, building until my whole body tightened against him. My mouth opened but no sound came. My fingers gripped his wrist. He pushed deeper, faster, until I finally gasped out loud and shook all over.
He didn’t stop. He shifted his hand lower, between my legs, touching me while he stayed inside. The extra pressure sent another wave through me before the first one even ended. I twisted my head back against his shoulder, whispering his name over and over, not sure if he heard me or if I was just thinking it.
He buried his face in my neck, his breath hot and rough, his movements sharper now. I felt him start to lose control, the tightening, the tremor in his thighs, the short, desperate thrusts. I reached behind me, grabbed his hip, and pulled him all the way in.
He groaned so deep it vibrated through my back. His body tensed hard against mine, every muscle rigid, and I felt him spill inside me, the warmth flooding deep as I clenched around him and came again.
For a long moment we didn’t breathe, didn’t move. Just heat, pulse, skin.
Then he whispered into my hair, voice shaking: “If your husband could see us now…”
I came one more time just from thinking it.
The sky was just starting to turn blue. The air through the half-open curtains felt cool against my skin. Dex was out cold, sprawled on his stomach, one arm heavy across the empty space where I’d been. I eased out from under it and stood for a second beside the bed, watching him breathe. His back rose and fell slowly, the sheet clinging to his hips. I almost climbed back in.
Instead, I slipped into one of the hotel robes, tied it loosely, and padded barefoot out to the balcony. The wood floor was cool. Below, the ocean looked glassy and pale, the early sun climbing up behind it. I leaned on the railing, still sore between my legs, still tasting him when I swallowed.
I picked up my phone and called Shawn.
He answered on the second ring, voice low and rough. “You’re up early.”
“So are you,” I said, smiling.
“I couldn’t sleep much.” He hesitated. “You okay?”
“I’m fine.” I let the word stretch, soft and slow. “Better than fine.”
He exhaled a laugh. “Yeah? You sound relaxed.”
I let him wait. The gulls circled below, calling out over the surf. “It went well,” I said finally.
“How well?” His tone was careful, too neutral to be casual.
“Well enough that I’m a little sore.”
I heard him swallow. The silence on the line changed; it thickened, warmer. “He treat you right?”
“Mm-hm.” I traced the edge of the railing with my fingertip. “You’d be proud. He was nervous at first. But once I got him there, he didn’t hold back.”
“Got him there,” Shawn repeated.
“Yeah,” I said quietly. “He needed a little help.”
I could almost hear him picturing it. His breath came shorter, steadier, like he was trying not to sound aroused. That told me more than anything.
“Did you…?” He trailed off.
“Oh, I did,” I said. “More than once, too.” I smiled, watching the horizon. “He was a fast learner.”
A sound escaped him, a half-chuckle, half-moan, and I suddenly understood. He wasn’t jealous. He was turned on. Hearing it. Imagining it.
“You like this,” I said softly.
“What?” he said, too quickly.
“You like knowing.”
He didn’t answer. I could hear him breathing though, slow and heavy through his nose.
“Say it,” I said. “Tell me you like it.”
He took a moment. Then, barely audible: “Yeah.”
The word hit me low in the stomach. I bit my lip, watching my reflection in the glass. “Then listen.”
I told him about Dex’s hands, how steady they’d been. How he’d held me down, how he’d whispered in my ear. I didn’t give him everything, just flashes, moments, the sounds, the feel of it. Shawn made a noise, small and helpless, and I felt heat crawl up my neck.
“You should’ve heard me,” I said, almost whispering. “You’d never believe the noises I made.”
He groaned softly into the phone. I smiled. “You don’t have to imagine it too hard,” I said. “You told me to make him feel like a man. I did.”
“And how did it make you feel?” he asked, voice trembling now.
“Like your wife,” I said. “Finally doing exactly what you wanted.”
I leaned further over the railing, pressing the phone tighter to my ear, watching the tips of my hair sway in the ocean breeze. “What part of it do you like?” I asked, keeping my voice low. “Me being with him? Or me telling you about it?”
There was a long pause on the other end. Then: “Both,” he said. Rough, unfiltered. “But hearing it afterward, when you say it in that voice.”
I smiled. “What voice?”
“You know the voice. When you’re holding it back. Like you’re trying not to moan while you tell me.”
My hand slid down the open front of the robe, fingertips grazing the tops of my thighs. “You mean like this?” I whispered. “When I say his cock was so hard inside me I couldn’t stop shaking?”
He inhaled sharply through his nose. “Jesus, Lindsay.”
I bit my lip, already feeling it again just saying it out loud. “You didn’t expect me to love it this much, did you?”
“No,” he said. “Not this much.”
I hesitated, then went deeper. “Is it me enjoying it that turns you on?”
“Yes.” No pause this time. “You, giving in. Letting go.”
“And him? Dex?” I asked. “Do you like that it’s him?”
He made a noise, somewhere between a laugh and a grunt. “I like that you’re the one he gets to have. That you picked him. That he gets what nobody else does.”
I blinked. “You like that I chose him?”
“I didn’t think you would,” he admitted. “I thought maybe you’d flirt, maybe kiss. But the way you talk about him now . . . ”
“I wanted him,” I said. “Really wanted him. I still do. He’s asleep in our bed, and I’m sore because he fucked me so many times last night I couldn’t walk straight.”
He groaned out loud at that. “Fuck, Linds.”
“That’s it, isn’t it?” I said. “You don’t just want to know what happened. You want to know I wanted it.”
“Yes,” he hissed. “That’s it.”
I smiled wider, heart pounding now, the breeze on my bare chest cooling the heat flushing through me. “And what if I told you I begged him?”
He didn’t respond.
“I begged him to stay inside me,” I said, “when I was cumming so hard I thought I’d pass out. I scratched his back. I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him deeper. You like hearing that?”
His voice was barely there. “Tell me more.”
My fingers slid lower, teasing myself now. “You really like hearing me say the dirty things I did with someone else?”
“God yes.”
“You like that I was his?” I whispered. “That I let him do anything he wanted to me?”
He didn’t speak, but I could hear it, his breathing, the rhythm, the tension.
“I think,” I said, smiling, “you like it most when I enjoy it more than I should.”
He exhaled something like a growl.
I let the silence stretch for a moment, just the sound of him breathing on the other end, heavier now, uneven. I licked my lips and pressed the phone tighter to my ear, my other hand still between my thighs, moving slowly, rhythmically, just enough to keep me in it.
“You know,” I said, “I was only supposed to be pretending to be his wife.”
He let out a sound, half laugh, half groan.
“But that’s not what it felt like last night,” I whispered. “Not when he kissed me. Not when he held me down and told me I was his. Not when he came inside me and kissed my neck like we’d been married for years.”
Shawn made a strangled noise. I smiled into the breeze. “It didn’t feel like pretending. It felt like I was his wife. All the way.”
I heard him swallow. “You liked that.”
“I loved it.” I sighed, letting my head rest against the balcony rail. “I was his. And not in secret, either. Not like sneaking around his. It was open. Proud. I wore your ring, but everything else I did with him. And I wanted it that way.”
He breathed out hard. “Fuck, Linds. That’s insane.”
“No,” I said slowly, teasingly. “What’s insane is how it’s all flipped around. I was pretending to be his wife, right?”
“Yeah.”
“But now,” I said, sliding my fingers deeper inside and biting back a moan, “I think you’re pretending.”
“What do you mean?”
“You’re pretending I’m still your wife,” I said, voice barely above a whisper. “You’re getting off hearing what I did with someone else, but you’re acting like I still belong to you. Like you didn’t give me away. Like I’m not his now.”
He groaned low and deep. I could almost see him there, probably with his hand around his cock, eyes closed, breathing heavy.
“You’re cheating,” I said softly. “You’re the one doing something wrong. Because you’re pretending I’m still yours. Pretending I came home to you, when I didn’t. I’m still here. I’m still in his bed. I still smell like his cum.”
He didn’t answer. I waited, then added, “And I’m still sore from everything he did to me.”
“Jesus Christ,” he said, voice strained. “Lindsay.”
I smiled again. “You’re the one pretending now. Not me.”
He let out a shaky breath. “That’s it. That’s exactly it.”
“What is?”
“That’s the part that turns me on,” he said. “Not just hearing it. Not just knowing. But pretending you’re still mine while you’re telling me all this. It feels like I’m sneaking around. Like I’m stealing you back. Like I’m getting away with something.”
I pressed my fingers harder, my breath hitching. “You’re cheating on your best friend,” I whispered. “You’re pretending his wife is your fuck buddy.”
He groaned, louder this time. “Fuck, Linds, keep going.”
I knew then. That was the thrill for both of us.
I was only pretending to be his wife.
But Shawn was pretending I wasn’t his wife.
I leaned forward, resting my elbows on the balcony rail, phone still pressed to my ear, robe slipping open down the front. “He’s awake,” I said quietly.
“What?” Shawn’s voice was rough, tight.
I smiled. “Dex. He’s sitting up in bed.” I turned just enough to look through the sliding door behind me. “He’s watching me.”
Shawn exhaled like he’d just been punched.
“He’s not saying anything. Just watching. I think he knows I’m talking to you.” I raised my free hand and wiggled my fingers at the glass. Dex didn’t smile. He just leaned forward, elbows on his knees, eyes locked on me like he could hear every word.
I looked back at the ocean, bit my lip, and lowered my voice. “Want to know what I’m going to do to him?”
There was no answer, but I could hear him. His breath, the tension behind it, the restraint burning through the line.
“I’m going to walk back in,” I whispered. “Still wearing the robe you bought for me. Still wet between my legs. And I’m going to straddle him on that bed.”
“Linds, ”
“Shhh,” I whispered. “Just listen.”
I shifted my hips slowly against the railing, enough to feel myself clench. My fingers were coated with arousal. “I’m going to let the robe fall open right in front of him. Let him see everything. His wife. That’s who I am this weekend, remember?”
Shawn groaned softly, broken.
“And I’m going to tell him to lie back. Hands behind his head. Let me use him. I want to ride him while I’m still warm from what he did to me last night.”
He made a sound, desperate now.
“I’m going to press my pussy down over his cock and slide him all the way inside. And I’m going to fuck him slowly, with your voice still in my ear. Still thinking about how hard you’re listening. Still pretending I’m your wife.”
Shawn was barely breathing.
I glanced back again. Dex hadn’t moved. Still staring. His cock was half-hard, visible under the sheets. Waiting.
“I’m going to put one hand on his chest,” I said, “and one between my legs. Touch myself while he’s inside me. While he watches. While you listen.”
“Oh fuck,” Shawn gasped.
“And just when he starts to lose it, when he starts begging to cum, I’m going to say your name.”
He groaned out loud.
“Because that’s what you want, isn’t it?” I said softly. “You want to hear me fuck another man and still make it feel like I’m doing it for you.”
“Yes,” he breathed.
I smiled. “Then hang up, baby. And start imagining it. I’ll call you when I’m done using your friend again.”
And then I ended the call.
I pulled the robe tighter around me, turned, and slid the glass door open.
Dex didn’t say a word.
I closed the glass door behind me and let the robe fall open as I stepped barefoot across the room. Dex didn’t move. His eyes followed every inch of me, my hips, my thighs, the sway of my breasts, the flushed pink at the tops of my inner thighs still damp from the night before. I didn’t cover myself. I let the robe hang open and dropped it behind me as I reached the bed.
He sat up straighter, the sheet sliding off his lap. He was already half-hard, just from watching. I climbed onto the bed on my knees and straddled him without a word, settling down over his thighs, the warmth of his skin already stirring something low in my belly.
I leaned forward and kissed him once, slow, full-lipped, lingering, and then pulled back and looked into his eyes. “Lie back,” I said.
He did. No hesitation. Hands behind his head, the way I told Shawn I’d make him do it.
I kissed his chest, his ribs, his lower stomach. My hair dragged over his skin, and I felt his cock stiffen under me, brushing the inside of my thighs as I moved lower. I kissed the base of it first, then licked slowly up the shaft, teasing, steady.
He groaned and twitched in my hand. I wrapped my lips around the head and sucked gently, letting the heat of my mouth melt into him. I worked him slowly, wet and firm, taking him deeper with each pass, my fingers wrapped around the base to keep him still. His hips pushed upward, but I held him down, controlling the pace, building it carefully.
When he was fully hard, I let him slip from my mouth with a wet sound and crawled up his body, straddling his waist. My hand slid between us, guided him to the satiny opening of my pussy, and I rubbed the head of his cock along my folds, watching his eyes flare wide.
Then I sank down.
The stretch made me gasp. I didn’t rush. I took every inch slowly, letting him fill me, my hands pressing flat to his chest, feeling his heartbeat hammer against my palms.
“Fuck,” he whispered.
I smiled and rolled my hips, starting the rhythm. Slow at first, just enough to feel the drag and slide of him inside me. My clit rubbed against the base of him with every grind. I leaned back, one hand slipping between my legs to touch myself. He watched, helpless, his mouth slack, his eyes locked on the way I moved over him.
“This is mine,” I whispered, rocking harder now. “This cock. This bed. This whole fucking weekend.”
He grabbed the sheets beside him, fighting not to thrust up into me.
I leaned over him, my mouth close to his ear. “And I called my husband this morning,” I whispered. “Told him exactly what I was going to do to you.”
He moaned out loud.
I kissed his jaw, ground harder. “I told him I was going to ride you like I did last night. I told him I’d make myself cum on your cock while he listened.”
I eased down onto him slowly, the head of his cock pressing against the soaked entrance of my pussy, parting me with thick, steady resistance. My knees were tucked tight against his sides, the bed dipping under each of us, sheets bunched around my calves. My thighs flexed to hold my balance as I rocked forward slightly, letting him slip in just a little at first, the pressure sharp and perfect.
The skin of his cock was hot, smooth, and stretched taut against my opening. I could feel the contours of him as I lowered, ridge by ridge, inch by inch, my body adjusting around him. The thickest part pushed past the tightest part of me, and I clenched involuntarily, breath catching in my chest. My inner muscles fluttered, trying to hold him there, not yet ready to let him deeper.
His breath stuttered under me. His chest rose against my palms, the faint scratch of chest hair brushing my fingertips. I felt every twitch of his abdomen, every flex of muscle as he fought to stay still.
I tilted my hips forward. His cock slid a little further in, deeper than before. The sensation spread through me, stretching heat, friction, fullness. I could feel the wetness drag of my own arousal as it coated him, making it easier, making it wetter. I lifted my hips slightly and sank back down again, this time taking more. The angle shifted and I felt the pressure nudge higher inside, brushing right where I needed it. My clit pressed snug against the base of him with each small motion.
The sound of it was soft and wet, skin meeting skin, my breath catching, his throat tightening. The warmth of his thighs under mine, the tension in his belly, the way his hands curled into fists beside his head, they all came together.
I planted my feet flat on the mattress, the balls of my feet pressing into the fabric. The muscles in my thighs burned as I lifted again, then eased myself fully down until I was seated completely on him. He was buried inside me to the hilt, my pussy stretched wide and pulsing around him. My hands slid up his chest and clutched his shoulders, nails digging in.
His cock throbbed inside me, hard, thick, twitching with every shift of my weight. I started to roll my hips in small circles, grinding down on him. My clit dragged along his pubic bone with every rotation, the pressure building slowly, deliciously. I could feel his veins under the skin, the curve of his shaft against my inner walls, the way my body hugged him tighter every time I moved.
Sweat broke across my back. My nipples tightened in the cool morning air. I dragged one hand between my legs and rubbed small, fast circles just above where we were joined. My other hand slid up his neck and into his hair, pulling his head forward until our foreheads touched. His lips parted, warm breath against my mouth, but neither of us spoke.
I started to move faster. The sound of our bodies together grew louder, wetter. I could feel the dewy sheen of him inside me, each thrust now frictionless, delicious, as my muscles clenched harder around him. His cock swelled even more, somehow, even thicker now, pushing against every nerve.
I dug my heels in and began to fuck him properly, grinding down hard, sliding all the way up until he almost slipped out, then dropping down again with a wet slap that made both of us groan. His thighs tensed under me. His jaw clenched. His hips began to rise against mine.
“Don’t,” I whispered, breath hot on his mouth. “Stay still. Let me do it.”
I reached down, spread my lips with two fingers, and watched as his cock slid in and out of me, shiny and soaked and perfect. I felt everything: the heat, the fullness, the need to keep going and the need to come apart. My pussy squeezed him so hard I thought he might lose it, but he didn’t. He let me ride the edge, moaning under me, trembling.
And then I came, slow at first, a series of small contractions that turned into deep, full waves. My body clamped down around him, soaking him, squeezing him tight from the inside. My thighs shook. My breath stopped. I ground myself into him, not lifting anymore, just rotating and pressing, over and over, until the pulses turned into aftershocks and my arms gave out and I collapsed onto his chest.
His cock was still hard, still throbbing inside me.
I whispered against his neck, voice hoarse, breath shallow: “Don’t come.”
His hands stayed on my hips, guiding me but never taking control. Every motion blurred into thought, every press of his body tangled with what I believed, what I wanted to believe. It was supposed to be pretending. A role. A weekend experiment. Yet each time I moved, the lines slipped further away.
I thought of Shawn. Of the way his voice sounded on the phone, tight, hungry, almost frightened. He had given me permission, but he hadn’t understood what it meant. He hadn’t known that permission would dissolve into something else, that the distance between faithfulness and betrayal could vanish the moment a body fit this perfectly against mine.
Dex’s breathing came faster beneath me, his stomach tightening under my palms. The sound fed into the noise inside my head, Shawn’s laugh, Dex’s voice, the words be a wife. I didn’t know whose wife anymore. I didn’t even know what counted as cheating when everyone said yes.
The thought itself became the heat. My pulse climbed, faster than the rhythm I was keeping. I was doing everything wrong and everything right at the same time. That contradiction, wanted and allowed, forbidden and invited, lingered longer than anything physical. I imagined Shawn listening again, imagined him picturing this exact second, imagined Dex realizing I was thinking of someone else while still taking everything he gave. The overlap made my body shake.
Dex whispered my name, but it sounded different now, drawn out, reverent. I bent forward, pressed my forehead to his, and for a breath we weren’t moving. We just stayed locked there, full of everything we weren’t supposed to feel. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it through his chest.
Then I moved again, slow, deliberate, chasing the pulse that had taken over. Each motion felt like breaking a rule and being praised for it. I could almost hear Shawn saying good, could almost feel his hand on my back urging me on. The illusion wrapped around the real, so tight I couldn’t separate them.
My vision blurred. The room spun in warm light. It wasn’t just climax; it was confusion turning physical, love, deceit, permission, need, all tangled until my body couldn’t tell one from the other. I gasped and grabbed Dex’s shoulders, holding on as the wave hit. It wasn’t violent, just overwhelming, a surrender that came from finally admitting there were no clear lines anymore.
When it passed, I collapsed against him, trembling, lips parted, breath catching on every word I couldn’t form. His hands were still on me, still grounding me in the mess we’d made.
And somewhere behind all that pounding heartbeat, I realized it: this wasn’t cheating or faithfulness. It was both, at once, an impossible paradox my husband had built for me, and I had stepped into willingly.
When he came, it was explosive, it was all in, it was religious. Every muscle in his body tensed to the hardness of steel, and he filled me until I oozed with him.
We stayed tangled a while, bodies still warm and damp, the weight of what just happened settling in our skin like salt from the sea air. Eventually, Dex brushed the hair off my forehead and kissed the side of my mouth. “We should get food,” he said, voice scratchy, his cock still soft inside me, both of us unwilling to move yet.
“Breakfast?” I mumbled, eyes still closed.
He nodded, stroking my back. “I’m starving.”
I smirked, pulling off him with a slow, wet drag. “You earned it I’d say.”
We laughed and peeled apart, careful and sticky, and I rolled off the bed with a stretch and a satisfied groan. The morning sun lit the hotel room in gold. I picked up the robe again, but didn’t put it on right away. I glanced over at Dex. “You going to take your new wife out for breakfast or what?”
He laughed, rubbing a hand through his hair. “Guess I have to. Wouldn’t look right if I didn’t feed her after a night like that.”
I turned and looked at him over my shoulder, one hand on my hip. “You want to show me off, don’t you?”
He met my eyes, slow grin spreading across his face. “Fuck yes, I do.”
My heart fluttered. That exact look, that quiet pride in his eyes, was why I packed what I packed. I slipped into the bathroom without saying more, locked the door, and opened the side pocket of my suitcase I hadn’t let him see.
Inside: short, clingy skirts. Soft, lacy tops that clung in all the right ways. The skimpiest panties I owned. Sheer bras. Cropped sweaters. Tiny dresses. All things I’d never wear on a normal morning out. All things I packed specifically for this moment.
For Dex.
I picked the white skirt, tight, short, high-waisted, and the peach lace top that barely hid the pale bra underneath. I slipped into the panties with the thin sides that vanished under the curve of my hips. I took my time with makeup, brushing on color, curling lashes, painting my lips dark and glossy. I brushed out my hair and let it fall around my shoulders, soft and full.
When I opened the bathroom door, he was sitting on the bed tying his shoes. He looked up. And stared.
His mouth parted. “Jesus.”
I spun once, slowly. “Still want to show off your wife?”
He stood without saying a word, stepped close, and pulled me in by the waist. His hands slid around the back of my skirt and down my ass.
“You look like trouble,” he said.
I smiled and kissed his jaw. “Good. Let them all stare.”
And they did.
We walked down the main street of the seaside town like we belonged to each other. He kept one hand low on my back, the other swinging free. Everyone who passed us looked, first at me, then at him. And he stood straighter, taller, as if they all knew what he’d done to me just hours ago.
The place was tucked between two gift shops, a tiny café with fogged-up windows and mismatched mugs stacked behind the counter. The kind of place that smelled like syrup and butter and fresh coffee the second you stepped through the door.
The waitress seated us in a narrow booth near the back, all warm wood and worn cushions, and Dex slid in across from me, eyes still darting to my outfit every few seconds like he couldn’t believe I was really wearing it in public.
I sat slow, legs crossed, skirt riding high, and let my shoe casually drift across the floor until it tapped his foot. Then it didn’t leave.
He cleared his throat and shifted. “You’re trouble.”
I sipped from the water she poured us and smiled sweetly. “You keep saying that like it’s a bad thing.”
He picked up the menu but wasn’t reading a word of it. His eyes flicked up at me, then back down. I let the silence hang for a second, then slid my foot further up the inside of his calf.
“Jesus,” he muttered, folding the menu shut and leaning his arms on the table. “We’re in public.”
“So?” I tilted my head, lips still glossy, hair draped low over my shoulder. My toes reached his knee and lingered, slow back-and-forth strokes. “People think we’re newlyweds. I can’t help it if I’m madly in love with my new husband.”
His hand gripped the edge of the table. I could see the tension spread through his arms, all the way into his jaw.
The waitress came back. He forced a smile, barely made it through his order. When she turned to me, I leaned forward slightly, letting her glimpse the tight lace underneath my thin top. I smiled like I had no idea. She blinked, smiled back stiffly, and left us alone again.
Dex exhaled hard through his nose. “You’re insane.”
I reached across the table and took his hand. My fingers circled his wrist. “Later,” I said softly, “I’m going to make you sit in that chair in front of the window. Shirt off. Legs spread.”
His throat moved when he swallowed.
“I’m going to get down on my knees and crawl between your feet, and you’re not allowed to touch me. Not once.”
“Fuck.” His voice cracked.
“I want you so hard it hurts,” I whispered. “I want you aching for it. I want to see your hands clenched. I want to see your abs twitching. I want to watch you beg with your face.”
He adjusted in his seat, shifting his hips. I saw him press his thighs together under the table.
“But not yet,” I said, withdrawing my foot.
His eyes flashed. “What?”
“Not yet,” I said sweetly. “We’re going to finish breakfast. We’re going to walk down the boardwalk. And you’re going to have to stay hard the whole time, knowing what’s waiting for you. If you’re good.”
He groaned quietly and grabbed the coffee mug with both hands, trying to keep himself together.
I just smiled and stirred my tea. This was going to be fun.
I stood up from the booth slowly, brushing my hands down the sides of my skirt so he could see how tight it hugged me. Dex looked up, wide-eyed, jaw tight, trying to act casual with his coffee. He failed.
“Bathroom,” I said with a little wink. “Try not to burst while I’m gone.”
He laughed under his breath, ran a hand over his face, and shook his head as I walked away. I knew every eye in that café was following my hips. Good. That was the point. Let them all know I’m Dex’s fuck.
The restroom was small, one stall, one mirror, a little window cracked open to the ocean air. I shut the door, locked it, and leaned against the sink before pulling out my phone. I pressed Shawn’s number.
He answered fast. “Linds?”
“Mmhmm,” I said softly. “Quick call. I’m in the bathroom.”
“Everything okay?”
“Oh, everything’s very okay.” I lowered my voice to a whisper, eyes on the mirror as I traced a finger over my lips. “Just thought you might want to know what I’m about to do to your old friend.”
He was quiet, but I could hear it, his breath, quick and shallow already.
“I’ve got him rock hard under the table at breakfast. He can barely focus. I was touching him with my foot while we ordered.”
A low sound escaped him, almost a groan.
“Then I told him what I was going to do after,” I went on. “I told him I was going to make him sit in front of the window, shirt off, while I get on my knees and suck his cock without letting him touch me.”
“Fuck,” Shawn hissed.
I smiled. “And you know what else?”
“What?” he breathed.
“I’m not going to let him come. Not right away. I’m going to get him right there, make him twitch and shake and beg. And then I’m going to crawl up on his lap, slide him inside me, and ride him until he’s too loud to hide it.”
He groaned. I could practically hear his hand moving now, slow and desperate.
“And when I’m on top of him,” I whispered, “when I lean forward and fuck him with my tongue in his mouth and his cock all the way inside me… I’m going to say your name.”
Shawn cursed again, breath catching.
“Because I want him to know,” I said. “I want him to know who told me to do this. Who gave me to him. Who’s listening, right now, while his wife makes someone else beg.”
Shawn’s voice cracked. “You’re killing me.”
“Good,” I whispered, glancing at the mirror again. I licked the edge of my lip, breathless. “I’ll call you again after I’m done making him come so hard he forgets his own name.”
And then I hung up.
We burst out of the café laughing, Dex still shaking his head, trying to pretend he wasn’t half-hard from everything I whispered to him over eggs and toast. The sidewalk tilted slightly toward the water, cobbled and uneven in places, and I hooked my arm through his, skipping ahead, spinning back to tug him along like I’d had six mimosas.
He reached for my waist but I ducked away, laughing, my skirt flaring high over my thighs. “Uh-uh,” I grinned. “You don’t get to touch me yet. I’m still deciding how I’m going to let you come.”
“Still?” he groaned, grinning. “After all that?”
“Mm-hmm,” I said, tugging him toward the next corner. I hopped up onto the curb and turned, holding out my arms. “C’mon. Give me a ride.”
He bent a little and I leapt up on his back, wrapping my arms around his shoulders, legs hooked around his waist. He stumbled once, then steadied us both.
“You’re insane,” he muttered, voice low in his throat.
I leaned down and licked his ear. “You love it.”
He laughed, arms under my thighs, walking slow down the sidewalk while people passed with ice creams and cameras and dogs on leashes. I didn’t care. Let them look. I was flushed and grinning and bouncing against his back, my lips brushing his neck every time I exhaled.
At the next red light, he set me down. I spun him against the lamp post, grabbed his collar, and kissed him full on the mouth. Messy, open, deep.
He groaned and backed against the pole like I’d taken his legs out.
“You taste like coffee,” I whispered, pulling back just enough to keep him wanting more. “And a little like sin.”
We crossed the street and turned toward the water. My heels clicked over the boards of the boardwalk as I leaned close and said, “I want to suck your cock so bad I can’t even think straight.”
He stumbled again. I didn’t slow down.
“Back at the room,” I went on, “I’m going to make you sit on that chair like I said. I’m going to get between your legs. And I’m going to swallow every inch of you.”
“Jesus, Lindsay.”
“I’ve been thinking about it since we walked in the café. You don’t even know. I wanted to get under that table. Pull your chair back just a little. Let you pretend nothing was happening while I had your cock in my mouth.”
He stopped walking completely.
I stepped close and kissed just under his jaw. “I love the way you feel in my mouth. The weight of you. The shape. How you twitch when I press my tongue just right.”
He exhaled through his nose, hands clenched at his sides.
“And when I swallow you,” I whispered, dragging a finger over the waistband of his jeans, “I do it slow. I want you to feel every second of it.”
He groaned and tipped his head back toward the sky, and I kept walking, hips swinging, looking back once with a smirk.
The door clicked behind us, cutting off the noise of the boardwalk, and everything went quiet except for our breathing. I kicked off my shoes, still laughing, half from the walk and half from the way Dex couldn’t stop watching me. The salt air clung to my skin, my hair still wind-tangled, my lips raw from kissing him at every crosswalk.
He reached for me, but I darted ahead, spinning once in the middle of the room. The skirt flared around my thighs, the hem brushing the backs of my knees. “You liked that walk,” I said, smiling.
He leaned on the doorframe, eyes dark, jaw set. “You were showing off.”
“Exactly,” I said. “And you looked like you owned me.”
He shut the door, locked it this time, and crossed the floor in three strides. I backed toward the bed, still grinning, still flushed from the morning. “You made me feel like a bride,” I said. “Everyone looked at us.”
He caught my wrist. “You liked that?”
“I loved it.” My voice was low, hoarse from laughing too hard. “I felt unbreakable. Like I could do anything I wanted.”
He ran his thumb over the inside of my wrist. “What do you want now?”
I looked up at him, his face close, the sunlight behind his shoulders. “To keep feeling like that.”
He kissed me, soft at first, then rougher, his hand sliding to the back of my neck. My knees brushed the mattress. I fell backward, laughing again, the skirt bunching around my hips. He followed, catching himself above me. I caught his shirt in both hands and pulled him down until I could taste the salt on his skin.
Every touch after that felt amplified by the memory of the street outside, the wind, the strangers, the sound of his name in my mouth. I wanted more of that same wildness, the same heat that came from being seen, from almost being caught.
He whispered, “Still showing off?”
“Always.” I hooked my leg around his waist, pulling him closer, the edge of his belt brushing my thigh. “You liked watching me tease everyone out there. Now I want to tease you.”
He laughed softly against my mouth. “You already are.”
“Good.” I bit his lower lip, tugged, then let it go. “Because I can’t stop thinking about you sitting there, trying not to touch me.”
He rested his forehead against mine, breath steady, eyes closed. I felt his body heat through the fabric between us, the weight of him holding me still.
“I’m going to make you earn it,” I said quietly. “Every second of it.”
He smiled, eyes opening again. “Tell me how.”
I reached up, brushed my thumb along his jaw, and whispered, “Undress me slow. I want to feel every inch come off my skin.”
He did. Piece by piece, until the room was nothing but sunlight and breath.
I stood still while he reached for me, letting the air between us tighten. His hands brushed my hips first, fingertips grazing the thin fabric of my skirt like he was testing how far he could go. I didn’t help him. I wanted to feel him hesitate, wanted to make him choose each move.
He slid both hands around to my lower back, thumbs tracing small circles there before finding the zipper. It made a soft sound as he eased it down, slow enough that I could hear the teeth separate one by one. The fabric loosened around my waist. He didn’t tug it yet, just rested his palms against my sides, skin warm through the cloth.
“Keep looking at me,” I said.
He did. His eyes moved over my face, down my neck, across my chest, hungry but patient. When he finally pushed the skirt lower, it slid down my thighs in a heavy whisper and puddled at my feet. He stepped back just enough to take me in.
“Turn around,” he said.
I did, slowly, feeling his eyes travel up the backs of my legs, pausing at every place I wished he’d touch. He ran one finger from the nape of my neck down my spine, stopping at the band of my top. The strap trembled under his touch. Then he unclasped it, the sound barely audible, but my breath caught anyway.
He slid the straps off my shoulders, dragging them with his thumbs, inch by inch. My skin prickled where the air hit. The lace clung to me for a second longer before he let it fall, catching it in one hand, dropping it to the bed.
His fingers moved to the curve of my waist. “You know how bad this kills me?” he whispered.
I nodded once. “That’s why I packed it.”
He smiled against my ear, breath warm, and hooked both thumbs under the band of my panties. He didn’t pull. Just held them there while he kissed the side of my neck. His mouth moved slow, lower each time, tasting me in small, deliberate touches.
When he finally eased the fabric down, it caught against my hips, then slid free. I stepped out of it, eyes half closed. The sound of it hitting the floor was barely there, but it felt final.
He circled me again, close enough that I could feel the heat from his chest against my bare back. His hands skimmed down my arms, finding my wrists, guiding them up to rest behind my head. I held them there while he looked.
“Perfect,” he murmured.
I turned to face him, still with my hands lifted, body bare under the sunlight coming through the window. He brushed a stray strand of hair from my cheek, fingers trembling now.
“Still think I was showing off?” I asked.
He smiled, almost reverent. “You were warning me.”
He bent to kiss the inside of my wrist, tracing the vein with his tongue before lifting his eyes again.
I stayed on my back for a moment, his hand still resting low on my stomach, both of us breathing the same air. The phone was on the nightstand, screen face-down, a small black mirror. I reached for it without thinking.
Dex caught my wrist. “Who are you calling?”
I met his eyes. “Him.”
He hesitated. “Now?”
I nodded. “He wants to know what happens.”
I thumbed the screen, hit the number I knew by heart. The first ring sounded loud in the quiet room. Dex didn’t move, just watched me.
“Linds?” Shawn’s voice was rough, startled by the connection.
“Yeah,” I said softly, looking at Dex. “I’m here.”
Dex’s gaze dropped to my mouth. His hand flexed on my stomach.
“What’s going on?” Shawn asked.
“Exactly what you think,” I said. My pulse thudded against Dex’s palm. “He’s right beside me.”
There was a pause. A breath on the line. “He can hear me?”
I nodded even though Shawn couldn’t see. “He’s listening.”
Dex leaned closer, lips brushing my ear but not speaking.
I let the silence stretch, just long enough for both of them to feel it. Then I said, “You still want me to keep going?”
Shawn exhaled a low yes, more breath than word.
Dex swallowed hard, jaw tightening, but he didn’t pull away. His thumb traced slow circles against my skin. The sound of Shawn’s breathing mixed with his.
“You know what I realized?” I whispered. “You don’t just like hearing about it after. You like being right here, listening while it happens. You like knowing he can hear you too.”
No one spoke. The air in the room seemed to hum.
I looked up at Dex. “Say hi,” I said.
He hesitated, then leaned close to the phone. “Hey, man.” His voice was low, steady. “You okay with this?”
Shawn made a sound that could have been a yes or a gasp.
Dex looked back at me, eyes darker now. “He’s okay,” he murmured.
I smiled and placed the phone on the pillow beside my head, still connected, neither of them hanging up. The screen glowed between us.
“Then you both get what you want,” I whispered.
Dex bent over me again, his mouth finding mine, and the world narrowed to breath and pulse and the tiny sound of Shawn still on the line, quiet, complicit, caught in the same spell as we were.
The phone lay on the pillow beside my head, still lit, still connected. I could hear Shawn breathing, low, slow, restrained, but not relaxed. Dex hovered above me now, propped on his elbows, his cock stiff between us, nudging against my stomach. His face was so close I could feel the heat of it, but neither of us kissed. I guided him to the chair in front of the window.
I turned my head just slightly and spoke into the phone. “You still there?”
A pause, then, “Yeah.” Tight. Throat thick. He hadn’t moved. I knew he wouldn’t.
I looked up at Dex and smiled, letting the tension stretch. Then I reached between his legs and wrapped my hand around him, slow and possessive, my thumb circling the head.
“He’s so hard right now,” I said softly. “You should see the way he’s looking at me.”
Dex’s jaw twitched, but he didn’t say anything.
I stroked him again, watching his body react, hearing the change in Shawn’s breathing through the speaker. “He’s trying to hold still. Trying not to fuck me before I say he can. Isn’t that sweet?”
Dex breathed hard through his nose. I saw it hit him in his thighs first. Then his stomach. All that control starting to fray.
“He’s above me,” I went on. “Waiting. His cock’s throbbing in my hand, leaking already. And you’re listening, aren’t you? Imagining it?”
“Lindsay,” Shawn groaned. It was barely a whisper.
I licked my bottom lip and locked eyes with Dex. “He’s right here. Inches away. All I have to do is lift my hips and he’ll be inside me.”
Dex’s hips rocked once, involuntary. I held him tighter.
“But I haven’t let him in yet,” I murmured into the phone. “You know why?”
Shawn didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.
“Because you haven’t told me to.”
Both of them felt it.
Dex looked stunned. Turned on. Owned.
I sank my mouth down the full length of his cock in one smooth push. I slithered my tongue around him.
I came off and  turned my head, speaking softly, clearly. “You want to give me to him again?”
Shawn’s voice cracked. “Yes.”
“You want me to open my legs and let your friend slide his cock into your wife?”
“Yes.”
I sucked on him again. I clenched my fists into his sides. I moaned loudly. And then I stood up and pulled him to the bed. I rolled on my back under him.
I dropped my knees open. Dex sucked in a breath. I guided him to the oiled warmth between my thighs, the tip poised, swollen, ready. Not pressing in. Just waiting.
“Then say it,” I whispered. “Tell me to let him fuck me.” I kept eyes deep and dark on Dex’s eyes. I couldn’t wipe the smirk off my lips. The tip brushed my folds.
The silence was electric.
“Lindsay…” Shawn’s voice came ragged now. “Let him.”
I looked up at Dex. “You heard the man.”
I tilted my hips just enough.
He pushed forward with a groan that was all hunger and disbelief. I felt him stretch me, thick, deep, welcome, and I gasped loud enough for Shawn to hear every second of it.
I didn’t hang up. I kept the phone right there on the bed, speaker hot, breath shared between three people now.
I whispered his name again, not Dex’s.
Shawn’s.
He was all the way in now. The pressure stretched slow and deep, full enough that I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning into the phone too soon. Dex braced himself over me, arms tense, his cock pulsing inside me, not moving yet. I tilted my hips once, adjusting around him, and I felt everything, his size, the heat, the thick throb of him buried where only my husband ever used to be.
“Shawn,” I whispered, voice shaky but clear. “He’s inside me.”
There was no answer. Just a sharp, stifled breath through the speaker. I closed my eyes and kept going.
“I let him slide in slow. It hurt for a second. Not bad. Just wide. It’s been hours, and I was already sore.” I opened my legs wider, wrapping my calves around Dex’s back. “But I wanted him so bad. I still do.”
Dex held perfectly still. I knew he was listening too.
“He’s not moving yet,” I whispered. “He’s just holding himself there. I can feel him twitch. I can feel how much he wants to thrust, but I haven’t told him to.”
A low groan came through the phone. Shawn was breathing harder now, the sound of it jagged and uneven. I imagined him on the couch, hand gripping his cock, eyes shut, sweating. The thought made me tighten around Dex, and he shuddered above me.
“Do you want to know how it feels?” I asked.
“Yes,” came the strained answer.
I swallowed and let the words slow down. “He’s thick, heavy. Not longer, but it curves a little. I can feel it press into the top of me when I tilt just right. He’s hot. Harder than he was last night. Maybe because you’re listening.”
Dex let out a breath he’d been holding.
“I’m wet,” I went on. “Too wet. It’s messy between us. Every time he pulses, I drip a little more. My thighs are shaking, but I’m still keeping still. I’m making him wait.”
Another second passed. I looked up at Dex, kept my voice low. “He’s watching me talk to you. Watching your wife tell you how your friend’s cock feels inside her.”
Shawn cursed softly.
“And you like it,” I whispered. “You’re getting off to it. Knowing that I’m letting him stay inside, that I’m wrapped around him while I describe it to you.”
Dex’s hands moved, one sliding up my ribcage, the other cupping my jaw.
“I can feel him trying not to move,” I said. “But it’s getting harder for both of us.”
I pulled the phone closer to my mouth, whispering against the receiver. “If I tell him to start fucking me, will you listen to every sound? Every slap, every moan, every time I gasp your name by accident?”
Shawn didn’t speak. But I could hear the answer in every broken breath.
So I turned my head back to Dex and whispered, “You may fuck me now.”
I didn’t mute the call.
I didn’t let Dex move fast. My legs were wrapped around his back, my hands pressing flat to his chest, holding him there. The phone was still lit beside my head, open on the pillow. I turned my face toward it and spoke, barely above a whisper.
“Still listening?”
Shawn’s breath came through uneven. “Yeah,” he said. “Still here.”
“Good,” I said. “Because I want you to hear what your wife sounds like when she lets another man fuck her.”
Dex twitched at that, his body, not his face. His control was taut, too much in his shoulders, not enough in his eyes. I knew he could hear every word. I wanted him to.
I drew in a breath and let it out slowly. “He’s still holding back,” I said into the phone. “He’s trying not to move too fast. But I’m soaked. And warm. And if I tell him to fuck me, I think he’ll fall apart.”
Dex’s hands clenched in the sheets beside my shoulders. I could feel the tremor where our skin touched.
“You like hearing this, don’t you?” I whispered.
“Yes.” It was barely a sound from Shawn now.
“He’s watching me talk to you. He’s inside me while I tell you how it feels. I’ve never been this wet, Shawn. I’ve never kept someone this deep and just held them.”
Dex shifted, eyes locked on mine, one hand sliding to the side of my neck. I let it. His fingers were warm, careful, and trembling. He was listening just as much as Shawn was.
“I want to say your name while he fucks me,” I whispered. “But I don’t know if I can. It doesn’t feel like you’re the one I belong to right now.”
A ragged sound broke from Shawn’s end. Dex’s thumb brushed under my jaw. His mouth was so close to mine, but he didn’t kiss me.
“I still smell like you,” I told my husband. “But he’s the one I’m holding. He’s the one watching me come undone.”
Dex started to move. Just a fraction. I didn’t stop him.
“You gave me to him,” I said. “You told me to do this. And now you’re hearing what that permission sounds like.”
I let my head tip back. Dex moved again, deeper this time. I gasped, real and unfiltered, and the noise went right into the mic.
“You heard that?” I asked.
Shawn didn’t answer.
“You’re breathing so loud,” I whispered. “Are you touching yourself?”
Nothing.
“Do it,” I said. “Touch yourself while your friend fucks your wife.” I knew that was the hardest thing for that alpha male man of mine.
Dex’s body trembled. His hips barely moved. He was still listening, still holding back.
I tilted my hips just enough to make him shift inside me again. He let out a sharp breath through his nose, his hands tightening against the bed, still trying to hold the edge I’d pinned him to. His chest brushed mine every time he tried not to move. The tension made everything worse, in the best way.
I looked at the phone. The screen had dimmed, but the line was still open. “You still there?” I whispered.
A stifled groan answered me. Then: “Yes.”
I smiled. “Good. Then I’ll tell you what’s happening.”
Dex’s mouth hovered over mine. His breath shook against my lips. He was still buried inside me, every inch. I let my knees fall wider. My voice didn’t change.
“He’s deeper now,” I said. “I let him move a little. Just enough to feel the drag. Just enough to make it ache.”
Dex’s forehead pressed to mine, his control slipping inch by inch. I didn’t stop narrating.
“You can hear it, can’t you?” I whispered. “The way I breathe when he shifts. The way my voice catches.”
I ran my fingers up Dex’s spine, nails light, coaxing. “He’s listening too. He’s trying not to come just from hearing me talk to you.”
Dex groaned, low and quiet, and pushed in a little deeper. I gasped, sharp, involuntary, and let Shawn hear it all.
“I’m holding him tight,” I said into the phone. “My legs. My cunt. He’s so deep I can’t speak without gasping. My cunt is clenching around his cock.”
Shawn made another sound, raw, unguarded.
“Are you stroking yourself for me?” I asked.
He didn’t answer.
“I hope you are,” I whispered. “Because I’m about to come with your friend still inside me. And you’re going to hear all of it. And when I do I know he’s going to fill me.”
Dex moved again, slow, then deeper. My whole body arched without warning, my voice breaking as I let it happen. Not because I planned it. Because I couldn’t stop it. I heard myself cry out, loud, open, his name caught somewhere in my throat, not even sure whose anymore.
I grabbed his back and pulled him into me, grinding hard as the pulses took over. He groaned against my neck, loud enough for the mic to catch it. My hips didn’t stop. I chased it through the shaking, through the breathless blur, until I felt his rhythm break.
Dex cursed and buried himself to the root. His whole body locked tight above me. I felt it, every surge, every pulse, buried deep, claimed, shared.
Dex slammed my body through the bed. He crushed me.
I turned my head back toward the pillow, catching my breath, eyes blurred. “You heard that,” I said, unable to breathe.
Shawn didn’t speak.
“You heard your wife come,” I whispered hoarsely. “You heard him fill me while I was still talking to you.”
Still silence.
“I’m not hanging up yet,” I added. “You don’t get to miss a second.”
Dex collapsed beside me, hand still holding mine. And all three of us stayed there.
The road curved along the cliffs, sunlight flickering through the trees on the passenger side. My legs were bare, feet up on the dash, Dex’s jacket draped across my lap like it might hide anything. My panties were still in his pocket. I wanted him to keep them.
He kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting on the center console, fingers brushing my thigh now and then. Every time he touched me with the backs of his fingers, I felt it low, residual, raw. We hadn’t spoken much since we left the hotel. Just soft laughter, small comments, quiet music. The air between us was different now, comfortable and charged at once.
“You’re really not tired of me yet?” I asked, watching the road wind ahead.
He smirked. “Tired? I still haven’t caught my breath.”
I smiled and glanced over at him. His hair was still messy, collar damp at the back of his neck. “You were different this time.”
“So were you.”
I nodded. Let it hang there. Then: “It’s weird, isn’t it? That my husband was on the phone.”
Dex’s jaw shifted. He didn’t look at me. “Yeah. Weird’s one word for it.”
“You okay with it?” I asked.
“I don’t know.” He tapped his fingers once on the wheel. “At first it felt wrong. Like we were being watched. But then it started to feel like, I don’t know. Like we were performing. For him. Like he wanted us to go harder.”
I looked out the window. “He did. I could feel it through the phone.”
“Doesn’t it bother you?”
“Not really,” I said. “It should. But it doesn’t.”
We drove a few more miles in silence, the sea peeking out between trees.
Then I laughed.
“What?” he asked.
I turned toward him, brushing hair out of my face. “We should pull over.”
He looked at me sideways, grinning. “Right now?”
I nodded. “Find a turnout. Some place tucked in. Just somewhere no one will see.”
He raised an eyebrow. “We just left the hotel.”
“I know.” I grinned. “But I can’t stop thinking about your hands on the steering wheel. I want to climb into your lap while the engine’s still running.”
He choked a laugh. “You’re serious.”
I dragged his hand up my thigh. “You’re already half-hard.”
He checked the mirror, signaled without a word, and pulled into a gravel turnout just off the shoulder, hidden behind a thick patch of trees. The car idled in gear, sun leaking through the windshield.
I reached for my seatbelt, unclicked it, and climbed across the console.
He didn’t stop me.
We laughed into each other’s mouths as I straddled him, both of us ridiculous and breathless and suddenly desperate again. The gearshift pressed awkwardly into my thigh, and I didn’t care. His hands were already on my hips. I leaned close, lips at his ear.
“Let’s make this one dirty,” I whispered. “Like we’re not allowed to.”
I kissed him.
The car was warm inside, the air thick with our breath and the soft hum of the engine. My knees dug into the fabric of his seat as I settled over him, the steering wheel brushing my back every time I shifted. His seatbelt clicked behind me, forgotten. My skirt was bunched around my waist, Dex’s hands already underneath it, palms dragging up the backs of my thighs.
I laughed into his mouth, catching his bottom lip with my teeth before pulling back to look at him. “You like this?”
He nodded, hands firm on my ass now, pulling me tighter against him. “I fucking love this.”
I rolled my hips once, slow and teasing, and felt him twitch against the seam of his jeans.
“You know what I was thinking about,” I said, breath hot against his cheek, “while we were driving?”
He gripped my hips harder. “What?”
I ground down again, letting the pressure ride right through me. “Your mouth. On me. From behind. Hands on the back of my thighs, your face buried.”
His breath caught. “Jesus.”
“And I was thinking,” I added, rocking again, slower this time, “about how I didn’t let you finish in my mouth this morning.”
He blinked up at me, eyes wide, voice rough. “You think I forgot?”
I smiled and leaned in, my forehead against his. “I didn’t forget either.”
Outside the windshield, the trees swayed gently in the breeze. We were parked just out of sight, but not far. Close enough that a curious hiker or bored couple could walk right past and glimpse me, straddled in his lap, hair wild, face flushed.
It made me wetter.
I grabbed the hem of my top and pulled it over my head. No bra. His hands went straight to my breasts, fingers brushing over my nipples like he didn’t know what to grab first. I moaned into his mouth when he kissed me again, messier this time, teeth bumping, tongues hungry.
I rocked forward once more and whispered, “You need me to take care of it?”
He nodded, already breathless.
I reached down and undid his fly, one hand slipping into the heat of his jeans, finding him hard and pulsing in my palm. He gasped as I pulled him free, the angle awkward in the seat but perfect for what I wanted. I shifted down lower, my knees pressed tight to either side of the console, my hair falling around my face like a curtain.
I looked up at him once, just to see the way his jaw clenched, the way his chest rose under his shirt. His hands found my hair, slow at first. Then tighter.
“You said dirty,” I murmured.
He nodded, eyes half-closed. “Yeah.”
I kissed his stomach once, just above the waistband, and whispered, “Good.”
I disappeared between his legs.
He let out a low, broken sound the second I took him in, his hips twitching up into my hands. I didn’t move fast. I wanted him to feel how close we were to being caught, how open the car felt even with the doors shut and the trees around us. His hands were in my hair, but I had control. He knew it, and it was driving him insane.
The steering wheel bumped my back when I adjusted the angle, one knee slipping down onto the narrow space between the seats. I couldn’t stop smiling. I loved this, the pressure, the confinement, the way he was trying not to shake under me.
“Don’t come yet,” I whispered, brushing my lips against the base of him. “You’re not allowed.”
“Fuck, Linds,” he groaned, voice tight.
I went slower. Not to tease him. To let it sink in. The risk. The memory. The way he’d never forget the feel of my mouth on him while cars rolled by on the highway just over the trees.
I let my hand trail up under his shirt, fingers dragging across his stomach, damp with sweat now. He tried to stay still, but he kept shifting, back, forward, grinding into the seat like he couldn’t stop his body from begging for more.
“You’re shaking,” I said, lips brushing his skin.
He looked down, eyes glassy. “You’re ruining me.”
I laughed softly, kissed the inside of his thigh. “That’s the idea.”
Outside, a car passed, not close, but loud enough that it echoed over the ridge. His entire body went rigid for half a second. I didn’t stop. I let it ride through him. The tension made it better.
“Say it,” I said.
He blinked. “Say what?”
“What I am.”
He swallowed. “You’re, you’re mine.”
“Not enough.” I licked the words right against his skin. “Say what I am to you right now.”
He groaned, hands gripping the sides of the seat. “You’re my fuckin’ wife right now.”
I looked up at him and grinned. “Good.”
I slid my hand back down, wrapped around him again, and started to move in a steady rhythm, slow and deliberate. The tension in his stomach told me how close he was already. He wasn’t going to last.
“Wait,” he panted. “Don’t let me, ”
“Don’t worry,” I cut in, voice steady.
I climbed back up into his lap, letting his cock press against my thigh as I straddled him again, wet and aching and still smiling like a girl who’d gotten away with everything.
“We’re not getting caught,” I whispered, forehead against his. “But I want you close enough that it feels like we might.”
His eyes closed. He nodded once.
I guided him back inside.
The second he was inside me again, I gasped. Not from pain, there wasn’t any, but from the rush of it. The impossibility of what we were doing, the fact that I was grinding down onto him in a running car on the edge of a forest, no panties, no fear, no silence between us anymore. Just breath. Just motion. Just the pure, shameless rhythm of my body taking what it wanted.
His hands gripped my ass, pulling me down hard, like he couldn’t believe he was allowed to. His head fell back against the seat and I watched him, mouth open, jaw tight, eyes barely holding focus. He looked like someone coming apart in slow motion. I wanted to see every frame.
“You feel that?” I whispered, bouncing now, not fast, just hard. “You feel how open I am for you?”
He didn’t speak. Couldn’t. His hands slid up my back, under my top, gripping my sides like he needed to hold me there or lose himself completely.
I moved faster.
The steering wheel rocked behind me with every thrust. The car creaked. I didn’t care. Let the whole parking turnout hear us. Let the trees echo it back to the road.
“You fucked me in a hotel bed like a man in love,” I whispered, panting. “But now you’re fucking me like a man who knows he shouldn’t.”
He groaned. I felt his hips jerk, the rhythm start to break.
“Don’t come yet,” I growled. “Not until I say.”
He grabbed the base of the seat behind me, arms shaking.
“I want you right on the edge,” I said. “So close it hurts.”
I clenched around him on purpose. His eyes rolled back.
“Tell me what you want.”
“You,” he gasped. “Fuck, Linds, please, ”
“Louder.”
“I want you.”
I rode him harder. My thighs were burning, sweat running down my back. His shirt was damp. His eyes were wild. Every time our hips met, I felt it, deep, heavy, real. It wasn’t careful. It wasn’t loving. It was mine. He was mine. Right here. Right now.
I leaned in close, mouth against his ear. “Then come inside me. Do it.”
He grunted, raw, strangled, and I felt him pulse deep, his body locking under mine as he came hard, choking on it, hands gripping my hips so tight I knew I’d bruise.
I kept going through it. Grinding. Rocking. Moaning. I wanted to come with him. On him. I wanted to fall with him.
And I did.
The orgasm hit sharp and high and sudden, my whole body jolting, vision swimming, lips parted around a sound that wasn’t a word. Just air. Just collapse. Just the end of something I couldn’t name.
When I slumped forward onto his chest, our breath filled the car. Sticky. Shaky. Spent.
I smiled against his neck.
“Now that,” I whispered, “was the sneaky one.”
He pulled up in front of our place just after noon. The sun was high, casting sharp shadows under the trees. I could still feel him between my legs every time I shifted in the passenger seat. I didn’t say much the last stretch of the drive, just rested my head back, window cracked, his jacket over my lap, legs bare, heart still beating too fast.
Dex parked and killed the engine. The silence after the hum felt too quiet.
I reached for the door handle. He watched me. He hadn’t said much either. Maybe neither of us knew what this was supposed to feel like.
I looked at him and smiled. “So…”
He gave a faint laugh. “So.”
I leaned over, slow, one knee on the seat between us, and kissed him. Not light. Not polite. I let it stay open-mouthed, let him taste the last hour on my tongue. When I pulled back, he blinked like he was just waking up again.
“I’m going to tell Shawn most of it,” I said softly, brushing a hair back from my face. “Almost all of it.”
Dex’s brows pulled in slightly. “Almost?”
I nodded. “I think we should keep that last one just ours.”
He looked at me. I saw it land. The shift in his chest. The flicker of something like surprise, or maybe curiosity.
“Just ours,” he repeated.
I sat back in my seat, adjusted my skirt. “He doesn’t need to know everything. Not that part.”
He watched me a moment longer, then nodded once. “Okay.”
I opened the door and stepped out, my feet hitting the sidewalk like I was someone different now. The breeze lifted the hem of my skirt as I turned back to look at him, one hand on the top of the open door.
“You’ll call me?” he asked.
I smiled. “You’ll know when it’s time.”
He grinned at that, but there was something else in his eyes now. Something quiet. Something unsettled. I didn’t mind. I wanted that. This wasn’t supposed to be clean.
I shut the door, walked up the path, didn’t look back. My key shook a little in the lock. My legs still felt weak in the best way.
Inside, I dropped my purse, slid off my shoes, and stared at my reflection in the hallway mirror. Hair wild. Lipstick smudged. Skin flushed in places that hadn’t faded yet.
I pulled out my phone.
Still one unread message from Shawn. Just a heart. Sent twenty minutes ago.
Something about that last time, straddling Dex in his hot car, laughing into his mouth, riding him like it was the only thing I’d ever been meant for, felt too real. I forgot I was only playing a role.
I forgot I was already married.
I smiled at myself in the mirror but made myself stop. Pretending got real on the side of the road back there.
That wasn’t good . . . . 
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I didn’t expect to see Dex. It was almost two months after the unmentioned incident in his car. We were in the middle of a conference Shawn was attending downtown. We were staying at the Fairmont, white marble lobby, mirrored elevators, quiet carpeted hallways that swallowed all sound. He had meetings all day. I had the suite key and too much time to myself.
I was feeling like a little low-key trouble. I had a taste for pretending, I realized. I liked the mystery and intrigue. I decided no harm could come from a drink in the lounge downstairs alone. My husband was somewhere in the same building, after all.
I dressed slow, choosing the blue pencil dress that hit just above my knees, pretty frilly bra, the heels Shawn always said made me look untouchable. I let my hair fall loose and straight down my back. When I leaned close to the mirror, I could smell the faint trace of Shawn’s aftershave still on my skin from where he’d kissed my neck before leaving.
I checked my phone’s ping, expecting one of his sly and dirty messages. There was a message for me, but it wasn’t my husband:
Dex: Heard you were in town.
I stared at that a full minute before typing back: I guess you heard right.
Ten minutes later, another message: Lobby bar?
What were the chances?  I told myself I was just going for a drink. See how he looked two months after I fixed him up with a few shots of confidence, so to speak.
He was there when I came down, leaning against the bar in a gray jacket and open-collared shirt. He looked older, leaner. Was that now the kind of confidence you no longer fake? He was looking a lot better than I was expecting. Sort of dangerous, to be honest.
He turned when I stepped beside him. His eyes moved over me slowly, taking everything in from my dress down to the heels. His mouth curved into almost a smirk. “Didn’t think you’d actually come.”
“I was thirsty,” I said, sitting. “On my way down already, as a matter.”
He laughed under his breath, low and a little rough. “For a drink or something else?”
The bartender came. I ordered white wine. Dex asked for bourbon. His hand brushed the small of my back as he leaned closer, close enough that I felt the warmth through the thin silk.
“You’re looking good,” he said. “Different.”
“Like I’m not pretending anymore?” I asked quietly.
He smiled. “You tell me.”
The wine glass was cool in my hand. My pulse wasn’t. I could feel it in my throat. Shawn was two floors above us, giving a presentation about marketing strategies, while the man he told me to “make confident” stood inches from my knees in front of me.
Dex’s fingers traced the edge of my sleeve. “He knows you’re here with me now?”
I met his eyes finally. “He knows I’m downstairs.”
He leaned in closer. His breath touched the top of my ear. “That’s not the same thing though is it.”
I didn’t pull back. “No,” I said. “Not quite.”
He smiled again, slow, sure of what I wasn’t saying. “Then let’s get you another drink.”
He ordered two more before I finished the first. The warmth spread fast, settled low. We talked about nothing, the weather, a project, the drive in, but his hand never left my arm. I couldn’t stop glancing at the elevator doors across the room, wondering if Shawn would step out.
Dex noticed. “He won’t,” he said softly. “You know that.”
He was right. Shawn wouldn’t come looking. He was very busy the whole day. He made sure to tell me that.
By the time the second glass was empty, Dex had me laughing, relaxed, my knees angled toward him. I noticed things like that, even about myself. His hand rested casually on my thigh under the bar. Not hidden, but low enough that only I could feel the movement of his thumb tracing slow circles through the thin fabric of my skirt.
“You’re still making  me feel confident,” he said, voice low enough I felt it in my chest.
“I thought you didn’t need me for that anymore.”
He looked at me the way he used to before he kissed me, studying my mouth like he was deciding how far he could go in public. “Maybe I still do,” he said. “Never know. Booster shot.
I felt his thumb slide higher, just under the hem, skin on skin now. My breath caught. He leaned closer, close enough that his jaw brushed my temple. “You’re shaking.”
“I’m not.”
He smiled. “You are.”
The elevator bell sounded across the room and my heart jumped, but no one came out. Dex turned his head slightly, watching my reaction. “You like it.”
“Like what?”
“The risk,” he said. “That someone might see you.”
He was right again but I wasn’t going to tell him that.
I set the wineglass down before it slipped from my hand. The stem left a circle of condensation on the marble that I wiped with my thumb. “So what do you want from me?” I asked.
He didn’t hesitate. “An hour.”
I stared at him. I could have said “No.” I could have laughed out loud. I could have done a lot of things. But instead I said, “Where?”
His hand squeezed my thigh. “You pick.”
I looked toward the elevators again. He saw it, smiled, and finished his drink in one swallow.
When I stood, he was already moving. The elevator doors closed around us, the mirrored walls reflecting everything we weren’t saying. He stood behind me, his breath steady, his eyes on my reflection. “What floor?”
“Twenty-one.” My voice came out lower and hoarse. I coughed. I jutted my jaw at myself.
He pressed the button. Then his hand slid around my waist, resting flat against my stomach through the silk. I didn’t move.
“You sure?” he asked.
I nodded. “I’m sure,”I whispered, not intentionally. I was the one struggling with self-confidence all of a sudden.
When the doors opened, he followed a half step behind me down the carpeted hall. I could feel his presence at my back, the way people feel a storm coming. The room key was in my hand, the gold edge pressing against my palm. I knew that it opened far more than a mere door.
I unlocked the door and stepped inside. The curtains were half drawn, city light spilling over the king bed, the white sheets turned down from the morning. Shawn’s laptop bag was on the table, his jacket over the chair.
Dex shut the door and leaned against it, eyes moving slowly from the bed to me.
“You mean it?” he said quietly.
I turned to face him, my pulse loud in my ears. “You said an hour, didn’t you?”
He pushed off the door and crossed the floor until he was close enough for the edge of his jacket to brush my arm. “Then let’s not waste it,” he said.
He looked different when he stepped into the light. Sharper around the eyes, steadier in his movements. Not the man who used to blush when I teased him at dinner. Whatever shyness he’d had then was gone now. I guess I did a good job with him.
He took off his jacket and dropped it over the chair, then turned back to me. The way he watched me made it hard to breathe. He’d learned control, how to hold eye contact until I had to look away first.
“This what he wanted?” Dex asked.
I hesitated. “At first, maybe.”
He moved closer. “And now?”
Now it was something else. My husband’s voice echoed faintly in memory: Make him feel like a man. He couldn’t have known what that would turn into, what I’d turn into.
Dex reached for the top button of my dress and slid it open with his thumb. “You’re shaking again.”
“I know.”
He unbuttoned the next one, slow, deliberate. “Tell me to stop.”
I didn’t. I couldn’t.
He took that as permission, opening each button until the top hung open and loose. His knuckles grazed the inside of my breast as he pushed the fabric aside. The touch was light but confident.
I thought of Shawn down below in some conference room, talking about loyalty and branding. I thought of the way he’d smiled that night on the balcony, pretending not to be jealous while listening to me with another man. He liked hearing about it, maybe even needed it, but he wouldn’t understand what happened afterward. He thought it was all play. Pretending. It wasn’t, not in the car.
Dex’s fingers slid to the clasp of my bra. “You’re thinking about him,” he said quietly.
“Always.”
He unclasped it anyway, letting it fall to the floor. My nipples tightened in the cool air. His gaze dropped for just a second before coming back to my face. “And still you brought me up here.”
“I shouldn’t have.”
“But you did.”
He stepped closer until his chest brushed mine. His skin was warm through the thin fabric of his shirt. I could smell the faint scent of bourbon on his breath.
He tilted his head. “You could leave.”
I whispered, “I don’t want to.”
For a moment he just studied me, expression unreadable. Then he slid one hand up the side of my neck, his thumb under my chin. “You sure you’re not the one who needed confidence?”
The question startled. Maybe that was it. The game had flipped, and I wasn’t pretending anymore. He was teaching me something.
He kissed me then, slow and steady, his mouth pressing mine open until I let go of everything I’d been holding back. My hands gripped the front of his shirt. His tongue brushed mine once, then again, deeper.
I thought about what Shawn would say if he saw us now. He’d asked for a fantasy, but what stood in his hotel room in his absence was real, breathing, dominant, and nothing about it was pretend anymore.
He kissed me again before I could think, his tongue pushing deeper, hands sliding under my skirt. The way he touched me had changed, less hesitant, more like a man who knew he was allowed to take what he wanted.
It should have thrilled me. It did. But it also frightened me.
I’d started this thinking I was in control. That Shawn had set me the rules, and that I could stay between them. But the way Dex’s hands moved now, slow and sure along my hips, I wasn’t so sure about rules anymore.
He pulled back just enough to look at me. “You want this?”
“Yes.” My voice came out rough. He was sounding just like I sounded with him, back when the tables were turned. The flip was startling.
He nodded once, satisfied, then gripped the edge of my top and peeled it down my arms. His eyes stayed on my skin, tracing where he touched me months ago. When his thumb brushed my neck, a faint shiver ran through me.
He smiled. “Still there. Like before.”
I tried to answer, but my mouth went dry.
He guided me backward until my knees hit the bed. His movements were patient, deliberate, as if he was testing how far I’d let him go before pulling away. But I didn’t pull away. That was the problem. Every time he took another inch, I found myself giving him another. That was the thing with confidence. It knew no bounds once unleashed.
I thought again about Shawn, how he’d probably tell himself that this was still part of the same game. But he wouldn’t recognize the woman standing here letting another man undress her without hesitation. I looked like his wife, but I was not that anymore, at the moment.
Dex slid my dress down over my hips and let it fall. His hand lingered against my thigh. “You’re quieter than before,” he said.
“I’m thinking.”
“About him?”
“About you.”
He stopped moving for a second. “What about me?”
“That you’re not the same man as before.”
He tilted his head slightly, eyes sharp. “That’s a problem?”
“I don’t know yet.”
He leaned in close enough for his breath to graze my cheek. “Maybe I just learned from the best.”
I almost laughed, but the sound caught in my throat. He meant it. The irony hit me, Shawn had wanted Dex to feel like a man, and now here he was, standing over me, strong, calm, unflinching. A man. Shawn, with my assistance, had created the very thing he’d never be able to control.
Dex kissed the side of my neck, slow, deliberate. “You want to stop?”
“No.”
He smiled against my skin. “Didn’t think so.”
He pushed me gently down onto the bed, his body following. The heat of him pressed into me through the thin lace still between us. My thoughts tangled between wanting him and fearing what wanting him meant. Before I was merely doing what my husband asked me to do. Now? A different man was demanding things.
When he whispered my name, his voice low and steady, it didn’t sound like a man borrowing someone else’s wife. It sounded like a man claiming me for his own.
He pulled my leg up along his hip, his hand firm on my thigh. The heat between us thickened fast. Every touch erased another fence I’d drawn for myself.
He kissed down my throat, slow, steady, tracing my pulse with his tongue. My fingers tangled in his hair. He bit gently at my collarbone, and the sound that came out of me was too loud, too desperate. I pressed my hand over my mouth.
He looked up, eyes dark. “Still thinking about him?”
“Yes.” I swallowed hard. “And about you. What you’ve become. I’ve created a monster,” I laughed but abruptly stopped.
Dex smirked, his hand sliding up under the lace at my hip. “You have.”
I let him push my legs apart, let him kneel between them, let his mouth find the inside of my thigh. Every movement was deliberate, patient, meant to remind me who had the control now. I used to think control came from who gave permission. Now I was starting to understand it came from who didn’t ask anymore.
His breath was warm against my skin. “You’re wet already.”
I didn’t answer. My body had answered for me.
He pushed the lace aside and licked me once, slow and flat, and I forgot how to think at all. Confidence, like I said: It was like that.
My hands gripped the sheets. He held me open with his thumbs, mouth working in long, even strokes that made my legs tremble.
And still, underneath it, the thoughts came. Shawn’s voice, soft, trusting: I want you to help him.
Help. That word felt innocent once. Now it sounded obscene.
Dex lifted his head, lips glistening, his voice rough. “You still okay?”
I nodded, breath shaking.
He smiled, that new kind of smile, assured, confident, so aware of what he’d become. “Say my name.”
I did. Quietly, barely audible. But saying it made everything so real.
He pushed two fingers inside me while his tongue circled above, slow and steady, until my hips lifted off the bed involuntarily. Every thought I tried to hang onto slipped out of reach. I clutched at his wrist, panting, the sound of my breath mixing with his.
My thighs locked around his shoulders, my whole body tightening, and I whispered his name again, louder this time, because there was no pretending left in it.
He kept moving until I was shaking. Then he climbed up over me, braced on his elbows, his mouth hovering just above mine. His face was calm, certain.
“You don’t look guilty,” he murmured.
I met his eyes. “Maybe that’s what scares me.”
He smiled faintly. “Maybe.”
He pressed against me and I realized there was no going back to what my husband thought this was supposed to be. It was undeniably a different thing altogether. The student had become the master.
He pulled back just enough to look down at me. His eyes were darker now, pupils wide, breathing quick. He didn’t look like a man sneaking around, he looked like a man who owned the moment, the room, even me.
He slid his hand up the inside my thigh, firm, sure, testing how far I’d let him go. Every inch he moved reminded me of the boundaries I was crossing. Shawn’s limit. My limit. Nothing was ever made clear, was it.
Dex pressed his forehead to mine, his breath hot against my lips. “We good?”
“Yes,” I said, but my voice trembled.
He smiled faintly. “You sound like you’re trying to convince yourself.”
“I am.” I laughed at myself.
His thumb brushed the corner of my mouth, tracing the edge of my lower lip until I tried to bite. “Stop thinking,” he said quietly. The very thing I told him to do so much back then.
He kissed me again, harder this time. I grabbed his shirt, pulled him down with me, and the bed creaked beneath our weight. My mind kept flashing between this moment and the way things used to be, the first weekend, the quiet guilt, the excuses I made for it. But this time there was no pretending. No distance to hide it.
His hand slid between my legs, fingers pressing against me until I arched off the sheets. The feeling was electric, too much, too fast. I gasped his name, and he caught my jaw in his hand, holding me there, watching my face as he moved over me.
“You’re different too, you know,” he said softly.
“How?”
“You hesitate.”
He was right.. Shawn would’ve heard that line as damnation. I heard it as warning. I’d  hesitated because part of me didn’t want to go back there.
I gripped Dex’s wrist, my nails digging into his skin, and for a second our eyes met. There was no guilt there, no fear, just hunger. His and mine. It was almost funny: my husband’s old friend, the one who used to fade into the background, was now the only man I couldn’t stop thinking about.
He slid two fingers inside me and pressed his thumb just right. My whole body clenched, my breath breaking apart. He knew exactly what he was doing, how much to push, how much to hold back. That confidence wasn’t an act anymore; it was real, it was dangerous.
He watched every twitch, paid attention to every sound, every breath, until I was shaking against his hand. Then he pulled his fingers out and brought them to his mouth.
I watched him lick them clean, slow, deliberate, never breaking eye contact.
And that’s when I realized how far I’d fallen. He didn’t just feel confident anymore. He was confident. Because of me.
I pushed him back before I even thought about it.
He stumbled a step, surprised, the confidence flickering for half a second before he caught himself. That was all I needed.
“Lie down,” I said.
He grinned  like he thought I was teasing. “You giving orders again?”
“Yes.” My hands were already on his chest, shoving again. “You’ve had your turn.”
He let himself fall onto the bed, propped on his elbows, amused, waiting to see what I’d do next. That look, half challenge, half indulgence, lit something up in me. For all his control, I wanted him reminded of who’d started this, who’d made him into the man lying under me now.
I climbed over him, straddling his waist, my knees pressing into the mattress on either side of him. His shirt was still half open. I grabbed both sides and yanked it apart. Buttons flew. He laughed once, short and low, until I pressed my palms against his chest and leaned close enough for my hair to fall around his face.
“You forget who taught you how to take what you want,” I said.
His eyes met mine. “You sure you still know how to take it back?”
I grabbed his wrists and forced them above his head, pinning them to the bed. He didn’t resist, at first. The muscles in his arms flexed under my grip, testing me. Then he twisted suddenly, rolling his shoulders. I fought to hold him down, but his strength broke through, and in an instant he’d flipped me onto my back.
I shoved him off. Hard. Both of us breathing fast now, eyes locked.
“Again,” I said.
He lunged. I met him halfway, our bodies colliding with a slap of skin and heat. We wrestled for control, hands gripping, legs tangling, sheets tearing loose. Every movement was half struggle, half surrender. He tried to pin me again; I used the momentum to twist us sideways, rolling him underneath me. I pressed my forearm across his chest.
“Not so confident now?” I breathed.
He grinned through clenched teeth. “You love this.”
I did. Too much. The fight, the sweat, the way his breath hitched every time I gained an inch. He reached for my wrists again; I slipped free and caught his face in both hands, kissed him hard enough that our teeth clicked.
He grabbed my hips, tried to pull me down onto him, but I fought it, grinding just out of reach. “Say it,” I said.
“Say what?”
“That you want me to stop.”
His laugh was half growl. “Never.”
He surged up, catching me mid-breath, and we tumbled again, limbs locked, the tension snapping between us like static. When I finally ended up beneath him, both of us wet with sweat, our breaths colliding, I couldn’t tell if I’d lost or won.
He looked down at me, wild-eyed. “You done fighting me?”
I wrapped my legs around him, pulled him in until there was nothing left between us. “Not even close.”
He surged again, trying to flip me, but I twisted my hips and forced him back. Our skin slapped loud, sweat smearing the fight. I pressed down with both palms on his chest, straddling him with my thighs spread wide, my panties dragging wet across the bulge of his cock.
“I said,” I panted, “you don’t get to fuck me unless I say.”
His hands gripped my waist, trying to lift me. I shoved them off and grabbed his wrists, slammed them down above his head again. He growled, teeth bared, and bucked beneath me, forcing me to rock forward on his stomach. I held on, breathing hard, my hair falling in strands against my cheeks.
He pushed again. I let him almost win, just enough to draw him into it, then twisted and used the momentum to yank him sideways. The bedsheets tore loose under us. My knee caught his thigh, he caught my hair, and we both slid halfway off the mattress.
But he didn’t stop.
His grip in my hair yanked me down, mouth colliding with mine, messy, rough, open. I bit his lower lip, hard. He grunted, hands on my ass now, dragging me back up onto him. Our bodies locked, every inch of skin touching, grinding, testing limits.
It stopped being a fight for control and started being something else, hotter, meaner, more addictive. Neither of us wanted to win anymore. We just wanted to take. And keep taking.
I tore his pants off. I glared at him and drove my panties down. We were challenging each other something I didn’t know what. I twisted under him and rolled onto my stomach. He grabbed my hips and pulled me back down the bed against him. I shoved with my elbows, twisted again, got on top, ground my now-bared pussy down over his cock until the tip slipped forward and he nearly got in. His head tipped back.
“You better not,” I warned.
He reached up, grabbed my tits, squeezed until I gasped, then shoved back hard. I laughed, breathless, lost, soaked.
“Who’s fucking who now?” he snapped, voice rough, face flushed.
I couldn’t answer. I dove at him again, caught him at the neck, pulled his mouth to mine and devoured him like I was starving.
The heat between my legs was unbearable now. He knew it. His cock throbbed between us, smeared with my oil, pinned tight between our bellies as we fought for position. Every movement rubbed me against him in wet, messy pulses.
He grabbed me by the waist and flipped me one more time. This time, I let him. I spread my legs wide and dragged my nails down his back.
“Do it,” I hissed. “You need it so bad? Just do it.”
His breath caught. He reached between us, one hand gripping himself, guiding his cock to where I was dripping, soaked, desperate.
“You want it?” he growled.
I stared him down. “I’ve been waiting. You’re the one who still thinks this is pretend.”
He pushed forward, hard.
I grunted and clenched my eyes. He slammed into me with one deep, driving thrust that made my back arch off the bed. I cried out. It wasn’t pain, it wasn’t pleasure, it was everything at once.
He didn’t wait. He drove in again, harder, faster, grinding his hips low with every thrust, his body hammering mine into the mattress.
My legs locked around his waist. My nails dug into his shoulders. His breath was hot in my ear, ragged and furious. I clung to him with everything I had, but it wasn’t enough. He grabbed my wrists, pinned them above my head now, and started pounding my poor body harder, fucking me like he needed to erase every other man I’d ever had.
The headboard cracked against the wall. Sweat dripped from his chin onto my chest. My whole body shook, the mattress groaning under us. He fucked me like he meant it to ruin me.
My legs jerked around him, my voice breaking. He didn’t stop. He only growled, shoved deeper, teeth clenched, and said, “Again?”
“Again,” I sobbed.
He yanked out of me and flipped me face down. My cheek hit the sheets. Before I could breathe, he dragged me up by the hips, onto my knees, and shoved his cock back inside.
“Like this?,” he growled.
“Like this,” I whimpered, my voice jolted by his thrusts.
He grabbed my hair and twisted a fistful tight in one hand while the other slammed down on my ass. The sound cracked through the room. I gasped and pushed back against him, dizzy, wild, desperate for more.
He held me open and pounded into me, balls slapping my pussy with every thrust. I could feel every inch, every ridge of him, rubbed and slippery and brutal. I screamed into the sheets, knees slipping on the mattress, vision blurring.
He fucked me up onto my toes, bent over my back, his teeth grazing my shoulder. I could barely stay up. My arms gave out. He caught my hips and pulled me back harder, my body jerking with every brutal slam.
He carried me to the wall. Literally lifted me off the bed with his cock still inside me, my legs wrapped around his waist, my back thudding against the cool drywall. He held me there, slammed up into me with punishing rhythm, my breath catching every time my spine hit the wall.
I clawed his back. I kissed him so hard my lip split. I bit his neck and tasted sweat and skin and something deeper.
He turned and slammed me down onto the desk. Papers flew. A lamp crashed. He bent me over, spread me, shoved back inside, and started again.
It was endless. I was soaking the desk, the bed, his thighs. I had no idea how many times I came. He just kept going.
By the time he finally collapsed over me, both of us silky, dripping, broken, we’d fucked in every corner of the room.
He didn’t speak when he lifted me from the desk.
His arms slid under my thighs and back, holding me easily, my body limp and soaked against him. I rested my head on his shoulder, breath shallow, lips parted. My skin stuck to his. His cock was buried deep inside me, thick and throbbing.
He carried me across the room like I weighed nothing, his steps slow, deliberate. I couldn’t move. My legs hung open around him. My chest rose and fell against his. I could feel the pulse in his neck against my cheek.
He laid me on the bed, gently this time, like he was placing down something precious. The sheets were twisted and wet beneath me. He didn’t fix them. He stayed between my legs, lifted one slowly onto his shoulder, then the other. My body opened for him on instinct now.
He slid back in.
My eyes fluttered. The stretch was slow, wide, unhurried. He pushed until he was seated deep again, until I could feel him press against everything inside me, and then he stopped.
My hands found his arms, slid down to his wrists. His weight was solid above me, his skin hot. He looked down at me like I was already his.
“You feel that?” he whispered.
I nodded, barely able to speak.
He started moving, but it wasn’t fucking now. It was slow, like worship, like final proof. He took long, deep strokes, hips rocking steady, eyes locked on mine. I couldn’t look away. My mouth hung open, breath catching on every slide.
He pushed in again, deeper than before. My body clenched around him, trying to hold him there.
“I could do this all day,” he murmured.
I certainly believed him.
Each thrust came with a gasp, his stomach brushing mine, the soft drag of his pubic hair on my clit, the way his hand curled around the back of my thigh and held it still, tight to his ribs.
I blinked slowly, barely conscious of time. The ceiling faded, the light from the window a warm smear across the wall. I couldn’t tell what hour it was, only that my body was open and slow and aching for everything he gave me.
His cock dragged in and out in an endless rhythm, wet and deep and claiming. I felt a climax building, soft and slow like a tide. He stayed in that same rhythm, letting it carry us both, like nothing outside the room existed.
I wanted to tell him it was too much. That he’d broken me this time. That I’d never recover.
But I didn’t say anything. I just moaned his name again.
He shifted his weight slightly, still inside me, never breaking rhythm. My knees bent higher, ankles sliding up along his back until I was fully curled beneath him, body open and helpless to whatever he wanted now.
His cock moved slow, thick, wet, every stroke dragging across swollen nerves that had already been wasted and wrung out. He didn’t speak. He just watched me. Every breath I took, every twitch of my lips, every roll of my hips to meet him, he took it in like it was his reward.
My body was soft now, too soft to resist. My head turned to the side. My hands roamed his arms blindly, feeling the muscle tighten and release as he moved inside me.
He lowered his mouth to my neck. Not kissing. Breathing. Just holding it there. Warm air on my throat, cock pulsing inside me. His chest pressed me down into the ruined sheets.
Each thrust was slow enough that I felt the full length of him, tip to base, every time he slid forward. His cock was glossy and swollen, gliding with ease now, our mess soaking the sheets.
My orgasm started as a shimmer. Just a tremor in my legs, a tightening low in my belly. But he felt it. He stopped. Held deep. Waited.
My eyes opened. He was watching me.
“You’re close,” he whispered.
I nodded.
“Don’t fight it.”
He pulled back and pushed in again, and the sound that left my mouth wasn’t mine. It was raw and open and silent at the same time. My hands grabbed at his back, nails scraping. He rocked in again, then again, slower, heavier.
My body broke.
It wasn’t sudden this time. It was a slow unraveling, one long stretch of shaking breath, pulsing around his cock, my back arching, thighs trembling, chest pressed up into his. I gasped, legs locked around his waist, the climax dragging on and on while he held steady, never pulling out, never speeding up.
He kissed my temple.
I whimpered something that didn’t even have words.
“You needed that,” he whispered.
I didn’t answer. My mouth wouldn’t work.
He kept fucking me, slow and deep, like he wasn’t done claiming every last part of me.
My hands dropped to the bed. My body melted. He moved in and out with no resistance now, my pussy wide, spent, twitching every time he brushed that swollen spot inside.
I couldn’t tell if I was cumming again or still cumming from before.
He groaned softly into my ear. His pace shifted. Just slightly.
The steady rhythm he'd held for so long, controlled, deep, patient, gave way to something sharper. His hips pressed harder. His breath caught. His cock swelled inside me, thickening at the base, dragging deeper.
He was close now, too.
I felt it in the way his hands gripped my thighs tighter, thumbs digging into the crease where flesh met pelvis. In the sudden weight of his chest pressing mine into the bed, his mouth against my jaw, teeth grazing skin.
“Don’t move,” he breathed.
I didn’t. I couldn’t. My legs were still locked around his waist, my body open, soaked, ruined. I clung to him weakly, twitching with the aftershocks that still hadn’t stopped.
He pushed in hard. Once. Twice.
Then he growled low into my neck and shoved all the way in. I felt it, his cock pulsing deep, thick spurts flooding me, hot and hard. My mouth opened in a gasp. My hips lifted reflexively, trying to take more of it, to feel every drop.
He didn’t pull out. He stayed buried, his whole body tense and shaking, his breath hard and ragged against my throat.
I lay under him, soaked, stretched, filled. His cum leaked out slowly, warm between my thighs, mixing with everything else.
And then he moved again.
Not with urgency. With purpose. He pulled out slow. His cock, still hard, slid wet from my body with a thick sound that made my stomach clench all over again. I felt it drip down, soaking the sheets under me.
He knelt back, hands on my hips, spreading me wider. Looking at what he’d done.
“You used me,” I whispered.
His hand wrapped around the base of his cock, shining with me. He stroked once, then again. My legs were spread for him, thighs twitching, cunt still fluttering.
“On me,” I said.
His eyes locked on mine. “You sure?”
I nodded. “Ugh.”
He leaned forward, one hand still on his cock, the other gripping my thigh, angling me.
He started jerking over me, slow at first, then rougher. I watched the muscles in his arm flex, the way his abdomen tightened.
Then he growled my name and came again.
Thick ropes landed across my belly, over my tits, one splashing up between them, hot and wet and endless. He stroked himself until the last drop smeared over my skin, until I was painted in it, dripping down my ribs and stomach.
In that state of near death, my phone lit up on the nightstand.
Shawn: Just wrapped. Heading up to surprise you.
My blood turned cold.
Dex saw it. His breath still hadn’t slowed, but his body moved instantly. He rolled off me, already reaching for the corner of the sheet to wipe me down.
“Fuck,” I breathed, sitting up too fast. Cum slid down my thighs. My hair was a mess. The bed was soaked.
He tossed me a towel. “Go.”
I stumbled into the bathroom, legs shaking, cum dripping down my inner thighs. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, flushed, red around the mouth, bite marks on my chest, streaks of him glistening across my breasts and stomach.
I grabbed a washcloth and ran it under hot water, scrubbing too fast, trying not to cry out from how tender I already was. Behind me, I heard the bed rustling.
Dex moved quickly. Quietly. His shirt was already back on, half-buttoned. He tucked the corner of the sheet under the mattress, flipped the pillows, fixed the lamp we’d knocked over.
I threw on the robe from earlier. No time for anything else. My pussy still ached from how deep he’d been, and I had no panties. I shoved the washcloth into the sink and tied the robe tighter.
“Lips,” Dex said from the door.
I turned. He pointed.
I rushed back to the mirror and saw the smeared gloss, the redness, the faint impression of his teeth at the edge of my lip. I dabbed with a tissue, swiped concealer under my eyes, smoothed my hair with wet hands.
A knock came.
Dex’s eyes met mine. He moved to the window. Calm, composed, his chest still rising and falling fast under the fabric. He picked up a glass of water, took a sip, and sat down at the desk like he’d been reading emails.
I walked barefoot to the door and opened it.
Shawn smiled. Suit jacket off, shirt sleeves rolled, tie loose. He stepped in and kissed my cheek. “Did I wake you?”
I smiled. “Kind of. I was just getting out of the shower.”
His hand slid down my back, casual. “You look flushed.”
“I was dreaming,” I said.
Shawn looked past me, saw Dex. “Hey man,” he said, surprised but friendly. “Didn’t know you were here.”
Dex smiled without standing. “Just got in. Lindsay let me stash my bag here while I checked in. Thought I’d say hi.”
Shawn nodded. “Well, glad you did.” He looked back at me. “You two catching up?”
I walked to the bed, sat carefully on the edge. “Yeah,” I said. “It was nice.”
He kissed the top of my head. “I’ve got an hour before dinner. Mind if I crash a bit?”
Dex stood. “I should go anyway, get my key.”
They bumped fists. Shawn didn’t notice the faint tremble in Dex’s hand.
As the door shut behind him, I let out a long, silent breath.
I stayed seated after Dex left.
Shawn moved around the room, loosening his tie, grabbing a water bottle from the mini fridge like nothing was off. Like I wasn’t sitting there with his friend’s cum still drying on the inside of my thighs, my chest tender from how hard he’d fucked me, my lips swollen from both their mouths.
“I missed you,” he said, leaning down to kiss me.
I tilted my face up just enough for him to press his lips to mine. I didn’t flinch. I didn’t deepen it either.
He pulled back and smiled. “You okay?”
I nodded. “Yeah. Just tired.”
“Dinner in an hour. You up for it?”
I forced the smile. “Of course.”
He stripped off his dress shirt, tossed it on the back of the chair, and went into the bathroom. I heard the water running. I heard him humming.
I stood slowly. My body ached. Inside and out. My robe was damp underneath. I peeled it off and walked back into the bathroom once he’d stepped into the shower. He didn’t look at me as I passed.
The mirror showed me everything.
Hair still frizzed from sweat and sex. The faint shadow of Dex’s fingerprints around my hips. A flush down my chest that hadn’t faded yet.
I touched the edge of the sink, tried to steady myself.
What was I now?
To Shawn, I was a wife, still. Barely. Barefoot in a hotel robe, pretending to have napped while his old friend railed me into a mattress that still stank of sex.
To Dex, I didn’t know. A fantasy? A weapon? A reward for growing into the man Shawn never saw coming?
My hands were shaking as I opened my makeup bag. I didn’t try to hide the damage. I just softened it. Dressed it up.
The dress I chose for dinner was short. Black. Tight. The kind of thing Shawn used to ask me to wear when he wanted to feel proud. The kind of thing Dex would fuck me in.
I wore it without panties.
Not as a message. Not even as a dare.
Just because I didn’t know which woman I was supposed to be anymore. In for a penny.
The restaurant was dim, full of murmurs and clinking glasses. Shawn sat to my right. Dex across from me.
Both of them smiled when the wine came. Both of them joked about old stories. Both of them leaned in when I laughed.
I played my role, or tried to. Crossed my legs. Touched my necklace when I spoke. Smiled.
But every time I met Dex’s gaze, I knew he could smell me.
Knew he could still feel me clenching around his cock. The earlier Dex I could say I was still teaching. But this Dex? I was the one taken to school. I had no idea who I was anymore.
The bread basket sat between them, untouched. They were talking about some old co-worker. Something from before I knew either of them. I heard names, cities, inside jokes I didn’t have the context for.
I nodded. Smiled. Let my fingers toy with the stem of my wineglass.
My thighs were still bare under the dress. Dex hadn’t looked directly at them once. Not since I sat down.
My stomach twisted every time his voice dropped into that relaxed, low tone he used after our sex.
Shawn laughed. “You remember that night in Vegas? Jesus.”
Dex grinned, biting into a roll. “Of course. You tried to bribe the bouncer with your shoes.”
Shawn looked at me and shook his head fondly. “You would’ve loved that weekend. Total chaos.”
I smiled again. I was good at that.
But inside, I was coiled so tight I could barely breathe.
They didn’t bring it up. Either of them. Not the hotel room. Not the way Dex had bent me over the desk. Not the sounds I’d made. Not the things I’d begged for.
The fact that they could sit here, relaxed, chatty, chewing and sipping, while I tried to keep my legs crossed just right so I wouldn’t think about how wet I still was.
I wasn’t supposed to feel this way. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go.
I’d agreed to an idea. A fantasy. A practice session, supervised by my husband.
But Dex grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head. And I hadn’t stopped him.
Shawn poured more wine for me. “You okay, babe?”
“Yeah,” I said too fast. “Just tired I guess.”
I could feel Dex watching me now. Not directly. Just tuned into me. He could probably hear the way my voice cracked.
I took a sip. Forced myself to eat something.
The salad tasted like nothing. The warmth between my thighs hadn’t faded. I was splitting open inside.
They both looked at me.
I froze, fork still halfway to my mouth, stomach clenching. My skin went cold under the heat of their eyes.
Dex wasn’t smiling. Shawn’s expression was unreadable. And I knew then, he could see it on me.
What I’d let happen. How far it really went.
My mouth opened. My throat ached. “Shawn,” I bean.
He blinked once. Then looked at Dex.
And both of them started laughing. Loud. Loose. Like they’d just landed a punchline I’d missed entirely.
I sat there, stunned. Heart thudding. Shawn wiped his eyes. “Oh my god. You should’ve seen your face.”
Dex leaned back, shaking his head. “You really thought . . . ?”
Shawn reached for my hand across the table. “Baby. I called him.”
I stared. “What?”
He nodded. “Two nights ago. I asked him to come. Told him the hotel. Told him to push you a little. See what happens.”
The table tilted under me. Or maybe it was the floor. The world?
Dex picked up his glass again, calm as ever. “I thought you’d back off. Honest. That’s what I figured. He said you might surprise me.”
Shawn beamed. “And you did.”
I couldn’t speak.
“I told him not to hold back,” Shawn went on. “Said if you responded, good. If you didn’t, no harm done. Just an old friend dropping by.”
My pulse roared in my ears.
Dex sipped his drink. “You didn’t hesitate.”
Shawn smiled at me like I’d passed some test. “You liked it, too.”
I couldn’t breathe. I wanted to scream at him. Laugh in his face. Cry into my hands.
But I did none of it. Because he wasn’t wrong.
They were both looking at me like it was all a big laugh.  I had no idea what that meant.
Shawn leaned in, elbows on the linen, voice low. “I didn’t expect it to feel like this, though. Imagining it. I thought it would get me off, sure. But it . . . I don’t know. It did something deeper.”
Dex nodded once, slow, leaning in now too. “Yeah. It’s not just the sex. It’s the way you let go. It’s so real.”
I was between them. My hands were still shaking on the napkin in my lap. “I wasn’t playing a role.”
“No,” Shawn said, glancing at me. “That’s what makes it so fucking intense.”
Dex’s eyes stayed on me too long. “And what did it do to you?”
I swallowed. My voice barely made it across the candlelight. “It opened me. I didn’t plan this,” I said, assuring Shawn.” But once it started, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to.”
Shawn exhaled hard through his nose. “That’s what turns me on.”
Dex’s jaw flexed. “You were wild. Like nothing I’ve ever had.”
“I didn’t know I could be like that,” I said. “But I think I needed it. I needed someone to overpower me. Not gently. Not sweetly. Just take me.” I squeezed my husband’s hand.
They both stared at me. Not blinking.
Shawn said, “I didn’t know I wanted to share you. But now I don’t think I ever really had all of you until tonight.”
Dex’s voice dropped even lower. “And now?”
Shawn nodded. “Now I do.”
I felt like my heart had split in two. And each part sat with one of them.
I whispered, “So what now?”
Dex reached for his drink again, not to sip but to feel the weight of it in his hand, like it steadied him. “I used to think this kind of thing was just about control. About pushing limits. But it’s not.  It’s about seeing someone drop the last of their self-consciousness. Watching someone you know become fully awake. You were like that. The second you started fighting back, trying to hold your ground, it became real. I haven’t had that with anyone. Not even close.” He looked at me, then at Shawn. “It changes a man.”
Shawn nodded, slow, and for the first time his face showed the weight of what he’d done; not regret, not shame, but the kind of awe you feel when something you imagined actually happens and turns out to be heavier than expected.
“When I first thought about it,” he said, “it was honestly just fantasy. Something to jack off to in the shower. I had no idea what it would feel like to watch it actually happen. I thought I’d be jealous. I thought I’d have to fake being okay with it. But when I saw your face, ” he turned to me, eyes locked. “I don’t think you’ve ever looked like that before. Not even with me. And that’s not a knock. It’s just, it woke something up in me. Like, that’s what it means to surrender.”
I shifted in my seat, the tightness between my thighs still faintly pulsing from what we’d done upstairs. My voice felt quieter than theirs, but steadier. “I always thought of myself as balanced. Responsible. Loyal. I didn’t know I had this other side either. But when it started, I felt more like myself than I ever have. Not just sexually. I mean, alive. I didn’t feel like someone’s wife. Or someone’s fantasy. I felt like me stripped down to whatever’s underneath all that. And the way you both looked at me,” I paused, fingertips brushing the rim of my water glass. “It made me feel seen.”
Dex tilted his head. “So what are you afraid of now?”
“I don’t know where I stand anymore,” I said. “With myself. With you. With him.” I looked at Shawn. “What does it make me? If I want this again? If I want more of it?”
Shawn exhaled slowly, then gave a small, half-smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “It makes you honest,” he said. “And maybe that’s what I really wanted to see. The real you, no matter what that turned out to be.”
Dex nodded. “Same.” He looked at Shawn, then back to me. “But now the question is, how far do we go?”
We didn’t say a word in the elevator. The mirrored walls caught all three of us. My shoulder against Shawn’s. Dex behind me, taller, quiet. I felt his chest rise as he adjusted his stance, close enough now that I could feel the warmth of his breath across the back of my neck. I didn’t look at either of them. I was still flushed from dinner.
Shawn reached across me and pressed the button for our floor, then rested his hand on the curve of my hip. I looked at him in the mirror, his face steady, watching me.
I turned slowly, deliberately, until I was facing Dex. He looked surprised at first, then his mouth curved into the kind of smile I remembered too well. My hand slid up his chest, fingers spread, feeling the muscle there. He didn’t speak. I leaned up and kissed him. Full. Deep. The kind of kiss that makes your knees feel off.
When I pulled away, I turned my head, not to look at Dex, but at Shawn who still held my hip.
His jaw moved slightly, but he didn’t flinch. His eyes were fixed on mine.
“Do you like that?” I said, soft, but not shy.
He didn’t answer right away. Just stepped forward until we were almost pressed against each other. His hand stayed on my hip. His other hand touched the small of my back, right over where Dex’s hand now rested too.
“Yeah,” he said. “I do.”
The elevator dinged. Dex’s hand lowered, and I felt his palm slide around the top of my thigh. Shawn didn’t move away.
I swallowed, my voice a little rough now. “I want you both upstairs. Right now.”
Shawn’s eyes darkened, but he didn’t say no. Didn’t pull me away. Just followed me out, one hand brushing the back of my skirt, Dex walking behind, close enough that his fingers skimmed the skin above my knee as we stepped out.
The hallway was quiet, carpeted thick, every step muffled. I unlocked the door with my keycard, pushed it open, and walked in without turning on the lights. The city glowed in through the window, just enough to make out shapes, movement. I heard them behind me, the soft closing of the door, the click of the lock sliding back in.
I walked toward the foot of the bed, dropped my purse onto the chair, and reached behind to unzip my dress. I didn’t look to see who was watching. I felt them though. The sound of my zipper filled the space. Then the shift of fabric off my shoulders. I let it fall, stepped out, and stood in just my bra and panties, stockings rolled to mid-thigh, heels still on.
A low exhale came from one of them. I didn’t know which. I didn’t care.
I turned and climbed onto the bed, knees first, arching my back as I crawled up the middle and stopped at the top, resting on my elbows, looking back.
They were both still standing there, frozen for half a second. Then Dex moved first, pulling his shirt off in one motion. Shawn didn’t hesitate after that. The two of them undressed. No second thoughts now.
Dex came to the side of the bed. Shawn knelt behind me, hands sliding up the backs of my thighs, gripping just under the edge of my panties, thumbs slipping beneath the fabric.
I gasped when Dex kissed me. Not just soft. Not teasing. A full, greedy kiss, hands in my hair, fingers curling until he had a fistful. Behind me, Shawn pulled my panties down in one slow, dragging motion, peeling them off inch by inch, pausing at my knees, then past my ankles.
Dex kissed down the side of my neck. I felt my bra loosen, Shawn unhooking it with one hand. Then both men’s hands were on me. One gripping my hip, the other sliding up my ribs. One teasing at the soft insides of my thighs. The other brushing over my nipple, circling it, waiting for it to peak beneath his palm before squeezing.
I arched into all of it. I moaned into Dex’s mouth. I twisted my hips into Shawn’s grip.
Dex's mouth was still on mine when Shawn's hands moved lower, just above the curve of my ass. I felt his thumbs press in, then slide out, firm against my hips. My breath caught. Dex paused the kiss to look at me, his face close, eyes darker than before. He didn’t say anything.
Shawn’s fingertips skimmed upward, just lightly tracing along my lower back, then back down. He was taking his time. Slower than I could stand.
I was face-down in the pillow now, my arms folded under me, my back arched, feeling the heat of both their bodies near me but not quite touching. My skin was already flushed, everywhere their hands had been felt warmer now, aching.
Dex shifted on the bed, one knee pressing into the mattress beside me. His palm brushed my shoulder, then down my spine, finger by finger, until his whole hand rested low across my back. He held me there. Not hard, just enough weight to make sure I stayed still.
Shawn moved between my legs. I could feel the air shift, cooler where I was exposed. Then his hands on my calves, sliding up, lifting my thighs just a little, spreading me further. My hips tipped. My breath stuttered out of me.
He didn’t touch me where I needed him to. Instead, his lips pressed to the back of one thigh, slow and deliberate. I shivered. His breath trailed after, warm against wet skin. His tongue followed, barely a trace of it, a whisper. Then a kiss higher up. Then one just a little higher. Then a pause.
Dex leaned in again, his chest against mine, his lips just under my ear. “Do you like that?” he asked, voice low and close.
I nodded into the pillow.
Shawn’s mouth reached the crease where my thigh met everything else. He didn’t go further. He kissed there and stopped. The tension was unbearable. I pushed my hips back toward him, involuntarily, needing it. Needing more than this.
Dex laughed, soft but deep, and kissed my cheek. “You want him to keep going?”
I swallowed hard. “Yes.”
“You want him to taste how worked up you are?”
“God, yes.”
Shawn’s fingers spread me open.
The first touch of his tongue made my whole body jerk.
It was too much. Too sudden.
I gripped the comforter in both hands and moaned into the mattress. Dex stayed above me, his weight steadying me, his hand curled around the back of my neck now, thumb tracing lazy circles just behind my ear.
Shawn took his time. Small flicks at first, slow and careful, exploring every reaction I gave him. One long lick, then nothing. A kiss, then breath. Every time I moved, he’d pull back, wait, then start again. It made my thighs tremble.
I turned my face to the side, cheek pressed to the pillow, my breath shallow. I could hear the wet sounds of Shawn’s mouth working between my legs, slow and steady, unhurried, dragging me deeper under with each pass of his tongue. His hands were firm on my thighs now, keeping me open. He wasn’t letting me close them, wasn’t letting me shift away, even as my whole lower body twitched with every stroke.
Dex stayed above me, his chest against my back, heavier now. His skin was damp. I could feel the shift of his weight each time I breathed, his thigh pressed along the outside of mine. His hand stayed on the nape of my neck, not holding me down, just resting there, steady, inescapable.
“I think she’s trying not to come,” he said, his mouth right beside my ear.
Shawn hummed his agreement into me. The vibration made my back arch involuntarily.
I let out a broken noise, something halfway between a gasp and a protest.
Dex laughed again, quiet, slow, dark. “She wants to hold out. She wants to make this last. But he’s not going to let her.”
Shawn responded by dragging the flat of his tongue in one long, thick stroke, and I cried out, grabbing a fistful of the blanket.
I wasn’t going to last. I knew it.
My hips jerked and his grip tightened, locking me in place. Every kiss he laid now was more purposeful, more confident, circling the spot over and over, tongue flicking then flattening, lips closing in around me like he owned it. Like he knew exactly how close I was and wasn’t planning on letting me come until he decided I could.
I started to beg, not with words, I didn’t trust my voice, but with the way I moved, the way I whimpered into the sheets.
Dex’s other hand slid under my chest, pulling me slightly up off the mattress. My back arched more. My body curved into both of theirs, caught between them.
“I want to feel it when she does,” Dex whispered. “I want to feel everything tighten all the way through her.”
Shawn didn’t stop. Didn’t ease off. He knew I was going over. He kept his pace, and I shattered.
It was deep and full and pulled out of me without mercy, like he’d reached inside and taken something. I trembled violently. My legs gave out. I moaned again and again, into the bed, into Dex’s shoulder, into the heat around me.
They didn’t let go. Shawn kept licking through it. Dex kept holding me up. They just rode me down slow and hard, like they wanted every second of it to last.
Dex moved first. He shifted off me, but his hands didn’t leave. One slid down my side, dragging along sweat-slippery skin, fingertips pressing in at my waist. I felt the heat of him behind me, the hard weight of his cock now resting against the back of my thigh. He was breathing harder now, less composed than before.
“Get on top of me,” he said. “Your husband wants to see what you look like when you ride someone else.”
My legs were weak, trembling, but I nodded and moved. Shawn was already lying back, cock thick, glistening with need. His arms were stretched behind his head, muscles tight, eyes locked on mine. There was no anger. No jealousy. Only hunger.
I crawled over Dex, straddling his hips. His hands came to my waist, helping guide me. I took him in one long, slow motion, my body still twitching from the orgasm they’d pulled out of me, every nerve edge-worn.
I moaned low as he filled me, every inch a reminder of what we were doing, of what I’d become. His hands tightened on me. He groaned deep in his chest, and I started moving.
I rolled my hips in slow, grinding circles, watching his face change as I took my time. His head tipped back. His fingers dug into my thighs. He looked up at me like he was watching something sacred, something forbidden and perfect.
Then Shawn came behind me. I felt his hands first, sliding along my ass, parting me wider, his thumbs pressing firm into the curves of my hips. He leaned in, chest brushing my back, his cock riding the crease between my cheeks.
“Keep fucking him,” he said, voice dark, steady. “Don’t stop.”
I didn’t.
I kept grinding down onto Dex’s cock, slow and steady, while Shawn reached forward, cupped my breasts in both hands, thumbs circling my nipples until they were glossy and hard again. His mouth found the back of my neck, biting gently, sucking heat into my skin.
Then he shifted lower, one hand guiding himself, the other spreading me open even more. I felt the thick pressure of his cock pressing where I’d never been taken, not by him, not by anyone.
Dex looked up, saw it. His mouth opened, breath caught. I froze for a moment.
Shawn didn’t push in. Not yet. He just stayed there, cock pressed between my cheeks, teasing, waiting.
“Tell me you want it,” he said, breath hot against my shoulder.
I trembled.
“I want it.”
“You want both of us.”
I nodded, breath breaking. “Yes.”
Dex finally pulled back, his breath hot against the backs of my thighs as he sat up. I was still limp beneath Shawn, hips sagging, body too spent to hide anything. My skin was soaked, streaked with sweat and saliva, trembling under every new shift in weight.
Shawn slid his hand from my chest to my waist and lifted me. Not roughly, just enough to drag me upward by the hips. He angled me up to kneel again, then reached between my legs. His fingers found the wetness Dex had left behind, spreading it, testing it, smearing it across my swollen folds.
“She’s ready,” he said, voice dark now, stripped of the earlier teasing.
Behind me, I felt the thick press of him line up, the head of his cock sliding against the mess of dew and heat still leaking from me. He let it sit there. Not moving. Just letting me feel the size of him again. Waiting for him.
I reached back and braced on his thigh. “Do it.”
He pushed in slowly, groaning as the first few inches disappeared. I gasped and tried to hold my breath, but the stretch caught me off guard. I was still tender, still wide open from what Dex had done to me, and Shawn filled every part of me in a different way, harder, thicker, grinding low. A different way into me.
Dex lay beside me now, one arm draped across the bed, the other reaching for my face. He touched my jaw, my lips, then my breast, gently circling the nipple with the back of his knuckle as I was taken from behind.
I couldn’t speak. My breath came out in small, broken gasps. Shawn pulled back and slid in again, deeper this time, the rhythm starting to build, long, dragging strokes that had me gripping the sheets with both hands now, arching into each thrust.
His fingers dug into my hips. His pelvis slapped my ass in steady, wet claps that echoed off the hotel walls. I opened wider, legs straining, back bent hard, hair hanging into my face. It hurt fiercely. We’d never done anal before.
Dex leaned in, kissed my cheek. “You want more?”
I nodded, unable to say anything else.
Shawn grabbed my arms, pulled them behind me, crossed my wrists and held them there with one hand. I fell forward, shoulders pressing into the mattress, ass high, wrists pinned tight between us as he fucked me in the  ass harder, faster, deeper now, driving me toward another edge I hadn’t even seen coming.
Dex watched every second, one on his own cock, stroking slowly. He slid under me and I came down on him. I felt everything, every man, every inch, every gasp. The fullness was unreal.
Shawn let out a long breath and slowed his thrusts, grinding into me now, deep and deliberate. His grip loosened on my waist, but I didn’t move. I stayed bent, skin flushed, chest heaving against the sheets. Dex fucked me from beneath, ricocheting my body between them.
I let my knees slide apart even more and pressed my ass back into Shawn. He groaned, took a handful of my hair, and pulled me upright. I gasped as he sat back on his heels, dragging me into his lap, still inside me, still holding me open. I sat there, trembling in his grip, both cocks twitching deep in my body, thick and pulsing.
Dex buried his face in my neck and bit down hard as his body tensed. I felt him throb inside me, the heat of it spreading, thick and final. He held me still while he finished, no words, just the ragged sound of his breath and the weight of everything we’d just done pressing down into the silence.
When he pulled out, it was slow. Nothing hurried. My thighs were shaking. Then my husband erupted into my ass and I was wasted, done.
The sky outside the windshield had turned that soft grey-blue that comes just before dusk. I leaned my head against the passenger window, my bare thighs pressed together.
Shawn was grinning, the kind of grin he couldn’t hide even if he wanted to. His knuckles drummed lightly on the wheel. He glanced at me again, shook his head, and gave a low, breathy laugh.
“You’re really not gonna say anything?” he said.
I turned toward him, lips pulled tight in an embarrassed smirk. “I don’t know what to say.”
He shook his head again, eyes back on the road. “You don’t have to I guess. I was there, remember?”
I let out a short laugh. It sounded strange in my throat, half nerves, half leftover moan. “God.”
We both went quiet. Then he reached over and slid his hand up my thigh, fingers warm and easy. His palm cupped between my legs and I flinched a little, still sensitive, still damp.
He exhaled again, this time slower. “Jesus. You’re still vibrating. ”
“I know,” I whispered. “I know.”
We were both quiet again. His fingers stayed there, resting. Not moving. Just touching me. Reclaiming me?
“I didn’t know it would feel like that,” I said finally. “I thought I’d feel, worse, maybe. More ashamed. Hurting.”
He looked over. “But you don’t?”
I shook my head. “I mean, I do. But I also, ” I trailed off. The words weren’t coming easily.
He watched the road. His smile had faded a little, not gone, just quieter.
“I liked watching you like that,” he said. “Not just what you were doing. How you were.”
“How I was?”
“You just lost yourself in it. It was kind of beautiful.”
I looked out the window again. “It was kind of insane.”
He laughed. “Yeah. That too.”
Another pause.
“I kept thinking,” he said slowly, “what does this make us?”
I didn’t answer. My fingers touched the edge of the coat draped over me. My body was still humming with memory.
“You still love me, right?” he said.
I looked over, met his eyes. “I think I love you more.”
He pulled off the main road and into the quieter stretch of our neighborhood, the kind with old trees that arched over the street like something protective. We didn’t talk for a minute. Just the sound of the tires on pavement and that low hum between us, still charged, still complicated.
“I feel like we just broke through something,” I said.
He glanced over and nodded, one hand on the wheel, the other resting between us. “I used to think good marriages were supposed to be predictable. Stable. A little boring.”
“They probably are,” I laughed.
“Yeah, but maybe that’s not enough.” He looked over. “Maybe the truth is, we’ve been lying about what we really want. Not just to each other, but to ourselves.”
I swallowed. My cheeks felt hot again, not from arousal this time, but from the slow, dawning shame of how far I’d gone. And how much I liked it. I didn’t want to say that out loud. But I didn’t want to deny it either.
“When you first said you wanted me to do this,” I said, “I thought you meant something light. Flirty. Like a game.”
He didn’t respond. Just waited.
“But that wasn’t what you meant, was it?” I asked. “Not really.”
“No,” he said. “Not once I saw how far it could go. How you wanted it to.”
I gave him a look. “Was I that obvious?”
“You didn’t stop.”
“Neither did you.”
He smiled faintly. “Yeah.”
We pulled into the driveway. The engine ticked as it cooled. Porch light hadn’t come on yet.
“I still feel like I cheated,” I said.
He looked at me, calm. “Do you think I made you do it?”
“No.” I shook my head. “Joint decision.”
He reached over, touched my wrist. “There’s a difference between being bad and being honest. You weren’t trying to hurt me.”
I looked down at his fingers.
“You were trying to feel something,” he said. “And I was too.”
I took a breath, slow. “But normal people don’t do this.”
“Maybe that’s why normal people lie to each other.”
We sat in silence. The porch light flicked on. A dog barked down the street.
“You still want me?” I asked, quieter now. “After you saw me like that?”
His grip on my wrist tightened slightly. “I’ve never wanted you more.”
He gave me that look, sharp, hungry, boyish, and I cracked. We both started snickering at the same time, laughing from somewhere deep and nervous, trying not to draw attention even though no one was watching. I covered my mouth and shook my head. “We’re insane.”
He leaned in and whispered, “Get inside. Right now.”
We were half-sprinting up the walk, stumbling a little as he unlocked the door. I laughed too loud, couldn’t stop it, felt it shake in my chest and down between my legs. I still had Dex’s smell on me. I still had the taste of him on my mouth. Shawn knew that. We both knew it. That was what made this so breathless and ridiculous.
The door banged shut behind us. I tossed my bag down. He slammed me against the wall before I’d even turned around, arms all over me, mouth crashing against mine. I squealed into him, grabbing the back of his shirt like I needed it to hold me upright. My skirt was bunched already, and I felt him, hard, full, impatient, grinding through his jeans against me.
“Don’t even take them off,” I whispered, already reaching under.
He hissed and shoved his hand up between my thighs. I was soaked. Glazed from what I hadn’t cleaned away. From what I couldn’t. He dragged his fingers through it and held them up in front of my face.
“Jesus, Lindsay.”
I kissed his fingers and opened my legs wider. “Fuck me hard baby!” I cried.
The living room lamp was still off. I felt the coolness of the floor against the backs of my thighs as he lowered me onto the rug, half-dragging me down with him, both of us laughing, then gasping. He yanked his pants just far enough down. My shirt was still on. Everything felt fast and dirty and unreal.
I reached between us and guided him in, arching as I did, both of us freezing for a second as I took him. My nails gripped his back. His face twisted. He didn’t ask who I was thinking of.
He didn’t need to.
He drove into me hard and deep and full, and I wrapped around him like I’d never get enough, like I wanted to absorb every part of the man who told me I could go do the worst thing imaginable and then come home and give it back to him.
The rug scratched my shoulder. A lamp wobbled on the side table. We stayed right there on the floor, eyes locked, breath ragged, not stopping until he came with a loud, broken sound I’d never heard from him before. I held him tight and didn’t say a word.
In bed, the house still, just the hum of the fridge down the hall and the soft rustle of sheets as I turned on my side, phone in hand, propped on one elbow. Shawn lay next to me, one arm folded behind his head, the other scrolling through something on his tablet. His glasses were slightly askew. He never remembered to clean them, and his legs stretched toward the bottom corner of the bed like always. The covers were bunched low across our hips, warm where our skin touched, cool where they didn’t.
The light from the screen lit up his face in pale blue flashes. Mine did the same. We hadn’t spoken in ten minutes, maybe longer, and it wasn’t awkward. It was comfortable. A weird kind of peace after everything. My body still ached faintly, in the best way. The scent of him, and of us, lingered under the cotton sheets. I let my bare foot find his calf under the covers. He didn’t move, just smiled faintly, thumb tapping the screen.
“You looking up that weird whiskey again?” I asked, brushing a few stray hairs back off my face.
“Hmm?” He blinked slowly. “No. Fantasy football. Gary’s bragging again.”
“Tell him I hope his quarterback gets benched.”
He grunted, amused. I turned back to my phone, aimlessly scrolling, pretending to read something on an app. What I was really doing was replaying everything in my head. The hotel room. The elevator. Dinner. The drive home. This entire shift. And the way his hand was now lazily resting on my thigh, absentminded but possessive, it was like punctuation.
We were into something new now. Still us, but changed.
I glanced over. His mouth twitched, eyes fixed on the screen. I could see the hint of his dimples from here. I loved that his face looked relaxed again. He’d been tense for so long, I hadn’t realized how different it felt to be next to him when he wasn’t weighed down. He shifted slightly, rolled onto his side toward me. His hand drifted further up my thigh, pausing just shy of where things could start again. But it wasn’t an invitation. Just connection.
I set my phone down on the nightstand and exhaled softly, pressing my cheek into the pillow. “So…” I said slowly.
He looked over.
I gave him a lazy smile. “Any other old college friends needing their confidence built up?”
He blinked once. Then burst out laughing.
The kind of laugh that hit full-bodied and surprised both of us, it was so hard. He rolled onto his back, rubbing his face, then tugged me toward him until I was draped over his chest. I laughed too, muffling it against his skin. The tension I hadn’t realized I was holding eased out of my shoulders. His hand slid up to the back of my neck and stayed there, warm and steady.
“That depends,” he said, voice low. “Who you have in mind?”
“Gary still bragging?” I said, and we both began laughing out loud all over again. “I’m not exactly joking,” I whispered in his ear, just as I pushed myself down on his cock. 
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The lodge was nicer than I expected. Low timber ceilings, polished floors, big windows that looked out onto nothing but pines. The woman at the desk gave us our keycards and mentioned something about wine at six. I nodded like I was listening.
The hallway smelled like cedar. Our room was near the end, past a set of double doors that probably led to the conference space. My husband walked ahead, rolling the suitcases. I followed, one hand lightly touching the wall as I walked.
Inside, the room was cool. King bed. A loveseat by the window. Small kitchenette. Neutral tones everywhere. He set the bag down by the dresser and tossed his keys on the counter.
I took off my shoes, toes curling against the thick rug. “Want to walk the grounds before it gets dark?”
He sat on the edge of the bed. “You hungry yet?”
“Not really.”
I opened the suitcase, found the swimsuit, and held it up. “You think we’ll use the hot tub tonight?”
He looked at it, then away. “Could be good after the long drive.”
I turned away and slid my dress off over my head, slow, one arm at a time. I stepped out of it and reached for the black suit. His eyes were on the back of my legs. I could feel it.
The fabric was tight. My breasts pushed up high. I adjusted the straps and turned.
He was still sitting there, not even pretending not to look. His hands rested on his thighs. His jaw worked like he wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words.
I walked to the window. Pulled the curtain slightly. “We’ve got a decent view.”
He stood and walked over behind me. Close, but not touching. “You want to go now?”
I nodded, still looking out. “Yeah.”
I grabbed a towel. He locked the door behind us.
The hot tub was half full. A man in his sixties reading a paperback, a woman beside him with her head tilted back and her eyes closed.
We walked past them to the far end. He stepped in first. I followed.
The water was too hot at first. I eased in slowly, thighs tingling, the suit clinging tighter as I sat on the edge of the bench.
He sat across from me. His foot brushed mine under the water. Bubbles rose between us. The jets were loud, but not enough to cover the sound of the other couple shifting, the soft splash of water as they got out and wrapped in towels. The man nodded once. The woman didn’t look at all.
We were alone now.
I slid lower on the bench, arms resting on the edge behind me. The water lapped just under my breasts. I adjusted the strap, glanced at him. He was staring just past me, but his mouth was set like he was on the verge of announcing something. He reached up, ran a hand through his hair, then let it drop back into the water.
“You know if you’re doing dinner with the team tomorrow?” I asked.
He shifted his shoulders. “Not sure. Depends.”
I watched a bubble rise near his arm and pop. “They said something about barbecue.”
“Yeah. That was in the email.”
The water moved between us. His foot touched my ankle again. This time he didn’t pull it back. I let my legs drift apart a little. The suit was riding high now. I knew he could see it through the water.
He rubbed the back of his neck. “I might have to sit in on the morning breakout.”
“That’s fine,” I said. “I’ll bring my book.”
His eyes dropped to my chest, just once. “You bring the green one?”
I shook my head. “Other one. The one I was already halfway through.”
He nodded, then leaned forward slightly, elbows on his knees. The distance closed.
His hand dipped under the surface again, fingers absently skimming the bubbles. They found my knee. Rested there.
His fingers slid up an inch. The heat in the water made it hard to tell where the ache started, my skin or somewhere deeper.
He said nothing. Just rubbed once with his thumb, slowly.
“You want to stay here an extra night?” I asked.
His hand didn’t stop moving. “Could.”
“I could call in Monday.”
“We’ll see how the weekend goes.”
My eyes drifted closed.
I could hear the soft ripple of water each time he moved his hand. His fingers traced the inside of my thigh now, slow, almost idly, like he was passing the time. But my body had already started reacting. My hips angled slightly, the heat in my chest spread lower.
I let my head fall back against the tile. The wet edge was cold against my neck. My breathing had deepened.
His fingers reached the edge of the suit, lingered there, grazing over where the fabric met skin, teasing the edge over and over, as if pretending not to know what was beneath it.
I swallowed. My legs opened further.
I kept my voice casual, light, but low. “You know,” I said, “I’ve been wondering if you’re just waiting to suggest someone else.”
His hand didn’t stop.
I opened my eyes slowly. He was watching me.
I gave a faint smile. “Like, I did the thing. I passed the test. Maybe now you want to watch again. With a different man. New project.”
His jaw twitched once.
“Not funny?” I asked, tilting my head slightly and I pouted my lips sadly.
His hand slid under the suit. No pause. No warning.
Two fingers pressed against me, slow and firm. My breath caught hard.
He leaned forward slightly. “You think I’d share you with just anyone?”
I exhaled, sharp. “Maybe you liked it too much with Dex, what he did to me. Maybe now you want more.”
He rubbed in slow circles, unhurried, deep. “Maybe you’re the one who wants more.”
My head tipped back. My throat exposed. I felt the fabric stretch as he moved his fingers deeper, dragging dew upward. I bit the inside of my cheek.
“You’re wet,” he said, voice quiet.
“No kidding.”
His thumb found the spot. Pressed. My hips jerked once, reflexive. He didn’t let up.
I breathed harder now. I felt the muscles in my legs tighten. His hand was solid, steady, exactly right.
“Say it,” he said.
I blinked at him. “Say what?”
“That you want another man.”
His kiss deepened as his fingers pushed inside me. I opened wider without thinking, knees drifting apart in the hot water, the fabric of the suit stretched tight around his wrist. The angle wasn’t perfect, but it didn’t matter. I was already gone.
He kissed me harder, his hand moving steady between my thighs, the sound of it subtle but unmistakable in the still water. My hands gripped the edge of the tub. My nails pressed into the grout.
He pulled his mouth from mine just enough to breathe. His forehead touched mine. His fingers curled inside me. My hips lifted.
The muscles in my stomach clenched. I bit my lip, eyes fluttering. He kept going, never rushing, never letting up. I blinked at him, my lips parted, breath stuttering.
My thighs tensed. My whole body locked up. My legs shook under the water. I gasped, then clamped my hand over my mouth to stop the sound.
His fingers stayed inside me as I clenched around his fingers. He held them there, tight, slow, letting me ride it out while my eyes rolled and my chest lifted high out of the water. He watched the whole thing like it was a show for him.
I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t.
He finally pulled his hand back, fingers soaked. The water around us moved in slow ripples. I leaned forward, resting my arms on the edge, forehead against my wrist, panting.
He kissed the back of my neck.
“I didn’t think I was that sensitive,” I whispered.
“I guess you are.”
I nodded faintly. “Apparently.”
Then I said, without looking at him, “You think anyone saw?”
He leaned back, arms spread along the edge of the tub again, casual now. “If they did, they’ll be talking about it for weeks.”
I laughed once, breathless. “You’re terrible.”
“You started it.”
“Liar.”
We were both quiet again. The jets kicked back on, masking everything. The bubbles churned back to life.
He nudged my leg with his under the water. “We should rinse off before dinner.”
I sat up straighter. “That means walking through the lobby like this.”
“You’ll survive.”
I looked at him, eyes narrow. “I don’t have a cover-up.”
He smiled. “No one’s going to notice.”
“They’ll notice.”
I wrung the water from my hair, squeezing it down my back as I stepped onto the tile. I picked up the towel and turned slowly as I dried my chest, just enough to see his eyes track the motion.
“You know,” I said, voice light, “you’re going to be pretty tied up tomorrow with all that breakout stuff.”
He raised an eyebrow. “So?”
I shrugged, towel sliding down my side. “Just thinking. Lot of free time. Big resort. Friendly staff.”
His jaw shifted.
I smiled. “Maybe I’ll make a new friend.”
He didn’t say anything. Just stood up, water pouring off him in sheets. His swim trunks clung, low and heavy. He stepped out slowly, grabbed his own towel, and wiped his face once.
“You trying to start something again?” he asked, voice level.
I tilted my head, lips twitching. “Not trying.”
He moved closer. “That what we’re doing now? Just dropping hints?”
“I’m just saying,” I said, wrapping the towel loosely around my hips, “you’re not the only one who gets noticed.”
He stopped in front of me, water dripping down his chest. “You want to be noticed?”
I looked up at him. “Sometimes.”
His hand slid around my waist. He pulled me in until our hips touched. I could feel how hard he was through the towel. The heat came back fast between my legs.
“Who are you thinking of?” he asked.
I blinked up at him. “I don’t know. Who would drive you crazy?”
His hand tightened on my lower back. “You trying to get a reaction?”
“Am I getting one?”
He dipped his head close to mine. His breath hit my cheek.
I kissed the edge of his jaw, slow and soft. “That’s all I want.”
His grip stayed firm. His cock was stiff against the towel, pressed right against my belly now.
“You’re playing with fire,” he said.
“Maybe,” I murmured, brushing my lips along his neck. “Or maybe I’m just bored.”
He laughed once, low. “You’re not bored.”
I kissed his chest. “No. But it’s fun to watch you pretend you don’t care.”
He caught my chin. Tilted my face up.
“I care,” he said.
I nodded slowly. “Okay.”
We stood there like that, his hand on my jaw, my towel starting to slip.
Then he let go. Stepped back.
“Go shower,” he said. “Rinse off all that chlorine.”
I raised an eyebrow. “You coming with?”
The shower in the room was narrow. I stood under it, letting the hot water hit my shoulders. My suit peeled off slowly, tight and damp, dragging across my skin. I dropped it outside the curtain and braced both hands against the tiled wall, head lowered.
I tried not to think. But that never worked.
He liked it. That was the part I couldn’t stop circling back to. Not just that he allowed it. He wanted it. The way he looked at me when I told him about Dex. The way his breath had changed, the way he’d reached for me after. There was no jealousy in him. Or maybe there was, but it was fused to arousal in a way I didn’t understand.
And now this: I teased him about another man, but did he say no clearly?
I rinsed slow, watching the water spiral down between my feet. My thighs were still sore. The ache lingered in a way that felt good.
Was it control? Was it letting go of control? Watching me slip away from him, just far enough, just long enough, that he had to imagine things he didn’t get to see, before he yanked the leash and brought me back?
I turned and let the water hit my chest, running down over my breasts, between my legs. My body responded to the memory again without asking me. The way Dex had watched from the mirror. The sound of my voice. My husband’s eyes on me while I told him what happened.
I bit the inside of my cheek.
Was it about trust? Or power? Or was it something older than either of those, something primal and strange, something that made a man want to offer his wife up just to watch what she became when so offered?
And what did it make me, that I hadn’t hesitated?
I reached down and rubbed the soap slowly over my thighs. My hand shook slightly. But not from the heat of the water.
He didn’t get off on humiliation. That wasn’t what this was. He looked at me like I was more his, not less, after. Like the more I gave away, the more he believed it returned to him somehow.
Maybe it was the contrast. Me polite and sharp in public, quiet at dinner parties, then bent over a hotel room desk, gasping someone else’s name.
I tilted my head back and rinsed.
He hadn’t stopped me. He’d never even looked uncertain.
It was like he was watching some plan unfold. Something he’d pictured long before I ever said yes.
He was buttoning his shirt when I stepped out of the bathroom, towel wrapped under my arms, hair still damp at the ends. He’d already shaved, tied his shoes, laid his lanyard out on the table beside his badge. The hotel-branded notepad had his messy handwriting scribbled across it.
“You’re very official this morning,” I said, walking past him toward the dresser.
He glanced up, smirked. “Trying to look like I know what I’m talking about.”
I bent to open the suitcase. The towel tugged across my thighs. His eyes flicked down.
“You know,” I said, not looking at him, “if you’re going to leave me unsupervised.”
He slid his belt through the loops. “I trust you.”
I pulled a black pair of panties from the suitcase and stepped into them. “That’s not an answer.”
He watched me as I straightened. “You saying I should be worried?”
I hooked my bra and reached for the gray ribbed dress I’d packed last-minute. “Not unless you think someone else might try to build my confidence again.”
He laughed quietly. “Is that what we’re calling it now?”
I pulled the dress over my head and let it settle over my hips. “Well. It worked.”
He stepped closer, fixing the buttons at his wrist. “Maybe it worked a little too well.”
I turned, brushing past him to grab a hair tie from the counter. “Maybe you liked that part.”
His hand caught my hip as I passed. “Maybe you liked it more.”
I stopped in front of the mirror and looked at him in the reflection. “Did I?”
He raised an eyebrow. “You were glowing for two days.”
I twisted my hair up, tied it back. “You say that like it was a bad thing.”
He leaned against the dresser. “I didn’t say that.”
I turned slowly to face him, crossing my arms. “You really think I’d do it again?”
His smile was slow. “It depends.”
I smiled. “You’re dangerous.”
He stepped in, kissed the side of my neck. “You’re the one I have to watch.”
I felt the goosebumps rise under my skin. He felt them too.
“I have to go,” he said, pulling back. “You’ll be good?”
I nodded once. “Mostly.”
He grabbed his lanyard, slung it around his neck, then gave me one last look before heading out. The door clicked behind him.
I stood there in the quiet room, alone now, warm from where he’d touched me. I sat down slowly on the edge of the bed. Crossed my legs. Uncrossed them. Checked my phone.
The hotel café was quiet. Mid-afternoon lull. A few scattered laptops, some suits in pairs, and the faint tap of heels somewhere behind the partition wall. I got in line behind one guy, about ten years older than me, hard to say. Short brown hair, shirt sleeves rolled up to his elbows, clean jawline with just a hint of stubble, no ring on his left hand.
He glanced over his shoulder when I stepped in behind him. Quick look, eyes sharp but easy. Then back to the pastries like he was debating whether one was worth the calories.
“They really don’t change this menu one place to another, do they?” I said, just to say something.
He smiled sideways. “And somehow the muffins are still worse than they look.”
I laughed. “You’ve been here before?”
“Three years in a row. Conference hell.” He stepped forward. “You?”
“First time. My husband’s the one conferencing. I’m just observing.”
His brow lifted. “That sounds intriguing.”
“I meant observing how long I can sit still without spending too much money.”
He chuckled now. “Dangerous game in a place like this.”
We both reached for the napkins at the same time. His fingers brushed mine. Warm, firm. Neither of us pulled away quickly, either. I met his eyes. He held my gaze longer.
Was it really going to be this easy?
“I’m Aaron, by the way,” he said.
“Lindsay.”
“Pleasure, Lindsay.”
The barista called for the next order. He stepped up, ordered black coffee, nothing else. He waited beside me while I ordered mine.
“You here all the way through Friday?” he asked, voice low.
“Yeah. You?”
He nodded. “Same. Staying upstairs?”
I blinked, feeling heat crawl up my neck. “Yeah.”
He handed me my coffee when it came. I hadn’t realized I’d stepped back.
“Thanks.”
“See you around then?” he said.
“Maybe, never know.”
He gave a nod, shot a finger gun, turned, and walked toward the back patio.
I sat down by the window, trying to act normal, but my fingers curled tighter around the cup. I crossed my legs even tighter. I took my phone out and opened a new text thread to Shawn.
Me: Okay so may be I found him.
I watched the screen. Sipped slowly. My heart was going faster than a buzzsaw.
A minute passed.
Shawn: That was fast. Don’t wait for me.
I smiled. Bit my lip and glanced up toward the patio.
He was still there, just looking off.
I stirred my coffee with the little wooden stick, suddenly aware of how far my shirt dipped when I leaned forward.
My fingers hovered over the screen again. I wasn’t sure what I wanted to say next, but the buzz of it, of him watching, of Shawn’s stupid emoji reply, kept me warm in a way the coffee couldn’t.
Me: He’s drinking it black. That’s gotta be a red flag.
Shawn replied fast.
Shawn: Or a green light.
I rolled my eyes and smiled at the same time. I typed back.
Me: You’re impossible.
He sent a thumbs-up. Then, a second later:
Shawn: Go sit with him. Be polite.
I stared at the words.
Me: That’s not polite. That’s weird wife behavior.
Shawn: Exactly. Just say hi. It’s research.
I glanced out toward the patio. Aaron was still there, scrolling his phone one-handed, the other arm resting along the back of the chair beside him. His posture was easy, open. Like he had time.
Me: You’re seriously encouraging this?
Shawn: You said you found the guy. Go find out.
I felt my pulse in my neck.
Me: Okay. But if he’s boring, I’m blaming you.
Shawn: Fair. Ask about his muffin trauma.
I laughed under my breath. I took one last sip of my coffee, then stood. My thighs brushed the seat as I pushed back. I smoothed the hem of my dress, adjusted the strap on my shoulder. I checked my reflection in the dark window.
I slid my phone into my purse and stepped toward the door to the patio.
He looked up before I even got there.
“Mind if I join you?” I asked.
His smile was slow but it was certain. “I was hoping you would.”
I took the seat next to him, setting my drink down beside his. He angled his body toward me, his elbow still casually draped over the back of my chair.
“Lindsay, right?”
I nodded. “Aaron.”
He gave a mock salute with his cup. “So what exactly are you observing?”
I shrugged, crossing my legs. “So far, mostly bad posture and overpriced coffee.”
“Add brutal small talk to that list.”
“I don’t know. You seem to be holding up your end.”
He smiled again. “I’m trying.”
I leaned back slightly, just enough that the space between us narrowed. “So, cybersecurity?”
He chuckled. “Sexy, I know.”
I tilted my head. “Dangerous man.”
“I’ve been called worse.”
His eyes moved over my face, then lingered a beat too long on the line of my collarbone.
I felt the tip of my tongue touch the inside of my cheek, trying not to smile too much.
My phone buzzed in my purse.
I reached slowly inside, thumbed the side button to light up the screen.
Shawn: You sit next to him yet or still observing from afar?
I smirked and typed:
Me: Sitting. Asked him about his muffin trauma. He opened up fast.
Shawn replied with a winking emoji. Then:
Shawn: So proud of your investigative journalism.
I tipped my phone just enough to block the screen from Aaron’s line of sight.
Me: He keeps looking at my legs when he thinks I’m not paying attention.
Shawn: Maybe he just likes your dress. You did wear the blue one, didn’t you?
I looked down at the hem again, the way it barely skimmed the top of my thigh. The patio breeze had cooled a little. My skin was still warm underneath.
I glanced at Aaron. “So,” I said, “you ever get in trouble with your IT clients?”
He raised an eyebrow. “Not if I do my job right.”
I nodded slowly. “But I mean, ever bend the rules?”
He smiled at that, turned his cup slightly on the table. “Sometimes people want the rules bent.”
“Good answer.”
My phone buzzed again.
Shawn: You’re enjoying this.
Me: I’m blaming you.
He replied with a single line:
Shawn: As you should.
Aaron leaned a little closer. “Who are you here with?”
I hesitated. “ust along for the ride. My husband’s the important one.”
He looked at me a second, something flickering in his eyes. “Ah.”
I sipped my drink. My pulse was steady, but I could feel the way I was crossing and uncrossing my legs.
I typed again:
Me: He knows I’m married.
Shawn: And?
Me: I don’t think he cares.
I never would’ve never thought this was possible. Not before Dex.
I could feel that strange disorientation from the hotel, the way the world rearranged itself in the hours after. Shawn hadn’t blamed me. He hadn’t punished me. He’d joined me. Embraced it. Asked me questions. Fucked me like he wanted to prove something to both of us.
This moment now, on a sunny café patio with another man, texting my husband from the edge of something new, it didn’t feel like a betrayal. It felt like we’d already crossed some line. This was just following where it logically lead to.
Aaron leaned in. “You keep smirking at your phone.”
I looked at him, eyes half-lidded. “Just someone egging me on.”
“Sounds dangerous.”
“Maybe a little.”
He tilted his head. “Are you?”
I smiled. “Not usually.”
I leaned forward slightly, just enough for the neckline of my dress to shift. I caught Aaron noticing. He didn’t hide it this time. His eyes dropped, then flicked up, meeting mine with a polite, too-late smile.
I picked up my phone again.
Me: Okay. He’s definitely looking now.
Want me to give him something else to think about?
I waited. The three dots popped up. Then vanished. Then came back.
Shawn: Your call.
That was it. No laugh. No emoji. No wink. Just those two words. My call.
My pulse kicked harder. I stared at the screen, rereading the message three times. Then I locked it and slid the phone back into my bag.
“I’m going to get another coffee,” I said casually. “You want anything?”
Aaron smiled. “I’m good.”
I stood. My chair scraped back a little. I smoothed my dress, adjusted the hem. On the way past him, I let my hand rest lightly on his shoulder for half a second, just enough to feel the shift in his posture.
Inside, I ordered another iced latte, even though I didn’t want one. I needed the minute. I needed the space. My breath was tight in my chest, but not from nerves.
I checked my phone again. Nothing new from Shawn.
I typed:
Me: He just asked where I’m from. I told him here for my husband’s meetings.
I sipped my drink. My stomach fluttered.
Me: He asked if I get bored.
Shawn finally replied.
Shawn: Do you?
I didn’t answer. I walked back to the patio and returned to the seat beside Aaron, this time sitting a little closer. My leg brushed his under the table. He didn’t pull away.
“So,” he said, turning slightly toward me. “What’s your husband do?”
I took a long sip. “He’s in consulting. Lots of clients, lots of travel. This week’s mostly seminars.”
He nodded slowly. “And you just hang out?”
“Something like that.” I paused. “I like people-watching.”
“I’d guessed that.”
I crossed my legs again. This time, I let my heel slip partway out of my sandal. “So,” I said, “what’s your situation?” My foot brushed his shin, pressed on it.
Aaron hesitated. “Divorced. Two years. One kid. Shared custody. It’s amicable.”
I nodded. “Must be nice.”
He laughed softly. “Define nice.”
I smiled and let my eyes linger on his face longer than necessary. “Well. You’re sitting here talking about it.”
I reached into my bag and pulled out my phone again. No new messages.
I typed:
Me: He’s divorced. Seems stable. Smart. Tall. Thoughtful.
Me: Kinda hot, actually.
I watched the screen. No reply.
I locked the phone and looked at Aaron.
“I should probably get going,” I said lightly.
He nodded, but didn’t shift. “Sure. Unless…”
I tilted my head. “Unless?”
It was the crack I was waiting for. One of us had to do it.
He hesitated. Then: “I’m just over at the Marriott.”
I looked at him. Then slowly smiled. “Funny. So am I.”
Aaron stood when I did. He didn’t offer to walk me, but he didn’t say goodbye either. I waited a beat longer than I should have, then stepped off the patio into the heavy heat of the street. My skin felt flushed from more than the sun.
I didn’t head straight back to the Marriott. I walked slowly. Just around the corner, a quieter street led down past the back side of a row of shops. I crossed it, hearing the click of my sandals against the pavement.
Then behind me, “Hey.”
I turned. He was jogging lightly to catch up.
“You left this,” he said, holding out my sunglasses.
I took them, curling my fingers over his hand. “Thanks.” So, message received.
He didn’t back away.
“You going back now?” he asked.
I nodded. “Probably should.”
“Mind if I walk with you?”
I didn’t answer. I just turned and started walking, and he fell in step beside me.
My heart was pumping hard again. The side entrance to the hotel was shaded and quiet. I scanned my card, pushed the door open, and held it for him.
He paused. “This where we say goodbye?”
I shrugged, eyes meeting his. “Depends what you’re saying.”
He stepped inside. The hallway was cool.
“Room?” he asked, quieter now.
“Sixth floor.”
We waited for the elevator. When it opened, it was empty. I stepped in. He did too. I pressed the button.
My phone buzzed as the elevator climbed. I glanced down.
Shawn: Still with him?
I didn’t reply this time. Let his imagination wander.
The doors opened. I walked down the hall first. It was so quiet I could hear the whir of the vents. My room key clicked in the lock. The green light blinked.
I stepped inside and held the door open behind me. He entered. I let it shut.
I pulled my phone out again.
Me: Yes. He’s here. You’ sure about this?
It took a few seconds. Then:
Shawn: Yes.
I looked up at Aaron. “Do you want to sit?”
He smiled faintly. “Where?”
I stepped backward, toward the end of the bed.
There was no joke in his face now.
I sat. My legs stayed pressed together, knees turned slightly in. My hands rested on my thighs. I looked like I was waiting for something.
He stood across from me. Watching.
So I reached slowly for the back zipper of my dress. His eyes followed my hand.
“Should I then?” I asked, a smirk.
He nodded once.
I drew it down.
I didn’t pull the zipper all the way. Just enough that the fabric eased over my shoulders. It caught slightly, the cotton pulling at the tops of my arms as I shifted. I rolled one shoulder forward, then the other, letting the straps slide down until they hung loose at my elbows.
Aaron hadn’t moved.
I could feel the soft edge of the dress sagging open, exposing the top of my chest, the way the air felt different now on bare skin.
He looked at me with something more like patience than hunger. Not moving toward me. Not making a sound.
It made the space between us buzz. I could feel the back of my neck tighten.
My phone was still sitting beside me on the bed. I touched it, thumb hovering.
Me: He’s watching me undress. Not touching me. Just watching.
The reply came quick.
Shawn: Do what you want. You always do.
I swallowed. My fingers moved again.
Me: You’re not stopping me.
Shawn: No.
I took that in. Then I looked back up at Aaron.
“Want to sit?” I asked.
He tilted his head slightly. “Do you want me to?”
He moved to the edge of the bed, slow, measured. Sat near, but not touching, the gap between us was only inches.
I leaned down and unbuckled one sandal. The strap was stiff. I had to bend forward, and when I did, the front of my dress gaped a little more. I could feel his eyes there, not intrusive, but watching. I did the other sandal. Set them both neatly by the side of the bed.
I sat upright again. Legs still together. Hands back on my thighs.
My heart was pounding so hard I thought he might hear it.
I could feel how exposed my shoulders were, how the dress was still clinging only halfway on. I wasn’t nude. But it felt more naked than being naked.
The back of my dress was folded against my lower back now. I could feel the fabric barely covering the top of my panties. The kind Shawn liked, white, plain, soft.
Aaron shifted slightly. Not closer. Just readjusting his weight. His thigh brushed mine.
Then I reached up and smoothed my hair behind my ear.
“I don’t know what I’m doing,” I said softly.
“Yeah,” he murmured. “I think you do.”
I looked at him. “You think so?”
He nodded. “You’ve been doing it since you walked out of that café.”
The way he said it made my stomach clench. I stared at his mouth.
Then, another buzz.
Shawn: What’s next?
I read it three times. Then slowly typed:
Me: That’s up to him.
I didn’t press send. I let him watch me type it. Let the phone hover in my hand.
Aaron looked at me. Then the message. Then back at me.
I pressed send and set the phone down.
Aaron watched me do it, he saw the message I sent my husband. His eyes flicked from my thumb to my face. I didn’t smile. I didn’t look away. Something in me had shifted. It wasn’t bravery exactly, it was surrender. Not to him, but to the moment. To the fact that nobody, not even my husband, was stopping this.
My hands moved first. My fingertips grazed the top edge of my chest where the dress hung slack. I touched the bare skin just beneath my collarbones. I hadn’t noticed how warm I’d gotten, but my skin was flushed.
Aaron’s eyes followed the movement. Still not touching me. Still just watching.
I turned my torso toward him, slow enough to make the fabric slide. The neckline dipped lower. I felt the air skim the tops of my breasts. One of the straps had dropped past my elbow now, leaving my left breast mostly bare beneath the dress. The bra I wore wasn’t the kind for modesty. The lacy top barely covered the center, and the white of it contrasted sharply with the tan of my skin.
Aaron’s breath caught. Just once. Enough that I noticed.
I didn’t pull the strap back up.
Instead, I shifted again. My thigh touched his. I angled one knee toward him, crossed over the other, and let the motion open the dress across my lap.
His hand twitched. Just his fingertips. They lifted off his thigh like they wanted to reach for me, but stopped short.
I looked down at them.
Then I took one of his hands in mine and guided it, gently, placing it on the side of my leg, just above the knee.
His fingers were warm. His palm rested flat against me, but still he didn’t move it.
“I’m not drunk,” I said quietly.
“I know.”
I kept my hand on his, holding it there, letting him feel the way my thigh tensed under his skin. I didn’t know what I was proving. Maybe nothing. Maybe I just wanted to make clear I was still aware, every nerve, every choice, everything in me lit up and alive.
Then I slid his hand an inch higher.
He didn’t resist.
I let go of it.
Aaron’s fingers curved around the flesh of my leg slowly, possessively. But he didn’t pull or grip. He just held me.
I looked down at his hand there. The contrast of his darker skin, my lighter thigh. His knuckles, his veins, the way he moved his thumb in a small circle without thinking.
That touch alone sent a flicker up through my stomach.
“I’ve don’t do this,” I said.
“You’re shaking,” he said.
I was. But not with fear.
He leaned forward, not to kiss me, not even to touch me, but close enough that I could feel his breath against my shoulder. Then his lips pressed just once to the top of my arm, just above the elbow, where the dress had slipped down.
He wasn’t rushing me. He wasn’t even asking. But the weight of what I’d already allowed settled over me like heat. I felt his breath every time he exhaled. Felt the faintest shift of his body as he turned slightly toward me. I stayed still.
My heart was racing in my throat. It was almost painful, the pulse of it, like a dam about to burst. I had one hand braced behind me on the couch cushion, the other resting uselessly in my lap. My legs were still crossed, but that felt accidental now, something leftover from the version of myself I had been when I sat down.
The room smelled like his cologne. Something woody and faintly bitter, like pine needles crushed underfoot. The warmth between my legs had become something else entirely, throbbing, swollen, dizzying. I felt swollen all over. Like my skin was tight. Like I couldn’t keep the blood from rushing to the places that needed touch.
He kissed the inside of my elbow.
I gasped, actually gasped, and hated that I did.
I closed my eyes.
In that flicker of darkness, a memory jolted up. A dorm hallway. Soft carpet. The way I’d knelt for a guy I barely knew, heart pounding so loud I couldn’t hear his voice. I’d been nineteen. It was winter break. I remember how cold the floor had felt on my knees, how unsure I was of my own mouth, my own rhythm.
But I’d wanted it. I remember that part clearest.
And I hadn’t done it again for years.
Too fast. Too exposed. Too messy. It had scared me, how much I wanted to please. How much I wanted to be watched while I did it. I’d buried that part of myself. Told myself I didn’t like it. That it was beneath me.
I married young.
Aaron’s lips were on my shoulder now, at the curve where my arm met my chest.
I couldn’t keep my breath steady.
A moan climbed up and stuck in my throat.
I wanted to kneel again. That word alone sent a spark through my core. Kneel. Not to beg, but to give. To be looked at while I did it. Not because I had to, but because I chose to. Because I could make him lose control in my mouth.
I shivered.
Aaron’s hand was still on my thigh. It moved slightly, tracing the bare skin where my dress had slipped aside. His thumb brushed the inside, closer now. Too close. My stomach clenched hard.
I turned to look at him.
He was waiting, like he knew I needed the space to decide.
I reached down and slowly uncrossed my legs. My dress parted, and the cool air hit the top of my inner thighs. My panties were damp. I didn’t try to hide it.
Aaron saw.
I reached for my phone without thinking. My fingers were trembling so badly I had to swipe twice to unlock the screen. My husband’s name was at the top of my texts. Still pinned. Still the last person I messaged, hours ago, when I told him I’d be good.
I stared at the blank message bubble.
Aaron’s hand hadn’t moved. It still rested at the edge of my thigh, the heat of it seeping through me, daring me to shift, to let him slide higher.
I licked my lips. My skin was flushed. My chest tight. My breath shallow. I typed one word.
Me: God.
Then I paused.
Aaron turned just slightly, his mouth grazing my upper arm again.
I typed another sentence. 
Me: Do you want to know what I’m dying to do right now?
No response.
I watched the “delivered” flicker below it.
I let my fingers type what my mouth still wouldn’t say out loud. 
Me: I want to get on my knees. Right now. In front of him. I want to use my mouth.
My heart thundered. I kept going.
Me: I want him to grip my hair. I want to make him moan. I want to feel it hit the back of my throat and not stop. I want to do it until I forget I’m a wife.
I hovered over the send button.
Then I pressed it. My whole body lit up with adrenaline.
Aaron hadn’t seen the screen. I angled it away, like I was checking emails. But the risk made it worse. The risk made it better. My thighs pressed tight together. I could feel the oiled heat spreading into the crotch of my panties. They were soaked now. Not damp, wet.
The phone vibrated in my hand. One message.
Shawn: Where are you?
That was all he wrote.
Not stop. Not don’t. Not even are you serious?
Aaron turned toward me now, just a few inches away, and I leaned in, barely, and let my hair fall forward, brushing his cheek.
I whispered, “Do you want me on my knees?”
His jaw tightened. Just a flicker. Then he nodded once.
My whole body lit up. My breath caught. And deep in my chest, something broke open.
This time, I was going to do it right. This time, no guilt. No apology. No backing down.
I didn’t stand right away. I stayed seated, letting it all roll through me, heat, nerves, a thick pulse between my legs that had turned constant. My palms were coated. My knees felt shaky and strong all at once.
I shifted slightly, knees apart now, not enough to be obvious, just enough to breathe.
Aaron kept his hand close, brushing the inside of my thigh as if he hadn’t quite decided whether he had permission. I leaned closer. Close enough that my cheek almost touched his shoulder. I breathed in through my nose, slow and deep, letting my lips part near his collar.
He smelled clean. Faint cologne. Skin. Heat.
I wanted it in my mouth. I wanted to taste it all, work my way down like I was starving.
Another message buzzed in my lap.
Shawn: Don’t make me say it.
I stared at the screen, rereading the words. My throat tightened. My cheeks flushed again, this time not from nerves but from pressure, tension, a kind of bottled heat that came from being seen.
I tilted my head slightly and let my lips graze Aaron’s neck. Just the edge of his jaw. My breath on his skin. His hand froze.
Then I stood.
I stepped around the edge of the couch, letting my fingers trail across the top, keeping my body loose, slow, deliberate. Like I wasn’t scared. Like I’d done this a hundred times before.
Aaron turned toward me, watching.
I dropped to my knees in front of him. I let my palms rest lightly on the tops of his thighs. My chin lifted. My eyes locked with his.
He looked stunned. But not confused.
My knees against the rug. My hands spread. My breath high in my chest.
This was the part of me I never let live back then.
In college, I always wanted to go further, be bolder. I’d imagine doing this in dorm rooms, in hallways, in parked cars. I wanted to impress. To serve. But I always held back, worried what it said about me.
I wasn’t worried now. I had an identity and and a certainty, I was married, settled. A certain kind of liberation came with that.
I leaned forward and pressed a kiss to the zipper of his jeans. Not with pressure. Just for contact. My lips there, resting.
He let out a breath.
I felt it rise in me, the kind of electricity that drowns thought. My mouth opened. I kissed him again, firmer now, letting my hands move to his belt.
I didn’t unzip him yet. I waited. Held still.
I looked up at him from where I knelt.
“Are you going to let me?” I asked, voice low.
He nodded.
My phone buzzed again.
Shawn: Do it. Show me how bad you want it.
I eased down slowly, letting my knees settle on the hotel carpet, the fibers rough and familiar. He leaned back in the chair, breath caught, eyes wide like he didn’t think I’d actually do it. I didn’t give him a chance to say anything. My hands slid up his thighs, my palms flat against the warmth of his skin, and I looked up at him once as I reached for his belt. He didn’t move. Just nodded.
I lowered his jeans. Not all the way. Just part way. He helped by shifting his hips, and that did something to me, made me feel in control even as I did something so submissive. I tugged his briefs down next, and there he was. I paused. Breathed in. The smell was clean but real. A little sweat. Skin. I closed my eyes for a second and let the scent settle into me.
It had been years. I hadn’t done this for anyone but my husband since before we were married. In college, I’d been wild in theory, not always in practice. There were things I wanted to try back then, moments where I was tempted, even teased for being too good. I’d been curious. But I always pulled back. There was this invisible wall. Some idea of who I was supposed to be.
Now I was married. And my husband was urging me onward.
I held him in my hand. Ran my lips along the side of him first, not taking him in, just teasing. I wanted to feel every ridge of him with my mouth. The skin was smooth, stretched. My tongue found the warmest spots, the underside, where he twitched when I traced it. I looked up at him again, and his jaw was tight, chest rising and falling fast.
I let myself go further. Took him in. A little deeper. My mouth fit around him, tongue moving with memory more than thought. It all came back, but sharper, deeper. This wasn’t just a college experiment. This was me choosing to do this, with a man who wasn’t my husband, and doing it with more focus, more intent, more pleasure than I ever had back then.
And what really struck me was how good it felt to do this knowing my husband knew. Knowing I could text him. That I had texted him. That I was doing this not because I had to sneak it, but because somehow, impossibly, this fit inside our marriage. And because it did, it felt explosive. The freedom of it rushed through me.
My hands worked him in rhythm with my mouth, slow and deliberate. I pressed closer. I wanted more of him. I felt heat pulse between my legs. I was soaked and aching, but I stayed on my knees, giving myself over to this one act.
My husband had trusted me to come back. That made me want to stay right where I was and never stop.
My hair was in his fingers, wound tight at the base of my neck. I could barely breathe, and I didn’t want to. I was on my knees, eyes closed, hands planted on his thighs, and my body sang. My pulse, my breath, my heat, everything moved to a different rhythm now. I wasn’t pretending anymore. I wasn’t playing.
I had his scent on my tongue. His taste in the back of my throat. I heard my own soft groans muffled against him, barely audible over the pounding in my ears. I gripped tighter as I worked him deeper, moving slowly at first, savoring how fully he filled me. It was different like this. Not something stolen in a dark car. Not shameful. I was married. I was loved. I was trusted.
And I was doing exactly what I wasn’t supposed to.
That thought made my thighs clench under me. My nipples scraped hard inside my bra. I couldn’t stop now. I didn’t even want to try.
I sucked him deeper and slower, swirling my tongue, making it wetter than I ever had before. I wanted him to feel it. To lose control. To push forward and not hold back. My fingers slid up his hips, over his stomach, feeling him twitch as I sucked him harder. My mascara had already started to run. I hoped it had. I wanted to look ruined.
The way he groaned, it wasn’t just gratitude. It was disbelief. Like he hadn’t expected this version of me. Like maybe I hadn’t, either.
I remembered college. Sophomore year, spring break, lying in a hotel bed drunk and laughing, some guy’s hand between my thighs, my mouth full of another. I never told anyone that happened. Not even my husband. I’d shut that part of me down. I made myself small. Perfect. Presentable.
But it had always been in me.
And now, here I was, on my knees again, my dress hiked up, married, calm, turned on beyond reason. Free in the one way I never had been when I was single.
That was the difference. Back then, I was trying to prove something. To be liked. Wanted. Now, I was safe. Secure. But still doing this because I wanted to. Because the idea of going back to my husband after this, with his taste still in my mouth, with my voice husky from what I’d done, would drive me mad in the best way.
I pulled back and licked him slowly from base to tip, teasing him with my eyes half-lidded. I twisted my wrist at the end of the motion and kissed the tip. He groaned again, louder.
I whispered, “Not done.”
And I took him again, deeper, rougher, now letting the edge come in, the need to overwhelm him, to make him weak.
I wasn’t the wife I’d pretended to be. Not here. Not now.
I pushed deeper, the taste of him thicker now, wet on my tongue, every nerve ending alive. My lips stretched around him, cheeks hollowed, and I let my throat open more than I ever had. I didn’t gag, I welcomed it. I pulled back slow, a wet sound tracing the edge of each movement, then sank again, this time taking him to the root.
His hand tightened in my hair.
“Fuck,” he breathed.
That one word sent heat rushing between my legs, and I pressed my thighs together as I bobbed again, then again, letting it get wetter, filthier, slower. I moaned low in my throat just to feel the vibration carry into him. He flinched at that. I loved it.
I didn’t need to look up. I knew what he looked like. I could feel it. The tight draw of his breath, the tremble in his stomach, the twitch of his legs. I had him exactly where I wanted him, and I wasn’t letting go. My left hand slid between my thighs, still outside my panties, pressing into the soaked fabric as I sank again and again, taking every inch of him, milking him with my mouth.
I was soaked now, aching, the pressure unbearable. I wanted to ride something. Anything. My tongue curled around him, lips glossy and raw, spit trailing down my chin, but I didn’t stop. I wanted him to remember this every time he so much as saw my number light up on his phone.
He grunted again, louder now. I felt the twitch of his cock in my mouth. I didn’t back off. My hand cupped his balls, fingers slippery up his shaft, twisting where my lips weren’t. He was close. I could feel it.
I popped off him just once, lips swollen and red. “You gonna come for me, baby?” I whispered, voice husky. I kissed the head, slowly, deliberately, licking the slit, teasing it with the tip of my tongue, eyes fluttering closed again. “Do it. Give it to me.”
And then I took him again, faster, throat open, spit pooling down my chin and over his thighs. I heard him groan, sharp, helpless. His hips bucked once, and then he broke.
The first spurt hit the back of my throat. I didn’t flinch. I took it, kept sucking, kept milking every drop. His body convulsed, breath ragged. I stayed on him until the last pulse faded, until he was gasping my name like he’d forgotten everything else.
Only then did I pull back, slow, lips dragging. I swallowed deliberately. Looked up.
He was staring down at me like he didn’t know what just happened. I smiled, small, sly, and wiped the corner of my mouth with the back of my hand. My voice was low.
“I think my husband’s gonna need a detailed report.”
His breath was still ragged. He leaned back against the couch, one hand limp on his thigh, the other braced behind him. I sat on my heels, breathing hard, hair wild, mouth still tingling. The silence stretched.
Then he blinked, focusing on me like he was coming back from somewhere.
“You’re serious?” he asked.
I tilted my head. “About what?”
He gestured vaguely between us. “All that. You said your husband knows?”
I didn’t flinch. I reached for my phone on the floor beside the couch. The screen lit up with my last message: 
Me: He came in my mouth. I swallowed all of it. I’m dripping wet.
A tiny bubble showed the reply just received: 
Shawn: Goddamn. I’m hard again in this meeting now. Don’t you dare stop.
I held the screen up, just enough for him to read.
His eyes flicked across it. Once. Then again.
Something shifted in his face. His jaw tensed. “You’re actually, ” He stood suddenly, pulling his jeans back up. “You were texting him? During?”
I stayed kneeling, one hand on the edge of the couch, body still buzzing. “I told you. He likes knowing.”
He ran a hand through his hair. “That’s . . . . Jesus.”
I reached for my panties, started sliding them up, but didn’t stand yet. “It’s not a trap. I’m not some setup.”
He stepped back. “I didn’t say that. I just, ” He glanced down at himself, still half-exposed. “I don’t know what the fuck this is.”
I stayed calm. “You didn’t ask. You just followed where it went.”
“That was before I knew.” He grabbed his shirt, shaking his head. “Before I knew he was watching from the damn sidelines like some, ”
“He’s not watching,” I said softly. “He’s imagining. That’s different.”
His hands stopped moving. He looked at me like I was someone else entirely. “You’re both fucked up.”
Maybe. But I didn’t respond.
He pulled his shirt on, fast now. “I’m not into being some kink puppet for a married couple.”
I stood, slowly, smoothing my dress down, heart thudding not with regret but with something murkier. “You weren’t. You were just used for a moment.”
His face twisted. “Right.”
He grabbed his jacket off the chair, didn’t look back.
The door clicked behind him.
I stood there, staring for a few seconds at the space he’d just left. I wasn’t ashamed. Not exactly. I was wet, buzzing, a little stunned. But mostly, I was free.
The lunch spot was tucked under a row of palms, half-shaded by a slatted awning, little fans misting over the outdoor patio. Shawn was already seated, sleeves rolled, sunglasses on, sipping a ginger ale with his tie draped over the chair behind him. He looked up when he saw me walking across the street, a grin spreading slow.
“Well hey there, trouble.”
I slid into the chair across from him, legs crossed, purse dropped beside my feet. “Hey.”
He leaned forward, eyes scanning me. “You look flushed.”
“Little walk,” I said, settling my sunglasses up on my head.
“Mm,” he murmured, sipping again. “So. You found a guy you wanted to cheat on me with.”
I didn’t answer at first. I picked up the menu and let the silence stretch as I scanned it like I cared what I ordered.
Shawn smiled, clearly amused. “You’re not going to tell me you actually. . .  ”
“I did.”
He blinked. “You what?”
I set the menu down slowly, deliberately. “I did it. About an hour ago. I texted you all the details.”
He stared. No reaction at first, like it didn’t register. Then a laugh, short and uncertain. “You’re fucking with me.”
I didn’t blink. “No.”
He kept watching me. His hand shifted from his glass to the table, palm flat. “You’re saying . . . ?”
“I texted you. You told me to go for it.” I shrugged. “So I did.”
The joke on his face dissolved.
“Jesus, Lindsay.”
I reached for my water glass, took a sip. My hand was steady, but only just.
“I don’t know what you thought we were doing,” I said lightly. “But you kind of dared me.”
His tongue wet his bottom lip. He looked down, then back up. “You’re fucking serious.”
I nodded once.
For a few long seconds he just sat there. Then leaned back slowly in his chair. His chest rose and fell. I couldn’t tell what was hitting him harder, the fact I’d done it, or that I was so calm telling him.
“You’re fucking with me!” he said again, softer this time. “You didn’t actually . . . ”
“Swallowed everything.” I watched him. “You said not to stop.”
He exhaled a dry sound that might’ve been a laugh, but it had no humor. “Fuck me, now way.”
A server approached. Shawn waved him off with a glance.
Finally, he looked at me. Not angry. Not even shocked. Just, adjusting.
“You came to lunch with me after doing that?”
“I needed something more to eat,” I said.
That cracked him. A sudden bark of laughter, like he didn’t know what else to do with the pressure building in his chest. He wiped his hand down his face.
“Jesus Christ, Linds.”
“You’re the one who said you wanted to know what it’d be like,” I murmured. “Now you do.”
“You really didn’t think I’d do it?” I said, tilting my head, watching him.
He didn’t answer. Just kept blinking like he was still buffering.
I leaned in, lowering my voice so the table next to us couldn’t hear. “You honestly thought I was just teasing?”
He looked at me, jaw shifting. “I mean… yeah.”
“God, Shawn,” I said, shaking my head, not mad, amused. “You knew. Somewhere in you, you had to know. You just didn’t want to know.”
He didn’t say no. He didn’t argue. Just gave a small laugh through his nose and ran a hand through his hair.
“Plausible deniability,” I said, lifting my water glass. “You were using it like a get-out-of-jail-free card. ‘Just jokes,’ right?”
He exhaled slowly. “Jesus.”
“You didn’t want to be the guy who told his wife to do it,” I went on, watching him. “But you loved the idea. You pushed me right to the edge, then acted shocked when I stepped over it.”
His eyes flicked up. Still not angry. Not even rattled, not really.
“You wanted it,” I said softly, folding one leg over the other, my sandal slipping off and resting on its edge. “You wanted me to go that far. You just needed to believe I wouldn’t.”
He swallowed. Looked down again. Then back at me.
“So how was it?” he asked, voice low.
I smiled faintly. “Are you sure you want the details?”
His stare didn’t waver. I could see the heat behind it now. Controlled, but there.
“Just don’t lie,” he said.
We went back to the hotel room. I climbed onto his lap. I sat across his thighs and tucked my face against his neck. He had one hand on my back and the other resting low on my hip. I could feel the shape of his phone through my dress where his fingers draped over it.
“I really thought you knew,” I said quietly.
He breathed in and held it a second. “That you were actually doing it?”
I nodded against his skin. “While I was texting you. I thought you knew. I thought that was the point. That you wanted me to.”
“I wanted the idea of it,” he said slowly. “But I didn’t know it was really happening.”
I pulled back and looked at him. “But you said all those things. You were into it.”
“I was turned on,” he said. “I thought we were playing. I didn’t know it was real until you told me.”
I studied his face. “I don’t think you didn’t know. I think you didn’t let yourself know.”
He didn’t say anything.
“Because if you knew, then you’d have to admit you liked it. And maybe you didn’t want to admit that.”
His fingers tightened on my waist.
I went on, softer now. “I felt so free. You don’t understand what that did to me. It was like, ” I paused, trying to find the words. “I wasn’t cheating. I wasn’t hiding. I was being exactly what I wanted to be. With your approval.”
“I didn’t give approval,” he said, but he didn’t sound angry. Just unsure.
“You did,” I said. “Not directly. But you were playing along. You were with me. I thought you were. And I felt more seen and loved and trusted in that moment than maybe ever before in my life.”
He looked at me hard. “Because I didn’t stop you?”
“Because you let me be everything I wanted to be,” I said. “And I knew I’d come back to you. That made it safe. I wasn’t someone’s girl on the side. I was your wife. Doing something with your awareness. That changed everything.”
He didn’t look away. “So if I had told you to stop?”
“I would have.” I paused. “But I might have resented it.”
His hand slid from my hip to my thigh. “And now?”
“Now I want you to understand,” I said. “That I never felt more like myself than when I thought you knew and you didn’t stop me. I wasn’t asking permission. I was stepping into something we were both already halfway down the path on.”
He let out a breath. “You want to do it again?”
I gave a small, helpless smile. “You’re not even asking the right question.”
He didn’t move. His hand stayed warm on my thigh, but I could feel the shift in him.
“You want to see him again,” he said. Not a question.
I watched my fingers brush over his collar. “It felt unfinished.”
He looked at me. “Unfinished how?”
“I left fast. We didn’t talk much after.” I kept my voice level. “It was awkward. I told him the truth. He didn’t expect that.”
“And now you want what, closure?”
“Maybe,” I said. “Maybe more. I don’t know.”
“You do know.”
I gave a slow nod. “I want to take it further. Not because I’m not satisfied with you. But because I want to know what it’s like to go into it open-eyed. With both of us aware. With you not pretending it’s just a game.”
He didn’t flinch. He just looked at me like he was trying to read what I hadn’t said yet.
“So not sneaky,” he said. “Not half-texting during. Not vague jokes.”
“No. No games,” I said. “I want you to know it’s real. I want to know you know.”
“And you think that makes it better?”
“It makes it ours,” I said. “That’s the difference.”
He looked down for a second, then back up at me. “You already decided?”
“I’ve been thinking about it all day,” I admitted. “Ever since you said you wanted to understand why it felt like freedom.”
“And this is your answer?”
“I’m not asking you to plan it or control it like with Dex. I’m telling you that I want it to happen, and I want it to happen with your full awareness. I want to feel that trust. I want to carry it into what I do.”
He swallowed. “You’re saying with this same guy?”
I nodded.
“You think he’d go for that?” he asked.
“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “He was surprised. But maybe.”
“And you’d meet him how?”
I held his eyes. “I already have his number.”
He looked at me for a long moment, then nodded once.
“Okay,” he said. “I want to hear every detail afterward.”
I raised an eyebrow. “You want me to tell you everything?”
His voice dropped. “Everything.”
I kissed the corner of his mouth. “Then let me take it slow. Let me build it up right.”
He nodded again. “Go on then. Build it.”
I reached for my water and took a sip, just to steady something in me. Then I looked back at him.
“There’s something else,” I said. “Something that’s been sitting with me.”
He nodded, waiting.
“This isn’t Dex,” I said. “It’s not someone from your life. It’s not your friend, not your contact. You don’t know him. He has nothing to do with you.”
He watched me carefully.
“And that changes it?” he asked.
“It does,” I said. “That was your world. This is mine.”
He tilted his head. “So what, you’re taking ownership of it now?”
I nodded. “Yes. Exactly that. It’s mine to explore. Mine to want. I’m not just stepping into something you created. I’m not being invited. I’m choosing.”
“You didn’t feel that with Dex?”
“I felt caught up in it,” I said. “I wanted it, yes. But it wasn’t entirely mine. It was wrapped in your friendship, your history. That made it complicated. It made it hot, sure. But this, this is clean.”
“Clean?” he repeated.
“Separate,” I clarified. “Purely mine. That’s why it felt so freeing in that moment, when I thought you knew and didn’t stop me. Because it meant you trusted me to go have something of my own, and then come home.”
He leaned back. “And now?”
“Now I want to see what that freedom really feels like,” I said. “Without the pretending. Without it being halfway about you.”
He was quiet for a second, then: “But it is still about me, isn’t it?”
I smiled. “Of course. But in a different way. It’s not performance. It’s not teasing. It’s not layered in your expectations. It’s me choosing something, and you letting me. Not directing me. Not dangling it. Just watching it happen because you know I need it.”
He exhaled through his nose. “That’s a shift.”
“I know.”
“And you’re ready for it?”
“I think I already started it,” I said. “Today. With him. The way I moved. The way I looked at him. I knew what I was doing. And I kept checking my phone, thinking you’d text something like ‘that’s far enough.’ But you didn’t.”
He looked at me for a long beat. “I didn’t know it was real.”
I reached for his hand. “Yes you did.”
“I want to feel what it’s like,” I said softly, “to belong to myself. And still come home to you.”
He nodded. “You already do.”
The thick curtains were half-drawn against the last of the light, the room dim except for the golden glow from the standing lamp near the window. I walked straight to the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror.
He came up behind me. “What do you want to wear?”
I let my eyes meet his in the mirror. “Something that feels like I chose it. Not for you. Not for him. For me.”
He nodded. Opened the closet. Picked out the black silk dress I’d packed but never worn. The one with the deep neckline and the subtle slit up the side. Not vulgar. Not conservative. Just dangerous enough.
I stripped off the top I’d been wearing and stepped out of my skirt. He didn’t speak. Just moved around me, folding the clothes I left behind. I stepped into the dress, careful with the zipper.
“Turn,” he said.
I turned. He zipped it for me.
His fingers lingered on the clasp at the nape of my neck. “No bra?”
I shook my head.
He knelt to fix the hem where it caught slightly on the lining. I looked down at him, watching his hands. Calm. Precise. Assisting me in dressing for another man.
“You’re really going,” he said, not as a question.
I nodded. “I have to.”
He stood. “Jewelry?”
I walked to the dresser and picked the thin gold anklet. Fastened it myself. A matching choker. Tiny hoops. Not overdone.
He handed me my lipstick. I applied it slowly. A deeper shade than usual.
“Shoes?”
I stepped into black heels. My highest pair. Straps around the ankle, thin and severe.
He walked to the minibar. Poured me a glass of white wine. Brought it to me without a word.
I took a sip. Looked at myself in the mirror again. The dress clung in all the ways it should. My hair was loose. My shoulders bare.
“You look like someone with a secret,” he said.
I turned to him. “I am though.”
He set the glass down. “What will you say when you knock?”
“I won’t knock.”
He exhaled, a short amused breath. “You’re just going to walk in?”
“He gave me his room card.”
He stared at me for a second. Then nodded.
“You sure?”
I smiled. “You said I could go further.”
He stepped closer, ran his hands lightly over my hips, smoothing the dress.
“Then go,” he said.
I picked up my key card. Slipped it into my clutch. Walked to the door. Looked back at him once.
I didn’t take the elevator.
His room was just one floor down, and I needed the walk.
The carpet muffled my steps. The hallway smelled like citrus cleaner and leftover perfume, someone else’s night already ended. My heart was fluttering hard, high in my chest, almost up in my throat, but not from nerves. I wasn’t nervous. I was keyed up. Bright. Dangerous. So alive I could feel my pulse in the backs of my knees.
I’d never done anything like this of course, but that was becoming a familiar refrain.
But not with someone who didn’t know my husband. Not with someone I’d only just met. This wasn’t a shared thrill. It wasn’t borrowed tension from a past friendship. This was all mine.
I passed the ice machine and glanced around the corner. No one. Just the quiet tick of far-off televisions behind thick doors. I reached into my clutch and pulled out the small card I’d scribbled the room number on.
Two more doors. One more.
There. I paused just before it.
I looked down at myself one more time. The dress was flawless. My shoes made me feel taller, more decisive. I touched my lip lightly. Still perfect. I ran my hand down the side of my thigh. Smooth.
I reached out, scanned the card, heard the door give its softest click, and I  slipped inside the other man’s room.
It was dim, curtains drawn, the scent of cologne still hanging faintly in the air. He was on the edge of the bed, shirt off, just boxers, scrolling his phone with his head tilted down.
He looked up when I shut the door. I slid the bolt across.
Then I leaned back on the door with both hands behind me, letting the silence stretch. Let him see me. I hadn’t felt this kind of power in my skin in years. Maybe ever. I watched him blink. The phone dropped to the blanket beside him.
Let him wonder what this was. What I was about to do. I wanted him thinking about it for the rest of his life.
I peeled my shoes off, one toe pressed to the heel of the other. Then stepped toward him.
No rush. This wasn’t college. This wasn’t fumbling in someone else’s dorm room, scared someone would walk in. I had permission.
Every step across the carpet was slow, deliberate. My hips moved the way I always wanted them to when I used to walk through campus pretending I didn’t want to be noticed.
I stopped in front of him.
He stayed seated. Smart.
I reached behind and undid the zipper of the dress. Dragged it down my sides. Watched his eyes track every inch. I didn’t break eye contact.
The dress slid down my thighs and pooled at my ankles. I stepped out of it and let my bare foot nudge it aside.
Then I climbed onto his lap. One knee at a time, steady, like I was in charge. Because I was.
I pressed my chest to his, not needing his hands yet. I kept them out of this. This wasn’t about him.
I brushed my mouth against his ear. “You’re going to let me finish something I should’ve done ten years ago.”
He breathed out hard. I slid one hand down his stomach, stopping just above where his boxers sat low. The other braced on his shoulder, gripping firm. I leaned back, just enough so he could see all of me. So I could watch his restraint break.
He tried to speak. I kissed him hard before he could. My tongue, my pace, my rules.
The tension was unbearable, but I held it there. Hovering. Making him feel every second. Making myself feel every inch of that old, buried ache I never chased back then. All those nights in college I went home wet and restless and said nothing.
I reached for my phone on the nightstand without looking away from him. He watched me, mouth parted, chest rising quick.
“Mind if I text my husband?” I asked, sweet as sugar.
He blinked. Then gave a little laugh, confused but turned on. “You’re still serious?”
I smiled. “Just to let him know I’m here safe.”
He nodded, still catching up.
I hit call instead.
My legs were spread across the man’s thighs, my bare chest brushing his, my hand already sliding under the band of his boxers. I pressed the phone to my ear. It rang once, twice.
“Hello?” my husband said.
I didn’t answer right away. I let the sound of my breath carry over the line.
“You there?” he said again.
Then I spoke, soft and slow. “I’m in his room.”
The man’s eyes locked on mine.
“Yeah?” my husband’s voice was quiet now. Tense.
I curled my fingers around the man’s length, warm and heavy. He sucked in air through his teeth, hips twitching slightly.
“I just wanted you to know,” I said, my tone gentle. “You said I could take it as far as I wanted. Remember?”
“I remember,” he said. Barely audible.
I leaned in and kissed the man’s neck. Open-mouthed. Wet. My tongue flicked along his collarbone. I heard the way my husband exhaled on the line.
“I’ve got him in my hand right now,” I whispered. “Feels different than yours.”
The man’s grip tightened on my hips, but he didn’t stop me. His head tilted back, exposing his throat. I dragged my tongue along his jaw, one slow line, then bit down just enough to make him jolt.
“You still listening?” I asked the phone.
A beat.
“Yes.”
I took the man in my hand, slow strokes. The texture, the weight, the way he jumped with each movement, I described it all with my touch, not my words. But I let my husband hear what I sounded like doing it. The small hums in my throat, the way I sucked in air through my teeth when the man hardened more.
“You said you wanted me to find out,” I murmured into the receiver. “So I’m finding out.”
I guided the man back against the pillows, climbed over him fully. Skin against skin now. I let my nipples drag across his chest, watching his hands hover like he didn’t dare touch unless I said so.
I kept the phone to my ear.
“He’s being good,” I told my husband. “Waiting for me to tell him what to do.”
A soft sound on the line. He was still there. I didn’t know if he was sitting or standing, but I could hear the tightness in his breathing.
I set the phone down beside me, on speaker, where we could both hear it. Then I slid down the man’s body, slow as sin.
I kissed him just above the waistband, fingers still working him, my breath warm on his skin. Neither of them spoke.
Aaron shifted again beside me, his fingers still tracing the inside of my thigh, higher now. My legs were fully apart. The hem of my dress was bunched up, barely covering anything. His touch was firmer now. Testing.
I pulled the waistband of his briefs down slowly. His cock sprang free, heavy, flushed, veins thick beneath the skin. It curved slightly toward me. I stared at it.
My hands wrapped around the base. I gave one slow stroke. Then another. I lowered my mouth, lips parted, tongue out.
The head slid over my tongue. My lips stretched to take more. He was thick, and my jaw ached almost instantly, but I didn’t pull back. I went further. Deeper. I felt my throat tense and tried to push through. My eyes watered.
I pulled my mouth off him with a slow, wet drag. My lips were red. My jaw ached. My chest heaved with shallow breaths. I looked up at Aaron. His hands had gripped the sheets behind him like he didn’t trust himself to move. I held his eyes for a long second.
I shifted on my knees, adjusting my weight, arching my back a little deeper. I pressed my thighs together. I could feel the silky wetness soaking my panties now, heat trapped between them and the soft skin of my inner thighs. But I didn’t touch myself.
I wrapped my hand around Aaron again, slow stroke from base to tip, then took him back in. My tongue curled along the underside. I worked him deeper this time, slow, steady. I wanted him to feel every inch of my lips, every flick of my throat. I wanted my husband to know I was using my body now. That I knew how to make it count.
I moaned low, just enough for him to hear.
I stood. Turned my back to him. And slid my panties down, inch by inch, until they dropped to the floor.
The air hit me cold and wet and thrilling. I bent to pick them up. Held them in my hand. Turned slowly.
Aaron didn’t speak.
I straddled Aaron's lap without letting him inside me. I kept one hand on his chest, the other wrapped around the base of him, holding him steady. He was thick and hard beneath me, heavy against the soaked heat of my pussy. I rocked my hips forward just enough to press the length of him against me, letting him feel it. Sleek skin on stiff flesh. My clit grazed his shaft with every pass.
I moaned, quiet, breathy, real.
His eyes closed for half a second.
I leaned in close, lips near his ear. “Not yet,” I whispered.
I rubbed myself along him again. The pressure was maddening, just enough friction to make my thighs tremble. He twitched in my hand. I wanted to grind down hard, let him slide inside, ride him until I forgot my name.
The wet drag of his shaft against me had my thighs clenching. My nipples ached. My whole body was trembling now, on edge, not even pretending I was in control.
I’ve never wanted it so bad and not taken it. I felt like I’m about to break.
Aaron grabbed my hips, held me steady, tried to guide me down again, but I held firm.
I leaned in again. “You want it?”
He nodded, jaw clenched, breath shallow.
I smiled. “Good.”
I rolled my hips again, slowly, dragging the length of him between my lips. His cock was glazed with me now. I could feel every vein, every twitch, every pulse like a heartbeat. I bent my head and kissed his neck, tasted sweat. Then I kissed the edge of his jaw. Then his mouth. Soft at first. Then harder.
He tried again to push up.
I broke the kiss.
“No.”
He groaned.
I reached behind me and slid the tip of him back, letting him graze the entrance, then moved forward again, dragging him under my clit until my whole body lit up. I did it again. And again. Rocking. Soaking him. But never letting him in.
I pressed him up again, slowly, dragging the tip of his cock along the wet heat between my lips. The wet sound of it made my stomach clench. I rocked forward again, harder this time, grinding my clit down on him. My breath caught. I stayed there for a beat, holding the pressure, then pulled back just enough to make us both curse under our breath.
Aaron’s hands gripped my hips tighter now. I knew he was close to losing it. His jaw was locked. He didn’t speak. Didn’t beg. Just held on and let me have it the way I wanted.
I rocked again, this time slower, dragging the length of him along my folds, wetting him from base to tip. I moved my hips in slow circles. The pressure against my clit was unbearable. I moaned, this time into the space between us, chest pressed against his. His mouth brushed my collarbone, open, breathing hard, teeth just grazing.
“Jesus,” he whispered.
I leaned back up. Took his hands off my hips and placed them on the mattress.
“Don’t touch me,” I said.
He nodded. Swallowed. Obeyed.
I rolled forward again, slower. My body trembled. I was balancing right on the edge, every muscle tight, thighs shaking, the tension so high it felt like breaking. My nipples scraped his chest. I couldn’t breathe steady anymore.
I reached between us and guided him again, angled him perfectly so he dragged hard against me, slow. My hands went to his chest, pressing down to hold myself steady. I started moving faster, letting the rhythm take over, my hips rolling, my clit swollen and raw and locked on his shaft. My thighs slapped against his. My hair falling around my shoulders. The wet sounds between us were louder now. Messier.
I bit my lip hard. My whole body locked up and convulsed. My legs shook. My hands gripped his shoulders. I ground down and kept moving, kept rubbing, until the wave passed and left me panting, knees weak, mouth open.
I collapsed forward, forehead on his shoulder.
His cock still pressed between us.
He shifted under me. I was still breathing hard, skin flushed, pussy throbbing against him. I felt his hands lift, tentative, then settle back on my hips. He didn’t pull me down.
I reached back, wrapped my fingers around him, and lifted my hips just enough to angle him.
My lips were soaked. Still pulsing. I could feel how swollen I was as I rubbed his tip against me once, twice, letting it catch, letting it spread me open just slightly.
Then I took him in. The first inch made me gasp. I stopped.
He exhaled hard through his nose. His grip tightened on my thighs. I could feel the tension in his arms.
I slid lower. He stretched me wide. My body opened around him, still satiny, still clenching. I sank slow, an inch at a time, until my hips met his and I was full.
Completely full. The pressure was insane. Deep. Satisfying. It made my mouth fall open.
I braced both hands on his chest and started moving. Small rolls of my hips, forward and back. The way he filled me sent shockwaves through my core. I was already oversensitive. Every grind hit my clit. Every motion rubbed the top wall of my pussy, the thick base of his cock dragging just inside me.
I moaned, couldn’t help it, then bit my lip to quiet it.
He tried to lift his hips, just once, and I pushed him back down.
“I’m doing this,” I said.
He nodded. Let me take it how I wanted.
Aaron grabbed the edge of the mattress with both hands, knuckles white.
I started moving faster.
My ass slapped his thighs. Wet sounds filled the room. My body burned. I was too full, too tight, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I needed every inch.
I was fucking a stranger. And my husband knew.
He grabbed my waist, grip tightening, and rolled us over hard. My back hit the mattress with a bounce, legs still wrapped around him, cock still buried deep in me. He drove into me once, full length, sharp and solid. I gasped, half a cry, half a moan, fingers scrambling for anything to hold onto.
His mouth found mine, wet and open and hard. No finesse now.
He reached under my shoulders, lifted me just enough to slam in again. I wrapped my arms around his neck, thighs around his hips, clung as he thrust deeper, faster, each stroke rougher than the last.
He broke the kiss, face pressed against my neck, breath hot.
He said my name. Just once. Low. I turned my head and bit his shoulder.
He grabbed my wrists and pinned them over my head. Drove in harder.
I gasped, legs falling open wider. My back arched. I could feel him everywhere, pressure, fullness, rhythm. My clit throbbed again with every push.
He let go of my wrists and rolled us again. I ended up on top. His hands grabbed my hips and bounced me. I braced one hand on his chest, the other behind me, and rode him. Fast. Loud. Skin on skin. I could feel him pulsing inside me.
Then he sat up with me still on him, our bodies slamming together. He grabbed under my thighs and pushed me onto my back again, legs bent, knees pressed to my chest.
He held them there and fucked me like that, hard and fast, eyes locked on the place we were joined. My breasts bounced. My mouth hung open. I was drenched, soaked down my thighs, onto his cock, the sheets beneath us ruined.
Then I scrambled on top of him again, backwards this time.
He grabbed my ass as I dropped onto him, straddling in reverse, grinding deep. My hair fell over my face. I threw it back and rode him hard. His fingers dug into my hips, guiding me, pushing me down every time I tried to lift off. My hands clawed at his thighs behind me. My body was on fire. Raw. Ripped open with pleasure.
He flipped me again. Got behind me. Pulled me onto all fours.
Slid in from behind, grabbed my shoulders, fucked me fast.
I screamed into the pillow, one hand clenched tight in the sheets.
He yanked my hips higher. Hit deeper.
Then he grabbed my waist and slammed in harder.
We rolled again, sideways now. Him behind me, still inside, still moving.
Every position. Every angle. I’d never been taken like this.
He grabbed my arms and pulled me up as he sat back, still inside me, chest to my back, his hand sliding across my ribs to my throat. I twisted in his grip, breathless, not resisting, just writhing, needing to move, needing friction.
I reached behind me, grabbed his thigh, tried to leverage myself to move faster, grind deeper. He bit the side of my neck. I gasped, bucked hard, and we tipped sideways again, tangled and slippery, half off the bed now. We landed hard, shoulder to shoulder, limbs scrambled, legs folded wrong.
I laughed, out of breath. He flipped me.
I slapped at his chest, kicked my knee between his legs, not hard, just enough to get space. He shoved back, grabbed my wrists, tried to pin them. I fought him. He loved it. I could feel his cock still hard between my thighs, still soaked, still thick and eager and not done with me.
He got my arms over my head again, pushed my thighs apart with his knee. I twisted, tried to roll, and he let me. He let me scramble on top, straddling him again, grinding down fast, full. I clawed at his chest. He gripped my waist, shoved up into me hard enough to throw me off balance.
We both groaned. I leaned forward to keep from falling. He rolled me again. I bit his lip.
He grabbed the backs of my knees and folded me in half, then slammed in deep.
It was brutal. Perfect. My head thrashed side to side. My whole body burned. We weren’t kissing anymore. We were colliding.
I grabbed the headboard behind me, used it to push down on him harder. He reached for my throat again, not squeezing, just holding. Just control. I moaned, mouth wide, completely melted.
Then I turned again, belly down, legs together. He yanked my hips up, held me tight, thrust in with a growl that didn’t sound human.
I pushed back. He pulled harder.
We slid down the bed, legs tangled in the sheets, but neither of us stopped. I elbowed him, twisted away, and made it halfway to the edge before he caught me again, tackled me flat on my back, cock still stiff, guiding himself in blind.
He found me, fast and wet and open.
My thighs locked around him. He tried to lift. I pulled him down. It wasn’t even sex anymore. It was fighting. It was need. It was take.
I was soaked everywhere. My neck. My thighs. The base of his cock.
He shoved my knee up and drove in deep. I cried out. He did it again.
I didn’t know where my arms were. He was in me. Hard. Deep. Possessive. He pulled out sharp, wet, breath ragged.
I reached for him instantly, still on my back, thighs spread, mouth open. My body was destroyed, aching, flushed, tingling at every nerve. I needed him to finish on me. I needed it painted across my body. My skin begged for it.
I pushed myself up onto my knees and turned, grabbing his cock with both hands. He groaned, sharp, guttural. I stroked him fast, rough, sliding my palms over the thick, soaked length of him, feeling him twitch, swell, pulse harder with every stroke.
I leaned in, tongue out, dragging the flat of it from base to tip. I kissed the head. Sucked just once, deep, letting my lips stretch wide around him before pulling off with a wet pop.
“Come on,” I whispered, looking up. “Do it.”
He reached for the back of my head, held me steady.
I wrapped my lips around him again, sucked hard, spit dripping down my chin as I bobbed fast, messy, not elegant anymore. Just desperate. I moaned around him, louder each time, throat humming, jaw sore, drool stringing down to my chest.
He yanked back suddenly.
“Where?” he gasped.
I opened my mouth wide and leaned back onto my heels. My chest rose and fell with each ragged breath.
“Everywhere,” I said.
He groaned like it hurt to hold back.
I stroked him harder, guiding him toward me. “Do it. On my face. On my chest. I want to feel it.”
His thighs tensed. His abs locked.
He came hard. The first spurt hit my cheek, hot and thick. I gasped.
The next landed across my collarbone, down my left breast.
Another on my lips.
I stuck out my tongue, eyes wide, body electric, letting the last pulse coat the edge of my mouth. I tasted salt and heat and power and everything. It dripped down my neck, between my breasts, thick and warm, claiming me.
I didn’t flinch. I didn’t wipe it away. I reached down between my legs instead, rubbed my fingers through the soaked mess of my folds, brought them up, and smeared it across the wet stripe of him still twitching in my hand.
He moaned again, spent, eyes locked on me. I leaned forward. Licked his tip slow. Then kissed his stomach.
“I needed that,” I whispered. “All of it.”
I let the silence stretch, skin sticky, mouth wet, heart still racing.
I didn’t clean my face. I didn’t fix my hair. I just turned the camera, switched it to selfie, angled it low enough to show the shine across my chest, the streaks on my cheek, the open mouth.
I sent the photo with one line.
Me: This is what it looks like when I stop pretending.
I unlocked the door with shaking fingers. It clicked open. He was there, seated in the chair by the window, one leg crossed, phone still in hand. But I didn’t look at him. I couldn’t. My eyes barely lifted off the carpet.
My thighs were still slippery. My bra was twisted under my dress. My face was tight where his cum had dried. The inside of my lips tasted like everything I’d done. My chest was marked, streaked, hot.
I walked past him without a word.
Straight to the bathroom.
My hand trembled on the faucet. I turned it too far, hot water hammering out against the tile.
I stripped in three motions, dress, bra, nothing else. My panties were still in the other room. I stepped under the spray before the temperature had evened out. It hit me sharp, steaming. My skin jolted, then softened.
Water ran down my chest, over the marks. The smears on my neck swirled, broke apart, flowed in long streaks toward my breasts and belly. I leaned into the wall with both hands, letting it all rinse.
My knees wobbled. My thighs were sore. Inside and out. My mouth ached from how wide I’d taken him. My jaw popped when I clenched.
But I didn’t regret a second.
I turned under the water, eyes closed, tilting my face up into the stream. The heat stung my cheeks, made me gasp. I let it wash into my eyes, my nose, until the pressure forced the scent out of them. I was still full of him. Still full of myself.
I reached between my legs, tender, rinsed slow. Still swollen. Still open. My body didn’t want to close yet. I heard the bathroom door open behind me. I didn’t turn. I didn’t speak.
I just pressed my forehead to the tile and let the water run down my spine. My hands were spread flat on the wall. My back rose and fell.
I didn’t know what he saw. Me, naked. Shaking. Wet. Drained. But I wanted him to see it all.
I wanted him to know that I hadn’t just crossed a line, I’d burned it. That I hadn’t just tasted something. I’d swallowed it.
I stepped out of the bathroom still damp, towel loose around my hips, hair dripping down my back. The mirror had fogged completely, I hadn’t looked at myself. I didn’t want to.
The room was dim now. Afternoon light slanting low across the carpet. He was on the bed, propped on one elbow, shirt off, bare feet crossed at the ankle. He hadn’t turned on a lamp. He hadn’t moved.
I stood just inside the doorway, my hands still at my sides. Water dripped from my hair onto my collarbone, trailed down between my breasts. I didn’t speak. I didn’t know how.
His eyes moved over me once.
I couldn’t read the look.
The silence stretched until it felt like it filled the whole room. My pulse beat behind my ears. My throat ached.
He sat up slowly, legs swinging off the bed, elbows on his knees. “You okay?” he asked.
His voice wasn’t cold. It wasn’t soft either.
I nodded once. “I think so.”
I stepped forward, just enough to close half the distance. I held the towel tighter. There was nothing he hadn’t seen before. But I felt peeled open, exposed in a way that had nothing to do with nudity.
He ran a hand over his face. Let out a breath. “Was it everything?”
The way he said it, measured, even, made my stomach flip. I swallowed. “Yes.” I expected something to change in his expression when I said it.
He stood, walked slowly toward me until we were a foot apart. He didn’t touch me.
I looked up at him, my skin still hot from the shower. “I didn’t plan it.”
He nodded. “I know.”
“It just, ”
“I know.”
I searched his face. For anger. For desire. For anything.
“What now?” I asked, quieter.
He looked at my lips. My chest. Then back to my eyes.
His hand came up, touched my waist, thumb brushing over the edge of the towel.
Then he leaned in, kissed the side of my jaw, slow.
“You tell me,” he murmured.
My knees buckled a little at that. Because I didn’t know. Because I hadn’t thought past the moment. Because maybe he didn’t either.
I let the towel drop. Stepped into him, skin to skin. Wet chest against his. My breath caught when his arms closed around me.
A debated a moment, but then I said it. “You have another conference in Chicago in two weeks, don’t you?” 
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The plane hummed under my platform pumps as I shifted in the narrow seat, bare thighs brushing Shawn’s. The cabin lights were low, the windows half-shuttered, the air warm. I’d taken my cardigan off an hour earlier and stuffed it into the seat pocket. My dress rode higher on my thighs when I moved. I made no effort to pull it lower.
Shawn leaned closer, his shoulder pressing into mine. He had one hand resting near the buckle of his seatbelt, close enough that the back of his knuckles grazed the hem of my dress whenever he shifted. I kept drifting my leg toward him until the edge of my thigh pressed against his hand.
“You keep doing that,” he murmured, low enough that the man across the aisle maybe wouldn’t hear.
“Doing what?”
“Trying to get my hand under your dress.”
I breathed out slowly. “So what if I am. You’re my husband, I’m your wife, shouldn’t I want you in me?”
He angled his knees toward me, his jeans brushing the outside of my thigh. “You’re going to get us in trouble.”
“You said you wanted me relaxed on this trip.”
“Relaxed doesn’t mean worked up.”
I tilted my head, letting my hair slip forward across my shoulder. “We both know what we’ve been talking about ever since you know when.”
He stared at my legs. He had been doing that since takeoff. The man across the aisle had headphones in and pretended not to notice anything, but I saw the way he glanced through the seats when I crossed and uncrossed my knees earlier.
Shawn leaned in. His breath warmed the side of my neck. “Tell me again,” he whispered. “Tell me what kind of man.”
I rubbed my palms along the top of my thighs, slow, warming the skin before letting them fall apart an inch. I felt the cool air touch me higher than before. I saw his eyes track my motion.
“I like the tall ones,” I said softly. “The confident ones. The ones who don’t second-guess themselves.”
He wet his bottom lip. “And?”
“I want someone who knows what he’s doing.” I pressed my knee into his. “Someone who takes what he wants without asking me twenty times.”
Shawn’s hand moved, just his fingertips. They slid under the edge of my dress, brushing the smooth skin above my knee. The touch was light, steady, deliberate. My thighs tightened once and relaxed.
“You’re worked up too much,” he whispered.
“You’ve been talking about this since we took off,” I said. “What did you think would happen?”
His fingertip traced higher by an inch, but enough to make my breath come shorter. I held the armrest with one hand, grounding myself into the seat.
“The guy across the aisle keeps looking,” he said.
“Good,” I murmured. “He should.”
Shawn swallowed once. “You’re not wearing the nude panties.”
“No.”
He exhaled through his nose. “Show me.”
I shifted in my seat, letting my knees drift apart under the small airline blanket. I lifted the edge just high enough that he could see the thin black strip of fabric between my thighs.
He stared at it longer than a second.
“Chicago’s going to be a problem,” he said.
“Oh, I hope so.”
Shawn’s hand remained on my thigh, his thumb drawing slow strokes that made my breath tighten. The cabin lights dimmed again as the attendants moved the drink cart farther down the aisle. A few people slept with their heads tilted at odd angles. The man across ad behind us took another glance when he thought I wasn’t noticing.
I shifted my hips a little, letting the blanket slide higher up my legs. I could feel Shawn watching every inch that it climbed.
“You’re enjoying this,” he murmured.
“You’re the one who loves men ogling your wife.”
He smirked. “I like when you talk like this.”
“You like when I look like this,” I said, brushing a hand along the hem of my dress. “You like when other men notice.”
“You like it too.”
I couldn’t deny it. I angled my thighs open another inch, felt the cool air hit the inside. The black strip of my panties caught the light and Shawn’s eyes snapped to it.
“What kind of guy in Chicago?” he asked. “You think tall and confident?”
I leaned close so my lips brushed his ear. “I think someone who won’t hesitate.”
His jaw tensed. “That’s what you want isn’t it.”
“I want someone who decides,” I said, letting my fingers glide up his forearm. “Someone who knows what he’s doing before I do.”
Shawn’s hand slid higher under the blanket. He touched the inside of my thigh, warm, steady, deliberate. My breath stuttered once, and I felt the ache slide over me low and hard.
“You’re shaking,” he whispered.
“Because you’re touching me.”
His fingers skimmed the edge of my panties, tracing the thin elastic. The touch was soft but deep enough that I tensed. I let my knees drift wider.
“You’re soaking,” he said quietly.
“Maybe you shouldn’t tease me for two hours then.”
He breathed out slow. “We could pick someone before we even land.”
My pulse jumped. “Who?”
“We could look now. Start narrowing down the type.”
I swallowed. “Tinder?”
He nodded against my temple. “Or whatever app you want. We can decide together.”
A slow heat built in my stomach. “You want to shop for men with me?”
He smiled. “I want to watch what you do when you see someone you like.”
I dragged my fingernails lightly down his wrist. “You think we should?”
“I think we have to.”
I opened the tray table with one hand, slow so it didn’t snap. I set my phone down on it, screen dark. My thighs pressed around Shawn’s hand under the blanket.
“You want me to download it?” I asked.
He leaned closer, lips brushing the side of my neck. “Do it.”
My chest tightened. I unlocked the phone. My reflection stared back at me in the black screen for a second, flushed cheeks, parted lips, hair falling loose.
Shawn watched every move. I opened the App Store.
His hand slid higher under the blanket, his thumb brushing the center of me through the thin fabric. My breath caught hard.
“You’re going to match fast,” he murmured. “I know what men look for.”
“I know what they look at,” I whispered.
I hit download. Shawn’s grip tightened on my thigh.
“We’re actually doing this,” he said quietly.
“We really are.”
The download bar crawled across the top of my screen. I felt Shawn’s fingers flex again under the blanket. I shifted in my seat, letting my knee bump his. The plane drifted slightly and the cabin lights glowed a soft gold, enough to see the look on his face when he watched me open the new app.
He smirked. “I didn’t think you’d jump in before we hit cruising altitude.”
“You underestimate me.”
He squeezed my thigh once, slow and warm. “Not anymore.”
I tapped through the setup steps, choosing my name, my age, the city we were headed to. Shawn leaned close enough that his arm pressed across my ribs. The man across the aisle pretended to read something on his tablet, but he kept shifting like he was trying to look without looking.
Shawn noticed. He whispered, “You’re giving him a show.”
“I’m giving you both a show,” I murmured.
He grinned. “And him as a bonus?”
I shrugged. “If he gets ideas, that’s on him.”
“That dress is doing half the work,” he muttered, eyes drifting down my body again.
I angled my legs just a little more, my knee touching his, the blanket dipping down enough that he could see the smooth inside of my thighs. His breathing changed when he saw it.
“You look unreal right now,” he said.
“That’s good?”
“That dangerous.”
My profile loaded. A blank page with prompts. Photos. A short bio.
Shawn pointed at the screen. “Pick the picture where you’re wearing that little black dress. The one from Ethan’s wedding.”
“You’re choosing photos now?”
“Damn right.”
I scrolled through my camera roll, found the one he meant, the shot where I was standing under the patio heater with my hair down and the straps cut tight across my chest. I selected it. Shawn exhaled softly.
“Perfect,” he said. “Every guy who sees that is gonna swipe.”
“You want that?”
He ran his thumb slowly along my inner thigh, and my stomach tightened. “I want to see who tries. And I want to see your face when one of them gets to you.”
“That’s not cuck behavior,” I said under my breath.
He turned his head toward me. “I know exactly what it is. I like watching men want what’s already mine.”
That hit me warm and low. I felt it pulse through me. “Okay,” I breathed. “Then you pick the bio.”
He smirked, thinking for half a second, then said, “Put something simple. Something that’ll light up the right kind of guy.”
“Like what?”
He leaned in close, lips brushing my cheek as he said, “Put: ‘In town for a conference. Curious.’”
“Curious?” I laughed quietly. “That’s all?”
“That’s all you need,” he said. “Trust me.”
I typed it. My hands were shaking enough for him to notice.
Then the screen flipped to the home feed. The first faces loaded. Men in suits. Men in gym clothes. A guy with a motorcycle. A guy standing in front of a lake.
Shawn’s hand tightened on me under the blanket.
“Go on,” he whispered. “Start swiping.”
I swallowed, my heart thudding in my chest, and pressed my thumb to the first photo.
Right.
The animation popped.
Shawn’s grin widened as the next man appeared on my screen.
“This,” he said, “is going to be one hell of a trip.”
The next guy who appeared on the screen looked like he spent half his life in a gym. Tight T-shirt, arms that barely fit the sleeves, a grin that knew exactly what it was doing. Shawn let out a quiet breath and nudged my thigh with his.
“Okay,” he murmured. “He’s gonna match. No question.”
“You like him?”
“I like that you like him.”
I raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t say that.”
“You didn’t have to,” he said. “Your face did it for you.”
I rolled my eyes but swiped right anyway. The little animation flashed again. A match. Shawn’s fingers slid higher under the blanket, grazing the warm inside of my thigh just hard enough to make me shift in my seat.
“Already?” I whispered.
“Yeah,” he said, voice low and pleased. “They’re hungry today.”
The next guy was older. Salt-and-pepper hair, a fitted button-up, sleeves rolled just enough to show strong forearms. He had that calm, steady look, like the type who walked into a room and didn’t bother raising his voice because people leaned in on their own.
Shawn caught the shift in my breathing. “That one,” he said. “You liked that one.”
“I didn’t.”
“Just swipe,” he said.
I did. Another match. It buzzed immediately with a message.
“Well?” Shawn asked, leaning closer until his shoulder pressed firmly into mine.
“He said hi.”
Shawn smirked. “Bet he sends a better one next.”
I felt the heat building between my legs, embarrassingly fast. Shawn’s hand moved up, tracing the edge of my panties beneath the blanket.
“You’re getting wet,” he murmured.
“You’re making comments every two seconds.”
“And you love it.”
I didn’t argue. My breath had already changed, my pulse ticking faster when the next man’s profile loaded. Dark eyes. Clean jawline. A photo taken in a hotel mirror, not trashy, not thirsty. But confident.
“Swipe,” Shawn said.
“You didn’t even look.”
“I saw enough.”
I swiped. Another instant match. My phone buzzed again with a new message icon.
“Open it,” he said.
I tapped the notification. The message preview expanded.
“You in Chicago right now?”
Shawn let out a quiet exhale. “He’s direct.”
“I like direct,” I said before thinking.
His hand tightened between my thighs, firm and warm. “I know you do.”
The plane hit a small bump and I gripped the armrest, my dress sliding even higher up my legs. The blanket slipped off one of my knees, leaving bare skin exposed to the aisle. The man across from us glanced again, longer this time.
Shawn noticed and grinned. “Told you people are looking.”
I smoothed the dress down halfway, but my fingertips were trembling. Shawn eased his hand higher until the edge of my panties shifted under his touch.
“You’re worked up,” he whispered.
“I’m trying to text strangers with your hand between my legs.”
“That’s the point.”
I swallowed hard. The new match wrote again.
“You free tonight?”
Shawn’s grin sharpened. “Tell him maybe.”
“Maybe?”
“That’s the fun part,” he said. “We get to decide later together.”
I typed it. My legs trembled when Shawn’s thumb pressed deeper, slow and sure through the thin fabric.
“You’re going to drive me insane,” I breathed.
“That’s the plan,” he whispered back.
He kissed the side of my jaw, slow and warm, and I felt the plane tilt slightly beneath us.
Chicago wasn’t even in view yet, and I already knew we were in trouble.
The hotel room door had barely clicked shut behind us before Shawn was already pulling open the suitcase on the bed. The lamps cast a warm glow over the white sheets, and I felt that same quick pulse in my chest as when we were on the plane. We hadn’t even unpacked yet, but we both knew exactly why we were standing this close, watching each other.
Shawn held up a black dress first, the fitted one that hit mid-thigh. He lifted the hanger, eyed the material, then eyed me. “This one.”
“You didn’t even look at the others.”
“I don’t need to. This one hugs your ass perfectly.”
I laughed and stepped closer, brushing my fingers along his forearm. “We’re choosing under things too, you know.”
He grinned. “Oh, I know.”
I opened the smaller packing cube and pulled out the underwear I’d brought, lace, satin, mesh, a few barely-there pieces he’d thrown into the cart when we were shopping last week. Shawn’s eyes sharpened the moment I spilled them across the bed.
“Jesus,” he muttered. “Lay them out.”
I spread them over the sheets, each piece catching the light in a different way. He touched them one by one, running his fingers along the lace edges, flipping the tags aside, laying the straps flat.
“Turn around,” he said.
I did. He slid the straps of my travel dress off my shoulders, pulling it down and letting it fall to my waist. His hands flattened on my hips, warm and steady. He looked over my shoulder into the mirror across from the bed.
“You look so ready,” he said.
“I feel ready.”
“Good.” He tapped the bed. “Okay. Panties.”
He touched the black lace pair first. “These would drive guys insane. They cling.”
Then the wine-red ones. “These say confident.”
Then the sheer nude pair. “These are trouble.”
I reached for the nude ones. He caught my hand. “Not yet,” he said softly. “Try the black pair first.”
I slipped them on, smoothing the lace over my hips. Shawn stood behind me, watching in the mirror like he couldn’t decide whether to help or stare.
“Turn.” His voice had dropped.
I turned. He looked slowly from my chest to my legs, then back up again. “Okay,” he said, clearing his throat. “That’s insane. But try the red.”
I changed again, letting the fabric slide down my legs as he watched. The red pair hugged tighter, dipped lower.
He exhaled. “You know what that says to guys,” he murmured.
“What?”
“That you’re in the mood to cause trouble.”
I stepped closer, let my fingers graze his waistband. “And you want that?”
“I want whatever puts that look on your face.”
I smiled. “Then pick.”
He ran a hand through his hair, scanned both pairs on the bed again, then tapped the red.
“Those,” he said. “And the black dress.”
I nodded slowly. “And the bra?”
He looked at the options, lace balconette, satin push-up, sheer mesh, and touched the sheer one with one finger.
“That one,” he said. “Because if you lean forward talking to a guy he won’t know what to do with himself.”
I felt heat curl low in my stomach. I lifted the pieces off the bed.
“Then let’s get me ready.”
Shawn stood at the foot of the bed with his hands on his hips, staring at the clothes like he was choosing equipment for some mission. I slipped the red pair up my legs again, letting the fabric settle, and watched his eyes track every movement.
“You know exactly what you’re doing to me,” he said.
“You’re the one who packed half of this,” I said. “You’re the one doing it to me.”
“Oh, I know,” he said. “But I didn’t think you’d be this eager to wear it.”
I gave him a look as I adjusted the straps. “You spent the entire flight talking about what’s going to happen tonight. Don’t act surprised that I’m actually getting ready for it.”
He laughed under his breath. “Yeah, well. Hearing you say it out loud is its own thing.”
“Say what?” I stepped closer, hands settling on his chest.
“That you’re excited,” he said. “That you’re already imagining it.”
I tilted my head. “I think you’re imagining it more than I am.”
He grinned. “You think so?”
“Mm-hm.” I let my fingers slide down the front of his shirt. “You’re the one who lit up every time a guy matched with me. You acted like you won something.”
“I did,” he said. “I married the woman every man in that app would crawl through a wall for.”
“That’s just a line.”
“It’s true,” he said, and his grin got wider. “And you get off on knowing that.”
I tried not to smile, but it slipped out anyway. “Maybe I do.”
He stepped in until my back brushed the edge of the bed. “And you like that I get worked up hearing you talk about what you’re going to let some guy do.”
I slid a hand up the back of his neck. “I like how much it turns you on thinking about it.”
His jaw tightened in that way it always did when he was halfway between amused and overwhelmed. “Yeah,” he said. “I’m aware.”
I nudged him with my hip. “You’re the one who wanted this dress.”
“Put it on,” he said.
I reached for it, slipping it over my head, letting it settle against my hips. He watched the whole time, every adjustment, every tiny shift. When I finished smoothing the fabric, he walked around me slowly, not touching, just looking.
“That’s going to be so much trouble,” he said.
“You picked well.”
“And I stand by the decision.”
I crossed my arms lightly. “Anything else you want to comment on?”
He nodded at the mirror. “Look at you.”
I turned and saw what he meant. The dress hugged every inch. The red underneath didn’t show, but knowing it was there changed the way I stood.
Shawn came up behind me, hands sliding around my waist. His voice dropped to a warm, low tone. “You’re going to drive him crazy tonight,” he said. “Whoever he is.”
I leaned back against him. “And you?”
He laughed softly into my hair. “I’m already there.”
I smiled, meeting his eyes in the reflection. “Then let’s go find out what kind of trouble I can cause.”
“Yeah,” he said. “Let’s.”
I stood in front of the mirror with my hands on my hips. The black dress clung the way it always did, tight across the ribs, cut high at the thigh. Shawn sat at the edge of the bed, one foot on the floor, elbow resting on his knee, watching every move like he was trying to memorize it.
“You’re sure this is the one?” I asked, smoothing the hem over my hips again.
“Sure.”
“You didn’t even check what the other guys on the app are wearing tonight.”
“They don’t matter,” he said. “You’re the one who’s going to walk into that bar and make someone forget what planet they’re on.”
I turned to the side and looked at myself again. “You think it’s too much?”
“I think if it was any shorter, we’d be arrested before dessert.”
I gave him a look. “Good.”
He laughed. “You like getting away with it.”
I met his eyes in the mirror. “You love me getting away with it.”
His smile dropped just a little, the heat behind it building slow. “I like knowing some guy’s going to take one look at you and want to say something filthy before he even asks your name.”
I turned around and walked toward him, stopping just in front of his knees. “You like knowing I might let him, too.”
“I like knowing he’s going to think he’s got a chance.”
“And then find out I’m married.”
“And then see how wet that makes you.”
I smiled and stepped closer between his legs. “You’re projecting now.”
“No,” he said, eyes low now. “I’m remembering.”
I reached down and brushed a crease from his shirt collar. “You were supposed to be helping me get ready.”
He looked up slowly. “I am. I’m helping you pick the kind of trouble you’re about to walk into.”
“And if I get in too deep?”
He didn’t blink. “Then I’ll come find you.”
“Rescue me?”
I leaned in and kissed the edge of his jaw, slow, soft, letting the words brush his skin. “You’re such a bad husband.”
“You married me That’s on you.”
I nodded. “Best decision I ever made.”
He reached for my hips, fingers sliding around the back of the dress, feeling how high it rode when I bent even slightly.
“You’re going to be thinking about this all night,” I said.
“You’re going to be sending me updates.”
“Only if they’re good.”
“They’re going to be good,” he said.
I stepped back, straightened the dress again, and picked up my purse.
His voice followed me toward the door. “Red lips or pink?”
I turned, raised an eyebrow. “What do you think?”
“Red,” he said. “Obvious. Unapologetic.”
“Just like me.”
His grin widened. “Exactly.”
The bar was upstairs. Hotel lobby, elevator ride, dim hallway with that polished-wood corporate chic. I checked my reflection in the elevator panel. Shawn stood behind me, close enough to feel his breath against my shoulder.
“You’re doing that thing again,” he said.
“What thing?”
“Where you look like you’re going to shatter someone’s week.”
“I thought that was the goal.”
He grinned. “I guess it is.”
The elevator opened. There were already a few people inside the lounge, scattered across the room, suits, conference badges, half-finished drinks. I felt the shift the moment we walked in. Heads turned. Men noticed.
Shawn noticed them noticing.
We got a table against the wall, low lighting, high chairs, a view of the whole room. He sat across from me, eyes steady, phone in hand. I pulled mine out too and opened the app. Two new messages.
The guy from earlier, muscular, short hair, straight to the point.
“You out tonight?”
Shawn leaned over to see. “He’s not wasting time.”
“Nope.”
“Tell him yes.”
I typed:
“Maybe. Hotel bar. Might have a drink.”
I didn’t have to say which hotel. My profile already showed my location. He saw it.
Shawn ordered us drinks, bourbon for him, something cold and clear for me. My dress kept riding high on the barstool. I let it.
“You think he’ll show?” I asked.
“If he’s smart.”
“And if he’s not?”
“There are five others who messaged you today.”
My phone buzzed again. Another message.
“Black dress?”
Shawn laughed when he read it. “He’s here.”
I looked up, scanned. Then I saw him, near the door, tall, gym-built, short sleeves tight across his biceps. Clean-shaven. Confident. His eyes locked on me and didn’t move.
“He’s hot,” I said.
Shawn didn’t blink. “He looks like he already decided.”
The man started walking toward our table.
“You nervous?” I asked, keeping my voice low.
“You?”
“A little.”
Shawn sipped his drink. “Good.”
I crossed my legs slowly, letting the dress pull tighter, and turned just enough to face the man as he reached us.
“You must be Lindsay,” he said.
His voice was low. Smooth.
I smiled. “You must be reckless.”
He grinned, looked between us. “Mind if I sit?”
Shawn nodded toward the empty chair beside me. “Go ahead.”
He sat. His eyes lingered on my legs before coming back up to my mouth. I felt the heat crawl high between my thighs before we’d even said another word.
Shawn watched both of us, completely calm.
“So,” the man said, “what are we drinking?”
“You tell me,” I said.
Shawn leaned forward, casual. “She likes when someone takes the lead.”
The man looked at me, a flicker of heat in his eyes. “Yeah,” he said. “I got that impression.”
I felt it then. The shift. This was happening.
The second drink hit harder than the first. I felt it warming my chest, the tips of my ears, the space behind my knees. Shawn hadn’t spoken in a few minutes. He watched every word, every glance between me and the man beside me.
His name was Colin. Thirty-five. Sales. Not married. His voice had that slow, controlled cadence, the kind that didn’t waste questions.
“Chicago for the week?” he asked.
“Couple days,” I said. “Conference thing.”
He nodded, sipped. “You here with anyone?” He even glanced at Shawn.
“She’s here with me,” Shawn said calmly, still watching us. “We’re just curious.”
Colin didn’t blink. Just turned to me again, slower this time. “How curious?”
I looked at him, then over at Shawn. He gave the faintest nod, eyes sharp.
I leaned closer to Colin, just enough that my bare shoulder brushed his sleeve. “Curious enough to meet someone.”
“Someone like me?”
I let my legs drift apart under the table, crossed them again, slower this time. “You seemed confident.”
“I am.”
He looked down, like he was measuring what I’d left exposed. Then back up, direct, no hesitation. “Is this for real?”
“It is,” I said.
His hand rested on the table. Not touching me. Just close.
“Tell me what you want,” he said.
I smiled. “To feel something I haven’t felt in a while.”
Shawn’s voice was quiet but firm. “And to know I’m okay with it when she does.”
Colin nodded once. “Got it.”
I shifted in the chair, one hand on my thigh, pressing lightly. My breath came shallow now. Colin’s gaze tracked the motion, sharp and focused.
He looked at me, then at Shawn.
“You sure about this?” he asked him.
Shawn’s answer was instant. “I’m here, aren’t I?”
Colin looked at me again, slower this time. “Then finish your drink.”
I did. One long sip. Ice hit my lip and slid down the side of the glass. I set it back on the table and wiped the condensation from my fingers.
He stood first.
I felt my legs move before I thought about it. I slid off the chair, my dress tugging higher at the back. I felt both of them notice.
We moved toward the elevator. Shawn close behind, Colin just beside me.
I reached for the button. Colin caught my wrist, held it. Not rough. Just claiming it. I glanced at him. He didn’t smile.
Shawn stepped in on my other side. “Still good?”
I nodded.
The elevator opened. We stepped in. Colin didn’t ask which floor, he just looked at me.
I looked at Shawn.
“Six,” he said.
Colin pressed the button.
The elevator climbed slow. Colin stood beside me, his hand still warm around my wrist. He didn’t let go. His grip wasn’t hard, but it had weight. Intent. I could feel my pulse in the center of my palm.
Shawn stood on the other side of me. I could feel his eyes on me, studying everything. The way I was breathing. The way I wasn’t pulling away. The way Colin kept my hand in his like we were already something.
The floor numbers blinked up one at a time. Three. Four. Five.
When we hit six, Colin let go of my wrist, but only to place his hand low on my back as we stepped into the hallway. His fingers rested right above the curve of my hips, and the pressure there made me step slower. Deliberate. I was aware of how I looked from behind, my dress, my stride, my heels, the exposed backs of my thighs. I wanted him to notice and I wanted Shawn to see that he noticed.
The hallway was quiet. Shawn stepped ahead of us and slid the keycard into the door. It clicked, green light flashing. He opened it and held it for us.
Colin walked in first. I followed.
The door shut behind us with a soft latch.
No music. No chatter. Just the low hum of the fan and the sound of my heels crossing the carpet. The room was lit only by the lamp by the bed. Warm. Dim.
I stood near the foot of it, not turning around right away.
Colin moved first. He stepped behind me again. Closer now. His hand touched my hip, then slid lower. He wasn’t rushing. He was checking. Testing how far he could go.
I didn’t flinch. I felt his breath at the back of my neck.
Then I heard Shawn move, too. He dropped his jacket on the chair, loosened the top button of his shirt. He didn’t sit. He stood near the dresser, watching, not saying a word yet.
Colin’s hand moved to my waist, fingers brushing the edge of the dress.
He turned me gently to face him.
“You still good?” he asked.
I nodded. Then he looked past me, to Shawn.
“You?”
Shawn didn’t move. “She knows what she wants.”
Colin looked at me again. I met his eyes, steady.
I reached for the zipper at the back of my dress. My fingers found it. I didn’t pull yet.
I looked at Shawn once more. No nod this time. Just the way he stood, still , focused, his jaw set, his eyes locked on mine.
That was enough.
I drew the zipper down.
Shawn stepped back toward the door, jaw tight, keys already in his hand. He didn’t say much. Just looked at me once more, one long, unreadable glance, then nodded toward Colin.
“I’ll give you time.”
I didn’t move. Neither did Colin. The door clicked behind him.
Silence that was real this time. Just the two of us now. Just me, standing with my dress unzipped, shoulder blades bare, hair half undone. And Colin, still in his shirt and jeans, watching me like nothing in the world had ever looked more worth taking his time with.
He stepped closer. His hands touched the sides of the dress at my ribs, fingers spreading over the fabric. Then lower. He slid it down slowly, grazing the skin beneath. The dress dropped to the floor without a sound. I stood in my bra and panties, the bra and panties my husband picked out for me wear for this man, this stranger.
He looked down at me, his gaze tracing every inch without rushing. My hips. My thighs. The inside of my legs. Then back up, over my stomach, to my chest, then my face.
“You’re beautiful,” he said.
I didn’t answer.
He raised one hand and brushed my cheek with the backs of his fingers.
His hand moved down my arm, found my fingers. He held them tight for a second, then guided me gently backward, toward the bed. I went without hesitation. Without fear. Only heat. Only want.
And when my legs hit the mattress, he leaned in, finally, and kissed me.
It wasn’t soft. It was full, sure, unfiltered. His hands found my hips and held them, pulled me into him, kept me from overthinking. My body arched into him like it had been waiting for this shape to press into.
I kissed him back, hard. My fingers at his collar, his chest, pulling. His lips moved down to my neck, my collarbone, his breath hot against my skin.
He whispered, “Lie back for me.”
I lay back across the bed, legs still hanging over the side, dress pooled on the floor. My chest rose fast, then settled. Colin stood over me, his hands at the hem of his shirt, pulling it up and over his head. The light caught the shape of his shoulders. Wide, cut. The kind of body built to move. He undid his belt next. Then the button. Then the zipper.
He didn’t speak while he did it. He just watched me.
He stepped out of his jeans and kicked them aside. Then climbed onto the bed, one knee planted between mine, both hands at my hips. He moved them slow, steady, letting his thumbs press into the thin line of skin above the waistband.
I reached behind and unclasped my bra. His eyes didn’t leave mine.
He took it off me gently, letting the straps fall from my arms.
His hands came up, cupped me, thumbs brushing my nipples until they tightened.
He lowered himself slowly, his chest brushing mine, hips pressing between my legs. The feel of him hard and hot against my panties made me suck in a breath through my teeth. I arched against it without meaning to.
He kissed me again. This time longer. Slower. His mouth moved across mine like he wanted to taste the entire shape of it.
My fingers slid into his hair. I pulled him tighter.
He reached down and hooked a thumb under the side of my panties. Just enough to stretch the fabric, not enough to take it yet.
I whispered, “Don’t tease.”
He smiled against my neck. “I wasn’t planning to.”
Then he pulled them down.
He dragged them slow, steady, until they were off, tossed somewhere into the dark at the edge of the bed. Then he dropped lower, shifting between my thighs.
I stopped breathing.
His hands pushed my knees wider, his grip solid, and his mouth replaced the air between us.
I gasped. My fingers grabbed for the sheets.
His tongue was slow at first. Then deeper. Then back to soft. He moved like he knew what I could take, like he’d tested this a hundred times before and already knew the fastest way to undo me. I tilted my hips into it and moaned low, back arching.
He didn’t stop. He kept me there. Hands tight on my thighs, holding them open, mouth working harder now, licking, dragging, circling. I said his name once, broken and breathless, and he groaned into me like that was the thing he needed most.
It came fast with no warning. No prep. Just a full-body spasm that snapped my hips up off the bed and made my whole chest burn. I clutched the pillow beside me and shook.
He stayed there for all of it. Only moved when I finally let out a slow breath.
He crawled up beside me, mouth wet, eyes dark.
“Still curious?” he asked.
I laughed.
“Very.”
He lay back against the pillows, arms relaxed at his sides, chest rising slow and full. The sheet dipped low on his hips. I turned toward him, dragging one hand lightly across his stomach, feeling the way the muscles flinched under my palm.
I kissed the center of his chest. His skin was hot. Salty. Firm. I let my mouth rest there for a moment, then trailed it lower. My hair brushed against him as I moved. He watched me the whole way down.
My hands were steady. I placed them flat, one on each hip, just under the edges of the sheet. I pulled it down inch by inch, exposing the line of his body until nothing was left to the imagination. He was already hard. Already waiting.
I didn't rush, though. I wanted to see him twitch for me the way he made me twitch for him.
I leaned in and kissed just above him, soft and slow, letting my lips drag against the skin until I felt him lift slightly off the bed. His fingers curled into the blanket, his breath caught. I kissed again, lower. My lips brushed the top of him now. Just that. A tease. A whisper of contact.
He exhaled hard. His hips shifted up toward me.
I didn’t give him what he wanted. Not yet.
I let my tongue flick once, slow and deliberate, along the side of him. Then again. My hands stayed locked on his hips, holding him down, controlling the pace. I wanted to hear what it did to him. I wanted to feel the tension build and hold.
His breath changed. Became uneven. His thighs flexed beneath my hands.
Then I took him in my mouth, slow at first, just the head, sucking light and warm, tongue curling underneath. His whole body jerked. I heard him swear under his breath. That made me go deeper.
I found a rhythm. Long, deep pulls. Then slower ones. My mouth sealed around him, tongue working with every pass, lips tight. My hand stroked the base where my mouth couldn’t reach. I watched his chest as I did it, the way his abs tightened with each stroke, the way his hands gripped the sheets.
“You’re, fuck,” he muttered, voice shaking. “You’re going to break me.”
I didn’t stop. I went deeper. Let my mouth drag even slower on the way up. Let my tongue press harder on the way down. I twisted my wrist in sync, moved my head in small, firm motions, not fast, just full.
He reached down, touched my hair, not pulling, just holding, like he needed something to anchor him.
I kept going. Every noise he made pushed me further. Every breath he caught made me want to feel it again. His body started to shake. Just enough to feel it in his legs.
“Jesus,” he breathed. “You feel so . . .”
He didn’t finish the sentence. His voice broke.
I pulled back just a little. Slowed the rhythm again. Kept him right on the edge.
I let my lips slide up his length, slow and wet, until he almost slipped free. Then I dipped down again, halfway, sucking deep and soft before pulling off completely. His head hit the pillow. He let out a ragged sound, somewhere between a growl and a plea.
I dragged my nails lightly up his thighs, over his hips, and planted a kiss right where my mouth had been.
His chest was rising fast now. Every breath was work. His hand tangled in my hair again.
I looked up, locked eyes with him, and held him there.
Then I lifted one leg and swung it over him, turning slow, deliberate, placing my knees beside his shoulders and lowering myself until I straddled his face. My hips tilted forward, back arched, skin flushed.
He didn’t wait.
His mouth was on me again, no hesitation this time. He pulled me down, tongue deep and hot and hungry. I gasped. My legs tensed, then relaxed, the moan falling out of me as I dropped my head and wrapped my hand around him again.
I took him back into my mouth.
The angle was deeper now, reversed on him like that. My hips rocked forward into his mouth as I sucked him down in long, slow pulls. I felt every twitch, every pulse, every tightening of his body beneath mine. His tongue circled me in rhythm, licking up and over, then pressing inside. He moaned into me when I swallowed around him.
It vibrated through my core.
I slid my mouth lower, down to the base, slower now, drawing it out, tightening my throat as I reached the bottom. I heard him choke on a breath and dig his fingers into my thighs.
But I didn’t break rhythm.
I stayed steady. Up. Down. Tongue working every inch. Hand stroking in time. My hips rocked gently with it, grinding into his mouth, feeding off the way he held me, licked me, devoured me.
We were locked in it now.
His mouth on me. My mouth on him.
Every sound echoed off the walls. Wet. Breathless. Real.
I kept my body low, kept my back curved, using my whole weight to pin his head while I worked him with everything I had, mouth, hand, lips, tongue, all in perfect sync. His hips were moving under me now. Just a little. Fighting the edge.
I could feel how close he was. I could feel it everywhere.
But I didn’t stop.
I moved my knees wider on the bed, dropped lower, took him even deeper, sucking harder now, but still not letting him finish. I pulled off with a pop, stroked him with my hand, flicked my tongue across the head, slow and teasing, while his mouth clamped tighter on me like he couldn’t stop.
I gasped. My legs shook.
Still, I kept him on the edge. Holding both of us there.
His mouth didn’t stop. The suction, the tongue, the rhythm, he kept it perfect. Each flick, each press, timed with the slow, aching slide of my lips around him. I couldn’t think anymore. I couldn’t remember what we were doing or how we got here. My body didn’t care. It only knew heat, pressure, movement.
His grip on my thighs tightened as he pulled me down harder into his face. I ground into him slow and steady, matching the motion of my mouth, unable to choose which sensation was stronger.
His body throbbed against my tongue. The veins under my palm pulsed like he was about to break. I wanted to keep him just shy of it forever.
I moved my mouth deeper again, swallowing him fully, lips tight, tongue curled around him like I could drink him. His hips rose off the bed, just a little, just enough to feel the shake in his control. I didn’t let him go. I held him in my throat for a second longer than I had before, until the muscles in his legs locked and his hands crushed into my skin like he couldn’t take it.
Still I didn’t stop.
I slid back up, slow and wet, and did it again.
The taste of him coated my tongue. I opened wider, relaxed everything, and let him glide all the way to the back. The heat of him, the weight, the sound he made, it lit something so deep in me it almost scared me.
I was soaked. Dripping onto his face. His tongue pushed inside again and again, and my whole body responded like it belonged to him now. My thighs were shaking. My fingers slipped against his skin.
And still I kept him from finishing.
I backed off just enough, stroked him with my hand, and lowered my mouth again. Suck. Stroke. Deeper. Slower. Over and over until I felt his whole body convulse under me, like he was trying to crawl away from the edge and I kept dragging him right back to it.
My eyes closed. All I could feel was the stretch of him in my mouth, the quiver of his stomach, the sweat on his ribs, the breath exploding out of his lungs, the fingers buried in my hips, the tongue still fucking into me, the helpless sounds spilling out of both of us.
And under it all, like an electric pulse behind my ribs, was the thought of Shawn.
He wanted this. He sent me here. He wanted me filled with this man’s tongue. This man’s cock. He wanted me dripping, shaking, moaning with someone else inside me. And knowing that, feeling that, burned hotter than anything I’d ever done.
I pressed my thighs tighter around Colin’s face. I couldn’t hold it anymore.
My legs gave first, quivering, then locking tight around his face as his tongue drove deeper, faster, licking like he’d waited his whole life to taste me this way. I sank my hips down into him and cried out, not even trying to hold it in. I wasn’t controlling anything now. Not my body. Not my breath. Not the sounds ripping out of my throat as the orgasm hit me like it had been building for hours.
I came hard. Fast. Wild. Messy.
I gripped the bed sheets with both hands and ground against his mouth like I was trying to survive it, like I could fuse myself to the heat of his tongue and never come up for air again. My thighs crushed around his head.
I felt him groan into me as I fell apart, his hands gripping my ass, holding me in place while he worked me through it, licking until my hips bucked and my chest heaved and I finally started to shake.
And even then, he didn’t stop. He sucked until I gasped, until it was too much, and I had to pull away, legs trembling, body glazed, breath shot to hell.
I turned just enough to slide off him and land on my side. My hand didn’t stop moving though.
I grabbed his cock, wet and thick and twitching hard in my palm, and took him back into my mouth like it was the only thing left in the world I knew how to do. No teasing this time. No edge.
Just need. I sucked him deep. Fast. Sloppy. The way he needed it now. My hand pumped what my mouth couldn’t take. I moaned around him, dizzy with the taste of him, the feel of him, the sheer need in how he thrust up into my throat.
His hand slapped the sheets, then grabbed my wrist. I didn’t stop. I just pushed further. Swallowed again. Pulled him back, then took him deep until I felt his whole body twist.
Then he broke. He grunted, short, helpless, and shoved deep one last time.
I felt the first pulse shoot down my throat. Hot. Thick. Then the second. I moaned around him, not moving, not flinching, just swallowing every surge as it came, holding him there until he stopped twitching, until the final weak buck of his hips faded and his body dropped back into the bed.
He let out a sound somewhere between a curse and a breathless thank-you.
I stayed on him, lips soft, mouth open, licking gently until I felt him wince and flinch from the aftershock.
Then I let go.
I lay back beside him, chest heaving, lips wet, legs still open, body still ringing from what he’d done to me.
I lay there for a minute, letting the air cool the heat off my skin. Colin hadn’t moved. He lay sprawled across the bed, chest still rising like he was catching up from drowning. I could still feel him between my thighs, on my tongue, inside my body. But it didn’t hold me in place. It didn’t own me.
I sat up, legs still unsteady, and swung my feet to the floor. My panties were somewhere by the chair. I pulled my bra from the edge of the mattress, slipped the straps over my shoulders, clasped it behind my back, and stood.
Colin stirred but didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.
I found the red pair of panties, slid them on slow, precise. Pulled my dress from the floor and stepped into it without rushing. I zipped it up, smoothed the hem, ran fingers through my hair, and looked at myself in the mirror near the window.
I didn’t look spent. I looked exactly like the woman I’d imagined I might be. Not destroyed. Not used. But certainly unleashed.
Colin was watching me now, silent. Still naked, still breathing heavy, head tilted slightly like he didn’t know what to say.
I gave him a small smile. Nothing fake. Just final.
“Thank you,” I said quietly.
He sat up like he wanted to respond, maybe reach for me again, but I was already turning to the door. I picked up my heels, carried them in one hand, and let the door click shut behind me.
The hallway was quiet. Carpet soft under my feet. I walked slow toward the elevator, every step settling into me like a truth I hadn’t known how to speak before tonight.
My husband wanted this. He wanted me like this. And now I did too.
I didn’t feel used. I felt carved open. Not wounded, cut free. There was no shame. No ache I hadn’t asked for. Only power. Real and warm and humming just beneath the skin. The kind of power that didn’t need to be explained to anyone. Not even him.
I pressed the button and braced myself to slip my shoes back on. The elevator opened and I stepped in alone. The doors closed with a soft hush. I smoothed my dress one last time, and pulled out my phone.
The number was already at the top of my recents.
I tapped it. He answered before the second ring.
“Hey,” he said.
I waited a beat just to feel it. The silence. The space between what I’d just done and what he was about to hear.
Then I said, calm and clear, “I’m on my way back.”
He exhaled through the line. “Are you okay?”
I smiled and took in a long slow breath and let it out even slower.
“Oh, I’m more than okay.”
His breath caught faintly.
“I’ll see you in two minutes,” I said.
The moment I hung up, my hand started shaking.
I tucked the phone back into my purse and braced against the mirrored wall. My reflection didn’t look calm anymore. My hair was messy at the crown. My lips were swollen. The dress sat right, but I could feel everything underneath it slipping out of place. My panties were damp again. My knees were soft. I hadn’t even realized how unsteady I was until the elevator jolted gently beneath me, and I nearly lost my balance in my own heels.
I drew in another breath. Held it. Let it out slow.
My thighs pressed together with every step, slippery and sore. My heartbeat hadn’t come back down. I could still feel Colin’s tongue inside me. I could still taste him in my mouth.
I tried to stand taller, tried to fix my posture, but my hips rolled too easily when I moved, like my whole center of gravity had shifted.
By the time the doors opened, I was clenching every muscle just to walk straight.
The hallway looked longer. The carpet blurred at the edges. My legs moved without command. One foot, then the next. My stomach fluttered with every step. My hands felt too empty. My whole body wanted to collapse. Not from shame. Not from fear. From being so full.
From what I’d just done. From what I’d just given. From knowing my husband wanted it, no, needed it, and I’d done it like I was made for it.
The keycard slipped between my fingers as I reached for our door. I dropped it once. Picked it up with trembling hands. Slid it into the slot again, slower this time.
Green light. I pushed the handle down and stepped inside.
He was there. Sitting on the edge of the bed. Still dressed. Still waiting.
His eyes locked on me the second the door opened. They scanned me from head to toe, registering everything, the sway in my walk, the flush in my chest, the wet at the hem of my panties barely hidden beneath the dress.
I didn’t speak. I couldn’t. I walked in like a woman underwater, like every nerve in my body was ringing. My throat was tight. My pulse pounded in my neck, in my legs, behind my eyes.
He stood slowly. His hands didn’t reach for me. Not yet. But his mouth parted, and I saw it. The hunger. The pride. The raw, open disbelief at what I’d just done.
I crashed into him. My hands went to his shirt, yanked the buttons open with no precision, just force. Threads popped. Fabric tore. I didn’t care. I wanted his chest bare, wanted to feel skin under my palms, needed to know he was real and solid and here.
He gasped when I shoved him back onto the bed. I didn’t speak. I climbed over him, knees planted wide on either side of his hips, my dress riding up to my waist, panties soaked through and forgotten.
He tried to reach for me, but I grabbed his wrists and shoved them into the mattress, holding him down. I leaned forward, hair falling across both of us, and bit his collarbone, hard enough that he moaned out loud. My hips ground down into him, pressure full, direct, no teasing. I felt the heat of him through his pants, already hard, already ready.
I kissed him rough, teeth and tongue and breath. Our mouths slid against each other. I sucked his bottom lip, pulled it with my teeth, then pressed my forehead against his.
“I need this so bad,” I whispered, barely able to speak.
He tried to nod, but I was already moving. I sat up straight, reached between us, unzipped him fast, shoved his waistband down, freed him with one hand while the other grabbed his shirt and held him there.
He was hot in my palm, thick and pulsing. I stroked him once, twice, slow, tight, watching his stomach tense with each motion.
Then I lifted myself and pulled my panties to the side.
I didn’t lower onto him slow. I sank down in one hard thrust, burying him to the base, my thighs slapping against his.
We both shouted.
My body clenched hard, still trembling from earlier, still chafed and oversensitive, but it didn’t matter. I needed him inside me. I needed to take it. All of it. Every inch. Every sound. Every jolt of pressure that fired up my spine like electricity.
I rode him hard, fast, without rhythm at first. Just force. Just hunger.
My hands pinned his shoulders. My hips slammed down, again and again, wet and silky and obscene. The sound of it filled the room, flesh, breath, gasps, the bed frame shifting under us with each thrust.
His hands gripped my ass, fingers spreading wide, trying to control the angle. I slapped them away. This was mine. This was what I came back for.
I leaned forward, grinding down until I felt the head of him press up against the deepest place I could take him, then rolled my hips in tight circles, slow, dragging every inch of him inside me until I saw his head drop back against the pillow, mouth open, eyes gone.
I didn’t stop moving until I felt him start to lose it, his stomach tightening, breath breaking. Then I pulled off him fast, thighs trembling, and yanked him up by the arm.
“Get up.”
He staggered off the bed, still dazed. I dropped to my knees right in front of him, took him back in my mouth without warning, sucked him hard and deep for five seconds, wet, fast, punishingly, then stood up and turned around, planting both palms flat on the desk.
He got the message.
He stepped in behind me, yanked my panties down and off, lifted my dress without bothering to unzip it, and slid inside me again like his life depended on it. I cried out, fingers gripping the edge of the desk so hard my knuckles ached.
He slammed into me again and again, fast now, brutal, full-bodied thrusts that made the desk legs knock against the wall. I felt my breasts bouncing inside the tight fabric of the dress, sweat beading between my shoulder blades, my ass slapping into his hips with every push.
“Harder,” I gasped.
He grunted and obeyed.
When I couldn’t stand it another second, I shoved him off, turned, grabbed his wrist, and pulled him toward the window.
The curtains were half open. City lights flared across the carpet.
I pushed him into the chair, straddled him, and sank back down onto him facing away this time. My hands gripped the armrests as I rode him backwards, ass grinding against his thighs while he grabbed my hips like he was drowning.
I bounced hard. Fast. His mouth was on my back, my neck, my shoulder. His teeth grazed my skin.
I came again, sharp, clenching, violent, and didn’t stop moving through it.
Then I climbed off him and shoved him to the floor.
He rolled onto his back, breathless.
I mounted him in a squat, feet flat on either side of his hips, and dropped down onto him with my knees bent, using my thighs to drive myself up and down. The angle was deeper. Intense. Too much.
He grabbed at my waist, eyes wide, jaw slack, barely holding on. I watched him, sweat on his chest, muscles locked, every nerve ending screaming.
Still not enough. We rolled. He pinned me to the carpet, pushed my knees to my chest, and fucked into me so hard I saw white. I screamed his name. He kept going.
Then he pulled out, flipped me to my stomach, and entered me again from behind, both hands on my shoulders, his body collapsing over mine, fucking me hard and fast until I felt his whole frame lock up.
I couldn’t feel the floor anymore. Just his body against mine, and the way he moved inside me. My back arched with every thrust, not from choice, but because my body kept trying to take more of him. I didn’t know I could feel like this. Not this much. Not this deep. Every nerve was on fire. Every part of me satiny, swollen, worn from how much we’d already done, but still wanting more.
He held my hips and pulled me back into him with a force that made my thighs burn. My skin was wet now. The carpet scratched my knees and elbows. I moaned with every impact, not soft or sweet, just broken sounds ripped out of me. His hand slid up my back, fingers pressing into the muscles along my spine like he wanted to memorize the shape of my body from the inside and out.
I gasped when he shifted the angle, deeper now, somehow, hitting a place that made my whole stomach clench. My mouth opened wide, but nothing came out. Just air. Just heat. Just the unbearable pressure building in every inch of me. My fingers clawed at the rug, needing something to hold onto.
He was thick and hot and relentless inside me, and every stroke pulled me closer to something I didn’t have words for. My body clenched around him again and again, involuntarily, like it was trying to keep him there, trying to force the peak before I could catch my breath. I came again, but it didn’t feel like a finish. It just tore through me and left me shaking, gasping, hips still pushing back into him like I still hadn’t had enough.
Then he pulled out, hands on my waist, and dragged me upright. My knees were too weak to hold me, but he caught me under the arms and lifted me with him, stumbling us both toward the wall. I landed against it hard, hands braced above my head. He came up behind me and slid in again, one hand gripping my throat gently, the other cupping between my legs, holding me in place as he drove back into me.
I couldn’t stop shaking. I couldn’t breathe. The pressure of the wall behind me and the heat of him filling me from behind made it feel like there was no part of me left untouched. I was stretched. Owned. Opened in ways I didn’t know my body could handle. And the way he moved, fast, full, unyielding, kept the sensation locked in every inch of my skin.
I started crying out again. Every few seconds. Couldn’t stop it. Couldn’t think. My legs began to give, but he didn’t let me fall. He held me up and kept going, hips slamming into me as my whole body tensed one last time.
It was, in a word, magnificent.
The diner was half-lit and almost empty. Just the clink of plates and the low buzz of something soft playing on the radio. I sat across from Shawn in a cracked leather booth, still flushed, still bare-legged under the dress, my coat thrown over my shoulders but not buttoned. He looked at me like I was radioactive.
“You’re glowing,” he said, voice low.
“I’m starving.”
He laughed once, short and hoarse, and slid the plate of fries toward me. “Here. Eat before you pass out.”
My hands were still shaking slightly as I picked one up. Salt burned my lips. My thighs ached. My hips throbbed in the best possible way. Everything below my waist felt worked open and marked, and every shift in my seat reminded me what I’d just done, what I’d let be done to me.
Shawn hadn’t taken his eyes off me since we sat down.
He leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Was it everything you thought it’d be?”
I chewed slowly. Swallowed. Met his eyes.
“It was more.”
His breath caught. I saw it in the way his jaw moved, like he was trying not to say everything at once.
I reached for his hand and laced my fingers with his. “Are you okay?”
He nodded, but didn’t speak right away. Then, quieter, “I didn’t expect it to hit me like this.”
“Like what?”
He looked down at our hands, then back up. “Like I’m proud of you. Turned on. Kind of jealous. Kind of in awe. Like I don’t even know what to ask first.”
I squeezed his fingers gently. “Ask anything.”
He hesitated. “No don’t tell me too much.”
“Too much?”
“I want to know everything and nothing.”
I laughed, soft and tired. “You’re such a mess right now.”
“So are you.”
“I can’t feel my legs.”
“That bad?”
I shook my head. “That good.”
He stared at me for a long second, eyes flicking to my mouth. “I heard you,” he said.
“When?”
“When you came back in. The way you moaned when I was inside you. That wasn’t just about me.”
My face flushed again. “No. It wasn’t.”
He swallowed. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”
I leaned in, closer over the table. “Then maybe next time, you shouldn’t leave.”
His eyes darkened. “You want a next time?”
Shawn picked up a fry, dipped it, and brought it to my mouth like we were alone in the world. I leaned forward and took it between my lips, slow and teasing, letting my tongue drag lightly against his fingers before pulling away.
“You’re dangerous,” he murmured.
“You married me.”
“Best risk I ever took.”
I stole one from his plate and pressed it gently to his bottom lip. He opened, let me feed it to him, chewing while his eyes stayed locked on mine.
Then, more serious: “You know I’m not a cuck, right?”
I nodded without hesitation. “Of course.”
“I don’t want to watch,” he said. “I didn’t want to feel small or replaced. I just wanted to know you were unleashed.”
The way he said it made my breath catch. I swallowed, reached for his hand again, laced our fingers.
“You didn’t want humiliation,” I said.
“God, no.”
“You wanted power. Our power.”
He nodded. “I wanted to feel like I’d unlocked something in you that no one else could. Then yank your leash, make you come back. ”
“You did,” I said softly. “You made it safe for me to go there.”
He sat back slightly, watching me. “But this, what we did, it wasn’t about me being denied or pushed aside. It wasn’t about giving you away.”
“No,” I said. “It was about you letting me act out something I didn’t know I needed. You let me go farther than I would’ve allowed myself alone.”
He exhaled slowly. “That’s the difference, isn’t it?”
“What?”
“Hotwife is still us. Cuckold is him.”
I nodded. “Exactly.”
“I didn’t get off on being left out,” he said. “I got off on knowing you’d come back to me with all of it still burning inside you.”
“And I wanted to come back to you,” I said. “I needed to.”
He ran his thumb over my knuckles. “It’s like I hung the leash. Not gave it away.”
“Hotwife is about trust,” I said. “And complicity. You gave me clearance, not distance.”
“And I didn’t want the details because I felt weak,” he added. “I didn’t want them because I wanted to stay in our story.”
I looked at him, really looked, and felt something in my chest pull tight. Not arousal, something deeper. Gratitude. Recognition.
“You weren’t watching me get taken,” I said. “But you were the one who sent me.”
I traced slow circles on the back of his hand with my fingertip. My whole body still pulsed from the earlier high, but inside, I was calm. Open. Clear. Like something had clicked into place and I wanted to understand it better, not just feel it.
“I think most people don’t get the difference,” I said quietly. “They hear ‘wife with another man,’ and just assume it’s all the same.”
Shawn’s thumb ran over my knuckles again. “Yeah. Like it’s only about humiliation or degradation.”
“It’s not,” I said. “At least not for us.”
“For cuckolds, I think it is about the humiliation,” he said carefully. “Being denied. Replaced. Watching her need someone more than him, and staying anyway.”
“And for us,” I said, “it’s not about absence. It’s about expansion.”
He looked up, eyes focused. “Yeah. Like I’m not letting go of you. I’m letting more of you happen.”
I smiled. “That’s it.”
He paused. “It’s like with cuckolding, the core kink is powerlessness. Wanting to be left out. Or punished.”
“And for hotwife,” I added, “the core is the power between us. The fact that you gave me that freedom, and I used it, not to leave you behind, but to bring something wild back to us.”
Shawn nodded slowly. “It was never about the other guy.”
“No,” I said. “He was a function. A tool. I didn’t care about him. I cared about what we were doing.”
He tilted his head. “So when I said I didn’t want the details it wasn’t me avoiding it. It was me preserving what mattered.”
“I know,” I said. “And I didn’t need to tell you everything. Because it wasn’t a separate story. It was a continuation of ours.”
He leaned back, taking me in like he was still wrapping his head around it. “So what would make it cross the line?”
I breathed in. “If you started feeling like you didn’t have a say. Or if I started doing it for the attention instead of for us.”
“Or if it became about hiding things,” he said. “That’s what cuckold porn always has, secrecy, betrayal, a kind of cruelty.”
I nodded. “But we had none of that. You watched me get ready. You chose the dress. You chose the panties. You sent me into it, and I wanted to come back and give it to you.”
He swallowed. “And I felt it. When I touched you after. I didn’t feel replaced.”
“No?”
“I felt worshipped.”
That cracked something open in me again. Not lust. Something deeper. A wave of emotion I didn’t expect.
“Then maybe that’s the difference,” I said, voice softer. “Cuckold is about surrendering the relationship. Hotwife is about strengthening it.”
I leaned in, elbows on the table, my hand still laced with his.
“So,” I said, low enough that only he could hear. “What if next time I go further?”
His eyes flicked to mine, dark and alert. “Further how?”
I let a small smile tug at my mouth. “I mean really give him everything. Not just a taste.”
Shawn’s throat worked as he swallowed. His other hand stayed still on the table.
“You already gave a lot.”
“Not everything,” I said. “Tonight I held back. I was thinking about getting back to you. I wasn’t trying to break.”
He stared at me for a second. “You’re saying next time, you don’t come back right away.”
I nodded, slowly. “Next time I come back shattered.”
He shifted in his seat, subtle, but I felt it. I saw the twitch at the corner of his mouth.
“And what kind of guy is this?”
I shrugged, like it wasn’t even a question. “Tall. Bigger. Maybe Black. Hung,”  I said without vocalization.
That came down between us like a spark dropped into dry grass. His fingers curled tighter around mine.
“You want to be pushed?”
I leaned closer. “I want to be taken. Fully. Not eased into it. Not coaxed. I want a man who knows he can go deeper than I’ve ever had and makes me feel every inch.”
Shawn’s breath caught.
“And you’ll let him?” he asked.
I nodded. “If I know you’re sending me.”
He blinked slowly, like he was already picturing it. “You want size this time.”
I held his eyes. “I want to feel undone for a few days. Like I can’t walk.”
He groaned, just under his breath.
“You’d walk into the hotel room after,” he said, “still stretched open, still dripping from him.”
I bit my lip and nodded. “I wouldn’t try to clean up first. I’d let you smell it.”
He sat back like he needed air. “You’d let him finish inside?”
“If you say I can.”
He exhaled hard. “Jesus.”
“I’d go on my knees and open for you right after,” I whispered. “Still full of another man.”
He closed his eyes. His jaw flexed.
“I’d taste it,” I added. “If you wanted that. I’d keep going while you watched.”
His hand found mine again. Tight. Hot.
“I don’t want to be humiliated,” he said, voice thick. “But I have that image burned into my skull.”
I saw it in his eyes before he even said it. The way his hand tightened around mine. The way he looked at my mouth like he was already tasting it again. We weren’t going to make it back to the hotel.
He leaned in, lips barely brushing my ear. “Bathroom. Now.”
I didn’t answer. I just slipped out of the booth, smoothing my coat and letting it fall open to hide nothing. I could feel my thighs still oiled, panties still damp, and the ache between my legs hadn’t eased one bit. He followed behind me like he couldn’t help it, one step back, eyes locked on the sway of my hips.
The hallway past the kitchen was empty.
The door to the single-use restroom opened with a soft creak. I stepped in first and pulled him in after me, locking it with a soft click.
Then I turned, grabbed him by the collar, and shoved him against the wall.
His hands were on me instantly. My coat fell open. My dress rode up. He spun me and pushed me back against the sink, his mouth crashing into mine, all tongue and heat and teeth. I reached behind me, hiked my skirt to my waist, and slid my panties down just enough.
He groaned the second his hand touched bare skin.
“I want you to imagine him,” I whispered, breath hot in his ear, “holding my ankles while I’m spread wide and begging.”
He shoved his pants down just far enough. Freed himself.
“You want that?” he growled. “You want to be held down?”
I nodded, breath shaking. “You want him to make me say your name while he fucks me.”
He slammed into me hard, deep, rough, unforgiving. I cried out into his neck and wrapped both legs around his hips, clutching his back like I was drowning.
“You’d tell him I was watching?” he hissed, hips pounding into mine, the counter rattling under us.
“I’d look right in the camera,” I gasped, “and moan louder for you than I do for him.”
His pace broke for a second, too much. He pulled back, kissed me hard, then pushed in again, slower this time, grinding deep.
“I want you to spit in your hand before he slides in,” he whispered. “I want you to make him wait while you tell him what you’re used to.”
I whimpered, hands gripping the sink.
“I want a cock that’s too big” I whispered. “Then come home with my legs still shaking.”
His breath caught. He thrust hard once, twice, then buried himself fully.
“I want you to taste him on my tongue,” I said, voice breaking.
He growled in my ear, teeth at my neck, and I felt the heat flood inside me just as I shattered again, body shaking against the porcelain, both of us breaking in silence, in heat, in everything.
We paid triple our bill and skedaddled out of there.
We lay tangled in the sheets, skin cooling, legs still wrapped together. The lamp was dimmed, the room smelled like sex, and I was still pulsing low in my belly, every shift of my hips reminding me how recently he’d been inside me. Shawn lay on his side next to me, shirtless, head propped on his hand.
The phone sat between us, screen lit, Tinder open.
“Okay,” I said, thumbing right past a grinning guy with a backward hat. “That’s a no.”
“Agreed,” he said. “He looks like he’d talk too much.”
I snorted. “I don’t need a guy who thinks he’s funny. I need one who knows what to do with his hands.”
“Exactly.”
We kept scrolling.
Shawn paused me at one. “Hold up. That guy.”
Tall. Black. Serious jawline. Strong shoulders. Standing next to a car but not posing. Just existing with confidence.
I stared. “Damn. Is it too late to back out?”
“Yeah,” he said. “He’s trouble. He’s exactly what you said you were going to go for next.”
I looked at the rest of his photos. One at the gym, nothing too posed. One in a suit. One shirtless on a beach, abs but not trying too hard.
“What do you think?” I asked. “I’m afraid now.”
Shawn raised an eyebrow. “I think if he matches, we’re buying extra towels.”
I laughed and swiped right.
Then came another one. Younger. Latino. Tattoos across his chest, loose tank, bedroom eyes.
“He’d make you beg,” Shawn said.
I felt the blush spread up my chest again. “You think?”
“Definitely.”
“I kind of want to see you nervous about it,” I whispered, nudging his shoulder.
He looked at me, amused. “You think I’d be jealous?”
“No,” I said. “I think you’d be hard watching me”
“I already am.”
We swiped again.
This one was clean-cut. White guy, suit, polite smile. Too polite.
“Nope,” I said.
“Yeah,” Shawn agreed. “He’d ask permission for everything.”
“Exactly. I want someone who knows what to do. Not someone I have to train.”
I paused on the next one. Another Black man. Thick neck. Big hands. His eyes were confident, calm. Quietly in control.
We both stared.
“Tap into that one,” Shawn said.
I opened the profile. Minimal bio.
Just: “Dominant. Generous. Direct.”
I felt the heat again instantly.
“Message him?” I asked.
Shawn nodded. “Let’s see how he handles the first move.”
I typed:
“In town one more night. Looking for someone serious.”
Shawn leaned in, kissed the side of my neck.
“Let’s see what serious feels like,” he murmured.
The message sent. I don’t think Shawn realized what that kind of cock did to me. The thought of it.
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The message came back after noon the next day. I was standing in front of the bathroom mirror wearing nothing but a towel when I saw the preview pop up on my lock screen. One sentence, no emoji, no question mark. Just: “Tell me where to meet you. I’ll be ready.”
I opened it with my thumb, my breath tight in my chest. The profile photo didn’t move, didn’t change in expression. That face, that look, still and confident, stared straight into the camera. My towel slipped lower when I reached for my toothbrush.
Shawn was on the bed with his laptop open and his shirt off. He was leaning on one elbow, legs stretched out, watching me the way he always did when I came out of the shower damp and distracted.
“He messaged,” I said.
He didn’t ask who but sat up straighter. “What’d he say?”
I held the phone so he could see. His eyebrows lifted. “That’s it?”
I nodded. “That’s it.”
He closed his laptop and set it aside. “Fuck.”
I tossed the phone on the bed. Shawn caught my wrist as I passed and pulled me into his lap, the fabric parting enough to expose the inside of my thigh. He ran one hand over it, slow and warm, fingers spreading.
“So this is really happening tonight,” he said.
“He said he’s free whenever. He’s staying downtown.”
He stared up at me, one hand on my hip. “You want it?”
I didn’t say anything at first. I reached for his neck and stroked my thumb under his jaw.
“I want to know what it feels like,” I said finally. “All the way. Without holding back.”
He exhaled slowly, his eyes on my mouth. “Then we get you ready for that.”
By six I was standing in front of the closet while Shawn sat on the bed behind me, rummaging through the pile of lingerie and dresses we’d pulled out. I had one leg up on the edge of the bed, sliding the black stocking higher, using both hands to smooth it into place above my thigh. The garter belt had been clipped to the other. Shawn sat up straighter when I bent to fasten the second.
“Fuck,” he muttered. “You’re putting that on for another man.”
“I’m putting it on for us,” I said.
He nodded, jaw tight. “Yeah. But he’s going to be the one who peels it off you.”
I felt that wash over me. I straightened and picked up the La Perla thong, ivory silk with scalloped French lace, thin at the waist and nearly sheer across the front. I stepped into it and eased it up my hips, smoothing the sides into place with both thumbs. Then the matching bra, underwired, soft-cup, no padding, barely structured, but enough to lift. I twisted to let my husband hook it in the back and I adjusted the straps, each movement deliberate.
I turned to the mirror, one hand grazing the top of my thigh where the garter met skin.
“You pick the dress,” I said.
Shawn held one ups, short, tight, and black again, but deeper cut in the back. No bra straps would show.
“He won’t be able to stop looking at you in this,” he said.
“Good,” I murmured. “That’s what we want, isn’t it?” I laughed with giddiness and tried to kiss my husband on the cheek I was so excited, but he stroked my jaw and took me fully with his mouth and tongue.
I pulled it over my hips, tugged it into place, and let the fabric settle, tight across my ribs, snug around the top of my thighs, dipping low at the back. Shawn watched me in the mirror as I smoothed it down, then turned toward him slowly. The satin moved with me, catching the light enough to show the shape of my body without giving too much away.
His eyes traced from my ankles up. “Turn around again.”
I did. The hem rode higher when I moved. The heels added enough height to tilt my hips back, exaggerating the curve. I glanced over my shoulder and caught his expression, jaw clenched, hand resting flat on his chest.
“He won’t last an hour,” he said.
“You love it.”
I crossed the room and picked up the lipstick tube from the counter. Red, like last time, but deeper. I twisted the cap off, checked my reflection, and dragged the color slowly over my mouth. The pigment sharpened the whole look, made my face feel colder, cleaner, more composed. I pressed my lips together, set the tube down, and looked at Shawn through the mirror.
“Will you text him the time for me?”
He nodded without breaking eye contact. “What should I say?”
I kept my eyes on his while I bent to adjust the strap on one heel. “Tell the man I’ll be alone. Tell him I’m ready for anything.”
Shawn stood from the bed and crossed the room. He didn’t answer right away. He picked up my phone and typed it word for word, then looked at me. “You’re sure?”
I turned to him and reached for his hand, guiding it to the inside of my thigh, right above the stocking line. I pressed him there, firm and slow. “I want to be taken,” I said. “And I want you to know what that looks like when I come back home to you.”
He swallowed once, then again. “You think I’ll be able to handle it?”
“You’ll be the only reason I can do it at all, so you better handle it, buster.”
The phone buzzed between us. Shawn checked the message. “He’s at the hotel,” he said. “At the bar. Waiting for you.”
I exhaled once, felt how tight my breath was. “Where am I meeting him?”
“I said you’d meet him there in twenty.”
I nodded. “Good.”
Shawn eyes scanned me, slower this time. “One more thing,” he said.
“What?”
He stepped close. His hand slid behind my neck, not rough, but firm enough to hold me still. He leaned in and kissed me deep and unhurried, tasting the lipstick, his other hand wrapping around my waist.
When he pulled back, I felt my knees unlock.
“You go slow at first,” he said. “Let him think he has to earn it.”
“And then?”
He smiled, jaw tight. “Then give him hell.”
The car ride to the bar took less than five minutes, but my thighs stuck to the seat and my heartbeat stayed high the whole way. I didn’t check my phone. I knew exactly what I looked like. The dress held firm over my body, the silk cool against my stomach, the bra sheer enough that I could feel the texture of the fabric with every breath. I hadn’t put my coat on. I wanted him to see all of me the second I walked in.
The driver let me out at the corner entrance. I stepped onto the sidewalk, heels clicking against the concrete, light wind tugging at the hem. The front doors were gold-trimmed and heavy. I pulled them open, stepped into the marble-tiled foyer, and felt the heat of the lobby hit my chest. The host stand stood empty. A couple in business wear passed behind me. I followed the subtle lighting to the bar at the end of the hallway.
It took me three seconds to spot him. He was at the far end, elbow on the counter, one hand wrapped around a tumbler. Black button-up, no tie, sleeves rolled halfway. He didn’t smile when he saw me, his mouth stayed neutral. But his eyes dragged over me from the floor up and didn’t hide any of it.
I walked straight up to him. No pauses, no scaning of the room, meet him bold for bold.
His body turned slightly as I reached the stool next to him, enough to let me notice how large he was. Shoulders twice the width of mine, neck thick, arms solid as stumps. The scent of bourbon lingered near his glass, but No cologne. No artificial scent to hide behind.
“Hi there!” I said, placing my clutch on the bar, voice steady.
His eyes stayed on mine. “You’re early.”
I shrugged. “I was ready.”
His eyes dropped to my legs, paused at the garter strap barely showing when I moved, then came back to my face. “You’re overdressed.”
“Not for long,” I said.
He lifted his drink and sipped, eyes never leaving me. “You have rules?”
“Only that you take what you want.”
He set the glass down. “I won’t ask twice.”
“I don’t need twice.”
He stood and nodded toward the back. “Room’s upstairs.”
I followed. Not one word passed between us as we moved through the hotel, past the elevator, into the dim hallway. The carpet was softer here. The lighting warmer. I felt my breath catch at the base of my throat as he slid the keycard in and pushed the door open.
He held it, waited. I walked in first.
The room was large. One bed, neat, quiet. A tray of bottled water on the dresser. Dim sconces on. No television. The door clicked behind me.
He stepped up close and said, “Turn around.”
I turned. My heart thudded once, then he grabbed my hips and shoved me against the wall.
The impact against the wall wasn’t violent, but it wasn’t careful either. His body crowded mine without hesitation, one arm locking around my waist, the other sliding up between my shoulder blades to hold me there. I gasped, not from pain, there was none, but from the immediacy, the weight of his decision. There was no warm-up. No polite half-step to check in. He had decided. I felt that in the way he grabbed me, in the way my chest was crushed to the wall in the heat that flushed up the sides of my neck.
My hands braced flat against his chest. My heartbeat tripped hard in my chest.
This wasn’t like Colin. Not like any of the others Shawn and I had teased into our bed, or let past the edge of the fantasy before retreating. This man hadn’t leaned on charm or curiosity. That was what made my stomach twist tight now, not in dread, but in the realization that this was the first time I might actually be out of my depth.
I felt my breath rush out, sharp and uneven. I had told Shawn I wanted to go further. But I hadn’t expected how fast that promise would come due. This was real now. Not imagined. Not rehearsed. This wasn’t about me picking a man off an app and watching Shawn’s reaction. This was about following it through with someone who had no interest in playing our game. A man who had his own game to play with me.
His hand came down the back of my dress and slid under the hem. He didn’t ask. He didn’t pause. He lifted, exposing the tops of my thighs. He pushed the fabric higher, slowly, until both hands gripped my hips and pulled me back from the wall an inch.
The drag of the garter straps across my skin made my thighs twitch. I was breathing fast. I wasn’t ready, not physically, not mentally, not the way I usually was. Shawn would have sensed that in me. He would’ve slowed down. But this man only tightened his grip and pulled my hips harder against him.
His voice was low and close. “You sure you want this?”
I nodded before I could second-guess myself.
He leaned in until his chest pressed to my back, and I felt the thickness of him through his pants, raging hard and big  and pressed into the curve of my ass. “Good,” he said, dragging his mouth down the side of my neck. “Because I’m not stopping once I start.”
That’s when it really hit. I was going to be taken tonight, not invited, not seduced, not coaxed. Taken.
And it thrilled me. I knew Shawn would be beside himself when I told him all the details. He stepped away before I could process it.
He just walked off like I wasn’t pinned there, bent at the waist with my thighs pressed together and the back of my dress around my hips. My breath stuttered in my throat. I stayed where I was, half-turned toward the door, heart thudding so loud it made my ears ring. I didn’t move. I didn’t fix my dress. I didn’t even look back.
Behind me, I heard ice clink in a glass. He poured himself another drink. Then he flicked on the television. Something low and ambient, maybe a sports channel or the muted scroll of hotel news. I heard the faint sound of jazz crackle over the Bluetooth speaker on the desk. Then footsteps again moving closer.
My skin prickled with tension. The heat at the backs of my thighs rose when he returned.
He didn’t touch me right away, but walked in a slow circle around me, letting the quiet pressure of his presence push my nerves even higher. My arms were braced against the wall, my legs spread slightly, the edges of my thong tight across the tops of my thighs. I couldn’t see him, but I could feel how he was watching me.
“You keep standing like that,” he said calmly, “I’m going to forget I had a plan.”
My mouth opened but no words came. I swallowed instead, throat tight.
His hand grazed the curve of my ass, fingers spread wide, one pass, then gone again. The contact left a wave rolling up my back. I heard the window blinds click as he opened them, the faint buzz of the motor as they drew up slowly to reveal the skyline. City lights bled through the glass and shimmered across the bed.
“You been with a man my size before?” he asked at the window.
“No,” I said. My voice was thin.
His steps came slow behind me again. I felt his fingers hook into the waistband of my thong and drag it down in one motion. It caught between my thighs before slipping to my knees. He didn’t kneel. He didn’t lower himself to touch. Just looked.
His hand cupped between my legs once, full and warm, his thumb pressing the wettest part of me enough to make me gasp. He stepped back and sipped his drink.
I stayed bent, bare, aching, my thighs trembling from holding still.
This wasn’t teasing. It was ownership. He was making me available, keeping me exposed, on edge, ready, while doing everything else around me like I was one more part of the room he controlled. Had Shawn and I gone too far with our fun little game?
He changed the music. He adjusted the volume.
His hands pushed my thighs farther apart before he knelt. He didn’t push them all the way, just enough to keep me balanced but unstable, my knees soft, my calves beginning to tighten. His thumbs spread me open without hesitation, and his breath passed warm across the skin there, not quite touching.
Then he stood again and walked off.
I heard the clink of glass on granite, a quiet exhale as he settled into one of the armchairs by the window. I turned my head enough to see the shape of him in the reflection, leaning back with the tumbler in his hand, legs wide, shirt open at the collar.
“You ever been to New York?” he asked, voice calm, casual, like I was sitting across from him at a bar and not bent naked and wet, waiting for his next decision.
I swallowed hard. “No.”
“You should go. You’d look good there. A little overdressed, enough attitude.” He sipped. “You’re the kind of woman that makes people notice.”
My arms trembled. My legs ached from standing still. I hadn’t moved since he pushed my panties down. I didn’t know if I was allowed to.
The room felt too warm. My skin flushed across my chest, down my stomach, heat building where he’d touched and where he hadn’t. My pulse hadn’t dropped since I entered the room. He hadn’t kissed me. He hadn’t even undressed me. He’d barely touched me. And yet I was clenching from how badly I needed more.
He stood again. This time, he came behind me and dragged the tips of his fingers along the seam where my thighs met my body. One pass, then another. Then two fingers pressed against me slowly, one sliding inside enough to feel how wet I was before he pulled away again.
“Jesus,” he muttered under his breath.
I almost responded.
He moved to the minibar, opened it, pulled out a bottle of water, cracked the cap, drank half ad left the rest on the counter. I watched him from the corner of my eye, chest rising faster with every step he took away from me.
He stood in front of me, cupping my chin, tilting my face toward his. His hand was warm, palm firm. He studied my eyes. I didn’t know what he was looking for, but he seemed satisfied.
“You’ve never been kept like this,” he said.
“No,” I whispered.
“You want to know what it does to you?”
I nodded. “Yes.”
He stepped behind me again. His fingers slid between my thighs once more. Two now. Slipping into me easily. Deep and slow. Then he was gone.
I whimpered. My knees almost gave out.
He went back to the armchair, sat down, picked up the remote and stretched his legs out wide, the glass in one hand, his other draped over the armrest. The TV flicked through channels slowly, news, then sports, then a dark screen with a jazz documentary playing in black and white. He left it there. Saxophone curled under the tension in the room, brushing faintly against the edges of my thoughts without softening anything.
“Take off the dress,” he said, not looking at me.
I reached for the zipper with unsteady fingers. Pulled it down slow, one inch at a time, the tension winding tighter in my spine as the fabric loosened and slid off my shoulders. It fell in a quiet sigh to the floor. I didn’t step out of it. I stood in the heels, the garter belt, the silk and lace beneath, completely exposed except where the lingerie clung and lifted.
He turned his head. took me in without a word.
I heard the slow swallow of his drink. “Come over here.”
I crossed the room toward him. Every step made the straps move against my thighs, the silk rub between my legs, the pressure of being watched and untouched mounting with every inch I closed. He didn’t stand when I reached him. He took my hand and guided me over his lap, one knee sliding to each side, straddling him.
He started with my shoulders. Strong fingers worked into the muscles at the base of my neck, thumbs moving slowly down the inside of my shoulder blades, pressing into the soft spots behind my ribs. He massaged without urgency, circling, releasing tension in one place only to build it deeper somewhere else. My head dropped forward.
His hands slid down to cup my ass. He squeezed me hard, one full grip, deep into my flesh, then he pushed my hips forward until the lace between my legs met the fabric of his pants. I felt him, thick and rising underneath me, but he didn’t thrust. He didn’t grind. He let me feel it.
“You’re getting wetter,” he said. “And you haven’t even been fucked yet.”
“I know,” I whispered.
He moved suddenly. One hand went to the back of my neck, the other grabbed a fistful of my bra. He lifted me enough to spin me and drop me onto my back across the bed. My legs dangled off the edge. He stood above me, reached for the tray of water, and twisted the cap off.
Then he poured it slowly, right across my stomach.
I gasped, the shock of cold making my back arch. He leaned down and licked the water from my skin. Every inch, mouth dragging across my stomach, up between my breasts, across the edge of my bra, his tongue slow and wide and deliberate, until his face hovered above mine.
He kissed me for the first time. Full, possessively. Then he bit my lip.
“I like the way you stay for me,” he said.
Then he stood, picked up his phone and walked into the bathroom.
There came the sound of a toothbrush running under the tap, the rustle of him moving around in there. He hadn’t told me to stay but I wouldn’t have moved if the bed caught fire.
My legs remained parted over the edge of the mattress, the garter strap biting into the side of my thigh with every tilt of my hips. I could feel the weight of his mouth on my skin. My bra was crooked now, one breast half out, lace twisted.
He moved casually in the bathroom, not hurrying, not making a show of it, brushing his teeth as though a woman wasn’t stretched out and soaked and twitching for him on his bed. That part, the indifference, worked its way under my skin deeper than anything he’d done yet. He wasn’t trying to make me feel used. But he was using me in the worst way. That was the difference. I wasn’t the center of his world, I was one element of his evening. A warm, wet, aroused one, but not the only one.
The thought made my chest squeeze tight and my pulse jump.
He came back out, mouth clean, face damp. He didn’t look at me right away. set his phone on the desk, grabbed his belt off the chair, and tossed it onto the bed beside my hip.
He walked around behind me again. I felt his hand on my ankle first, then his palm sliding up the side of my calf, guiding my heel down to the carpet. Then the other. I stayed laid back, legs hanging over, feet flat on the floor now, hips at the edge of the bed, open and available in every way.
He stepped between my legs and unbuttoned his shirt. He didn’t ask for my hands, but I gave them to him anyway. He gently laid my ankles over his shoulders.
He took one wrist and pressed it lightly to his stomach, then the other. Not tight, not restrained, but firmly placed. I was meant to stay folded open beneath him while he took what he wanted next.
I had never felt more erotic in my life, not being told what to do, but remaining where he left me, unspoken orders in the air between every pass of his hand and the next thing he reached for.
Then he dropped his pants and stood there thick and hard, stroking himself once, eyes low, breath slow. Without a word, he guided the head of his cock right against the oiled center of me. Not pressing in, but rubbing it there, over and over.
It was huger than I felt through his pants. It wasn’t even erected fully, and it scared me. It was thicker around than my forearm, and about as long too, black and veiny, a real cock. But it was too late to back out.
He didn’t push it into me, not yet. He allowed his cock to slide up and down, thick and slow, through the wet between my legs until my hips started twitching like mad. My hands were pinned to his stomach by nothing but his earlier placement of them, but I didn’t move them. That had become the rule, even if he hadn’t said it. If he wanted me somewhere else, he’d move me.
He bent over me and ran his tongue in a trail from the inside of my knee all the way to my hipbone. No rush. Then across my stomach again. Then down.
His tongue pressed between my folds, one firm stroke, and then his mouth closed around my clit and he sucked hard enough that I cried out. His hand pressed flat on my lower belly to hold me down while his mouth worked on me in slow, deliberate pulls that built too fast and too high. I clenched my jaw trying not to break, but I was so far gone I could feel my back starting to arch up to him.
He pulled away before I came.
“Not yet.”
I whimpered.
He grabbed my hips and flipped me in one motion, pulling me to the edge of the bed so my knees touched the floor. My chest was on the mattress, my ass high. His hand smacked it once, hard enough to leave heat behind. Then again. Then he gripped my cheeks and spread me wide open.
He spat once, direct and wet right onto my pussy, then rubbed it in with his fingers, pushing them inside me hard and fast, two at once. I moaned into the sheets and clawed at the bedding. He fingered me rough, fast, unrelenting until my body started shaking all over like a hot shiver. Then he stopped.
I was panting. My thighs were sleek. The sounds coming out of me didn’t sound like me anymore.
He grabbed my waist and pushed himself into me halfway and held it there as though he wanted me to feel how wide he stretched me, how full I was going to be.
Then he pulled out. He rolled me onto my back, yanked me down until my legs were hanging off the mattress again, then grabbed both my ankles and lifted them high, folding me in half. His cock was thick and gleaming. I could see the pulse in it.
He rubbed the enormous purple head all over me again, then pressed it against my other hole.
I gasped, eyes flying open.
He paused, eyes on mine. I didn’t say no. I didn’t say anything.
He watched me the whole time as he spit again, twice, rubbed it down the head with his fingers, then pressed forward slow. My legs tensed. He kept going and didn’t stop until the head was in.
Not all the way, but enough for me to feel that stretch, the impossibility of it.
His hands gripped under my thighs, steady and sure, not holding me in place but shaping how I moved, guiding me inch by inch until the pressure crested past resistance and I felt the unmistakable slip of him breaching me fully. I let go of everything I knew. My mouth opened, not to speak, not to gasp, but to release the sound of someone being filled in a way never allowed before. My legs trembled in his grip, heels slipping off the mattress edge, calves flexed, not from pain, not quite, but more from the tension of my body catching up to what was happening, accepting it, adjusting to it.
He didn’t speak. He rocked forward slowly, withdrawing almost all the way before sliding back in, deeper this time, smoother now. I reached above my head, gripped the bedding to hold myself, but my hips had started circling, responding without conscious thought, meeting each of his thrusts with a small, controlled lift, trying to keep the rhythm while my core adjusted around the new stretch of him. My breathing was short, sharp, paced between each movement. It had to be.
He leaned over me again, took one of my knees and bent it tighter toward my chest, opening me more, and his mouth landed between my breasts, tongue dragging a trail across the softest part of my skin before sealing around my nipple through the thin lace, wetting the fabric until it clung and pulled with each motion of his tongue.
I arched up into it, lost now between two centers of sensation, one at my chest, tingling and responsive, and the other lower, full and flooded with pressure, flexing around him with each push.
Then he pulled out again.
His hands moved fast, lifting me by the hips, rolling me onto my stomach in one smooth motion that didn’t let me catch my breath. I barely had time to bend my knees before he was between them, sliding one hand under my belly, lifting me enough to angle me back onto him. He pushed in again, easier this time, the wetness between my thighs spreading across the insides of my legs, and his hips met mine with steady, measured force. Each thrust filled me completely. He reached under and cupped my breasts through the lace, pulling them up against him as he fucked me from behind, our bodies flush, legs aligned, breath tangled.
He turned me sideways across the bed, lifted one leg over his shoulder, bent me at the waist, and slipped back inside with no pause, no adjustment, just movement. My body welcomed it now, dripping, open, shaking with every slide. His hand on my thigh held me wide, stretched, steady, his other hand pressed at my lower back to keep me angled for depth.
I didn’t think anymore. I just took it.
Every new position felt inevitable and I was only catching up to the reality of how completely I’d been taken.
He slowed without warning. One hand stayed curled around my thigh, holding it high across his shoulder, but his thrusts dropped to half-depth, then to shallow movements that barely penetrated me, the heat and thickness of him nudging at the edge of me while he tilted his weight and looked down at my face. His breathing hadn’t changed. His expression hadn’t either. He remained calm and unreadable.
Then he slid out fully and stepped back, letting my leg drop gently from his shoulder to the bed. I blinked, dazed, the emptiness inside me abrupt and almost cruel. I lay there, one arm crooked under my chest, the other reaching blindly for the edge of the mattress as if anchoring myself would undo the ache left behind. My legs twitched. My inner thighs were glossy, soaked, open and wanting, but he was walking away again.
He crossed to the minibar. I heard the sound of the ice tong clicking against glass and the slow glug of bourbon, the quiet snap of the bottle cap closing.
He sat back in the chair by the window and drank, legs wide, one hand running down his thigh as he watched me. My body felt suspended in place, waiting for something to resume, something to finish, and I realized how much of my control I’d given up simply by following his rhythm instead of mine.
The heat hadn’t dulled. The ache hadn’t faded and yet I still hadn’t come.
I rolled slowly onto my side, knees drawn halfway up, chest rising fast, and glanced at him.
His eyes didn’t blink. “You need to check in?” he asked casually. “Let him know how you are?”
The question broke through the fog between my thighs and forced my mind back into the room. I didn’t feel ashamed. I didn’t feel caught. I felt owned by the moment, suspended in something untamed and unguarded, and the question re-anchored me to the reality I’d stepped out of.
My voice was hoarse. “He knows.”
He raised one eyebrow slightly, drank again. “Yeah. But sometimes they want the play-by-play.”
I sat up slowly, legs shaking, and reached for my clutch at the edge of the bed. My fingers fumbled at first, damp, unsteady. I pulled out my phone and saw the unread message waiting on the screen.
From Shawn: “All good?”
I stared at it for a second and turned the screen toward the man by the window.
He looked, nodded, and said nothing. It was like he knew I was married, like he knew what this was.
I tapped a reply with one hand: “Yes. All good so far.”
He didn’t answer. He wouldn’t, not until later. That was the game.
When I set the phone down, the man  stood again, shirt open, pants off, his cock thick and heavy, swaying slightly with each step. He walked to the bed and stopped at the foot of it.
“Up,” he said.
I rose to my knees, not because he told me to, but because my body knew what he was going to do next.
I rose to my knees slowly, spine straightening in parts, my palms flattening against the mattress as I lifted my body from the heat-stained sheets. My legs ached with a dull, tightening pull at the joints, and between them, I felt the stretch of him, the echo of the last position, the slow throb of friction that had never been allowed to crest. My chest tightened, not from tension but from the accumulation of too many responses without release.
He stood in front of me again, silent now, but everything about his posture made clear that he expected me to continue. He had set something in motion, and I had followed it willingly, instinctively, until I no longer had any urge to question the order of things.
I leaned forward and took him in my mouth without waiting. The weight of him on my tongue made my throat tighten in that same involuntary way my legs had earlier. My lips sealed slowly around the head, and I sucked, deep and warm, while one of his hands came to the back of my head and simply rested there, not pushing, but present. I eased down farther, working him inch by inch with the same patience he’d shown me earlier, building tension, prolonging it, refusing to let the act move faster.
And while I moved, I thought. Not in the abstract, not in the detached way I sometimes did after sex or when I was getting dressed. No, this was thought inside the act. Conscious awareness layered with sensation, with the taste of him, with the sound of the room and the occasional buzz of city noise through the window.
This wasn’t about my husband. Not anymore. What Shawn had unlocked in me, that feeling of being made available, being dressed and prepared and sent to do something I didn’t know I could do, it had broken something open, but it hadn’t filled it. Not completely.
Because this man wasn’t like the others. He didn’t crave my reactions, didn’t wait for my praise. He watched me and I was changing.
I could feel it in the way I moved my mouth slower now, less to please and more to feel. In the way I gripped his base tighter, stroked him in rhythm to my breath, not his. In the way my thighs pressed together every time he twitched deeper, not from need, but from understanding that this kind of taking didn’t erase me. It revealed me.
He was letting me learn something about myself that had nothing to do with service, or submission, or performance.
He was making space for me to stop if I didn’t want more.
His fingers threaded into my hair, not to guide, not to hold, but to feel the rhythm of my head as it moved on him. I let him slide deep again, jaw relaxing, lips stretched wide, the pressure at the back of my throat building with each pass. My hand kept pace at the base, twisting, matching the glide of my mouth, each motion clean and full and unbroken.
I didn’t look up. I could feel his body reacting in small, layered ways, his thighs tightening, his breath shortening, the subtle way his stomach flexed when I sucked harder at the top.
But I didn’t rush him. I wasn’t in a hurry for the payoff. That wasn’t what this night was about anymore.
I wanted to understand what it meant to be the woman I’d dressed to be, sent by her husband, the partner selected by him, just given a time and a place, kissed by my husband on the way out and told to come back with everything I'd let happen to my body.
I wanted to understand what it meant to be with a man like this, who didn’t need coaxing or scripting, who didn’t pause to ask how it felt or whether I liked it, because he knew he was taking me somewhere I hadn’t gone before.
When he pulled back, his cock slipped from my mouth with a popping sound, and I blinked once, catching my breath as he let go of my hair. He wiped the head of his cock across my lips, slow and deliberate, then turned and walked away again, bare, unbothered, his cock heavy and wet from my mouth as he moved toward the dresser.
He picked up a hotel notepad and pen. Scrawled something. Tossed the pen aside.
Then he walked to the desk chair and sat.
“Come here.”
I crossed the room without fixing my bra, without wiping my mouth. I stood between his knees, heart racing, the tops of my thighs damp, flushed heat rising and falling across my chest in steady pulses.
He handed me the notepad. “Five things you want me to do to you before this ends.”
I looked at it, pulse spiking. My hand didn’t move. I hadn’t expected this.
He didn’t reach for me. Didn’t touch.
“Write.”
I lowered myself into the chair opposite him, legs crossed tight, not to hide myself but to feel the pressure where I needed it most. I picked up the pen, and leaned the pad on my knee. My fingers trembled.
This was the moment I realized he wanted something from me no one had ever asked for before, my participation in my undoing.
He wasn’t going to guess. He wanted me to name it. So I did. One word at a time, aach one inked into paper.
I barely noticed him move behind me until his hand was cupping the base of my neck, not pressing, just resting there with his thumb drawing a slow circle over the bone. My thighs parted, knees drawn up under me, back arched slightly from how he’d touched me. Every inch of me felt awake, flushed, tuned to any change in his breathing, his steps, the angle of light on the wall.
“You two been together long?” he asked, stepping away.
I blinked. My voice felt slow in my throat. “Six years.”
“That’s solid,” he said, sipping his drink. “You seem close.”
I felt the blush rise again, hotter this time. “We are.”
He came back, not quickly. He urged me to the bed. I laid on my back. I felt his hand on my hip and then his mouth again, this time below my waist, warm and slow, pressing, sucking, exploring.
Then gone. I heard the couch creak as he sat. The channel on the TV changed with a soft click. The hum of the room altered again. A sports game murmured in the background. I turned my head to the side, cheek to the sheet, my body posed in the way he’d left me.
Every time he touched me, it reset the rhythm in my chest. And when he pulled away, it made me more aware of everything he hadn’t done yet. The unpredictability was unbearable and perfect. I wasn’t being handled. I was being kept.
When he returned, he pulled me gently to the edge of the bed and turned me over, lifting me under the knees like I weighed nothing, settling me back with my hips at the edge, legs dangling.
He ran both hands up my calves, paused at my knees, then pushed them apart. I felt his breath again. The tip of his nose. Then his lips, warm and slow, kissing the inside of one thigh while his hand slid down the other, back around to my hip, then lower.
His mouth found me. No hesitation, no gentleness, just that wet, steady pressure, tongue working into me with obscene confidence, lips pulling me wide, and both of his hands gripping my thighs. I cried out. It wasn’t even a moan, it was a startled, helpless sound. My legs shook instantly. My hands scrambled for something to hold, but there was only him. Only that mouth.
The pleasure hit me sideways. I wasn’t ready. I didn’t even know I could feel like this.
I’d been touched before. I’d had orgasms before. I’d had good sex, thrilling sex, messy, satisfying sex. But this, this was different. He wasn’t making me come, he was unmaking me. I couldn’t separate the pleasure from my thoughts anymore. I couldn’t tell if I was crying or laughing. I kept whispering “Oh god,” over and over, until it stopped being a phrase and became a sound.
And still it didn’t stop. He kept going, changing the rhythm, drawing it out, slowing enough to keep me pinned in that awful, glorious place where I couldn’t fall and couldn’t climb out. I clawed at his shoulders, at his hair. I begged without words. My hips lifted, twisted, trying to escape it, but he only pressed harder. He groaned against me like I was the one driving him mad.
I couldn’t even see. The room blurred. My hands were shaking so badly I barely felt them. My thighs locked around his head and I didn’t care. I wanted to disappear into this feeling. To lose myself in it and never come back.
When I came, really came, I thought I might black out. My body convulsed. It wasn’t my sex or my stomach, it was everything. My chest, my spine, my scalp, my teeth. My knees gave out completely and he caught me, lifted me, held me up with both arms and laid me across the couch like I weighed nothing.
I lay there panting, soaking, wide-eyed and wordless, staring at the ceiling like I’d been born.
He leaned over me, brushed my hair off my face, kissed my forehead. And whispered, finally, “You don’t even know what you did, do you?”
He was right. I didn’t. All I knew was that I would never forget it.
He rose over me with a slow, almost unsteady breath. I felt it in the way his hands moved, less measured now, more desperate. Not sloppy, not out of control, but urgent. Hungry. He took my legs and spread them wider, bending me open beneath him.
I barely managed to lift my head before he was inside me. It wasn’t gentle. But it wasn’t cruel, either. Just finally.
The weight of him, the stretch, the impossible fullness, I gasped so hard I choked on it. My body was trembling from what he'd done to me and now this, now this was something else entirely. He wanted every part of himself buried where I was wet, throbbing, pulsing from what he’d pulled out of me.
I gripped the back of the couch, my knuckles white. He pressed in deeper, groaning low in his throat, and I felt it again, that dizzying mix of fear and awe. I couldn’t stop it and didn’t want to. I was crying out under him, half incoherent, nails clawing into the fabric, not to stop him but to ground myself because I was slipping again.
He fucked me as though I had never been fucked before.
His thrusts grew harder, rougher. Each one made me jolt, made my breath stagger. And he kept talking. Low, unhurried, disconnected things, about the light outside the window, about how good I looked from below, about what he’d thought the first time he saw me. His words tangled with his rhythm, keeping me spinning, never able to catch onto one thought before another wave hit me.
I felt him start to lose it, his body tightening, his hands gripping my hips too hard. He was holding himself back, but barely. I looked up at him through my lashes, mouth open, panting, my body used up and wide for him.
He came with a sudden groan, thick and broken and deep. I felt him pulse inside me, hips shoving forward in sharp, brutal surges that lifted my spine off the couch. My body took him in, every last spasm.
And when he fell still, when the final tremor rolled through him, he dropped his weight forward, catching himself above me, his arms shaking, forehead resting against mine.
We stayed like that, skin to skin, breath to breath. He didn’t say anything. My mind had gone soft, blank, the way it does after something holy.
He collapsed back against the couch with a groan that sounded almost relieved. One arm draped over his forehead, the other falling to his side, limp. His chest rose and fell in slow, ragged pulls, his whole body glistening with sweat. He didn’t speak, didn’t move, didn’t even look at me, and somehow that made it feel more intimate, not less.
I moved carefully, gathering myself first, because I felt reverent. My limbs ached. My thighs trembled. My skin hummed in that way it does only after being broken open and repoured into.
He didn’t ask for anything, but I reached for him anyway.
I kissed his shoulder first, light, almost unsure, then his collarbone, tasting salt. He exhaled through his nose but didn’t open his eyes. I let my mouth keep moving: over the hollow of his throat, along the edge of his jaw, down to his chest. Slow, unhurried. Worshipful, maybe. But not in the way of submission.
This wasn’t about giving myself. Not anymore. It was about caring for him. Touching him with a purpose that had nothing to do with need.
I wiped the sweat from his brow with the edge of my wrist and ran my fingers down the center of his torso, mapping every plane. I could’ve gotten up. I could’ve gone to the bathroom, found water, returned to reality. But I stayed there with him instead, watching his body settle.
There was something in it, this stillness, that made me feel protective. Not possessive but protective. As if all that he’d done to me had cracked something open in both of us.
I trailed a hand lower, to rest it over the firmness of his stomach, feeling the way it flexed and released under my palm. He sighed again, this time deeper, and turned his head toward me enough to nuzzle against my temple.
That small gesture, barely conscious, hit me hard. It wasn’t love. It wasn’t softness. But it was connection. A flicker of something new. Something I hadn’t known I craved until now, this sense of being with a man whose aftermath didn’t pull away, but allowed me to stay close.
And so I did. I stayed pressed against his side, tracing circles into his ribs, letting him breathe. Letting myself exist in this new silence.
My body felt wrung out, emptied, owned by sensation. But my mind, my mind had begun reshaping itself around the memory of what had just happened.
Not only what he’d done to me, but what it had done to me.
I lay there under the weight of him, his arm slung heavy across my ribs, anchoring me in place , but not one I resisted. His chest rose and fell against my back, slow and even, the heat of him soaking into me. One of his legs was tangled with mine, and I couldn’t move without waking him. Not that I wanted to. Not yet.
My phone was on the armrest, screen dim. I reached for it carefully, slow enough not to move him. My hand brushed over his, and he twitched, but didn’t stir. I unlocked it with my thumb.
I stared at the blank message field for a long moment, unsure how to even begin.
Me: “I don’t know where to start.”
I paused, then kept typing, the words coming now not from my head, but my chest, my belly, my thighs, every place he’d touched, every place that throbbed with memory.
Me: “He’s asleep. I’m pinned under his arm.”
Me: “My whole body feels spent. Different. I don’t know who I am right now.”
Me: “He didn’t rush anything. He didn’t ask me to speak. He kept leaving me and coming back to me.”
I stared at those words. My heart kicked, and I sent them.
Me: “He didn’t say I was his. Didn’t want me to say anything to him like that either. He used me and then collapsed into me.”
I felt his breath stir my hair. My bare skin flushed again, even now. I pressed my thighs together instinctively.
Me: “I’ve never felt like this before. Not touched, but transformed.”
Me: “You said you wanted me to feel everything. I did. I am. I don’t think I can explain it all. But I needed to tell you that I’m okay. More than okay.”
I hesitated, thumb hovering. Then, almost without thinking, I slid my weight enough to press my lips to the back of the man’s hand, resting over my stomach.
Me: “I’m yours. But now I’m someone else’s too.”
I hit send.
The phone slipped from my fingers and I let it fall beside me on the cushion. His grip tightened in his sleep, drawing me closer, as if even unconscious, he felt me trying to reach beyond him.
And I let him.
I closed my eyes and let the heat of him keep me steady while my mind drifted far away, carrying the message I’d sent out into the world
I must have drifted off. The light had changed and was softer now, more diffused through the curtains. My mouth was dry, my legs heavy and tangled in something warm. It took me a few long, slow breaths to remember where I was, and why my body ached in the most luxurious way.
His arm was around me, but slack now, his fingers no longer gripping. I blinked against the haze and turned my face slightly, brushing against his bare chest. He was asleep, breathing deep and steady, lips parted. The kind of sleep that came only after absolute exertion, complete taking.
I lay still, breathing him in. But there was something pressing at the small of my back.
I slid a little. It was unmistakable, and hard again. There was still no movement from him, he hadn’t stirred.
I swallowed. I didn’t mean to move, not really. I was half-asleep myself, adjusting to get more comfortable. But I turned in place slowly, careful not to wake him, and his hand slid from my waist as I slipped down enough to let my thigh brush against it.
It was unmistakable. The heat of him. The size of him. Still sleeping, breathing that deep, slow rhythm.
But I was touching him now. Lightly, testing, marveling that I took the thing in my mouth, in my cunt, that he even tried to put it up my ass. My skin sang from it, humming.
My breath caught. I felt it flutter in my throat. Here he was, body ready again. And here I was, heart suddenly pounding with the slow, inevitable rise of interest that was beginning to curl under my skin.
I edged lower, careful not to break the rhythm of his breathing. I could feel it, the catch in my chest, the quiet tremble in my hand as I let my palm hover above him.
Then I touched him. Fingertips first, featherlight. enough to trace the curve, feel the heat, the pulse. He didn’t stir, not even a twitch. His body remained still, heavy in sleep, trusting in a way that made something ache in me. That he could fall so deeply, with me curled into him like this, after everything. That he didn’t need to guard himself, not even from me.
My hand wrapped around him, slowly, gradually, a finger at a time.
He was hard in a way that made no sense, like his body wasn’t finished with me, even if his mind had surrendered. I moved a little closer, enough that my breasts pressed against his ribs, my face near the crook of his arm, scenting his skin as I began to stroke him. Long, lazy pulls, quiet and reverent. I measured him and found I could barely reach around him all the way, with both hands.
He made a sound then, not awake, a low exhale, almost a sigh.
That encouraged me. I kept going. Kept my rhythm slow, steady. My other hand wandered, brushing over his stomach, exploring the landscape of him. I wanted to memorize it all. The ridges and warmth, the way the muscles jumped under my touch. There was a tenderness inside me. Not lust, not awe, something dangerous.I wasn’t sure how much of that I’d tell Shawn about.
My lips found the mass of his chest. I kissed him there, softly, as my hand worked him with growing confidence. I was barely breathing now, caught in the spell of it, this quiet moment. A kind of freedom to explore, to take, to adore.
Another change in his body, a tightening under my palm.
I smiled against his skin. He hadn’t opened his eyes, hadn’t spoken. But his hips gave the smallest rise toward my hand, and my body lit up.
I wanted to wake him like this. I wanted him to wake in my hands, being brought back to life. I wanted to be the one doing that to him.
And so I slid lower, my hair falling across his stomach as I moved, lips parting, breath shaking.
My mouth hovered there for a moment, close enough to feel the heat of him against my lips, to sense the weight and presence and power that somehow belonged to me in this moment, even if only in secret.
I opened to him slowly. The first touch was delicate, just the tip of my tongue tracing him, exploring, memorizing. He twitched in his sleep, a small involuntary movement. I slid my lips over him, easing forward, taking him inch by inch, careful and unhurried. He was so warm, so heavy, so impossibly full in my mouth, I had to pause to adjust, breathe through my nose, steady my hand where it pressed to his hip.
He moaned. Not fully awake, not quite dreaming either. It made me bolder.
I began to move on him in slow, wet strokes, savoring the shape of him, the taste, the sheer overwhelming presence of him filling my mouth. I used both hands now, one to cradle, one to stroke in rhythm with my lips. I sank deeper, letting my mouth stretch, letting the act become everything.
I lost track of time. It was hypnotic, almost sacred. My body hummed with it, my thighs pressing together, breath quickening as I fell deeper into the rhythm I was building, dragging him closer to consciousness, to climax, to me.
Then his hand moved. It found the back of my head, not rough, not even guiding, fingers threading through my hair as if to say he was with me now, even if half-dreaming. I let out a sound, small, needy, and pushed lower. His hips rose to meet me, and that was all I needed.
I gave him everything. All the way down, then back. Over and over, messier now, wetter, more reckless. My hands slid up his stomach, over his chest. I wanted to feel him, taste him, be wrapped in every part of him as he began to stir more fully beneath me.
Then I heard his voice, barely a whisper. “Fuck.”
His hand tightened in my hair enough to let me know he was truly awake now, no longer drifting in dreams but aware, focused on me, on what I was doing to him. I didn’t lift my eyes. I didn’t speak. I worked harder.
I let myself go soft in the shoulders and loose in the jaw, opening more to him, giving more of myself. I wanted him to feel it, the full intent of it, the hunger, the reverence, the pure need to give him every ounce of pleasure I could summon. It wasn’t about control, not anymore. Not about seduction. It was service now. Worship. I wanted him undone.
His other hand found my cheek, thumb brushing against the corner of my mouth, wet with my spit. He dragged it slow, then down along my jaw. I whimpered around him, not stopping, using the sound to vibrate deep in my throat.
I felt him swell more. It made me dizzy, the weight of him, the fullness, the way his breath caught. I pressed my thighs together, not even trying to pretend I wasn’t soaked, aching, desperate from the act itself. I wanted him to know that too. That this wasn’t a performance. This wasn’t me being polite. This was me falling apart from the taste of him. I would never be able to tell my husband about this one. This one was for me and this magnificent man alone.
He grunted, a sudden tight sound that made my whole body shiver. “Jesus, Claire…”
My name, slurred with heat. I wanted more of that, more of his unraveling.
I changed my rhythm, slowed it down, then fast again, letting him feel the change. My hand twisted tighter at the base, the other moving to his thigh to steady myself. He rocked into me now, small thrusts, hips lifting as his stomach flexed under my fingers.
I pushed deeper. My throat caught, I gagged a little, then adjusted. I swallowed around him, tears springing to the corners of my eyes from the effort, from the stretch, from sensation of being so completely used and wanted at once.
And God, I loved it. I needed him to finish in my mouth. Needed that final claiming, not of me, but of what I’d given him. My time, my worship, my surrender. I moaned again, loud and open, letting him feel it vibrate through him.
His whole body arched. His breath caught. He let out a low, broken sound as he pulsed into me, and I held still, eyes closed, letting it all happen. I felt it in waves, his whole body shuddering under my hands, the muscles in his legs tightening, the grip in my hair turning fierce, then soft again. I didn’t move, didn’t ease up, didn’t flinch. I took all of him.
And when he finally fell still, breath ragged, I stayed there for a moment longer, my lips softening around him, my hands gentle now, no pressure, only presence and care.
Then I let him slip free, carefully, slowly, and kissed the hollow at the base of him before crawling up his body. I folded myself over him, resting my cheek against his chest, the curve of my leg thrown over his. His arms came up and gathered me in, one heavy hand sliding down to anchor me by the small of my back.
He was breathing hard. I could feel the deep thrum of his heart under my palm. I kissed the warm skin there, a whisper of my mouth. It wasn’t a thank you. It wasn’t a promise. It was a moment. One of those strange, quiet, tangled moments where everything softens and sharpens at the same time.
I felt his lips in my hair, just a press. The weight of his mouth holding something back.
I closed my eyes and let myself breathe with him. I didn’t want to think yet. I didn’t want to move.
But in the silence, I felt it, what I’d done. Not the act, not the heat, but the truth of it. I’d crossed something in myself tonight, stepped off the edge of what I’d known and into something far more dangerous, and beautiful and real.
I wasn’t ashamed. That surprised me. I wasn’t afraid either.
Eventually, I reached for the phone on the nightstand and turned it over in my hand. My husband’s name glowed on the screen from the last text I’d sent before I fell asleep.
I unlocked it and typed, fingers slow and thoughtful:
“He’s still asleep. I’ve never felt like this. I want to tell you everything. I need to tell you everything.” It was only a little white lie but  I stared at it.
Then added:
“I understand now what this is. What you gave me Come get me?”
And I hit send.
I dressed in silence, my fingers trembling as I pulled my underwear up, those expensive, delicate things my husband had chosen so carefully, and smoothed my dress back into place. My thighs ached. My chest bore the marks of him, his mouth, his grip.
He didn’t stir. One arm lay outstretched across the bed, massive and relaxed, palm up. His breathing was slow, deep, oblivious. I stood there for a moment watching him. The size of him. The peace in his face, the knowledge of everything we’d done thick in the air between us.
Then I picked up my phone, my heels, and stepped out. The hallway felt surreal. Carpet too soft. Lights too bright. I moved fast, half-afraid I’d hear him call out behind me. But he didn’t.
The elevator ride was quiet. I stared at my reflection in the chrome. Lipstick gone. Hair messed. Eyes, God, my eyes. I didn’t look like myself.
The doors slid open and the lobby was empty except for the concierge and a man standing out front, hands in his jacket pockets.
My husband. I walked through the glass doors into the cool night air and he looked up as I stepped into the light.
He didn’t say anything, just opened the passenger door. I didn’t speak until the car was moving, the soft glide of it down the long hotel driveway making everything feel suspended in time. My hands were in my lap.
“He never told me what to do,” I began to say, barely above a whisper.
Shawn didn’t look at me, just drove.
“He didn’t have to. It was like… I wasn’t even me anymore. I was just, ” I swallowed. “There, for him. And he used me in every way, every position, every part of me, like he knew how I would respond. And I did. God, I did.”
The feeling in the car changed, stretched, thickened. I glanced over and saw his jaw tight, his knuckles white on the steering wheel.
“I couldn’t stop shaking,” I went on. “Not from fear. From something else. It was like I was split open and every nerve was bare, and he just  moved through me. He’d touch me, then wander the room like I didn’t exist, drinking, changing music, talking about weather, or nothing, and then, he’d be on me again, doing something new. Something even more.”
I closed my eyes. My thighs pressed together unconsciously. “I never knew I could feel like that. I lost who I was. And I didn’t want to come back.”
Shawn was breathing hard now. I could see it in the rise of his shoulders. But he didn’t say a word.
“I thought it would be sex,” I whispered. “Just intense, maybe rough. But it was more than that. He made me into something else. I wasn’t even thinking. I wasn’t deciding. I wasn’t even performing. I was just  being. And he kept me in that place. Held me there. Kept me open.”
A sound escaped Shawn’s throat, barely audible. I turned toward him fully now.
“I let him do everything to me,” I said. “Anything. I didn’t know my body could feel that way. I didn’t know I could be pushed that far. Or that deep.”
The car came to a slow stop at a red light, and that’s when Shawn finally turned his head. His eyes were glassy, stunned. And burning.
I reached over and rested my hand on his thigh. “I feel changed. And I want to tell you everything. Every detail. Because I want you to feel it too. I want you to know what you gave me. What you let happen to me.”
The light turned green but he didn’t move. He finally pulled the car over past the bridge near the little overlook where the river widened out, dark and endless in the morning light. The silence between us had turned into something that needed air.
He turned to me, engine idling. “Was it…” He paused. “Did it hurt?”
“No,” I said, softly. “Not even once. He was rough, yes. But in a way that expanded me. That made more of me. Every part of me felt awake, claimed, not in the possessive sense, don’t worry. But in the elemental sense. Like I’d been asleep my whole life, and he brought me into my body.”
Shawn exhaled. “Was there a moment where you wanted to stop?”
I shook my head. “There were moments where I couldn’t keep up. Where I was beyond language. But I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted him to keep going, to find more things in me. And he did.”
He looked away, his hands gripping the wheel again, but softly now. “Was it the physical? Or…?”
“No.” I leaned closer, my voice hushed, reverent. “It was spiritual. I mean that. It wasn’t romantic, not emotional in the usual way. But it was like I tapped into something older than thought. Older than guilt or roles or self-image. He moved me like I was an instrument he’d always known how to play, like he wasn’t surprised by anything my body gave back.”
Shawn’s jaw flexed. His eyes were wet.
“I floated outside myself sometimes,” I whispered. “I swear I did. Like I could watch him with me, feel the pull of it, the fullness. And then I’d fall back down into my body again, into some new act, some new sensation. He kept me open. Kept me available. Kept me in that state. And it wasn’t about dominance. It was about force. Male force. Big male force. Not cruel, not ego-driven. Just inevitable.”
Shawn reached over and touched my arm. “Are you okay?” I wasn’t sure how much I should tell Shawn about just how big his male force was.
I nodded at him. “Better than okay. I feel undone. Remade. I didn’t know I could want like that. I didn’t know I could be moved that way, made to feel so beautifully used. And I don’t mean that in a degrading way. I mean, made into something.”
I met his eyes.
“You did this,” I said. “You gave this to me. I never would’ve dared. But now, I can’t go back to not knowing. He changed me.”
Shawn sat back, staring straight ahead at the water, breathing slow and deep, as if trying to absorb it all through the air alone.
My legs were sore in ways I’d never felt before. My hips, my throat, the small of my back. My ass. But none of it felt like damage, just a record of what had been done to me.
Shawn kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting against my thigh. At one point he whispered, “I smell him on you.”
I didn’t answer. I leaned closer and rested my head on his shoulder. Let my hair fall over his arm. I let the silence between us swell with everything I hadn’t said, everything I’d shown instead. Everything I’d lived through upstairs in that room, pressed under the weight and heat and unrelenting force of a man who didn’t need words.
When we reached our hotel again, he parked and turned the engine off. I stayed there, letting the seatbelt cut gently across my chest. letting the last shiver of the night finish inside me. The echo of it.
Shawn looked at me.
I said, “Let’s just be quiet for a while.”
He nodded. We sat in the car, the windows fogging a little, the hotel slowly waking behind us. Somewhere over there, that big man slept. And a part of me was still there with him, curled in his arms, full of him and wanting more.
Another part was here, beside my husband, steady and strange and grateful in ways I didn’t know how to understand yet.
I closed my eyes and exhaled.
Whatever came next, it would have to make room for all of this. But there was that part I didn’t tell Shawn. And also how I had the man’s number in my phone . . . .
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