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I met him at the gym I went to when I didn’t want to be looked at.
Not the one Peter and I shared on weekends, where everyone knew us as a unit, where he spotted me and kissed my temples between sets. This was another place, ten minutes farther out, more expensive, darker, fewer windows, more mirrors. I started going there on weekday mornings before work, telling Peter it helped with my schedule, that I liked the quiet. What I liked was the anonymity.
But his name was Shawn. I didn’t know it at first. I noticed his body before anything else, the width of his shoulders, the way his back filled out his shirt, the ease with which he moved weight that made my own efforts feel ornamental. He didn’t perform. He didn’t look around to see who was watching. He trained like he had a destination and the rest of us were incidental.
I noticed him noticing me. I was on the stair climber, calves burning, earbuds in but the music forgotten. I caught his reflection in the mirror across the room, his eyes steady, unreadable. I didn’t look away fast enough. When our gazes locked, something slow passed between us. Not flirtation so much as recognition. It was like both of us instantly knew what was going to happen eventually.
I told myself that it was ridiculous. People look at each other in gyms all the time. Bodies are everywhere. It doesn’t mean anything.
Still, my pulse stayed high long after I stepped off the machine.
By the end of that week, I knew his routine. I hated that I knew it. I timed my workouts to overlap with his, told myself it was coincidence, convenience, efficiency. Peter teased me about how disciplined I’d become. He liked the way my body was changing. He touched me more, proud, possessive.
Shawn didn’t speak to me until the following Tuesday. I was adjusting the bench when his voice came from behind me, low and even. “You using that set?”
I turned. He was close enough that I could smell him, clean, faintly citrus, skin warm from exertion. I shook my head and stepped back too quickly, my heel catching on the rubber floor. He reached out without thinking, his hand firm on my elbow, steadying me.
The contact was brief and necessary. Nothing about it crossed a line. It lit me up anyway.
“You good?” he asked and he chuckled.
I nodded, breath unsteady. “Yeah. Sorry.”
He nodded and took the weights and went about his business, his back to me, like the moment had already passed.
But it hadn’t.
That night, Peter and I cooked together, pasta and wine. He stood behind me at the stove, arms around my waist, chin resting on my shoulder being familiar and safe. When he kissed my neck, I closed my eyes and saw Shawn’s hand on my arm instead. The comparison made me feel sick. And excited.
I went to bed early and lay awake beside Peter, my body buzzing with something I didn’t want to admit.
The next time Shawn spoke to me, it wasn’t about equipment.
“You push hard,” he said, nodding toward my hands, still chalked white. “Most people don’t.”
I shrugged, trying for casual. “I like to feel it.”
His eyes lingered, not on my body, but on my face. “Yeah,” he said. “I can tell.”
I didn’t tell Peter about him. There was nothing to tell. No numbers were exchanged. There were no lingering touches. It was just a presence that followed me out of the gym and into the rest of my day, quiet and heavy, settling somewhere low in my body.
By the time Shawn finally said my name, drawn from the tag on my water bottle, spoken like he made a point of learning it, I was already far gone. I just hadn’t admitted it yet. I swear I wasn’t thinking about cheating the first time he touched me. I would never do that to Peter.
It was small, barely more than a graze, the way his hand brushed my lower back as he passed me near the cables. I’d stepped aside to let him by, too quick, too eager. The space between us disappeared in an instant, and the warmth of his hand stayed with me the rest of the morning. I didn’t turn around. I didn’t say anything. But my stomach flipped like I’d been caught doing something wrong, which it wasn’t.
Later, I told Peter I had a meeting that ran long. He didn’t ask questions. He never did. I stood in the shower longer than usual that night, trying to wash off a touch that hadn’t even lingered. But it had.
The next time I saw Shawn, we didn’t speak at all. He walked past me near the dumbbells, towel slung over his shoulder, shirt clinging to the slope of his back. I tracked him in the mirror, not letting my eyes follow too long, but not hiding it either. When he glanced at me mid-set, I didn’t look away.
That glance should’ve been the end of it. It was a flirt, a daydream, a little fantasy to burn off at night when Peter rolled toward me in bed, warm and familiar.
But it wasn’t the end, not even close.
Two days later, I was in the locker room adjusting my ponytail when he appeared in the mirror behind me. I didn’t hear him come in. Just saw him, towel around his neck, chest bare and shining. I froze for a second and my fingers went still.
He met my eyes through the glass.
“You always train this early?” he asked.
I nodded. “Sometimes.”
“You move like you know what you’re doing.”
I turned. “Is that a compliment or a critique?”
His mouth twitched. Not a smile, exactly, but close. “Compliment.”
I smiled back. Not that was flirting.
After that, things changed. He didn’t crowd me, didn’t chase me around the gym like some of the other guys had. He gave me space. But there was an awareness now, every time we passed each other, every time he picked the machine near mine. He watched me and I watched him, and we smiled a lot. I enjoyed him watching me. I think he liked it when I watched him too. Things were getting carried away.
Peter and I went to dinner with his sister that weekend. She asked if I’d been working out more, said I looked strong and lean. Peter put his hand on my thigh under the table and gave me a smile like he owned it. I smiled back, played my part, kissed him in the car, let him slide his hand under my shirt when we got home. I rode him in bed, but my eyes were closed, my mouth hung open, my head fell back. I wasn’t thinking about Peter. I was thinking of those shoulders, those lats, that abdomen.
When I came, later, alone and in the dark, it wasn’t Peter’s name that circled around my lips. It was Shawn’s, and that was when I knew. It wasn’t about working out anymore and it wasn’t harmless. It was going to happen like a freight train that lost its brakes.
I started going earlier, not for any reason I said out loud, not for the schedule or the quiet or the extra time to stretch. I just wanted to be there when he got there. I didn’t even know if I’d see him some mornings, but I went anyway, my new sports bra snug. I moved through my sets distracted, hands on autopilot, mind tracing the memory of his voice, the way he’d said I moved like I knew what I was doing. I started moving that way more deliberately. I let my hips roll slower at the top of my reps. I arched my back just a little more when I reached for the heavier dumbbells. I wanted him to notice, not with a smile or a line, but with his eyes. That was all I wanted.
He didn’t show every day which made it worse. Or better. The not-knowing lit a little something under my skin before I even stepped inside. On the mornings he was there, I felt it the second I entered. It changed the atmosphere for me, like the air was thinner near him, like my own body moved in reaction to his. He didn’t speak to me every time. Sometimes he passed behind me without a word, but I felt it, the way his presence grazed my back, the way my spine straightened when he walked by, the way my breath shortened. I pretended not to notice, but I adjusted my hair too often, drank too much water, lingered too long between machines. I wasn’t subtle, but neither was he. He knew exactly what he was doing.
The first real moment happened by the mirrors. I was stretching out after my workout, hands braced against the bar, glutes high, calves taut. I saw him in the reflection, approaching slow, towel slung over one shoulder, shirt clinging to his chest. He stopped beside me and took the mat next to mine, dropped into a stretch without looking. But I saw his eyes in the mirror. They didn’t move off me.
“You like mornings better?” he asked.
I nodded, breath slow, keeping my pose.
“No one around,” I said.
He nodded. “Less distraction.”
We stretched in silence, five feet apart, both of us pretending we weren’t watching the other. But I felt him like heat. My skin prickled. My thighs tingled. My breath started to come shallow even as my body cooled. When I stood to roll up the mat, he stood too.
“You got plans today?” he asked.
I hesitated. My mouth said, “Work,” but my voice was softer than it should’ve been.
He stepped closer. “If you wanted to see something,” he said, voice low, “I could show you some things.”
I froze. He didn’t explain. He just looked at me like he expected me to answer.
And in that second, I did too.
The text message came while I was still in the parking garage, engine running, my hands resting lightly on the wheel. I saw his name, Shawn, just that, no emoji, no extra words. He didn’t need them. The message was simple: “10:45. Door code’s 2219,” and his address, a building on 7th I passed on the way to work. I stared at the screen, the engine idling, my knee bouncing. I didn’t respond. Not because I wasn’t going to go there, but because I didn’t want to pretend there was a conversation to have about it.
There wasn’t. Because I was going. That decision had already been made in the mirror three mornings earlier, when he watched me stretch and didn’t look away. My body made the decision before I caught up.
I drove straight there. I didn’t even go home to change. I still checked my reflection in the rearview before stepping out, pulled the straps of my top a little tighter, smoothed the line of my leggings down over my hips. My skin was still flushed, heart still elevated from the workout, but it wasn’t exercise anymore. It was the anticipation of stepping into something I couldn’t undo.
The lobby was quiet, white marble floors, chrome accents, plants trimmed too perfectly to be real. I entered the code pretending my hands weren’t shaking. The door clicked open, silent and smooth. The elevator was waiting. I stepped inside and pressed the button, a tingle running through me when it lit up red. I watched my reflection in the mirrored walls as the floor numbers rose, every breath loud. When the doors opened, they revealed a hallway that didn’t lead anywhere, just a single black door with no number. My sneakers barely made a sound on the tile.
The door opened before I could knock.
Shawn stood there barefoot, shirtless, his sweatpants hanging low on his hips. He looked at me for one long second, his eyes dropping to my legs, my hips, the way my chest rose with each breath, then back up to my face. I stepped inside without saying anything either. The door shut behind me with a soft click that felt loud.
The apartment was spare, hardwood floors, tall windows, a couch, a rug, nothing excessive. It smelled faintly of cedar and clean. He walked ahead of me without looking back, and I followed like I’d been here before. He didn’t offer me water. He didn’t ask if I was sure. He stopped at the edge of the living room and turned. I came to stand across from him, fingers curled into the strap of my gym bag, unsure what to do with it, with myself.
“So you came,” he said.
I nodded. “I shouldn’t have.”
His eyes didn’t flicker. He stepped forward.
“But you did.”
He didn’t touch me at first. He didn’t reach out or make a move to close the space. He just looked at me, like really looked, and I felt my body respond like he already had touched me. My pulse rose in my throat, thick and hot, and my fingers loosened on the strap of my bag. I let it slide off my shoulder and hit the floor. I knew it was never going to be about showing me something about exercise.
His eyes tracked the bag, then came back to mine. There was no music playing, no background noise, just the hush of the condo and the hum of my own awareness rising until I felt like I might speak just to break it. But I didn’t. I waited.
He came closer. We were standing in front of each other close enough to feel each other’s breath. I tilted my chin up slightly to meet his eyes. He smelled warm, earthy. I didn’t think about Peter, about what I was risking, about what this meant. I only thought about his hands, his mouth. I thought about the weight of him, the heat, the hunger I felt in the mirror of the gym when he watched me and I didn’t look away.
He reached for the hem of my top, fingers brushing the skin above my waistband, and when I didn’t stop him, he lifted it slowly, inch by inch, over my stomach, my ribs, and then my chest. I raised my arms without being asked, and he peeled it off, dropped it to the floor beside my bag. His hands didn’t grab or grope. They explored and they traced. One slid down my side, over the dip of my waist, and settled at my hip. The other touched my face, the pad of his thumb brushing my cheek, down to my lip. He didn’t kiss me yet. He just watched me respond to him, my breath, my eyes, the way I leaned into that touch like I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t.
When his mouth finally met mine, it wasn’t hard or rough or rushed. It was slow, open, and warm. His lips moved against mine with patience, but also with certainty. His tongue touched mine like he was tasting me for the first time and taking his time to do it right. My hands found his chest, hot and solid, and slid down the ridges of his stomach. He groaned low into my mouth and the sound dropped straight into my core. I pressed closer, feeling the solidity of his body against mine, the tension already coiling between my thighs.
He broke the kiss first, breathing hard, eyes on my mouth. Then he reached down, hooked his thumbs into the waistband of my leggings, and gave the slightest tug.
“You could take these off,” he said, voice low.
So I did. I hooked my thumbs under the waistband and peeled them down slowly, trying not to rush, even though my heartbeat was hammering in my chest. The leggings clung to my thighs, my calves, then slid free, puddling at my feet. I stepped out of them, standing now in nothing but a black sports bra and a pair of pale pink panties that didn’t hide much. I hadn’t planned this outfit for anyone but me, but now, standing in front of him, I was hyper-aware of every detail. The dampness between my leg, the way the fabric clung, the way his eyes dropped there and stayed.
His hand came to my hip, warm and wide, fingers splayed across my skin. He moved closer, so close I felt his breath at my collarbone, the heat of his body a full presence against mine. His other hand slid up my back, found the clasp of my bra, and paused.
I nodded.
He unhooked it in one clean motion, let the straps slide down my arms, and took it from me. His eyes never left my chest. When his hands came up, slow and reverent, and cupped my breasts, and I gasped. Not because it was sudden, but because it wasn’t, because he took his time, thumbs grazing my nipples, testing them like he needed to know everything about them.
Then his mouth was on me. He kissed low on my throat, then across my chest, then lower still, his tongue circling, teasing, tasting. I arched toward him  and he caught my waist in both hands, holding me, guiding me back until my legs touched the edge of the couch. He nudged once with his knee and I sat, breathless, thighs pressed tight, hands braced at my sides.
He crouched in front of me, his hands sliding up my calves, my knees, and then pausing at the edge of my panties.
“You can lie back,” he said, voice even.
So I did that too.
The fabric of the couch was cool against my back. My skin tingled. My legs opened without a second thought, one bent, one draped up over the back. I felt exposed, laid out in the middle of this man’s living room, nearly naked and burning from the inside. He hooked a single finger into the waistband of my panties and tugged them down with maddening slowness, baring me inch by inch. His gaze never left the center of me. And when I was finally naked, his hands slid up my thighs and parted them.
I heard the breath leave him. He lowered his head between my legs. His mouth touched me like he’d been thinking about it for days. No hesitation, no teasing swirls that wasted time, just full contact, slow and wet, the broad heat of his tongue dragging up one side and down the other before settling right where I needed him most. My hips lifted off the couch and his hands pinned them gently, thumbs pressing into my thighs as he began to work me open. The first sound that left my lips wasn’t a moan, it was more like a breath that caught and broke halfway.
He didn’t move fast or try to overwhelm me. He moved with purpose, like every stroke of his tongue was intentional, like he wanted to learn how I came apart and then do it again, slower. My head fell back against the cushion. One arm flung out to the side, the other dropped between my legs, fingers curling into his hair. His head tilted, mouth sliding deeper, lips soft but unrelenting. My thighs trembled. My breath stuttered. I was soaking.
When he slid one arm under my leg and hooked it higher over his shoulder, I gasped. The angle changed, the pressure deepened, and I felt it cresting in me. My stomach tightened, my hands gripped at nothing, and all I could do was lie there, open, wet, trembling, while his mouth coaxed me toward something that felt like I had never had it before, not like that.
I came hard. Quiet, but full-body, my legs clamped, my back arched, my hands pulling at the cushion and then at him, trying to steady myself. He didn’t let go. He held me hard, licking me through it, drawing every last tremor out of me until I collapsed back against the couch, gasping, thighs still twitching.
When he finally lifted his head, his lips were wet, his eyes dark. He looked at me like he’d changed something permanent in me.
I tried to sit up. He stood first, towering over me, sweatpants hanging lower, chest rising quickly.
“Come on,” I said, breathless, reaching for the waistband.
He stepped closer. I tugged them down not caring about any pause. His enormous cock sprang free, thick and full, heavy with the weight of arousal. I stared at it for a second, my lips parted, my chest still rising fast.
He watched me watching him.
And when I reached out and wrapped my hand around the base of him, he groaned, low and deep. I looked up and I opened my mouth and took him in. I wanted nothing more in that moment than to give him pleasure.
He was hot against my tongue, thick and pulsing, too much to take all at once, and I didn’t try. I let the head rest in my mouth for a moment, let the weight of him settle there while my hand stroked slowly at the base. His fingers twitched at his sides. I felt the tension build in him, the way his breath hitched, the way his body leaned slightly forward like he was holding back more than I could see. I circled my tongue around him then drew back and did it again, each movement slick and open and warm, each pass of my lips wetter than the last. He groaned again, deeper this time, and one of his hands came to rest lightly in my hair.
He didn’t guide me and he didn’t push. He just stayed there, a presence, a pulse, his fingers curling slightly when I took him deeper. I could feel the fullness stretch my jaw, the way his shape pressed thick against the inside of my cheek. My hand stroked in rhythm with my mouth, gliding up, twisting slightly, then down again as I eased him in and out. I moaned softly, not from effort but from the rush that rose every time I tasted more of him.
His other hand touched my jaw, fingers brushing along the hinge, then down to my throat. I could feel his eyes on me, watching each movement, and it made me bolder. I dropped lower, letting him fill me, my throat tightening around him for a beat before I pulled back, lips wet, breath quick through my nose. His hips shifted, a reflex, and I felt his restraint in it, how badly he wanted to move, how hard he was trying not to take over and fuck my mouth.
When I pulled away, a strand of saliva connected us for a second before breaking. I looked up, chest heaving, lips swollen and parted. He was staring down at me with something between hunger and disbelief. I wrapped my hand around him again, stroked once, twice, slow and slick, then leaned in and kissed the head, a soft press of lips that made him close his eyes again. I wanted to show him I could take it, no matter how big he was.
Then I stood. His hands caught my hips the second I was upright, pulling me in, his cock pressing against my stomach now, thick and wet and hot between us. I reached down, guided him to where I was soaking and throbbing, still trembling from before. He didn’t ask if I was ready.
He backed me toward the couch, steps slow, his eyes never leaving mine. I let him, let the weight of him push me back down, one knee on the cushion, one hand gripping the backrest for balance. He slid his fingers down my stomach, between my legs, checking me, parting me. My breath caught.
Then he lined himself up and started to push. I wasn’t sure if I could take him, though. He pressed against me, just the tip at first, thick and hard, and the breath caught in my throat like a stone. The stretch was immediate, a tight, aching bloom that pulled a sound out from deep in my chest. My legs trembled where they straddled the couch cushion, my hands braced against the backrest, arms tense, knuckles white. He didn’t thrust. He waited, letting my body register the size of him, letting the heat of him pulse against the wet edges of me.
Then, slowly, so slowly I felt every nerve in my body catch fire, he pushed deeper. I gasped, not loud, not theatrically, but a real cry from somewhere low and involuntary. I felt myself open around him inch by inch, the thick weight of him parting me until I didn’t know where I ended and he began. My hips tilted back instinctively, trying to accommodate him, trying to invite more of im. It was too much and not enough all at once. I bit my lip and exhaled through my nose, blinking hard, breath shaky, my chest barely moving with the tension coiled inside it.
He stopped halfway in, hands tightening at my waist. Not to restrain me but to hold me. His thumbs pressed into the dip above my hips, anchoring me while he leaned in closer, his chest warm at my back, his breath hot at the curve of my neck.
“You feel me?” he asked, voice so low I felt it more than heard it.
I nodded. Couldn’t speak. How could I not feel that?
He stayed there thick and hard and pulsing deep inside me, the stretch of him so constant, so deep, that it became a kind of pressure I couldn’t escape. And then, just a fraction deeper, he pushed again. My mouth fell open, my body tightened. I felt myself clench down around him like I was trying to hold him in, to keep him from sliding out before I was ready to let him go.
He exhaled, a soft, controlled groan that grazed the skin of my shoulder. I felt the vibration of it right down my spine. His hands moved, one sliding around to my stomach, flattening over the muscles there, steadying me again.
“Breathe,” he said, and the word loosened something in me. I did, I breathed. And he sank the rest of the way into me, every inch.
It was a fullness that made me feel fragile, like my whole body had to recalibrate around him. My nails dug into the couch and my thighs shook. I blinked and the world narrowed to nothing but the pulse of his cock inside me and the sound of both of us still holding back. He didn’t thrust, he stayed buried to the hilt, and let my body take it, let me adjust to it, let me feel every inch of him as I stretched around the most intimate pressure I’d ever known.
I couldn’t stop shaking. It wasn’t from pain but from the overwhelming, breath-stealing realization of how much I could take. And how much I wanted more.
His hand moved slowly up my back following the curve of my spine with the kind of reverence that made my breath tremble. He didn’t rush, didn’t shift his hips, didn’t even pull back. He stayed fully inside me, warm and impossibly deep, letting my body flutter and pulse around him in small, involuntary waves. I wasn’t moving either. I couldn’t. My legs were locked open in a tense, needy sprawl, every inch of me stretched and filled and shaking.
When his hand reached the back of my neck, he rested it there, his thumb grazing the base of my skull, not controlling, not directing, just holding ma and anchoring me. I leaned into it, let my head drop forward, let my spine curve deeper, my back arch low. The shift in angle made him slide the slightest fraction deeper and I gasped all over again.
He groaned above me. And finally, finally, he began to move. The first stroke was shallow, barely more than a retreat and return, a teasing pull of pressure, a slow reminder of how wide he’d stretched me, how wet I was for him. I could hear it, the wet sound of my body wrapped tightly around him, the quiet suction of him withdrawing only to push back in again with the same control. His hand slid from my neck to my shoulder, down to my ribs, then circled to my front, where his palm flattened over my stomach again like he was keeping me steady, like I might come apart if he didn’t hold me in place.
And he was right. Each slow stroke undid me more. He dragged himself out nearly to the tip, pausing there, making me wait, my walls clenching in protest, grasping and aching, and then he slid back in with a depth that made me groan low and broken into the cushion beneath me. I felt the friction of his skin inside me, the stretch and slide and burn of it, the fullness that rolled over every nerve like a current. I arched up onto my toes, hips tilting to meet him.
“So good,” he murmured, voice rough against my spine. “Just like that.”
I moved again, small, rhythmic shifts, my hips pressing back into him, urging him deeper, slower, harder. He answered in kind. Not faster, but heavier and longer. Every thrust was a deep, dragging push, followed by the slow retreat that made me whimper. I was dripping. My thighs were trembling from the tension. My arms had gone slack over the back of the couch.
His other hand came up under my breast, cupping it with the same slow care. He bent forward, his chest heavy against my back, his breath thick in my ear. And while he fucked me in that steady, devastating rhythm, his fingers found my nipple and rolled it slowly between thumb and forefinger.
I cried out loud this time and he didn’t stop. He kept me like that for a long time, bent over the couch, his body moving against mine in that deep, dragging rhythm that never rushed. He used every inch of me with slow precision, like he was learning something, testing limits I didn’t know I had. My skin was glazed in sweat, my breath ragged, and still he didn’t stop. He shifted angles every so often, one hand on my hip, one on my shoulder, pulling me back into him as he rocked forward. The slap of our bodies meeting grew slicker, heavier, more obscene, but neither of us cared. It wasn’t noise, it was music. He made it so beautiful.
When my arms gave out, when my legs began to buckle, he pulled out with one slow, wet slide that left me gasping and empty. I collapsed forward onto the couch cushions, body humming, thighs trembling. I barely heard him leave the room, but then I felt a cold glass press into my palm.
“Water,” he said quietly.
I turned my head and looked up at him, eyes glassy, lips parted. I sat back, still naked, still leaking, and took the glass with both hands, drinking slowly. My mouth was dry, my body hot. The water tasted unreal. He stood over me, watching, silent. I felt his eyes trace my skin, the flushed peaks of my breasts, the shine between my thighs. I was a mess, and I loved that he didn’t look away from it.
When I finished, I handed him the glass. He took it, set it down somewhere behind us, and then extended a hand. I took it and he pulled me to my feet gently, wrapped one arm around my waist, and kissed my forehead.
He walked me into the kitchen. The countertop was cool beneath my skin when he lifted me up and sat me there, legs dangling off the edge. He stepped between them and kissed me slowly, his hands spreading across my back, my thighs opening to cradle his hips. I felt him hard again, thick and ready against the inside of my leg. I was still wet, still swollen from the stretch of him. He didn’t speak, he just kissed me deeper and lined himself up to me again.
He slid in slow. My hands gripped the counter behind me. The angle was new, direct and raw. He filled me in one long push, and my legs rose instinctively to wrap around his back. He cupped the back of my head with one hand, the other gripping my waist, guiding my body to meet every thrust. My breath hitched in short gasps. His eyes stayed locked on mine while he moved. There was no space between us now. He was buried so deep I could barely breathe, and yet I didn’t want him to stop, not ever. No one had done that to me before, on a kitchen counter. God, it was so bewildering.
When I clenched around him again and cried out, he kissed me through it. When I came, shaking, breathless, pressed flat to his chest, he didn’t let me go. Not even when I went limp in his arms.
He lifted me off the counter, my body boneless against his, my legs still wrapped weakly around his waist. I clung to his shoulders, my face buried in the warm, damp skin of his neck. He carried me down the hall without speaking, each step a slow, swaying rhythm that kept him nestled inside me. I didn’t know where we were going until he turned and lowered me onto a bed, his bed, its sheets cool against my back, the pillows already smelling like him. He pulled out gently, just long enough for me to gasp at the loss, then knelt at the edge, hands sliding up my thighs to part them again.
I was wrecked, still twitching, still soaked. But when his tongue touched me again, slow and soft, a kiss more than a lick, I moaned like it was the first time.
He ate me like he had all night. No hurry, no goal, just the pure pleasure of it. His mouth moved in slow circles, teasing the edges, drawing shapes that made my hands clench in the sheets. I lifted my hips and he pinned them down. I begged, not with words, but with the way my thighs tightened around his shoulders. He kept going, steady and sure, until I broke again, wetter this time, messier, my body lifting off the mattress as I came with a sharp, silent cry that caught in my throat.
He rose over me, kissed the inside of my knee, then my hip, then my mouth. I could taste myself on his lips.
“Stay there,” he said, and disappeared for a moment. I lay sprawled, skin flushed, hair tangled, legs open. I couldn’t move.
He came back with another glass of water. Sat beside me and handed it over. I drank in slow sips while he watched, his fingers tracing lazy lines down my arm, across my stomach, the top of my thigh. When I finished, I set the glass aside and turned toward him.
“Again?” I asked, voice barely there.
He nodded once. Then reached for me. This time he rolled onto his back and guided me over him, settling me astride his hips. His cock was hard against my thigh, slick from everything we’d already done. I reached down and took him in hand, lined him up, and eased myself down, slow and steady, letting the stretch return inch by inch. I whimpered as he filled me again. Only this time it was under my control. My hands braced on his chest. His eyes were on my face the whole time.
I began to move on him, small rocks of my hips at first, circling to find the rhythm, to find the angle that made me gasp, made him grunt. He let me set the pace, hands on my waist, steadying me, guiding me. Every inch of him stroked against that place inside me that was already raw and hungry for more. I rode him slow, hips rolling, back arching, until I couldn’t keep quiet anymore.
He pulled me down and kissed my throat, and we moved together like it was never going to end. The pace stayed slow, the kind of rhythm that doesn’t chase anything, that just builds and builds until everything inside you is taut and trembling. I moved on him in long, grinding strokes, my thighs flexing, my breath catching with every downward push. His hands traced up my sides, over my ribs, cupping my breasts with a kind of reverence that made me ache harder. His thumbs circled lazily, never rushing, coaxing pleasure out of me like he had all day to find every last piece of it.
I leaned back, changed the angle, felt him slide even deeper. The sensation made my head fall back, my mouth open. I found his shins behind my back and arched backward, stretching. I was still so wet I could hear it, the slick pull of him inside me, and the sound only made me ride him harder. I was losing my sense of time, of where I was, of how many times I’d already come. My thighs burned. My stomach clenched. But I couldn’t stop. He felt so good, I needed more.
“Look at me,” he said, voice quiet, rough. I did. And when our eyes locked, something in me slipped. I couldn’t pretend anymore, couldn’t pretend this was just sex. The way he looked at me, like he owned every inch of me, like I was his to use and pleasure and break apart, it made the heat in my belly surge again. I rode him harder, more desperate now, the slap of skin louder and wetter. His grip tightened on my hips, holding me down as I bucked and gasped, chasing the edge.
“You’re going to come again for me, aren’t you,” he said, low and dark.  And I did.
It hit sharp, full-body, my muscles locking tight as I cried out. My hands flew to his chest, fingers digging in. My pussy clenched hard around him, pulsing fast, and I felt him groan beneath me, his body surging up into mine. He held me there, deep and tight, and let me ride it out, every tremor, every aftershock, until I collapsed forward onto him, shaking and spent.
Eventually, I rolled off him, curled at his side, eyes closed, still trembling. He kissed my shoulder, then my neck, then disappeared again, this time returning with a towel and more water. He cleaned me gently, slowly, like I was something to be cared for. I didn’t speak. My body was too spent to fake anything.
We drank and kissed again, made out like a first date all over. . Then he took my hand and led me into the shower.
There, under the stream of warm water, he turned me around, pressed me against the tile, and slid inside me one more time from behind. Deep enough to make me cry out again. His hand slid down over my mouth, his hips rocked steady, the water cascading over us both as my body welcomed him all over again.
The steam wrapped around us, thick and soft, blurring the edges of the bathroom, turning it into something dreamlike. My palms pressed flat against the tile, slick with water and heat, while his body moved behind me with the same devastating control he’d used all day. He stayed buried deep, hands gripping my hips with a slow, relentless rhythm that felt like it came from somewhere older than thought. Each thrust was a long, deliberate pull, followed by a full, grounding push that filled me completely. I gasped with every one.
The water streamed over my back, between my breasts, down my legs. It didn’t cool anything, it made the heat more unbearable, made every movement feel more intimate. His skin was hot against mine, slick with sweat and water, his chest brushing my shoulder blades as he leaned in, his breath heavy at my ear. I could feel every inch of him, the hard press of his cock, the way my body took him without resistance now. I was too open to deny him anything. He was not too big for me anymore.
One of his hands slid from my hip, around my waist, between my thighs. His fingers found me again, swollen and throbbing, and he touched me with the same lazy rhythm, slow circles that matched the movement of his hips. I moaned, forehead resting against the tile, body arching back into him, needing more, needing everything. My legs were shaking again, knees weak, water pooling at our feet, and still I didn’t want him to stop.
He groaned low and deep, and his rhythm shifted. He pulled back farther now, slammed deeper, each thrust harder, wetter, more obscene. My moans got louder, bouncing off the tile, no softness left in me. My hands braced harder, my body started to tip forward, and he caught me, one arm around my stomach, the other back between my legs, rubbing me fast now, rubbing me right into it.
“I’m gonna, ” I choked out, but the words fell apart.
It was already happening. I broke around him again, crying out into the steam, my body collapsing in slow pulses. My pussy clenched hard, spasming around him, milking him, and he cursed behind me, lost his rhythm, jerked harder into me. I felt him swell, twitch, and then he was coming too, deep, full, and hot inside me, his hips pressed flush to my ass, his chest tight against my back, both of us shaking in the hot spray. His cum gushed into me and flooded out and down my thighs.
He stayed in me until the water started to cool. When he finally pulled out, I whimpered at the loss. He turned me gently, kissed me under the stream, soft, wet and slow, and then held my face in both hands while the water washed between us. We stood like that a long time, my body used, filled, aching in all the best ways.
I had to go, though. Peter would be expecting me. I said it quietly, and the way his hands lingered on my hips made it harder to pull away. We dried off without speaking, and I dressed quickly, grabbing my leggings, tugging them up, bra strap twisted, top inside out first try. I couldn’t  meet his eyes and he didn’t try to stop me. He just watched, silent and unreadable, as I stuffed my things into my bag with clumsy fingers. He knew all along I was married.
“Thanks for the water,” I said, instantly hating myself for being so stupid. He gave a faint nod and a smirk, letting me off the hook.
I left without kissing him. The elevator ride down felt longer than even the original ride up. My legs still trembled, my body slick in all the wrong places, but the heat that had carried me through the day was cooling fast. I stepped into the guest garage and opened my car door with a shaking hand, my keys slipping once from my fingers before I caught them. When I finally got behind the wheel and shut the door, the silence washed over me completely.
What the fuck had I just done?
The thought came instantly, with no warning. Not as a whisper, but as a gut-punch. I stared through the windshield at nothing, still breathing hard, my skin flushed, and my thighs sticky in a way that made the guilt worse. Peter’s face rose in my mind, uninvited, warm, familiar, loving. He had no idea. I imagined him at home, maybe texting me soon to ask how my workout went, or what I wanted for lunch, or if I’d made any plans for the weekend. He might ask where I was.
I bent forward in the seat and pressed my forehead to the steering wheel. I had to tell him. Not because I wanted forgiveness, I had no reason to expect that. I certainly didn’t deserve it. But I couldn’t keep this inside me. It felt too big, too raw. Every part of my body still held the imprint of what I’d done, and it wasn’t going to fade quietly. I didn’t know how or when or what words I’d use, but I knew I couldn’t hide it.
My hands tightened around the wheel and my stomach twisted. Yes, I had to tell him. I just didn’t know how I’d start.
The drive home was a blur. I don’t remember the traffic or the lights or even the music that must have been playing. My body moved through the motions, hands steady, eyes forward, but inside, everything was still raw. My legs were sore, my core ached in the way only real sex leaves you aching, and the scent of Shawn was still faint on my skin no matter how hard I’d scrubbed. I kept the windows cracked, hoping the cool air would wake me up, make it feel less real. It didn’t. Shawn behind me over the couch. Shawn between my legs, my fingers in his hair. Shawn spreading me so wide on his kitchen counter. In his bed. In his shower. Shawn’s cum running down my thighs.
When I pulled into the lot behind our building, I sat there for a minute with the engine still running, heart pounding. I didn’t want to go upstairs. I didn’t want to see Peter’s face, not with my panties still damp, not with the memory of another man’s body still lingering on my breath, on my lips. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand like that would do anything.
I’d done it. I’d cheated. There wasn’t any softer word for it. I’d gone to another man’s apartment, taken my clothes off, spread my legs, and when he fucked me, I begged for more. I’d let myself be fucked in every room. I’d come more times than I could count. And I hadn’t even thought about Peter until it was over. That was the part that gutted me. I didn’t think of him while it was happening not even once.
I turned the engine off and the silence made everything louder. Upstairs, I knew he’d greet me like normal. Smile, kiss my cheek, ask how my morning went. He’d probably make coffee if he hadn’t already. Then he’d sit close on the couch while we picked something to watch. I could picture all of it. And there was no way I could fake my way through it.
I would tell him. But I wasn’t ready for what would come next, for the expression on his face, for the silence that would follow. I wasn’t ready for the distance it would put between us, for the way he’d look at me after knowing what I’d done, the way he might not touch me again.
I climbed out of the car and walked slowly to the door, bag slung over one shoulder, heart heavy. My fingers hovered over the doorknob. I inhaled deeply.
The door opened before I could even reach for the handle. Peter stood there barefoot, mug in one hand, hair still mussed from sleep, wearing the faded T-shirt I always stole for bed. His face lit up like it always did when he saw me. No suspicion, no hesitation,just love.
“There she is,” he said, stepping aside to let me in. “I was starting to think you got recruited into some fitness cult.”
I laughed, but it cracked on the way out. He kissed my cheek, his free hand brushing the back of my neck, gentle and warm, and something inside me buckled. My bag slipped off my shoulder and hit the floor with a thud. He didn’t even notice,he was already walking back to the kitchen.
“Coffee’s fresh. I saved you the good mug.”
I couldn’t move.
“Peter . . . ”
He turned, still smiling, still oblivious.
My voice barely made it out. “Can we talk?”
His smile faded. Not all at once, but slowly, like the air was leaving him. He set the mug down and watched me.
“Yeah,” he said carefully. “Of course. What’s going on?”
I sat on the edge of the couch and stared at my hands, damp and trembling in my lap. He stayed standing, arms crossed loosely, waiting.
“I did something,” I said, and the words came out strange, like I was saying them for someone else.
His brows drew together. “What do you mean?”
I looked up and met his eyes and forced the rest out.
“I cheated on you. This morning.”
The silence that followed was so total it made the room feel hollow.He didn’t move. “You’re joking,” he said, voice flat. “Right?”
I shook my head. “No.”
He blinked once. Then again. His mouth opened, then closed. “Who?”
“A guy from the gym.”
He laughed once, short and sharp. “You’re serious?”
I nodded.
He paced, rubbed a hand through his hair, then turned to me fast. “You slept with someone. This morning. After telling me you were going to work out.”
“Yes.”
His face twisted with disbelief, pain, fury all at once. “Are you fucking kidding me?”
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t speak, my throat was so tight.
He sat down, or rather collapsed down, not beside me, across from me, elbows on his knees, jaw tight, eyes locked to mine.
“What exactly happened?” he asked.
“I told you. I . . . ”
“No. I mean, what happened? Start to finish. What exactly went on?”
His voice was low now, tense, but not shouting. He was focused the way he gets when solving a problem.
I stared at him. “Why do you want to know that?”
“Because I need to know what I’m dealing with,” he said. “So tell me. Where? How? Did you plan it?”
I swallowed hard.
He leaned forward, eyes sharper. “Was it just once? Or has this been going on?”
“Just once,” I said. “But . . . I knew. I knew it might happen.”
His knuckles went white. “So it wasn’t a mistake. It was a choice.”
I didn’t answer.
Then he said something I didn’t expect. His voice rough, quieter now. “Did he . . . use a condom?”
I froze. Something in the way he asked it made my skin crawl. I nodded slowly. “At first.”
Peter’s jaw clenched. He looked away, exhaled hard, then turned back.
“What do you mean, at first?”
I could barely get the words out. “He pulled out.”
His nostrils flared, a sound in his throat like he was about to yell, but he didn’t. He sat back against the couch, breathing fast, staring at the ceiling like he was trying to hold something in. Then: “Did he come on you?”
The question cut through everything, the shame I’d been drowning in sharpened, became physical. My body reacted before my brain did, my legs tightened, my fingers curled. I felt the echo of it on my skin, the stickiness that hadn’t rinsed completely away. I nodded again, slowly.
Peter didn’t speak. I glanced at him. His eyes weren’t wide in horror or squinting in disgust. They were narrowed, focused, like he was watching a movie in his head.
“Where?” he asked.
My heart jumped. “What?”
“Where did he come on you?”
I swallowed. My voice caught. “My face. My chest. My stomach.”
His eyes dropped, slowly, to my body as though to see.  “Jesus,” he muttered. But not in anger, not yet, or not anymore. Something else was shifting under the surface. His breathing was off. His fists had unclenched.
I blinked at him. “Why are you asking me all of this?”
He didn’t answer. He just asked, “Did you . . .  come?”
I felt the air move between us. I hesitated. Then nodded. “Yeah.”
He looked up at me again, and I could see it clearly now, underneath the tension, beneath the betrayal, there was, if I wasn’t mistaken, arousal. It was thin and confused, but it was undeniably real. I could see it in his eyes.
I stared. “Peter . . . ”
His eyes locked to mine. “I want you to tell me everything.”
I didn’t even notice at first, my voice was so low, and shaky as I told him about how it started, how Shawn came up behind me at the squat rack, the way his voice sounded too close to my ear. I was still speaking when Peter stepped in, slipped his fingers under the hem of my top, and lifted it. I raised my arms without thinking. I was trying to do as he asked, trying to tell him how it started.
“He was just there,” I said. “All the time. Watching. Spotting me.”
Peter tossed my shirt aside. He didn’t say anything. His hands skimmed my hips, gripped the waistband of my leggings. I bit my lip and kept going.
“The first time he touched me, it wasn’t much. Just, he adjusted my form. Moved my hips. I didn’t even stop him.”
My leggings came down slow. Peter knelt, dragging them past my knees, my calves, and I had to pause to step out. I was barefoot now on the hardwood, standing in just my bra and panties. I looked down at him, and he looked up, jaw tight, eyes unreadable.
“He said I was tense,” I whispered. “Said I needed to stretch more. And he offered to help.”
Peter rose, hands sliding up the backs of my thighs. “Did you let him?”
I nodded. “I didn’t think to hesitate.”
His hands reached behind me, unhooked my bra with a smooth flick. I let it fall between us.
“And then?” he asked, his voice rough.
I swallowed. “He gave me his address. I drove there.”
Peter took my hand. I followed, dazed, as he backed me toward the bedroom. I could feel the warmth of his body, the weight of his arousal in the way he touched me, the way he breathed.
“He sat down first,” I said. “Spread his legs. Told me to stretch between them.”
Peter paused. His other hand found the waistband of my panties. “Did you?”
“Yes.”
They slid down. I stepped out of them. I was naked now. He was still clothed, but his eyes were all over me. He stepped forward and brushed his fingers between my thighs. “Were you wet?”
I gasped. “Yes.”
He nodded like he already knew. I reached for his shirt. He let me pull it off. “He ran his hands up my back,” I said. “Then down. Said I had the perfect body for his kind of workout.”
Peter’s pants were next. His belt hit the floor with a soft clink. He stepped out, hard and thick already, and moved me backward again.
“He told me to turn around.”
Peter leaned in. “Show me.”
I turned around slowly, my breath catching as I felt the heat of him behind me. His hands came to my hips, just like I’d told him Shawn had done. Peter didn’t say anything for a moment, he just held me there, his grip strong, thumbs pressed into the dip of my lower back.
“Like this?” he asked quietly, his voice right at my ear.
I nodded, eyes closed. “Yes. Exactly.”
He leaned in closer, chest to my back, his length brushing the top of my thigh. I could feel the strain in his body, the tension pulsing through his fingers as they moved along my waist, then lower, spreading me open.
“He said to relax,” I whispered. “That he’d take care of the rest.”
Peter let out a slow breath and bent slightly, his mouth grazing the back of my neck. “Did you?”
I nodded again, helplessly. “I let him do everything.”
His hands moved with purpose now, guiding me to the edge of the bed. I braced my arms, feeling the shift in the mattress as he stepped closer. His body pressed behind mine, skin hot and tight with need.
“Did he bend you over like this?” he asked, voice sharper now, rougher.
“Yes,” I said, throat dry. “He made me wait like that. Said he liked seeing me stretched out.”
Peter reached forward, brushed my hair off my shoulder, then gripped it lightly as he positioned himself. “And what did you do?”
“I waited,” I said. “I waited for him to take me.”
There was a long silence. Then Peter pushed forward, not all the way, just enough that I felt the threat of him, enough that I gasped. He stayed like that, motionless, hand tight in my hair.
“And you let him?”
“Yes.”
He stayed there, poised, still, holding back. His other hand slid around to my stomach, pulling me against him.
“Show me,” he said. “Exactly how it was.”
He didn’t wait anymore. His hips slammed into mine with a force I hadn’t felt from him in months, maybe longer, and my hands clenched the sheets before I even knew I was reaching for them. He drove into me again, deeper this time, and the breath left my lungs in one sharp, guttural sound.
There was no talking now. Only the rhythm of his body taking mine. Over and over. Harder and faster.
His hand flattened on my lower back, pressing me down, his grip no longer careful. His skin was hot against mine, every thrust jarring me forward, only to be yanked back by the pull of his other hand locked tight around my hip.
God. This wasn’t how he’d touched me in so long. I was breathless, wide open, his every movement shaking something loose inside me. I couldn’t stop the sounds coming out of my mouth, short, ragged, whimpering. And still, he didn’t slow. Didn’t speak. Didn’t stop.
He used to move like this when we first started, when he couldn’t keep his hands off me. When I would fall asleep sore and sore was the only thing I wanted to be.
And now? Now he was reminding my body that he still could. That I hadn’t broken something he couldn’t fix. That whatever I’d given away, he was taking back.
Every time he slammed into me, I felt that message driving deeper. His fingers, digging into my hips, his pace, relentless, my legs, trembling beneath me. The heat between us was unbearable.
I moaned into the mattress and arched for him. He grabbed my waist harder. And gave me more. He hauled me up without warning, one arm around my waist, the other sliding up to palm my breast as he pulled me back against him. My legs barely held. I let my head fall to his shoulder, panting, skin slick where we touched, his breath hot and uneven at my ear.
He thrust up into me from behind, sharp and fast, his arm tightening when I cried out.
I reached back blindly, found his thigh, gripped it for balance. His free hand slipped between my legs, fingers working rough and unrelenting as he pounded into me. I twisted in his hold, half-limp, half-desperate, my feet barely catching the floor each time he lifted me.
He didn’t ask if it was too much because he no longer cared like he used to, maybe too much. I didn’t want him to.
My mouth fell open with every impact, sounds escaping unchecked. His hand on my breast squeezed harder in rhythm, the slap of skin filling the room. I could barely think, barely breathe. I clung to him, blinking through the blur of tears and heat.
He turned me without letting go, lifted me again and dropped me onto the bed, pulled my legs apart and climbed over me like he was never going to let go again.
He drove back in with a growl, his eyes on mine, locked. He wanted to see everything, my shock, my surrender, and my guilt burning up in the fire he’d set inside me.
I held his stare as long as I could. But I broke first, and when I did, he kept going.
His rhythm faltered for a second, and I felt the change, his breath catching, his grip tightening, the way he dragged out that last thrust with a low groan. He pulled out suddenly, rough and fast, and I gasped at the loss, my body still shaking.
Then he was over me, one hand fisting at the base of himself, the other on my chest, holding me there. I barely had time to look up. His groan deepened, his whole body tensed, and then it hit, warm and wet across my cheek, my throat, the tops of my breasts. Hot splashes marking my skin in quick, heavy pulses.
I flinched, stunned. He’d never done that before. Not once. I blinked up at him, lips parted, chest rising and falling, his release dripping down my collarbone, streaking my skin. His eyes didn’t leave mine. He watched every reaction, every twitch of surprise.
It’s what the other man did and I knew that he knew that. I didn’t move, didn’t wipe it away, didn’t speak.
He sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, head in his hands. His chest still heaved a little, but his voice was quiet now when he spoke.
“I don’t know what the fuck that was.”
I couldn’t answer. I stood, legs shaky all over again, and walked to the bathroom without looking back. The door closed with a soft click behind me.
Under the water, I scrubbed slowly. Neck, cheeks, chest. His scent still clung to me. My own shame did too. I stayed under until the heat faded, until the spray went cool, until I didn’t know what I was rinsing away anymore, his release, or my guilt.
When I came back, a towel wrapped around me, he was still in the same spot staring at the floor bare.
I crossed the room and sat on the bed beside him. He didn’t look at me and I didn’t touch him. “I didn’t mean for it to happen,” I said, my voice thin.
He nodded, slowly. “I know that.”
Then he turned his head, finally meeting my eyes. “That shouldn’t have made me want you more,” he said. “But it did.”
I lay back, still damp, staring at the ceiling. “I know.”
He lay down beside me, not touching, just close enough that I could feel his body heat. The room felt thinner somehow, quieter than it had ever been, as if something permanent had changed between us.
I stared at the ceiling, my fingers clutching the edge of the towel. The skin on my chest was still flushed. My heart still hadn’t settled.
“I don’t know what this means for us,” I whispered.
He let out a breath that was half a laugh. “Me neither.”
A long silence fell as we both contemplated who even knows what.
“But I know I don’t want to lose you,” he said finally. “Even if part of me hates what happened. There’s another part that can’t stop replaying it.”
I rolled toward him. “That scares me, Peter.”
He looked back at me, his face now open, vulnerable in a way I hadn’t seen in a long time. “Yeah. Me too.”
We didn’t try to untangle it. We didn’t try to fix it. We just lay there, two people who had crossed some line, and didn’t know where it led.
“It won’t ever happen again,” I said to him.
He rolled his head toward me. “Why not?” he said.
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