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I met the man at the gym. Not the one I usually went to with Brett. This was the newer place a few blocks over, sleek, high-ceilinged, full of mirrors and brand-new machines that made everything feel more serious. I'd started going twice a week on my lunch break, trying to tighten up before summer. Brett teased me about it, called it my mid-twenties crisis, but he liked the results. I liked going to a gym he wouldn’t show up at.
His name was DeShawn. I didn’t know he’d have such a black name the first time we crossed paths. I saw him near the pull-up bars, shirtless, with a sheen on his skin that caught the overhead lights and made every muscle stand out. His arms were thicker than my thighs. He moved without looking at anyone, like he owned the place without needing to prove it. I wasn’t looking for anything, I really wasn’t. But I watched him. I let my eyes drift over him a little too long. When he turned and caught me, I looked away and tried to act annoyed with myself, like I’d zoned out.
The second time, I was on the treadmill and he was behind me. I felt it before I saw him. There’s a pressure that builds when you’re being watched. I didn’t even look at first, just kept running. But my stomach fluttered.
By the fourth time, we spoke. He asked if I was done with the cable machine. I wasn’t, but I nodded and stepped aside like I had somewhere else to go. I watched him from the mirror, pretending to fix my hair. The way his back moved under his tank, the clean sharp lines of him, the way he didn’t rush anything, it was all so different from Brett’s quick, wiry energy. Brett had been my everything since college. He was smart, funny, never made me feel dumb. But DeShawn was pure gravity.
He asked my name the next week. I told him. “Natalie,” I said, like it didn’t matter, like I gave it to men every day, which I did not.
He didn’t flirt. I think that was what made it worse. Or better. He looked in my eyes a little too long and asked me things like how often I came here, or what I did for work, or what I was training for. I told him I wasn’t training for anything. He smiled and said, “Everyone’s training for something.”
I didn’t tell Brett about him. Not because I was hiding anything, at least, that’s what I told myself, but because it didn’t feel real yet. It was a conversation. A glance. A pull, maybe. But harmless.
Then he touched me.
Just a brush of fingers when I walked past and he was standing near the mats. I stepped aside, and his hand grazed my hip. Not groping, not deliberate, but it made my skin light up. I turned and caught his eye. He didn’t apologize.
I didn’t want to admit what that moment did to me. I thought about that touch all night.
Brett and I were out with friends at the usual place, tucked into a booth with beers and loaded nachos, everyone talking over each other. He had his hand on my thigh under the table, warm and familiar. I leaned into him, kissed his cheek when he made a dumb joke, laughed at the right moments. I was a good wife.
But my body kept replaying that half-second brush of DeShawn’s hand, the way it had jolted something low in my stomach, made me feel . . .  noticed.
I went back to that gym the next day even though it wasn’t one of my scheduled days. I told Brett I’d forgotten my phone charger at work. He didn’t question it. I didn’t even have a plan, just this gnawing need to see if it had all been in my head.
DeShawn was there. Of course he was. Alone, same tank, same unbothered confidence. I warmed up longer than usual, stalling. I picked a machine near his but not too close, acted like I didn’t care if he noticed me or not.
He came over halfway through my set. Stood close, not quite touching.
“You pushing yourself today,” he said, nodding toward the weights.
I shrugged. “Felt like it. Got some kind of energy to work out.”
He watched me finish my reps, stood there, not leering but watching. I could feel the heat of him even without contact. I don’t remember what we said next. Something about reps, range of motion, posture. But it didn’t matter. What mattered was the way he looked at me, not like he wanted me, but like he knew I was going to let him. He had a kind of smirk.
That night, I couldn’t stop checking my reflection. I wore one of my satin camisoles to bed, soft lavender, with a lace trim that dipped low between my breasts. Brett was asleep when I slid in next to him, but I didn’t turn off the light right away. I watched myself in the mirror across from the bed. I looked different. Not guilty. Not ashamed.
But awake.
The next time I saw DeShawn, I didn’t avoid his eyes. I stood straighter. I tied my hair up higher. I let him see the shape of me.
He didn’t say much. asked if I wanted a spot on the bench press, and when I nodded, he guided me back. His hands were careful, but his presence was overwhelming, towering above me, his breath slow, watching every move I made. When I sat up after my last set, our faces were too close. I could smell his skin. That clean, sharp scent that clung to him. Our knees brushed.
He didn’t move away and neither did I.
“I should go,” I said.
“You should,” he said, but he didn’t look away.
My chest rose faster. My hands trembled when I grabbed my towel. I walked out without another word, heart pounding so loud I felt it in my teeth.
And still, still, I looked back.
The next day I wore something different. Not to see him, at least that’s what I told myself, but because I liked how it made me feel. The leggings were thinner than the others, a buttery pale grey that showed more than I normally allowed. I paired them with a black sports bra and a zip-up jacket that I didn’t zip. My blouse and slacks were in my bag, folded carefully with the lavender camisole I hadn’t worn that morning, but had touched. Twice. I just wanted to bring it, that’s all.
I arrived at the gym after eleven. I scanned the floor before I even realized I was doing it again. He wasn’t there. I stretched longer than usual, half hoping he wouldn’t show so I could prove something to myself. Then, at the edge of the mirror, I saw the door swing open.
He didn’t come straight to me. He never did. He gave it time, like he knew it would build in me on its own.
He found me by the rowers, leaned against the nearest machine like he’d been there all along.
“You switch up your schedule again?”
“I guess I did, uh huh.” I made like I was ignoring him.
He didn’t say anything else, stepped onto the mat beside mine and began his own warmup. I watched him out of the corner of my eye. The flex of his arms, the measured way he lowered himself. I didn’t know what it meant that he didn’t try to talk more. That he didn’t flirt, didn’t compliment. It made me unsure of myself, and that uncertainty made me bold.
When I stepped off the mat and headed toward the water station, I felt him behind me. Not close, but near enough to change my posture. I didn’t turn. I didn’t speak. But I slowed, a little, enough to see if he would catch up.
“Let me show you something,” he said as I reached for my bottle.
My hand paused.
“What?”
He didn’t repeat himself. He walked ahead toward the small room with the TRX straps and stretching benches. It was empty. The lights were low. I followed without answering, heart beating hard, like it had made the decision before I had.
Inside, he adjusted the straps and gestured to them.
“Try it. Face away.”
I clipped the loops into my hands and leaned back slowly, my arms trembling with the angle. He stepped in behind me and adjusted my stance, one palm on my hip, the other lightly touching my shoulder blade. Not firm, not claiming, just directional.
I wasn’t supposed to be aroused by this. It was training. But every inch of me tingled under that touch.
“You feel that stretch?” he asked, voice low near my ear.
I nodded.
“Good. Don’t rush it.”
My breathing was too fast. My pulse flared. When he moved his hand, it slid along my waist, not quick, not accidental. And when I stepped forward to release the stretch, I brushed him, back against chest. Hips grazing hips.
Neither of us said anything. Not even when I turned around and met his eyes.
I told Brett I had a client lunch. He didn’t ask questions. I don’t think he saw anything different in me that morning, just the same routine, same goodbye kiss by the door. But I wore a dress I hadn’t touched in over a year. Navy, sleeveless, with buttons down the front and a belt that cinched high at the waist. It swayed when I walked. I paired it with a thin white cardigan and nude heels, but skipped the bra. The matching panties and camisole were ivory silk with a scalloped trim that felt barely there under the fabric.
I wasn’t meeting a client.
DeShawn had texted that morning with a time, a location, but no other details. He didn’t ask if I was free. He didn’t say what for. I stared at the message for ten minutes before typing “okay” and deleting it twice before finally hitting send.
He said he could show me things. I gave him my number before I chickened out.
The address was a condo tower I vaguely recognized outside the core, one of those sleek buildings with glass balconies and private keypads at the door. I buzzed up, gave my name. The door clicked open.
The elevator opened directly into the unit. Hardwood floors. Floor-to-ceiling windows. Sparse furniture. DeShawn stood near the kitchen, in black joggers and a white tee, barefoot. He didn’t smile when he saw me. He just looked.
I stepped inside and let the door shut behind me. My pulse was doing strange things, like it didn’t trust me anymore.
“You came,” he said.
“I shouldn’t have.”
He nodded, once. “You want to leave?”
My fingers tightened around the strap of my purse. I could’ve turned. I could’ve walked straight out and no one would’ve known. But I didn’t move.
“I don’t know what I’m doing,” I said, my voice small.
DeShawn stepped forward and took the bag from my shoulder. He set it on the counter and looked at me, steady and unhurried.
“You do,” he said. “You just don’t want to admit it yet.”
I exhaled. It wasn’t shame I felt. It wasn’t fear. It was something older, deeper, some pulse that had waited in me, patient and buried, and was now stretching into my skin.
He lifted my cardigan and slid it down my arms. His fingers were warm. Careful. Then he stepped back and looked at the dress. Looked at me.
“Turn around.”
I hesitated.
“Natalie.”
I turned.
He unbuttoned the top three buttons, then slid his hands along my sides. My breath caught as his thumbs brushed the silk under the dress. He pushed it up slowly until it gathered at my waist, then cupped me through the panties, palm wide and sure, like he was memorizing every inch of me.
I bit my lip.
He leaned in behind me and said nothing. Just waited.
And I didn’t stop him.
I had never been so sexualized before, so rapidly, so obviously. He cut through all the denying and turning away and eye rolling and blushing like one swing of a machete.
He lifted me up enough to turn me, and then backed me slowly into the wall. My shoulder blades met the cool paint, and I blinked up at him, so close now, I could smell the laundry on his shirt, the faintest trace of citrus on his breath. I wasn’t trembling, but my legs had that molten feeling, like they didn’t belong to me anymore, just hanging there. My heart was trying to keep pace, not with fear, but with some desperate rhythm that had taken over since I walked through that door.
He slid one hand behind my thigh and pulled my leg around his hip, not rough, but firm. The heat between us was dizzying, his body pressed against mine, hard and impossibly solid. I hadn’t said anything since I turned around for him. I wasn’t sure I could.
His lips brushed my collarbone, then the base of my throat. He didn’t rush. He didn’t speak. He let his mouth linger on each place he touched, and with every second that passed, something unraveled in me. Something I didn’t know I’d been barely holding together.
When his hand slipped under my panties, I gasped, not from the shock of it, but from the gentleness. He traced along me with deliberate care, every pass of his fingers a slow coaxing, like he was showing me how I’d already given in.
I clutched his arms, those thick, powerful arms, and held on. My body arched forward, hips seeking more, and I hated how easy it was. I hated how ready I was for him. But I couldn’t make myself stop.
He pulled my panties down slowly, crouching enough to help them slide over my heels. Then he stood and looked down at me, taking in the whole of it, the parted dress, the damp silk gathered at my waist, the way I was breathing.
“You good?” he asked, voice low, thumb brushing my cheek.
I nodded.
“Say it.”
“I’m good,” I whispered, not recognizing the sound of my own voice.
Then he undid his pants and stepped between my legs.
His knuckles brushed the inside of my thigh as he moved, and I sucked in a breath I didn’t release. The sound of the zipper was shockingly loud in the quiet of the room, a metallic rasp that sent a flicker of nerves through my chest. My palms were pressed flat against the wall now, not pushing him away, not inviting him closer, just trying to hold myself, keep my balance, keep my head.
He lowered his waistband slowly with one hand, then changed his stance so the cotton slid down over the curve of his hips. I didn’t look down right away. I watched his face. The heavy stillness in it. The way he looked at me, not smug, not teasing, certain. Like this had been inevitable from the start.
Then I did look.
And my lips parted.
He was... big. Thick and dark and hard, the tip curving up slightly toward his stomach. My thighs tensed without meaning to. I had this strange, helpless instinct to close them, like my body didn’t quite believe what was about to happen. I didn’t touch him. I couldn’t have, even if I wanted to. My hands were pinned by the moment, braced against the cool wall.
He leaned in, slowly, almost casually, and kissed the side of my neck. His lips were soft, full, and warm. He let them linger there, right beneath my ear, breathing me in. Then he moved lower, along my jaw, the hollow beneath it, the top of my chest. His mouth stayed open as he kissed, grazing the thinnest edges of skin that hadn’t been touched yet. His fingers lifted my dress higher and higher until the belt slipped loose and the buttons at my waist strained apart. I felt them pull and open, exposing more of me with every inch. The silk camisole was damp against my breasts now, sticking faintly to my skin with every breath.
He paused when he reached them. Not because he hesitated, he didn’t. But because he wanted to feel. He cupped them slowly through the silk, thumbs tracing the weight of them, then finding the hardened tips. I gasped, quiet, sharp, unsure, and he made a small sound at the back of his throat that thrilled something deep inside me. Something that hadn’t been fed in a long time. This huge powerful man was pleased with little ol’ me.
He bent and took one into his mouth, silk and all, wetting it with his tongue as his hands moved lower. One slipped behind my knee and lifted my leg up, high around his hip. The other found my inner thigh and stayed there, fingers flexing, holding me open. I had nowhere to go. Nothing to do but feel him.
I didn’t think. I didn’t speak.
I let him press against me, thick and hot, not pushing in yet, letting me feel the shape of him.
My eyes fluttered shut.
He didn’t push forward. He stayed exactly where he was, the head of him pressed barely between my folds, teasing the entrance without pressure. I could feel the heat of him, the weight, the impossible promise of what was coming.
But he held there. His hands on my hips steadied me as he leaned in and brought his mouth to my neck, open and slow, dragging his lower lip against my skin before kissing it full. I tipped my head instinctively, giving him access, and he took it, his tongue flicking once, then pressing deeper into the soft curve beneath my ear, drawing a sound from my chest I couldn’t contain.
He whispered something, not a word but a sound of approval, low and quiet, and then he crouched slightly, hands firm on me, and kissed a line down the front of my body. He didn’t rush. He paused at every part of me, letting his mouth trace the line of my collarbone, the exposed swell above my camisole, the dip between my ribs. When he reached my stomach, he kissed it once, then again, then lifted the fabric higher and pressed his face into me.
His mouth was open, hot against my belly, and his hands slid under the back of my thighs, lifting me gently as he lowered himself to his knees. I leaned back into the wall to keep my balance, the sudden movement making my breath catch. My leg was hooked around his shoulder now, not his hip, and he adjusted it with both hands, pulling my panties wider as he went.
Then his mouth was there.
No warning. No hesitation. the full, slow press of his tongue parting me, the warm glide of it up one side and down the other, until he found my clit and circled it with excruciating care. I whimpered. Not loudly, but enough to make him press deeper. His arms were under my thighs now, holding me open, supporting every trembling inch as he tasted me and again, wet and slow, as if this were the only thing he’d come for.
I clutched his shoulders, my fingers digging in, not to pull him closer, he was impossibly close, but to anchor myself. He licked me in long strokes, not fast, not rough, but thorough. Like he wanted to make sure I felt every flick of his tongue, every pass of his lips. I was shaking, not from the cold, there wasn’t any, but from the helpless beat building in my core, rising too quickly. I tried to pull back, hips arching forward too hard, but he held me in place with one wide palm on my stomach and kept going.
“Natalie,” he said against me, voice muffled, “don’t run.”
I didn’t. I couldn’t.
And when his mouth took me over the edge, I broke silently, the whole length of me tightening, heart racing, back pressed flat to the wall as I came into him, clenching around nothing yet, but aching for more.
When I finally caught my breath, I pushed gently at his chest, not to stop him, but to change the rhythm.
He let me. He rose to his feet slowly, his mouth leaving a wet, open kiss on the inside of my thigh before he stood fully upright again, looming over me with that unreadable stillness. I took a moment to look at him. Really look. His body was dense with muscle, the kind of sculpted mass that couldn’t be faked, but it wasn’t size, it was the way he held himself. No tension, no awkwardness, just presence.
I reached out and let my hands settle on his chest, fingers spread wide, sliding over the fabric of his shirt. It was on, clinging faintly from how he’d knelt, and I gathered the hem and lifted it over his head. He raised his arms to help, and I dragged it off in one slow motion, baring all of him to the light through the tall condo windows. His skin was flawless, rich, dark, smooth to the eye but textured to the touch, and I laid my palms flat against his torso to feel him fully.
He watched me. I could feel his breath deepen as I traced the cut of his abs, then let my fingers follow the faint path of hair that led lower. I paused there for a second. I looked up at him again, to see if he’d stop me.
He didn’t. I kind of wish he did. His size down there scared me.
I kissed his chest first. I wanted to know how he tasted. I pressed my mouth to one pec beneath his collarbone, then ran my tongue lightly across the curve of it. My lips lingered. His body was warm, alive in a way that made mine feel small but not weak. I kissed lower, down the center of him, and felt the way his stomach flexed beneath me when I reached the waistband of his pants.
His eyes followed me, narrowed slightly, but calm. That calm made me bold.
I sank to my knees slowly, letting my hands drift down the outside of his thighs. His joggers had slipped partway down earlier, but I pulled them the rest of the way now, guiding them past his hips, then his boxers, until he was fully exposed again.
I didn’t rush. I wrapped one hand lightly around the base of him, felt the heat of him against my palm. He was heavier than I expected. Hot and pulsing and too big for me to pretend this was routine. I looked up once more, then leaned forward and kissed the tip.
He inhaled. It wasn’t loud, but I felt it.
I kissed him again, lower this time, then opened my mouth and took him in enough to feel the stretch. My jaw ached almost immediately, but I pushed through it, sliding my hand in slow rhythm while my mouth worked the head in delicate circles. My other hand rested against his thigh, steadying myself.
I heard his breath catch again. Then his fingers sank into my hair.
He clenched me, not tight, not controlling, but a presence, firm and steady. It was as though he was reassuring me. I kept my rhythm slow, shallow, not even trying to take more of him yet. I let the tip rest against my tongue, wet and heavy, then drew back and swirled around him again.
I was learning him by feel, by texture, by pressure, by sound. Every time I pulled my mouth away and stroked him with my hand instead, a low breath escaped his throat. Every time I sank forward again, warm and wet and willing, his fingers flexed in my hair.
I didn’t think it would feel like this. It wasn’t power exactly. It wasn’t control. It was something more intimate. More elemental. I was giving him something and I could feel how much he liked it, how much he needed it, and the more I focused on that, the more I felt my own arousal rise again, fast and hot, without warning.
I moved slightly, thighs pressing together, my own lubrication wetting the inside of me. My panties, still clinging loosely around one ankle, had slid down when I knelt, and now they dangled off to the side like a small, unnecessary excuse. My dress was bunched at my waist, open halfway down, the front of my camisole damp and rumpled where he’d kissed and touched me.
He was watching me, his eyes burning low and quiet. I don’t think he expected me to keep going like this. Or maybe he did, and that was the part that made it worse, how completely he’d read me.
I pressed my thighs tighter together and tilted my angle, letting more of him slide in, a slow, aching stretch that made my jaw burn and my eyes blink hard. I moaned a little around him. Not from discomfort. From the obscene thrill of it. From the way it made me feel, mouth full, knees spread, hair gripped, skin flushed, his body hot against mine.
Of course a husband would never make his wife feel like that. This was never Brent’s fault.
I rocked slightly, just once, a tilt of my hips, and the movement sent a jolt straight through me. My own pressure had built without me realizing it. I had to stop my hand for a moment to brace myself. I was on the verge of something I hadn’t even meant to chase. My pulse jumped. My breath caught.
I kept sucking. Slower now, deeper. I used one hand to stroke the base of him while my mouth worked the head, swirling, tightening, hollowing my cheeks before easing back. The other hand slid between my thighs, shameless now, to the trembling there.
He saw it. He watched me touch myself while I sucked him, and he didn’t say a word. He made a low, rough sound in his chest that made everything worse. I whimpered, tried to steady my hips, but the pressure had its own momentum now.
I was going to come. Just from this.
And I didn’t stop.
I couldn’t. The rhythm between us had taken over, his body in my mouth, mine trembling under my own fingers, both of us locked in something silent and beyond the point of restraint. Every movement of my tongue, every glide of my hand up the thick base of him, sent a surge through my spine. The more I gave him, the more I felt it build in me. That unbearable closeness. That sharp, clenching pull low in my belly that said it was too late to back off now. Too late to remind myself I was a married woman.
I sucked harder, deeper, letting myself go slack at the jaw enough to let more of him slide in, hot and heavy and pulsing. My own hand moved faster, two fingers slipping easily through the soaked heat between my legs, circling and pressing and retreating enough to keep myself on edge. I wanted to draw it out, to stay there in that exquisite agony, but I was shaking now, moaning into his skin, body tipped so far over the edge it felt like I was falling.
He pulled my hair a little tighter, not to hurt, but to steady me, and I whimpered around him, the sound half-strangled as the first wave broke through. My thighs clenched. My mouth froze, then slid down on instinct, greedier, fuller, chasing every inch of sensation as I came hard, my hand trapped between my legs, the other wrapped around his thick length, my lips moving on his glorious dick as my body shook.
He didn’t pull away. He let me ride it out.
He held my head as I gasped against him, hips twitching, the aftershocks rippling through me in slow, breathless waves. His hand finally eased from my hair and stroked the side of my face instead, thumb brushing beneath my jaw as I looked up at him, dazed and panting.
He was harder than before. His cock was hot now, wet from my mouth, flushed and straining forward. I kissed the head once, then again, slower, more reverent this time, as if to tell him without words what he had done to me.
He reached down and slid his thumb across my lower lip. “You all right?”
I nodded, slow.
He helped me up. His hands were gentle, warm against my arms, but firm when he steadied my hips. My legs were weak under me. I leaned into his chest for a second, my cheek against his shoulder, breath uneven.
He kissed the top of my head. Then my ear.
“You ready?” he asked, voice low, thick now.
I didn’t speak. I took a breath, lifted my face, and nodded. The brashness of him, the steady expectation of him. He was an undeniable man.
He led me to the couch. Wide, low, leather. He turned me around, unhurried, and bent me over the arm. My dress fell forward. My camisole slid up. He knelt behind me, hands on my hips again, and pulled me open with a slow, reverent touch that made me tremble all over again.
Then he pressed himself against me, thick, hot, impossibly full. And began to push.
He entered me slowly. I felt the heat of him, the thick head parting me inch by inch, and I instinctively braced my hands against the couch arm as the stretch overtook every other sensation.
My breath left me in small, uneven gasps. I wasn’t ready for how big he felt. I wasn’t ready for how deep he would go. My body resisted, at first, a taut pull at the edge of comfort, but then it gave, and I opened to him, inch by inch, heat rushing in under my skin.
His hand came down to my lower back, broad and grounding, not rough but firm, guiding me through it. I stayed, panting, my forehead brushing the back of the couch, legs shaking as he bottomed out. All of him. I couldn’t believe I’d taken him. It was obscene, the fullness of it, the way my body clung to him from the inside. The way I clenched around him like a fist inside my pussy.
He didn’t move at first. He stayed buried in me, letting me feel it all. My hips twitched once, unsure, and he reached forward with one arm and wrapped it across my chest, not to restrain, but to hold me steady, to press me back against him, body to body. I felt the muscles in his arm flex over my breast, his stomach tighten against my spine.
Then he pulled back, slowly. And pushed in again.
My mouth opened but no sound came out. The stroke was smooth, deliberate, deep. My nipples scraped against the fabric of the couch with every movement, the thin silk of my camisole no barrier at all. My skin burned. My thighs ached from the angle. But I didn’t ask him to stop. I pressed back into him.
He groaned. I felt it in his chest.
He picked up a rhythm, steady, heavy, without rush, but every thrust pushed me forward, rocked me into the couch until I gripped the cushions to keep from sliding. I heard my own sounds now, low and unguarded. My hair fell around my face, hot and tangled. My whole body was flushed. And with each motion, I could feel my own arousal wetting the way, letting him move deeper, smoother, like my body was built for something like this, just never given it till now.
My legs started to tremble. I reached between them without thinking, fingers finding myself, swollen and aching. I circled once and nearly collapsed. The sensation of being filled while touching myself at the same time was unbearable. I wasn’t in control anymore. My breath came in sobs. I started to tighten around him, clenching harder like a fist around a bar of soap, as he drove into me, again, and again, until I was right there.
Then he reached around and placed his hand over mine. Not to stop me. To match me. To guide me.
And together, we pushed me over.
I shattered.
It came fast, louder this time, a cry I couldn't muffle, my body clenching so hard around him it made him curse under his breath. My knees buckled, but he held me firm, one hand flat on my stomach, the other between my thighs, pressing down with mine as I came apart around his cock, pulsing tight, soaked. My vision blurred. My mouth hung open. I wasn’t even moving anymore, I was taking it, wave after wave, helpless in the grasp of it. He was completely holding me up, fucking me raggedly.
He slowed enough to let me ride it out, grinding deeper, slower, dragging out the stretch inside me like he was trying to mark the shape of himself in my body. And maybe he was. Because it felt like he was everywhere, in my throat, in my legs, behind my ribs. I’d never felt that before. I’d never come that hard with someone inside me, moving, watching me like that was the whole point.
His hand slipped back up to my hip. He changed his angle. And then he started to move again.
Longer now. Smoother. Deeper.
I cried out. It wasn’t even words. I felt unmade. The aftershocks were pulsing through me, and yet the rhythm of him kept pulling me toward another. My knees barely held me up. My arms trembled. My whole body leaned forward, trying to escape the sensitivity, but his grip held me in place, one arm snug around my ribs now, holding me against him while he fucked me in long, dragging strokes that felt cruel in the most perfect way.
“I’m close,” he said, low, tight, right against my ear.
I turned my head and nodded fast, dazed, not caring what happened next, only that he didn’t stop. He cursed again, pulled out once, then slid back in with a groan that vibrated into my back.
His hips stuttered. And then he came.
I felt the first pulse of it inside me, hot, thick, sudden. He buried himself deep and held there, his grip tightening around me, his breath shaking against the back of my shoulder. His whole body tensed, cock throbbing hard inside me, and I knew exactly what he was giving me. I felt every drop.
It didn’t stop. He stayed in me, pressed tight, head bowed over my back, breathing like he’d run five miles. I didn’t move either. I couldn’t. I stayed bent over the couch, dress hiked up, legs parted, body open and filled.
When he finally pulled out, it was slow. Careful. His hands eased off me. I stayed still.
Something warm slid down my inner thigh. His hips stuttered.
But instead of finishing inside me, he pulled out with a sharp breath, sudden and deliberate. I gasped, not from pain, but from the shock of being left open, empty, twitching and soaked, bracing for more. I barely had time to blink before he pulled me upright by the waist and turned me, backing me up onto the low edge of the couch. My dress fell forward again, hanging open, camisole clinging to me in damp wrinkles.
He stood over me now, hand wrapped tight around the base of himself, stroking hard, jaw clenched, eyes locked on my face. I opened my mouth to say something, what, I wasn’t sure, but then I saw it coming.
The first spurt landed high, warm and thick across my cheekbone, catching the corner of my mouth and sliding down my jaw. The next marked my chest, hot across the camisole’s neckline. My thighs parted instinctively as he grunted through another pulse, and I felt the next line of him stripe across my stomach, sticky and sudden. It was all over me, face, throat, breasts, belly.
I thought he came inside me, but that was only the first spurt.
I froze. But not from fear. From the shock of how it felt.
I had never let anyone do this before, of course. I had never dated anyone who would want to, so far as I knew. It had never even come up, not with Brett, not with anyone. The idea had always seemed too far, too messy, too much.
But now, with his heat running in slow, lazy trails down the curve of my breast, beading on my skin, glistening on my lips, I didn’t feel used. I didn’t feel small. I felt claimed, marked in a way that felt real and utterly, shamelessly sexual.
I blinked up at him, panting, and reached for my camisole. But I didn’t wipe it away.
I touched it. Smoothed it over my chest like I wanted to feel it again.
He watched me with something new in his eyes. Not satisfaction. Not dominance. But something like awe.
“You good?” he asked again, voice hoarse now, low and warm.
I nodded and even laughed, the joy was unstoppable.
Then, after a second, I pressed my fingers to my cheek where he’d first hit me. I brought them to my lips. I didn’t lick them, I tasted the heat of him there, the smell, the weight of the moment. And I moaned.
He crouched in front of me, both hands on my knees now, spreading them slowly, like he wanted one last look.
I let him. My thighs fell open easily, trembling, shiny, the inside of them streaked with his spend and mine, thin and glossy and unmistakably mixed. The dress was pushed all the way up now, bunched behind me. My camisole clung to my chest in damp, translucent patches. His release was drying there, cool on my skin, warm underneath.
I should’ve felt embarrassed but I didn’t. I felt … feminine.  I felt exposed. Marked. Lit up from the inside in a way I didn’t know how to hide, even if I wanted to. I looked down at him and watched his eyes move over me, slow and deliberate, like he was memorizing the mess he’d made of me.
“You like that,” he said, not asking.
I swallowed. My lips were parted. I hadn’t spoken since it happened. My body hummed with that dazed, slow-motion rhythm of too many orgasms too close together.
“I didn’t think I would,” I finally said. It was the understatement of the century.
He nodded once, then leaned forward and kissed the inside of my knee. His lips were soft and gentle again. He trailed kisses higher up my thigh, the curve of my hip, the dip above my pelvis. He didn’t go further. He lingered there, his cheek brushing against me, his breath warm.
When he stood again, he didn’t offer me a towel. He didn’t clean me. He looked at me, waiting to see what I’d do. I sat there for a moment, legs open, dress up, body covered in him, and I didn’t move.
I liked how I looked. How I felt. I little bit slutty, but it was behind closed doors. I looked fucked is what I was.
Eventually I pushed up to standing, pulling the dress down in front but not bothering to button it. I stepped out of my panties twisted around one ankle, and left them on the floor. He watched me cross the room to the bathroom. I glanced back once before I disappeared behind the door. Not to check if he was looking. I knew he was.
Inside, I stood at the mirror and stared at myself. My skin was flushed. My hair wild. My mouth a little swollen, glossy with spit and cum. My camisole was ruined, creased and translucent and stained, but I didn’t care. I touched my face, then the line that ran from my collarbone to the dip between my breasts. I slid one finger along it, following the path. I was wet, open, full of sensation.
And when I looked in my own eyes, I didn’t see shame. I saw something I hadn’t seen before. And I knew I wasn’t going to be able to keep this to myself.
Not all of it. Not from Brett. It was just too overwhelming. It was life changing. How can I wife keep something that momentous from her husband?
He brought me water, just a tall glass, no ice, and I drank it in small sips as I stood barefoot by the window, dress half open, my thighs sticky, the inside of one marked faintly with the sheen of him. I hadn’t cleaned up yet. I didn’t want to. My body was humming, worn out in the most delicious way, and my skin carried the story of what we’d done too vividly to scrub it away yet.
DeShawn moved around the condo quietly. Not distant. giving me space. I watched him pull his shirt back on, then stop halfway, letting it hang from one hand as he looked over at me. We didn’t need to say much. What had passed between us didn’t need unpacking.
I left twenty minutes later, walking out into the hallway with his taste faint on my lips, my hair twisted back up in a loose clip, my panties sitting somewhere on the floor behind his couch. I hadn’t even asked for them.
The ride home was quiet. I didn’t rush into the apartment. Brett’s car was gone. He’d texted that he was working late and might grab a drink with Ryan. I stood for a long time in the hallway mirror, looking. I’d buttoned my dress, but it gaped slightly at the chest. My nipples showed faintly through the camisole, even after it dried. The subtle crust of him marked the inside of my breast where the edge of the dress didn’t cover. I lifted the hem and looked between my legs. pink, wet. I bit my lip.
I sat on the edge of the bed. The apartment was quiet. I didn’t know if I should tell Brett or not. Only then did it occur to me like I was an idiot all day: Oh yeah, people leave each other over things like that. The realization made me shutter.
Brett came home late like he said he would. He smelled faintly of beer, a light buzz in his voice, his usual easy warmth intact. He kissed me when he walked in, one arm around my waist as he leaned in. His lips touched mine and paused.
I wondered if he could taste anything different. I’d showered, eventually. But not until the heat of DeShawn had faded from my skin, until my legs stopped trembling. And even then, I hadn’t scrubbed myself clean. Not fully.
He didn’t say anything.
We climbed into bed like normal. He undressed with his back to me, tugged off his socks, tossed his shirt into the corner. I wore a simple tank and underwear, nothing special. I slid in beside him and let him curl around me. His hand settled over my hip, a familiar weight.
But I couldn’t sleep.
Not with the way the afternoon kept playing in my mind, not with the way I could feel him in me, on me, the scent of him phantom and insistent. I lay awake with Brett’s arm over me, his breath slowing, my own body keyed up. Not aroused, just awake, alert, restless. I waited until I heard the change in his breathing, the deeper rhythm of sleep. Then I slipped out of bed and padded barefoot to the kitchen.
I didn’t need anything. I just needed space.
But the second I sat on the stool by the counter, elbows on the cold surface, my mind pulled me back. Back to the couch. Back to the moment I dropped to my knees. Back to the taste, the weight, the fullness, the obscene heat of it. I touched my lips. Then my chest. I wasn’t done with it. Not by a long shot.
I didn’t sleep much. But by morning, I knew. I had to tell him.
Not because of guilt. Not because I was looking for permission or forgiveness. But because there was no part of me that wanted to keep it buried. What happened had opened something in me. And I didn’t want to pretend it hadn’t happened. I didn’t want to hide what it had done to me. It was going to be a disaster, but it was the bandaid that needing ripping off. Because I knew, I was going to go back to that man for more.
So that night, after dinner, I waited until the dishes were drying in the rack and the TV was on low. Then I muted it.
“Can I tell you something, babe?”
He looked over at me, a little cautious. “Of course.”
“It’s not going to be easy.”
His face changed. The softness sharpened. He turned toward me on the couch, remote in hand.
“What is it?”
I exhaled through my nose. I looked down at my hands, fingers laced in my lap. Then I looked up and held his eyes.
“I saw someone. Yesterday. From the gym.”
He didn’t move.
I kept going. “It… it wasn’t just a conversation. It wasn’t harmless.”
The color changed in his face.
“I went with him.”
Silence. Then,  “You mean you slept with him?” He chuckled.
But I nodded. And then I waited for what would come next.
Brett didn’t speak right away. He stared at me, mouth slightly open, eyes flicking across my face like he was trying to figure out if I was serious.
I didn’t look away. I wanted to. But I didn’t.
The realization that I wasn’t setting up a joke seemed to flow through him a slow wave I could actually see. Finally, he sat back. Not angry, not loud, but shell-shocked.
“Who?” was what he asked.
“You don’t know him.”
“But you said someone from the gym.”
I nodded. “The other gym.”
His jaw flexed. “You’ve been seeing him?”
“No. It’s not like that. I hadn’t planned it. I didn’t even know I was going to say yes until I did. It was once.”
His brow furrowed. “So you went over to his place? Just like that?”
I hesitated. “I didn’t go there expecting to sleep with him. But I knew why I was going. I think I knew the moment he invited me.”
His mouth opened, then closed again. His face was blank, processing. Not furious, not yet, but stunned.
Then: “Did he use protection?”
That caught me off guard. It shouldn’t have. I nodded slowly.
“Yeah. At first.”
Brett blinked. “At first?”
I swallowed. My fingers twisted together in my lap. “But he pulled out. At the end.”
The silence yawned between us.
And then his voice dropped lower.
“What, did he come on you?”
The question made my body react before my brain did. My breath caught, and I felt the echo of it, warmth across my chest, stickiness on my skin, the unshakable image of him standing over me while I knelt, wide-eyed, lips parted, covered in face, chest and stomach.
I nodded again, there was no way to deny it.
Brett stared at me, but something had changed in his expression. I couldn’t name it, but it wasn’t pure anger.
“Where?” he asked.
I blinked. “What?”
He leaned forward now, elbows on his knees. “Where did he come on you?”
I opened my mouth, but no sound came out.
He looked at me like he needed to hear it. “Tell me.”
I swallowed, throat dry.
“My face,” I said quietly. “My mouth. My chest.”
His eyes dropped down my body like he could see the stains there. mI felt my nipples harden under the thin fabric of my shirt, which was inappropriate.
But Brett saw it. His voice dropped lower. “Did you touch yourself while you were doing it?”
I hesitated. Then nodded again. “Yeah.”
“And did you finish?”
My face went hot now. “Yes.”
He leaned back slightly, dragging a hand down his jaw. Then he looked at me again, eyes sharp now. Focused.
“Tell me everything.”
I stared at him, unsure if I’d heard him right. His voice wasn’t cold. It wasn’t tight with accusation. It was low, steady, almost calm. Too calm. That was what made it harder to read.
“You want me to tell you everything?”
He nodded once, his eyes not leaving mine. “Start from the beginning. I want to know how it happened. All of it.”
I swallowed. My heart was pounding again, but not with guilt. Something else was rising in me, nervous, confused, and deeply physical. His reaction wasn’t what I’d expected. He wasn’t accusing me. He wasn’t storming off or shouting. He was sitting there, breathing hard, eyes dark, his hand clenched on his knee like he was holding something in.
I slid in my seat, suddenly aware of the pressure between my thighs again, and how wet I was already.
“Okay,” I said. My voice was quiet. “It started a few weeks ago. At the gym.”
I told him about the first time I saw DeShawn. About how I watched him from across the room. About the second time, when he was behind me on the treadmill. The way I could feel his presence, the way my body reacted.
Brett’s hand moved slightly. He adjusted his position, legs spread wider now. He looked tense, but not in a bad way. I kept talking.
“I didn’t plan any of it. I told myself it was just something harmless. Flirting, I guess. But it wasn’t. Not even then.”
I told him about the way DeShawn touched me that day, just a brush, but enough to set my skin on fire. I described the way he looked at me. The weight of it.
Brett didn’t interrupt. His breathing was heavier now. I could see the pulse in his neck. His jaw was tight.
I told him how I went back. How I wore something sheer. How I let him guide me into the stretch room. How I turned around when he told me to.
My voice got softer as I spoke, but I didn’t stop. I told him about the way DeShawn lifted my dress. The way he touched me through my panties. How I still didn’t stop him. How I stood there and let him see everything.
Then I looked up at Brett. His eyes were fixed on me, but his hand had moved. It was between his legs now, adjusting himself, slowly. Deliberately.
I felt something jolt inside me. “You’re hard,” I said, without thinking.
He didn’t deny it.
“You’re turned on.”
Still nothing. He stared at me. Then said, quietly,  “Tell me what it felt like. When he went down on you.”
My stomach flipped. I swallowed again. Heat rushed into my face, into my chest, into my fingertips.
“It felt…” I started. I had to take a breath. “It felt like nothing I’d ever experienced.”
And then I told him. “He knelt in front of me,” I said, my voice thinner now, my pulse in my ears. “He pulled my leg up over his shoulder and just buried his face between my thighs. Like he didn’t need anything else. Like it was the only thing he wanted.”
Brett didn’t move. I watched him watching me, one hand now resting on his thigh, the other low, slow over the bulge in his sweatpants. He wasn’t pretending anymore. And neither was I.
“He didn’t rush,” I went on. “He took his time. I was dripping for him before his tongue even got to me. And once he started…” I went on, watching his hand move on his bulge.
I closed my eyes for a second and exhaled through my nose. “I couldn’t think. It was so deep and slow and, God, he used his mouth like he knew every part of me. Like he’d been waiting to taste me. And when I came…” My voice caught.
I looked up at Brett again. His eyes were half-lidded now. Dark. Focused.
“He didn’t stop,” I whispered. “He kept going until my whole body was shaking.”
Brett moved in his seat. I saw the shape of him, thick and hard under the fabric. I wanted to touch it. To see it. But I didn’t move yet.
He spoke, finally. His voice was gravel now. “And after that?”
I licked my lips, breath unsteady.
“I dropped to my knees.”
His jaw tensed. His fingers twitched.
“I took him in my mouth. the tip at first. He was so big, thick and heavy, and I didn’t want to rush it. I wanted to do it right. I wanted to make him feel what he made me feel.”
I saw Brett’s throat move as he swallowed.
“I looked up at him while I sucked him. I used my hand at the base. I let my mouth work the head in slow circles, tasting him, feeling him swell. And I started touching myself while I did it. I couldn’t stop.”
I drew a breath, watching him.
“I came again from that. From having him in my mouth, from the way he sounded when I did it. From knowing what I looked like, on my knees, wet, open, my panties hanging off one ankle…”
Brett’s hand was stroking himself now, through the fabric, slow and rhythmic. He didn’t try to hide it.
“Did he finish in your mouth?” he asked, his voice rougher than before.
I shook my head. “He pulled out. He bent me over the arm of his couch. And . . . “ I paused unsure to say it or not. “He put it in me.”
“He fucked you,” Brett said, now fully jerking himself off.
I watched his hand blur. “He fucked me like I’d never been fucked before. Honestly.”
“Did he come inside you?”
“He pulled out, he stood over me.” My voice dropped. “And then he came on my face. My mouth. My breasts. My stomach.”
I reached down, my own hand sliding between my thighs now, finding how soaked I was from saying it.
“I didn’t expect to like it. But I did. I loved it. I didn’t wipe it away. I sat there and let him look at me like tat. And I felt, ” I swallowed, “beautiful.”
Brett’s voice was low and sharp now. “Show me.”
I didn’t ask what he meant.
I stood slowly, eyes on him the whole time, and stepped back from the couch. My legs felt unsteady, not weak, charged, the way they always felt when I was right on the edge of something. My tank top clung to my chest, stretched damp between my breasts, nipples hard beneath the fabric. I slipped my thumbs under the waistband of my lounge shorts and pushed them down, panties with them, both sliding in one smooth motion to the floor.
He watched.
I stepped out of them, naked now from the waist down, and let my knees part slightly, enough for him to see everything. I could feel the oiled heat between my thighs, the way it made the air feel cooler against my skin. My fingers moved to the hem of the tank and lifted it over my head, slow, peeling it off inch by inch until it caught at my shoulders, then cleared. I tossed it aside.
Brett leaned back, hand stroking himself, slower now, jaw clenched.
I reached up, cupped my breasts, and slid my hands down, over my stomach, past the faint crease where my thighs met, fingers gliding lower until I touched myself again, right there in front of him.
“This is where he kissed me first,” I said softly, stroking once. “Right here. the tip of his tongue, barely touching.”
I dipped lower.
“And this is where he stayed. Until I came all over his mouth.”
Brett groaned. Quiet, strained.
I took a step closer to him.
“He was strong. He held me while he licked me. Like he knew I’d try to run from it.”
I knelt down in front of him, slowly, placing my palms flat on his knees, then spreading them gently apart.
“He stood like this when he finished. I looked up at him. Let him cover me.”
Brett’s chest was rising faster now. His cock strained visibly beneath the fabric, rock hard and twitching. I slid my hand between his legs and cupped him once, slow and firm, then dragged my fingers up along his shaft and rested them there.
“He moaned when he came,” I whispered. “He watched it drip down my chest. He didn’t even say anything. let me sit there.”
Then I reached up, pulled the waistband of Brett’s sweats down enough to free him, thick and flushed and fully ready. I leaned in and pressed my lips to the head.
And looked up at him. Like I had the day before. And like then, I didn’t stop.
I opened my mouth and took him in slowly, letting the head rest against my tongue for a long moment before easing forward. I used one hand at the base, circling with my fingers, stroking in rhythm as my lips stretched around him. He groaned, quiet, hoarse, and his hand came to rest lightly on the back of my head, not pushing, there. His body was hot, skin flushed, the pulse in his shaft heavy and fast.
I moved on him in slow, wet glides, hollowing my cheeks enough, then pulling back to swirl the tip with my tongue. His taste was different, familiar, known, but now, layered under everything I’d confessed, it felt new again.
He was watching me. Every inch I took, every flick of my tongue, every breath I stole around him. I felt the strain in his thighs, the way his legs tensed each time I sank lower.
I moved, pressing my knees wider, changing my angle so I could stroke him deeper. I wasn’t rushing. I wasn’t trying to finish him. I wanted to stay there, my mouth on him, my eyes half-lidded, letting him see what I’d become.
His hand moved. He brushed the hair back from my face, then cupped my jaw with his palm, his thumb dragging slowly along my cheek. I moaned into him. I knew exactly how that would feel, how the vibration would travel up his spine, how it would throb down through his cock, and when he groaned again, louder this time, I smiled around him.
He pulled back suddenly.
I blinked up at him, breath catching, lips swollen and wet.
His voice was ragged.
“Get up here.”
I stood, legs shaky, arousal dripping down my thigh. He grabbed my hips and pulled me forward, guiding me onto his lap, knees on either side of him, his cock pressed thick and hot between us. I felt the stickiness of my folds spread over him as I slid down.
Then I reached down, took him in hand, and slid the head against myself, once, twice, then sank down onto him with a gasp so loud it echoed in my chest.
We both froze.
He was deep, so deep, and I was sore, stretched from before. But I needed it. I needed him inside me now. Not because I was trying to replace anything. But because I wanted him to feel what I felt. The way I pulsed around him. The way I hadn’t stopped craving it.
I rocked forward slowly, hips circling, and his hands gripped my waist hard. His head tipped back, eyes fluttering shut, and I started to ride him, slow, tight, wet, every movement deliberate, controlled, deep.
He looked up at me then.
And I said it, barely breathing:
“Do you feel it?”
He nodded.
“Do you know what he left in me?”
His mouth opened, but nothing came out.
I slid down hard on him again.
“He filled me,” I whispered. “And I came while he did it.”
Brett's hands tightened on my hips like he was trying to hold back something, his breath, his words, maybe everything at once. I rode him slow, deep, rolling my hips to take all of him and again. Every time I sank down, I felt the pressure, the stretch, the heat of him inside me, hitting that same place that throbbed from earlier. I hadn’t fully recovered. I didn’t want to.
My body was tender, wet beyond reason, and every glide of him inside me made that messy ache swell higher. My thighs trembled. The slap of skin was thick, soaked, indecent. And I moved, steady, in control, feeding him the full weight of everything I’d done.
His head tipped forward. He watched where I took him.
“I was dripping when I got home,” I said, barely able to speak through the rhythm. “I didn’t clean up for hours.”
He groaned, voice tight. “Fuck…”
I reached for his hand, slid it between my legs, and pressed his fingers where I needed them.
“Touch me,” I whispered. “Feel what he left in me.”
Brett’s fingers slipped easily over my clit, soaked from both of us. He rubbed me slow, then faster, his hand wet with everything I’d told him, everything I’d done. The pressure built again, fast and sharp this time, not subtle, not shy. I ground down harder. His cock throbbed inside me. I was close, so close it felt unbearable.
“I thought about you,” I gasped. “While I was doing it. While he came on me.”
His mouth opened. His chest rose fast.
“I wanted to come again,” I went on, voice breaking, “but I waited. I wanted to save it for you.”
Then it hit me, sharp and deep. I clenched around him with a full, hard cry, back arched, thighs seizing as I broke all over him, coming hard with his cock buried deep, his hands locked tight on my hips now, dragging me down to take every inch.
And then he lost it. He thrust up once, twice, held me there with a broken sound in his throat, and I felt it, hot, thick, pulsing deep inside me as he came hard, filling me in long, tight spurts. His arms wrapped around me, crushing me against his chest, both of us gasping, shaking, soaked.
We stayed like that, me straddling him, our bodies pressed together, his cock twitching inside me, my heart thudding wild and spent.
Neither of us spoke. But everything between us had changed, and we both knew it.
When I finally moved, his cock slipped out of me with a wet sound that made both of us exhale. I was trembling. My thighs stuck to his, our skin sleek where our bodies had met and stayed. I leaned forward into his chest, and Brett let his hands roam, up my spine, over my hips, cupping the curve of my ass like he couldn’t believe any of it was real.
We were both quiet. Not awkward. Just leveled. I could feel him softening beneath me, but the mess between us didn’t cool. His cum was leaking out of me now, thick and hot between my legs, sliding slowly down over my thighs as I slide on his lap. I didn’t wipe it. I let it stay there, part of the weight of everything we’d done.
He touched my hair, pulling it gently back from my face, his hand cradling the side of my neck.
“Did he fuck you like that?” he asked, voice hoarse.
I met his eyes, breathless. “No.”
His grip tightened slightly. “What was different?”
I thought about that for a moment. Then I leaned in closer and whispered, right at his mouth:
“You were watching me this time.”
His breath caught. His eyes didn’t close. And I realized it was true, not the words, but what I’d felt all along. The way my body had lit up while I confessed. The way the shame never came. The way his questions kept pulling more out of me, deeper, hotter. I’d gone to another man. I’d taken everything he gave me. But somehow, in the telling  it hadn’t pulled me away from Brett.
It had brought me closer.
I pulled back, straddling him, and ran my hands down my body, sleek between my breasts, over my stomach, down to where his cum dripped out of me. I scooped some of it up on two fingers and held it between us.
His eyes locked on it.
Then I brought it to my lips and tasted him. Brett groaned, almost pained.
He reached for me again, hardening. But I slid off his lap and stood, shaky, flushed, and dripping. He’d never seen me taste cum before, play with it.
“We’re not done,” I said softly.
He stared up at me, stunned. I walked toward the bedroom without looking back, and he followed.
I wasn’t done telling him things either, but that could wait. Tonight I was for Brett. I’d tell him when I was going to DeShawn’s again.
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