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“This,” I said to Landon, “is not what you described to my husband.” I dropped my carry-on from my shoulder and gasped when I pressed the button that automatically opened the curtains. The entire far wall was window, side to side and floor to ceiling. On the balcony was a hot-tub. Beyond that was the golden-glowing California desert and the  hazy blue hills of the horizon.
I nudged my knee into the bathroom door. It was like a spa in there, complete with a massive walk-in shower, steam-room, and jacuzzi tub.
“I didn’t want to make Eric too jealous,” Landon shrugged and snorted. “Anyway, it’s just a hotel room.”
I dropped my head back and laughed at the ceiling. “This is not just a hotel room!” I said and I raised my eyebrows at him, raised my arms over my head, and dropped my body backward onto my back over the bed. “This is a dream!”
I shut my eyes, and with my hands clasped at the end of my arms stretched out high over my head, I rolled and rolled across the bed.
“Big bed!” I groaned like a woman getting it and I made myself titter. I was wearing an off-one-shoulder tight cream wrap top and copper-green high-slitted culottes. I covered my mouth with my hand like a girl embarrassed, but I wasn’t really.
I knew Landon was, though. He was always nervous around me. I was so used to being the quiet one that when Eric had Landon over, he being even more cautious and circumspect than me, it made me — maybe allowed me? — to loosen up and become more expressive, I noticed.
Also, he was so worried about being caught looking at a woman’s body that it brought out of me something like the exhibitionist, if that seems  possible. I secretly liked putting things on when he was over just to catch him staring and glancing away. It made me laugh inside, his nervous glancing.
It was harmless fun. I didn’t even tell my husband about doing that to his friend.
“One bed,” Landon deadpanned, still standing just inside the door to the luxury suite. It was a company retreat he was sent on. This time, he’d be eating at the CEO’s table. It was a big deal for his career, but it came with a stumbling block: the CEO, it was widely known, didn’t trust single men. If you weren’t married, you weren’t moving up into the top tiers of the company, period.
“Why aren’t you married, Landon?” I said to him back home when my husband and I went out with him for a lunch in the market district one Saturday. I put my elbow on the table, dropped my wrist over, and lowered my chin onto the back of my hand. I stuck my face out half way across the tiny table toward his face. I smiled up one side of my face. I knew what I looked like. I always loved putting on extra-special make-up when Landon was coming over, just to tease him and make him stammer and blush and keep trying to look away.
“Too busy for that,” he said, and he tried hard to look away this time too, and out at the street, even though his eyes tugged at their corners.
It made me snicker.
“So take Tessa with you down to Cali!” my husband suddenly said, slapping his thighs with his hands as though that was that.
“What?” I screwed my face up and twisted my head toward Eric.
“He needs a wife. You could use a holiday weekend. It’s in the desert, right?” He nodded at me and frowned as though communicating something secret to me. “You love the desert, remember saying that?”
“I do,” I said, squinting back at him and dragging the word out. I didn’t recall ever sharing such a preference, but maybe I did, who knows?
“Tessa is not going to be my wife,” Eric said, rolling his eyes and smirking up one side of his face. He blushed too, we both saw it.
It was his blush that twinged me inside. I knew in that very moment that we had to follow through on my husband’s cockamamie idea
“What is it, two days?” I said.
He lifted his eyes to mine. He was thinking about the idea too, despite his best efforts to get it out of his mind. “Two nights,” he said. “Fly down Friday in time for big dinner number one, come back Sunday morning after the final big breakfast.”
“That’s perfect,” I said to him, wavering my face and half-shutting my eyes. I turned to my husband and pinched my tongue in my teeth and pulled a wide smile. “What do you think? Can I be his wife for a weekend?”
“I think you’re going to have to do that,” Eric said, and he nodded, biting his bottom lip and raising his eyebrows. “You heard the man, he needs to show the boss he has a wife, or . . . . “ my husband shrugged and snapped his fingers. “Game over.”
“They’re not going to give me two hotel rooms,” Landon said in a wincing voice looking down at the table with his eyes bulging out.
“So?” I snorted at him with a grin. “I think we’ll manage.”
“Yeah, book a room with two beds,” my husband said.
That was the plan, but that’s not what they gave him. “Oh-oh,” I said, making a display of searching around the room looking for a second bed. “Are you sure?” I said, curling my lips between my teeth and drawing my shoulders up around my ears.
“Pretty sure I can call the desk and get the correct reservation,” he said.
“Too bad,” I moaned and I went out onto the balcony. Like I said, I loved teasing him like that. He got so flustered!
He came out a few minutes later and leaned over the smoked glass railing a safe few feet away from me. “So,” he said, squinting at the blazing orange sky in front of us, “the place is entirely booked out, naturally.”
“No chance to switch rooms?” I said.
“They said they’d call up if one becomes available for the second night. Apologies, very sorry, all that.”
“Aww,” I said. “Guess we’ll have to make do, then,” I said with feigned resignation. I tittered too. He made me get like that — with him more stiff and introverted, it was like that end of things was covered, and I became free to loosen up and try on a little extroversion. It was different for me. It was new.
“They did say they’d send up two bottles of champagne in a bucket stand,” he said. “And a free pass to the spa on the roof,” he shrugged.
I ducked my chin down to my chest and inhaled a long, wondrous gasp. I turned to him and grabbed his wrists in my hands and squeezed him, making him turn to me. “Oh! My! God!” I said, and I squealed at him with my jaw dropping wide open. I threw my arms around his neck and stepped up against him on my toes.
I meant to kiss his cheek, but I caught his lips instead.  I should have stopped. I should have jumped back. It was a mistake. Of course it was wrong. But like I said, he always made me feel like coming out of my shell, like I could be more adventuresome around him, if someone else was going to be the cautious one for a change.
Also, I never knew it because he was always in dress shirts and jackets, but my god, the man was built. He was hard. He was, as they say, robust.
We stopped kissing, but I didn’t let go of his neck, and we only parted a few millimetres with our lips, before he came back at me with another, much more serious, and completely intentional kiss. I scrunched my fingers into the hair on the back of his head.
Finally we came apart but we continued to hold each other. He had wrapped his hands around my waist and then moved them down my back, just above my ass.
“I guess if we’re supposed to look like a husband and a wife this weekend,” I said up to him — I didn’t realize he was so much taller — a little practice might be good.” I bit my lip. It was my turn to glance away from his eyes. Feeling his shoulders and biceps wasn’t doing me any good. “Just so we don’t look all stiff with each other,” I said, and I widened my eyes at the floor beside us.
“Too late for that,” he said, glancing down at his own pelvis.
He made me double over and titter so much I had to cover my mouth. And then I swept the back of my hand forward against the front of his pants. I merely brushed against him, but he made me curious, didn’t he. I dropped my mouth open in a faux gasp and I dropped my head back and stuck my tongue out my wide-open mouth.
“You got the happy wife thing down pretty good, I’d say,” I said, and I pinched my tongue between my teeth and grinned. I spun around and went back inside the suite. I had to. I was feeling things, wasn’t I, and I was missing the guard rails of my own circumspection. I was out of town, far from home, locked in a top-end luxury suite with a hard man, in more ways than one. I might have been married for four years, and with no equivocation, I can state with certainty that my husband and I were happily married.
But, I was a human. I was a woman. And though I never even cheated on taxes, I knew at least in my imagination and in my books the thrill of getting away with something. It was my husband’s idea to pretend to be Landon’s wife. It was his idea that we share a hotel suite for a weekend. He knew I got a little unguarded, a little squirrelly, around his friend. Was it really so bad to enjoy a little kiss with him? To enjoy a little fantasizing, a little teasing, a little flirting? A little champagne?
“Come on,” I said to him over my shoulder. He was still on the balcony standing there stunned looking, staring at me. He wasn’t looking away so much anymore. I could tell it was because he was feeling things too. That kiss — it broke through something between us. “Dinner is soon, we need to get ready.” I crossed the suite and popped open my suitcase on the stand. “And I have something special to wear for you,” I said. I couldn’t help tittering again. “Open a champagne for us.”
When I came out of the bathroom, Landon stood staring stunned — again. Good, that was the correct reaction!
“What?” I said, but my voice was on the edge of laughing. I knew what it was — I was wearing a new red-floral, flared “ditzy” dress, very short up my thighs, with a nearly completely bare back and low, straight-cut gathered front. The tiniest straps held it all up over my shoulders. I also put on my new white strappy sandles. “Not wifey enough for you?” I said, and I twirled around on my toes and giggled and sipped from my flute.
“A little too wifey,” he said.
I stepped up to him and wrapped my hand in his hand and pulled him against me, hip to hip. “Are you going to be able to handle it?” I said in a soft, cooing voice. I pushed our hands over the front of his pants and stuck my thumb out to drag it over his obvious bulge, and I giggled. “Or do you need to go in there,” I said, gesturing with my head to the bathroom, “for a few minutes?”
When he looked at me with bulging eyes and horrified grimace, I doubled over laughing and I pulled him behind me and out the door. “We’re going to have to do something to loosen you up!” I cried out loud in the hallway, and I slapped his tummy. Yes, it was hard, too. Yum, as they say.
Another couple surprised us, already waiting in the dark by the elevator doors. I pulled my man tightly against me. “Can’t wait to get my shoulder rub in the hot-tup later tonight,” I said to him loud enough for the other couple to hear me, and I tittered and raised myself on my toes to kiss him again, right in front of them, long and languidly on his lips.
“Forgot my bathing suit!” I said to the other wife there. “Oops!” I said in a high voice and I shot my eyes innocently up to the corner of the ceiling.
She laughed and pulled closer to her husband. “I’m sure you’ll manage, you two,” she said. “You’re a very cute couple!”
I turned to Landon. “Hear that honey? We’ll just have to make do, won’t we?” I said, and I chuckled and then buried my tongue in his mouth.
God, it was fun to tease him. But he was slowly warming up to the idea, I could tell. He started touching me more, with his hand around my back, or reaching for my hand instead of me capturing his all the time. At the dinner table, when I dropped my hand on his lap and then drew it up to nearly cover his crotch with it, he didn’t push me away. In fact, when he turned to me to say something, I dropped his hand over my thigh, too. It was bare below the edge of my skirt, which was high. He left it there, as well.
“Um, about that shoulder rub,” I said to him on the elevator back up after dinner.
“Race you to the hot-tub!” he said with a wide grin. The boy was definitely coming along.
“Yeah, about that,” I said, and I looked down and away, exaggerating my shyness. I looked back up at him and bit my lip. “I really did forget my bathing suit — well,” I rolled my head back. “I didn’t forget, you didn’t tell me there was a hot-tub on the balcony!”
“I might have left that part out,” he said, now taking his turn rolling his shoulders and biting his lip.
“Well,” I said, “the surface of those things get pretty foamy, don’t they?”
“I think so,” he frowned thoughtfully.
“And if you look away when I’m getting in . . . ” I said, trailing off.
I could see when I stepped up to the top of the edge of the hot-tub that he was also naked below the surface. I didn’t recall him saying anything about forgetting his bathing suit.
“Are your eyes closed?” I said.
He was covering them with his hands. “Completely,” he said.
“Are you sure?” I said. I put my hand on his bare shoulder to steady my balance as I stepped down into the hot bubbling water. It wasn’t quite as foamy and opaque as I thought it was going to be. “Wait a sec,” I said, and I looked around for a light switch.
He thumbed a remote by his elbow and the lights went out. All that remained on was a string of tiny point lights. The water showed nothing underneath.
“Nice,” I said, and I came down onto the ledge beside him.
I had gotten so used to resting my hand on his thigh at the dining table, that I automatically put it back there, even though we were both stark naked in the pool together, alone. I left it there to avoid drawing attention to the fact.
He put his hand on my thigh and left it there, too. “Look at that,” he said, leaning his head against mine to give me his line of sight. His hand squeezed my thigh. It was too far up, I thought. But I let him leave it there. I was loosening up too, I guess.
We gazed at the glowing light in the middle of the desert. It was some city light bouncing off clouds and lighting up the ground. I leaned my head back into his shoulder and he pulled his arm up and draped it around my shoulders. I nuzzled my body against his side and reached up to tug his hand with my hand. It came under the water and naturally fell around my breast, cupping it.
I didn’t mean to put his hand on my bare breast, and I’m pretty sure he didn’t mean to wrap his hand around it. But there it was. I didn’t push him away and he didn’t pull it away, either.
I twisted around and up to check on his face, to see if he knew where his hand had fallen. His face was closer to me than I thought. I ended up accidentally brushing his lips with my lips. It being so dark on the balcony didn’t help things. Nor did the feeling of his powerful chest and tight, hard obliges against my body help at all.
I leaned my head back. I meant to get distance enough to say something about what we were doing, but he dropped his head down over mine and kissed me. He surprised me. It was his initiative that time. I was caught off guard and fell up and into he kiss before I realized what I was doing.
My hand slipped further up the inside of his thigh when I twisted further around to face him. His hand moved up the inside of my thigh, too. He was touching me in places that were going to make me groan. I pushed up from the bench and pulled my hand away, but I floated without support and ended up overtop of his body. I dropped my head back and laughed up to the sky. Everything I was doing was pulling us closer together. I draped my hands around the back of his neck to hold myself down, to steady myself in the burbling water. My knees slowly sank down onto the tops of his thighs, and to avoid the intimate touch of it, I had to spread my legs. I ended up straddling his lap, kneeling on the bench to either side of his hips.
It was no use. I sat down on his thighs. The feel of our skin-on-skin contact under the water, my ass on his legs, made me suck breath through my clenched teeth. I dropped my head down between my shoulders. I meant only to tell him it might be wrong, but we didn’t talk, we only kissed again. Only this time, it was serious kissing, like making out, necking, getting it on, kissing.
His hands wrapped around my waist and drew up over my bare back. He made me shiver in the hot water. I pulled my body tighter to his with my hands pulling up into the hair on the back of his head. He slumped down just when I came up attempting to put some distance between us. It only caused my breasts to come above the surface of the water — the same water that he was down to his chin in.
I squirmed and gasped but I didn’t stop him, I didn’t pull away. He kissed and licked and sucked on my breasts. He lightly bit my nipples. He couldn’t have known that that was something that got me more excited than other women. I arched my back deeply and dropped my mouth open to the sky above. I reached to my own chest to cover my breast from his mouth, but I didn’t accomplish that. I only cupped the underside of my breast and fed more of it to his mouth.
I felt his penis touch my stomach. I didn’t have to look or feel for him. I knew he was hard. I knew I needed to stop him doing what he was doing to my breasts, but in some ways, it felt like it was already too late. I knew my body enough to know when I controlled it, and when it controlled me. I reached down to wrap my hand around his cock not to stroke it or make matters worse, but to cover it with my hand, to push it away from that part of my body that was going to start seeking it. I did it to stop things, not to make them worse.
Landon touched me between my legs, moving his hand secretly up between my thighs below my groin. I was kneeling up higher on him, off his lap. I was trying in every way to get away from him. But it made me shudder when his middle fingertip touched the enflamed lips of my poor little pussy. I squeezed his cock hard and shook it. I wasn’t able to use my voice. I wanted to tell him we had to stop. But he wasn’t getting my message.
Finally I yanked my chest away from his face and pushed my floating body back from his until I sat on his shins. He had slumped so far down, he was able to stretch his legs across the pool and hook his heels on the opposite ledge. I straddled him half way. He kept tickling my pussy, keeping me on edge. I kept gripping and stroking his cock, making sure to keep him on edge, too. I didn’t want to give him any advantage. I was already in a very vulnerable position.
“Do you think we’re cheating, right now?” I said to him right up front. I tilted my head sideways and curled my lips between my teeth. I didn’t want to giggle, I wanted to have a serious conversation. But he kept touching me down there, and giggling is what that usually made me do. It was what my body did to tell me I was getting dangerously close. Which was strange, because I got there a lot faster than I usually might.
“I forgot we weren’t supposed to,” Landon said. He didn’t stop touching me down there, though.
“I guess you got into the husband-wife act like you were supposed to,” I said.
“A little too easy with you, not gonna lie.”
I squeezed his cock and drew my thumb up and over the head. I dropped my face and turned away trying to hide the grin that he gave me.
“It feels like a mission, though,” I said to him, straightening up and trying to get serious again. I slid on his legs closer to him and I chuckled because it was a bit obvious that I didn’t want him to stop touching me. “I mean, it was always a little bit more than just pretending to be your wife.”
He surprised me. He reached up with his free hand and wrapped it around the back of my neck under my hair, and he pulled me to him. Not forcefully, but not without insistence, either. Not that I was very resistant at the moment.
He kissed me and I wriggled up on his legs closer to him yet. “What do you mean?” he said in such a private, intimate voice, I gulped and wrapped my other hand around his cock, joining my first hand. Yes it was big enough for both hands . . . .
“You never did tell me why you never got married,” I said.
He snorted and looked aside. “It’s embarrassing,” he said with a chuckle.
I didn’t let him off the hook, though. I pulled up closer to him, so close I was stroking his cock against my stomach. I nuzzled my face into the side of his face, and when he turned to me, I kissed him deeply.
“Just tell me,” I said. “I want to know.”
He kept infuriating me between my legs, touching me so lightly and so slowly. Perfectly, in other words. He was keeping me on edge.
“I get all tongue-tied around girls I like,” he said.
“You don’t around me. Don’t you like me?” I said.
“That’s just it,” he said. “I like you a lot — like, too much, if you know what I mean.”
I giggled and pulled on his cock in my hands. “I think I know,” I said and I bit my lip and kissed him again.
“I don’t know if it’s because you’re married, so unavailable, or what, but I feel like I can relax around you, even though, yeah,” he chuckled and he thrusted his hips up to push his cock through the warm wet tunnel of my hands.
He surprised me with that move and I fell forward and draped my chin over his shoulder. I lifted my hips on my knees and pushed the underside of his hard cock dangerously close down there. Like I said, sometimes my body does things I don’t necessarily approve of.
“That’s what I was getting at,” I said. “It wasn’t just about pretending to be your wife,” I said, kissing and biting his neck. “It always felt like it was also supposed to give you practice being around a girl you like.”
“I mean why else would Eric send you away with me? He knew it was one hotel room, he knew it was out in the desert.”
“He knew I was going to pretend to be your wife,” I said, nuzzling his neck and licking him. I raised myself on my knees again. I touched the lips of my pussy to the head of his cock. I curled my lips between my teeth and puffed a breath of air out my nose. He kept touching and circling the top of my pussy. He knew where the button was. He was teasing me.
“How much pretending did he have in mind?” Landon said.
“I’m pretty sure he didn’t mean this,” I said, and I knelt straight up and bent backward, stretching my nude body in front of Landon. I drew the head of his cock through the cleft of my pussy lips. My thighs shook. My breath caught.
“Or this,” Landon said, and he thrusted his hips up again. Only this time, the whole head of his cock pushed inside the lips of my pussy.
I jerked up and off him and let his cock go. I wrapped my hands around the back of his neck. But I stayed kneeling high over his lap. “You’re not allowed to!” I said. “That is definitely cheating!”
I lowered my hips and touched my pussy lips to the yearning head of his cock under me again. “But you make a good point,” I said. “It was all his idea.” I lowered and raised myself on him. The head of his cock pushed into and pulled out of my lips. It was murder trying to keep myself from letting go and plunging down. “And it isn’t cheating if it’s just pretending, is it?” I said.
He found a spot just inside me that triggered my body and I fell over his shoulder and bit his ear. “You better not do that,” I said. The combination of the head of his cock poking my pussy and his finger going inside me was maddening. But he wouldn’t stop. I chomped on his shoulder but he kept winding me up. I shook all over. “Stop it,” I whispered harshly in his ear, but it was too late. Everything in my body seized and I shivered all over. And then I released so hard, I thought I peed!
I fell forward and laughed. I screamed and rolled myself off his body in a panic. I didn’t realize that when I let everything go, when I climaxed, I sank down on his cock and took him deeply into me. That would be cheating.
“Oh my god,” I said, and I hid my face in his arm sitting beside him.
“Did you just . . . ?” he said.
Normally it would be embarrassing for a man to ask a lady that, but it was Landon. I don’t know how many ladies he did that too — although, the man did not lack for technique. Maybe he was one of those naturals you hear about . . . .
“I did,” I said, and I snorted and chuckled. “And if you must know,” biting his skin, “it doesn’t calm me down. So unless you want to really get into trouble, I suggest we get out of here and around other people.”
“Or else what?” he said.
“I mean it,” I said, and I stepped up the steps and onto the balcony to dry off. I twisted around to hold my hand out for him to use for balance and he joined me, drying ourselves off. We didn’t seem to need to hide our naked bodies from each other anymore. We both forgot to, I guess. I pulled him by the hand behind me to take him back inside the suite. “Take me dancing,” I said, and I turned around, dropped my towel, and raised my nude body against his to hold my hands around his neck and kiss him.
I wore my best clubbing outfit: A crop-cut snug gold leatherette top with no sleeves and big armholes giving sneak side-boob peeks, and a zippered front with turned up collar, plus a matching skirt that was far too short for a wife to wear.
“Too much?” I said to Landon when I twirled around for him.
“Jesus Christ,” was all he could say. For once he didn’t feel like he had to look away when I caught him staring. I always did like it.
I threw my head back and laughed and pulled his hand in mine. “Come on,” I said. “Show me off!”
We might have hammed up the husband-wife act so much, we stopped looking like husband and wife, and maybe something else. Do husbands and wives make out on the middle of the dance floor? Do wives rub their groins on their husband’s leg when dancing? Do they touch and squeeze and breathe hard at their table?
I don’t know who started it, but we made a joke out of the question, “Is this cheating yet?” with everything we did. He’d push his hand up under the edge of my skirt under the table and fiddle with the front of my panties and say, “Is this cheating?”
I was no better. I pushed my hand down the front of his jeans and under his shorts to grip his bare — and enormous! — cock in my hand. “I don’t know. Is this?”
I don’t know who said it, but when the idea came up that we had done enough showing me off to everyone as his wife and that maybe it was time to “go home,” we nearly ran back to our hotel room.
The door didn’t close behind us before I dropped to my knees and tore at the belt and button of his pants. I looked up at him from the floor sweetly and innocently even as I took his cock in my hand, licked up the underside of it, and said to him, as coyly as I could, “Is this cheating do you think?” I closed my mouth around the head of his cock and pushed my lips to the base.
He leaned back against the wall in the hallway and combed his fingers into my hair  to pull it from my face and give himself a better view of me sucking his dick. I reached up and pushed his t-shirt up to splay my hand out over his abs. He tore it up and off his body and tossed it aside. I left a trail of shoes, skirt, and top, down the hall to the bathroom door. Inside the luxury bathroom, he picked me up by the waist, pinned me to the shower door. I wrapped my thighs around his waist and my arms around his neck.
I was in my sexiest white bikini panties and bra. I want to say that we were careful, that we were still trying to control things, that we were trying to stop. But I spent my life up to that moment always stopping myself, always being the one to show caution, always playing the role of the circumspect and the cautious one, always being the one to consider the consequences first.
And Landon, I was pretty sure, had up to that moment always played the role of second-up-to bat, of the back-seat, of the one who got rejected. Yes, he was a hard body and was irresistible, but I could tell — he built his body up to make up for his lack of confidence. I knew he was always the one who watched the other man take the girl he couldn’t talk to.
This night, though, he took her. And this night, I let it happen come what man. We were both striking out into new territory.
We might have been still pretending to be husband and wife (even if there was no one in the room to prove it to), but there was no pretending the effect we were having on each other. It was unstoppable even if we tried. But we weren’t trying, it’s true.
We kissed madly. When he let me down, I pulled his pants down. And then his shorts. He turned me around like a real man and unclasped my bra. I teased him a bit with it, but I let it fall down my arm to my fingers and I tossed it on the counter. I held his shoulder for balance when I lifted one foot and then the other, to help him take my panties off.
The stream room was ready and we went inside. This time, when I raised myself on my knees over his lap where he sat on the cushions, I didn’t pull away when my tickling and nuzzling and teasing made him thrust himself up. I sank down on him and pushed my pelvis into his pelvis. We kissed and I bobbed my body on his. His cock stuffed me. It was “satisfying” I would say.
Landon might have needed lessons on how to talk to girls, but he needed no pointers on how to fuck them once he got that far. He manhandled me. He took me against the wall with my feet spread, and he carried me on his waist and bounced me on his hips.
We showered off and laughed and chased each other around the suite until he caught me, threw me down on the bed, and went down on me between my legs. He made me arch my back and thrash my head side to side whipping my hair around. He made me cum, too, and this time, I wasn’t embarrassed with him.
I rode him reverse cowgirl style and then he pummelled me into the bed with my legs up his sides and my toes pointing to the ceiling. I came again — it just kept happening, and with less and less warning each time. I lost count.
I knew he was ready and I got onto my elbows and knees and teased him with my ass up in the air in front of where he knelt behind me. He didn’t need to be enticed very much though. He seized my hips in his hands and ploughed me. I laid my cheek on the bed and twisted my fingers in the sheets. If anyone doubted we were husband and wife, if they passed our door down the hallway and heard me scream and cry, they would have no doubts any longer.
Or maybe they would. We fucked like what we were: first time with each other. We hardly slept at all. I woke up first and tittered when I surprised him with a hard-on deep in my mouth already. But he got me back. I woke up later and found myself on the verge already, he was so sneaky with his mouth.
He had meetings and events all day, and I, of course, had the free spa visit we scored for getting the wrong room. We missed lunch — it was an accident, but we were getting ready up in the room, and then started kissing again and fondling, and soon we didn’t have any clothes on. He fucked me so much!
Our second night together was worse than the first, if that was possible. We turned down the replacement room they found for us, of course. We did everything, everywhere. And at three in the morning we snuck down to the all-night service, ate food, and went back up to fuck some more.
Flying home, we talked about it. And we decided, no secrets. We did what we did.
I told Eric everything when I got home. Well, not everything, but I hinted that there wasn’t much we didn’t do. I fretted about it all the way home. I mean, my husband’s friend and his wife fucked all weekend. That would usually be it for a marriage. But hiding it from him? Lying to him about it? That seemed worse. I decided — and Landon agreed — that we’d have to tell him eventually anyway, so we might as well tell him right away.
“I guess pretending to be together like that, it got into our heads,” I said. “We took it too far, and then we couldn’t stop it.”
I expected maybe the silent treatment at best. But I figured it was over between us no matter how he reacted. Not many men would accept something like that, even if he did send his wife and friend to a hotel out of town together and told them to pretend to be married.
“Was it good?” he suddenly said.
I looked up through the strands of my fallen hair unsure if I heard him correctly.
“Was it good?” I asked him, repeating his words.
“Did you have fun?” he said.
“Fun” was a loaded word with us. I told him all about how I felt like I never really had “fun” fun, that I was always too cautious, too careful, to to circumspect to really have fun. So when he used it with me like that, he had to have known that he was making reference to my life-long lament about never getting really “out there.”
If there was a time for burial honesty, I thought, this was it. I already told him what we did. Could it be worse telling him that I liked it, too? That I had fun?
“Yeah,” I finally said to him with a single nod. “It was fun. I had fun,” I said. I smirked up one side of my face. He knew, too: it was the first time I said a sentence like that, and meant it. I had fun. “Fucking rights,” I said to him, ducking my head and chuckling. I didn’t talk like that very often, either. “I had fun,” I repeated myself, nodding at him thoughtfully, pushing my hair back over my head. I stared right into his eyes when I said it, too. I wanted him to know. I made a choice, I did a thing, it wasn’t a mistake, and I had fun doing it. I knew there would be consequences, and for once in my life, I didn’t think about them.
We stared at each other stoically for several slow seconds. But he broke first. His lips far in the corners of his mouth curled up. I frowned, unsure what made him do that. But then he cleared his throat and covered his mouth with his hand. He crossed his knees and put his elbow on his knee, covering half his face.
I squinted at him. That was all it took. He burst out laughing. He doubled over laughing. He laughed so hard, I began to laugh too, though I didn’t know what at.
“What are we laughing at, Eric?” I said to him, trying to straighten us both up.
“I’m sorry,” he said, getting a grip on himself. “I tried to be mad for you, but Landon already told me — he phoned me when you were having breakfast.”
I remembered that — he went to the bathroom, he said. It was just before we were ready to go home.
“He told me everything. He was so scared! He thought I was going to kill him,” he said.
“But you’re not going to?” I said.
“What? No,” he said, shaking his head and screwing up half his face like it was the strangest suggestion anyone could make.
“Why not?” I finally asked him.
He looked at me for a few seconds longer before he dropped his head down. He took a few deep breaths before he raised it up again and looked sideways. “I have something to confess, is why,” he said.
I held his hands in mind and leaned closer.
He shut his eyes and swallowed hard. “I wanted it to happen,” he said. He kept his eyes shut. “I liked knowing it happened.”
“You liked it?”
He squinted hard and clenched his teeth. “I get off on the idea of it,” he barely squeezed out.
“On the idea of what, exactly?”
“Of you,” he said. “With other men.”
It was my turn to swallow. “Other men like Landon?” I said.
He nodded rapidly and silently.
“Knowing about it or watching it?” I said.
“Knowing,” he said.
I nodded and half-shut my eyes. “Do you want Landon and me to go away again, together?” I said shaking my head, trying hard to understand.
“And then tell me,” he said.
“Like everything?” I said.
He squinted his eyes tighter and nodded faster. “Every detail,” he said, barely able to breathe.
I pulled closer to him. “Do you want me to tell you every detail of what happened this past weekend?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” he said. He was breathing hard.
So I did. I didn’t even get to the accidental fucking in the hot-tub before he was pummelling me in our bed like newlyweds.
When Friday came around, I spent time in the bathroom getting ready.
Eric pushed the door open with his foot. I was in lacy midnight blue thongs and a half-cup bra. I was putting on makeup like I was getting ready for the club. On our bed I had laid out a short silver pencil skirt and tight black top.
“Going out?” he said.
“Bookclub,” I said. I looked at him with squinting eyes.
He grinned a second but pulled it back down. “When you think you might be back?”
I took my time drawing my red lipstick slowly all the way around my puckered lips, knowing he was watching. “I might have a few drinks with the girls,” I said to him through the mirror. “Maybe safer to sleep over and not risk driving home,” I said.
We met eyes through the mirror. I saw him grin again.
“Well, give me a shout before you go to bed, so we can say goodnight,” he said.
“I might be too busy,” I said. “I might forget to.”
“I’ll call then,” he said.
“I might have my phone off.”
“Then I’ll call the house, where are you going to be?”
“Oh,” I said, shaking my head and shrugging. “I don’t know her number.”
“Whose number?”
“The girl whose house it’s at.”
“Where’s the house?”
“My friend is going to let me know.”
“Which friend?”
“I have to get ready,” I said, and I swung the door closed on him.
I listened with my ear to the door. I could hear my husband groan. Hey, it’s what he liked. Who am I to judge? I was more than happy to accommodate a husband who got off on thinking — or knowing — his wife was cheating on him. There are stranger, wilder kinks . . . .
At the front door on the way out, we hugged and kissed. “You going to be okay tonight?” I said privately to him.
He just nodded. I could tell his heart was pounding.
“Your book,” he said, stopping me. He was holding up a book for me.
I tittered and waved goodbye to him. “I already know how it ends,” I said. 
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I tugged the zipper of my silver skirt down my thighs and folded it into my suitcase. It had been a week since that desert trip, and my body still hummed when I touched those clothes. Tonight wasn’t California. Tonight was a dim cocktail bar two streets from the waterfront, where Eric said Landon had promised to meet us.
Eric had shaved too close, his jawline still pink, and he wore the black button-down I only ever saw him pull out for work dinners. He brushed my hip with his hand while we walked, an idle stroke that meant he was already worked up.
“You’re overdressed for this place,” he said, leaning to murmur at my ear as we reached the door.
I flicked my eyes down at myself. Short black wrap dress, snug at the waist, slit high enough that every stride tugged it open. Beneath: a new set of pale-pink satin panties, thin as ribbon, and a matching bra with just enough push that I had to remind myself to keep my shoulders back. I smiled at him instead of answering.
Landon was already at a table near the back. He looked out of place, shoulders straining his jacket, glass of water in front of him instead of liquor. When he saw us, he stood too quickly, bumping the edge of the table.
“Hey,” he said, voice catching.
Eric slid in beside him, leaving the seat opposite for me. I sat slowly, legs angled to one side, the slit in my dress opening just enough to flash a length of thigh. Landon saw it and jerked his eyes back to the water glass, but not before I caught the flick.
Eric chuckled. “You two look like you’ve got secrets already.”
“We don’t,” Landon muttered.
I leaned my elbows onto the table, lowering my chin to my hands. “Not yet.”
The air at the table tightened. Eric pretended to study the cocktail menu, but I could see the smile he was fighting. He liked when I pushed Landon like that.
The server came. Eric ordered a bourbon, I asked for a gin fizz, and Landon shook his head, refusing anything but his water. When the server walked off, I let my knee slip sideways until it brushed Landon’s under the table. His leg tensed like a board.
“You still training every morning?” I asked him. My voice was casual, but I let my eyes rest on the buttons of his shirt.
“Yeah,” he said. He cleared his throat. “Still early gym before work.”
I turned to Eric. “See? That’s why he looks like that.”
Eric smirked. “Like what?”
“Like he can’t fit in his jacket,” I said, and I slid my palm across the table until it nearly covered Landon’s hand. He didn’t move.
Eric reached for his bourbon when it arrived. “So,” he said, “what do you two think, should we find somewhere quieter after this?”
I watched Landon’s throat work around a swallow. He shifted in his chair, fingers curling under the edge of the table.
“I don’t know,” he said. “Quieter might get us in trouble.”
I smiled and lifted my glass, tilting it toward his. “That’s the idea.”
Eric paid the bill without even glancing at the total. He was eager, I could tell. He slid out of the booth first, giving me his hand, and when I stood, my dress tugged high on my thighs again. Landon noticed. He tried not to, but he did.
Outside, the night was warm enough that I didn’t bother with my jacket. We crossed the street to a smaller lounge with tinted windows and a neon sign half-burnt out. Eric pulled the door open and waved us through, letting me step inside first. The hallway led to a row of curtained booths, the kind meant for couples who wanted privacy.
“This will do,” Eric said, guiding us toward the back.
I slid in against the velvet cushion, tugging my dress flat over my thighs. Landon hesitated at the edge of the booth until Eric waved him in. He sat beside me, his shoulder brushing mine, stiff as a board.
Eric leaned across the table. “Relax. You look like you’re about to bolt.”
“I’m fine,” Landon muttered. But his hands gripped his knees under the table.
I reached down and touched his wrist. His skin was hot, his pulse fast. I turned toward him, my knee pressing against his again. “You’re not fine. You’re wound tight.”
The server appeared with a tray of drinks we hadn’t ordered, house specials, two cocktails glowing in crystal glasses. She set them down and slipped away before Landon could protest.
Eric nudged one toward him. “Drink. Loosen up.”
Landon glanced between us, then finally lifted the glass. His throat flexed as he swallowed half of it in one go.
“Better,” I said. My voice dropped lower without me meaning to. I shifted so my bare thigh pressed against his, the slit in my dress opening more. His gaze dipped down, just for a second, before jerking away.
Eric chuckled. “See, that’s what I like. Him pretending he doesn’t see what’s right in front of him.”
I tilted my head, studying Landon. He wouldn’t look at me, but his hand brushed mine under the table. I turned my palm up and caught his fingers, weaving them with mine.
“You’re shaking,” I whispered.
“I shouldn’t, ”
“You already did,” I cut in softly, and I slid his hand onto my thigh, under the edge of the dress. His knuckles touched the satin of my panties. He froze, but he didn’t pull away.
Eric leaned back in the booth, sipping his bourbon. He watched us with a quiet hunger, letting it happen.
Landon’s fingertips pressed against the thin fabric. His jaw was tight, lips parted like he was trying to breathe evenly.
I brought my lips close to his ear. “Is this cheating?”
He didn’t answer. He only pressed harder.
Eric set his glass down and tapped the table with one finger. “Tell her the truth, Landon.”
Landon turned his head finally, his eyes catching mine. “If it is, I don’t care.”
Landon’s hand trembled against my thigh. I shifted closer, pressing our hips together, and pulled his fingers higher until they slipped under the hem of my panties. He swallowed hard, eyes locked on mine now, no more pretending.
Eric leaned back, his arm stretched along the top of the booth, watching every detail. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.
I bit my lip and spread my knees a little wider under the table. Landon’s fingertips brushed against me, hesitant, tracing the edge, then sliding across with more purpose. My breath caught, and I pushed his hand deeper, guiding him where I wanted him.
“You’re really doing this?” he whispered. His voice cracked, low and strained.
I nodded. “We are.”
Eric’s grin widened. He picked up his glass, sipped slowly, eyes never leaving us. “Keep going,” he said, like an order.
Landon’s other hand came up, resting lightly on my hip, thumb rubbing slow circles against the fabric of my dress. I tilted toward him, our shoulders pressed tight. His breath warmed my cheek.
I turned my head and kissed him, quick at first, then deeper, opening for him, letting him taste me. His hand between my thighs moved with more confidence. The pressure built, slow and steady, until I had to cover my mouth against his to muffle the sounds slipping out.
Eric chuckled under his breath. “That’s it. Let him know how good he’s doing.”
I broke the kiss to breathe, chest heaving, lips swollen. Landon’s face was flushed, his jaw tight, and when I looked down, I saw the bulge pressing against his pants. I reached for it under the table, bold now, palming the length of him through the fabric.
He hissed out a breath and squeezed my thigh hard.
“Take it out,” I whispered.
His eyes flicked to Eric, then back to me. “Here?”
“Yes. Here.”
Eric leaned in slightly, his voice steady. “Do what she tells you.”
Landon’s hands fumbled at his belt, unfastening it with shaking fingers. I slipped my hand inside first, freeing him, thick and hard in my grip. The air left my lungs in a rush. I stroked him slow, my eyes fixed on his face while his worked over me under my panties.
The curtain at the booth fluttered as someone passed by in the hallway. Landon froze, but I didn’t let him stop. I squeezed him tighter and kissed him again, covering his gasp with my mouth.
Eric murmured, low and intent, “Keep her quiet, Landon. Don’t let the whole bar know what’s happening.”
Landon obeyed, pressing harder into me, his fingers circling, his mouth locked to mine. My hand worked his cock under the table, sliding up and down, feeling him pulse in my palm.
I broke the kiss, panting into his ear. “Is this cheating?”
His answer was a groan against my neck.
Landon’s cock pulsed in my hand, thick and hot, and I had to remind myself we were in public. The curtain was thin, anyone could brush it aside, and the thought both terrified me and sent a rush of heat down my body. I should have stopped. I should have pulled my dress back into place. Instead, I spread my knees wider.
His fingers moved inside my panties, clumsy at first but then finding rhythm. My breath came shallow, every nerve on edge. Part of me wanted to look at Eric, to check if this was too much, but I knew he was watching everything. That was what he wanted. And God help me, it was what I wanted too.
“Don’t stop,” I whispered against Landon’s mouth.
He kissed me harder, grinding his palm against me. I stroked him under the table, feeling him twitch in my hand. The danger of it, right here where anyone could hear me, was almost unbearable.
For years, I’d been the careful one. The wife who thought ahead, who counted consequences before taking any risk. Now I was jerking off my husband’s best friend in a booth with my husband watching. My brain screamed wrong, but my body didn’t listen. My body begged for more.
The curtain rippled again. Laughter spilled down the hallway. I froze, my hand clamping around Landon’s cock. His fingers stilled inside me, both of us holding our breath. Then the voices faded, and we let it out in a rush, clutching each other harder.
Eric leaned forward, his eyes dark, his voice steady. “She’s close, isn’t she?”
I wanted to deny it, but my hips betrayed me, rocking against Landon’s hand. I bit my lip, staring at the table, unable to meet either of their eyes. “Yes,” I whispered. “Too close.”
“Good,” Eric said, leaning back again, satisfied.
Landon’s forehead pressed against mine. “You’re soaked,” he breathed, his finger sliding through me again.
My face burned, but I didn’t pull away. I stroked him harder, daring him to make a sound. I wanted him to break before I did.
But it was me, always me, who wavered first. My thighs trembled, my breath hitched, and I knew one more touch would undo me. I grabbed his wrist, halting him. “Not here,” I whispered. My voice was ragged, torn between relief and regret.
He swallowed, eyes blazing, chest rising hard under his shirt. He wanted to argue, I could see it. But he nodded, pulling his hand from between my legs, wet with my need.
I laced my fingers with his under the table, squeezing. “Somewhere else,” I said, turning just enough to catch Eric’s stare.
Eric nodded once. “Finish your drink. Then we go.”
I lifted my glass, hand still joined with Landon’s, and drained it in one swallow. My pulse pounded so loud it drowned out the bar around us. I knew exactly what I was walking toward, and I couldn’t wait.
The night air hit my skin like a warning. Cool, sharp, but not enough to steady me. My thighs were still trembling from how close Landon had taken me in that booth. Every step reminded me I hadn’t let go of it, I was carrying the ache with me, pulsing with every brush of my panties.
Eric walked on my left, casual, like this was nothing more than an after-dinner stroll. Landon was on my right, stiff and silent, hands in his pockets. His knuckles brushed mine once, and I let my fingers drift closer until they touched. He twitched but didn’t pull away.
I thought I’d feel guilty. That was the expectation, wasn’t it? A wife who cheats should drown in it. But guilt never came. What came was sharper, awareness. Of Eric’s quiet grin beside me. Of Landon’s body heat bleeding into my arm. Of myself, caught between them, hungrier than I’d ever been in my life.
We passed under a streetlight. My dress flashed pale skin with each step, the slit swinging open higher than I realized. Landon’s eyes dropped, then snapped up again. I caught it. I let him see me notice.
Eric cleared his throat softly. “Hotel’s three blocks.”
I nodded, unable to trust my voice.
We crossed a side street. A couple leaned against the wall outside a bar, making out openly. Landon glanced at them, then at me, his breath shuddering out like he couldn’t hold it in. I stopped walking for half a second, caught by his look, before Eric’s hand on my back nudged me forward again.
“You like this,” Eric murmured. Not a question.
I swallowed hard. “Yes.”
It was the first time I admitted it out loud, and the word vibrated in my chest like a key turning a lock.
Landon’s hand brushed mine again. This time I took it fully, threading our fingers together, squeezing tight. The contact jolted me, intimate and obvious, right there on the street. I should have let go. I didn’t.
Eric opened the hotel’s glass door and held it for us. Landon and I walked through, still hand in hand, and when I saw our reflection in the lobby mirror, a tall, nervous man clutching a woman in a black slit dress, her husband following behind with a crooked smile, I almost laughed at how brazen it looked. Almost.
The elevator doors slid open. We stepped inside, all three of us. Silence, except for the faint hum of the motor. Landon’s thumb traced the inside of my hand. My body answered instantly, a low pull in my belly. I leaned into him without thinking, shoulder pressed to his chest.
Eric stood across from us, arms folded, watching. His eyes dark, steady. Waiting.
The bell chimed. Our floor. The doors slid open.
I exhaled, half in relief, half in dread, because I knew there was no turning back now.
The door clicked shut behind us, the muffled sound of the hallway sealing out. I leaned against it for balance, my chest rising too fast. Landon stood a step away, hands still buried in his pockets like he was trying to anchor himself. Eric set his wallet and keys on the dresser and turned toward us, calm as ever.
“Go on,” he said quietly.
I pushed off the door and closed the distance to Landon. My palms landed on his chest, feeling the hard line of muscle under his shirt. He was frozen, barely breathing, until I kissed him, full, hungry, my tongue sliding against his. His arms shot up, one around my back, the other gripping the side of my hip.
This was the moment I thought I’d pull back. This was where the real weight of what we were doing should have stopped me. But instead, my body surged forward, desperate. I wanted more of him, not less.
I tugged his belt free and yanked at the button of his pants. He caught my wrist, hesitating, but I looked him dead in the eye. “No more stopping.”
He let go.
I freed him, thick and hard, filling my palm. My breath stuttered out in a gasp. I had touched him in the booth, but here, with no table, no curtain, no cover, he was fully mine to take.
Eric came closer, not touching, just watching. His breathing was heavier now, his eyes locked on my hands stroking Landon’s cock.
I dropped to my knees, pressing them into the carpet, and wrapped my lips around him. The taste of him, the heat, the way he swelled against my tongue, it snapped something in me. My fingers dug into his thighs as I took him deeper, swallowing him, letting the sounds of my mouth echo in the quiet room.
Landon groaned, one hand gripping the back of my head, the other clutching the wall behind him. His hips jerked forward, clumsy, needy. I should have slowed him, but I didn’t. I let him use me, my jaw aching, my throat open.
When I finally pulled off him, saliva clung to my chin. I looked up, panting, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “Bed,” I said.
He didn’t argue.
I stripped off my dress in one tug, tossing it aside, standing there in pink satin panties and bra. Landon’s eyes widened, his chest rising hard. He reached for me, but I stepped back onto the bed, knees sinking into the mattress.
“Now,” I told him. My voice was hoarse, almost unrecognizable to myself.
He climbed over me, his cock brushing against my stomach, hot and insistent. I spread my legs, pulling him between them, my panties already damp and clinging. He pressed against me, rubbing, teasing, until my hips bucked helplessly.
Eric’s voice came from the side, steady, controlled. “Take her.”
And Landon did.
Landon’s weight settled over me, his cock grinding against my panties. I hooked my fingers into the waistband and dragged them down my thighs, kicking them off. My body trembled at the rawness of it, nothing between us anymore.
“Wait,” I whispered, pressing my palm flat against his chest. His eyes flicked with panic, but I shook my head. “Not stopping. Just slower.”
I rolled him onto his back, straddling him, my knees braced on either side of his hips. His cock pressed up between my thighs, thick and urgent. I wrapped my hand around him and leaned down, dragging the head across my lips before sliding him into my mouth again.
The taste of him filled me, musky and sharp. I bobbed my head slowly, letting him feel every inch of my tongue, the squeeze of my lips. His groan was deep, unguarded, and it made me wetter than I wanted to admit.
Eric sat in the armchair, leaning forward, elbows on his knees. He didn’t speak. His breathing said enough.
I pulled back, saliva stringing from my lips to the head of Landon’s cock. “You want inside me, don’t you?” My voice shook as I asked it, even though I already knew the answer.
Landon’s hands clutched the sheets. “Yes. God, yes.”
I lowered myself, guiding him with one hand. The head pressed against me, splitting me slowly. My body clenched, resisting at first, then easing, pulling him in. I gasped, head dropping back, the stretch burning sweet and perfect.
For a second, I froze, seated on just the tip, my chest heaving. The thought flashed, this was it, the point of no return. I should have felt guilt, maybe fear. What I felt instead was relief. My body was finally getting what it had been begging for.
I sank down farther, inch by inch, until he filled me. My thighs quivered, my nails dug into his chest. I clenched around him, testing, savoring the shock on his face as he groaned and grabbed my hips.
“Fuck,” he whispered, eyes wide.
I rode him slow, rocking my hips, dragging him out halfway before sliding back down. My breath caught on every stroke. The pressure built too fast, my body wanting to rush, but I forced myself to keep the rhythm. Drawing it out was torture and bliss all at once.
Eric’s voice came, low and rough. “Look at her, Landon. Look at what she’s doing to you.”
Landon did. His eyes locked on mine, pupils blown wide, jaw clenched. I felt powerful, sitting over him, controlling the pace, the depth, the way he twitched inside me.
I leaned forward, pressing my lips to his ear. “Is this cheating?”
He grabbed my ass hard, thrusting up into me. “I don’t care.”
The bed rocked under us, my moans filling the room. I glanced sideways at Eric, sitting silent, his hand now gripping the armrest tight. He wanted every second of this burned into memory.
And I wanted more.
Landon’s hands clamped harder on my hips. I tried to hold the pace steady, to stay in control, but he wasn’t having it anymore. With a sudden thrust upward, he drove deeper into me, making me cry out. My body jolted forward, palms splayed on his chest, nails dragging across his skin.
“Landon, ” I gasped, half protest, half plea.
He sat up, arms wrapping around me, flipping us so I landed on my back with him above. His weight pressed me into the mattress, his cock still buried deep. He looked down at me, face taut with something between fear and hunger, and then he slammed into me again.
I clutched at his shoulders, my thighs spreading wider, giving him all the room he wanted. Each thrust knocked breath from my lungs, the slap of skin echoing off the hotel walls.
Eric shifted in the armchair. His breathing was heavier, his eyes locked on us like he couldn’t look away.
I dug my heels into the mattress and arched up to meet Landon’s strokes. The stretch, the force, it was overwhelming, and yet I craved more. My mind flickered with a thought: I was letting my husband’s best friend take me like this, with my husband watching. And instead of shame, I felt a rush so sharp it made my body clench tighter around him.
“God, you’re so tight,” Landon groaned against my neck. His breath was hot, desperate. He drove into me faster, deeper, his hips hammering against mine.
“Don’t stop,” I panted, clutching his back, pulling him down harder.
He kissed me then, messy and rough, tongues colliding, teeth scraping. His hand slid under my thigh, hooking it high over his waist, opening me wider for him. The new angle made me cry out, my voice cracking in the room.
Eric’s voice came, low and firm. “Louder. Let him hear you.”
I did. Each thrust tore a sound from me I couldn’t hold back. My head pressed into the pillow, hair sticking damp against my cheeks, body arching with every push.
Landon’s hand slid up my side, grasping my breast, squeezing, pinching until I gasped again. His pace was relentless, his cock pounding me so deep I felt dizzy.
I clung to him, half begging, half challenging. “Harder.”
His eyes flared, and he gave it to me, slamming into me so hard the headboard knocked against the wall. I screamed, my body convulsing under him. The orgasm ripped through me fast and fierce, leaving me trembling, nails biting into his back.
He didn’t stop. He drove through it, fucking me harder while I shook beneath him, keeping me pinned, wringing more out of me than I thought I had.
Eric was leaning forward now, one hand pressing against the front of his pants, his breathing ragged. Watching. Waiting.
I locked eyes with him as Landon pounded me, my voice hoarse but steady. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”
Eric’s jaw clenched. “Every second.”
Landon’s thrusts grew ragged, his body tensing like he was close. I felt him swell inside me, every stroke thicker, deeper. My own body wanted him to finish, to spill into me, but another part of me knew dragging it out would make it even better.
I pressed both hands against his chest, forcing him back. “Not yet,” I panted.
His face twisted with frustration. “I can’t, ”
“You can,” I cut him off, firm. “Move me.”
He grabbed my hips and pulled out, leaving me empty and gasping. He flipped me onto my stomach, pushing my knees apart on the bed. His hands slid down my sides, gripping my waist, and then he shoved back into me from behind. The force made me cry out, my cheek pressing into the sheets.
The new angle was brutal. His cock slammed deep, bottoming out with every stroke. I clawed at the mattress, moaning into the fabric, my body shaking from the impact.
Eric’s voice came, low and hoarse from the chair. “Look at her. Taking all of you.”
Landon groaned, holding me tighter, driving harder. “She’s incredible.”
I turned my head, meeting Eric’s gaze across the room. His eyes were dark, his lips parted, and the sight of him watching me like this pushed me over the edge again. My orgasm hit sharp and fast, my muscles clamping down around Landon’s cock. I screamed, muffling it against the bedspread, but there was no hiding the sound.
“Fuck!” Landon shouted, jerking, holding himself still as if he might lose it right then.
I reached back blindly, grabbing his wrist. “Don’t. Not yet.”
He swore again, pulling out just in time, his cock slapping against my ass, wet with me. His hand clenched the small of my back, his body trembling with restraint.
I rolled onto my side, flushed and panting, and looked up at him. “I want more.”
His chest heaved, sweat dripping down his temples. “You’ll break me.”
I smiled, licking my lips. “Good.”
Eric stood finally, stepping closer to the bed. His eyes moved between us, his breathing rough. He didn’t touch, not yet, but the intensity in his stare was enough.
“Turn her over again,” he told Landon.
Landon obeyed, hauling me onto my back, spreading my legs wide. His cock slid along my folds, open and ready, but he didn’t push in. He held, waiting, trembling on the edge.
I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him down for another kiss. My voice shook against his lips. “Now. But don’t you dare finish until I tell you.”
He groaned into my mouth, his body shuddering with need. And then he pushed inside me again, slower this time, deep and controlled, his whole body fighting to hold back.
Landon’s cock filled me again, slow at first, then faster, his hips slamming into mine with a raw desperation. His breath came harsh against my ear, each thrust deeper than the last. I clutched at his back, nails dragging down his damp skin, pulling him tighter into me.
I knew he was done holding back. His body shook, every muscle straining. I felt the swell, the tremor that meant he was right there.
“Don’t stop,” I gasped. “Give it to me.”
His groan ripped out of him, loud and guttural. He drove deep, buried himself fully, and then he came hard inside me. His cock throbbed, pumping, filling me in heavy pulses. I cried out at the sensation, wrapping my legs around his waist to hold him in place.
The release dragged him through me, every spasm making my body clench tighter around him. I tilted my head back, moaning openly, the sound echoing in the room.
Eric stood at the foot of the bed now, his chest rising and falling as he watched. His eyes locked on where Landon was buried inside me, his jaw tight, his breathing rough.
Landon collapsed against me, panting, his face pressed into my neck. His cock still twitched inside, aftershocks rolling through both of us. I stroked his damp hair, my body still trembling beneath his weight.
For a moment, the room was silent except for our breathing. My mind flickered with the thought, this had just happened. I had let him finish inside me, with my husband watching. And instead of panic, what filled me was a dark, dizzy satisfaction.
Eric broke the silence first, his voice low. “How does it feel, Tessa?”
I turned my head toward him, hair sticking to my cheek, and met his eyes. “Like I can’t get enough.”
He nodded slowly, his lips parting, as if he’d been waiting to hear me say exactly that.
Landon lifted his head, still flushed, his body trembling with exhaustion. “I I couldn’t hold back.”
I cupped his face, dragging my thumb over the stubble of his cheek. “I didn’t want you to.”
Eric stepped closer, one hand resting on the bedpost. He leaned down slightly, voice steady but rough with arousal. “You’re not done. Either of you.”
My body reacted instantly, a fresh ache building low in my belly despite everything we’d already done. I tightened my legs around Landon’s hips again, my voice breathless but certain. “I can go again.”
Landon’s eyes widened, like he wasn’t sure if I was serious. But when I shifted my hips under him, squeezing his cock still inside me, he groaned deep and nodded.
Eric sat back in the chair, his eyes never leaving us. “Good. Then show me.”
Landon was still inside me, softening only slightly, when Eric moved closer. He crouched at the edge of the bed, his eyes locked on where we were joined. His hand brushed my thigh, hot and steady, and the intimacy of that touch with Landon still buried deep made my breath hitch.
“You let him finish in you,” Eric said softly. Not a question.
“Yes,” I whispered, my chest rising fast.
He dragged his palm higher, spreading my leg wider to get a clearer view. My body trembled under his touch, not from Landon this time, but from the thrill of Eric’s calm control.
Landon tried to pull back, but I caught his hips with my thighs. “Stay,” I breathed. My own words shocked me. A week ago I couldn’t have imagined saying them. Now I needed it, both of them, at once.
Eric leaned in, his lips brushing my ear. “How does he feel?”
I moaned, arching up, my voice breaking. “So deep. So full.”
Eric’s hand slid down my stomach, over my mound, his fingers brushing where Landon’s cock stretched me. The touch made me cry out, my body jerking against both of them. Landon groaned too, caught between pulling out and thrusting deeper.
Eric’s fingertip circled lightly, pressing against the swell where I was already sensitive from climaxing. The added stimulation made me buck helplessly, clinging to Landon’s shoulders.
“Eric, ” I gasped. “I can’t, ”
“Yes you can,” he said firmly. “Give me another one.”
Landon thrust shallow, careful, while Eric rubbed me in slow, tight circles. The combination tore a sharp cry from my throat. My nails dug into Landon’s skin, my body lifting off the bed.
The orgasm slammed through me without warning, harder than the last. My whole body shook, squeezing Landon’s cock in waves that made him grunt and thrust deep to ride it out. Eric didn’t stop until I shoved at his wrist, whimpering from the overstimulation.
I collapsed back against the sheets, gasping, sweat dripping down my temple. Landon hovered over me, still inside, his face twisted with need.
Eric leaned back, wiping his hand casually on the sheet, his eyes blazing. “Now fuck her harder, Landon. Show her what you’ve been holding back.”
Landon growled low in his throat, gripping my thighs and spreading them wide. He pulled nearly out and slammed back into me, the force jarring me up the bed. I screamed, clutching at the sheets, overwhelmed all over again.
Eric sat back in the chair, satisfied. “That’s it. Don’t stop until she begs you.”
And I knew I would.
Landon gripped my hips, pulling me up onto my knees. His cock slipped from me heavy, then he shoved back inside in one hard thrust that made me cry out against the mattress. He held me there, ass high, face pressed into the sheets, taking everything he gave.
“Harder,” Eric ordered from the chair, voice low but firm.
And Landon obeyed. His hips slammed against mine, the sound loud and obscene in the room. My breasts dragged over the sheets with every thrust, my fingers clawing at the fabric just to stay grounded.
“Look at her,” Eric said. “Taking you like she was made for it.”
Landon groaned, his thrusts rougher now, losing rhythm in the heat of it. I lifted my head, gasping, hair stuck to my cheeks. “Don’t stop,” I begged.
He yanked me back by the waist, hauling me upright onto his lap. His chest pressed against my back, one arm clamped tight under my breasts, the other gripping my throat lightly to hold me steady. He drove up into me from beneath, each stroke brutal, shaking my whole body.
“Oh god,” I moaned, my head falling back on his shoulder. The mix of force and control pushed me right to the edge again.
Eric stood now, circling the bed slowly, watching from every angle. His eyes followed the way Landon’s cock disappeared inside me, the way my body bounced on his lap. His hand brushed the front of his pants but didn’t open them yet, he was holding back, making himself wait.
Landon pulled out suddenly, flipping me onto my back with a grunt. He hooked my legs over his shoulders and drove into me again, deeper than before. I screamed, clutching at his arms, my body bowing under the force.
Eric came to the bedside, close enough to touch. “Watch her face, Landon. Don’t miss how much she loves it.”
Landon did. His eyes locked on mine, sweat dripping down his temple, his thrusts growing faster, rougher. I couldn’t hold back the sounds tearing from me, every cry echoing off the walls.
Another orgasm came over, sharp and relentless, my body clamping down around him. I sobbed his name, nails raking down his chest, thighs trembling against his shoulders.
He groaned, his pace faltering, close again. “I’m, fuck, I’m gonna, ”
“Not yet,” Eric cut him off, voice sharp.
Landon gritted his teeth, pulling out just in time, his cock jerking against my stomach, wet with me. He squeezed the base, forcing himself back under control, his whole body shaking with restraint.
Eric leaned down, brushing his thumb across my swollen lips, smirking. “Good boy. She’s not finished with you yet.”
Landon’s chest heaved as he fought to steady his breathing. I reached down, wrapping my hand around him, stroking him back to full hardness. My voice came hoarse, hungry. “Put me on top. I want to ride you until you can’t hold it anymore.”
His eyes blazed. He lay back, surrendering, and I crawled over him, lowering myself onto his cock once more.
I sank down slow, savoring the stretch as Landon’s cock filled me again. My thighs trembled, but I held steady, rolling my hips until he was buried deep. His hands clutched my waist, guiding, but I pushed them down to the mattress.
“I’m in charge now,” I whispered.
His chest rose fast, sweat gleaming in the light, eyes locked on mine. He let me set the pace, his body twitching under me as I rocked back and forth, grinding him deep.
Eric stood at the foot of the bed, watching every inch of me slide up and down on his friend’s cock. His breathing was rough, but his voice stayed calm. “Show him how you want it, Tessa. Make him give it to you.”
I did. I leaned back on his thighs, planting my hands behind me, bouncing harder. The angle made him hit deeper, the head of his cock pressing into spots that made my whole body shiver. I moaned openly, my breasts rising and falling, nipples tight in the cool air.
Landon groaned, his hips jerking up to meet mine. “Fuck, you feel too good.”
I grinned through my panting. “Then finish for me.”
His hands shot back to my hips, gripping me tight, helping me ride him faster. The bed rocked under us, sheets twisting, our bodies slapping together. I ground down hard, circling my hips, milking every inch of him.
Eric’s voice cut through, low and intent. “Don’t hold back this time. Give her everything.”
That broke him. Landon thrust up hard, losing rhythm, his cock pulsing deep inside me. He groaned loud, raw, clutching my waist as he came again, hot and heavy, filling me until it spilled out around him.
The feeling pushed me over too. My orgasm tore through me, my body clamping down tight, pulling every last drop from him. I cried out, head thrown back, hair whipping against my shoulders, thighs shaking uncontrollably.
We collapsed together, me sprawled over his chest, both of us steaming with sweat. His heart hammered under my ear, his cock still twitching inside me even as it softened.
Eric stepped closer, brushing damp hair from my face with the back of his hand. His voice was low, steady. “That’s what I wanted to see.”
I turned my head, meeting his gaze. My body still pulsed from aftershocks, my skin flushed everywhere. And I realized, this wasn’t just his fantasy anymore. It was mine too.
Landon’s arms tightened around me, holding me close as if he couldn’t bear to let go. I kissed his neck softly, then looked back at Eric.
“Again?” I asked, breathless, half-teasing, half-serious.
Eric smirked, pulling a chair closer to the bed. “Oh, we’re not finished tonight.”
Eric stood, unbuttoning his shirt as he moved closer to the bed. His eyes stayed locked on me, hot and steady, while his fingers worked the buttons one by one. Landon tensed under me, his hands still clamped on my waist, but I stroked his chest slowly, keeping him down.
“You’ve watched long enough,” I whispered to Eric.
He smirked, slipping his shirt off his shoulders and dropping it to the floor. “That’s exactly what I was thinking.”
Landon swallowed hard, glancing between us, uncertain. I leaned down, kissing him deeply, my tongue sliding against his, while I reached my hand out blindly toward Eric. He took it, his grip firm, and sat on the edge of the bed.
“Lift her,” Eric told Landon.
Landon obeyed, pulling me up until my back pressed to his chest, his cock still inside me. My legs dangled over his thighs, spread wide. I gasped at the new angle, exposed, open, trembling.
Eric’s eyes swept down my body. His hand slid between my thighs, fingers brushing where Landon filled me. The touch made me cry out, my head falling back against Landon’s shoulder.
“God, look at you,” Eric murmured, stroking slowly, deliberately. “Stuffed full and still begging for more.”
Landon groaned against my ear, his hips jerking, cock twitching inside me. “She feels unreal.”
I turned my face, kissing his jaw, whispering back. “And you’re not done.”
Eric slipped two fingers lower, circling, pressing, working me while Landon held me wide open for him. The sensation was overwhelming, every nerve screaming, every muscle clenching.
I moaned loud, clutching at Landon’s forearms where they pinned me tight. “I can’t, oh god, ”
“Yes, you can,” Eric growled. He leaned in, kissing me hard, his tongue plunging into my mouth while his fingers worked between my thighs.
The orgasm hit sudden and fierce, ripping a scream from my throat. My body convulsed against both of them, clamping around Landon so hard he swore into my ear, his own hips jerking in response.
Eric pulled his fingers free, sticky with me, and shoved them between my lips. “Taste yourself,” he ordered.
I sucked them greedily, my eyes half-closed, body still quivering from aftershocks. The taste made me whimper, made me hungrier.
Eric stood, undoing his belt. “On your knees, Tessa.”
I slid off Landon slowly, his cock slipping free, swollen. My legs shook, barely holding me as I turned, kneeling on the carpet at the edge of the bed. Landon leaned forward, still panting, his cock inches from my face. Eric stepped up beside him, hard and thick, stroking himself as he looked down at me.
“Open wide,” Eric said.
I did, parted lips, tongue out, both men hard and ready above me. My pulse thundered. This was everything I thought I’d never do, and yet I wanted it more than I’d ever wanted anything.
I wrapped my hand around Landon’s cock first, stroking him slow, teasing, before leaning forward and taking him into my mouth. His groan was immediate, low and desperate, his hips jerking up. I swallowed him deeper, feeling the weight of him stretch my lips wide.
Eric stepped closer, pressing the head of his cock against my cheek. I turned my head just enough to drag my tongue along his length before slipping him between my lips too. The taste of both men mixed on my tongue, one thick in my mouth, the other waiting.
“Good girl,” Eric growled, his hand tightening in my hair.
I alternated between them, sucking Landon deep until my throat clenched, then pulling back and taking Eric in, my tongue circling his tip, lapping up the precum already coating him. My jaw ached, my lips wet, but the sounds they made, the grunts, the curses, pushed me harder.
Landon’s hand cupped the back of my head, guiding me down his shaft. “Jesus, Tessa” His voice was ragged, almost pleading.
Eric’s tone stayed steady, commanding. “Don’t stop until he can’t breathe.”
I obeyed, swallowing Landon deep, choking slightly, tears pricking the corners of my eyes. He moaned loud, gripping my hair tighter, cock pulsing against my tongue. I pulled off him, spit glistening across my chin, then turned and devoured Eric’s cock, sliding my lips down until my nose pressed against his skin.
The two of them loomed over me, bodies tense, cocks glistening with my spit. My pussy throbbed, empty and desperate, the ache almost painful.
I pulled back, panting, and looked up at them. “One of you fuck me. Now.”
Eric smirked, grabbing my arm and pulling me back onto the bed. “Get on all fours.”
I crawled up, ass high, breasts swaying beneath me. Landon climbed behind, his cock pressing against my soaked folds, and with one hard thrust, he was inside again, stretching me full. I gasped, clutching the sheets, pushing back against him.
Eric stepped in front of me, cock in hand. He guided it to my mouth, rubbing the head across my lips. I opened wide, moaning as he slid deep down my throat. The rhythm set itself, Landon pounding me from behind, Eric filling my mouth from the front.
My body shook under the double assault. Every thrust from Landon drove me harder onto Eric’s cock. Every time I gagged around Eric, my pussy clenched tighter around Landon. The sensations merged until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.
Eric’s hand tangled in my hair, pulling me forward, holding me down as he fucked my mouth. Landon’s grip bruised my hips, his thrusts fast and relentless.
I moaned around Eric, muffled, drool spilling down my chin. My orgasm built sharp, unstoppable, my body trembling violently.
Eric pulled back just long enough to let me breathe. “Cum for us, Tessa.”
And I did, hard, screaming around his cock, my pussy clamping down on Landon as he groaned, pounding me through it.
Landon’s thrusts grew frantic, his body trembling against my ass. I felt him swell, his cock jerking deep inside me. He groaned, raw and desperate, and then he exploded, pumping hard, hot streams filling me until it spilled out, smearing my thighs. The force of it triggered another wave in me, my body spasming, milking him with every pulse.
At the same time, Eric yanked my hair, driving his cock deep into my mouth. I gagged around him, throat stretched, drool sliding down my chin. He snarled, hips jerking, and then he came, flooding my mouth with hot spurts. I swallowed greedily, sucking him through it, the taste mixing with the mess already coating my lips.
The room filled with our sounds, my muffled moans, Landon’s broken groans, Eric’s rough grunts. My body shook violently, overwhelmed, stretched, filled everywhere at once.
When it slowed, I pulled back from Eric’s cock, lips swollen, chin dripping. I gasped for breath, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, then licked it clean, staring up at him. His eyes blazed down at me, dark and proud.
Behind me, Landon collapsed against my back, panting hard, his cock still buried deep, twitching with aftershocks. His sweat dripped down my spine, his hands clutching my waist like he was afraid to let go.
I stayed there, pinned between them, my body aching, my thighs wet with both their releases. And instead of shame, I felt powerful, claimed, desired, and still hungry for more.
Eric bent down, gripping my chin and kissing me hard, tasting himself on my tongue. When he pulled back, his voice was steady again, full of command. “You’re mine. Always. But I like knowing you can be his too.”
The words came harder than anything else. My body clenched, another shudder rolling through me even though I’d already been undone. I nodded, unable to speak, my lips trembling.
Landon eased out of me slowly, his cock heavy, collapsing onto the mattress beside us. He looked flushed, sweaty, eyes dazed, but there was a grin tugging at his lips. “I don’t know how either of us are supposed to go back to normal after this.”
I laughed softly, still catching my breath, brushing damp hair from my face. “Who said we’re supposed to?”
Eric smirked, sitting back in the chair, stroking his jaw. “We’re just getting started.”
I collapsed onto the bed, chest heaving, my body still tingling everywhere. The truth settled deep inside me: this wasn’t a one-time break. This was a door we had opened, and none of us were going to close it again.
I sprawled back on the sheets, my chest still rising too fast, thighs damp, every muscle trembling from overuse. Landon lay beside me, one arm draped over his eyes, still panting. His body was wet with sweat, his chest heaving like he’d just run miles.
Eric sat in the chair again, calmer now, his eyes roaming slowly over both of us. He looked satisfied, but hungry too, like watching hadn’t come close to filling him.
The silence stretched, broken only by our breathing. It should have felt awkward. Instead, it felt thick, electric, charged with something new between all three of us.
I turned my head toward Landon. His face was flushed, his jawline damp with sweat, but his lips curved in the smallest smile. “You okay?” I asked softly.
He dropped his arm, blinking at me. “Better than okay.” His hand found mine on the mattress, fingers lacing with mine, squeezing tight.
Eric chuckled low. “You look like you just won something.”
Landon’s smile widened. “Doesn’t feel like losing.”
I laughed, a short breathless sound. My body still ached, but it was the good kind of ache. The kind that reminded me I’d been used, taken, filled. And the truth hit hard: I didn’t regret a second of it.
Eric leaned forward, elbows on his knees, eyes locked on me. “Tell me what it felt like.”
My cheeks warmed. He already knew, he’d watched every moment, but he wanted to hear me say it. I took a shaky breath. “Like like I was wanted. Both of you. At the same time. No holding back.”
Eric’s lips curved. “That’s what I wanted to give you.”
Landon shifted onto his side, his hand sliding over my stomach, fingertips brushing lightly against my skin. “I didn’t think I’d be able to stop,” he admitted. His voice was low, almost guilty.
I caught his wrist, holding it against me. “I didn’t want you to stop.”
Eric’s eyes darkened, watching the two of us so close, his wife tangled with his best friend. “And you don’t feel bad about it?” he asked me.
I met his gaze head-on. “No. Not even a little.”
He exhaled slowly, nodding, like that answer unlocked something in him.
The room settled again, heavy with the mix of sex and truth. Landon’s thumb stroked slow circles against my skin. Eric’s stare burned hotter with every passing second.
I realized then that this wasn’t just sex anymore. This was becoming something else, something we couldn’t tuck away once the night ended.
And part of me thrilled at that.
Eric finally stood, unbuttoning the rest of his pants, his cock already hard again. “Rest time’s over,” he said, voice rough. “We’re going again.”
Landon groaned, flopping onto his back, but the grin on his face said he was ready.
And I knew I was too.
Eric climbed onto the bed, his body hot and solid as he moved over me. His cock brushed against my stomach, hard again, pulsing with need. Landon propped himself up on one elbow, watching with a dazed grin, then shifted closer, his hand trailing down my thigh.
I was caught between them instantly. Eric kissed me hard, his mouth rough, tongue pushing deep, while Landon’s fingers slid back between my legs, finding me still wet and open. My moan was swallowed into Eric’s mouth, my body arching toward both of them.
“On your side,” Eric ordered, breaking the kiss. His hand gripped my hip, rolling me.
I obeyed, lying half-turned, my back against Eric’s chest. He pressed forward, spooning me, his cock nudging at my entrance. Landon knelt in front of me, face inches from mine, his cock brushing my lips as he guided it against my mouth.
The position trapped me, stretched me, filled me everywhere at once. Eric slid inside me slowly, deep and steady, while Landon pushed the head of his cock between my lips. My cry of shock was muffled around him as Eric bottomed out behind me.
“Take us both,” Eric growled into my ear.
I did. My throat opened for Landon as Eric drove into me from behind, the rhythm staggered, overwhelming. My body shook, torn between the fullness inside and the stretch in my mouth. I clutched at Landon’s hips, moaning around him, gagging when Eric thrust harder, shoving me deeper onto Landon’s cock.
The two of them groaned together, their sounds blending, their bodies using mine between them. I couldn’t think, only feel. The burn, the pressure, the way they claimed me from both sides until I didn’t know where one ended and the other began.
Eric’s teeth grazed my shoulder, biting down lightly as he slammed harder. “So fucking tight.”
Landon’s hand tangled in my hair, guiding me faster along his shaft. “Her mouth’s perfect. God, look at her.”
I gagged again, drool spilling down my chin, my body jerking helplessly between them. My orgasm built hard, sharp, unstoppable. I screamed around Landon’s cock, my pussy clamping down so hard Eric groaned into my neck.
“Fuck, she’s coming,” Eric snarled, his thrusts turning brutal.
Landon’s hips bucked forward, his cock swelling in my throat. “I’m close, ”
Eric slammed into me, grinding deep, making my whole body convulse with another orgasm that tore through me, wringing me out completely.
Landon cried out, jerking, spilling hot down my throat. I swallowed frantically, choking, still coming around Eric’s cock. He groaned and followed seconds later, flooding me from behind, his release pumping deep, filling me until it leaked down my thighs.
I collapsed between them, shaking violently, my body used, stretched, dripping from both ends. They held me there, Eric’s arm around my waist, Landon’s hand cupping the back of my head, until the tremors finally eased.
We stayed tangled together for long minutes, my body still twitching with aftershocks. The sheets clung to my skin, damp with sweat, my chest heaving. Landon lay on one side of me, spent but smiling faintly, while Eric spooned close behind, his arm draped over my waist. For the first time all night, there was silence that didn’t feel charged, just warm, heavy, real.
Eric’s lips pressed to the back of my neck. “You’re beautiful like this,” he murmured.
I swallowed hard, my throat raw from everything I’d taken. “I feel alive.” The word surprised me, but it was true.
Landon brushed damp hair from my forehead, his fingertips gentle after hours of gripping and pounding. “You wore me out,” he whispered with a grin.
I smiled back, soft, almost shy, my hand finding his chest. For a second, it wasn’t about the frenzy, the risk, the roles we had all fallen into. It was just three bodies sharing the same breath.
Eric’s cock stirred against my ass, still half-hard, sliding lazily along my skin. Not urgent, not demanding, just present, insistent in a quieter way. I shifted back against him, a silent yes.
He guided my hip, easing me onto my back again. His body moved over mine, slower this time, his weight familiar and grounding. Landon stayed close, propped on one elbow, watching, his fingers tracing idle patterns along my arm.
Eric entered me with one steady push, deep and slow. My body stretched around him, already tender, but the pace was careful, reverent. I gasped, clutching his shoulders, legs wrapping around him to draw him closer.
This wasn’t about being used anymore. It was about being held, claimed, cherished in front of another man who had just had me too. And somehow, instead of shame, I felt stronger.
Eric kissed me, really kissed me, not rough or hurried. His tongue moved slow, his breath mingling with mine, his cock gliding in long, steady strokes that made me moan quietly into his mouth.
Landon’s hand found mine again, squeezing tight. I turned my head just enough to meet his eyes while Eric moved inside me. He looked softer now, calmer, but still hungry. That look alone pulled another moan from me, my body trembling between them.
Eric groaned, his pace quickening just slightly, his forehead pressed to mine. “I’m close.”
“Don’t stop,” I whispered, voice shaking. “Finish in me.”
He did, his release deep and full, spilling warm inside as my body clenched around him, milking every drop. The orgasm that followed was softer but sweeter, rolling through me like waves.
When it ended, he collapsed onto me, our chests wet and heaving. Landon kissed my hand, gentle, his smile tired but real.
For the first time that night, I let myself close my eyes. Not to escape, but to hold onto the feeling.
Sunlight leaked through the thin hotel curtains, painting the room in pale gold. I stirred first, my body sore in every muscle, thighs sticky, breasts tender. The air was heavy with the scent of sex and sweat.
Landon was on his back beside me, one arm thrown over his face, still asleep. His chest rose steady, his lips parted, hair damp and messy. Eric sat at the small table near the window, already dressed, sipping black coffee from a hotel mug. His eyes found me the second I moved.
“Morning,” he said, calm, like we hadn’t shattered every boundary a few hours ago.
I pulled the sheet halfway up my body, more instinct than modesty. My voice came low, rough. “What now?”
Eric leaned back in the chair, studying me over the rim of his cup. “Now we decide if last night was just a night or if it’s the beginning of something else.”
The words made my stomach flip. Part of me wanted to panic, but another part, bigger, stronger, thrummed with anticipation.
Landon stirred then, groaning softly, rolling onto his side. His hand reached for me without opening his eyes, settling on my hip like it belonged there. The simple, thoughtless gesture sent a shock through me.
Eric smirked. “Looks like he’s already cast his vote.”
I laughed quietly, shaking my head. My body ached, my mind reeled, but beneath it all, I felt a clarity I hadn’t expected. Last night hadn’t ruined us. It had opened something raw, dangerous, and impossibly thrilling.
I met Eric’s gaze, steadying myself. “I don’t think I can go back to pretending.”
He nodded once, slowly, as if he’d been waiting for me to say it. “Good. Then we won’t.”
Landon blinked awake at that, confused at first, then grinning when he saw me watching him. “What’d I miss?”
“Nothing,” Eric said. He stood, setting the mug down. “Everything.”
The three of us stayed there, tangled in the quiet morning light, the weight of what we’d done pressing down, but instead of crushing me, it lifted. Because it wasn’t an ending. It was a door.
And I wanted to see exactly how far it opened.
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The taxi dropped us at the palm-lined entrance, and I pulled my small white suitcase behind me across the stone walkway. The air was heavy, warm enough that my cream skirt clung to my thighs when it brushed them, and my teal tank top stuck to my skin under the straps of my yellow lace bra. I had chosen pale-yellow panties to match, soft and thin. My sandals clicked over the tiles as the doors opened to the lobby.
My husband Eric carried his bag easily, in tan shorts and a navy button-down, his hair pushed back neat. He looked steady, calm, but his eyes took in every detail of the lobby. His friend Landon followed a step behind, shoulders tight inside his pressed short-sleeve shirt, khaki slacks making him look more like he was here on business than a holiday. He held his duffel strap like it might slip away.
We stopped at the front desk, and that was when I noticed the banner stretched above the welcome counter: Faith Renewal Retreat – Welcome Guests. A cluster of couples stood nearby, the men in polos tucked into belts, the women in floral dresses that fell below the knee. One of them glanced at me, then at my skirt, then looked away again.
“Um,” I murmured, leaning my hip against the counter. “Did you know about this?”
Landon shook his head quickly. “No. I booked it online. Nothing said anything about this.”
Eric touched my back, low enough to steady me. “It’s fine,” he said, his voice quiet. “We’re here. We’ll make it work.”
The woman at the desk smiled brightly. “One king suite, three nights. Congratulations to you both,” she said, sliding the keys toward me.
My cheeks warmed. I could see on her screen it said we were newlyweds. “Thank you,” I said, glancing at Landon. He swallowed hard, then nodded as if to confirm he saw it too. So this was was how we were really going to play it, then, I thought.
Eric picked up the keys. “I’m their pastor tagging along,” he said with a small grin. “Hope that’s not too strange.”
“Oh, not at all,” the clerk said, unfazed. She handed us a resort map and pointed out the pool and the evening buffet.
As we moved toward the elevators, Eric leaned close enough that only we could hear. “We’ll need to keep the part up more than we thought,” he said. “Eyes are already on you.”
I pulled Landon’s hand into mine as we walked. His palm was clammy, but he didn’t let go. “Guess we’ll really have to be the picture-perfect couple,” I whispered up at him.
He looked down at me, his jaw tight. “They’re going to notice if we don’t.”
In the elevator, I tugged the hem of my skirt straight. The mirrored walls showed me pressed close to Landon, Eric standing behind us, quiet and watchful. My pulse beat faster knowing we’d stepped into something we hadn’t planned.
When we reached the room, I pulled my suitcase onto the bed and unzipped it. The balcony doors let in a rush of bright blue sky and the sound of waves below. I leaned back against the bed with my arms behind me, the edge of my tank top lifting just enough to show the lace band of my panties.
Landon froze by the door. Eric set his bag down slowly.
“This wasn’t the weekend I expected,” I said, grinning at both of them.
The suite door swung open to a wide white bedspread and tall glass doors spilling sunlight from the balcony. I dragged my suitcase to the foot of the bed and turned to see Eric already checking the adjoining door that connected to the next room. He slipped his card key in, tried it, and the door opened onto another bed, another balcony view.
“Good,” he said. “Perfect.”
Landon wheeled his bag in slowly, eyes flicking from the bed to me, then to Eric. He set it down by the dresser and rubbed at the back of his neck. “Two rooms is safer,” he muttered.
I sat down on the mattress and bounced once, smoothing my skirt over my thighs. “Safer for who?” I teased, raising an eyebrow at him.
He blushed, running a hand through his short hair, then looked toward Eric for an answer.
Landon went to drag his bag through to the adjoining room, but Eric stopped him, put his own bag in the other room, and closed the adjoining door gently. He came to stand at the foot of the bed. “Listen,” he said, calm and steady. “We need to be careful. That clerk already congratulated you two, and every couple in this place is going to be watching. Every moment we’re here, we have to play our roles.”
“I guess that’s true,” Landon admitted, tugging at his collar.
I leaned back on my hands, crossing one knee over the other so my skirt shifted and showed more of my thigh. “So what do we say when people ask why there’s a third wheel, a pastor of all things, tagging along?”
Eric’s eyes ran down my legs and then back to my face. “I’ll keep it simple. You’re newlyweds. And me, ” he spread his hands, his grin crooked, “I’m your pastor. Here to advise you, make sure the marriage starts off on the right foot.”
I laughed out loud, clapping a hand over my mouth. “On the right foot?”
“Why not?” he said, shrugging. “These people will eat that up. Explains everything. Explains why I’m here, why you look the way you do, why Landon’s so stiff. They’ll believe it.”
Landon frowned, still uncertain. “What if someone asks questions?”
“Then I’ll give them answers,” Eric said. He pulled off his shirt and tossed it across a chair, standing there in a white undershirt. “I’ve sat through enough sermons in my life. I can talk about vows, commitment, faith. Trust me, they won’t push.”
I stood, brushing my skirt down over my hips, the lace edge of my panties catching for just a second against the fabric. “So I’m Mrs. Wallace, glowing bride.” I stepped up beside Landon and slipped my hand into his, tugging him close. His face flushed again, but he didn’t move away.
“And I’m the lucky husband,” he said quietly.
“That’s right,” Eric said. He stepped closer, his voice low but sure. “And when we walk out of this room, every eye in this resort is going to believe it. Which means we’ll have to play it right.”
I squeezed Landon’s hand, felt his pulse quick under my fingers. My chest rose a little faster. “Then let’s give them a show.”
We dressed for dinner. I pulled a soft coral sundress from my suitcase, short enough to show my thighs when I walked, with thin straps and a plunging neckline that let the lace edge of my yellow bra peek out when I bent forward. I fastened a gold chain at my throat, slipped on strappy sandals, and leaned into the mirror to touch up my lipstick. Landon stood at the dresser, buttoning a pale-blue shirt over his chest, his arms tense as though the fabric were too tight.
Eric, already in khaki pants and a crisp white shirt rolled to the elbows, watched us from the adjoining door. “Perfect,” he said simply. “You look like a honeymoon couple.”
I gave a spin, my skirt fanning out, then looped my arm through Landon’s. “Do I?” I asked, tilting my face up at him.
His ears reddened. “Yeah. You do.”
The buffet hall was crowded, rows of round tables filled with couples from the retreat group. A banner hung near the stage at the front: Evening Fellowship – Building Faith Through Marriage. The air smelled of roasted meat and fresh bread, and the hum of conversation filled the high-ceilinged room.
We stepped inside, and I felt every head turn. I held onto Landon’s arm tighter, pressing myself against his side as Eric walked just behind us.
“There’s our newlyweds,” a gray-haired man in a blazer said cheerfully, rising halfway from his chair as we passed. “You must be the honeymooners!”
Landon hesitated, his eyes darting to Eric.
Eric answered smoothly before the silence stretched. “Yes,” he said warmly. “This is Mr. and Mrs. Wallace. I’m their pastor. I’ve come along to bless their union.”
A ripple of approving smiles spread through the nearby tables. A woman in a long floral dress clasped her hands together. “How wonderful! So rare these days to see faith kept strong from the beginning.”
I felt Landon’s arm stiffen under mine, so I leaned closer and kissed his cheek. “We’re very blessed,” I said softly, making sure the woman heard.
That earned a round of nods and knowing looks. A chair scraped, and we were invited to join a table near the stage. Eric gestured for us to sit first. Landon pulled my chair back for me, and I settled in, crossing my legs slowly so the coral fabric slid up my thighs. I reached for his hand under the table, lacing our fingers together.
He tried to breathe steady, but his knuckles tightened around mine.
“So,” the man beside Eric said, turning toward him, “what denomination are you with?”
Eric picked up his glass of water, sipping before he answered. “I focus less on denomination,” he said, his voice calm, measured. “More on helping couples keep their vows. Keeping temptation at bay. Nurturing love where it’s already strong.”
The group at the table nodded with approval, and I felt Landon’s thigh press harder against mine under the tablecloth. I traced a line over his palm with my fingertip, and he gave a tiny shiver I knew no one else saw.
I smiled at the table. “It’s working,” I said lightly. “We’re very happy.”
Plates clattered as servers moved among the tables, setting down trays of roast chicken, rice, and bright salads. The man beside Eric bowed his head and began a quick prayer, the rest of the table lowering theirs. I dropped my chin politely, squeezing Landon’s hand tighter under the cloth. His palm was moist, his breath quick against my shoulder.
When the prayer ended, conversation picked up again, warm and full of easy laughter. The woman across from us leaned toward me, her pearls glinting in the light. “So how long have you been married, dear?”
I smiled, tilting my head against Landon’s shoulder. “One week.”
Gasps of delight went around the table. “A honeymoon! How precious,” another woman said.
I rubbed my thumb over Landon’s knuckle and looked at him as though expecting him to speak. His throat worked once. “Yes,” he said softly. “One week.”
I reached for the serving dish, leaning forward enough that my neckline dipped. The lace edge of my bra showed, pale-yellow against my skin, before I straightened with the spoonful of rice. I noticed Landon’s eyes dart down, then away, his jaw tight. I passed him the dish and brushed my knee against his under the table.
“So, Pastor,” the man beside Eric said, “what advice have you given them for their marriage?”
Eric placed a napkin on his lap, his voice calm. “To be honest with each other. To keep joy alive in their home. And,” he glanced toward me with the faintest smile, “to hold nothing back from one another.”
The group hummed with approval, nodding, some even murmuring “amen.”
I slid my hand higher on Landon’s thigh under the table. His fork froze halfway to his mouth.
“Joy is important,” the pearl-necklaced woman said, smiling at me. “Do you feel joyful, dear?”
I turned to her with a bright nod, even as my fingertips pressed into the fabric of Landon’s slacks. “Yes. Every day.” I leaned against him, my breast pressing to his arm. “He makes me feel cared for.”
He coughed suddenly, setting down his fork, and took a long sip of water. His thigh twitched under my hand, but he didn’t push me away.
Eric reached for the bread basket, speaking easily. “They’re still adjusting, of course. The first year is always full of lessons.”
“True,” one of the men said, chuckling. “But with guidance, they’ll find their way.”
I traced the shape of Landon’s muscle under my palm, letting my pinky brush the seam at his crotch. His body jolted, and he clamped his hand over mine beneath the table to stop me from going further. His eyes flicked toward me, wide, but I only smiled sweetly back at the table.
“Already learning,” I said lightly.
The table laughed, not knowing what I meant. Landon’s grip on my hand tightened, but he didn’t let go.
Dessert plates arrived, slices of pineapple cake with pale frosting, cups of dark coffee poured from silver pots. I ate mine slowly, pressing my bare knee against Landon’s, dragging my fork through the icing in small swirls. His hand stayed over mine under the table, but his grip had softened, not stopping me anymore.
One of the older men at the table raised his glass. “To the Wallaces,” he said warmly. “May God bless this union with many years.”
Everyone echoed the toast. I felt heat climb my chest as I tilted my glass of water toward them. “Thank you,” I said, my voice even. “We feel very blessed.”
Eric’s smile was calm, almost pastoral. He placed his hand lightly on my shoulder, the gesture protective, almost formal. “They’ll do well,” he said. “I’ll make sure of it.”
When the meal wound down, chairs scraped back and couples drifted toward the lobby for the evening sermon. Eric stood and reached for Landon’s shoulder, guiding him up. “We’ll join tomorrow,” he said smoothly to the table. “Tonight they need rest.”
No one questioned it. More nods, warm smiles, approving glances. The pearls woman even patted my hand before we left.
The moment we stepped into the hallway, my pulse jumped. The air outside the hall was cooler, quieter, the buzz of conversation fading behind us. I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding.
“That was close,” Landon muttered, tugging at his collar. “They actually believe it.”
Eric led us toward the elevators, his voice low. “Of course they believe it. You two looked perfect. No hesitation.” He glanced at me. “The way you leaned on him, the way he flushed. They ate it up.”
I grinned, tugging Landon’s arm closer to mine as we walked. “We made quite the couple, didn’t we?”
His ears reddened again. “You almost gave me a heart attack.”
The elevator doors opened, and we stepped inside. Eric tapped the button for our floor. His reflection in the mirrored wall showed a faint grin. “That’s exactly what we need. The more convincing you are out there, the freer we can be in here.”
The ride up was fast, the floor lights blinking past. When the doors opened, Eric stepped aside and gestured us forward like a gentleman. Landon wheeled his bag with one hand, my hand still in his other, our arms brushing as we walked down the carpeted hallway.
Inside the suite, I dropped my sandals by the door and tugged the straps of my sundress down my shoulders. The coral fabric slithered to the floor, leaving me in my pale-yellow lace bra and panties. The cool air from the balcony hit my skin, raising goosebumps.
Landon froze just inside the door. Eric set his wallet on the dresser, calm as ever. “Good,” he said, his eyes running over both of us. “Now you’re really starting to look like newlyweds.”
I gathered up my dress from the floor and draped it over the chair, feeling the air brush cool over my stomach and thighs. My bra straps dug lightly into my shoulders, the cups pushing my breasts up just enough that I kept glancing at the open balcony door, nervous someone below might glance up and see.
Eric slid the glass doors wide. “Step out,” he said, his tone calm but not sharp. “You’ll look like any other couple enjoying the view.”
Landon hesitated, then reached for my hand. His palm was warm, trembling a little. I let him lead me outside, the stone floor still hot from the day’s sun, the salt air rushing over us.
The ocean stretched black and silver under the moon, waves rolling against the shore. A pair of couples walked the sand far below, their voices carrying up in faint echoes. I leaned against the rail, pressing my bare stomach to the cool metal, my lace panties hugging tight against me.
Landon stood close, his arm brushing mine, but he didn’t look at me right away. His jaw worked as he stared out at the water. “I can’t believe they bought it,” he whispered.
My chest rose faster. “I can’t believe I let them call me your wife.”
He turned, eyes sharp in the dim light. “It feels wrong, doesn’t it?”
I bit my lip and gave the smallest nod. “It does. You’re not my husband.” I slid my hand over the railing, brushing against his fingers anyway. “But then it feels exciting too. Like I can’t stop once it starts.”
He caught my hand, squeezing it. His breath came heavy, his chest rising against the buttons of his shirt. “You almost had me losing it under that table.”
Eric stepped just inside the doorway, leaning a shoulder against the frame. “That’s the point,” he said evenly. “If you’re nervous, they’ll believe you even more. Newlyweds are supposed to be wrapped up in each other.”
I looked at Landon, my pulse drumming hard. “Wrapped up,” I echoed, almost under my breath. I pressed closer until the front of his shirt brushed my bare stomach. His hand lifted uncertainly to my waist, fingers grazing the lace edge of my panties.
It still jolted me, the feel of someone who wasn’t my husband touching me so openly. I shivered and half-stepped back, my mind flashing with the image of those couples in the dining hall, their approving smiles, their clasped hands. If they knew what we were doing here, they’d be horrified.
That thought only made my skin hotter.
Eric’s voice cut softly through the night air. “Closer. Let them see what they expect to see.”
I looked into Landon’s eyes, wide and uncertain, then slowly pressed myself into him again. His hands rose higher over my ribs, then up to my bra straps, his breath ragged. I exhaled hard and whispered, “God, this is crazy.”
The night air pressed warm against my skin as I leaned into him, the sounds from the beach below distant and harmless. Nobody was looking up here. We were just another couple standing at the rail, and that made it easier to let my breath slow, easier to let my hand slide against his shirt.
Landon’s chest was hard under the thin cotton, his pulse beating quick where I pressed my palm. His eyes searched mine, uncertain, as though waiting for me to tell him it was still all right. I felt my nerves coil tight, this wasn’t Eric’s body, this wasn’t my husband’s face, and yet the way he touched me set fire under my skin.
He cupped my waist, thumbs brushing the lace edge of my bra beneath the tank top. The strap tugged where his fingers grazed, and I shivered.
“You feel unreal,” he whispered, voice rough, low enough only I could hear.
I bit down lightly on my lip. “Don’t say that,” I said, though my body leaned into him anyway, the lace of my bra rubbing against his shirt. “It’s supposed to be pretend.”
His forehead dropped close to mine. “Then why does it feel like this?”
I didn’t answer. My hands slipped lower, to his belt, tracing the leather edge, and I felt him twitch under my touch. A rush of heat ran through me, sharp and dizzy. It was still strange, still wrong, but the thrill of knowing Eric was just steps away, watching, guiding, made it impossible to stop.
Eric’s voice came steady from inside. “Keep it natural. You’re doing fine.”
That steadiness, that calm, steadied me. I curled my arms up around Landon’s neck and kissed him, soft at first, then harder when he groaned against my mouth. His lips tasted faintly of wine, his tongue pressing eager, not practiced like Eric’s, but hungry.
I gasped when his hand slid under my top and palmed my breast through the lace. The heat of his skin, the roughness of his touch, jolted me so hard I almost stepped back. My heart banged inside my chest. I whispered into his mouth, “God, this is crazy.”
He groaned again, gripping my waist, pulling me harder against him so I felt the stiff press of him through his slacks. My panties dampened instantly, and the nervous coil inside me tangled with need until I couldn’t tell which was stronger.
The ocean air, the soft rush of waves, the faint voices below, they all blurred. All I felt was his hand pushing my bra aside, his mouth sliding down to my neck, his teeth grazing my skin until I gasped.
I clung to him, nails raking his shirt, my chest heaving. Every part of me screamed this was too much, too far, too soon, yet I didn’t move away. I couldn’t.
Landon’s mouth trailed down my neck, and I clutched his shirt tight, my pulse hammering so loud I could barely hear the waves anymore. I should have stopped him, should have reminded myself that this was still a game Eric wanted us to play, but the way Landon’s lips moved, the heat of his breath on my skin, sent me spinning.
Eric slid the balcony door shut behind us, sealing out the night air. “Inside,” he said softly, steady, like he was just steering the moment.
Landon guided me backward, his hand firm on my hip, until the backs of my thighs met the edge of the bed. I sat down hard, breath ragged, my sundress already puddled on the floor where I had dropped it earlier. My bra straps had slipped off one shoulder from his pulling, my breasts nearly spilling free, the lace band against my skin.
“God,” Landon whispered, standing over me, staring down like he couldn’t believe it was happening. His slacks bulged, his shirt rumpled, his chest rising fast.
I pressed my palms against the bedspread to steady myself, nerves tightening again. This was exactly what Eric wanted, me playing the bride for someone else, the perfect pretend. I glanced at him by the dresser, calm, watchful, his eyes fixed on us.
The thought sent a flash of delight through me: I was putting on a show for my own husband, making him see me as another man’s wife. That thrill buzzed in my chest, sharp and giddy. But when I looked back at Landon, saw the hunger on his face, the tension in his jaw, a different kind of heat surged, raw and personal, aimed only at him.
I tugged down the loose strap of my bra and let one breast spill free. “Is this what a good wife does?” I teased, my voice shaking with nerves and something more.
Landon groaned and dropped to his knees, his hands gripping my thighs. The roughness of his palms dragged my lace panties against me, and I gasped, my back arching.
Behind him, Eric’s voice came low. “That’s it. Keep going. Make it real.”
Real. The word burned in my head. I was supposed to be pretending, and yet the wet ache between my legs, the shiver racing up my spine, had nothing to do with play.
Landon’s mouth closed around my nipple through the lace, wetting the fabric, sucking until I cried out. I clutched his hair, fingers tangling, my thighs trembling around his shoulders. My nerves were breaking apart under the weight of how good it felt, how dangerous it was to let it keep happening.
I looked past his bent head to Eric. His arms were folded, his expression steady but intent, eyes locked on me. For him, this was still a performance, the thrill of watching his wife pretend. For me, it was becoming something else, pleasure I couldn’t disguise, need I couldn’t stop.
Landon’s mouth stayed fixed on my breast, his tongue flicking against the lace, wetting it until it clung transparent to my skin. I gasped and tugged at the strap, sliding it all the way down, exposing myself to him fully. His lips closed over my nipple, hot and rough, and I arched back on my elbows, hair falling over my shoulders.
My panties stretched more with each pull of his mouth. I squeezed my thighs around his shoulders, half in panic that I was letting him this close, half in desperate need to feel more of him.
“Easy,” Eric murmured from the chair by the dresser. His voice was calm, measured. “Take your time.”
Landon groaned, dragging his hands up my ribs, fumbling at the clasp of my bra. My chest heaved with every breath, and I lifted my arms for him, nerves and excitement twisting in my stomach. The clasp gave way, and he peeled the straps down my arms, dropping the bra to the floor beside my sundress.
I sat bare-chested now, the cool air on my skin, my nipples tight and flushed. His eyes devoured me, wide, reverent, hungry.
“You’re beautiful,” he whispered, voice hoarse.
A tremor ran through me. “Don’t say that,” I breathed. “I’m not yours.” I glanced at Eric, still sitting there, his gaze locked on me. “I’m his wife.”
Eric’s jaw tightened, but he gave a small nod. “That’s right,” he said softly. “And right now, you’re playing his wife too. Show him.”
My pulse jumped. The role. I was supposed to be pretending, letting Landon believe it, feeding Eric’s thrill. But when Landon’s hands skimmed down my stomach to the waistband of my panties, my body shivered with a need that wasn’t pretend at all.
I hooked my thumbs into the lace and tugged them down slowly, easing the fabric over my hips, down my thighs. Landon’s eyes followed every inch, his breath ragged as I lifted one leg, then the other, stepping free. I sat naked on the bed now, flushed and trembling, the thin gold chain at my throat the only thing left.
Landon’s fingers slid up my calves, over my knees, then higher to the inside of my thighs. My legs parted under his touch without me meaning them to, the wet heat between them undeniable now.
I bit my lip hard. “God, Eric,” I whispered, glancing toward him. “This is more than pretend.”
His eyes narrowed just slightly, but his voice stayed even. “Then let it be both.”
Landon pressed his mouth to my stomach, trailing lower, his stubble scraping my skin. My hands dropped to his head, fingers burying in his hair, every nerve in my body burning with conflict and hunger. I wanted to pull him closer, to let him finish what he’d started. I also wanted to cling to the idea that this was just an act, that Eric was still in control.
Landon’s breath fanned hot across the crease of my thigh, and I shivered, my knees drawing up instinctively before I forced them open again. His hands slid under my thighs, steadying me, holding me wide as his mouth moved lower. My skin prickled all over, the cool air clashing with the wet heat of his tongue when it finally pressed against me.
I cried out softly, clapping a hand over my mouth. The sensation was sharp, jolting, nothing like Eric’s practiced rhythm, rougher, more urgent, almost clumsy, but it made my hips buck hard against him.
From the chair, Eric’s voice cut low. “Yes. Just like that. Let him know you feel it.”
My fingers tangled in Landon’s hair, tugging when his tongue slipped deeper, lapping at me until my thighs trembled. I looked past his bent head at Eric, his eyes locked on me, his arms folded across his chest. The control in his gaze, the calm way he watched, reminded me this was still a performance for him, his wife, playing another man’s bride.
The thought thrilled me, sharp and dangerous, but it tangled with the raw ache inside me that had nothing to do with roles. Landon’s mouth was wet, insistent, the suction building with every flick of his tongue until I was rocking against him without meaning to.
I gasped, my voice breaking. “Oh God, Landon, ”
He groaned against me, the sound vibrating through my core, and I clutched at the back of his neck, pressing him harder into me. The roughness of his stubble scraped my inner thighs, leaving my skin tender, but I didn’t care. The pleasure swelled too fast, too strong.
Eric’s voice was firmer now. “Say it’s your husband. Say it’s the role.”
My head whipped toward him, my chest heaving, my nipple brushing my arm as I clutched myself. I wanted to obey, to keep the line straight, but Landon’s tongue dragged up me again, circling, and my body shook too hard to lie.
“It’s, ” I panted, squeezing my eyes shut. “It’s him it’s you watching that makes it, oh God, ”
Landon sucked harder, groaning like he couldn’t stop, and my hips jerked. My nerves snapped between shame and need, between Eric’s steady presence and the frantic pleasure of Landon’s mouth.
I grabbed at the sheets, twisting the fabric in my fists. My thighs clamped around his head as the heat inside me surged toward breaking. “I can’t, ” I gasped. “I can’t hold it, ”
Eric’s voice cut through, steady, commanding without being sharp. “Then don’t.”
I shattered against Landon’s mouth, my cry muffled against the back of my hand. My thighs shook as he kept licking, drinking every pulse from me, until I sagged back against the bed, chest wet with sweat, chain glinting at my throat.
When I opened my eyes, Eric was still there, his stare locked on me, calm and burning at the same time. And Landon was still on his knees between my legs, panting, his lips wet with me, looking up like he’d never seen anything so raw in his life.
I collapsed back against the pillows, my chest rising in sharp jolts, sweat cooling on my skin. My thighs still quivered, spread wide around Landon’s shoulders. He eased back slowly, lips glistening, his chest heaving as though he’d run miles. The sight of him looking up at me like that, hungry, reverent, made another shiver rush through me.
Eric shifted in his chair, the faint scrape of wood on tile. “You’re not done,” he said evenly. His eyes moved from Landon to me. “Neither of you are.”
My stomach flipped. I pressed a hand against my breast, still tender from Landon’s mouth, and tried to steady my breathing. “Eric,” I whispered, the word trembling out of me, “I just, ”
“You just showed him what it means,” Eric said, cutting me gently. His voice wasn’t hard, but there was weight in it, something final. “Now you show him more. Don’t stop halfway.”
Landon pushed up off his knees, crawling onto the bed between my legs. His hands gripped my thighs, spreading them wider, sliding higher until his fingertips brushed the wet heat he’d just left. I gasped, my body jerking against the touch.
“It’s too much,” I stammered, though my hips tilted toward him. “This isn’t, he’s not my husband.”
Eric leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “That’s why it works. That’s why it matters. He’s your husband here, in this moment, because I said so. Because you’re pretending.”
My head swam. I wanted to cling to that, pretending, role-playing, just for show. It was the only thing that made sense. But Landon’s cock strained hard against his slacks as he knelt above me, his breath hot on my face when he leaned closer, and all of my nerves blurred with arousal until I couldn’t tell them apart.
He kissed me, deep and rough, tasting of me, and I whimpered into his mouth. My hands slid down his chest, fumbling with his belt, metal clinking in the quiet room.
Eric’s voice came low, measured. “Good girl. Keep going.”
I yanked the belt loose, fingers trembling as I popped the button and pulled at the zipper. Landon’s slacks gave, and I shoved the fabric down over his hips, my pulse hammering as his cock sprang free, thick and hard, inches from my bare stomach.
I froze. The sight of it, the reality, made my heart pound against my ribs. This wasn’t play anymore. This was the moment I could still stop.
Landon’s eyes burned into mine, waiting. His cock twitched, wet at the tip, so close I could feel the heat radiating off him. My thighs quivered, wet and open, the ache inside me begging.
I turned my head toward Eric, desperate for some anchor. His stare held me steady, calm but unyielding. “Show him what it means to be his wife,” he said softly.
My body trembled as I wrapped my hand around Landon and guided him lower.
My hand shook as I wrapped my fingers around him. The weight of his cock startled me, the heat, the thickness pulsing in my grip. I had told myself all night that this was still pretend, still a part to play for Eric’s thrill. But nothing about the way it felt in my hand was pretend.
Landon groaned, his eyes rolling back for a second as I stroked him once, slow, the wetness from his tip smearing across my palm. His hips bucked forward before he caught himself, his breath catching in his throat.
“Careful,” Eric said quietly. His voice came from the chair, calm and deliberate. “She decides how it happens.”
The reminder sent a nervous flutter through me. I looked up at Landon, his face tight with restraint, sweat shining on his forehead. My thighs spread wider against the sheets, my skin tight, my stomach trembling. “I shouldn’t,” I whispered, even as I guided him lower, the blunt head nudging at me.
Landon pressed forward just enough to part me, the first inch sliding into my heat. I gasped, clapping a hand over my mouth, my body jerking at the shock of it. The stretch burned, sharp and real, and for a moment panic surged, this was happening, truly happening.
Eric’s voice anchored me. “Breathe. Let it in. You’re showing him how a wife gives herself.”
I let out a shuddering breath, lowering my hand from my mouth. My hips shifted instinctively, easing the sting. Landon’s eyes locked on mine, desperate, asking without words if he could go further.
“Slow,” I whispered, my voice ragged. “Just slow.”
He obeyed, pushing deeper inch by inch, filling me so gradually I felt every vein, every pulse. My thighs trembled against his hips, my nails digging into his shoulders as I pulled him closer without meaning to.
“Oh God,” I gasped, my back arching. “It feels, ” I cut myself off, biting my lip hard, too afraid to say the rest out loud.
Eric leaned forward, his eyes fixed on me. “Say it,” he urged softly.
I shook my head, my breath catching. Landon sank deeper, the pressure building until he was halfway inside me, stretching me open around him. My body clamped down, wet and aching, and the pleasure bled through the nerves until I moaned helplessly.
“It feels so full,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “Too full, but, God, it feels good.”
Landon groaned into my neck, his lips hot on my skin as he pushed again, sliding the last few inches into me until his hips pressed flush against mine. The moment he bottomed out, my body clenched tight around him, and I gasped so loud it filled the room.
Eric’s voice cut through, low and steady. “Now he’s your husband. At least for tonight.”
My stomach twisted at his words, guilt and arousal colliding so hard I couldn’t tell them apart. But when Landon pulled back slowly and pressed into me again, the drag tearing another cry from my throat, I knew I wasn’t going to stop.
I curled my legs around his waist, holding him inside me, trembling from the force of it. “Oh God,” I whispered again, clinging to him, the chain at my throat glinting in the low light.
And with every thrust, the line between pretending and  Landon held himself deep inside me, his chest heaving against mine, sweat already dampening the fabric of his shirt. My nails dragged down his back, pulling the cotton tight across his muscles. My head tipped back into the pillows, a cry escaping before I could catch it.
He drew back slowly, the thick slide of him stretching me all over again, then pushed in, steady and deliberate. My thighs tightened around his waist, my heels hooking into the backs of his slacks as if I needed to keep him from leaving me empty.
“God,” he groaned, his forehead pressed against mine. His breath was hot, desperate. “You feel unreal.”
I gasped, clutching at his shoulders. “It’s so much,” I whispered. “I can feel every bit of you.”
The bed creaked softly under us as he moved again, a slow, dragging thrust that made my body spasm. My nipples brushed against his shirt, the rough fabric sending sparks up my chest. I writhed, hips rising to meet him, needing the friction, needing him deeper.
His mouth found mine, messy, unpracticed, our teeth bumping before we melted into each other. The taste of him, wine, sweat, me, flooded my tongue. I moaned into his kiss, and he swallowed it whole, groaning as he pushed harder.
The world outside, the ocean, the retreat guests, even Eric sitting nearby, blurred to nothing. All I could feel was the thick stretch of Landon inside me, the raw pounding of my heartbeat, the heat between us that grew wetter with every stroke.
I bucked up against him, nails clawing into his shoulders. “Don’t stop,” I begged, the words spilling before I thought them. “Please don’t stop.”
His jaw clenched, his thrusts picking up, each one longer, heavier, until my body jolted with every movement. My breasts bounced against his chest, my gold chain sticking to my skin with sweat. I arched higher, offering myself up to him without hesitation now.
“You’re perfect,” he gasped against my neck, his teeth grazing my skin. “So perfect, I can’t, ”
His words broke off as I squeezed around him, clenching tight with every thrust. My body was betraying me, loving the way he filled me, responding to every twitch of his hips like it had always belonged to him.
I tilted my hips, angling him deeper, and when he struck that spot inside me, I cried out so loud it startled both of us. My nails dug crescents into his skin, my thighs clamped around his waist, my stomach clenching.
“Oh God, Landon!” I screamed, my voice shaking.
He groaned, burying his face in my shoulder, his rhythm faltering as he struggled to keep control. But I didn’t want him controlled. I wanted more. I grabbed his ass, dragging him tighter against me, forcing him as deep as he could go.
The pleasure rolled through me in waves, my body breaking under it, and all I could think was how impossible it would be to pretend this wasn’t real.
My back arched off the mattress, every muscle in my body straining as he drove into me again. The air left my lungs in ragged bursts, my cries spilling louder with each thrust. My hands clawed at him, pulling him closer, desperate to feel every inch of his body against mine.
Landon groaned into my ear, his voice rough, broken. “I can’t hold back you’re too tight too wet.” His hips snapped against mine, harder now, losing the careful rhythm, grinding deep with each push.
I clung to him, my legs locked around his waist. “Don’t hold back,” I gasped, my voice shaking. “I want it, oh God, I want it all.”
The bed thudded beneath us as he fucked me faster, the wet slap of our bodies colliding filling the room. My breasts bounced with every thrust, nipples aching, chain clinking faintly against my collarbone. Sweat streaked my skin, making me slide under him, every nerve raw and exposed.
I felt my body clenching again, tighter, quicker than I expected. The pleasure coiled sharp and sudden, the pressure unbearable. “I’m gonna, ” I cried out, words dissolving into a scream as the orgasm tore through me. My thighs squeezed him hard, locking him inside me, my cunt pulsing around his cock until I thought I’d break apart.
Landon’s groan shook against my neck. His rhythm faltered, his hips jerking out of control. “I can’t, oh fuck, ”
I clutched his ass with both hands, dragging him deeper into me, my nails biting into his skin. My body still shook from the orgasm, but I wanted him to spill, to give me everything, to mark me in a way I couldn’t hide.
His cock throbbed inside me, thick and pulsing, and I felt the first hot spurt flood me. He gasped, teeth clenching against my shoulder, hips bucking hard as he emptied himself in sharp bursts, his cock twitching with each one.
The sensation jolted me all over again, him filling me, warmth spreading deep, the weight of him collapsing on top of me as he came. I moaned through the aftershocks, writhing beneath him, overwhelmed by how good it felt, how final it was.
When he finally stilled, his chest pressed hard to mine, both of us drenched in sweat, I dragged in a ragged breath. My heart hammered so fast I thought it might burst.
For a moment, the room was nothing but heat, panting, the sticky wet mess between my thighs. My body still clenched around him, refusing to let him go.
I tilted my head back against the pillow, staring at the ceiling, trembling with the weight of what we’d done. I had crossed the line completely, no more pretending, no more half measures. I had taken him inside me, let him spill in me, and wanted every second of it.
Landon collapsed heavy on top of me, his chest heaving against mine, his cock still buried deep. My legs stayed wrapped around him even as the strength went out of them, trembling, my thighs sore from clutching him so tight. My pussy twitched around him, oversensitive, wet, messy, cum already sliding out in slow warmth.
I wanted to hold him there forever, but Eric’s voice broke through the fog. “Get dressed,” he said quietly, firm but not harsh. “We’re going downstairs.”
I gasped, tilting my head to stare at him. “Now?” My voice cracked. My whole body was shaking, raw, my nipples sore, my thighs wet.
Eric stood from the chair, straightening his shirt, slipping his wallet into his pocket like nothing had happened. “Now. There’s a spread in the lounge. Coffee, sandwiches. We’ll fit right in.”
Landon pulled back with a groan, his cock sliding wetly out of me. I moaned at the loss, cum dripping onto the sheets. My hand shot down instinctively, cupping myself, trying to hold it in, but it was useless. The mess was there, undeniable.
Eric tossed me my sundress. “Wear this. You’ll look like you just came from the balcony with your husband. It works.”
My hands shook as I pulled it on, the coral fabric clinging to my skin. No bra, no panties, I couldn’t bring myself to bother. The dress stuck to my breasts, nipples poking hard against the thin fabric, the skirt brushing too light against my bare, leaking pussy. My thighs trembled as I stood, weak-kneed, my stomach fluttering with nerves.
Landon buttoned his shirt crooked, his hair a wreck. He looked flushed, guilty, but when he glanced at me, I saw the same dazed hunger I felt.
Eric led us down the hall, calm, like he was shepherding a couple in his care. My heart pounded harder with each step. Cum trickled down my thigh, tickling as it smeared between my legs. I bit my lip, fighting the urge to gasp.
The lounge was lit soft, a few couples scattered at tables with mugs of tea and plates of fruit. Conversations hushed as we entered, then picked back up again with polite smiles.
“There’s our newlyweds,” a man said warmly, lifting his coffee in greeting.
Eric smiled smoothly. “I insisted they come down. Rest is important, but fellowship matters too.” He laid a hand on Landon’s shoulder, his other at the small of my back, steering us forward like he owned the story. “I promised I’d keep them guided.”
We sat at a table with two other couples, all polite, their eyes bright with curiosity. A plate of sandwiches was passed my way, and I reached with trembling hands, the hem of my dress riding high on my thighs. I shifted, trying to cross my legs, but the wetness between them made it impossible to hide how bare I was underneath.
The woman across smiled sweetly. “You look radiant, dear. Honeymoons will do that.”
I forced a smile back, my chest heaving, my body still raw and aching. My thighs pressed together, cum smearing sticky between them, my pussy still clenching as though begging for Landon again.
And the wrongness of it, sitting here, making small talk with strangers, Eric pretending to be our pastor while I dripped his friend’s cum into my dress, had me so hot I could barely breathe.
I sat with my knees pressed tight, the coral dress riding up too high, the sticky heat between my thighs impossible to ignore. The couples at the table smiled kindly, mugs of tea steaming between their hands.
“So,” the gray-haired man said, leaning back in his chair, “how’s married life treating you so far?”
Landon cleared his throat, reaching for his cup. “It’s intense,” he said, voice catching. “Everything feels new. Like we’re still adjusting.”
I almost laughed, biting my lip instead. Adjusting. My cunt clenched at the word, wetness smearing where my thighs pressed together.
His wife, a plump woman in a blue dress, nodded warmly. “That’s natural. The first weeks can be overwhelming. But it’s important to stay open.”
I shifted in my seat, the hem of my dress creeping higher, and forced a smile. “Oh, we’re open,” I said quickly, too quickly. Landon’s eyes flicked to mine, wide, and I knew he heard what I really meant.
Eric’s hand brushed the small of my back, steadying me. “They’ve taken to it beautifully,” he said smoothly. “You can tell when a couple is truly giving themselves to each other.”
The man across lifted his mug. “Amen to that. Giving yourself fully, that’s the whole point.”
Landon coughed into his cup. I squeezed my thighs tighter, trying not to squirm, but another drip of cum slid down, warm against my skin. I swallowed hard, heat rushing to my face.
The woman in blue leaned closer, her voice gentle. “And patience,” she said. “Patience with each other. It’s not always easy to take everything in right away.”
I felt my chest rise sharply. “No,” I whispered, my nipples hard against the thin dress. “But when it happens you feel it everywhere.”
Landon’s jaw clenched. He shifted in his chair, the fabric of his slacks still creased from being pulled down earlier. I knew the image in both our heads: his cock buried in me, stretching me until I cried out. My breath came faster, but the couple only nodded, thinking we meant something else.
Eric smiled faintly, calm as ever. “That’s what I’ve been telling them. To take it slow, but not to be afraid when passion comes fast and hard. That’s when you know it’s real.”
The gray-haired man chuckled, patting his wife’s hand. “You’re a wise pastor. Reminds me of our first year, so much fire, we could hardly keep our hands off each other.”
My stomach flipped. I pressed my palm flat against the table to ground myself, but my body was humming, sore and wet and aching for more. Landon glanced at me, his eyes dark, and I had to look away before I gave us both away.
The woman in blue beamed at me. “And look at you,” she said sweetly. “You’re glowing.”
I forced a laugh, though my throat was tight. “I guess I just can’t hide it,” I said, and Landon nearly choked on his drink.
Eric leaned back, satisfied, letting the conversation roll on. I sat there, leaking into my dress, my body screaming for more, while the others talked about love and faith and patience as if they weren’t describing exactly what I had j
The group drifted toward the elevators together, everyone exchanging warm handshakes and smiles. I walked between Landon and Eric, my dress brushing  against my thighs, the fabric sticking to my skin. Every step pushed another trickle out of me, hot and humiliating, yet every slip of wetness only made me pulse harder.
The gray-haired man patted Landon on the shoulder as we waited for the elevator. “Take care of her, son. A bride this radiant deserves all the attention you can give.”
Landon swallowed hard, nodding stiffly. “I’m trying.”
I bit down on my lip, holding back a moan at how those words hit me. Trying. God, he was trying, and my body wanted him to try again right now, in front of everyone.
The elevator arrived with a soft chime. We stepped in with the others, polite chatter filling the small space. The blue-dressed woman smiled at me. “Rest well, dear. Tomorrow’s a new day.”
I clutched my small purse to my chest, nodding quickly. “Yes. We we’ll need our strength.” The words came out trembling, loaded with too much truth, and Landon’s eyes shot to mine.
When the doors opened at our floor, Eric gestured us out first. We said our goodnights, then walked the carpeted hall alone. My knees shook, my nipples rubbed raw against the thin dress, and every step made the mess between my legs wetter.
Halfway down the hall, I couldn’t keep quiet anymore. “Eric,” I gasped, my voice barely above a whisper, “I can’t take it. Talking like that, sitting there like nothing happened, while I was leaking out of him, God, it’s driving me insane.”
Eric’s hand pressed firmly to the small of my back, guiding me faster. “That’s the point,” he murmured. “You’re living the part. You feel it in every step.”
Landon walked on my other side, his hand brushing mine, his knuckles trembling. “I can’t stop thinking about it,” he whispered hoarsely. “How you looked when I was inside you. How you sounded.”
The heat in me flared so hard I nearly stumbled. Eric caught my elbow, steadying me, his touch strong. “Almost there,” he said, his voice calm, but his eyes burned when they met mine.
We reached the suite, and Eric slid the key into the lock. The door clicked, swinging open onto the dimly lit room. I stepped inside first, my chest heaving, the dress clinging  to my stomach.
As soon as the door closed, I pressed my back to it, my hands shaking as I yanked the straps down my shoulders. The coral fabric dropped to the floor in a heap, leaving me bare, flushed. My thighs glistened in the low light, cum still sliding down in messy streaks.
“I can’t wait,” I gasped, looking from Landon to Eric. “I need it again. Right now.”
Landon’s chest rose hard, his fists clenching at his sides as if holding himself back. Eric stepped closer, his hand lifting my chin. “Good,” he said softly. “Then let’s not waste a second.”
Landon lunged first, his restraint gone. His hands seized my hips and pulled me off the door, spinning me toward the bed. My bare skin burned where his fingers dug, and my heart hammered as my knees hit the mattress.
I crawled forward on trembling arms, breasts swaying, thighs shining, and before I could even brace, Landon shoved his slacks down and climbed over me. His cock slapped wet against my ass, still glistening from before. The sudden heat of it made me whimper.
“Again,” I gasped, my face pressed to the sheets. “Don’t wait, just do it.”
He groaned and pushed inside me in one hard stroke, my body yielding instantly after the first time. I screamed into the bedspread, the raw stretch tearing through me, half pain, half unbearable pleasure. My pussy clenched tight around him, sucking him in deeper, the mess of his cum and mine squelching with every thrust.
Landon grabbed my hips, dragging me back against him, pounding harder, faster than before. The bedframe shook with the rhythm, the headboard tapping against the wall. My breasts bounced wildly, my nipples dragging against the sheets until I cried out.
“Oh God, yes, yes, ” I sobbed, clutching the bedspread in both fists. My body ached from being used, but I didn’t care. I needed every inch of him, needed him to fuck me until I broke.
Eric stood just to the side, calm but intent, his voice low. “Good wife,” he murmured, almost like approval. “Take it all. Give him everything.”
The words slammed into me. I pushed back against Landon harder, meeting each thrust, my ass slapping his hips. The sound filled the room, wet and obscene, each smack spurring me higher.
Landon’s groans grew rougher, desperate, his hands tightening on my waist until I knew there would be bruises. “I can’t stop,” he gasped. “You feel too good, I can’t stop.”
“Don’t stop,” I begged, tears squeezing from my eyes. “Fill me again. Do it, please, ”
He yanked my hair, pulling my head back, and slammed deeper, his cock hitting so far inside me I screamed. My vision blurred with white heat, my body convulsing as another orgasm ripped through me, harder than the first. My cunt clenched around him so violently that he shouted, his rhythm collapsing.
I shook, every nerve raw, cum spilling fresh down my thighs as he hammered into me. His cock throbbed inside me, and then he was spilling again, flooding me in hot spurts that pulsed deep. I sobbed at the feel of it, broken open, twitching as he emptied himself into me a second time.
He collapsed against my back, panting into my ear. My body quivered under his weight, legs shaking, ass sore from the pounding, pussy gaping and leaking his cum in messy streams.
I clutched the sheets, my breath ragged. “God,” I whispered, my voice shaking. “I can’t believe how much I wanted that.”
Landon slid off me, collapsing onto his back beside me, his chest rising and falling in ragged bursts. My body ached everywhere, nipples sore, thighs burning, pussy raw and stretched. Cum leaked freely out of me now, pooling on the sheets, dripping down the inside of my legs. I pressed a hand there, half trying to hold it in, half savoring the heat of it.
Eric sat on the edge of the bed, calm as though none of it had touched him. His hand brushed over my hair, smoothing it back from my face. “That,” he said quietly, “was exactly what you were meant to give.”
I turned my head toward him, tears still stinging my eyes, though not from sadness. I was undone, trembling from what I’d let happen. “It’s too much,” I whispered. “And I still want more.”
Eric’s mouth curved in the faintest smile. “That’s the point. You don’t stop wanting. You carry it into tomorrow. Every look, every word, it builds until you can’t stand it.”
Landon groaned softly beside me, one arm over his face. “I don’t know how I’ll keep it together around them,” he muttered. “If anyone even looks at her, ”
Eric cut him off gently. “You’ll keep it together because you have to. That’s the game. Out there, you’re the proud new husband. You wear that role like a suit. And no one can see through it unless we let them.”
I rolled onto my side, my leg brushing Landon’s, my pussy still leaking warm against the sheets. The thought of going back downstairs tomorrow, smiling at those couples, pretending nothing had happened, pretending to be Landon’s wife while Eric played the pastor guiding us, it made my stomach twist with both dread and unbearable excitement.
Eric stood, straightening his shirt. “Sleep,” he said, his tone final but not harsh. “Tomorrow the retreat schedule begins. Group breakfast, worship, activities. We’ll blend in.” He looked down at me, his eyes holding mine. “And every moment, you’ll know exactly what’s still dripping out of you. That’s how you’ll carry it.”
I whimpered at his words, burying my face against the pillow. The ache in my body throbbed fresh, the wrongness of it all spinning me until I didn’t know if I’d sleep at all.
Landon turned toward me, his hand sliding over my hip, pulling me close. His breath was still rough against my ear. “We’ll never get through it,” he whispered.
But I wasn’t so sure. The thought of sitting at breakfast, of polite prayers and sermons, while cum still ran down my thighs, while Eric guided us with that steady hand, it thrilled me in a way that made me squeeze tight around nothing.
Eric switched off the lamp. The room fell into shadows, the surf outside muffled through the glass. “Tomorrow,” he said softly. “We make them believe it all over again.”
And that seed, knowing the retreat had only just begun, left me wide-eyed in the dark, aching for what was still to come.
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The rental car crunched over the stone drive, tires rolling slow as the hotel awning came into view. I tugged my dress hem lower over my thighs, smoothing the coral fabric flat, and checked the strap of my sandal. Landon’s hand tightened on the wheel as he steered us into line behind two other cars unloading bags and guests in pressed suits and pastel dresses. His eyes stayed hard on the rearview mirror.
“This is it,” he muttered, shoulders shifting under his jacket. His tie was a little crooked.
“Let me straighten this,” I said, leaning across the console. I tugged the knot tight against his collar and let my fingers linger there for half a second on his chest. The fabric was warm, his heartbeat fast.
“Better,” I whispered, then pulled back as the valet stepped to his window.
“Weekend wedding?” the kid asked.
“Yes,” Landon said quickly, handing over the keys. He shot me a glance that was all nerves and determination mixed together. I pushed open my door and let the skirt of my dress swing high on my thighs as I stepped out. The valet took in the view, then looked away just as Landon came around to claim my bag like the husband he was pretending to be. I looked over my shoulder. My husband Eric’s car was just then stopping behind ours.
I slipped my arm through Landon’s, my palm brushing the fabric of his sleeve. The sun caught the side of his face, showing the red at the edge of his ears. He pulled me tighter as we passed under the awning and inside the revolving doors. I stifled an urge to scream.
Inside, the lobby gleamed, all polished marble floor, tall glass windows spilling daylight, the hush of other couples checking in at the counter. My sandals clicked over the tiles, every step pulling eyes. Landon kept me close, steering me toward the line.
I gazed around like a wife taking it all in, and that’s when I saw him.
Eric came through the revolving door a few paces behind us, rolling his small black case, button-down open at the neck. His eyes skimmed over Landon and me once, but impersonally, like any other traveler. No smile. No nod. Just the casual glance of a man arriving alone on other business. Maybe a slight linger on the attractive woman looking back at him. The other man’s wife.
My stomach flipped and I leaned harder into Landon’s arm, tilting my face up at him as though to make sure he was the only man in the lobby for me. Acting was never my forte.
“Reservation for Wallace,” Landon told the clerk when it was our turn. His voice had a firmness that caught me off guard. He set his palm flat on the counter, the other hand resting against the small of my back.
I shifted closer to him, brushing my hip against his. “Two nights,” I added, giving the clerk a smile. “Wedding group.”
The key cards slid across. Landon picked them up and guided me away from the desk with his steady hand still at my waist. As a dance, he was certainly gaining confidence by the minute.
Eric was checking in two places down, his profile turned toward us. He didn’t look. I forced my breath to stay even, heat running down my chest under the thin coral straps of my dress.
“Room’s on the fifth floor,” Landon said, low, leaning close to my ear as the elevator doors opened. His hand pressed firmer at my back, guiding me in.
I lifted my chin and laughed softly, the sound carrying just enough. “Perfect,” I said, looping my arm tighter through his.
The doors slid shut, sealing us into the weekend.
The elevator hummed as it climbed, mirrored walls catching our reflection from every angle. Landon stood close, my shoulder brushing his chest. I leaned back into him. I could see the way his jaw clenched, how he kept glancing at the floor numbers like each one was a small relief. People were going to notice, I thought.
“Fifth floor,” he said again, more to himself than to me.
I turned slightly so my breast pressed against his arm, watching his throat tighten. “Relax,” I whispered, leaning close. “You look like you’re being marched to the gallows.”
His lips twitched, almost a smile. “You’re enjoying this too much.”
The doors slid open. The hallway stretched long and carpeted, lined with pale sconces. Landon adjusted the strap of my overnight bag on his shoulder and nodded down the corridor. I let him lead, his pace steady now, his grip on the keycard strong enough that his knuckles turned white.
Room 514. He slid the card, pushed the door open, and stepped aside for me.
I walked in first, my sandals clicking against the low table by the window. A king bed sat in the center, white sheets tucked tight, a spray of flowers in a glass vase on the dresser. I set my purse down and turned, tugging at the strap of my dress until it slipped lower on one shoulder.
Landon dropped the bag beside the chair and exhaled hard, rubbing the back of his neck. “This feels . . . ” he said, not finishing.
“Natural,” I cut in. “You heard them at the desk. We look right together.”
His eyes dropped down my body, then back up. He crossed the space between us, not as hesitant this time, and placed his hands on my hips. The warmth of his palms spread through the thin fabric. He surprised me.
“We really do,” he said, voice low.
I leaned closer, my lips brushing the edge of his ear. “Now you’re finally starting to sound like a husband.”
He drew back just enough to look me in the eyes. “Then let me act like one.”
The words hit hot at my chest, but before I could answer, a faint knock rattled the adjoining wall. There was the click of a door closing.
Was it Eric? My real husband?
My pulse jumped. Landon’s grip on my hips tightened. I slid my hands up his chest, feeling the hard thump of his heart through his shirt. He was thinking the same thing.
“Forget about that,” I said softly, pulling him closer. “We’re here for the wedding. Nothing else. To show your friends what a wonderful and sexy wife you have.” I snickered.
The lie came easier, though. My body shook with the emerging truth of it, as though I was less and less needing to act. Landon’s lips brushed mine, brief but hungry, then he pulled back, breath hot against my cheek.
“We should change for the rehearsal dinner,” he said, but he didn’t move his hands from my hips. Maybe he was finding the act coming more natural too. We heard more fussing next door, things being put in a closet, perhaps, or something leaned against the mutual wall.
I smiled, tugging the other strap of my dress lower until both slid down my arms. “So help me.”
He grinned most crookedly and used his fingers to begin slowly hiking my dress up over my hips. We kissed until he pulled it up my chest and I raised my arms to allow him to disrobe me completely. I mean, doesn’t a husband get to with his wife?
I laid the coral dress across the bedspread, smoothing it flat before reaching into my suitcase. A navy cocktail dress, slim with a low back, slid easily off the hanger. The fabric caught the light when I held it up against me.
Landon sat at the edge of the mattress, jacket tossed over the chair. He rolled his sleeves to his forearms, eyes fixed on me as I stepped out of my sandals. His gaze didn’t move when I slipped my thumbs under the band of my bra and unclasped it, letting the straps fall.
“You’re staring,” I said, glancing over my shoulder.
“You’re my beautiful wife, why wouldn’t I?” he answered, his voice low.
I looked at him and let my arms fall away from my bare chest. Together we fought against spreading grins. “I’m pretty sure he’s right next door,” I said.
“Who?” he replied. I poked my tongue deep into my cheek.
I stepped into the cocktail dress, tugging it up over my hips, the fabric clinging as it rose. Landon stood, crossed the room, and caught the zipper at my back. His fingers brushed my bare skin as he pulled it up slowly, steady, until the dress was sealed tight up against me.
“Good?” I asked, turning around inside his hands.
His breath was warm against my neck. “Too good.”
I was close enough that my chest brushed his shirt, but I pressed my hands against him lightly, holding him back. “Dinner first. We have to be seen. We need to be decent.”
He exhaled, pretended frustration, but nodded. “You’re right.” He jutted his jaw and lowered his eyes to my chest. We both snorted.
I touched his tie again, smoothing it flat, making him look every bit the husband we needed him to be.
We left the room together, his hand lower on the small of my back as we walked back up the hallway. At the elevator, another couple joined us, a man in a gray suit with his wife in lavender lace. She smiled warmly.
“Wedding too?” she asked.
“Yes,” Landon said before I could answer, his arm tightening around my waist. “Friend of the groom.”
“Oh, wonderful,” the woman said. “We’ll all be family for the weekend then.”
Her husband laughed, the sound echoing in the elevator. Landon glanced down at me, a quiet confidence growing in his eyes now. I slid my arm through his, smiling back at the couple.
In the lobby, the crowd was gathering. Men in dark suits, women in bright dresses, clusters of voices bouncing off the marble. Servers circled with trays of wine. Landon guided me toward the check-in table for guests, his palm pressing at my hip as though we had done this a hundred times.
And then I saw Eric again, across the room, leaning at the bar with a glass of whiskey, watching the swirl of arrivals. He never looked directly at us, but the tilt of his head told me he knew exactly where we stood.
Landon leaned down, his lips brushing my ear. “Smile,” he murmured.
So I did. I’m a good wife. I let him hand our names to the attendant, let him claim me by name in front of everyone. My chest rose fast, not from nerves anymore, but from the way he carried himself, the way he held me steady while Eric faded into the background like any other man drinking alone watching a noisy wedding party greet each other.
“Table cards,” the attendant said, passing us envelopes.
Landon tucked them into his jacket, his arm pulling me close again. “Shall we?” he said softly.
I nodded, heat rushing under my skin as we walked together into the crowd.
The ballroom glowed with strings of white lights overhead, the tables already dressed in ivory cloths and polished glassware. A string quartet played near the stage, soft enough that voices carried easily. I felt Landon’s hand tighten on mine as we stepped through the double doors, the hum of conversation falling just briefly when new arrivals looked our way.
He didn’t falter. He guided me straight to the welcome table where other friends of the groom were gathered, men clapping him on the back, women smiling at me as though we’d always belonged in this circle.
“Landon!” one of them said, tall with a shock of blond hair. “We thought you’d show up alone like always. And here,” he turned to me, his grin wide, “is a real Mrs. Wallace!”
Heat crawled up my chest, but I extended my hand, letting him clasp it warmly. “Tessa,” I said.
“Beautiful,” another woman whispered to her friend, eyeing my dress before leaning in to hug me. Landon’s arm slid across my waist, pulling me close with a surety that made my pulse stutter.
“I told you,” he said lightly, looking around the group. “Things change.”
They laughed, some nodding in approval, and just like that, we were folded in. Glasses of wine appeared, conversation rose again, and Landon kept me anchored at his side with a touch at my hip or a brush of his hand down my arm.
Across the room, I caught Eric at the bar. He leaned casually, his jacket off now, shirtsleeves rolled. He spoke to no one. His eyes never lingered, but the knowledge of him there made my breath run quicker.
“Dance floor’s open,” the blond friend said, nodding toward the space near the quartet. Couples were already moving to the music. “Newlyweds should start it off.”
Landon hesitated only a heartbeat, then took my glass, set it down, and offered his hand. “Shall we?”
The way he said it left no room for refusal.
I slid my hand into his, and he led me onto the floor. The music swelled, lilting and graceful, and his arm circled my waist with confidence I hadn’t felt from him before. His palm was firm against my back, pulling me close.
“You’re good at this,” I whispered, tilting my face up at him.
His lips curved. “Feels right.”
I laid my head against his chest, letting the rhythm carry us. Around us, voices murmured approval, a few scattered claps, the glow of smiles directed our way. Landon tightened his hold, and I pressed closer, my body fitting into his as though the role belonged to me as much as it did to him.
When the song ended, the applause was real. He kissed my temple, brief but certain, before guiding me back to the table.
“That’s my wife,” he said quietly, almost to himself, as he pulled my chair out.
The words sent a rush of heat through me.
Dinner moved in courses, servers gliding between tables with plates of roasted chicken and glasses refilled before they were half-empty. The chatter was warm, stories of the groom’s college days tossed around, laughter swelling and breaking like waves. Landon kept his hand on my knee beneath the tablecloth, casual at first, then firmer as the meal went on.
I shifted slightly, letting the slit of my dress slide higher, giving him more of my thigh to claim. His thumb traced a slow line against my skin while he laughed at something across the table. Nobody noticed. I sipped my wine, pulse quickening.
“So how long have you been married?” one of the women asked, leaning in with genuine curiosity.
Landon’s grip tightened, but he didn’t stammer. He looked her straight in the eye, his smile easy. “Almost a year.”
I set my glass down and laced my fingers over his hand on my thigh, pressing it tighter to me. “Best year of my life,” I added, and the way the women at the table smiled told me they believed it.
Plates cleared, dessert arrived, glossy chocolate cake cut into neat slices. Landon fed me a bite from his fork, holding my chin gently as though it were the most natural thing. The group laughed and clapped. My face flushed, but I leaned in and kissed him softly on the mouth, a public seal that made my body hum.
I knew Eric was watching from somewhere beyond the periphery.
When the band struck up a livelier tune, people rose for another round of dancing. Landon tugged me up with him, his hand sliding down to catch mine, his other hand brushing the curve of my hip.
The floor was crowded, dresses swaying, jackets undone. Landon pulled me in close, my chest pressed tight to his, his thigh sliding between mine as he moved us in time with the music. His breath brushed my cheek when he bent to murmur, “You’re shaking.”
“I’m not,” I whispered back, though I could feel the tremor in my knees.
He grinned and pressed harder, his leg guiding me with deliberate pressure. I gasped, catching myself against his shoulder. To anyone watching, it was just a husband and wife lost in the music, but my body burned at the contact.
“You’re doing too much,” I hissed quietly, even as my hips answered the press of his thigh.
“Not enough,” he said, his mouth grazing my ear.
I clung tighter to him, the room around us blurring into music, laughter, clinking glasses. My pulse raced under his touch, every step of the dance pulling me further into him, further into the role that felt less like pretending and more like truth.
The music quickened, couples swirling around us, but Landon kept me pressed close, his thigh sliding higher between mine as we moved. My dress hitched with every step, the slit exposing more of my leg, and his hand splayed against the small of my back, pulling me tighter until my breasts pressed hard into his chest.
“You’re driving me mad,” he whispered, his lips brushing my ear, low enough no one else could hear.
My breath caught. Heat rushed up my throat, and I gripped his shoulder, pretending it was for balance. “Don’t,” I hissed, but I didn’t step back.
He shifted again, deliberate, his thigh rubbing against me through the thin fabric of my panties. The sensation jolted me so sharply my nails dug into his arm. My body betrayed me, rocking with the rhythm he set, hidden in plain sight among the crowd.
I forced a smile when one of his friends clapped his shoulder mid-spin, laughing, “Still in the honeymoon phase, huh?”
Landon only grinned back, his hand slipping lower to cup the top of my ass as he pulled me against him. “Wouldn’t trade it for anything,” he said smoothly, and the friend chuckled and moved on.
My chest rose fast, my nipples straining against the fabric of my dress. The ballroom lights glinted on crystal and polished floor, music covering the sound of my breath breaking uneven. Landon’s lips brushed mine in a fleeting kiss that deepened before I could stop it, his tongue sliding against mine while his hand pressed firmer at the base of my spine.
I gasped, pulling back just enough to see the flush in his cheeks. He didn’t look timid now. He looked hungry.
“Not here,” I whispered, but he shook his head faintly.
“Especially here,” he answered. His hand shifted, fingers skimming the side of my hip before dragging up under the edge of my dress.
I stiffened, scanning the room. Couples spun and laughed, eyes on themselves. No one watching us too closely. Except . . .
Eric. Sitting at the bar, one leg crossed, glass of whiskey in hand. His head tilted just slightly, eyes cutting toward us for half a second before he looked away again.
The air caught in my chest. Landon’s fingers brushed the lace edge of my panties under my dress. My knees weakened. I clutched him tighter, pressing my body to his so anyone glancing over would see nothing but a passionate dance.
“You’re misbehaving,” I whispered, trembling against his mouth.
His grin was hot against my skin. “So are you,” he said, and pushed his hand higher.
The song shifted slower, strings drawing long notes, and Landon didn’t hesitate. He kept me close, chest to chest. My body was warm from the wine, from the dance, but the steadiness in him was something new. He wasn’t fumbling anymore. He was guiding me.
“You’re going to me mine tonight,” he murmured against my hair, his breath steady, assured.
A jolt went through me. My instinct was to pull back, to remind him this was a game, that we were only supposed to pretend, but the words tightened something low in my stomach. I pressed my hand flat against his chest to create space, but the heat there under his shirt only made me linger.
“Landon . . . ”
“Don’t,” he cut me off, his grip firm at my hip, steering me in a slow circle on the floor. “Just be with me.”
My pulse hammered. I wanted to protest, to remind him of Eric at the bar, but my legs trembled with every subtle roll of his thigh against me. The confidence in his voice, the surety of his hand, made it harder to breathe.
“You’re getting carried away,” I whispered, my cheek brushing his jaw.
“No,” he said. His lips brushed my temple, slow and deliberate.
I clenched my thighs instinctively. My body ached with a need I hadn’t expected, wetness blooming faster the more certain he became. I tried to draw in a steady breath, to hide it, but my chest rose too quickly against him, giving me away.
I forced a smile for the onlookers, leaning back as if it were playful, but really to buy myself a second of distance. “People are watching.”
“Good,” he said smoothly, pulling me in again. His thigh pushed between mine, slow, deliberate, and my hips betrayed me, rolling with the pressure before I could stop them.
My face flushed. “Landon, please.”
But my voice cracked in the middle, the plea sounding more like a gasp of want than protest.
He lowered his head, lips grazing just below my ear. “You feel me too.”
I swallowed hard, nails pressing into his shoulder, my body trembling against him. I tried to think of Eric, of the risk, of the game we were supposed to be playing. But every touch, every confident word from Landon, dragged me deeper into a heat I couldn’t smother.
The music ended but Landon didn’t let go. His hand stayed at my hip, fingers pressing through the fabric like he owned the right to hold me there. I tried to steady my breathing, to laugh it off as the other couples clapped and drifted back toward their tables. But my thighs were slick, my body thrumming so hard it felt dangerous.
I leaned in, forcing my lips to his ear. “I can’t be like this. It’s too much.”
His hand tightened. “What do you mean?”
“You know what I mean,” I hissed, though my body arched into him at the same time. “If you keep touching me, I’m going to lose it right here in front of everyone.”
He froze for only a second, then his jaw set. His arm circled my waist and he steered me toward the edge of the ballroom, past couples who barely glanced up, past servers carrying trays. My pulse hammered, knowing Eric could be anywhere, knowing eyes could flick toward us at any moment. But the ache between my legs screamed louder than the risk.
We slipped through a side door into a carpeted hallway. Landon’s pace quickened, pulling me with him until we reached a small alcove by the restrooms. Dim sconces glowed against the wallpaper, shadows pooling in the corner. He pressed me back against the wall, his body firm, his hand sliding up my thigh before I could speak.
I gasped, grabbing at his wrist. “Landon, this is insane.”
His lips hovered at mine, hot breath spilling over. “No, this is what we need. We’re married.”
The press of his fingers against the damp lace between my legs made my knees buckle. I clutched his jacket, the urgency spilling out of me in a sharp, helpless whimper.
“Just, quick, then,” I begged, my voice breaking. “I can’t go back in there like this. Please.”
His eyes burned into mine, no hesitation left. He hitched my dress higher, crowding me against the wall, and the rush of knowing how easily I gave in, how badly I wanted it, sent a dizzy flood of heat down my spine.
I closed my eyes, trying to keep my breath quiet even as my hips rolled into his hand, desperate for more. It was reckless, it was wrong, but my body didn’t care. It just needed him. Needed the release before I came undone in front of them all.
The hallway was quiet except for the muted swell of music bleeding from the ballroom doors. Landon’s hand was already under my dress, fingers tracing the soaked lace that clung to me, and my chest heaved against his.
Pretending to be his wife with Eric somewhere nearby was tearing me apart. Every time Landon touched me, the heat doubled, sharp and relentless, and the thought of Eric just down the hall, seeing me smile at another man like I belonged to him, sent the arousal into a storm I couldn’t control.
I caught sight of a door only a few steps away, a brass plaque gleaming in the low light: Restroom.
“Inside,” I whispered, my voice breaking with need. “Now.”
Landon’s eyes widened, then darkened. He grabbed my hand, pulling me with him. I fumbled at the handle, heart slamming, the terror of being caught tangled with the pounding ache between my legs.
The door swung open to a small tiled room, soft light spilling from sconces over the sinks. Empty. My relief was sharp, fleeting.
He kicked it shut behind us, and before I could breathe he had me pinned against the cool wall, dress hiked to my waist. His mouth covered mine, hard, hungry, swallowing the moan I couldn’t stop.
“God, Tess,” he muttered against my lips. His hand shoved my panties aside, fingers dragging through the wet heat already waiting for him.
I clutched his jacket, nails digging in, my body bucking helplessly against his touch. “I can’t.”
“Yes, you can,” he growled, fumbling at his belt with his free hand. The sound of the buckle snapping open jolted through me, raw and urgent.
I knew Eric could walk by, could guess, could hear something, but it only made me wetter, needier. I shoved at Landon’s chest, not to stop him but to push him faster. “Please, just fuck me,” I begged, my voice rough with desperation.
His zipper slid down, the heat of him pressing against my thigh, and I gasped, arching into him as the storm of arousal finally threatened to break.
The lock clicked under Landon’s hand, and the quiet thud of the bathroom door sealing made my pulse spike even higher. I pressed back against the counter, breath ragged, my dress still clinging to me, hem bunched high around my thighs.
I yanked my panties down just enough, trembling as they caught at my heels before dropping to the tile. Landon froze, eyes devouring me, his hands flexing at his sides like he couldn’t believe how quickly I’d undone myself.
“Sit,” I whispered, tugging at his jacket. He let me push him onto the counter edge, his knees spread, his breath sharp as I sank between them.
I reached for his belt, pulling it loose, then dragged down his zipper. His cock was hot in my hand, half-hard, swelling fast as I wrapped my fist around him.
“God, Tess,” he muttered, head tipping back against the mirror.
I leaned in, licking the length of him before closing my lips over the tip. His hips jerked, a low sound tearing out of him as I sucked him deeper. My hand stroked the base, twisting as I bobbed my head, saliva slicking him until he was thick and straining against my tongue.
He groaned, his hand finding the back of my head, fingers curling in my hair. “Fuck, that feels . . . ”
I pulled back, gasping, my chin wet, my fist still pumping him. “Hard enough yet?” I panted, stroking him faster, watching his cock throb in my grip.
“More than hard,” he rasped, voice breaking.
I smirked, stood quickly, tugged my dress higher until it bunched around my waist. My bare ass hit the counter, the cool surface against my skin making me shiver. I spread my legs, one hand still stroking him, the other reaching down to drag his cock against my swollen, aching slit.
“Do it,” I whispered, arching off the counter, needing the stretch, needing him to fill me. “I can’t wait, just get inside me.”
Landon’s jaw clenched, his cock sliding slick against me, and my body quaked, every nerve raw with urgency. I pulled him harder, guiding him to me, desperate for him to push in and break the storm raging in my chest.
I dragged him forward, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my folds. The heat of it made me gasp, my hips sliding restlessly on the counter’s edge. My thighs quivered, spreading wider, the polished wood biting into my skin as I arched to take more of him.
“Landon, please,” I whispered, voice cracked, breath catching. The swollen tip nudged against the slick opening of my body, parting me just enough to burn.
He braced with his hands pressed into the mirror behind me, muscles hard, his hand gripping my hip to hold me steady. “Not yet,” he hissed through clenched teeth, his chest heaving.
I whimpered, rolling my hips against him, desperate to swallow him inside. “I can’t stop now, I need it.”
The counter creaked under me as I slid further forward, my bare ass edging closer, his cock slipping along my folds, hot and wet. Each tease made me shudder, the sensation so sharp I nearly sobbed.
He shut his eyes, jaw locked, holding himself back with every ounce of control. “You don’t know what you’re asking.”
“I do,” I begged, clutching his shirt tight, dragging him closer until the fat head pushed deeper between my lips, stretching me just enough to make me cry out. “God, please!”
And then . . .
A light rap at the door.
We froze. My breath stuck in my throat, Landon’s cock poised against me, my body trembling around the edge of him. Another knock, polite but unmistakable, echoing through the quiet tiled room.
My nails dug into his chest. “Oh my God,” I mouthed, chest hammering, every nerve alight, the risk slamming into me as hard as the need.
He didn’t move, his cock still pressed firm at my entrance, the heat of him throbbing against my folds while we both held utterly still, straining to listen.
His cock was thick and hot against me, the swollen head nudging at my opening as he held me pinned to the counter. I spread wider, the edge of the wood biting into the backs of my thighs, and clutched his shoulders, trying to pull him closer.
“Landon,” I whispered, my breath breaking.
Landon’s hand tightened on my hip, holding me still. His jaw was set, the muscle twitching as though he was fighting himself. Slowly, achingly slow, he pushed forward.
The first stretch burned, sharp and raw, making me whimper against his neck. My body clenched instinctively, then gave way as the pressure built. Inch by inch, he sank deeper, dragging a low moan out of me that I couldn’t hold back.
I wrapped my legs tighter around him, ankles locking at his back, forcing him closer. The counter shifted under me as my hips rocked forward, taking more of him.
“Don’t rush me,” he growled, his breath hot against my ear. His cock slid deeper, filling me in one long, steady thrust that seemed to last forever.
The fullness made my eyes squeeze shut, my nails clawing down his back through his shirt. My chest rose fast, pressed hard to his, nipples tight against the thin cotton.
“God, Landon,” I gasped, the words tearing out of me as the thick length of him pushed further inside, stretching me until I felt split open.
His pace didn’t change. He braced his hands against me, holding me still while he claimed me slow, deeper and deeper, until finally his hips met mine with a sharp, final bump.
The shock of being filled completely made me cry out. My head tipped back against the mirror, the cool glass biting at my scalp as my body seized around him.
“Fill me,” I whispered, trembling. “You’re all the way in.”
He held it there, buried to the base, his cock pulsing inside me. He leaned close, lips brushing my ear, and whispered, “I think it’s Eric at the door.”
The words shattered me.
A flood of heat ripped through my body at once, violent and unstoppable. My walls clenched around him, milking his cock in hard, desperate spasms. I clawed his back, the fabric tearing under my nails, my cry muffled against his shoulder as my body broke sharp and fast.
The thought of Eric on the other side, hearing, knowing, was too much. I convulsed around Landon’s full length, hips jerking, legs trembling where they clung around him, every pulse of release squeezing him deeper into me.
“God, Tess,” he groaned, bracing me tighter as I shook against him, my body betraying me completely.
My body wouldn’t stop convulsing. Every clench around him dragged another moan out of me, sharp and needy, echoing off the tile. I clawed his back harder, my nails raking lines through his shirt until I felt damp heat where I’d torn skin. He groaned low, the sound vibrating through his chest into mine, and braced himself tighter, refusing to move even as I writhed against him.
“Stop,” I gasped, though my hips bucked into him again, desperate to grind against the thick length buried inside me. “I can’t. oh God, I can’t.”
He held still, his cock throbbing deep inside me, the fullness only feeding the spasms that wouldn’t end. His jaw pressed into my shoulder, sweat dripping at the line of his hair. “You’re milking me,” he growled, voice ragged. “I’m trying to hold it back, Tess, you’re going to make me!”
Another knock, sharper this time, rattled the wood in its frame.
We froze again, every nerve sparking, my body still rippling through me with little aftershocks that made me whimper. My thighs shook, still clamped around his waist, squeezing him deeper.
My chest heaved against his, the fear and the thrill colliding so hard I thought I might come again.
“Eric,” I whispered, still trembling, nails digging into his shoulders. “It was him, wasn’t it?”
His cock twitched deep inside me, a brutal throb that made my whole body seize. He nodded against my cheek, lips brushing my skin. “Who else would stand there like that?”
The idea ripped me apart. My husband, listening. My walls clenched hard around Landon again, and another wave rolled through me, less controlled, hotter, messier. My moan spilled against his neck, too loud, too shameless.
“Christ, Tess,” he groaned, clutching my hips. “You’re going to squeeze it out of me, fuck.”
I pulled at him, rocking my hips, unable to stop, chasing the drag of his cock against every swollen, sensitive inch inside me. “Don’t hold back,” I panted. “Please, just, please.”
He shook his head, teeth gritted, his whole body taut as steel. “Not here. Not like this.”
But my body didn’t care. Ripples tore through me again, my thighs shuddering, my voice breaking as I clawed him harder, desperate for him to lose the same way I had been.
I could still feel the ghost of the knock vibrating in the door, the knowledge that Eric might still be out there, listening. It made my body clench tighter around Landon’s cock until I thought he’d snap.
And I didn’t want it to stop.
My back arched hard against the mirror, the glass cold against my shoulders as my hips rolled helplessly into him. Every nerve screamed for more, for movement, for him to fuck me until I broke apart completely. I couldn’t stop the soft cries slipping out of my throat, quick, helpless whimpers that filled the small bathroom like a secret too loud.
Landon’s hand shot up and clamped over my mouth. His palm was hot, rough, pressing me back into silence. His eyes were wide, his teeth clenched as he hissed into my ear. “Quiet. He’ll hear you.”
The words shot straight through me. My whole body seized, the wet clench of my cunt around his cock tightening so suddenly I almost came again. My muffled cry vibrated against his hand, and the sound of my own helplessness only drove me further.
I writhed against him, dragging my nails down his back, trying to force him to move, to thrust, to give me the release I was shaking apart for. He held still, braced, every muscle taut, his cock thick and pulsing deep inside me but refusing to give me what I needed.
“Please,” I tried to say into his hand, the word a muffled whine. My hips jerked up again, the wet slide of him shifting just slightly inside me, enough to tear another gasp from my chest.
His lips brushed my ear, voice low, nearly broken. “You want him to hear you, don’t you? You want him to know.”
The thought detonated inside me. My real husband, just outside, knowing I was spread on the counter with Landon’s cock buried to the hilt. My whimper broke sharp into his hand, my body arching so hard my breasts pressed into his chest, nipples stiff and aching through the thin fabric of my dress.
He pressed harder over my mouth, muffling the frantic sounds spilling out of me. My eyes rolled back as my cunt squeezed around him in fluttering spasms I couldn’t control. My thighs shook, heels digging into his back, dragging him closer even though he was already as deep as he could go.
“You’re soaked,” he groaned, his voice cracking. “Clamping me like you’ll never let go.”
I nodded against his hand, tears stinging at the corners of my eyes from the sheer intensity of holding it in. My body was begging, pleading, trying to pull him into motion even as he braced against it.
The muffled sound of my whimpers, the arch of my spine, the thought of Eric’s ear at the door, it all collided until my body went rigid around Landon’s cock, trembling, desperate for the thrust that still wasn’t coming.
And the more he denied it, the more the storm inside me built, wild and uncontrollable.
His hand still covered my mouth, pressing me silent as I writhed against him. My whole body was a bowstring, spine arched, breasts pressed hard to his chest, cunt squeezing him so tight I could feel his cock pulsing back. My muffled whimpers spilled hot against his palm, helpless and unending.
“Goddamn it, Tess,” he growled, voice cracking at last. His hips jerked forward, just once, a sharp thrust that made my eyes slam shut. The shock of movement ripped through me, my muffled cry high and broken into his hand.
He did it again, harder. The counter creaked under us, the slap of his hips echoing off the tile. My body seized, shuddering, the wet drag of his cock stroking every swollen inch inside me.
“You’re going to get us caught,” he hissed, but his thrusts didn’t stop now. They rolled into me, slow at first, then harder, deeper, driving the breath out of me in desperate moans I couldn’t swallow.
I clawed at his back, dragging him closer, begging with my body even as my words were muffled. My hips met every stroke, wet heat spreading down my thighs, the sound of it obscene in the small bathroom.
“Is this what you want him to hear?” Landon rasped into my ear, his cock plunging deep, his chest slick against mine. “His wife taking it from me? Whimpering under my hand?”
The words sent me over the edge. I screamed into his palm, the sound muffled but desperate, my body locking around him. My cunt spasmed violently, milking him in hard, greedy waves, my legs clamping around his waist to hold him inside.
His thrusts shook me against the counter, his cock slamming deep until our hips smacked with wet, urgent force.
I clung to him, nails scoring his back, head thrown against the mirror as wave after wave ripped through me. My muffled cries turned to sobs of pleasure, my body a trembling mess of need and release.
Landon’s hand slipped from my mouth, his forehead pressed to mine, his breath ragged. “Say it,” he demanded.
“I can’t,” I gasped, still convulsing around him.
“Say it,” he growled, driving into me harder, deeper, every thrust brutal and perfect.
My body broke open, words spilling out before I could stop them. “Yes, it’s what I want, oh God, it’s what I need.”
And then there was nothing but the crash of his cock filling me and the unbearable thrill of knowing my husband might have heard every second.
Landon’s thrusts turned brutal, his cock driving so deep I felt him swell inside me. My body clamped harder, spasming in wild, uncontrollable waves, dragging him down into the same collapse. His groan broke against my neck, hot and guttural, as his hips slammed one last time and his release surged into me.
The force of it made me cry out, clutching his shoulders as he filled me. My thighs quivered where they clung around his waist, my body shaking with aftershocks that wouldn’t stop. His cock throbbed inside me, every pulse spilling deeper, my cunt fluttering around him as if it could hold him there forever.
We stayed tangled like that, pressed to the counter, breath ragged, the smell of sex sharp in the air. My panties were bunched useless at my ankles, his belt undone, our clothes still on but drenched with heat and sweat.
Finally he pulled back, his cock slipping wetly from me, leaving me trembling and open. I gasped at the emptiness, clutching the counter for balance as I slid shakily down from it.
“Jesus, Tess,” Landon muttered, zipping himself, his hand dragging through his hair. “I almost lost it when you came around me like that.”
“You did lose it,” I shot back, breathless, tugging my dress down and fumbling my panties back into place. My thighs were sticky, my legs still unsteady. “And so did I.”
He smirked, leaning close, his voice low. “Worth every second, though.”
I grinned despite myself, heart still hammering, and turned toward the door. My hand shook on the lock as I clicked it open. The cool hallway air hit me first, drying the sweat clinging to my skin.
And then I saw him.
A man in a suit, older, gray at the temples, walking away from the door with a slow shuffle. He glanced back once, clearly just another guest, not Eric at all.
For a second I froze, then the realization hit me, and I choked out a laugh. Landon’s eyes went wide, then he burst out laughing too, his hand grabbing mine, pulling me into the hall as if we hadn’t just fucked ourselves senseless in the bathroom.
“Not Eric,” I whispered, doubled over with laughter I couldn’t stop. “We almost killed ourselves thinking it was, and it was just, some random guy.”
Landon shook his head, still laughing, his arm around me as we walked fast down the hall. “Jesus, Tess. If he heard any of that . . . ”
“Let him,” I said, still breathless, grinning up at him. “I don’t care.”
The laughter clung to us, sticky and delirious, making the danger feel even sharper, sweeter. A secret between us now, sealed tight.
But somewhere, in the back of my mind, I knew Eric was still out there, watching from a distance, the real storm still waiting.
We smoothed ourselves as best we could in the hallway mirror, Landon tugging his jacket straight, me adjusting my hem and swiping at the shine on my cheeks. My legs still trembled with every step, the wetness between them a reminder I couldn’t erase no matter how carefully I pulled my panties back into place.
“Think anyone will notice?” I whispered, half-daring him.
He grinned, brushing his fingers across my wrist before letting go. “Only if you keep glowing like that.”
I swatted at him, but the laugh escaped me anyway. The lightness of it still hummed through my chest as we pushed back through the double doors into the ballroom.
The music washed over us instantly, violins giving way to a soft jazz band now. Couples drifted across the floor, servers weaving between tables with champagne flutes. The scent of roast beef and buttered rolls floated heavy in the air.
We moved together, side by side but not touching, careful to keep the rhythm of just another couple at a wedding. Still, every time his shoulder brushed mine, a jolt shot through me, too raw to hide.
I scanned the crowd, my pulse still unsteady, and then I saw him.
Eric.
He stood near the back, alone, a drink in his hand, his eyes locked directly on us. Not smiling. Not moving. Just watching.
My breath caught, my laugh vanishing as quickly as it had come. I straightened, smoothing my dress again even though there was nothing left to fix.
Landon noticed, his posture shifting subtly. He stepped closer, his hand hovering like he might rest it at the small of my back but stopped short. “Don’t break,” he murmured without moving his lips.
I nodded, swallowing hard. My mouth was dry, but my body hadn’t cooled. If anything, seeing Eric there, knowing what I’d just done, what he might suspect, made the heat surge again, dangerously close to breaking loose all over.
We took our seats, clinking glasses with strangers at the table, smiling like nothing was wrong. I crossed my legs carefully under the cloth, acutely aware of the wet warmth still seeping between them.
Eric lifted his glass from across the room, slow, deliberate. Our eyes locked, and my heart lurched.
I forced a smile back, lips trembling around it, while Landon leaned close to whisper against my ear. “Remember, you’re mine in here.”
The claim was quiet, but it thudded through me harder than the bass line spilling from the speakers. I tried to laugh, to cover, but all I could feel was the storm rebuilding, stronger than before. The fact was, I had forgotten that I wasn’t.
The night stretched long with dancing, toasts, laughter, and too many glasses of champagne pressed into my hand. My cheeks were warm, my legs heavy, but all I could think about was Landon, how close he’d kept me, how easily he’d touched my lower back when we walked the room together. It had been hours since the bathroom, and the ache had never left.
As the crowd thinned and couples began drifting toward the elevators, I leaned into him, lips brushing his ear. “Take me upstairs,” I whispered, low and deliberate. “To our room?”
His eyes flicked down to mine, the corner of his mouth pulling into a half-smile. Without a word he set his glass down and slid his hand through mine, leading me out.
The elevator doors closed around us, a hush falling over the mirrored box. My back hit the wall before the floor even lurched upward. His mouth crushed to mine, hot and eager, my arms flying around his neck. The taste of champagne still lingered on his lips, mixed with the sharp tang of sweat and the night’s strain.
I laughed into his mouth, unable to help it, tugging his tie loose and kissing him harder. His hands roamed my hips, up the curve of my waist, then cupped my ass, pulling me against the thick bulge in his trousers. The steel of the elevator shuddered under us, lights blinking as the numbers climbed, but all I cared about was the feel of him pressed tight to me.
“God, Tess,” he muttered against my lips, his breath ragged.
“Not Tess,” I teased, grinning as I kissed him again. “Your wife.”
The word shot through me, sweet and dizzying, and for the first time all night I didn’t think of Eric at all.
The bell dinged, doors sliding open, and I tugged Landon by the tie down the hallway, laughing again, drunk on nerves and want. He fumbled with the key card, swore softly, then shoved the door open.
Inside, I pushed him back against it, locking it with a sharp click. My hands were on his jacket, shoving it off his shoulders, fingers already pulling at his shirt buttons.
“I want to show you,” I said, breathless, kissing down his throat. “What a wife should really be.”
His eyes burned into me as his shirt fell open, chest bare and hot under my palms. “Show me then,” he said, voice low, hungry.
I grinned, dropping to my knees, hands sliding down his chest, tugging at his belt. I wanted to taste him, to take him into my mouth slowly, laughing when he gasped, teasing him the way a wife would when she knew every inch of her husband’s body.
And I wanted to do everything, everything I’d ever heard about, dreamed about, because tonight, I wasn’t pretending. I was his.
I tugged his trousers open, laughing under my breath when the belt finally gave way with a snap. Landon’s cock sprang heavy into my hand, already hard from the elevator, thick and flushed. His breath caught, but I didn’t give him time to speak.
“Wives take care of their husbands, don’t they?” I said, grinning up at him. “So let me start properly.”
I wrapped my lips around him, slow, savoring the weight as I slid him deep into my mouth. His head tipped back against the door, a groan ripping out of him. I worked him with my tongue, stroking the shaft with one hand while my other cupped his balls, rolling them gently as I sucked.
“Christ, Tess.” His hand fumbled into my hair, half pulling, half petting, like he didn’t know if he should stop me or let me ruin him completely.
I pulled off, gasping, saliva glistening on my chin. I smirked, stroking him with a wet fist. “Not Tess. Your wife. Say it.”
His eyes burned into me, his chest heaving. “My wife,” he rasped, hips jerking into my hand.
The words lit me up. I laughed, pushing him backward toward the bed, still stroking him hard as I climbed up after him. He fell onto his back, shirt open, trousers half down, his cock jutting up thick and wet. I straddled him, my dress bunched high at my waist. That’s when I realized I forgot to put my panties back on. We left them in that bathroom.
He grabbed my hips, groaning. “You’re going to kill me.”
I leaned down, kissing him hard, my laugh muffled against his mouth. “Isn’t that what a wife’s supposed to do? Keep her husband worn out?”
I slid lower, rubbing my soaked slit against his cock without taking him in, rocking my hips until the friction made me whimper into his chest. He tried to lift me, to guide me down, but I pushed his hands away, pinning them to the bed.
“Not yet,” I teased, nipping his lip. “Wives get to play a little, too.”
He laughed, shaking his head, but his cock throbbed under me, sliding slick against me as I ground harder. My body quivered, the tease as sharp as the real thing. I gasped, biting my own shoulder as the tension climbed.
I let go of his wrists, dragging my nails down his chest instead. “I want to make sure you never forget tonight,” I said, breathless, rising up and holding him poised at my entrance. “Because it’s the first time your wife really makes love to you.”
And then, grinning, dizzy, aching for him, I sank down slow, swallowing every inch of him, my moan spilling over the sound of his laugh breaking into a groan.
The stretch of him filled me so completely I almost lost the laugh on my lips. My head tipped back, hair falling over my shoulders, as I sank all the way down until our hips met. The pressure was perfect, unbearable, the heat of him buried deep where I ached the most.
Landon groaned, his hands flying to my hips. “God, Tess.”
I pressed a finger to his mouth, grinning through the shiver in my voice. “Wife,” I corrected, rolling my hips slow, circling. “Say it right.”
“My wife,” he choked out, the words dissolving into a groan as I rode him, lifting and dropping onto his cock.
I laughed, bouncing faster, the slap of our bodies loud in the quiet room. My breasts spilled free as the straps of my dress slid down my arms, and I let them, moaning as his eyes locked on the sway of them. His hands reached up, cupping them, squeezing until my nipples were stiff and aching.
“You feel so good,” I gasped, arching my back, grinding down hard. “Better than I ever imagined.”
His head tipped back against the pillows, his eyes half-closed, jaw slack as he groaned. I planted my hands on his chest, nails dragging, and moved faster, riding him like I’d always wanted to, wild and greedy, moaning each time he bottomed out inside me.
“Fuck, Tess, you’re going to finish me,” he gasped, clutching my hips tighter, guiding my rhythm even as I fought to stay in control.
I leaned down, biting his lip between kisses, still moving. “That’s what wives do,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “Take everything. Make their husbands come.”
He laughed, the sound sharp and disbelieving, before it broke into another groan as my hips rolled hard against his. I couldn’t stop smiling through the gasps, lost in the sheer joy of it, of him, of pretending this was ours.
But Landon’s grip changed. His fingers dug harder into my waist, his eyes snapping open, wild and urgent.
“My turn,” he growled, and before I could protest he flipped me onto my back, his cock never slipping free. I cried out, the sudden thrust making my body quake as he drove deep.
He hovered over me, braced on his forearms, pounding into me hard and sure, his breath hot against my mouth. I wrapped my legs tight around him, nails clawing down his back again, laughing through my moans, delirious with the pleasure of being taken like this.
“Yes,” I gasped, every thrust pushing the air out of me. “Yes, husband, yes.”
His groan tore through the room, and then there was nothing but his cock driving me open and the dizzying rush of knowing I’d finally become the wife I’d pretended to be all night.
Landon’s thrusts grew rougher, the bedframe groaning under us as he drove deep again and again. My legs clamped around his waist, heels digging into his back, pulling him tighter with every snap of his hips. The sound of our bodies meeting was obscene, wet and sharp, but I didn’t care, I wanted more of it, all of it.
“Oh God, yes, don’t stop,” I cried, nails scoring his shoulders. My body arched under him, breasts brushing his chest, sweat slick between us. Every stroke hit the spot that made me quake, my walls fluttering, clutching at him as if my body wanted to drag him deeper still.
His face hovered inches from mine, teeth gritted, sweat dripping from his temple. “You feel so fucking good,” he gasped, his voice raw.
I clawed at his back, biting his shoulder as the orgasm slammed into me. My body convulsed, legs locking around him, every muscle seizing as the pleasure ripped through me in violent waves. I screamed his name into his skin, muffled and desperate, my cunt milking his cock in hard, greedy spasms.
Landon broke with me. He buried his cock to the base, groaning low and guttural as his release surged hot and deep inside me. His body shook against mine, every pulse filling me fuller, spilling down my thighs. He clutched me hard, pressing me into the mattress as if he could fuse us together.
We stayed tangled like that, panting, bodies slick, the sheets twisted under us. My chest heaved against his, heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst. Slowly he lifted his head, his eyes meeting mine, dazed and hungry and something else, something like awe.
I grinned, still breathless, brushing his damp hair back. “Not bad for your first real night with your wife,” I teased, my voice hoarse.
He laughed, dropping his forehead to mine. “Not bad? You nearly killed me.”
I giggled, still trembling from aftershocks, and kissed him softly, lips sticky with sweat. “That’s what I’m supposed to do, right? Keep my husband satisfied?”
“Mission accomplished,” he muttered, collapsing beside me, dragging me against his chest.
I curled into him, still grinning, my legs tangling with his. The room smelled like sex, like sweat and heat, the sheets damp and rumpled. My body was sore and spent, but inside I felt light, almost giddy. For the first time all night, I didn’t think about Eric at all.
I thought about us. About how easy it was to laugh with Landon, to make him groan, to tease him until he broke. I thought about the thrill of showing him what I could be, not as Tess, but as his wife.
And as I lay there against him, catching my breath, I felt the strangest thing of all, excitement. Not just for what we’d done, but for everything else we still could.
We never really slept. Not properly.
Every time I drifted off, curled into his chest, I’d wake again to the heat of his hand sliding over my hip, or the hard press of his cock nudging against me under the sheets. And every time, I gave in to him, or took him while he slept, too.
Sometimes it was slow, his body spooned around me as he slipped inside, our breaths syncing in the dark. Other times he rolled me onto my back, spreading me wide as he thrust deep until I gasped loud enough I worried about the walls. Once, half-asleep, I climbed on top of him without a word, giggling as I rode him while he groaned into the pillow, gripping my thighs to keep me steady.
Between each collapse we laughed, whispered nonsense, kissed until our lips were sore, then passed out tangled together, only to wake again an hour later, needy all over.
By the time dawn light leaked through the curtains, the sheets were twisted and damp, our bodies slick with sweat. My thighs ached, my skin tingled, my voice was raw from moaning into his chest.
I stirred at the feel of him hard again against my ass. Groaning, I turned to face him, hair a mess, eyes bleary, but grinning. “Again?” I whispered, already spreading my legs.
“Again,” he said, his voice hoarse, and slid into me slow.
The morning was softer, our kisses lingering, our movements steady and unhurried. His cock filled me deep, stretching me sore, my body welcoming him anyway. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him in, whispering against his mouth, “God, I love this. I love being your wife.”
His eyes darkened, his thrusts quickening, his hands framing my face as he kissed me hard. “Say it again,” he growled into my mouth.
“I’m your wife,” I gasped, trembling under him as another orgasm tore through me. “Yours.”
He came with me, groaning into my throat, his cock pulsing until I could feel him spilling hot inside me again.
We collapsed together, shaking with laughter, unable to stop touching, kissing, clinging.
By the time the clock on the nightstand blinked past nine, I knew we had to get up, get dressed, face the rest of the wedding weekend. But part of me didn’t want to leave the bed at all. I wanted to stay lost in it, lost in him.
We made it down late, both of us worn out, my body heavy and sore in ways I didn’t bother hiding. Landon’s arm never left me, around my waist when we walked through the lobby, around my shoulders when we sat down with plates of eggs and toast. I leaned into him, still laughing at some joke he’d whispered, feeling almost smug at how natural it felt to be pressed against him in front of everyone.
We must have looked ridiculous, clinging like newlyweds after a wedding night. But I didn’t care. I let myself glow in it.
The clatter of silverware and chatter around the room filled the air, but another sound cut through. My phone buzzed on the table, skittering against the wood. I blinked at it, frowning, and finally picked it up. My phone. I had forgotten all about that too.
The screen lit with a string of missed notifications. My chest tightened.
9 missed calls. 12 unread texts. All from Eric.
My stomach dropped, cold against the warm fog of breakfast. I’d forgotten him completely. Not just once, not just for a few minutes, I had shut him out for an entire night.
My fingers trembled as I scrolled. The first few were short, sharp. “Where are you? Answer me. Pick up.” Then later, longer. Words I didn’t want to read in front of Landon.
But it was the last one that froze me. A text with a small gray icon. An audio file.
My throat closed. I tapped it before I could stop myself.
The sound hit me instantly, muffled but unmistakable: the creak of a bedframe, the wet slap of skin, my own voice moaning in sharp, desperate bursts.
I dropped the phone face-down on the table, my whole body going rigid. My cheeks burned, my heart slamming so hard I thought it would show on my chest.
Landon’s arm tightened around me, his fork clinking against his plate as he set it down. “What is it?” he asked, voice low, calm, but his eyes searching mine.
I forced a laugh, weak and broken. “Nothing. Just, nothing.”
But the sound still echoed in my head. My moans, my cries, the ones that had torn out of me in the bathroom, now trapped in that little file.
And somewhere across the room, I swore I felt Eric’s eyes on me, watching, knowing.
My hand hovered over the phone, my chest still pounding with the echo of my own voice from that file. Every instinct told me to open it again, to scroll through the messages, to answer, to explain. To look for him the way I always had.
But I didn’t.
I pressed the screen dark and slid the phone into my bag. Out of sight. Out of reach. My breath caught in my throat, but I forced myself to sit up straighter, to lift my coffee and sip as though nothing had happened.
Landon’s arm tightened around me. He didn’t push, didn’t ask again. He just stayed close, his warmth steady against my side, his hand resting at my hip like it belonged there.
For a moment, it was easy to pretend that nothing else mattered. That we really were what everyone saw when they glanced at us, just another couple, a husband and wife who’d spent the night tangled up in each other, too full of joy and exhaustion to let go.
I leaned into him, letting my head rest briefly on his shoulder, a smile tugging at my lips. The phone buzzed again in my bag, muffled. I made the mistake of glancing at it.  A picture: my panties on the counter of that bathroom, all twisted up like they’d been torn off. I put the phone away.
For the first time, I didn’t need to chase Eric, didn’t need his approval or his voice in my ear. I wanted to laugh with Landon, to cling to him through breakfast, to play the role I’d lived so deeply that it no longer felt like pretending. Eric did say to “stay in character” all weekend long . . . . 
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It had been three weeks since the wedding weekend. I hadn’t seen Landon since we’d driven back to the city in separate cars, each pretending the other was just someone they knew through friends. I’d gone back to my routines, or tried to, work, gym, errands, but everything felt half-alive, like I’d been left in the shadows of something that had burned too hot to touch again.
Then, one afternoon, he texted. Just a name of a restaurant and a time. No greeting, no explanation.
Standing outside the small brick place off Halsted, I almost turned around. The sky had that gray Chicago look that made everything feel colder. My reflection in the glass door looked calm, hair pinned up, black dress, heels, but inside I was shaking.
He was already there when I walked in. Back corner booth. No tie, sleeves rolled, a whiskey half gone. He looked up as if I’d been expected for hours.
“Tess.” Just that, with the smallest smile.
I slid into the booth across from him. “You could’ve picked somewhere quieter.”
“I wanted to see you in good light.” His eyes flicked over me, neckline, shoulders, down to where my legs crossed. “You clean up well, Mrs. Wallace.”
The name hit me like a hand between my thighs. “We’re not doing that,” I said quietly.
He smiled into his glass. “We already have though.”
A waiter came. Landon ordered another whiskey, gestured to me. “She’ll have a sauvignon blanc.” He remembered. I hated that he remembered.
The drinks came fast. Conversation didn’t. The air between us did all the talking, thick with memory, with what we’d done in that hotel room, on that bathroom counter. I tried not to think about it, but my body remembered better than my mind.
Finally, I said, “Why’d you call me?”
“Because you didn’t call me.” He leaned back, one arm on the seat behind him. “And I wanted to see if you could sit across from me without shaking.”
“I’m not shaking.”
“Your hand,” he said. “You are.”
I set the glass down and reached for my purse, but he caught my wrist halfway, his fingers firm and warm. “Stay.”
I didn’t pull away.
He watched me another moment, his eyes darker now. “You think it was just part of a game. But it wasn’t. You felt it.”
I swallowed. “You don’t know what I felt.”
“Then prove it,” he said. “Dinner. One drink. Nothing else. If you can walk away afterward, I’ll believe you.”
Now who was playing a game?.
His thumb brushed my wrist before he let go. The waiter arrived again, asking about food, but neither of us looked up. I just said, “The same for both,” not even caring what it was.
Landon smiled faintly, nodding. “Good,” he murmured, just low enough that only I could hear.
The waiter left, and the quiet came back. I could feel the heat of him from across the table. The way he watched me, steady, unblinking, made it hard to find my words.
“You can’t talk to me like that,” I said finally, my voice low.
“Why not?”
“Because it’s not real. I’m married.”
He tilted his head, eyes on my mouth. “Feels real.”
I pressed my lips together. He had me, he always did. It wasn’t what he said, it was the way he said it. Calm. Certain. Like he already knew I’d stay.
Our food arrived, something grilled, but I barely touched it. Landon ate like nothing about this was strange. When I finally looked up, he was wiping his thumb across the edge of his plate, watching me watch him.
“You didn’t tell me you kept them,” he said suddenly.
My heart jumped. “Kept what?”
“Your panties,” he said, voice low, casual. “From the hotel. The blue ones. You left them on the counter. I figured Eric sent the photo, not you.”
I stared at him, the air sucked out of the room. “He did.”
Landon nodded slowly, the corner of his mouth turning up. “So he knows.”
“Knows what?”
“What you’re doing.”
My throat went dry. “You don’t know anything about it.”
He leaned forward, elbows on the table, voice barely above a whisper. “I know how you sounded when I told you he was outside that door. I know how you clenched around me when you thought he was listening.”
My pulse thudded in my ears. I pushed my plate aside. “You’re disgusting.”
He smiled faintly. “And you’re back here.”
I started to stand, but he caught my wrist again, softly this time. Not forceful. “Stay for a walk,” he said. “You’ll feel better. I promise.”
I should’ve said no. I should’ve walked out, gotten into my car, gone home, blocked his number. But something in me wanted to see what would happen if I didn’t.
Outside, the air was colder. The city lights blinked off wet pavement. Landon fell into step beside me, his hand brushing the small of my back once, lightly, like he was testing the air between us.
“You shouldn’t touch me,” I said.
“I shouldn’t have fucked you either,” he said quietly. “Yet here we are.”
I stopped walking. He stopped too. His face was shadowed by the streetlight, jaw set, eyes hard.
“This doesn’t go anywhere,” I said.
He nodded once. “Then let’s see how close we can get without it going anywhere.”
And before I could breathe, his hand was in my hair, his mouth at my ear, and all I could think about was how fast I was already breaking that promise.
The wind picked up, carrying the smell of the river and fried food from the street vendor across the corner. Landon didn’t move his hand from my hair.
“Stop,” I whispered, but I didn’t mean it.
He didn’t kiss me, just leaned in until his lips brushed the edge of my ear. “You’re still wearing the same perfume.”
My stomach flipped. “You noticed that.”
“I remember everything.” His hand slid down, catching the back of my neck lightly. “Especially what you sound like when you stop fighting.”
A car horn cut through the street noise. I turned, my breath shaky, my pulse too fast. “You said one drink.”
He nodded. “Or so.”
I should’ve walked. Instead, I heard myself say, “Where are you staying?”
He grinned like he’d already known I’d ask. “Only a few blocks from here. Palmer House.”
I exhaled through my nose, slow. “Of course you are.”
He stepped back, leaving space between us again. “You could come up. Just to talk. Just to prove me wrong.” He snickered.
My pulse stuttered. “You don’t think I can?” I grinned right back, too.
“I think you already decided.”
I laughed once, too sharp, trying to cover the reaction my body made just hearing him say it. “You have no idea what kind of mistake this would be.”
He looked down at me, calm as ever. “Maybe two wrongs make a right.”
The walk was quiet except for our footsteps and the dull hum of traffic. The hotel lobby smelled like polished wood and warm light. I followed him to the elevator, my heart punching hard against my ribs.
Inside, he didn’t touch me. He just watched the floor numbers climb. I stared straight ahead, hands clasped tight in front of me, pretending I didn’t feel the air between us getting smaller.
When the door opened, he gestured for me to go first. I walked down the hall without looking back. His keycard clicked, the light flashed green, and then we were inside.
The room was neat, sterile. King bed. Two glasses on the counter. The kind of room meant for this.
I turned to face him. “You get one chance,” I said. “If you want to talk, talk. But nothing else.”
He closed the door, leaned against it, and unbuttoned his cuffs. “Then let’s start with that night.”
My throat tightened. “I don’t want to.”
“Yes, you do,” he said.
That was the moment I realized how badly I did.
He stepped closer, slow enough to make me back up until my knees hit the bed. I didn’t sit. He didn’t touch me. We just stood there, a foot apart, both pretending to still have control.
“Say it,” he said quietly.
“Say what?”
“That you’ve thought about it.”
I swallowed hard. “About what?”
“Don’t do that,” he said. “You know what.”
My voice came out smaller. “I don’t owe you anything.”
He nodded. “You don’t. But you showed up.”
The words landed heavy. I turned away, staring out the window. The skyline blurred against the glass. My reflection looked nothing like a woman who had meant to stay clean.
“I came to tell you it’s over,” I said.
“So tell me.”
I turned back. His face was calm, steady. I opened my mouth to say the words, but nothing came. He smiled slightly. “That’s what I thought.”
He took another step, then another, until I could feel his breath at my temple. “You don’t want to stop,” he murmured. “You just want to know how far you can go before you break again.”
His hand lifted, fingers brushing the back of my neck. My pulse thudded against his wrist.
“We can’t keep doing this,” I whispered. “I’m married to Eric.”
He lowered his voice. “Doing what?”
“Making me want it.”
Landon’s fingers curled just slightly in my hair. “I’m not making you anything.”
My chest rose fast. “Then what’s that?” I brushed my palm over the front of his pants.
He leaned in close enough for his lips to graze my ear. “It feels the same.”
I let out a shaky breath. “It does,” I sighed.
He smiled. “So we stop pretending it doesn’t.”
I didn’t answer. I was caught between the pulse in my throat and the warmth of his hand.
“Tell me to leave,” he said.
I tried. I opened my mouth, but the sound that came out wasn’t no. It was a soft, broken breath that told him anything but.
His hand slid to my jaw, tilting my face toward his. The kiss wasn’t hungry this time. It was slow. Familiar. Too real.
He kissed me again, deeper this time, but without the rush. My back hit the wall; his hands found my waist and held me.
“Landon . . . ”
He didn’t stop. His mouth traced the line of my throat, the side of my jaw. Every breath I took came faster. My knees brushed his; the space between us vanished.
“You came here to say it’s over,” he said against my skin. “Say it again.”
I couldn’t. My hand slid up his chest instead, to the buttons at his collar.
He watched me undo them, one by one, his chest rising faster with each one. When I reached the last, he caught my wrist, still smiling. “You’re not supposed to want this.”
“I don’t.” I flared my eyes at him.
He leaned in, his breath warm on my cheek. The air went out of me. My body had already made the decision my mouth couldn’t say.
I pushed him back just enough to breathe. “If we do this again, it’s the last time.”
He nodded once.
His hand moved up, tracing the side of my thigh through the dress, stopping at the hem. I caught his wrist, but not hard enough to stop him.
“Still playing?” he asked.
My voice shook. “You have no idea what playing could cost me.”
He looked at me for a long second, then said quietly, “I think you already paid.”
And then he kissed me again, slow, heavy, and certain, while my fist opened against his bare chest.
The bed hit the back of my knees again, and this time I didn’t resist. I sank down, my hands on his open shirt, dragging him with me. The air between us had gone thick, all heat and breath.
He knelt in front of me, his knees between mine, his hands braced on either side of my thighs. For a second he just looked up at me, the corner of his mouth twitching like he wanted to say something but didn’t.
“Take it off,” he said finally, voice quiet but firm.
I didn’t ask which part he meant. I pulled the zipper down my back, slow, until the fabric slid from my shoulders. The straps fell to my elbows. He watched every inch of skin that came into view like he was remembering it.
“Stop looking at me like that,” I said.
“I have to,” he answered.
I laughed once under my breath and pushed the dress the rest of the way off, letting it pool around my heels. The air hit my skin, cool and sharp.
Landon reached forward and touched the inside of my knee, just his fingertips. Then higher. He didn’t rush. He dragged his thumb up the inside of my thigh until my breath stuttered.
“You missed me,” he said quietly.
“No I did not.”
“Then tell me to stop.”
I didn’t. I just watched him, my chest rising faster, my fingers gripping the edge of the bed.
He stood, removed his shirt, eyes never leaving mine. Each button came undone slow, deliberate. When it was open, he let it fall to the floor. His skin looked darker under the low light, the lines of his stomach tight as he leaned in to kiss me again.
This time, there was no hesitation. His mouth found mine and stayed there, rougher now, his hands firm on my hips. My fingers dug into his shoulders, pulling him closer, everything between us snapping into motion.
When he broke the kiss, his voice was hoarse. “You still taste like wine.”
“You still talk too much,” I said.
He pushed me back onto the bed and climbed over me, his knees on either side of my hips. The mattress dipped under his weight. He looked down at me the way a man does when he’s about to take what he’s been starving for.
“We shouldn’t be here,” I said, my voice breaking halfway through it.
“I know,” he murmured, dragging his hand up my thigh, slow and steady. “Makes it so good.”
His fingers slid higher until they found me wet. The sound that left me wasn’t a word.
Landon’s eyes darkened. “Just like before.”
I reached for his belt, tugging it open. “Stop talking.”
He leaned down kissing me hard, and I felt the buckle give under my hand, the metal clinking against his zipper. He groaned into my mouth as I slid my palm against him through the fabric, already hard, already ready.
When I pushed his pants down, he caught my wrists. “Are you sure?”
“Do I look unsure?” I whispered, spreading my legs wider under him.
He watched me a moment longer, then shoved the rest of his clothes off. The weight of him over me made my breath catch, the heat of his skin pressing into mine.
“Tell me you want it,” he said.
“I want it,” I breathed.
He pushed inside, slow and deep, his mouth at my throat as I gasped, my back arching. The stretch of him hit me hard, a burn that turned to ache, then to need.
“God,” he said against my skin, voice raw.
I grabbed his shoulders, pulling him closer until there was no space left between us. Every thrust shifted the bed, a steady rhythm that filled the room.
Landon pressed his forehead to mine. “Say it again.”
“I want it,” I whispered, and when he moved faster, I said it louder, until there was nothing left to say at all.
He drove into me harder, the sound of our bodies filling the room. My nails raked down his back, dragging along the lines of muscle until he hissed through his teeth. The pace turned desperate, him holding me open, me pulling him closer, both of us chasing the same edge.
I wrapped my legs around him, my heels sliding against the backs of his thighs. “Don’t stop,” I gasped, my voice shaking with every thrust.
He grunted, low and rough, his mouth finding my shoulder, biting down just enough to make me cry out. “So good,” he said against my skin. “Like we were made for it.”
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My head fell back, the room spinning around the sound of our breath, the slap of skin, the sharp smell of sweat and sex.
His hand slid down, between us, his thumb finding me fast, steady, perfect. The shock of it ripped a sound out of me that made him curse.
“Right there,” he whispered, his breath ragged. “Don’t hold it.”
I didn’t. The release hit like a flood, sharp and full, my body tightening around him so hard it made him groan, his rhythm breaking. I clung to him, shaking, the world narrowing to the pulse between us.
He buried himself deep once, twice, then came with a rough sound against my throat. The warmth of it spilled through me as he pressed hard, his body locked into mine.
For a long moment, neither of us moved. Just breathing. Skin sleek. Heartbeats slamming against each other.
When he finally lifted his head, his voice was quieter. “That wasn’t supposed to happen again.”
I brushed the hair from his eyes. “You say that every time.”
He smiled, exhausted and proud all at once. “You never tell me no.”
I kissed him once more, slow, messy, final, and whispered, “I tell you no every time.”
He rolled onto his back beside me, chest still heaving. The sheets were twisted halfway off the bed, damp with heat. I lay there staring at the ceiling, trying to slow my breath.
“You’re quiet,” he said.
“You’re not.”
He turned his head toward me. “You regretting it?”
I shook my head once. “Not yet.”
He reached over, brushing his fingers along my arm. The touch was lazy, confident. “You shouldn’t.”
I turned toward him, studying his face in the half-light. He looked different now, tired, calmer, but still dangerous in that way. “You think this can keep going on?”
“Yeah I do.”
I sat up, the sheet sliding down my chest. “This doesn’t end well, Landon.”
“Not for most people,” he said, eyes still on me. “That’s not why they start.”
He got up, walking naked across the room to pour himself water. I watched the muscles in his back shift under his skin, the faint marks my nails had left there. He drank, set the glass down, and looked back at me.
“You’re shaking again,” he said.
I glanced down at my hands. He was right.
He came back to the bed, leaned over, and pressed a kiss just below my collarbone. “Don’t pretend you don’t love that I still make you nervous.”
I exhaled through a small laugh. “You’re insufferable.”
“You keep proving otherwise.”
I pushed him back gently, stood, and began to dress. “I have to go.”
He sat on the edge of the bed, watching me pull the dress up over my hips. “You always say that after,” he said. “But you never quite walk out.”
I zipped the dress, smoothed the fabric, and turned toward him. “This time I will.”
He smiled, not moving. “Then don’t look back.”
I didn’t answer. I grabbed my purse, opened the door, and stepped into the hall.
The hallway was quiet, the carpet soft under my heels. I walked fast, pulse still thudding in my throat. Every step away from that room felt like peeling off a layer of skin.
At the elevator, I pressed the button and folded my arms, tried to look calm. My hands were still trembling.
The doors opened, and I stepped inside. I caught my reflection in the mirror, hair tangled, lipstick faint, the faintest red mark on my throat. I looked like I’d been caught doing exactly what I had been doing.
Down in the lobby, the air felt colder. I walked past the front desk, head high, pretending not to feel the ache still deep between my thighs.
Outside, traffic moved slow. A light drizzle had started, soft and steady. I stood under the awning for a moment, watching people hurry past with umbrellas, normal lives still intact.
My phone buzzed in my bag. I didn’t have to look to know it was him.
“You forgot your necklace.”
I checked my collarbone, he was right. The thin gold chain Eric had given me was still on the nightstand beside the glass of water.
I typed, “Keep it.”
Then deleted it.
I typed again, “I’ll get it later.”
Deleted that too.
I ended up just staring at the blank screen, rain misting across my hand, wondering if I’d already decided there would be a later.
The next vibration came quicker this time. No words. Just a photo. The necklace on his palm, my reflection blurred in the background.
I turned off the screen and slipped the phone back into my purse, chest tight.
A cab pulled up. I got in and gave the driver my address, watching the hotel fade in the rearview mirror.
But halfway home, I leaned forward. “Turn around,” I said.
The driver glanced at me in the mirror. “Back to the hotel?”
I nodded once. “Back to the hotel.”
The cab turned, wipers clicking slow across the windshield. My heart kicked harder the closer we got. I stared out at the blur of lights, pretending I hadn’t already decided why I was going back.
When we stopped under the awning, I didn’t move right away. I caught my reflection in the glass again, hair mussed, cheeks flushed, and thought of Eric.
He’d texted the night before: Back in town Sunday. We’ll talk then.
Talk. That was his word for everything he didn’t want to say.
I paid the driver and stepped out. The rain had picked up, cool drops dotting my shoulders through the thin dress. I didn’t go to the front desk. I went straight for the elevator, head down, pulse hammering.
Landon opened the door before I knocked. He looked like he’d been waiting, shirt back on, sleeves rolled, necklace in his hand.
“Took you long enough,” he said.
“I came for that,” I said, nodding at the chain.
He held it out. I reached for it, but he didn’t let go. His fingers brushed mine, holding it just long enough to make the air shift.
“Eric still thinks you’re at your sister’s?” he asked.
“Yes.”
He smiled faintly. “Then you’ve got time.”
I stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind me. “You think this is funny?”
He shook his head. “I think you’re lying to both of us and hoping one lie cancels the other.”
I took a breath, trying to steady it. “And what are you hoping for?”
He moved closer. “That you’ll stop pretending you don’t like being watched.”
My stomach dropped. “What did you just say?”
His grin deepened. “He’s been tracking your phone for weeks, Tess. You didn’t think I noticed that little location icon on your texts?”
The words hit like ice, then heat.
“You’re saying he knows?” I whispered.
“I’m saying,” Landon murmured, brushing the chain across my collarbone, “you’re not the only one who came back for more.”
My knees nearly gave. He clasped the necklace behind my neck, his lips close to my ear.
“Smile for him,” he said quietly. “He’s watching.”
He turned me toward the window. The blinds were half-open, the rain streaking the glass in thin silver lines. Below, traffic crawled through the wet. Across the street, lights from another building glowed in a dozen windows.
“Which one?” I asked.
Landon’s hands slid around my waist. “Does it matter?”
“It does if he’s really there.”
He pressed closer, his chest against my back, his breath at my neck. “Then let him be. Let him see exactly what you chose.”
I swallowed hard, my pulse pounding so loud it drowned the rain. His hand moved up, finding the clasp of my dress. He tugged it down, slow, the zipper’s hum loud in the quiet room.
“Landon . . . ”
“You came back,” he said. “So stop pretending you don’t know why.”
The fabric fell around my feet. My nipples tightened in the cold air. His palms came up under my breasts, thumbs brushing across them until I gasped.
“If he’s watching,” he murmured, “he’ll see how you arch when I do that.”
I pressed my palms to the glass, wet from condensation, my reflection staring back at me, hair falling loose, lips parted. His mouth traced my shoulder, down to the hollow of my throat.
“Tell me to stop,” he said.
“I can’t.”
“Say it anyway.”
“I can’t.”
His hand slipped lower, between my thighs, fingers finding me open and already wet. I shuddered. The city outside blurred further.
He whispered, “If he’s watching, this is the part that really breaks him.”
I pushed back against him, my breath catching. “Then show him.”
Landon’s fingers slid inside me, slow and deep, his other hand gripping my chin, forcing me to look straight ahead.
“Good,” he said softly. “Don’t look away. Let him see exactly what his wife wanted.”
His fingers moved deeper, steady and unrelenting. My forehead pressed to the cool glass, my breath fogging it. The city lights smeared into streaks of white and gold.
“Look,” Landon whispered. “See yourself.”
I did. My reflection was all open mouth and flushed skin, the muscles in my stomach tight with every push of his hand. He was right behind me, chest to my back, his face buried against my neck.
“Say it,” he murmured. “Say what he’s seeing.”
My voice broke. “He’s watching his wife get fucked.”
Landon’s breath hitched. “And liking it.”
I nodded, trembling, my hands flattening harder against the glass. He shifted his angle, his thumb catching where I needed it most, and my knees nearly buckled.
“Keep your eyes open,” he said. “Don’t hide from him.”
I stared at my reflection, the outline of him behind me, his arm around my waist, his hips tight against mine. The wet sounds filled the room, the rhythm unbroken.
“Do you think he’s hard right now?” Landon’s voice was low, rough.
“Yes,” I gasped.
“Then give him something worth watching.”
He pulled his hand free, and before I could breathe, he pushed me against the glass and slid inside me from behind, one long, slow thrust that made me cry out.
The cold window bit my nipples while his heat filled me from the inside. He caught my wrists and pinned them high, pressing me tighter to the glass.
“Now he knows,” he whispered into my ear. “Exactly what you sound like when you stop being his.”
I moaned, the sound raw and involuntary.
“Say it again,” Landon said, his hips slamming forward, his cock deep enough that it stole my breath.
“I’m not his,” I gasped. “Not right now.”
“Good,” he said. “Now don’t move.”
He gripped my hips and started moving, slow at first, every thrust a deep drag that made my breath catch against the glass. The rhythm built, harder, steadier, my reflection jerking with every snap of his hips.
“God, you feel it,” he said against my ear, his voice ragged. “You love knowing he’s out there.”
I tried to answer but the sound that came out was a moan that fogged the window.
His hand slipped up to my throat, not tight, just there, holding me still while he drove deeper. My nipples slid against the cool glass, my body shaking from the contrast.
“You see it?” he asked.
“Yes.”
“Who do you belong to right now?”
“You,” I breathed. “Just you.”
He groaned, pushing in all the way, staying there, buried to the base. I felt every pulse of him inside me. My body clenched hard, my legs trembling.
“That’s it,” he whispered, lips brushing my ear. “Let him see who finishes you off now.”
His fingers dropped between us, finding me again. It only took seconds. The pressure broke like a flood, hips jerking, mouth open, my voice spilling out unfiltered.
He didn’t stop. He held me there, trembling and wet against the glass, until the aftershocks turned into helpless little spasms around him.
When he finally came, it was with a low growl against my neck. His body locked behind me, heat pouring into me, his hand still gripping my throat.
We stayed like that, his breath hard against my ear, both of us staring at our reflection. My skin slick with sweat, his chest rising and falling against my back.
“Still think he’s watching?” I whispered.
Landon smiled against my shoulder. “I hope so.”
I turned my head just enough to meet his eyes in the glass. “Then we give him something to remember.”
He turned my face toward the glass and kissed me hard, his reflection merging with mine. The city outside looked distant, unreal. I could still feel him pulsing inside me, both of us caught between the rush and the quiet after.
When he finally pulled out, the air hit cold. He stayed close, one hand on my hip, the other still resting at my throat. “Don’t move,” he said. “Let him look.”
I held still, chest rising slow, sweat cooling on my skin. My legs trembled, but I didn’t step away. Landon slid his hand down, tracing the outline of me like he was committing it to memory. The window fogged and cleared with every breath.
Then he stepped back. “Turn around.”
I did. His shirt was open again, belt hanging loose, hair a mess. He looked calm, but his eyes hadn’t softened. He studied me like he was measuring how far he could push before I’d break again.
“Put it back on,” he said quietly, nodding toward my dress.
I bent to pick it up, but before I could pull it up, he caught my wrist. “Slowly.”
I met his eyes and started sliding the fabric up my legs, inch by inch. His gaze followed, patient and unblinking. The zipper caught halfway, and he reached to finish it, fingers brushing the back of my neck.
“Now the necklace,” he said. His voice had gone lower.
I touched the chain. It was warm from his skin. “You already put it on.”
“Then keep it there,” he said. “It suits you better after.”
He stepped back again, arms folded. “You should go before you change your mind.”
I looked toward the window. The rain had stopped. Somewhere out there, Eric was either asleep or staring at the same lights I was. The thought made my stomach twist.
“What if he really was watching?” I said.
Landon shrugged. “Then maybe he finally knows what you’ve been pretending not to.”
I grabbed my purse, forcing my voice steady. “This was a mistake.”
I walked to the door and opened it. The hallway felt brighter. I took one step out before he said, “Tess.”
I stopped.
“When he asks,” Landon said, “don’t lie.”
I turned just enough to see him over my shoulder. “That’s the only thing I’m good at.”
The door closed behind me with a soft click. My heels sank into the carpet as I walked toward the elevator again. My reflection in the brass doors looked calm, polished, untouchable.
But when the doors slid shut, I caught sight of my eyes, still wide, still raw, and knew I was already planning the next time.
The elevator hummed down slow, each floor number lighting up like it was counting my mistakes. My pulse hadn’t slowed. I could still smell him on my skin, his cologne, the trace of sweat, the faint burn of whiskey on my mouth. By the time the doors opened, I’d almost convinced myself I’d imagined it all.
The lobby was quiet, just the night clerk at the desk and the sound of rain dripping from the awning outside. I walked fast, not looking up. The chill went deep when I stepped out. My car was a few blocks away, but I didn’t feel like driving. I needed air, space, anything that didn’t smell like him.
Halfway down the block, my phone buzzed again. Home safe yet?
I stopped under a streetlight. Eric.
My throat tightened. I stared at the screen, thumb hovering over the keyboard. Almost, I typed, then deleted it. I wrote Still with my sister instead. Sent it.
The lie went through clean. Three dots flashed, then stopped. Nothing more.
I slipped the phone back into my purse and kept walking. Every window I passed threw my reflection back at me, hair loose, lipstick faded, necklace glinting. I looked like someone I didn’t recognize, someone who had crossed a line and couldn’t find her way back.
A car passed, slow, its tires hissing on the wet pavement. For a second, I thought it was Landon. I wanted it to be.
At the corner, I stopped again. My hands were shaking. I could still feel his grip on my throat, the weight of his breath against my ear. I tried to tell myself it was disgust, not hunger. But when I closed my eyes, all I could see was the look on his face when I’d said, Then show him.
I reached the car and sat there with the engine off, rain ticking against the windshield. My body was still humming, that deep leftover current that didn’t know how to shut off. I pressed my palms to the steering wheel and took a breath that didn’t help.
The necklace felt heavier now. I touched it, still warm from his hands, and every nerve under my skin reacted like I’d been branded. I thought about taking it off, throwing it in the glove box, but I didn’t.
Across the street, a couple came out of a bar laughing, arms around each other. Normal. Uncomplicated. The kind of people who didn’t make scenes in hotel rooms or lie to the people waiting at home. I stared until they disappeared down the block.
My phone lit again. A new message.
Still raining there?
Eric, again.
I stared at it, thumbs still. Then: Yeah. Headed home soon.
No reply this time. Just silence.
The drive felt longer than it was. Every stoplight hit red. Every song on the radio felt wrong. When I finally turned into our street, the house lights were off. I sat there a minute, engine idling, rain soft on the roof.
I could still smell him. Still feel the press of the glass against my skin. The ache deep in my legs.
When I finally went inside, the first thing I did was look in the hallway mirror. My hair was damp, makeup mostly gone, the faint red mark still visible at my throat. I turned the light off before I had to see more.
Upstairs, I undressed in the dark and slid into bed beside Eric’s pillow. It smelled like detergent and distance. I closed my eyes, but the image that came wasn’t his face. It was Landon’s. And the sound I heard before sleep took me was still his voice saying, Smile for him.
I woke to sunlight on my face and the faint vibration of my phone on the nightstand. My mouth was dry, my head heavy, body still half sore. For a moment I forgot where I was, what I’d done. Then I smelled Eric’s cologne on the sheets and everything rushed back.
Morning, beautiful. The text blinked up at me, his name at the top. Flight landed early. Be home soon.
My stomach flipped. I stared at it, naked under the sheet, heart racing like I’d been caught before the crime was even discovered. I got up fast, showered, scrubbed until the water ran hot enough to sting. Still, it didn’t take away the heat of Landon’s hands on my skin, the sound of my own voice whispering things I’d never said before.
Downstairs, I opened all the windows. Fresh air, clean light. I wiped the counter twice, made coffee I didn’t drink. Every sound made me jump. When Eric’s car finally pulled up, I froze, the mug halfway to the sink.
He walked in smiling, suitcase in hand. “Hey.”
I forced one back. “Hey yourself.”
He kissed my cheek, close but not close enough to tell what wasn’t his on my skin. “Miss me?”
“Of course.”
He set his bag down, glanced at me. “That your sister’s necklace?”
I touched my throat. “Yeah. Borrowed it.”
He nodded, walking past me toward the living room. I followed, careful, heart pounding.
Eric sat on the couch, talking about flights and traffic. I stood behind him, nodding in all the right places, feeling his warmth reach me in waves. And the whole time, all I could think about was Landon’s last whisper, He’s watching.
Eric leaned back, arm over the couch, eyes on me in that casual way that used to mean nothing. “You okay?”
“Yeah,” I said too fast.
He studied me a second longer. “You look different.”
I laughed, soft and fake. “Just tired.”
But he kept looking, like he was piecing something together that didn’t belong. My pulse jumped. I moved toward him before he could say more, kneeling between his knees, pressing my hands to his thighs.
He smiled a little. “Now that’s a welcome!”
I kissed him, slow at first, like a routine. His hands slid into my hair, pulling me closer. I tried to match the rhythm, tried to pretend it felt the same. But it didn’t. Every touch felt like a comparison. Every sound, an echo.
Eric’s breath caught. “Damn, Tess.”
I closed my eyes, let his movement take over, pump my mouth, fuck my face. The smell of him was too clean. His skin too familiar. I wanted to feel something like I had last night, the danger, the control, the pulse of being seen. Of doing wrong.
When he touched my face, I opened my eyes, and for a split second I saw Landon’s reflection behind him, the same smirk, the same knowing calm.
Eric whispered, “What’s got into you?”
I didn’t answer. I just sucked him harder, hoping he’d stop asking. Hoping he’d never realize he wasn’t the one who’d put that look on my face.
He pulled me into his lap, surprised but grinning, hands sliding up under my shirt. “You’re full of energy this morning,” he said, breath warm against my neck.
“Guess I missed you more than I thought,” I managed.
He laughed softly, kissing my jaw. “Not complaining.”
I tilted my head back, giving him access, body moving without thought. The way he touched me, gentle, steady, felt wrong now. Too careful. Landon had ruined that. I found myself rocking harder, chasing a friction he didn’t know how to give.
Eric noticed. “Slow down,” he murmured, trying to steady me.
But I couldn’t. Every movement flashed with memory, the weight of Landon’s hand at my throat, the cold glass against my skin, the sound of him saying my name like a command.
Eric caught my hips, breath short. “God, Tess, you’re incredible. ”
I kissed him hard to shut him up. His hands tightened, but it wasn’t dominance, it was confusion. I could feel it. He thought I was wild from missing him, not burning from someone else’s fingerprints.
When he came into me, it was quick and clumsy. I stayed still, eyes open, heart pounding.
He brushed my hair back, smiling, pleased. “That was different.”
I smiled too. “Yeah.” I laughed.
He kissed me once more and headed for the shower. The second he was gone, I reached for my phone.
Upstairs, the shower shut off. I could hear Eric humming, casual, content. I turned the phone face down, tried to breathe. But the message kept pulsing behind my eyelids, flashing every time I blinked.
I picked it up again. The typing dots appeared, then stopped. Then a photo came through.
The hotel window. From outside. Rain still on the glass. And through it, a pale blur, me. Bent against the glass, Landon’s hand in my hair.
My throat tightened. It wasn’t sharp enough to see my face, but the pose was enough. The angle was perfect. Whoever took it had known exactly where to stand.
Eric’s voice drifted down the stairs. “Coffee ready?”
I swallowed. “Yeah, almost.”
I deleted the photo, deleted the thread, deleted everything. Then stood there a long time staring at the empty screen, the ghost of the image still burned behind my eyes.
Upstairs, he called again. “You okay?”
I forced my voice steady. “Fine.”
But as I poured the coffee, hands trembling, I caught my reflection in the window, hair still damp, eyes wild, a faint mark on my neck where Landon’s mouth had been.
I carried the coffee upstairs, heartbeat loud in my ears. Eric stood by the window in a towel, steam still clinging to his skin. He smiled when he saw me. “Thanks,” he said, taking the mug. “You look like you didn’t sleep.”
“Yeah,” I said, setting mine on the dresser. “Restless night.”
He sipped, watching me over the rim. “Something on your mind?”
I shook my head. “Just work stuff.”
But his eyes lingered. He tilted his head, the way he does when he’s trying to read me. “You’re jumpy. Everything good between us?”
I forced a laugh. “Of course.”
He smiled a little. “Good. Because when I was gone, I kept thinking about you. About that weekend at the lake.”
My chest tightened. The lake. The same one where he’d introduced me to Landon. “Yeah,” I said quietly.
He set the mug down and came up behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist. His voice dropped. “Maybe we should go back there sometime. Just us this time.”
I froze. My mind went to the window, the text, the photo now gone.
“Sure,” I said.
He kissed my neck, right where the mark was, and lingered there just long enough to make my skin crawl with guilt.
“You smell different,” he said softly. “New shampoo?”
“Yeah.”
He smiled, still holding me. “I like it.”
When he pulled away to dress, I stood there staring out the window, the same one from the photo. My phone buzzed again in my pocket.
No message this time. Just a single image, Landon’s hand, the gold necklace wrapped twice around his fingers.
I locked the screen fast, pulse spiking. The sound of drawers opening behind me made me slip the phone into my pocket before Eric turned.
He was buttoning his shirt, hair still damp. “You working today?”
“Yeah. Late start.”
“Want me to drive you?”
“No.” Too quick. I softened it. “I’ve got errands first.”
He smiled, kissed my forehead, and grabbed his keys. “Good. You need a break. Don’t think so much.”
When the door closed behind him, I stood still until the silence settled. Then I pulled the phone back out. The image was still there, his hand, the necklace. My necklace.
Beneath it, a new message blinked in: You left something else too.
I typed, What?
The typing dots appeared. Then a photo loaded. My bra, the black lace one Eric had bought me, laid flat on Landon’s pillow.
I sat down hard on the edge of the bed, every nerve in me buzzing. Delete that, I wrote. Now.
Come get it, he answered.
I stared at the words. Outside, a car door slammed, Eric leaving for real this time. I watched from the window until his taillights disappeared down the street.
Then I grabbed my coat, still barefoot, and texted back: Room number?
The reply came before I could breathe. You already know.
The drive felt shorter this time, like my body already knew the way. I parked two blocks from the hotel, hands gripping the wheel, pulse hammering in my throat. Every instinct said turn around. But I didn’t.
The lobby was busier than before, midmorning chatter, coffee cups clinking, the soft hum of conversations I couldn’t hear. None of it touched me. I moved through it like a ghost, straight to the elevators.
The doors opened on his floor. Same hallway. Same carpet. My heels sank into it with each step. The keycard light blinked green before I even knocked.
He’d left it unlocked.
Landon sat on the edge of the bed, shirtless, hair damp like he’d just showered. The necklace hung from his fingers, swinging slowly. “You came fast,” he said.
“Give it.” My voice was flat, but my heart wasn’t.
He smiled. “You could’ve asked nicely.”
“Landon, I’m serious.”
“So am I.” He set the chain on the nightstand, next to the bra, then leaned back on his hands. “You deleted my messages?”
I nodded once.
“No need, you know.”
I took a breath that didn’t reach my lungs. “What do you want?”
He looked up at me, eyes calm, steady. “Same thing you do.”
“I don’t want this anymore.”
He stood, closing the space between us. “Then why are you shaking?”
I tried to step back, but his hand came up, brushing my jaw. Not rough, worse than that. Gentle. “You think he believed you?” he asked quietly.
“Who?”
“Eric. When you said it was work.”
I swallowed hard. “He doesn’t know.”
Landon’s mouth curved. “He might.”
And before I could answer, he pressed the necklace back against my throat, the clasp cold against my skin, his voice low in my ear.
“Unless you give him a reason not to watch.”
His fingers lingered at the back of my neck, tracing the chain, the weight of it settling against my collarbone again. He leaned in close enough that I could feel his breath through my hair.
“Last night wasn’t a mistake,” he said quietly. “It was practice.”
I froze. “For what?”
He stepped back just enough to meet my eyes. “For the next time he’s watching.”
My stomach twisted. “You’re insane.”
“Maybe,” he said, calm as ever. “But you came here knowing exactly what it means.”
He was right. I hated that he was right. My body betrayed me again, heat rising, breath shortening. I wanted to walk, but my knees didn’t move.
Landon tilted his head. “You could stop this right now. Walk out, go home, wash me off. Tell yourself it was a phase.”
I stared at him, heartbeat thudding.
“Or,” he said, voice dropping lower, “you could stop pretending it isn’t the best thing that’s ever happened to you.”
I didn’t answer. The silence between us turned electric.
He smiled faintly, stepped closer until his chest brushed mine. “That’s what I thought.”
My breath hitched. “This isn’t a game anymore, Landon.”
He slid a hand down my arm, fingers finding my wrist, slow, deliberate. “No, Tess. This is the part where you realize you like being the story.”
I closed my eyes, every nerve firing. “You don’t get to decide that.”
He leaned in, whispering at my ear, “Then prove it. Go home to him tonight. Act like nothing happened. And when you look at him, try not to think about the way I’m going to touch you again.”
My heart dropped into my stomach. “You think I can’t?”
He smiled. “You already are.”
I should’ve left right then. My bag was on the chair, the door was open, the hallway empty. But I didn’t move. I just stood there, the necklace heavy, his scent already working its way into me again.
Landon brushed his thumb along my bottom lip, slow enough to make my breath catch. “You keep telling yourself you’re done,” he said. “But every time you say it, you’re standing in my room.”
“Because you don’t stop,” I said.
He smiled. “Because you don’t want me to.”
I grabbed his wrist, meaning to push it away, but instead I held it there, pressing it harder against my skin. His eyes changed, no grin, no smugness, just that quiet look he got when he knew I was seconds from falling again.
“You think he’s checking your location right now?” he asked.
I swallowed. “He’s at work.”
“Then he’s watching from there.”
He said it like fact, not a guess, and that was what did it. The pulse that started in my throat slid lower, faster.
“Landon.”
He kissed me once, barely there, and pulled back enough to see my face. “Say it again,” he whispered. “Say my name like you did at the window.”
I shook my head, but he didn’t move away. His mouth stayed close, his voice steady. “You want me to stop?”
I hated the way the word caught in my mouth. “No.”
He exhaled against my neck. “Then you know what happens next.”
And when his hands found my hips again, I didn’t stop him.
He turned me toward the window again, same as before, his hand sliding up my side until my body remembered it all
“Look outside,” he said quietly.
Rain streaked down the glass again, the city muted and gray. He stood close behind me, chest against my back, heartbeat steady against my spine. “You see anyone?”
“No.” My voice barely worked.
“Doesn’t matter. Pretend he’s there.”
My breath hitched. He reached down, gathering the hem of my dress, pushing it slow up my thighs. His mouth stayed near my ear. “You always get honest when you think he’s watching.”
“Stop,” I whispered, but my hips tilted back into his hands.
He smiled against my neck. “That’s not a stop.”
The sound of the zipper came next, quiet but sharp in the still room. His fingers hooked the chain around my neck and gave it a little tug, just enough to lift my chin. “He’d see this part first,” Landon murmured. “You pretending you don’t want it while you open for me anyway.”
I caught my reflection in the glass again, hair tangled, eyes gone dark, mouth open. He slid inside me slow, steady, no rush. The first sound that left me was half-breath, half-shock.
“Yeah,” he whispered. “That’s how he’d know.”
I pressed my palms to the window, cold against the heat of him, the necklace glinting under my throat like a brand. The glass fogged with every breath, the city disappearing behind it.
“Say it,” he breathed into my ear.
“What?”
“That it feels better when you know he could be watching.”
My pulse hammered so loud I barely heard myself whisper back, “It does.”
His grip tightened at my waist, breath rough now, every thrust pushing the words out of me. “Say it again.”
“It does.”
He pulled my head back by the necklace until my body arched against him. “You think about him right now?”
“Yes,” I gasped.
“What’s he doing?”
“Watching.”
“Good,” he said, voice low, almost a growl. “Then give him what he’s waiting for.”
He moved faster, deeper, his hand flat against my stomach, holding me there. The sound of skin and breath filled the room. I could see our reflections, his chest pressed to my back, my palms against the glass, every movement visible.
“That’s it,” he whispered. “Don’t hide from him.”
I met my own eyes in the window, jaw slack, breath fogging the glass again and again. Landon’s hand slid down, his fingers finding me, perfect, practiced. The rhythm broke apart.
He said my name once, quiet, almost reverent, then buried himself deep, holding there as I came apart in his hands, trembling against the glass.
When it passed, he stayed close, still inside me, still breathing hard. “Now he knows,” he murmured.
I turned my head just enough to meet his eyes in the reflection. “Knows what?”
Landon smiled faintly. “That you’ll always come back.”
He stayed there a moment longer, still inside me, heartbeat thudding against my back. Then he eased out slow, hands tracing down my sides, grounding me in the silence that followed.
He reached for a towel, wiped the fogged glass with one slow swipe. Outside, the city looked sharp again, cold daylight, people walking, cars passing, the world completely unaware.
“Look,” he said.
I did. The window across the street. Curtains half-drawn. A shape behind them. Could’ve been anyone, or him.
“Could be nothing,” I said, voice barely above a whisper.
“Could be everything,” Landon answered. “He’s not the type to ask questions he doesn’t already know the answer to.”
That sank in. My stomach turned, part fear, part heat.
He brushed my hair from my face, calmer now. “You need to go before he gets home.”
I nodded, found my dress on the floor, the zipper halfway down. When I bent to grab my heels, he caught my wrist again, softer this time.
“Next time,” he said, “you won’t have to pretend he’s watching. You’ll know.”
I met his eyes, pulse racing all over again. “And if there isn’t a next time?”
He smiled that same quiet smile. “There will be.”
I left without answering, the necklace still tight against my throat, his fingerprints cooling on my skin.
When I pulled into the driveway, Eric’s car was already there. My stomach dropped. He wasn’t supposed to be home yet.
Inside, the lights were low, the house too quiet. His jacket hung over the back of a chair, his phone charging on the counter. I called out, “Eric?”
“In here.” His voice came from the living room. Calm. Steady.
He sat in his usual chair, legs crossed, glass of scotch in his hand. The TV was on mute, screen frozen on a news anchor mid-sentence. He didn’t look angry. He looked patient.
“You’re early,” I said.
He smiled faintly. “So are you.”
Something in the way he said it made the air shift. My throat went dry. I tried to move past him, but he nodded toward the couch. “Sit.”
I didn’t. “What’s this?”
He tilted his head. “You tell me.”
Then he reached for the remote and hit play.
The TV changed. Not news. Footage. The hotel window. Me, pressed against the glass, Landon’s body behind mine. Grainy, distant, but unmistakable.
I couldn’t breathe.
He watched my reaction, calm as ever. “You didn’t close the blinds,” he said softly. “But don’t worry. I wasn’t the one who filmed it.”
My voice broke. “Then how.”
“Landon sent it,” he said, sipping his drink.
I sank onto the couch, hands trembling. “You knew?”
He smiled, eyes on the screen. “I wanted to see what you’d do when you thought I didn’t.”
My heart pounded. “You’ve been watching all along.”
He nodded slowly, still watching me. “And I’ve never seen you more alive.”
I just stared at him, unable to move, unable to decide if I was supposed to feel exposed, or finally understood.
He turned off the TV, the silence so heavy it felt alive. I was shaking, waiting for him to start yelling, to ask how I could do this to him. But he didn’t.
Instead, Eric leaned forward, elbows on his knees, the faintest smile still on his face. “You think I didn’t notice?” he said quietly. “The way you’d come home different. Quieter. The way you’d touch me after.”
I swallowed hard. “You knew.”
“I knew enough,” he said. “Then I needed to know the rest.” He tapped the side of his glass. “When Landon sent that first video, I didn’t delete it. I watched it. More than once.”
My stomach flipped. “You watched us?”
He nodded slowly, steady. “And it devastated me at first. But then, ” He exhaled. “Then I saw your face. I’ve never seen you like that, Tess. You weren’t pretending. You were free.”
I shook my head. “Eric, ”
“No,” he said, voice soft but certain. “You need to hear this. I didn’t feel betrayed. I felt obsessed. Like I was seeing something I wasn’t supposed to but couldn’t look away. You made me feel it too.”
Tears pricked my eyes. “You liked it.”
He smiled faintly. “I loved it. Every second. The way you responded. The way he touched you.”
I stared at him, breath catching. “You’re serious.”
He nodded. “It’s never been about losing you, Tess. It’s about watching you come alive. Knowing you can, and still come home to me after. That’s what does it.”
Something inside me broke open, relief, shock, hunger all at once. “You really mean that?”
“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”
I stood, took a step closer, my pulse thudding hard. “Then you should know something too.”
He looked up at me, eyes steady.
“I loved it,” I whispered. “Every part of it. Knowing you might find out. Thinking you were watching. Feeling like I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to.”
Eric’s breath hitched. He set the glass down slowly and reached for my hand. “Say it again.”
“I loved it,” I said. “And I still do.”
He pulled me into his lap, his hands shaking now for the first time. “Then we stop ignoring it,” he said.
And when I kissed him, there was no guilt left, only the electric, terrifying knowledge that we both wanted exactly the same thing.
He laughed first, low and disbelieving, running his thumb along my jaw. “God, Tess,” he said, shaking his head. “We’re both insane.”
I grinned, heart still racing. “Maybe. But we’re good at it.”
He chuckled again, the kind that started deep in his chest. “You realize how hot that was? Watching you, knowing you were trying not to look at the window.”
I leaned closer, my mouth at his ear. “You really liked it?”
His hand slid up my thigh, slow, deliberate. “Liked it? I nearly lost my mind. You don’t know what it did to me, seeing him pull your dress down, seeing you give in like that, knowing you were mine the whole time.”
I smiled against his neck. “You wanted me to.”
He looked at me, eyes dark now. “I did. Every second of it. I wanted you to let him touch you, to see how far you’d go.”
“And now?” I whispered.
He brushed my hair back, his voice low and sure. “Next time, I want him to know I’m watching. I want to see you look right into the camera while you let him have you. No hiding.”
A shiver ran through me. “You’d really want that?”
“I want to see what you’d do when you know I’m there. When you know I’m hard for it.”
I kissed him, slow, deep, our laughter breaking between breaths. “You’d be proud of me?”
He grinned. “I already am.”
I laughed again, breathless, straddling him. “Then you better tell me what else you want to see.”
He slid his hands up my back, guiding me down against him. “Next time,” he murmured, “I want you to whisper my name when he’s inside you. Just once. So he knows who you really still belong to.”
I gasped when he popped into me, the sound caught between a moan and a laugh.
He cupped my face, eyes locked on mine. “We’re never going back to normal, are we?”
“Would you want to?”
He smiled, pulling me closer. “Not a chance.”
We laughed again, quiet, conspiratorial, like two thieves too far gone to care who saw, already planning the next crime as our bodies found the same rhythm they always did, only now, finally, without pretending.
I sank down slow, both of us catching our breath at the same time. I felt him stretch me, fill me, every inch deliberate, no rush, just the weight of it settling deep. His hands gripped my hips, not to guide me but to feel it.
“Fuck,” he whispered. “You’re soaked.”
“Wonder why,” I murmured, rolling my hips once, just to hear him groan.
He laughed softly. “Jesus, Tess. If I’d known this is what it’d unlock in you.”
I braced my hands on his chest, started a slow rhythm, deep and steady. “You wouldn’t have waited so long?”
He shook his head, jaw clenched. “I’d have sent you to him myself.”
I leaned down, lips brushing his. “And now?”
His hands slid up my back, holding me closer. “Now I want to see how far you’ll go. I want to hear you beg him while I watch from the corner.”
I gasped at that, my hips stuttering. “You’d want that?”
His eyes were dark, hungry. “I’d want him to think he owns you, right up until you turn to the camera and say my name.”
The way he said it made me grind harder, slower, feeling every drag of him inside me. “And if I don’t?”
His hands moved down again, grabbing my ass, helping me move. “Then I’ll fuck it out of you after. Like this. Until you remember who you actually come home to.”
I moaned, breath catching, my pace faster now. “You want him to think I’m his.”
He nodded, panting. “I want you to act like it. Make him think you’d leave me. Make him think he wins.”
“And when I don’t?”
His voice cracked. “Then I’ll be waiting right here. Hard again, ready again, knowing you did it for both of us.”
My nails dug into his chest. “You’ll want details?”
“All of them,” he growled. “Where he touched you first. What you wore. If you let him finish inside or pulled away just to tease him.”
My orgasm hit like a sudden burn, sharp and hot, my body clenching around him as I gasped his name.
He lost it then, too, holding me down, thrusting up into me hard, deep, messy. “God, Tess, fuck, ”
I felt him spill into me, every pulse matched to my own, his hands gripping so tight I’d have bruises in the morning.
We stayed like that, shaking, sweating, breathless. My head on his shoulder. His mouth at my ear.
“You’re going to let him fuck you again,” he whispered. “A little rougher this time.”
I smiled against his skin. “Only if I get to tell you every single detail.”
He laughed, still inside me. “That’s the deal.”
And just like that, we were already planning the next night.
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