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One Night Only




I’d barely stepped out of the car when I felt the wind tug at my hem like it was judging my dress.

It was too tight. I knew it when I zipped it up. That mirror at home had lied to me—or maybe I’d lied to myself, thinking I could still pull off something this fitted after skipping the gym for three straight months. Either way, I was regretting the dress by the time we reached the entrance of the estate.

James, of course, looked perfect. Dark blue suit. No tie. The kind of “I didn’t try, I just woke up sexy” thing he always managed. His hand slid to the small of my back as we walked, and I knew he was doing it to reassure me. I smiled, but I didn’t relax.

The venue itself was beautiful—one of those countryside estates turned luxury wedding factory. Ivy-covered stone walls, glass doors, champagne-toned everything. Inside, waiters moved like choreography, carrying trays of hors d'oeuvres we’d never pronounce right. The whole place smelled like money.

When we checked the table assignment, my stomach dropped a little. Table Twelve. Not with the bride’s friends. Not with the college crew. A mixed-table out in social limbo.

James leaned in. “Guess we’re with the leftovers.”

I laughed because I was supposed to, but I hated that I cared.

We found our seats just as people started trickling into the reception room. James pulled out my chair. I adjusted my dress the second I sat down, tugging at the neckline, crossing and uncrossing my legs, trying to get comfortable and failing.

That’s when she walked in. The most beautiful stranger I’d ever seen.

She wore a silky olive-green dress that hugged her body like it had been custom-made. Her skin was warm-toned, maybe Latina or mixed, her dark hair falling in soft waves around her shoulders. She moved like she owned the air in the room. Like she knew we’d all look.

And I did.

She gave a quick smile to the couple sitting across the table, then slid into the chair next to James.

Of course.

“Hi,” she said, voice low but smooth, the kind of voice that didn’t have to be loud to draw attention. “I’m Marin.”

“James,” he said, reaching out automatically. “And this is my wife, Elena.”

I smiled. Friendly. Polite. Maybe a little possessive.

Marin shook my hand with a light touch and held eye contact just long enough to make me blink. Her eyes were this deep hazel, almost golden in the light. “You look gorgeous, Elena. I love that color on you.”

“Thanks,” I murmured. “You too. That dress is amazing.”

Marin smiled, and for a second I wondered if she knew exactly how I meant that. Like we were both acknowledging it wasn’t a fair fight.

As dinner was served and the toasts began, she leaned in closer to James, asking him what he did for work. Something about her tone made it sound more interesting than it was. And he answered like he always did—humble but charming. I listened to him tell the story of how he started his firm, how they bought our first house. Normally I’d jump in and add the parts he forgot. But Marin was already filling in the blanks, asking questions I hadn’t thought to ask.

She laughed at his jokes. Touched his arm once. I told myself it was nothing. She was just being friendly.

Still, I watched her more than I watched the bride and groom.

It wasn’t just the way she flirted, if she was flirting. It was the way she balanced it. Every time she got a little too close to James, she’d pivot and ask me something. Where did I get my shoes? Did we travel a lot? She complimented my earrings and said they made my jawline look sharp. No one says that kind of thing to me. Not even my closest friends.

At one point, I caught James glancing at her legs as she crossed them. I looked too. I couldn’t help it.

He leaned over and whispered, “She’s a little much, huh?”

I shrugged like I didn’t care. But my stomach was doing something tight and hot that didn’t feel entirely like irritation.

“Is she single?” I asked, maybe too casually.

“Apparently,” he murmured. “Said her date bailed.”

“Lucky us,” I said, and I hated how bitter it came out.

Still, when Marin turned back and caught my eye, she gave me a little smile like she’d heard us. Or maybe she was just that good at reading people. I tried to hold her gaze, tried to look confident. But she tilted her head, like she saw straight through the performance.

I looked away first.

By the time the first champagne flute clinked and the maid of honor stood up to give her speech, I’d already started picking at my salad like it had personally offended me.

James, on the other hand, looked perfectly at ease. His jacket was off, sleeves rolled to the forearms like he owned the place. Marin leaned in close to him again—too close for how little space there was between them—and said something that made him laugh a little too hard. I didn’t catch the words, just the way his eyes crinkled and his hand brushed his jaw, that little nervous tic he always did when he was trying to look cool.

“Married five years?” Marin asked, turning her attention back to me while the toast droned on in the background.

I blinked, trying to remember what part of the conversation I’d tuned out of. “Almost six.”

“Wow.” She smiled like it actually impressed her. “You two are still cute. Most couples by that point either ignore each other or fight in public.”

I gave a polite laugh, but something about the way she said you two are still cute made me want to cross my arms. Still, I couldn’t decide if I was offended or just… thrown off.

“I mean it,” she added, her voice softer now. “You’ve got this thing between you. Like a current. It’s nice to see.”

James didn’t even pretend not to be impressed. “I’ll take that as a compliment,” he said, lifting his glass.

“Oh, it was,” Marin said, eyes locked on him for a beat too long.

The best man had taken the mic now. I wasn’t listening to him either.

I watched as Marin leaned back in her chair, casual as anything, and stretched her legs beneath the table. Her dress slid just a little up her thigh—not in a dramatic way, just enough that I saw James glance.

Quick. Subtle. But it was there.

And the worst part? I couldn’t even blame him.

She was beautiful. Not in the way that tries too hard, but in that frustrating, natural way some women just have. Skin that glowed under the warm lights. A neckline that revealed just enough cleavage to make you curious without being obvious. She knew what she was doing.

I stared down at my fork.

“I was actually supposed to come with someone,” she said after a pause. Her voice had dropped, the playful edge fading for a second. “Old friend. Turned out to be a bad idea.”

I looked up, caught off guard by the shift in tone. “Oh?”

She shrugged, swirling her water glass slowly by the stem. “He canceled the day before. Said he didn’t think it would be appropriate, whatever that means.”

I wanted to ask, Was he married? But I bit my tongue.

James leaned in. “His loss.”

Marin smiled at him, then looked back at me. “You ever get that? People who think being close to someone means they want something from you?”

I hesitated. “Sometimes.”

“That’s the thing,” she said. “Sometimes people are just drawn to good energy. Doesn’t mean they want to steal it.”

She was still looking at me. I felt my skin warm. The room hadn’t gotten any hotter, but I suddenly wished for air.

Someone clinked a fork against a glass to signal the end of the speech. Chairs shifted. Dessert was being passed out on silver trays.

James stood up for a moment to talk to the guy on his other side about some mutual friend from college. I let my focus drift back to Marin.

She leaned in slightly, her tone almost casual. “He’s been looking at me.”

I blinked. “James?”

She nodded but didn’t meet my eyes. “Not constantly. Just little glances. Nothing you need to worry about.”

My stomach twisted. “I’m not worried.”

She smiled faintly. “Good. Some women get possessive about that sort of thing.”

I didn’t answer.

I looked over at James. He was laughing at something, gesturing with his glass. At first glance, he looked totally relaxed. But then, just before turning back to the conversation, his eyes flicked to Marin. Just for a second. Then away.

I swallowed. “He’s friendly with everyone.”

“I like that about him,” she said. Then she added, “I didn’t say he was flirting.”

That annoyed me, somehow. “You kind of did.”

Marin finally looked at me. “No, I said he was looking. That’s not the same thing.”

I didn’t like the way she said it. Like she enjoyed how uncomfortable I was. Or maybe I didn’t like that I couldn’t tell what she was doing.

I reached for my water, trying to keep my hand steady. “He’s allowed to look.”

“Of course he is.”

She didn’t say anything else after that. She just went back to her salad like we hadn’t had the strangest non-conversation of my life.

But I felt heat creeping up my neck anyway.

James turned back to us a moment later, smiling like he hadn’t just been caught sneaking glances. “Everything okay over here?”

“Perfect,” Marin said, brushing her fingers lightly along the tablecloth. “Your wife’s fascinating.”

“She is,” he said without hesitation, and I saw something flicker in her eyes.

Marin didn’t speak again for the rest of the toast, but she didn’t need to. Her presence pressed against me even in silence. Like heat from a fire that was slowly building.

I felt it every time James laughed. Every time his eyes moved in her direction. Every time she shifted in her seat and the scent of her skin drifted my way—some clean, floral perfume that made me want to lean in without thinking.

And when dessert came, I barely touched it.

Because no part of me felt settled.

And I wasn’t sure if what I was feeling was fear… or curiosity.
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By the time the first slow song played, I was already worn thin from pretending I wasn’t watching them.

James hadn’t done anything wrong. Not really. He was just being friendly, laughing when she made a joke, leaning in when she spoke low. But the way Marin looked at him, like she already knew how he tasted—that was what messed with me. And the way I kept trying to convince myself it wasn’t a big deal, only to find myself checking again to see where her hand was resting, what part of her leg showed through that slit in her dress… yeah, that was messing with me too.

I jumped a little when James stood and offered his hand. “Come on,” he said. “We’re not gonna sit out the whole first dance, are we?”

“I don’t know,” I said, pretending to hesitate. “I think I’m still digesting the eleven-course meal.”

He gave me that crooked smile that always got to me. “Just one dance.”

I let him pull me to my feet.

The ballroom was glowing—candles everywhere, lanterns strung from the beams above, reflections of gold and amber flickering across the glossy floor. Couples were already swaying to the music, bodies pressed close in that comfortable, practiced rhythm that comes with long-term love.

James pulled me into his arms. His hand found the small of my back like it always did. I rested my cheek against his shoulder, trying to let go of the tight feeling in my chest.

“You okay?” he murmured.

I nodded. “Mm-hmm.”

“You’ve been quiet.”

“I’m just… taking it all in.”

He didn’t press. Just swayed with me, his body warm, familiar. Solid. I should’ve relaxed. I should’ve melted into him the way I always did. But my eyes kept drifting to the edge of the room, where Marin stood alone, her hand resting lightly on the back of a chair, watching us.

She didn’t look jealous. She looked entertained.

When the song shifted, something slightly more upbeat but still slow, Marin stepped onto the floor. Her movements were smooth and confident, hips swaying gently beneath that olive-green dress. She moved through the other couples like she belonged there, like she’d already chosen who she was going to interrupt.

James saw her coming before I did.

“Oh no,” he whispered. “She’s on the prowl.”

I half-laughed, half-grimaced.

“Mind if I steal him for a second?” Marin asked, already close enough that her perfume drifted between us. Light and expensive. Something vaguely floral with a warm, earthy base.

I almost said no. It was on the tip of my tongue. But James looked at me like he was waiting for permission, and Marin raised her eyebrows like she already knew I wouldn’t object.

“Sure,” I said, stepping back. “Have fun.”

Marin slid into his arms with an ease that made my stomach twist. She wasn’t overly forward—just graceful. Smooth. Her hand on his shoulder, her other resting in his. James looked a little awkward at first, maybe unsure of what to do with her. But after a few seconds, they were moving together, their bodies close enough to look familiar but not scandalous.

I stepped off the floor, arms crossed, pretending to check my phone. I couldn’t hear what they were saying. Just the way he smiled down at her. The way she tilted her head up, lips parted like she was about to laugh.

Then Marin did something that caught me off guard—she looked at me, right at me, and crooked her finger.

I blinked.

Was she…?

She mouthed, “Your turn,” and gently stepped away from James, crossing the floor toward me without waiting for a response.

I took a step back. Before I could argue, she was pulling me onto the floor. Not in a demanding way. Just… confidently. Like she already knew I’d follow.

Her hand slid around my waist. Not high. Not low. Just where it would’ve landed if we were the same as every other couple out there.

I hesitated. My hand hovered over her shoulder, not sure if I should commit. She gently guided it into place.

“It’s just a dance,” she said, eyes locked on mine. “You’re allowed to enjoy it.”

“I didn’t say I wasn’t.”

“Well, it’s obvious when you’re so stiff. Come on, loosen up a little.”

We moved slowly. Not quite as close as she’d danced with James, but close enough that I felt the heat of her body. Her fingers were warm against my back. Her scent wrapped around me like a ribbon.

I wasn’t sure where to look. Her mouth was right there. Her skin caught the low light in a soft, golden way. Her eyes didn’t dart away like most people’s. She just… watched me.

“Your husband’s staring at us,” she said, barely above a whisper.

I glanced over her shoulder. James stood where she’d left him, arms crossed now, brow furrowed in something that looked like surprise. Or confusion. Maybe both.

“Let him,” I said, before I could stop myself.

Marin smiled. “You’ve got more spark than you let on.”

I rolled my eyes. “You barely know me.”

She leaned in, her lips close enough that her breath brushed my ear. “I’d love to get to know you.”

I felt that in my stomach. A quick, low flutter that had no business being there.

When the song ended, she let go gently. No theatrics. No wink. Just a small smile as she stepped back and returned to her seat like nothing had happened.

I stood there for a beat too long before James came up beside me.

“You two looked good out there,” he said.

“I can’t believe she asked me to dance,” I said once we were seated again.

James glanced over. “Yeah. That was… something.”

I gave a short laugh. “I didn’t know what else to do. It felt rude to say no.”

“She just sort of jumped in with me too,” he said. “Didn’t really give me a choice either.”

We sat there for a moment, both kind of looking around like we didn’t want to make eye contact.

“She’s intense,” I said finally.

James nodded. “Yeah. She is.”

I picked up my drink, then set it right back down. “Did that feel… weird to you?”

He looked over at Marin, then back at me. “A little. But maybe that’s just how she is.”

“Maybe.” I watched her cross her legs and sip from her glass like nothing unusual had happened.

Neither of us said anything for a bit.

Then James leaned in. “You want to head out?”

I looked at him, then over at her again. I shook my head. “Not yet.”

He didn’t ask why. And I didn’t explain.
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The ballroom had gotten louder, the music picking up tempo as more guests trickled onto the dance floor. Laughter echoed off the high ceilings, the clink of glassware and silver adding to the buzz. I told myself I needed some air, but if I was being honest, I just needed space. From the lights. From the noise. From her.

So of course, when Marin suggested a walk outside, James said, “Yeah, good idea,” like he’d been waiting for her to say it.

I followed them out into the night, not really knowing why.

The cool air brushed against my skin the second the doors closed behind us. It felt better out here. The garden was strung with delicate lanterns that cast a soft glow over the hedges and stone pathways. The grass had that faint sweetness it gets at night in the country, like it’s been holding its breath all day and finally let it out.

Marin walked ahead a little, her dress swaying as she led us down a gravel path between low shrubs and blooming roses. James stayed close to me, our fingers brushing now and then, but his eyes kept drifting toward her hips.

“Is this where you lure unsuspecting couples to their doom?” I asked, trying to inject a little humor into my voice.

Marin glanced back over her shoulder, smirking. “Only the interesting ones.”

I swallowed, trying to hide the flush in my cheeks. James laughed beside me, but it sounded a little nervous.

We followed her until the music from the ballroom faded into something distant, like a memory. The garden opened up into a circular space framed by tall hedges. A bench sat beneath a tree, its branches hung with tiny lights that made everything around us feel like a dream. Or a trap.

Marin slowed and turned to face us, her arms folded loosely in front of her. “So,” she said, “do you two believe in soulmates?”

I frowned. “That’s kind of a loaded question.”

“I like loaded questions,” she said. “They reveal things.”

James shrugged. “I think people can grow into soulmates. It’s not always instant.”

Marin nodded like she approved. Then she turned to me. “And you, Elena?”

I hesitated. “I don’t know. I’ve always thought love is something you choose every day. Not something that’s just meant to be.”

She smiled, stepping closer. “Practical. I like that.”

There was a pause. She looked up at the lanterns above us, as if considering something, then said, “I was in a relationship once. With a man I loved very much. But I was also sleeping with his girlfriend.”

James let out a low breath, like he hadn’t expected that.

I blinked. “Wait, what?”

Marin turned her gaze to me. “It wasn’t what you think. It wasn’t betrayal. We were all… aware. It started off simple. Flirting. Curiosity. Then one night we just stopped pretending we didn’t want each other. And it worked. For a while.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. My brain tried to catch up, but it was too busy circling around the words his girlfriend.

“Is that something you do often?” I asked, trying to keep my voice even. “Get involved with couples?”

“Not often,” she said. “But sometimes. When the connection feels right.”

James shifted beside me. I felt him look at me before speaking. “What happened?”

Marin exhaled through her nose, almost a laugh. “Eventually they fell apart. Not because of me. Their issues ran deeper. But I think… sometimes we try to make love fit into a box it was never meant to stay in.”

I crossed my arms. “Or maybe some people just like stirring the pot.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, sharp but not unkind. “Do you think that’s what I’m doing?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again.

Marin stepped closer—not invading, but enough that I could smell her again. That warm, faintly spicy scent that had lingered on my dress earlier when we danced.

“I think,” she said slowly, “you’re more curious than you want to admit.”

I felt my stomach flip.

James cleared his throat. “Maybe we should head back.”

Marin’s gaze didn’t leave mine. “Only if she wants to.”

I hated how warm my skin felt. How aware I was of the way my dress clung to my thighs. Of the faint sheen of sweat at the base of my spine. I wasn’t used to feeling this seen. Not by another woman. Not like this.

“I don’t know what you’re trying to do,” I said, quieter now.

“I’m not trying to do anything,” she said. “I’m just saying the energy between people doesn’t always follow rules. And sometimes, if we’re honest, we find ourselves wanting things we didn’t plan on.”

She looked at James when she said that, but only briefly. Then back to me.

I swallowed again, my voice coming out rougher than I meant. “I’m married.”

Marin tilted her head. “And?”

“And I don’t… we don’t…”

James touched my arm gently. “Elena.”

I turned to him.

He wasn’t smiling. He wasn’t smirking. Just looking at me with something unreadable in his eyes.

“This doesn’t have to be anything,” he said. “We don’t have to stay. But if you want to—if you’re even a little curious—we’re not doing anything wrong by talking.”

I hated that I didn’t have a clear answer. That some part of me didn’t want to walk away.
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Back inside, the ballroom felt warmer than before—too many bodies, too much motion, the buzz of voices a little too loud in my ears. James touched the small of my back as we weaved through the lounge area, guiding me toward one of the quieter corners near the hallway. I knew he meant it to be reassuring, but I was still tense, still chewing on everything Marin had said out in the garden. I hadn’t even looked at her since we came back in.

A few moments later, I spotted her leaning casually against the bar, chatting with a guy in a light gray vest. He was handsome in a model-adjacent kind of way, but she barely seemed to notice him. Her eyes flicked toward me like she knew I was watching.

“Want some water?” James asked, already halfway toward the refreshment table.

“Sure,” I said, though my mouth wasn’t dry.

When he walked off, Marin slid into his spot beside me like she’d been waiting for the opening.

“Have I scared you off yet?” she asked, voice low and smooth.

I exhaled slowly. “No, it’s just…a lot. You’re a lot, too.”

She grinned. “So I’ve heard.”

I looked straight ahead, watching the flicker of candlelight dance against the mirrored column beside us.

She nudged my elbow with hers. “I was joking earlier… mostly.”

“Nice try,” I said which made her laugh a little.

“Okay, you caught me. Look, I find you both very attractive, and I’m not shy. If you’re not interested in a fun, no strings attached kind of night, cool. But if you are…my room’s on the top floor. Big bed. Great view.”

I turned to her. “You’re not serious.”

She smiled, tilting her head as if to say, I’m dead serious.

My heart thudded. “I don’t—” I started, but she cut me off gently.

“I’m not asking for permission,” she said. “I’m offering a door. You decide whether to open it.”

I didn’t know what to say. Didn’t know whether to laugh or walk away. But my body wasn’t moving.

She reached into the side slit of her dress and pulled out a key card. Held it between two fingers like a magician revealing the final trick.

“I’ll be upstairs in half an hour,” she said. “Just in case.”

Then she handed me the card. Not to James. To me. Then she walked off, hips swaying like she didn’t have a single doubt in the world.

James came back with two glasses of water, looked at me, then at the card in my hand.

“What’s that?”

I stared down at it. Plain white with a strip of gold on one end. “Her room key.”

His brow lifted. “She gave you her room key?”

“She invited us up,” I said, voice flat, trying not to show what I was actually feeling. “But I haven’t made up my mind about it yet.”

He went quiet. I looked up at him. “You like her don’t you?”

“I mean…” He ran a hand through his hair, clearly thrown. “She’s attractive. But that doesn’t mean⁠—”

“You want to sleep with her. It’s been all over your face all night.”

He didn’t say anything right away. And that silence told me more than any words could.

“Wow,” I muttered, starting to walk off, but he caught my hand.

“Elena, wait. That’s not fair. You want to know what your face looked like all night? Curious. So don’t pretend this is all on me.”

I turned back.

“She’s been pushing buttons all night,” he continued. “I didn’t go looking for this. And I’m not going up there unless you want me to. But don’t lie to me and say you haven’t been considering something more with her.”

I narrowed my eyes. “You’re saying you’d sleep with another woman if I gave you permission?”

“I’m saying I’m not going to do anything unless we’re both okay with it. Otherwise, Marin will just be a crazy memory.”

I looked down at the key card still clutched in my fingers. I could’ve thrown it away. Could’ve handed it back. Instead, I slipped it into my clutch without even meaning to.

He saw, but he didn’t comment.

We stood there in silence for a minute, the sounds of the party washing over us. Underneath it all, the quiet pulse of something dark and reckless grew between us. Something I didn’t know how to define.

I took a slow breath. “I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“You don’t have to know,” James said gently. “We don’t have to do anything.”

But we both knew that wasn’t true. Not entirely. Not now.

Because I still hadn’t let go of that key.
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Back in our hotel suite, I kicked off my heels with a sigh that came out heavier than I meant it to. My feet ached, and the backs of my thighs were sticky from the lining of the dress clinging to my skin. James tossed his suit jacket over the armchair and loosened his collar, then looked over at me like he was waiting for a signal.

I set my clutch down slowly. The keycard was still in there, tucked beside my phone like it didn’t mean anything. Like it wasn’t silently pulsing with possibility.

James sat on the edge of the bed. “You’ve been quiet.”

“I’m trying to think.”

“About her?”

I didn’t answer right away. Instead, I walked to the long mirror against the closet door and studied myself. Makeup slightly smudged. Hair starting to fall from the pins. Dress creased at the waist. I looked like a woman who’d been wrestling with her thoughts all night.

“What am I doing?” I asked, watching his reflection behind me.

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “Do you want to go?”

I turned. “Do you?”

His mouth parted, but no words came out at first. Then he stood and walked toward me slowly. “I want whatever you want. I swear.”

“That’s a cop-out.”

“No, it’s not. If you say no, it’s over. I don’t go. Period. If you say maybe... then we talk about what that means.”

I turned back toward the mirror, needing a moment where I wasn’t looking at him directly. My chest felt tight in the bodice, like my breath didn’t know where to go.

“I keep wondering what it’ll be like,” I said. “Seeing you with her.”

He came up behind me, hands sliding lightly onto my hips. “Do you want to find out?”

I exhaled shakily. “Maybe I want to know how it would feel. Watching.”

His hands moved down, thumbs stroking over the sides of my dress. I could see his face over my shoulder now, reflected in the mirror. Focused. Careful.

“She said I was curious,” I whispered. “I think she’s right.”

James stood behind me, his hands resting lightly on my hips. I could see us in the mirror—me still half-dressed, him looking like he didn’t know whether to touch me or give me space.

I met his eyes in the reflection. “Show me what you’d do to her.”

His brow creased. “What?”

“If I wasn’t there. If she pulled you into her room tonight. What would you do?”

He searched my expression for a long second. Then he moved.

His fingers found the zipper at the back of my dress and slid it down without a word. The fabric loosened. I let it fall.

I stood there in the mirror, in the pink lace I’d picked out for him—never thinking it would turn into all this. I saw the way my chest rose and fell a little too fast. The flush creeping up my neck. I couldn’t tell if it was embarrassment or anticipation.

James stepped closer. “I'd start like this,” he said, brushing my hair off my shoulder and pressing a soft kiss to the back of my neck.

“Keep going,” I said.

He reached behind me and unhooked my bra. The straps slipped down my arms, and I let it fall too. His hands skimmed my waist as he crouched to slide my panties down, slow and deliberate. When I stepped out of them, I didn’t feel bashful. I felt exposed, but somehow… powerful.

He stood again and looked at me in the mirror. His voice was low. “I’d want to touch her. Just like this.”

He slid his hand between my thighs and found how wet I already was. I flinched, not from discomfort but surprise.

“I didn’t expect you to be this into it,” he said, almost more to himself.

“I didn’t either.”

His fingers teased me, soft strokes that made my breath hitch. I gripped the edge of the closet door for balance, trying not to look away from the image in front of me. My own parted lips. The curve of my waist. The way his body hovered behind mine, completely focused on me.

He eased two fingers into me and I gasped.

“Still want me to show you?” he asked.

I nodded.

He moved inside me, slow at first, then deeper, dragging that sweet ache out until my knees trembled. My hips started to roll into him, chasing the pressure.

“Would you kiss her like this?” I asked, voice barely audible.

He leaned in and kissed the back of my neck again, slower this time. “I don’t know. Maybe. But it wouldn’t feel like this.”

I opened my eyes again. My face was flushed. My chest rising in short, shaky breaths. My mouth parted. I looked wrecked. I looked alive.

I didn’t say anything for a while. Neither did he. We just stood there, him holding me from behind, both of us staring at the reflection like we didn’t quite recognize the people we were becoming.

Finally, I spoke.

“I want to go.”

He didn’t ask where. He already knew.

“Are you sure?”

I wasn’t. But I nodded anyway. “I want to see what happens.”
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The walk down the hallway felt longer than it should’ve. I kept waiting for my legs to stop feeling shaky, for my breath to even out. But it didn’t happen.

When we reached the door, I hesitated.

The keycard was still in my clutch. I didn’t knock. I didn’t hand it to James. I slid it through the slot and waited until the green light flicked on.

Marin opened it before I could even reach for the handle. Like she’d been standing on the other side, waiting.

Her hair was down now, loose waves falling around her bare shoulders. She wore a silky robe—champagne-colored, short, tied low on her waist. One thigh peeked through the slit with every step as she turned and walked back into the room like we were guests who’d shown up exactly on time.

The lights were dim, just a few lamps casting golden pools over the suite. The bed was made, but barely. As if she’d laid on top of it recently, maybe picturing what was about to happen. Maybe touching herself to the idea.

The thought made my chest tighten.

James lingered behind me as I stepped in. I heard the soft click of the door closing, and then we were alone. Just the three of us.

“Still not sure what you’re walking into?” Marin asked, glancing over her shoulder with that same unreadable smile.

“I’m not here to make promises,” I said, quieter than I meant.

She nodded like that answer pleased her.

There were two drinks waiting on the low table near the window. Pale pink with slices of lime and what looked like rose petals floating on top. She gestured to them. “No alcohol. I don’t like false confidence.”

James stood beside me, hands in his pockets, waiting for my signal like we’d agreed. But I could feel the tension in him. The way his gaze flicked to Marin’s legs, to the dip of her robe, then back to me.

“I didn’t want to assume,” Marin said, walking toward the bed, “so I figured I’d let you set the tone.”

Her robe shifted as she moved, sliding a little lower on her chest. One shoulder slipped free, exposing a clean line of skin down to the top of her breast. She didn’t fix it.

“I’m not sure what I want,” I admitted.

Marin turned to face me. “That’s the most honest thing you’ve said.”

She came closer—slow, unthreatening. Her eyes stayed on mine, even as her hands found the sash of her robe.

“I don’t pounce, Elena,” she said softly. “I create space. You decide how to fill it.”

She untied the knot and let the robe fall open just enough to reveal the start of her cleavage, the curve of one hip, the dark lace of her underwear beneath. Not fully undressed. Just enough to remind me she could be.

The air in the room felt heavier now.

James stood behind me. I could feel his presence like a current against my back, the shift in his breath when Marin exposed more of herself.

She looked at me, not him.

“Do I have your permission to touch him?”

The question landed like a stone in water. No ripples. Just depth.

My mouth went dry.

I turned toward James, who still hadn’t moved. His eyes were on me, not her. He was waiting.

And I realized in that moment how easy it would be to say no. To walk out. To pretend none of this happened. But something had changed in me—something I couldn’t undo.

I swallowed hard.

“Yes,” I said, almost in a whisper. “You do.”

She smiled. “Then take a seat and enjoy the show.”

I sat where Marin told me to sit.

The chair was positioned straight across from the bed, close enough that I could see everything without craning my neck. Close enough that there was no pretending I was just an observer by accident. My knees were together, my hands gripping the wooden arms like I needed them to anchor me in place.

James stood at the foot of the bed, still fully dressed, shoulders tight. His eyes flicked to me immediately, checking. Waiting.

Marin didn’t rush him.

She moved slowly. Her robe hung loose on her shoulders as she stepped in front of him, lifting her hands to his chest. Her palms rested there, fingers spread, feeling his breathing through the fabric.

“You’re allowed to relax,” she said quietly.

James swallowed. His eyes came back to me.

I nodded once. That was all it took.

Marin started with his jacket, sliding it off his shoulders and letting it fall behind him. Then his shirt. She unbuttoned it one button at a time, her knuckles brushing his skin as the fabric parted. I watched his chest appear inch by inch, the faint dusting of hair, the way his stomach tightened when her fingers grazed lower.

She leaned in and kissed him just under the jaw, then stepped back and glanced at me.

“Still breathing over there?” she asked lightly.

I forced a small smile. “Barely.”

She smirked, then dropped her hands to his belt.

James sucked in a breath as she unbuckled it, the sound loud in the quiet room. When she lowered his pants, I saw the outline of him through his briefs, already thick, already straining. My stomach twisted hard, heat pooling low between my thighs.

I tightened my grip on the chair.

Marin knelt in front of him without ceremony. No flourish. Just confidence. She rested her hands on his thighs, spreading them slightly, and looked up at him.

“Don’t hold back,” she said. “She likes watching you like this.”

His breath hitched.

My pulse spiked. “I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t have to,” Marin replied, eyes still on him. Then she looked at me. “He’s so hard for me. But it’s still your call.”

The room felt too small suddenly.

James’s hands hovered at his sides, unsure where to go.

“You can…” I said, my voice barely there. “You can keep going. If you want.”

Marin held my gaze for a beat, reading my face, then nodded once.

“Good.”

She pulled his briefs down just enough to free him, and my breath caught hard in my throat. Seeing him fully exposed like that—seeing how hard he was for her—sent a sharp, unwelcome thrill through me.

She wrapped her hand around him first, slow strokes from base to tip. His hips jerked forward instinctively, and she clicked her tongue.

“Easy,” she murmured. “Let me set the rhythm.”

She leaned in and took him into her mouth.

I couldn’t look away.

The sight of her lips stretched around him, the way her cheeks hollowed slightly, the soft sounds she made as she worked him—it hit me right in the gut. My thighs pressed together without me meaning to, the fabric of my panties already damp and uncomfortable.

James groaned softly.

His eyes snapped to me again.

Marin pulled back just long enough to speak. “You can touch me,” she told him. “Use your hands.”

She guided his hands up onto her shoulders, then lower, pressing them against her breasts through the robe. He squeezed instinctively, fingers flexing.

I watched his hands move over her body, watched her arch into the touch.

She looked at me as she untied the robe and let it slip off her shoulders. It slid down her arms and pooled on the floor, leaving her naked in front of us. She stepped out of it slowly, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushed them down her legs.

She didn’t rush that either.

When she knelt again, fully naked now, I felt something snap tight in my chest.

She took him back into her mouth, deeper this time, one hand bracing his hip, the other stroking what she couldn’t fit. James’s breathing went ragged. His head tipped back, then forward again as he looked at me, like he needed me to see this.

I needed him to see that I was still here.

I didn’t move from the chair. But my hand slipped between my thighs, fingers pressing lightly through the fabric, grounding myself.

Marin worked him steadily, confidently, the sounds wet and unmistakable in the quiet room. She stopped before he could finish, licking her lips as if to say, not yet.

“Tell me if you want more,” she said softly.

James stood there, flushed and hard, his chest rising and falling like he was holding back the edge of something sharp. My thighs were sticky with arousal. My pulse pounded between my legs. And the worst part—the part I couldn’t keep denying—was that I didn’t want to be on the outside of this anymore.

I stood. Marin rose to her feet and took my hand. She guided me to the edge of the bed and helped me sit, then turned to James.

“Kiss her,” she said softly.

He didn’t hesitate.

He dropped to his knees in front of me, hands on my thighs, and leaned in. His mouth found mine with more tenderness than I expected—like he knew I needed it. His tongue teased mine slowly, his fingers tightening just slightly on my skin.

It grounded me. Reminded me this was us, even if she was here too.

Marin knelt behind me on the bed, her hands resting lightly on my shoulders. “You’re still beautiful,” she whispered, “even when you’re scared.”

I turned my face slightly, and she kissed my cheek. Then my jaw. Then lower.

Her hands slid down my arms, and I felt her fingertips on the zipper at the back of my dress.

She slowly pulled it down, and the dress loosened around me. James helped slide it off my hips, leaving me in my bra and panties.

She reached around and unhooked my bra, her hands steady. The straps fell forward, and I felt the cool air hit my breasts. My nipples were already stiff. James stared openly, reverently, his hands sliding up to cup them.

Marin pressed a kiss between my shoulder blades. I felt myself flush all over.

James kissed my mouth again, then my neck, while Marin’s hands moved to my panties. She pulled them down slowly, pressing kisses down my spine as the fabric slid over my thighs. When she reached my ankles, she helped me lift one foot, then the other, leaving me completely bare on the bed between them.

I lay back on the pillows, unsure what to do with my hands, my breath shallow. James laid beside me, stroking my hair and kissing the side of my face. Marin moved between my legs and settled on her knees, spreading me gently with her hands.

She looked up at me from between my thighs. “I’m going to taste you now.”

I swallowed hard and nodded.

Her mouth was warm and slow—her tongue soft at first, teasing my folds, then pressing more firmly as she circled my clit. I gasped, one hand grabbing James’s arm instinctively. He leaned in and kissed my shoulder, whispering, “You look so fucking hot right now.”

Marin moaned softly as she worked me, her hands firm on my thighs. “She’s so wet,” she said to James, her voice muffled against my skin.

My hips bucked without meaning to. It felt so different from when James did it—so focused. So tender.

Her tongue moved in lazy, confident strokes, and I felt the pleasure coil fast and sharp. My legs trembled. My lips parted on a loud, helpless moan I didn’t even try to swallow.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, clutching the sheets.

James was right there, stroking my hair, murmuring praise I barely registered. All I could feel was Marin’s mouth on me, licking and sucking and teasing until I was writhing against her face.

When she pulled back, I was panting, trembling, covered in sweat. She crawled up the bed and kissed me deeply, letting me taste myself on her tongue. I didn’t resist.

She moved to straddle James next.

He lay back as she guided him onto the bed. She climbed on top of him, lowering herself slowly onto his cock with a quiet, shuddering sigh.

I sat up, still breathing hard, and watched her start to ride him—slow, sensual, rocking her hips in a rhythm that made my body ache all over again. Her breasts bounced softly with each thrust, her hands on his chest. She threw her head back, moaning his name, eyes fluttering shut.

Then she looked at me.

Her gaze locked on mine as she fucked him, and something in me unraveled.

I slid my hand down between my legs and touched myself, unprompted. No one told me to. No one asked me to. I just needed it.

Watching her ride him was unbearable and beautiful all at once. The sounds they made together—her breathy moans, his rough groans—filled the room until there was no space left to think.

Her eyes stayed on me, steady and unblinking, even while she fucked my husband.

When she came, her body shuddered and she gasped my name once. She didn’t stop moving. She rolled her hips harder, pressing down on him, drawing it out.

James’s breath hitched. His grip tightened. Then his hips jerked up into her with a broken sound in his throat, his whole body tensing beneath her before he went still.

I felt it in my own body when it happened. The finality of it. The heat of it.

After, she leaned forward and kissed me deeply, her mouth warm and unhurried, while James lay beneath us both, chest still rising fast.

Our hands tangled together over James’s chest, his heart still pounding beneath our fingers.

All three of us breathless. Sweaty. Tangled.
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I woke up alone in a bed that wasn’t mine.

The sheets were unfamiliar, and the faint scent of Marin’s perfume still clung to the pillow beside me. Her side of the bed was empty. So was James’s.

For a moment, I thought maybe I’d imagined it all. But my body told a different story. My thighs still ached. My lips were chapped from kissing. And my stomach had that hollow, unsettled feeling I always got after something I couldn’t undo.

I sat up slowly. The room was quiet. My dress from the wedding was draped neatly over the arm of the chair. My bra and panties were folded on the corner of the bed. Someone—James, probably—had placed my heels by the door.

I pulled on the robe and padded to the mirror.

My makeup was mostly gone. My hair was a mess. But my face looked… softer. Tired, maybe. But not regretful.

James emerged a few minutes later, already dressed in jeans and a black tee. His hair was damp. He paused when he saw me, his expression careful.

“Morning,” he said.

“Hey.”

He rubbed the back of his neck. “How do you feel?”

I swallowed. “Weird.”

He nodded. “Yeah. Me too.”

“But not bad,” I added. “Just… weird.”

His mouth twitched like he wanted to smile but didn’t know if he was allowed. “You hungry?”

“Yeah,” I said, surprising myself. “Actually, I am.”

We took the elevator down in silence. I couldn’t tell if everyone else in the hallway somehow knew—if the front desk staff looked at us differently, if anyone passing us in the lobby could see the way my skin still felt too warm beneath the robe.

The breakfast lounge was quiet. Low music played in the background. Linen-covered tables. Crystal pitchers of water with lemon slices. Everything elegant and crisp.

And Marin.

She was already seated near the windows, eating a bowl of fruit and sipping from a white mug. She looked radiant in that annoying way some women did in the morning. Clean face, hair in soft waves, a silky blouse and slim pants that made her look expensive without trying.

She spotted us and lifted her cup slightly. No wave. No smirk. Just acknowledgment.

James and I sat a few tables over. We didn’t speak at first. He poured water into a glass for me, then took a sip from his own like it was giving him something to do.

I kept my eyes mostly on the plate. Toast, melon, a little scrambled egg. I wasn’t sure what to say.

Marin stood and crossed the room like she had every right to join us.

“May I?” she asked.

I nodded.

She sat beside me, not across. Too close for a stranger. Not close enough for a lover.

“I just wanted to say thank you,” she said simply. “For trusting me. I had fun. I hope you did too.”

I stared down at my plate. “I did.”

She smiled softly. “Good.”

James didn’t speak. His hand brushed my knee under the table, a quiet reassurance. Not possessive. Just present.

Marin reached for her bag. “I’ve got a noon checkout, so I should get moving. But I wanted to say it in person. You were both—” She paused. “Wonderful.”

As she stood, she leaned down beside me, her lips close to my ear. “You’re allowed to want more,” she whispered.

Then she straightened, smiled once at James, and walked out of the lounge like nothing had changed.

But something had.

James and I finished our meal quietly with an occasional glance between us that said everything we weren’t ready to voice.

On the drive home, the silence stretched longer.

Outside the window, the world looked the same. Highway signs. Rolling hills. Gas stations and fast food and families pulling off for bathroom breaks. But inside the car, I wasn’t the same woman who’d driven to that wedding yesterday.

“You okay?” James asked quietly, one hand on the wheel, the other resting near mine.

I nodded, lips curving slightly. “Just thinking.”

“About last night?”

“About what happens if we do it again,” I said.

His eyes flicked toward me, surprised—but interested.

I shrugged, still looking out the window. “I’m not saying we will.”

“You think we’ll ever see her again?” he asked.

I paused. “Maybe. But it’s not really about her, is it?”

He smiled. “Nope.” Then he brought my knuckles to his lips to give them a kiss. “It’s about us. You and me. Always.”

Happiness swirled through me. Something happened when I shared my husband. Something set me free. I felt closer to him than ever. Our marriage never felt stronger.
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