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He had his headset on again, half-listening to some overnight issue with a firewall patch while scrolling through Reddit on his second screen. His eyes flicked toward me when I stood up from the couch, just long enough to catch my little wave as I stepped into the bedroom. I stripped there in the dark, not because I was trying to hide, but because the mirror near the door caught the softest bit of light from the hallway and I liked the way I looked walking past it. I paused to check my legs, my back, my hips. I’d been more aware of those lately, of course.
I grabbed a towel and a fresh sports bra and pulled on the soft black shorts I’d left hanging on the hook behind the door. No underwear. I wasn’t thinking about it as a decision, just that it was one of those nights where I didn’t feel like anything tight. My boyfriend didn’t ask why I was showering this late. He didn’t even look up when I came back out, hair wet, towel still around my neck.
“You going up?” he asked, meaning the gym.
“Yeah. I’ll just stretch and come back down. My calves are tight.”
He nodded like that made sense. He didn’t ask what I’d been doing earlier, or why I hadn’t gone up already. He didn’t ask why I suddenly cared about stretching at eleven forty at night. He wouldn’t have thought it was for anyone but me. He’d trust me with his life.
The elevator was cold and I pulled the towel around my arms. I only wore the sports bra because I’d already gotten away with too many braless “gym” trips this week. I didn’t want to make it obvious.
He wasn’t in the hallway when I stepped out, and I felt something in me fall a little. The last two times I came up, he’d been out there. Once just locking his door, once standing by the vending machine like he was considering a soda he wasn’t going to buy. He’d smiled, asked if I was stretching again, and I’d nodded, avoiding his eyes like it was no big deal. But I felt it in my stomach when I turned my back to him and walked into the gym.
That night, he wasn’t there. The hallway was empty, but I lingered near the glass a second longer just in case he stepped out. He didn’t. I went inside, let the door close, and stood there staring at the row of machines like I’d forgotten why I came up.
Then I heard his door open.
He walked past the gym slowly, glancing in, then doubled back and opened the glass door with a little grin. He held it open as he leaned in.
“You’re not actually working out,” he said, voice low.
“A stretch,” I said.
He nodded, stepped inside. “Good for the hips,” he said. I turned away quickly, now too aware of what I was wearing, how close he was, how warm it suddenly felt under my arms.
I bent down and touched my toes, remaining bent while I steadied my breath. He walked past me toward the mat area and dropped down into a stretch of his own, folding one leg in and extending the other. I stayed where I was, head down, trying to focus on the pull in the backs of my legs and not the sound of his breathing.
“You always come up this late?” he asked.
“Sometimes,” I said, still bent, still not looking at him. “After shifts. Or when I can’t sleep.”
“You work nights?”
“Three on, two off,” I said. “ER rotation. So it’s, yeah, weird.” I chuckled.
He made a quiet sound like that explained everything. When I stood up and faced him, he was sitting with his arms draped over his knees, looking at me but not staring. His legs were long, bare below the knees. He wore those loose mesh shorts, the kind that hang off you just enough to make you notice how easily they move.
“I didn’t catch your name,” he said.
“Devyn.”
He nodded once, then waited a beat.
“You?”
“Marc.”
He smiled as he said it, like it wasn’t the first time we’d spoken, but something more like the second act of a play we both agreed to join. I sat down across from him, not because I needed to stretch anymore, but because I didn’t want to walk away just yet. I pulled one foot up to my thigh and leaned over it, pretending I was still loosening up. My elbow touched the inside of my knee and I felt the heat between my thighs as the fabric of my shorts rode up.
He didn’t comment. But I could tell he was watching the way my back curved.
“I see you sometimes,” he said, voice quieter. “Balcony’s right above yours.”
“I know,” I said before I thought better of it.
He smiled again, slower this time. “Do you?”
I didn’t answer. I just stretched the other leg, pulled it in close, and didn’t say anything else while I sat facing him in silence.
He leaned back, resting on one arm now. “You ever stretch with your boyfriend?”
“No,” I said. “He doesn’t really work out.”
“Looks like a computer guy.”
“He is.”
“That explains it,” he said, nodding to himself.
I didn’t defend him. I didn’t say he was smart, or kind, or better than that. I just let it sit there between us like something we both understood. Marc didn’t say anything else either. He just kept looking at me like I was the one who had walked in on him, like I was the one who interrupted something.
I stood and walked to the cable machine. I adjusted the arm and turned to glance back. He was still watching. I pulled the strap behind me and angled my body away, feeling my back arch into the motion.
I kept the movement slow, letting the cable draw my arm behind me as I stepped forward with the opposite leg. My hips tilted with the stretch, and I held it longer, eyes on the wall but aware of the weight of his gaze behind me. I didn’t look at him.
“I ever see him up here with you?” he asked after a moment.
“No.”
“You ever bring him?”
“No.”
“You want to?”
I let the cable go and it clacked back into place. I turned to face him and crossed to the other side of the machine, pretending I needed to switch arms. “He’s usually working,” I said, as if that explained everything, as if that was true.
Marc stood. He walked to the rack of mats and bent to roll one up, then tossed it under his arm. “I think I’ll call it,” he said, glancing toward the door. But he didn’t leave. He waited, just watching me like I might say something.
I pulled the strap down again, adjusted it slightly, then turned my back on him once more and reached up with both arms this time, exaggerating my arch as the weight pulled one elbow behind my back. I could feel the hem of my shorts rise with the motion. I didn’t check to see if he noticed. I already knew he did.
“You stretching again tomorrow night?” he asked.
“Probably.”
“I’ll keep an eye out.”
He left, and I stayed. I finished a few more reps, then sat on the mat and stared at the floor until my breathing slowed. When I stood, I caught my reflection in the glass, bare midriff, tight across the chest, legs braced. I looked like someone else’s girlfriend. Someone who might not go back downstairs just yet.
I waited a little longer, just in case he came back. Then I walked out, took the stairs down to the second floor, and stepped quietly back into the condo. My boyfriend was still at his desk, headset around his neck now, tapping something out on the keyboard.
“Go good?” he asked without turning.
“Yeah,” I said, grabbing a water from the fridge. “Stretched everything. Might sleep better now.”
“Cool.”
I went to the bathroom and closed the door. I stripped there in the light this time, watching myself in the mirror. My face was a little flushed. I looked down at my chest, still rising and falling too fast.
I thought about Marc’s eyes. About the way he said “your boyfriend” like it was a role, not a person. About the way he paused before leaving, like he’d given me a chance to follow and I’d let it pass.
Then I thought about going back up tomorrow.
The next morning I didn’t mention him. I sat on the kitchen counter in my robe, sipping coffee while my boyfriend packed up his laptop bag. He had a full day onsite, then on-call through the night. He kissed my cheek on his way out, told me to relax, and reminded me not to forget the groceries.
“I’ll go after lunch,” I said.
“You sure?”
“Yeah,” I lied.
He smiled, pulled the door closed behind him, and I sat there for a long time after it latched. I didn’t have work until tomorrow. I had nothing scheduled. Nothing except the thought already forming in the back of my head like a plan I hadn’t even made yet.
By two, I’d changed into a tank top and the same soft shorts from the night before. I pulled my hair into a ponytail, added mascara, then wiped most of it off again. I paced once, twice, then grabbed a canvas tote and filled it with a water bottle, a notebook, and whatever else looked harmless. I told myself I was just going for a walk. Just some stairs. Just out.
I took the elevator up.
The top floor was quiet, doorframes identical to ours, carpet just a little darker from less traffic. I walked past his unit once, not pausing, then circled back under the pretense of checking my phone. I didn’t knock of course. I didn’t even slow down the second time. But I let my steps drag just enough, let my head tilt just a little toward his door.
I didn’t hear it open. It was already unlocked when I passed again, and the hallway air shifted with the faint movement behind me.
“You lost?”
I turned. He leaned against the doorframe, wearing a navy t-shirt and black athletic shorts, barefoot. He looked like he’d just gotten out of the shower, skin damp at the collarbone.
“No,” I said, holding up my tote. “Just doing a walk.”
“You always walk past my door three times?”
“I’m sorry, I didn’t realize I had done that.”
He smiled, then stepped back and held the door open wider. “Come in for a second. Just to cool off.”
I hesitated. Not because I didn’t want to, but because it would’ve been too obvious if I didn’t.
So I stepped inside.
The condo layout mirrored ours, but everything felt different. Warmer. Fewer things and darker walls. A bike was propped in the corner, his windows were open. There was music on somewhere, quiet, ambient, probably the kind of thing you don’t listen to.
“Want something cold?” he asked.
I nodded. “Sure.”
He crossed to the fridge, pulled out two waters, and tossed one to me. I caught it against my chest, heart already loud. I looked down to adjust my top and when I looked up, he was watching. He wasn’t ppretending not to, either, he wasn’t hiding it at all.
I cracked the bottle open, took a sip, then leaned against the back of his couch. He stayed by the counter drinking his water, one hand braced on the edge like he was giving me spac, like he wasn’t about to say what I already felt.
“You’re not really walking,” he said.
I smiled, but didn’t argue. “You always leave your door unlocked?”
“Only when I think someone might open it and come in.”
He said it without irony, no smirk, no lean forward, just calm, like he was telling me where the fire extinguisher was. My stomach flipped and I set the bottle down on the counter.
“I should probably go,” I said.
“Probably.”
I didn’t move.
His eyes dropped to my legs, bare below the hem of the shorts. The sunlight came in across the floor and caught the back of my thigh. He didn’t take a step, but something in the room tilted toward him anyway. I could feel him starting to pull me into something I wasn’t saying no to.
“You stretch again last night?” he asked.
I nodded.
“I kept thinking about that.”
I looked at him. His expression hadn’t changed, but there was something heavier in his voice. Something slower. I shifted my weight on the couch edge, and the stretch across my hips made the fabric draw tighter.
He came closer, not much, just a few feet, enough that I could feel the warmth of his bare arms. I could’ve left. Could’ve said goodbye. But I didn’t.
“You like being watched?” he asked, soft.
I froze. Not because I was offended, or surprised. But because I didn’t know the answer I should say.
“Maybe,” I said, then swallowed. “I think I like knowing I’m being seen. What woman doesn’t?”
He didn’t answer, he just reached forward and brushed his fingers down the outside of my arm. The touch barely lasted a second, but I didn’t move away from it.
When he stepped back, I followed. I picked up the bottle again, drank more, then checked my phone without seeing it.
“I really should go,” I said again, but my voice was thinner now.
“I’m around,” he said.
He didn’t offer to walk me out. He didn’t ask for anything. Just watched me as I backed toward the door, waiting to see if I’d look back again once I was in the hall.
I did.
Back downstairs, everything looked the same, of course. The couch still had the blanket I’d used the night before. The TV showed the last YouTube video we’d watched together. My boyfriend had texted a thumbs-up emoji to let me know his on-site install had gone fine. I answered with a heart, then sat on the couch. But it felt like my body belonged to someone else.
I kept thinking about Marc’s fingers. Not the touch itself, but the way he did it like he knew exactly how long he could get away with it before I’d pull away. Except I hadn’t.
I showered again, tied my hair up, changed into leggings and a soft oversized tee and made myself a smoothie just to do something. I rearranged my closet. When the afternoon light changed, I pulled open the balcony door and stepped outside.
His balcony was above ours, but not directly, just close enough. I looked up. Nothing, but the blinds were open.
I leaned against the railing and stretched, arms overhead, side to side, just enough to lift my shirt a little, just enough to feel the breeze where my skin was bare. I held the pose.
By the time my boyfriend came home, I’d made dinner and poured him a beer. He smiled when he walked in, kissed the top of my head like always, and told me I looked cute in his shirt. I asked about his install, nodded at the parts I didn’t understand, and touched his arm while he talked.
I loved him. I wasn’t pretending, either. But something inside me had moved.
Later that night, after we watched an episode of something forgettable and brushed our teeth side by side like we always did, I lay in bed awake long after he fell asleep. I scrolled through nothing on my phone, then turned it off and stared at the ceiling, replaying the moment Marc touched me. Just a few inches of skin. Why would I be thinking about that so much? Why did he think that would be okay?
The next day I went to work. Twelve-hour shift, short-staffed, no time to think. But when I got home and showered, I changed into a sports bra and cotton shorts.
My boyfriend was deep in his code again, headset on, tapping away. I kissed his cheek. He reached up and squeezed my thigh like he always did when he didn’t want to be distracted.
“Going to stretch?”
“Yeah,” I said. “Just for a bit.”
He didn’t look up.
The elevator opened on the top floor and I stepped out slowly, unsure if I expected him to be there. He wasn’t. The hallway was quiet.
But his door was open again just a crack. And I walked straight to it without breaking stride.
He was on the couch when I stepped inside, one arm draped over the back, remote in his other hand, TV playing low. He didn’t pretend to be surprised and he didn’t even ask why I came. He just looked at me like he’d been expecting it.
“Gym closed tonight?” he asked with a smirk.
I closed the door behind me without answering and dropped my water bottle near the entryway. I hadn’t brought a towel this time. I hadn’t brought anything that suggested I planned to work out or even stretch.
He looked me up and down as I crossed the room, not quick, not slow, just enough for the air between us to settle into something different than the last time. I stood near the edge of the couch, hands on my hips like I couldn’t decide whether to sit or not.
“I had a long day,” I said.
“I can tell.”
“How?”
“You don’t look like you’re here to work out.”
He waited, but I didn’t sit. I walked to the kitchen instead, leaned against the counter, and opened a cabinet like I lived there. It was the wrong one. I opened another. Still wrong.
“I don’t want anything from you,” I said finally.
“I know.”
He turned off the TV, clicked it dark, then set the remote down and stood up. His presence filled the space even when he moved slow. When he crossed to where I was, I felt the hairs on my arms rise before he touched me.
“You could’ve said no,” he said quietly.
“I haven’t said yes” I reminded him.
“Not yet.” There was that smirk again.
His fingers brushed mine where they rested on the counter, and I didn’t flinch. He moved closer, close enough that his chest almost touched my shoulder. I could feel the heat from him, his faint breath against my temple.
“You keep showing up.”
“I know.”
“Why?”
I turned my head and looked at him, really looked, his face so close now that I could see the fine lines around his eyes, the darker tone of his skin against the pale of my arm.
“Because you watch me so closely.”
He nodded once, slowly. “I do that, don’t I.”
“And because I don’t want you to stop,” I said more quietly.
He reached behind me, palm flat on the counter, trapping me in place without actually touching me. The motion made my chest rise, my breath catch. Still, I didn’t move.
“You want me to touch you again?” he asked.
I didn’t speak. But I nodded.
His hand came up. He brushed my side first, the curve of my waist under the thin fabric, then his palm slid up my ribs and rested just under the band of the sports bra. He didn’t lift it, he just resting there, his thumb gently moving back and forth like he was waiting for a signal.
My breath came shallow. I could feel my own heartbeat against his hand, felt it even more because he wasn’t moving. There was just the soft rhythm of his thumb tracing slow arcs beneath the hem. I didn’t speak and I didn’t step back. I stood there like I was waiting to be unwrapped.
People gossip about why a woman cheats. Pop psychology lists give 10 top reasons. Reddit subs are consumed in flames by the telling of it. And here’s me, happy in my relationship, secure in my career, healthy in my upbringing, hanging in a man’s condo late at night turned on by how a man touched my arm, how he traps me against his kitchen counter.
My boyfriend was fine in bed, we both had about the same low key libidos, we matched. So why was I wracked by images of Marc? Of me and Marc, on his couch, on his bed, on his kitchen counter? There was this kid in the ER, hand burned and ripped apart. I asked him why, and he said he knew the fireworks would explode, but he held onto it anyway. I worked on a guy who had fallen over a clearly marked and fenced-off cliff in the park. Why, I asked him. We don’t usually, we’re not supposed to, we don’t want shame to dissuade people from going to emergency or not telling us what they swallowed or shoved up their rectum. This guy, a completely normal, healthy, successful guy, said he wanted to feel it. Feel what? He couldn’t even say what it was, like nobody had thought to invent the word for that yet.
“You wore this for me?” he asked, voice low.
I nodded again, unsure if I wanted him to believe it or not. It was true, I did. but saying it out loud would’ve made it too real. He already knew anyway. He felt like the cliff, like the fireworks. He was inevitable, even with no reason.
His hand moved higher, sliding beneath the fabric now, palm warm and certain over my bare skin. I sucked in a breath and closed my eyes, not because I was overwhelmed but because I needed to feel it without distraction, his touch, the way he watched my reaction, the way he didn’t rush it, my boyfriend directly below by one floor.
“You’re soft,” he murmured.
I couldn’t answer. My chest arched forward, subtly, involuntarily. I felt my nipples tighten beneath the thin bra and knew he felt it too. His other hand came to rest on the small of my back, fingers splaying gently along the waistband of my shorts, thumb dipping just inside.
“You keep pretending you’re not here for this,” he said. “But your body doesn’t lie. Devyn.”
He slid his palm fully beneath my bra now, cupping one bare breast as though claiming it, his thumb circling slowly over the peak until I bit my lip to stop a sound from escaping. I’d never been touched like that, so slow, so sure, with no question of whether he could. No request, just a calm certainty that I wouldn’t stop him.
And I didn’t of course. Still, it wasn’t so much how he touched me, or how certain he was about doing it either, I think it was just that a stranger, and a man not my boyfriend, was doing it, that was enough to get that closeness to the danger I knew that those one’s in the ER chased.
He leaned in, his lips grazing the side of my neck, not kissing yet, just warm breath and the lightest drag of his mouth across my skin. My thighs pressed together and I reached blindly for his side, fingers clutching the fabric of his shirt just to hold on.
I didn’t think about my boyfriend because this wasn’t about cheating on him, anymore than it was cheating with Marc. I didn’t think about anything but how good this felt, how wrong it should’ve felt and yet didn’t. Or it did, and that was the point. But I wanted more. I wanted him to keep going. I wanted to stop thinking and just let it happen.
“Say it,” he said.
I opened my eyes.
“Say you want it.”
I couldn’t form the words. But I nodded again, harder this time. He pulled back just enough to see my face, then smiled like he already knew what I was struggling to admit.
“You have to show me,” he said. “Right now.”
I reached down between us and took the hem of my top in both hands. I pulled it up and over my head slowly, never breaking his gaze. I stood there bare from the waist up, breathing hard, and waited to see what he would do next. Or want me to do.
He stepped back just enough to look at me, really look, eyes moving down my chest with a slowness that made me even more aware of how exposed I was. I felt his gaze like heat, like gravity, like it was pulling something loose in me. I didn’t cover myself. I didn’t cross my arms. I let him see everything.
He reached out again, this time with both hands, and cupped my breasts fully, thumbs grazing over the tight points of my nipples until I couldn’t keep still. I shifted under him, thighs brushing, stomach flexing, every part of me alive to the way he handled me, firm, unhurried, like he’d already made up his mind and was waiting for me to catch up.
“Nervous?” he asked.
“Yes.”
His thumbs circled slower. “We good?”
“Yes.”
He leaned in and kissed the top of one breast enough for his lips to part and linger. My hand found the back of his neck, fingers slipping into is close-cropped hair, not to pull him in but to keep myself steady. He kissed again, lower this time, and I felt the hot pressure of his tongue just beneath the curve. I gasped, shoulders rising.
“Tell me if you want me to stop,” he said.
“I don’t,” I breathed.
He dropped to his knees in front of me, palms smoothing down my sides until they found the waistband of my shorts. His fingers curled beneath the elastic, pausing.
“Look at me,” he said.
I did. He pulled my shorts down slow, inch by inch, revealing me to him like he was unwrapping something expensive. I stepped out of them, left completely bare now except for the tie in my hair, and he stayed crouched in front of me, eyes level with my thighs, his breath warm between them.
“You’re shaking.”
“I know.”
He leaned in and kissed the inside of my knee, then a little higher. His hands gripped the backs of my legs just above the bend, steadying me as he moved slowly up my inner thigh, kissing higher each time until his mouth hovered just beneath where I needed him most. I felt the tip of his nose nudge against my skin, then the soft pressure of his tongue as he finally, finally, tasted me.
I buckled.
His hands tightened on my legs, holding me firm as his mouth moved over me, tongue deliberate, slow, so precise it made my toes curl. I braced against the counter, gasping, forehead tilted down to watch the top of his head move between my thighs, the way his shoulders flexed, the way he took his time.
“You’re soaking,” he murmured between strokes.
I whimpered. My legs were already trembling again.
He didn’t stop. He kept going with the same steady pressure, his tongue flattening and circling and flicking in a rhythm that made my breath stutter and catch, my hips rolling toward him before I realized I was even moving. I gripped the counter harder, knuckles whitening, but I didn’t ask him to slow down. I didn’t say a word. I let him pull it out of me, bit by bit, until my knees gave just enough that he had to press me back against the cabinets to hold me up.
Every nerve in my body burned. His mouth didn’t let up. He was locked in, completely focused, like he’d waited for this and wasn’t going to waste a second. When I cried out, he groaned against me like it spurred him on. That sound, deep and satisfied, pushed me closer than I thought I could get that fast.
My thighs clamped around his face, my whole body seizing, barely able to breathe as wave after wave rolled up my spine. I shook against him, not from nerves this time but from something deeper, something released. I couldn’t believe how long he stayed there, licking, tasting, drawing every last aftershock out of me until I was clinging to him, still panting, the skin of my chest damp.
When he finally pulled back, his mouth glistened. He looked up at me from his knees, hands sliding down the backs of my thighs with a kind of reverence that made it worse, made it better. I didn’t try to speak. I just looked down at him, dazed, completely exposed, and completely unable to hide how wrecked I already was.
He stood up, slow and solid, taller than I remembered, and reached for my face. His hand came under my chin and tilted it up gently until I met his eyes.
“You come so quickly,” he said.
I didn’t answer. I wasn’t sure I could. I just leaned forward and kissed him, slow and open-mouthed, tasting myself on his tongue and not caring at all. I kissed him like I was trying to answer every question he hadn’t asked, and he kissed me back like he already knew me completely anyway.
When we broke apart, his hand slid down between us. I felt the press of his palm against my belly, then lower, until his fingers traced the wetness still slick between my legs.
“Do you want more?” he said.
I nodded, voice still gone.
He stepped back and pulled his shirt over his head, dropping it to the floor without ceremony. His chest was cut and dark and dusted with fine hair that trailed down into the waistband of his shorts. I reached for them and he let me.
The waistband resisted for half a second, clinging to the outline of what had been pressing against it since I walked through the door. Then it gave way, dropping low over his hips as I pulled them down, revealing all of him inch by inch until I was staring at something I hadn’t let myself imagine clearly until now. He was hard, thick, and beautiful.
I let the fabric fall to his ankles, and he stepped out of it, completely naked now, and completely unbothered by the way I stared. My mouth was dry. My hands hovered, uncertain, not because I didn’t want to touch him, but because the heat rolling off his body had already undone me once and I knew if I started now, I wouldn’t stop.
He came closer. His hand found the side of my face, gentler now, more intimate. His other hand slid into my ponytail and pulled just enough to tilt my head back. I opened my mouth.
“Show me,” he said.
I sank to my knees. I didn’t rush. I wrapped my fingers around the base of him first, felt the weight, the warmth, the throb against my palm. I looked up at him before I leaned forward and took him between my lips. The first taste sent a pulse through me like something settling in the lowest part of my body.
He let out a low breath, not quite a moan, just enough to let me know it was working. There would be no explaining this, being on my knees sucking the man’s cock, taking him I my mouth. That was what this was all about, though, that was the danger line. Doing something for which there was no explanation, no top ten list why, no reason to.
I sucked him slow, my hand stroking in time with the motion of my mouth, tongue swirling, lips tight. He didn’t say anything. He just watched me, one hand still in my hair, the other resting against the wall behind me like he needed the support. I hollowed my cheeks, deepening, going further, letting him hit the back of my throat until my eyes watered and my thighs pressed together in response.
He groaned then, his hips flexing, his grip tightening just enough to keep me right where he wanted me.
“You’re good at this,” he said, voice rough, his attitude so smug.
I didn’t answer. I just sucked harder, twisting my wrist, angling my head until I found the rhythm that made his stomach tense and his breathing ragged. He started to move then, making shallow thrusts against my mouth, careful at first, then more insistent as I opened wider for him.
I was dripping. Kneeling on his kitchen floor, tits bare, swallowing inch after inch of him, and I had never felt more turned on in my life. Maybe put that on the top ten list.
He pulled back suddenly, hand still in my hair, eyes dark.
“Bed,” he said. “Now.”
I stood, legs shaky, mouth flushed and wet, and followed him through his dim hallway. The air felt heavier back there, like the door closing behind us had sealed something in. He walked ahead of me, naked, powerful, completely sure I’d follow him. He didn’t even glance back.
His bedroom was minimal, dark sheets, no clutter, windows cracked for the breeze. I stepped inside slowly, my pulse pounding in my ears, body still bare, skin cooling from the hallway’s air and flushed from everywhere he’d touched.
He turned and faced me near his bed, his cock still hard, and waited. I didn’t hesitate.
I climbed onto the mattress, not crawling, not posing, just moving toward him like gravity had me. He followed, kneeling between my legs, running his hands along my thighs like he was rediscovering every inch he’d already learned. I was soaked again, my skin hypersensitive from the orgasm, the sucking, the way he hadn’t asked anymore if I was sure.
He leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep, the kind of kiss that said we weren’t rushing anything even though we were already so far past the point of no return so soon.
His fingers slid between my legs, and he groaned when he felt how wet I still was. I spread for him without being asked, letting one leg fall open, giving him room to explore me more.
He didn’t tease. He pushed one thick finger inside me, slowly, watching my face the whole time. I gasped and clenched around him, my body already begging for more. He added a second and began to curl them upward with a rhythm that made my back arch off the bed.
“Fuck,” I whispered, gripping the sheets.
“You’re tight,” he said, his voice even rougher now. “And greedy.”
I moaned as he fingered me, his thumb brushing over the swollen nub at the top, sending electric pulses straight through my core. My body moved against his hand on its own, hips rolling, thighs pressing, desperate for more. But he didn’t rush.
He pulled his fingers out and sucked them clean watching me.
“Ready?” he asked.
“Yes. God . . . . ”
He shifted between my legs, the weight of his body hovering just above mine. I felt the thick head of him pressing against me, drag slow along my folds, coating himself in my slick before he began to push inside.
I gasped.
He kept going, inch by inch, deeper than I expected, stretching me open around him as my mouth dropped open in a silent cry. I grabbed at his shoulders, not to stop him, just to anchor myself. He filled me completely, thick and throbbing inside me, and then paused, buried to the hilt. My walls clenched around him, struggling to take it all.
He looked down at me, breathing hard. “You can take it,” he whispered as though amazed.
He pulled back, and then really began to fuck me.
The first thrust made me cry out, not from pain but from the shock of fullness, the way he stretched me in ways I hadn’t expected. His hips rolled slowly, dragging every inch out of me before sliding back in with a pressure that made my thighs shake. I clung to him, nails pressing into his back, and met each movement with a helpless gasp.
“Look at you,” he murmured, voice dark and low in my ear. “Taking it all.”
I opened my legs wider, too far gone to pretend anymore, too deep in it to be embarrassed by how desperate I already sounded. My body pulsed around him with every slow stroke, his cock hitting deep, too deep, and still not enough.
He fucked me like he had time. Like he wasn’t trying to finish. Like he was trying to make me feel every second of it.
I wrapped my legs around his waist, heels locking behind him, and tilted my hips to take him deeper. His breath caught, and he groaned into my neck, teeth grazing my skin as he buried himself fully again and again.
The sound of him inside me, wet, rhythmic, and completely obscene, filled the room. His pace quickened, not rough, but more sure, more insistent, each thrust smoother, more perfect than the last. My nipples dragged against his chest, my body flushed and covered in sweat, and all I could do was hold on to him, barely breathing, crying out, thrashing my head side to side.
“You feel that?” he said, lifting up just enough to watch where we were joined. “You like that?”
I looked down too, watched his soaked cock gliding in and out of me, thick and slick, disappearing over and over into the place that had ached for him since the moment I first saw him standing in that hallway.
“I’m gonna come,” I whispered, breath catching.
“Not yet,” he said, slowing down, grinding instead of thrusting, rolling his hips in tight circles that made me bite my lip and whimper into his shoulder.
He kissed me again, deep and wet, his tongue sliding against mine as he began to move faster, his body slamming into mine now with a rhythm that made the bed creak beneath us, made its feet slide across the floor.
I dug my nails into his back, my whole body tightening again. I felt it building, unstoppable now, another orgasm crashing down, curling through my thighs and exploding in my core. I came hard, hips jerking, muscles seizing around him, and he held me tight as I shook underneath him.
Then he pulled out, still hard, slick with everything I’d given him.
“Your knees,” he said, voice rougher than before.
I rolled over, breath still jagged, chest heaving, and lifted my ass for him, thighs trembling and high. I looked back behind me, eyes glazed.
He lined himself up and pushed inside from behind. He went deeper ad harder like he’d been waiting for this angle all night.
He grabbed my hips, thumbs digging into the soft flesh just above my ass, and pulled me back against him with every thrust. The sound of his body slapping into mine filled the room, wet and loud, and I moaned without shame now, mouth open, eyes half-lidded as the bed rocked heavy beneath us.
“Fuck, Devyn,” he groaned. “You fucking love this.”
I braced myself on my elbows, arching my back, giving him everything. He reached forward and wrapped my ponytail around his fist, tugged it enough to tilt my head up. I gasped, thighs spreading further as he buried himself to the root of me, hitting me deeper than I thought possible.
He fucked me harder like that, deep, relentless strokes that had me babbling into the mattress, incoherent now, lost to the rhythm of it. I felt every vein, every thick inch of him inside me, and the pressure was perfect. It was overwhelming. It was so right.
One of his hands slipped forward and down between my legs, fingers finding the slick, swollen bundle of nerves at the top and rubbing me there fast and firm, like he knew exactly how to destroy me.
“Come again for me,” he said. “I want to feel you lose it with me inside you.”
I tried to hold back. I tried to stay in control, but my body betrayed me. My legs started shaking again, my breath caught, and the orgasm ripped through me like a wave tearing loose from the ocean floor. I screamed into the sheets, thighs locking, muscles spasming, my pussy clenching tight around his cock as I came for the third time.
He groaned loudly and pulled out, gripping himself now, slick and hard, stroking as he leaned over me.
“Turn over!”
I flipped onto my back, dazed, legs still spread, body twitching with aftershocks. He straddled my thighs and pumped his cock over my stomach, his jaw clenched tight, the muscles in his arms flexing. I watched him, completely open, flushed and shaking, lost in it.
“Where?” he asked.
“Anywhere,” I whispered. “Everywhere. Just finish on me.”
That was all it took. He groaned through his teeth and came in thick, hot pulses across my stomach and chest, his whole body stiffening, breath ragged. He stroked the last drops out slowly, watching every bit of it land on me, coating my skin in everything he’d been holding back.
We stayed like that for a moment. Breathing. Watching each other.
He reached down and brushed the hair from my face, then leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep, without urgency now.
I closed my eyes. I didn’t feel guilt however much I searched for it. I didn’t think about what I’d done or what would happen next. I only thought about how soon I could come back. It was too separate from my reality. It was too out of character to be me.
I used his bathroom to clean up. The mirror was fogged from our heat, the scent of sweat and skin still thick in the air. I wiped myself down with a towel from the rack, slow and quiet, watching my reflection as I moved. My body looked different, flushed and looser. I could still feel the way he’d filled me, the ache low in my belly, the slight tremble in my thighs. There was a mark on my hip where his hand had been.
I didn’t cover it. When I came out, he was back in bed, one arm behind his head, the sheet across his hips. He looked at me like nothing about this was going to be temporary.
“You good?” he asked.
I nodded, pulled my shorts back on, slid the sports bra over my head. My legs still felt weak and it took longer than it should’ve to tie my hair back up.
“I got to go for real now,” I said.
“You should,” he agreed.
But neither of us moved.
He sat up, bare-chested, and reached for my wrist as I passed. He didn’t say anything, just held it, his thumb brushing over the inside like he was memorizing something.
“Come back,” he said, not a question.
“Yes.”
I kissed him enough to taste him again, then stepped away before I lost the will to leave.
My water bottle waited for me at the entryway, exactly where I’d dropped it, like nothing had changed. The hallway felt colder on the way out. My legs still shook going down the stairs and I hung on the railing.
Back downstairs, the condo smelled like dinner I hadn’t eaten. My boyfriend was still at his desk, his headset off now, his feet bare, leaning back in his chair with a glass of wine beside him.
“Hey,” he said, smiling. “Get a good stretch in?”
I kissed the top of his head. “Yeah. Needed it.”
He turned back to his screen, fingers tapping lightly. “I’ll be off in fifteen. Want to watch something?”
“Sure.”
“You get a good stretch in up there?”
“Yep,” I said. I wasn’t changed by it. There was no effect on our relationship. Nothing was different. I realize no man would ever accept that, but it was true. There was no discernible effect. It was, to use a nursing term, asymptomatic.
I poured myself wine and leaned on the counter, sipped it slow, heart still racing under the surface. My thighs ached in the very best way. My body buzzed with the memory of everything I’d just done, every sound, every look, every thrust still echoing inside me.
That’s when I heard it. Footsteps in the unit above, Marc’s footfalls. Funny how I never noticed it before, but once you hear it, it’s enough to be annoying.
I could even hear his music come on, even though you could tell it wasn’t that loud. I heard even his voice, I heard Marc on his phone, maybe not his words, but his voice, his laugh. And he wasn’t that loud.
You could hear everything from up there down here. I raised my eyes to find my boyfriend, but he remained focused on the screen hurrying to finish up whatever it was e was doing.
Later, we curled up on the couch together. He rested his head in my lap and I stroked his hair like I always did. He sighed, content, never asking where I’d really been. From the couch I could see light from Marc’s balcony door falling over our railing in a shard, and I saw it go dark as I studied it.
I was already thinking about tomorrow.
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