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Steam rises from the surface of the hot tub and disappears into the January night. Stars scatter across the black sky above the hotel spa. Cold air bites at my exposed shoulders and the tops of my breasts where they swell above my wine-red bikini top. The contrast makes my skin tingle. Hot water, cold air, wine warming my throat.

Three couples share the circular tub. David sits to my left, his fourth glass of Merlot tilting in his hand. My husband's cheeks are flushed, his eyes glazed with that happy drunk look he gets on vacation. He's laughing too loud at something Paul said. Paul and Sandra are the older couple we met an hour ago, retired from somewhere in Ohio, friendly in that chatty vacation way.

Across from me, Marcus Chen leans back against the tub's edge, his arms spread along the rim. Water laps at his broad chest. Dark hair dusts his pecs and trails down his flat stomach. His wife Amy sits close to him, blonde and petite, her head barely reaching his shoulder. She's telling Sandra about their flight from Seattle, something about turbulence over the mountains.

I reach for the wine bottle sitting on the tub's edge. The movement makes my heavy breasts shift in the small triangle cups of my bikini. The fabric strains. I know it. I chose this suit for exactly that reason.

Marcus's eyes drop to my cleavage.

The look lasts maybe two seconds. Long enough. I straighten with the bottle in my hand, and I hold his gaze. A slow smile curves my lips.

His jaw tightens. He looks away first.

Good.

I pour wine into my glass, the sound of liquid hitting crystal lost under Paul's story about their grandchildren. David's hand finds my thigh under the water. His touch is loose, affectionate, slightly clumsy. He gives my leg a squeeze and returns his attention to Paul.

My ankle bracelet catches the spa lights. The delicate gold chain was David's gift on our fifth anniversary. Seven years ago now. I never take it off. The irony doesn't escape me.

Amy asks David what we do for work. He launches into an explanation of his accounting firm, gesturing with his wine glass. Water sloshes. I let him talk. Pharmaceutical sales is boring conversation. I smile and nod when Sandra asks if I travel much for work.

"Some," I say. "Conferences mostly. A few overnight trips."

"Must be hard on the marriage," Sandra says with that concerned tone older women use.

"We make it work," I reply. My voice is warm, wifely.

David reaches over and squeezes my shoulder. "She's worth the wait."

Marcus's eyes are on me again. Darker this time, more careful. He's studying me the way architects probably study buildings, looking for structural details, hidden flaws. His gaze travels from my face down to where my full breasts float just at the waterline. The wet red fabric clings to every curve, the outline of my nipples visible in the cold air.

I take a slow sip of wine and let him look.

Amy yawns, covering her mouth with one small hand. "Sorry," she says, laughing. "Long day."

"We should call it a night soon," Marcus says. His voice is deep, controlled. He hasn't had as much to drink as the rest of us. Maybe two glasses.

"Already?" David protests. "Night's still young."

"You say that now," I tell him, running my fingers through his hair. "You'll be asleep in ten minutes."

"Will not." He grins at me, boyish and drunk.

Sandra laughs. "Oh honey, she knows you better than you know yourself. That's marriage."

Paul pushes himself up from the water. "Well, we're heading in. Early breakfast tomorrow before the museum."

"Museum on vacation," David says with mock horror. "You're braver than me."

Everyone laughs. Paul and Sandra climb out, wrapping themselves in thick white towels. They say their goodnights, friendly and loud, and disappear through the spa's glass doors.

The tub feels bigger now. Just four of us. The jets hum and bubble. Water churns. Cold air settles heavier on my skin.

Amy yawns again. She's not trying to hide it this time.

"Go up," Marcus tells her. "I'll be there soon."

"You sure?" She tilts her head to look at him.

"Yeah. I want to finish my wine."

She kisses his cheek, sweet and trusting, and pushes herself up from the water. Her body is small, fit, the kind of petite frame that looks good in yoga pants. She wraps a towel around herself and smiles at David and me.

"Goodnight, you two. See you at breakfast maybe."

"Goodnight," I say. David waves, his coordination slipping.

We watch her walk away, towel clutched tight, bare feet padding across the cold stone deck. The glass door closes behind her with a soft click.

Three now. The tub feels intimate.

David's head lolls back against the edge. His eyes are half-closed. I know this stage. He's got maybe five minutes before he passes out or gets sick.

"Babe," I say, touching his arm. "Time for bed."

"Mmm. No. I'm good."

"You're drunk."

"So?"

"So you're going to fall asleep out here and drown." I keep my tone light, teasing.

Marcus watches us, his expression unreadable. Steam drifts between us.

David tries to argue, but his words slur together. I stand, water streaming down my body, my full breasts heavy and barely contained in the small bikini top. Droplets run down my stomach, over the curve of my hips where the bikini bottoms sit low. I reach down and take David's hands, pulling him up.

He stumbles a little getting out of the tub. I steady him, patient and loving, wrapping his towel around his waist. Marcus turns his attention to his wine glass, giving us space, but I catch him glancing up as I help David toward the door.

"You coming?" David mumbles.

"In a minute. I want to finish my wine."

"Don't be long."

"I won't."

I kiss his cheek. He tastes like chlorine and Merlot. He wanders toward the hotel entrance, weaving slightly, the towel dragging behind him. The glass door opens and closes.

Two now.

I turn back to the hot tub. Marcus hasn't moved. Steam rises between us. His eyes meet mine across the water, and this time neither of us looks away.

I slide back into the water, settling onto the curved bench. The heat wraps around my body. Jets pulse against my lower back. I reach for my wine glass and take a slow sip.

Silence stretches between us. Not uncomfortable, but aware. The kind of quiet that happens when two people suddenly find themselves alone together.

Marcus leans back against the edge, his arms spread along the rim. Steam drifts between us. He's maybe six feet away, diagonal across the circular tub. Far enough to be respectable. Close enough that I can see the water droplets clinging to his chest hair.

"Your husband seemed like he was having a good time," he says.

"David always has a good time on vacation." I smile. "Especially when wine is involved."

"How long are you here?"

"Through the weekend. You said Monday?"

"Yeah. Back to Seattle Tuesday morning."

"Anniversary trip," I say. "Fifteen years is impressive."

"Amy thinks so." He turns the white gold band on his finger. "She wanted to do something special."

"And you?"

"I'm here, aren't I?"

The response is neutral, but something in his tone suggests obligation rather than enthusiasm. I file that away.

"What do you do?" he asks. "Besides pharmaceutical sales."

"That's pretty much it. Work, travel, come home." I shrug. "Not much else to tell."

"No hobbies? Passions?"

The word 'passions' hangs in the air. I let it sit there for a moment.

"I like to read," I say. "Go to the gym occasionally. Nothing exciting."

"Reading what?"

"Depends on my mood. Fiction mostly. You?"

"Architecture journals. Biographies." He takes a drink. "I'm boring."

"I doubt that."

"Why?"

"Because boring people go upstairs with their wives at eleven-thirty."

His hand tightens on his wine glass. Just slightly. "Maybe I just wanted to finish my wine."

"Maybe."

He doesn't respond. The jets cycle off, and the sudden quiet feels thick. Water laps gently. My heartbeat steady.

"Your wife seems nice," I say, shifting topics.

"She is."

"How did you meet?"

"College. Architecture program." He stares at his wine. "She was in graphic design. We worked on a project together."

"Love at first sight?"

"More like proximity and timing." He glances up. "What about you and David?"

"Mutual friends. Set up on a blind date." I smile at the memory. "He was nervous. Spilled wine on himself at dinner."

"But you married him anyway."

"He was sweet. Stable. Good to me." I pause. "Still is."

"That's important."

"Yes."

We fall quiet again. I watch him over the rim of my glass. He's handsome in a way that probably gets better with age. Strong features, good bone structure, that silver threading through his dark hair at the temples. The kind of man who looks distinguished at forty-one instead of just older.

He shifts his position, and muscles move under wet skin. His shoulders are broader than David's. His chest more defined. I notice these things the way I always notice. Cataloging. Comparing.

"You keep staring," he says quietly.

"Sorry." I don't sound sorry. "People-watching habit."

"That what this is?"

"What else would it be?"

His dark eyes hold mine. "I don't know yet."

Heat flickers low in my stomach. Not just arousal. Recognition. He's trying to figure me out, and I can see the wheels turning. The architect's mind looking for patterns, trying to understand the structure.

"You think too much," I say.

"Probably."

"It's vacation. You're supposed to relax."

"Is that what you're doing? Relaxing?"

I take a slow sip of wine. "I'm enjoying the hot tub. The wine. The company."

"In that order?"

A smile curves my lips. "The order keeps shifting."

He processes this. His jaw works. Tension builds in his shoulders even as he tries to maintain a relaxed posture.

"We should probably call it a night," he says.

"Probably."

But neither of us moves. The water bubbles. Steam rises thick and white. My skin prickles with heat and something else. That familiar edge-of-something feeling.

"The bottle's almost empty," Marcus says, glancing at it.

I follow his gaze. He's right. Maybe a glass and a half left.

"Think we can polish off one more?" He's watching me carefully.

I meet his eyes. Hold them. Let the moment stretch.

"I think we can manage that."

Marcus plants his hands on the edge of the tub and pushes himself up in one smooth movement. Water cascades down his body in sheets. Droplets cling to his broad shoulders, run down the defined planes of his chest. His torso forms a perfect V, narrowing from those shoulders to a tight waist. Abdominal muscles flex as he stands, not the exaggerated six-pack of a gym obsessive, but the real, functional definition of a man who stays active.

The wet swim trunks cling to every inch of him. Dark fabric molds to powerful thighs, outlines the shape of his ass as he turns toward the wine station near the spa entrance. His legs are long, muscular, the calves tight from what I'm guessing are years of running or cycling.

I watch him walk across the deck, water dripping from his body. My wine glass pauses at my lips. Appreciation settles warm in my chest. It's automatic now, this cataloging of attractive men. The architect's build, the confidence in his movement, the way his body looks good without effort.

He bends to examine the bottles in the ice bucket by the entrance. The movement makes his back muscles shift under wet skin. Water drips from his hair down his spine, following the valley between his shoulder blades.

I take a slow sip of wine and settle deeper into the hot water. The jets pulse against my lower back. Steam rises around me.

He selects a bottle of Pinot Noir and straightens. When he turns back, he catches me looking. His stride falters for half a step.

"Sorry," I say lightly. "Zoned out."

"Long day?"

"Something like that."

He walks back toward the hot tub, moving with controlled grace despite the awareness that now radiates from him. He knows I was watching. At the edge he pauses, standing over the water. Steam rises around his legs. The spa lights catch the droplets still clinging to his chest, making his wet skin gleam.

"Getting in?" I ask.

"Eventually." He examines the bottle label like it requires his full attention.

"Water's getting cold."

"Is it?"

"No." I smile. "But you're dripping all over the deck."

He glances down at the puddle forming around his feet, then steps down into the tub. One foot, then the other. Water rises around his thighs, his hips, his waist. He settles onto the bench, but this time he's closer. Much closer. Maybe three feet separate us instead of the six from before.

The bottle sits between us on the tub's edge. He reaches for my glass, and I hand it to him. His fingers brush mine as he takes it. Brief contact, but I feel the warmth of his skin even through the water.

He fills my glass first, the dark wine catching the spa lights. Then his own. When he hands mine back, our fingers touch again. This time the contact lingers just a second longer.

"Thank you," I say.

"You're welcome."

I bring the glass to my lips. The wine is rich, full-bodied, smoother than the Merlot we'd been drinking before. Marcus drinks too, his posture more relaxed now that he's back in the water. But tension still coils in his shoulders.

"Good choice," I say.

"The Pinot?"

"Mm. Better than what David picked."

"Don't tell him that."

"I won't." I take another sip. "He thinks he has excellent taste in wine."

"Does he?"

"He has enthusiastic taste in wine." I smile. "There's a difference."

Marcus almost laughs. The sound is more breath than voice, but I catch it. His mouth curves slightly.

"Amy picks all our wine," he says. "I just drink it."

"Delegation."

"Self-preservation. I made the mistake of buying cheap Chardonnay once. She still brings it up."

"How long ago?"

"Eight years."

This time I do laugh. The sound echoes across the empty spa deck. "That's commitment to a grudge."

"That's marriage."

The word sits between us. Marriage. His and mine. The people sleeping upstairs while we sit here in the dark, steam rising, wine flowing, bodies close.

Water laps against the tub's sides. The jets hum low and steady. My skin prickles with heat, with awareness of him three feet away. The broadness of his shoulders. The way his chest rises and falls with each breath. The dark hair trailing down his stomach to disappear beneath the waterline.

He shifts his position, and his knee brushes mine under the water. The touch is brief, accidental maybe, but electricity shoots up my thigh.

"Sorry," he says.

"It's fine."

His dark eyes meet mine. Hold them. Steam drifts between us like a curtain, thick and white. Neither of us looks away this time.

"You're staring again," he says quietly.

"I know."

"Why?"

The question is direct. I consider deflecting, making a joke, keeping this surface-level and safe. But something about the darkness, the wine, the way we're alone out here makes me reckless. That familiar thrill pulses through me. The edge of something dangerous.

I laugh suddenly. The sound surprises even me. Bright and genuine in the quiet night air.

Marcus's eyebrows raise. "What's funny?"

"Want to hear a secret?"

His expression shifts. Cautious now. Curious. "What kind of secret?"

I take a slow sip of wine, letting the moment stretch. My heart beats steady and strong. This is the precipice. The choice point. I could say something meaningless, something flirty but harmless, and we'd finish our wine and go upstairs to our respective spouses and nothing would change.

Or I could push.

"I've been cheating on my husband our entire marriage."

The words land between us like stones dropped in still water. Ripples spread. Silence expands.

Marcus goes completely still. His wine glass freezes halfway to his mouth. His dark eyes search my face, looking for the punchline, the joke, the catch.

"What?"

"You heard me."

"That's not funny."

"I'm not joking."

He sets his glass down carefully on the tub's edge. Water laps. Steam rises. His jaw tightens, working through what I just said, testing it for truth.

"You're fucking with me," he says finally.

"I'm not."

"Your husband is upstairs."

"Passed out. Dead to the world." I lean back against the edge, completely relaxed. "He won't wake up until morning."

"Jesus Christ." He runs a hand through his wet hair, water streaming down his arm. "Why would you tell me that?"

"Because I think you want to hear it."

"You don't know what I want."

"Don't I?"

His breathing changes. Deeper. Heavier. Chest rising and falling. I can see the conflict playing across his face. Shock warring with something else. Arousal maybe. Or fascination. The kind of horrible curiosity people have for car crashes and confessions.

"You're serious," he says.

"Yes."

"The entire marriage?"

"Twelve years. Give or take."

He stares at me like I'm speaking another language. Processing. Calculating. His architect's mind trying to make sense of information that doesn't fit expected structures.

"How many?" The question comes out rough, almost involuntary.

"Does it matter?"

"I don't know. Does it?"

I consider the question. Take another sip of wine. The Pinot is warm and smooth on my tongue. "More than a few. Less than I could count if I really tried."

His knuckles are white where his hand grips the tub's edge. "And he doesn't know."

"No."

"How is that possible?"

"Because I'm careful. And because he trusts me." I pause. "People see what they expect to see, Marcus. David expects a faithful wife, so that's what he sees."

"That's fucked up."

"Probably."

"Probably?" His voice rises slightly. "You just admitted to twelve years of infidelity and your response is probably?"

"What do you want me to say? That I feel guilty?" I meet his eyes, unflinching. "I don't."

Silence. Long and heavy. The jets cycle on with a mechanical hum. Water churns and bubbles. Steam thickens around us.

Marcus leans forward, elbows on his knees, studying me with an intensity that feels like pressure on my skin. "Why are you telling me this?"

"I already told you."

"No. Really. Why?" His dark eyes bore into mine. "You could have made small talk, finished your wine, gone upstairs. Instead you confess to serial infidelity to a complete stranger. Why?"

Heat pulses low in my stomach. He's sharp. Sharper than most. I like it.

"Maybe I'm drunk," I say.

"You're not that drunk."

"Maybe I like the danger."

"Of what? Me telling your husband?"

"You won't."

"How do you know?"

"Because then you'd have to explain why you stayed down here with me. Why you got out for more wine. Why you're sitting three feet away instead of six." I tilt my head. "Your wife is upstairs too, Marcus. Trusting you to come up soon."

His jaw works. Muscles flex in his shoulders.

"This is insane," he says quietly.

"Is it?"

"Yes."

But he doesn't get up. Doesn't leave. Just sits there, tension coiled in every line of his body, eyes locked on mine.

The silence stretches. I let it. Let him process. Let the confession settle between us like a living thing.

Finally he leans back. His breathing is uneven. "I'm listening."

Victory sings through my veins. I smile slowly, predatory and sure.

"When did it start?" he asks.

I settle deeper into the water, steam curling around my shoulders. My full breasts float just at the waterline, the red bikini top clinging to every curve.

"That depends," I say. "Do you mean the first time I cheated on him? Or the moment I knew I would?"
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Marcus goes completely still. The question hangs between us like something physical. His dark eyes search my face, trying to parse the distinction, looking for the trap he senses but can't quite see.

"What's the difference?" His voice comes out rougher than before.

I take a slow sip of wine. Let him wait. Let the silence stretch while steam curls between us and water bubbles against my skin. His jaw works. Tension coils in his shoulders. I can see him trying to figure it out, that architect's mind working through the structural problem I've just presented.

"The difference," I say finally, "is everything. And nothing."

"That's not an answer."

"It's the only answer." I lean back against the tub's edge, letting my full breasts float higher in the water. The wet red fabric clings to every curve. His eyes drop for half a second before snapping back to my face. I don't comment. Just let a small smile curve my lips.

"Intent versus action," I continue. "Knowing you're going to cross a line versus actually stepping over it. One makes you a bad person in your head. The other makes you a bad person in the world."

"Most people would say the action is what matters."

"Most people take comfort in that." I tilt my head, studying him. The water has plastered his dark hair back from his face. Droplets cling to his stubbled jaw. "They can fantasize, plan, decide they would if they could, and still tell themselves they're good people because they haven't actually done it yet."

He processes this. His expression shifts. Recognition. "But you don't believe that."

"No."

"So you think the moment you decided to cheat, you became a cheater. Even before you acted on it."

"Yes."

Silence. He leans back slightly, studying me with that penetrating gaze. "That's Augustine. Aquinas. The whole 'sin in your heart' theology."

"I wouldn't know. I'm not religious."

"But you hold yourself to a stricter moral standard than most people would." His mouth curves slightly. Not quite a smile. "At least in theory."

"In practice too." I take another sip of wine. "I'm not pretending to be better than I am, Marcus. That's the difference between me and most people. I know what I am. I knew before I ever said 'I do.'"

His hands grip the tub's edge tighter. Water laps at his broad chest. The cold air makes steam rise thick between us.

I shift position, stretching my legs out under the water. My knee brushes his thigh. The contact is brief but electric. I don't pull away. Neither does he.

"So which was it?" he asks finally. "When did you become that person?"

Heat pulses low in my stomach. Not just arousal. Control. He's hooked now, fully committed to hearing this, and we both know it. His breathing has changed. Deeper. More deliberate. Like he's concentrating on keeping it steady.

I consider how to answer. How much truth to give him. How to select the story that will do exactly what I want it to do. My ankle bracelet catches the spa lights. The delicate gold chain David gave me on our fifth anniversary. Seven years ago. The irony never gets old.

"I knew before the wedding," I say. "That's the real answer."

His dark eyes widen slightly. "Before."

"Six days before, to be exact." I watch his reaction. The way his jaw tightens. The way his hands shift position on the tub's edge like he needs something to hold onto. "Vegas. My bachelorette weekend. Friday night at a club on the Strip."

"Jesus."

"Want to hear about it?" I lean forward slightly. Not much. Just enough that the movement makes water stream down between my breasts. Just enough that he notices. His gaze flickers down and back up. I smile. Slow and knowing.

"I shouldn't," he says.

"But you will."

He doesn't deny it. Just sits there, tension radiating from every line of his body, waiting for me to continue. The predator in me recognizes the moment. The precise second when prey stops running and just stands there, frozen, knowing what's coming.

I settle back against the tub's edge. Steam curls around my shoulders. Cold air bites at my exposed skin. The contrast makes me shiver, or maybe it's the memory I'm about to drag into the light.

"I was twenty-six years old," I begin. "Drunk on overpriced cocktails and wearing a white sash that said 'Bride to Be' in glittery letters. My friends were inside dancing. I went out for air around one in the morning."

Marcus leans forward slightly. Elbows on his knees. Those dark eyes locked on mine with an intensity that feels like pressure on my skin.

"There was a smoking area behind the club," I continue. "More of an alley, really. Brick walls. Dumpsters. Bass thumping through the walls so loud you could feel it in your chest. Stars overhead, desert sky, January cold just like tonight."

I pause. Let the details settle. Let him picture it.

"I wasn't alone," I say quietly.

His breathing changes again. Anticipation thick in the air between us.

"Who was there?" he asks.

I smile. That predatory curve of lips. "The bouncer on his break."

Silence. Heavy and expectant.

"Tell me," Marcus says. His voice has dropped lower. Rougher.

So I do.

––––––––
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I WAS TWENTY-SIX YEARS old and absolutely wasted.

The club had been pumping overpriced vodka cranberries into me and my girlfriends for three hours. Red strobe lights. Bodies pressed tight on the dance floor. Music so loud my ears rang. Sara and Michelle and eight other girls from college and work were somewhere inside, dancing, screaming lyrics, taking shots with random guys who bought them drinks because I was wearing that ridiculous white sash.

Bride to Be. Glittery silver letters catching every light.

The sash cut across my body from shoulder to hip, stark white against my black dress. The dress was tight. Short. Showed off curves I was proud of even then. My breasts strained against the low neckline every time I moved. My ass filled out the skirt completely. I'd done my makeup heavier than usual, dark smoky eyes, red lips. Playing the part of the wild bride having her last night of freedom.

Except I wasn't playing.

The club air was thick. Sweat and perfume and spilled alcohol. Too many bodies generating too much heat. I pushed through the crowd toward the back exit, desperate for cold air and quiet. My head spun. Vision blurred slightly at the edges. Not falling-down drunk, but close.

The door opened onto an alley. Brick walls on both sides. Metal dumpsters lined up against the far wall. The desert sky stretched overhead, black and scattered with stars you never saw in the city. January cold hit my exposed skin like a slap. I sucked in deep breaths, leaning against the brick wall, letting the bass thump through the solid surface behind me.

God, the air felt good. Clean. Sharp.

I closed my eyes. Tipped my head back against the wall. The world spun slower out here. Manageable.

"You good?"

The voice came from my left. Deep. Steady.

I opened my eyes and turned my head.

He stood maybe ten feet away, back against the opposite wall. Massive didn't cover it. Six-four easily, maybe taller. Shoulders broad enough to block a doorway. Arms that strained the sleeves of his black security shirt. The shirt stretched tight across his chest. He was built like men who lift heavy things for a living, not for show. Real muscle. Real strength.

Black man, late thirties maybe, shaved head that gleamed under the single security light mounted above the door. Jawline sharp enough to cut. Dark eyes watching me with the kind of calm assessment bouncers develop after years of dealing with drunk people doing stupid things.

He held a cigarette between thick fingers. Smoke curled up past his face.

"I'm fine," I said. My voice came out breathier than I intended. "Just needed air."

"You've been in there a while." He gestured toward the door with his cigarette. "Saw you earlier. The bride."

I glanced down at my sash. Laughed. The sound echoed off brick walls. "Yeah. That's me."

"When's the wedding?"

"Next Saturday."

He took a slow drag. Exhaled smoke. "Week away."

"Six days."

Silence settled between us. Not uncomfortable. Just aware. The bass thumped steady through the walls. Distant sounds of traffic from the Strip filtered into the alley. Cold air raised goosebumps on my exposed arms and legs.

I should have gone back inside. Found my friends. Danced more. Taken more shots. Done all the things bachelorette parties were supposed to do.

I stayed exactly where I was.

"You nervous?" he asked.

"About what?"

"Getting married."

I considered the question. Looked up at the stars. They blurred slightly in my vision. "Terrified."

"Of what?"

"Being faithful."

The words came out before I could stop them. Honest and raw and probably way too much information to give a stranger in an alley. But the alcohol had loosened something in my chest. Some knot of truth I'd been avoiding for months.

He didn't laugh. Didn't judge. Just watched me with those dark eyes, smoke curling between us.

"That's honest," he said finally.

"I don't know if I can do it." I pushed off the wall, swaying slightly. "Be married. Be good. Be the wife he thinks I'm going to be."

"What kind of wife does he think you're going to be?"

"The faithful kind."

"And you're not?"

"I don't know yet." I looked at him directly. Met those dark eyes. "I haven't had the chance to find out."

Something shifted in the air between us. Some current I recognized even through the alcohol fog. Attraction. Possibility. The electric awareness of two people who know exactly what they're thinking about.

He took another drag. Exhaled slow. "You thinking about finding out now?"

My heart kicked hard against my ribs. "Maybe."

He dropped his cigarette. Ground it out under his boot. Pushed off the wall and walked toward me. Each step deliberate. Unhurried. His body moved with controlled power. The kind of confidence that comes from knowing exactly what he's capable of.

He stopped two feet away. Close enough that I had to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. Close enough that I could smell cigarette smoke and cologne and something else. Something male and dangerous.

"Maybe isn't an answer," he said quietly.

The bass thumped. My pulse hammered. Cold air bit at my skin but heat flooded through my body.

Our eyes locked. Something predatory passed between us. Hunter recognizing hunter. Or maybe predator recognizing prey. I wasn't sure which of us was which.

His hand came up to my jaw. Rough fingers tilted my face up toward his. He studied me for a long moment. Reading me. Looking for permission or hesitation or whatever bouncers look for before they cross lines with drunk brides in alleys.

I didn't look away.

He kissed me.

Not gentle. Not testing. Hard and claiming, his mouth crushing against mine with the kind of confidence that said he knew exactly what he was doing. His tongue pushed past my lips. I opened for him immediately, kissing back just as hard, tasting cigarettes and something darker.

"Mmm." His hands gripped my waist. Pulled me against him. God, he was solid. All muscle and heat and size. My hands went to his chest, fingers spreading across the tight fabric of his security shirt. I could feel his heart beating steady and strong.

The kiss deepened. One hand slid from my waist to the back of my neck, fingers tangling in my hair, holding me exactly where he wanted me. Control radiated from every touch. This wasn't a man who asked permission twice.

I was soaking wet already.

He broke the kiss. His dark eyes locked on mine. "Last chance to go back inside."

"I'm not going anywhere."

Something shifted in his expression. Darker. Hungrier. His hands dropped to my thighs. "Jump."

I didn't hesitate. Jumped up and his massive hands caught me easily, lifting me like I weighed nothing. My legs wrapped around his waist automatically. He spun us and pressed my back against the brick wall, using it to pin me in place.

The white sash cut across my body between us, glittering under the security light. Bride to Be in silver letters.

His body pressed against mine. The hard length of his cock ground against me through his pants. Thick. Long. Bigger than anything I'd ever felt.

Bigger than David.

The thought should have stopped me. Should have made me unwrap my legs, push him away, go back to my friends and forget this ever happened.

Instead I ground my hips against him.

"Fuck," he breathed. One hand stayed locked under my ass, holding me up. The other yanked at my short dress, shoving the tight fabric up around my waist. Cold air hit my exposed skin. "You sure about this?"

"Yes."

His fingers found my black lace thong. He hooked them in the fabric and pulled hard. The delicate lace ripped with a sound that seemed loud in the quiet alley. He tossed the ruined underwear aside.

His hand slid between my legs, thick fingers finding me bare and dripping. "Fuck, you're wet." Two digits pushed inside me without warning. "Ahh—" I gasped, my head falling back against the brick. He was so much bigger than David's fingers. Stretching me. Filling me.

"That fiancé know what a slut you are?" His voice was low and rough against my ear.

"No."

"He's gonna find out." He pumped his fingers deeper, curling them, hitting something inside me that made stars burst behind my eyes. "You're gonna walk down that aisle next week with my cum still dripping out of this pussy."

"Oh god." The words came out broken. Wrong. Perfect.

He pulled his fingers out. I heard the sound of his belt, his zipper. The rustle of fabric. Then the thick head of his cock pressed against my entrance.

Huge. Even thicker than I'd thought. I tensed.

"Look at me," he commanded.

My eyes snapped to his. Dark and intense, locked on mine.

He pushed forward. The head stretched me, burning, too much. "Ahh—" I whimpered but couldn't look away from his gaze.

"Breathe."

I sucked in air. He pushed deeper. "Ohh, fuck." Inch by thick inch, forcing my body to take him. The stretch bordered on pain. My walls clenched around him, trying to adjust, trying to accommodate his size.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned. His hand squeezed my ass hard, fingers digging into soft flesh. "Ungh."

He pulled back slightly, then thrust forward harder. Buried himself completely. "Ahh!" I cried out, the sound too loud, too raw.

"Quiet. Your friends are right through that door."

The bass thumped. Laughter filtered through the walls. Twenty feet away. Maybe less. Ten drunk girls dancing and drinking and celebrating my upcoming wedding while I was out here getting fucked by a stranger against a brick wall.

He started moving. Long, deep strokes that dragged against every nerve ending. "Ungh." His cock filled me completely, stretching me wider than I'd ever been stretched. Each thrust lifted me slightly, then dropped me back down onto him. "Ahh, ahh." The brick scraped my back through my thin dress.

The white sash slid across both our bodies with each movement. Bride to Be in glittery letters, pressed between us.

"Ungh." The sound escaped his throat as he picked up speed. His hips pistoned up into me. The wet sound of him fucking me echoed off the brick walls.

I couldn't stay quiet. Small sounds escaped my throat. Whimpers. Moans. "Mmm, ohh." My legs squeezed tighter around his waist, pulling him deeper.

His hand slid up from my ass, yanked down the front of my dress. My breasts spilled out, heavy and full. "Mmm." He buried his face between them, his mouth hot and wet on my skin. Then he caught one nipple between his teeth, biting down just hard enough to make me gasp.

"Ahh, fuck." My hands fisted in his shirt.

He released my nipple and looked up at me, still pounding into me with steady, brutal thrusts. "Look at you. Taking this cock like you were made for it. Six days before you marry that poor bastard."

His hand gripped my ass again, both hands now, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise. He used the leverage to slam me down onto his cock with every upward thrust. The force of it made my breasts bounce. Made the breath rush out of my lungs.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck." I couldn't form real words anymore.

"You gonna come on this dick?" His mouth pressed against my neck, teeth scraping skin. "Gonna come all over a stranger's cock in a fucking alley?"

"Yes, ohh god, yes—yes."

"Do it. Come for me."

The command broke something open inside me. The orgasm hit hard and sudden, ripping through my body in waves. "Ahh—fuck, fuck, fuck!" My legs clamped around his waist. My pussy clenched around his thick cock. I shook against him, vision going white at the edges.

"Fuck, yes." He groaned deep in his chest. "Ungh—" His rhythm stuttered. Three more hard thrusts, lifting me, slamming me down onto him. "Fuck." Then he buried himself deep, grinding me against the wall. I felt him pulse inside me. Hot and thick. Flooding me.

No condom.

The thought registered dimly through the pleasure haze. He was coming inside me. Bare. Filling me with his cum six days before my wedding.

He held me there, pinned between his body and the brick wall, while his cock twitched and pulsed. "Ahh, fuck." More heat. More cum. So much of it.

Finally he stilled. Both of us panting. My breasts pressed against his chest. His face buried in my neck.

Slowly he pulled back. Lowered me to the ground. My legs were shaky. I wobbled on my heels. The wet slide of his cock leaving me made me shudder. I felt his cum start to drip immediately. Warm and thick, sliding down my inner thighs.

He stepped back. Tucked himself away, zipped up, buckled his belt. Casual motions. Like he hadn't just fucked me into oblivion against a brick wall.

I stayed where I was for a moment, back against the rough brick, dress bunched around my waist, breasts hanging out, cum dripping down my legs. The cold air felt sharp on my overheated skin.

A rush of giddiness flooded through me. Electric and intoxicating. I'd actually done it. Fucked a complete stranger in an alley with my friends twenty feet away. His cum was dripping down my thighs and I was getting married in six days and I felt fucking alive.

I pushed off the wall, tugged my dress down over my ass, pulled the top back up over my breasts. My hands were shaking but not from fear. From adrenaline. From the sheer thrill of it. The white sash had twisted but still hung across my body. Bride to Be. I laughed, breathless and wild.

His cum was still dripping. I had no underwear. He'd ripped my thong and tossed it somewhere in the dark alley.

He was lighting another cigarette like absolutely nothing had happened. Calm. Composed. Not even breathing hard.

"You good?" he asked. Same tone as before. Like we'd just finished a conversation about the weather.

I laughed again. Couldn't help it. The sound came out bright and unhinged. "Yeah. I'm fucking great."

He took a drag. Exhaled smoke. Studied me with those dark eyes.

I didn't know his name. Would never see him again.

I straightened my dress as best I could. Ran my fingers through my tangled hair. My reflection in the dark window beside the door showed exactly what I looked like. Thoroughly fucked. Glowing with it.

"Thanks," I said. Because what else do you say?

He smiled. Slow and knowing. "Congratulations on the wedding."

I walked back toward the door on unsteady legs, his cum sliding down my thighs with every step, grinning like I'd just won something.

I went back inside. Found my friends on the dance floor, sweaty and drunk and laughing. Sara grabbed my arm.

"Where the hell were you?"

"Needed air. Got dizzy."

She studied my face for half a second, then shrugged and pulled me back into the dancing. The music swallowed us. Bodies pressed close. Strobe lights flashed. I moved with the rhythm, feeling his cum slide down my thighs with every step, every sway of my hips.

Michelle leaned in close. "You okay? You look flushed."

"I'm great." And I was. Buzzing with adrenaline and champagne and the secret knowledge of what I'd just done.

We danced for another hour. Took more shots. I never learned the bouncer's name. Never saw him again. When we stumbled out the front entrance at three in the morning, giggling and holding each other up, a different guy worked the door.

Six days later I walked down the aisle in white.

The church was packed. David's family on one side, mine on the other. Flowers everywhere, pink roses and white lilies. String quartet playing Pachelbel's Canon in D, the same song every bride walks to. My father's arm linked through mine, walking me slowly toward the altar.

Toward David.

He stood at the front in his tuxedo, looking nervous and happy and completely in love. His eyes got wet when he saw me. My sweet, faithful, trusting David.

I smiled at him. Radiant bride. Perfect wife-to-be.

The bouncer's cum-bruises were still on my hips. Dark purple marks hidden beneath layers of white silk and lace. I could feel them with every step. Little reminders pressed against the wedding dress David had helped me pick out three months ago.

We reached the altar. My father kissed my cheek and placed my hand in David's. His palm was warm and slightly sweaty. Nervous.

The minister began. Words about love and commitment and forsaking all others. David squeezed my hand. I squeezed back.

"Do you, Joanna Marie, take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband, to have and to hold, for better or worse, in sickness and in health, as long as you both shall live?"

I looked into David's eyes. Saw his hope. His trust. His certainty that I was choosing him completely.

"I do."

The words came easily. I meant them too. I did love him. I did want to marry him. I just also wanted other things. Things he would never know about. Things I would keep separate and secret and mine.

The crowd applauded. David kissed me. Soft and sweet and full of promise.

I kissed him back, knowing exactly who I was.
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I FINISH THE STORY and watch Marcus process it. He reaches for his wine glass. His hand shakes slightly as he brings it to his lips. Takes a long drink. Sets it back down carefully.

Steam curls between us, thick and heavy. His breathing comes shallow and fast.

The silence stretches. Water bubbles. Jets hum.

"Weren't you afraid?" His voice comes out strained. "Getting pregnant, I mean. No condom, a week before your wedding."

"I didn't think that far." The honesty surprises even me. "I was drunk. Reckless. In the moment I just wanted it."

"That's insane."

"Probably." I take a sip of wine. "Turned out not to matter anyway."

He looks up. "What do you mean?"

"I can't have children. Found out about a year after the wedding. Endometriosis. Scarring on my fallopian tubes." I shrug. "It's why David and I never had kids. Medical issue, not choice."

Marcus leans back slightly, processing this new information. "Does he know? About the condition?"

"Of course. We did the fertility treatments, the consultations, all of it. He was devastated." I pause. "I pretended to be."

"You weren't?"

"Not really. Kids would have complicated things." The admission tastes honest on my tongue. Raw. "I play the disappointed wife when it comes up. His family feels sorry for me. My mother cries about grandchildren she'll never have. But secretly?" I smile. "It made everything easier."

"Jesus." He runs a wet hand through his hair. Water streams down his arm. "You really don't feel guilt about any of this."

"I feel guilty that I don't feel guilty. Does that count?"

"No."

I laugh. The sound echoes across the empty spa deck. "That's fair."

Silence settles between us again. Heavier this time. Marcus stares at me like I'm a puzzle he can't solve. His architect's mind trying to find the structure, the logic, the reason behind what I am.

His cock still strains visible against his swim trunks under the water.

"How long?" he asks finally.

"How long what?"

"How long after the wedding before you did it again?"

The question hangs in the steam between us. I smile slowly. That predatory curve of lips.

"How long do you think?"

"I don't know. Months? A year?"

I take a slow sip of wine. Let him wait. Let the anticipation build. Let him imagine all the possibilities.

"Eight months," I say finally. "I was practically a saint."

His breathing catches. The look on his face. Pure fascination mixed with arousal mixed with something darker.

"Tell me."

Not a question. A need.

"Miami," I begin. "Girls' weekend for a friend's bachelorette party. Saturday night at a club. I met someone at the bar."

I shift position in the water. Move slightly closer to him. Not much. Just enough that the distance between us shrinks from three feet to maybe two and a half.

"His name was Alex."
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Marcus leans forward. The movement brings him closer. Maybe two feet separate us now. Steam curls thick between our bodies.

"What happened with Alex?"

His voice comes out rough. Strained. Like he's forcing the words through something tight in his throat. His cock still strains visible against his wet swim trunks.

I watch his face. The way his jaw works. The way he can't quite meet my eyes but can't look away either. He's hooked. Completely fucking hooked.

I settle back against the tub's edge. Take a slow sip of wine. Let him wait.

"You really want to know?"

"Yes."

Not a question. A need.

I smile. That predatory curve of lips I know drives men crazy.

"I was twenty-seven years old and feeling restless. Miami in June. Ninety degrees even at night. Humidity thick enough to taste. Sara's bachelorette weekend. Five of us crammed into a South Beach hotel suite. Drinking started at four in the afternoon and didn't stop."

Marcus shakes his head slowly. "Bachelorette parties. Clearly dangerous territory for you."

I laugh. The sound echoes across the empty spa deck. "For everyone around me, maybe. I'm the danger at bachelorette parties, Marcus. Not the other way around."

His breathing catches. I watch the realization settle over his face. Vegas, then Miami. Something about celebrating weddings makes me reckless.

"Tell me," he says again.

––––––––
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SATURDAY NIGHT WE HIT a club on Ocean Drive. One of those places with velvet ropes and bass so heavy you felt it in your bones. I wore a tight red dress. Bodycon style that hugged every curve. Hit me mid-thigh. Plunging neckline that showed the tops of my breasts. Black heels that made my legs look miles long.

My wedding ring sat in the hotel safe.

I told myself it was practical. Didn't want to lose it dancing. Didn't want it catching on something. All reasonable excuses.

But I knew. Even then, I knew exactly what I was doing.

The club packed wall to wall with bodies. Strobe lights cutting through darkness. Music pounding. Heat pressing in from all sides. I danced with my girlfriends. Let the bass thump through my chest. Let myself feel young and free and dangerous.

The red dress clung to my body under the lights. Drew eyes everywhere I moved. Men watched. I felt their gazes like hands on my skin.

Around midnight I went to the bar for drinks. Fought through the crowd. Leaned against the polished wood surface trying to get the bartender's attention.

That's when I saw him.

Alex stood three feet down the bar. Early thirties. Tall. Maybe six-two. Designer suit despite the heat. Navy blue, perfectly tailored. White shirt open at the collar. No tie. Dark hair swept back. Sharp jawline. Confident smile.

He was watching me.

Not subtle about it either. His eyes traveled slowly down my body. Lingered on my breasts where they swelled above the red fabric. Down to my waist. My hips. My legs. Then back up to my face.

I held his gaze. Didn't look away. Didn't blush or pretend I hadn't noticed.

He moved closer. Leaned against the bar beside me. Close enough I could smell his cologne. Expensive. Subtle. Mixed with whiskey and something darker.

"Let me buy you a drink," he said. Not asking. Stating.

"I was getting five."

"Then let me buy you six."

I smiled. "Just one for me. Whiskey sour."

He ordered without breaking eye contact. The bartender appeared immediately. Money and confidence do that.

When the drink came, Alex handed it to me. His fingers brushed mine. Deliberate. Testing.

"I'm Alex."

"Joanna."

"What brings you to Miami, Joanna?"

"Bachelorette party for a friend."

I left it at that. Didn't mention I was married. Didn't mention David. The bare ring finger spoke for itself.

His eyes dropped to my chest again. Lingered there. Hungry.

"That dress should be illegal," he said, voice low.

"Should it?"

"Absolutely. Dangerous weapon."

I laughed. Took a sip of my drink. Let him look.

He was a tits man. I could tell immediately. The way his gaze kept returning to my cleavage. The way his pupils dilated. Some men are ass men. Some are leg men. Alex couldn't stop staring at my breasts.

Good. I had plenty to offer.

We talked at the bar for maybe twenty minutes. Shouting over the music. His hand found my lower back. Stayed there. Possessive. Testing boundaries I wasn't going to defend.

He leaned close to speak directly into my ear. His breath warm against my neck. Every word felt deliberate. Calculated. This wasn't a man who stumbled into conversations with women. He knew exactly what he was doing.

"You're not from Miami," he said.

"Philadelphia. You?"

"New York. Here for business."

"What kind of business?"

"The boring kind. Finance." His hand slid lower on my back. Just above the curve of my ass. "But I'm not here to talk about work."

"No?"

"No." His eyes dropped to my breasts again. Lingered there. "I'm here to talk about that dress. And what's in it."

Heat flooded through me. Straight to my pussy. I was already getting wet.

"Dance with me," I said.

We left our drinks at the bar. Pushed through the crowd to the dance floor. Bodies pressed tight on all sides. Strobe lights cutting through darkness. Bass thumping so hard I felt it in my chest.

Alex pulled me against him. His hands went to my hips. Then lower. Gripping my ass through the thin red fabric. The dress rode up my thighs as we moved.

I turned. Pressed my ass back against him. Ground against the hard length I could feel through his pants. Thick. Long. My body responded immediately. Pussy clenching. Getting wetter.

His hands slid up my sides. Stopped just below my breasts. Teasing. Making me want him to touch them. I arched my back. Pressed my chest forward. Invitation clear.

He cupped my breasts through the dress. Squeezed. Not gentle. Possessive. Claiming. His thumbs brushed over my nipples through the fabric and I gasped.

The red dress left nothing to imagination. He could feel everything. The weight of my breasts in his hands. The way my nipples hardened under his touch.

"Fuck," he breathed against my ear. "These are perfect."

I turned in his arms. Faced him. His hands stayed on my body. One gripping my hip. The other sliding up to cup my breast again.

We kissed.

Hard and hungry. His tongue pushed into my mouth. I kissed back just as aggressively. Tasted whiskey and want. His hand tightened on my breast. Squeezed harder. "Mmm." I moaned into his mouth.

When we broke apart, we were both breathing hard.

His dark eyes locked on mine. "My hotel's two blocks away."

The moment stretched. This was the choice point. I could laugh it off. Go back to my friends. Pretend this was just dancing. Just flirting. Just a married woman having harmless fun.

Or I could cross the line.

"Let's go."

His hand slid to my lower back. Possessive. Claiming. We moved through the crowd toward the exit.

I spotted my girlfriends near the DJ booth. Sara was dancing with some guy. Michelle and Kate were taking shots. I caught Michelle's eye. Pointed to the door. Mouthed that I was tired. Heading back.

She gave me a thumbs up. Too drunk to question why I was leaving with a strange man. Too drunk to notice he wasn't heading toward our hotel.

Outside the club, Miami heat hit like a wall. Humid and thick. My skin already damp with sweat. The red dress clung to my body.

Alex's hand stayed on my lower back as we walked. Two blocks felt like miles. Every step built tension. My pussy throbbed. I was soaking through my panties.

"You're quiet," he said.

"Thinking."

"About?"

"Whether this is a good idea."

His hand slid lower. Squeezed my ass. "It's not."

I laughed. "Then why are we doing it?"

"Because you want to. Because I want to. Because good ideas are boring."

We reached his hotel. Expensive. Modern. Glass and steel rising into the night sky. The lobby gleamed with polished marble and soft lighting.

He guided me to the elevators. His hand never left my body.

The doors opened. Empty car. We stepped inside. He pressed the button for the eighteenth floor.

The moment the doors closed, he was on me.

Spun me around. Pressed me against the wall. Kissed me hard. His hand slid up my thigh under the red dress. Higher. Higher. Fingers brushed the soaked lace of my panties.

"Fuck," he groaned. "You're dripping."

"Yes."

His fingers pressed harder. Rubbing through the wet fabric. "Ahh—" I gasped. Arched against his hand.

The elevator dinged. Eighteenth floor.

We stumbled into the hallway. Could barely keep our hands off each other. He fumbled with his keycard at room 1847. Took three tries to get the door open.

His hand found my breast again. Squeezed hard through the dress. "Mmm." I moaned.

The door finally opened.

We fell inside.

The door slammed shut behind us.

Alex pressed me against it immediately. His mouth on mine. Hard and demanding. His hand gripped my hip. The other slid up my body to my breast. Squeezed hard through the red fabric.

"Fuck, I've been thinking about these all night," he growled.

He yanked the dress up around my waist. Exposing my black lace thong. His hand went between my legs. Fingers pressed against the soaked fabric.

"Fuck, you're soaking through these." He rubbed harder. The wet lace provided almost no barrier. "I love a woman who gets really sloppy wet."

"Then you're going to love me."

He pulled the thong aside. His fingers found my bare pussy. Slick and swollen. Two thick digits pushed inside me without warning.

"Oh god." My head fell back against the door.

"So tight." He pumped his fingers deeper. Curling them. Hitting something inside me that made my legs shake. "Ungh—and so fucking wet for me."

His other hand yanked the top of my dress down. My breasts spilled out. Heavy and full. Nipples already hard.

"Perfect," he breathed. His mouth closed over my left nipple. Sucking hard. His fingers still working inside me.

"Ahh, fuck." I moaned. Loud. Shameless. My hands gripped his shoulders.

He switched to my other breast. Sucked the nipple into his mouth. Teeth grazing the sensitive flesh. His fingers pumped faster. Thumb finding my clit.

"Fuck, Alex."

"You're close. I can feel it." He rubbed my clit harder. Fingers curling inside me. "Come for me."

The orgasm hit hard. My whole body shook. Violently. Legs trembling. "Ahh—fuck, yes!" I cried out. My pussy clenched around his fingers.

"That's it. Fuck, yes." He worked me through it. Drew it out until I was gasping.

When the shaking subsided, he pulled his fingers out. Brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean.

"Delicious." His eyes locked on mine. Dark and hungry. "But I need more."

He dropped to his knees.

His hands gripped my thighs. Spread them wider. The red dress bunched around my waist. Black lace thong still pulled to the side. My pussy bare and dripping right in front of his face.

He looked up at me. Those dark eyes locked on mine.

Then his mouth was on me.

"Oh fuck." The words came out strangled.

His tongue licked through my folds. Slow. Deliberate. Tasting every inch. Then faster. Circling my clit. Flicking over the swollen bud.

My hands went to his hair. Gripped tight. My hips rolled against his face.

"Mmm." He groaned. The vibration shot through me. His hands squeezed my ass. Pulling me harder against his mouth. His tongue pushed inside me. Fucking me with it.

"God, yes, right there."

He sucked my clit. Hard. Two fingers pushed back inside my pussy. Pumping while his mouth worked me.

Already sensitive from the first orgasm. This one built faster. Sharper.

"Fuck, I'm gonna come again."

He didn't stop. Kept licking. Kept sucking. His fingers curled inside me.

I came with a cry. "Ahh—ohh god!" Louder this time. My legs shook. He had to hold me up. Kept working me through it until I was whimpering.

Finally he pulled back. His chin glistened with my wetness. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Stood.

"Bedroom. Now."

He lifted me. I wrapped my legs around his waist. He carried me across the hotel room. Expensive suite. Floor to ceiling windows showing the Miami skyline. City lights glittering.

He set me down beside the bed. His hands went to the red dress. Peeled it up over my head. Slow. Deliberate. Taking his time.

The dress came off. I hooked my thumbs in the black lace thong. Slid it down my legs. Stepped out of it. Kicked off my heels.

I stood naked in front of him.

He stared. His eyes traveling over every inch of my body. Lingering on my breasts.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous."

I reached for his shirt. Unbuttoned it. Pushed it off his shoulders. His chest was lean. Defined. Not gym-obsessed but fit. I ran my hands over his skin.

He kicked off his shoes. I went for his belt. Unbuckled it. Unzipped his pants. Pushed them down with his boxers.

His cock sprang free.

Thick. Long. Bigger than David. The head already leaking precum.

I wrapped my hand around him. Stroked slowly. "Ahh—" He groaned.

Then I dropped to my knees.

"Fuck," he breathed.

I looked up at him. Held his gaze. Licked the head of his cock. Tasted the salty precum.

His hand went to my hair. Tangled in it. Not forcing. Just holding.

I took him into my mouth. As deep as I could. He was thick. Stretched my lips. I relaxed my throat. Took him deeper.

"Oh god, that's good."

I worked him with my mouth. Sucking. Licking. One hand wrapped around the base. Stroking what I couldn't fit. My other hand cupped his balls. Heavy and full. I rolled them gently in my palm.

"Fuck, yes."

I pulled back. Let his cock slip from my mouth with a wet pop. Licked down the shaft. Took one of his balls into my mouth. Sucked gently.

"Jesus Christ." His grip tightened in my hair.

I switched to the other one. Sucked and licked while my hand stroked his cock.

Then back to his cock. Took him deep. Bobbed my head faster. My hand working in rhythm with my mouth.

I reached around. Grabbed his ass. Firm and muscular. Pulled him deeper into my mouth.

"Ungh—" He groaned. Started thrusting slightly. Fucking my mouth.

"Mmm." I moaned around his cock. The vibration made him curse.

"Fuck, you're so good at this."

I could feel him getting close. His cock throbbed. His breathing ragged. His balls tightening in my hand.

I sucked harder. Faster. Took him as deep as I could.

"Shit, I'm gonna come if you don't stop."

I kept going. Wanted to taste him.

But he pulled back. His cock slipped from my mouth. He was breathing hard.

"Not yet." He pulled me to my feet. "I need to fuck you first."

"Then fuck me."

He pushed me back onto the bed. I landed on the soft white sheets. He grabbed my ankles. Pulled me to the edge. Spread my legs wide.

He positioned himself. The thick head of his cock pressed against my entrance.

Then he pushed inside.

"Ahh, fuck." The stretch was immediate. Intense. He was so much thicker than David.

"God, you're tight." He pushed deeper. Inch by inch. Filling me. Stretching me.

Slight burn. But good. So good.

He bottomed out. Paused. Let me adjust.

"You okay?"

"Yes. Move. Please."

He pulled back. Thrust forward. Hard.

"Fuck, yes."

He set a rhythm. Deep and powerful. His hands gripped my hips. Held me in place while he pounded into me.

I reached up. Grabbed my breasts. Squeezed them.

His eyes locked on the movement. "Play with them. Show me."

I cupped the heavy weight. Pinched my nipples. Pulled on them.

"That's it. Fuck, that's hot."

He fucked me harder. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room. Wet sounds. My pussy soaking his cock.

"You like that?" he growled.

"Yes. God, yes."

"Tell me. Tell me you like my cock."

"I love your cock. You're so fucking big."

"Bigger than your husband?"

The question caught me off guard. I looked up at him. "Why do you think I'm married?"

He smirked. Didn't slow his rhythm. "A woman who looks like you? You'd never manage to stay single for long."

I laughed. Breathless. "You're not wrong."

"So?" He thrust deeper. "Am I bigger?"

"Yes. So much bigger than my husband."

Something shifted in his expression. Darker. Hungrier. "Good. Want you to remember this when you're home in bed with him. Remember how I stretched this pussy."

"Fuck, yes."

"Your husband know you're getting fucked right now?"

"No."

"Such a bad wife." He groaned. "Ungh—" Thrust harder. "I love it. Does yours know?"

He grinned. "My wife? Fuck no. She thinks I'm at a business dinner."

We were both cheaters. Both liars. And it made everything hotter.

His hand moved between us. Fingers finding my clit. Rubbing in circles while he pounded into me.

"Fuck, I'm gonna come again."

"Do it. Come on my cock."

The orgasm built fast. Pressure coiling tight. Then exploding. "Ahh—ohh fuck, fuck!" I cried out. My pussy clenched around him. Waves of pleasure crashing through me.

"Shit, you feel so good when you come." He didn't slow down. Kept fucking me through it.

When the waves subsided, he pulled out. "Turn over."

I rolled onto my stomach. He grabbed my hips. Pulled them up. I got on my hands and knees.

His hand smoothed over my ass. "Fucking beautiful."

Then he spanked me. Sharp crack of palm against flesh.

"Oh fuck."

Another spank. Harder. The sting radiated through me. Made my pussy clench.

He positioned himself. Pushed back inside. Deeper this way. Hitting different angles.

His hand tangled in my hair. Pulled. My head tilted back. Slight pain mixing with pleasure.

"You like it rough?"

"Yes."

He fucked me hard. Brutal pace. His hand tightened in my hair. The other gripped my hip. Fingers digging into soft flesh.

Another spank. Then another. My ass burned. But it felt incredible.

"Such a good little slut," he growled. "Taking my cock so well."

The dirty talk made me wetter. I pushed back against him. Meeting his thrusts.

"That's it. Fuck yourself on my cock."

"Ahh, yes, yes." I moaned. Loud and shameless. Nails digging into the sheets.

He released my hair. Both hands gripped my hips now. Pulling me back onto him with each thrust.

"Fuck, I'm close." His rhythm got erratic. Rougher. "Ungh—shit."

"Come for me," I gasped.

He pulled out suddenly. Flipped me onto my back. Stroked his cock fast. "Fuck, fuck—"

He came with a groan. Hot cum spurted onto my stomach. My breasts. White streaks across my skin.

He milked every drop. Then collapsed beside me. Both of us breathing hard.

"Jesus," he panted.

I laughed. Breathless. "Yeah."

We lay there for maybe five minutes. Recovering. His cum cooling on my skin.

Then his hand found my breast. Cupped it. Squeezed gently.

"I'm not done with you yet."

"No?"

"Not even close." He stood. Held out his hand. "Shower."

The bathroom was huge. Marble and glass. He turned on the water. Steam filled the space.

We stepped under the hot spray. Water cascaded over our bodies. Washing away sweat and cum.

His hands soaped my breasts. Lingered there. Playing with my nipples until they hardened again.

I felt his cock against my ass. Getting hard again already.

"Impressive recovery time," I said.

"Married sex makes you efficient." His hand slid between my legs. Fingers finding my clit. "Affair sex makes you enthusiastic."

I laughed. Arched back against him. "Mmm."

He turned me. Pressed me against the tile wall. The cool surface contrasted with the hot water.

His cock pressed against my entrance from behind. He pushed inside. Easier this time. My pussy still slick and stretched.

"Fuck, yes."

This was slower. More sensual. Long deep strokes. His hands on my hips. Water streaming over us.

One hand reached around. Found my clit. Rubbed slow circles.

"You feel so good," he murmured against my neck.

I braced my hands against the wall. Let him fuck me. Let the pleasure build again.

His other hand cupped my breast. Squeezed. Played with my nipple.

"Come for me again," he said. "Want to feel you."

His fingers worked my clit faster. His cock driving deep. Hitting that perfect spot inside me.

The orgasm rolled through me. Slower than before but just as intense. "Ohh, god—yes." I moaned. Pussy clenching around him.

"Ahh, fuck." He groaned. Thrust harder. Then stilled. I felt him pulse inside me. Filling me.

We stayed like that. Connected. Water washing over us.

Finally he pulled out. Turned me around. Kissed me. Softer this time.

We finished showering. Dried off. Collapsed into bed around three in the morning.

I was asleep in minutes.

I woke at five in the morning.

Disoriented. Hotel room. Expensive sheets. Sunlight just starting to filter through floor to ceiling windows.

Alex slept beside me. On his stomach. One arm thrown over his head. His breathing deep and even.

Reality crashed back.

I slipped out of bed. Quiet. Found my clothes scattered across the room. The red dress wrinkled and obvious. My thong. My heels.

I dressed quickly. My body ached. Good ache. Muscles sore in places that reminded me exactly what we'd done.

Alex didn't stir.

I grabbed my purse. Took one last look at him. Then left.

The walk back to my hotel felt longer than two blocks. Early morning Miami. Humid already. My heels clicked on the sidewalk. The red dress screamed walk of shame.

I didn't care.

Sunday morning brunch with the girls. Hotel restaurant. Mimosas and pancakes. Sara nursed a brutal hangover. Michelle complained about the guy she'd danced with. Kate showed us pictures from the night.

I smiled. Laughed. Told them I'd gone to bed early because I was exhausted.

No one questioned it.

The flight home left at three. I sat by the window. Watched Miami disappear below. My body still felt Alex. The stretch. The soreness. The marks his fingers left on my hips.

I waited for guilt to arrive. For shame. For that sick feeling of what have I done.

It never came.

Just warm satisfaction. Secret and mine.

David picked me up at the airport. Flowers in hand. Daisies. My favorite. He kissed me at arrivals. Sweet and affectionate.

"How was the trip?"

"So fun. You know how Sara gets when she drinks."

"I missed you."

"Missed you too, babe."

We drove home. He asked about the weekend. I gave him edited highlights. The club. The dancing. The drinks. Left out the important parts.

That night we had sex. Our bed. Our routine. Missionary. His familiar rhythm. His familiar size.

It was fine. Comfortable. Safe.

But while he moved inside me, my mind drifted. To Alex's thick cock stretching me. To the way he'd pulled my hair. To his hand cracking against my ass. To the dirty words in my ear.

I came thinking about another man.

David never noticed.

After, he fell asleep with his arm around me. I lay there in the dark. Staring at the ceiling.

Waiting for the guilt.

It didn't come.

Instead, a realization settled over me. Clear and certain.

I could do this. I could have both. The stability of marriage and the thrill of something new. Keep them separate. Compartmentalize. David got the loving wife. Alex got the willing slut.

No one had to know.

No one would get hurt.

And I would get exactly what I needed.

––––––––
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"YOU JUST WENT HOME." Marcus's voice pulls me back to the present. Rough. Strained. "Had sex with your husband."

I smile. Lean back against the tub's edge. Steam curls between us.

"That's the point, Marcus. I can keep them separate. David gets the wife. Alex got the whore. Everyone's happy."

His breathing comes heavy. Uneven. His cock still strains visible through his wet swim trunks. The bulge obscene.

"You felt nothing?" he asks. "No guilt at all?"

"I felt alive. That's not nothing."

Silence. Water bubbles. His dark eyes locked on mine.

He shifts closer in the water. Less than two feet between us now. I can see the conflict on his face. Fascination warring with arousal warring with something darker.

"After that," he says quietly. "Did it get easier?"

I take a slow sip of wine. Let the question hang.

"Easier isn't the right word. More deliberate, maybe." I smile. That predatory curve. "After Miami, I realized I didn't have to wait for opportunities. I could create them."

"What does that mean?"

"It means I started mixing business with pleasure."

His jaw tightens. Muscles flex in his shoulders.

"Tell me."

Not a question. A need.

I watch him. See the way his hands grip the tub's edge. The way his chest rises and falls. The way he's completely hooked.

"His name was Tyler," I begin. "David's boss."

Marcus's eyes widen slightly.
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Marcus goes completely still. His dark eyes widen.

"Your husband's boss?"

"Yes."

"Jesus Christ." He runs a wet hand through his hair. Water streams down his arm. "You fucked your husband's boss?"

"For three months." I lean back against the tub's edge, watching his face. "In his office. In his car. Once at a company party while David networked twenty feet away."

Silence stretches between us. Heavy. Loaded. Steam curls thick in the cold air. Marcus stares at me like he's trying to process what I just said, trying to find the angle that makes it make sense. There isn't one.

"That's fucked up," he says finally. His voice is rough. "On so many levels."

"Probably." I take a slow sip of wine. "Want to hear about it anyway?"

The war playing across his face is beautiful. Disgust warring with fascination. Morality warring with arousal. He should say no. Should get out of this tub, go upstairs to his wife, pretend this conversation never happened.

His breathing changes. Deeper. More deliberate.

"Yes," he admits.

Victory sings through my veins. I settle deeper into the water, let the jets pulse against my lower back. The cold January air makes my nipples press hard against the wet red fabric of my bikini top. Marcus's eyes drop for half a second before snapping back to my face.

"His name was Tyler Brennan," I begin. "Forty-five years old. Silver fox. The kind of man who commands a room just by walking into it."

I watch Marcus lean forward slightly. Elbows on his knees. Completely hooked.

"Executive type. Corner office, expensive suits, that presence that makes people straighten their spines when he speaks. David worshipped him. Talked about him constantly at home. Tyler said this. Tyler thinks that. Tyler's considering me for the promotion." I smile at the memory. "He had no idea I was considering Tyler too."

Marcus's jaw tightens. Muscles flex in his shoulders.

"Tell me," he says. Not a question. A need.

I let the moment stretch. Take another sip of wine. Steam rises between us. We're closer now than we were an hour ago. Maybe two feet separating us. Close enough that I can see the water droplets clinging to his stubbled jaw. Close enough to see his chest rising and falling faster.

"It was nine years ago," I say. "Summer. I was twenty-nine, married two years. Tyler threw a company barbecue at his house. Actually, mansion is more accurate. Six bedrooms, pool, guest cottage. The whole executive package."

"His wife?"

"Out of town visiting family. Very convenient." My smile is slow. Knowing. "Tyler was hosting solo. David was so excited to be invited. So proud. It was a big deal for junior staff to get access to the boss's home."

I shift position in the water. My knee brushes Marcus's thigh. Neither of us pulls away.

"I wore a sundress that day," I continue. "White with tiny blue flowers. Fit tight at the waist, showed my curves. The kind of dress that makes men look." I pause. "Tyler looked."

"From the start?"

"From the moment we walked through his door." The memory warms me more than the hot tub. "His eyes tracked me all afternoon. When I walked. When I bent to pick up my wine glass. When I laughed. He watched me like he was taking inventory. Like he was deciding."

Marcus's hands grip the tub's edge. His breathing has gone shallow.

"David never noticed," I say quietly. "He was too busy networking, trying to impress. Too busy drinking and kissing ass. He had no idea his boss was cataloging every inch of his wife's body."

Silence. Water bubbles. Steam rises thick between us.

"What happened?" Marcus asks.

I hold his gaze. Let the anticipation build.

––––––––
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I WAS TWENTY-NINE YEARS old and wearing a white sundress with tiny blue flowers.

The barbecue started at two in the afternoon. Twenty-five people from David's office scattered across Tyler's property. Manicured lawn, infinity pool, outdoor kitchen with a grill that probably cost more than our car. The kind of place that announced success without saying a word.

Tyler greeted us at the door. Linen shirt, sleeves rolled to show tanned forearms, expensive watch catching the sunlight. He shook David's hand, then turned to me.

"You must be Joanna. David talks about you constantly."

His grip was firm. Warm. Lasted a beat too long.

"All good things, I hope."

"Only the best." His dark eyes held mine. "He's a lucky man."

David beamed beside me, completely missing the weight in Tyler's gaze. "I really am."

The afternoon unfolded exactly as these things do. People clustered by the pool, drinks flowing from a fully stocked bar, the smell of expensive steaks on the grill. David dove into networking mode immediately. Laughing too loud at colleagues' jokes, refilling his wine glass every twenty minutes, working the crowd like his career depended on it.

Maybe it did.

Tyler moved through groups with easy confidence. Making introductions, keeping conversations flowing, playing the perfect host. But his eyes kept finding me. When I stood by the pool talking to someone's wife about vacation plans. When I walked across the lawn toward the bar. When I bent to adjust my sandal strap.

He cataloged every movement. Every curve.

Around four, he appeared beside me at the outdoor bar. "How's your wine?"

"Empty." I held up my glass.

He took it from my hand. Fingers brushing mine. Poured from a bottle with a French label I didn't recognize. When he handed it back, our fingers touched again. Deliberate this time.

"David seems to be enjoying himself." He nodded toward where my husband was gesturing wildly, telling some story to a group of colleagues.

"He's having a great time. This was kind of you."

"Not kind. Strategic." His smile was knowing. "Good employees are worth investing in."

The implication sat between us. About David. About me. About what investments might yield.

"Let me show you the garden," Tyler said. "The roses are something else this time of year."

I followed him down a stone path between perfectly trimmed hedges. Away from the crowd. His hand found the small of my back, warm through thin fabric. Guiding me. Touching me. Testing.

We looked at roses I didn't care about. Stood close while he pointed out varieties whose names I'd forget immediately. His hand never left my back. My hip brushed his thigh when we turned to walk back.

Neither of us mentioned it.

The sun set orange and red. People started leaving. Thanking Tyler, gathering their things, driving away. David kept drinking. His words slurred. His eyes glazed. By nine-thirty he could barely stand.

By ten, only six people remained.

Tyler appeared beside us. "David, you alright?"

"M'fine. Great party." David swayed slightly.

"You're in no shape to drive." Tyler's voice carried concern. Responsibility. "Guest room's made up. Crash there tonight. Both of you."

"Can't impose," David mumbled.

"I insist." Tyler looked at me. "Joanna?"

"That's very generous," I said. Calm. Appropriate. "Thank you."

We walked David to the guest room at the far end of the house. Away from everything. He stumbled twice. Tyler helped me ease him onto the bed. David's eyes were already closing.

"You okay?" I touched his shoulder.

He mumbled something. Started snoring.

Tyler and I stood in the doorway. The last guests were saying goodbye at the front of the house. Voices. Laughter. Then the sound of the front door closing. Cars starting in the driveway. Engines fading.

Silence.

"I should probably stay with him," I said. Not moving.

"Should you?" Tyler turned to look at me. The hallway was dim. Quiet. Just us and David snoring behind us.

"There's excellent scotch on the back deck," Tyler said. "You're welcome to join me."

I could have said no. Could have climbed into bed beside my drunk husband. Could have been the faithful wife.

"Five minutes," I said.

His smile was slow. "I'll be waiting."

I checked on David one more time. Dead to the world. Passed out completely. Wouldn't wake until morning.

I walked through Tyler's empty house. Past expensive art on the walls. Past furniture that cost more than my salary. Out the back door onto the deck.

Tyler stood at the railing. Two glasses of amber liquid waiting on the small table beside him. Stars scattered across the black sky overhead. Warm summer air. Cicadas singing.

He handed me a glass. Our fingers touched.

"Your husband works hard," Tyler said.

"He does."

"Loyal. Dedicated. Good at his job."

"Yes."

Tyler took a sip. "He has no idea how lucky he is."

I met his eyes. Dark and knowing in the dim light from the house.

"No," I agreed. "He doesn't."

Silence stretched between us. The scotch burned warm in my throat. Tyler's eyes stayed locked on mine.

"David talks about you all the time at the office," he said. "How beautiful you are. How smart. How lucky he is."

"Does he?"

"Every Monday. Tells me about your weekends together. What you cooked. Where you went." Tyler took another sip. "He loves you."

"I know."

"Does he satisfy you?"

The question hung in the warm air. Direct. Loaded.

"That's an inappropriate question," I said. Not moving away.

"Is it?" Tyler stepped closer. "You're standing on my deck at eleven at night while your husband sleeps in my guest room. Drinking my scotch. Looking at me the way you've been looking at me all day."

My heart beat faster. "How have I been looking at you?"

"Like you're deciding." His voice dropped lower. "Like you already decided."

He was right. I had decided. Probably the moment he touched my back in the garden. Maybe before that. Maybe the instant he opened the door and his eyes traveled down my body.

"David's a very lucky man," Tyler said again. Closer now. Close enough that I could smell his cologne. Expensive. Subtle.

"Is he?" My voice came out breathier than intended.

"I would be." His hand came up. Fingertips brushing my jaw. "If you were mine."

"I'm not available."

"Aren't you?"

He kissed me. Deep and claiming. No hesitation. His hand slid into my hair, gripping, holding me in place. "Mmm." I kissed back immediately. Hungrily. Months of faithful marriage evaporating in seconds.

His other hand found my waist. Pulled me against him. I could feel how hard he was already. Thick and insistent against my hip.

He broke the kiss. Breathing hard. "Your husband is asleep upstairs."

"I know." My hands slid up his chest. Felt muscle under linen.

"In my house."

"Yes."

"And you're out here kissing me."

"Yes."

His grip tightened in my hair. "Does that turn you on? The risk?"

"What do you think?"

He kissed me again. Harder this time. Teeth catching my bottom lip. His hand slid down from my waist, cupped my ass through the thin sundress. Squeezed hard.

"Inside," he growled against my mouth. "Now."

We barely made it through the back door. His hands were everywhere. Sliding up my thighs. Cupping my tits through the dress. Pulling the straps down my shoulders. I grabbed his belt. Yanked him closer. Kissed him like I was starving.

The kitchen was dark except for light from the deck. Marble counters. Stainless steel appliances. Professional-grade everything. He walked me backward until my ass hit the island counter.

"Turn around," he commanded.

I did. Hands flat on cold marble. Heart pounding. This was insane. David was three rooms away. I should stop this. Walk away.

Tyler's hand slid up the back of my thigh. Under my dress. Found the edge of my panties.

"Fuck," he breathed. "You're already soaking through these."

"Yes."

"How long have you been this wet?"

"Since the garden."

His laugh was dark. Satisfied. He pressed against my back. His cock hard against my ass through his pants. His hand slid between my legs. Fingers stroking me through soaked lace.

"Does your husband know what a dirty girl you are?" His breath hot against my ear.

"No."

"Good." He hooked his fingers in my panties. Pulled them aside. Slid two fingers inside me without warning.

"Ahh—" The sound escaped before I could stop it.

His other hand clamped over my mouth. "Quiet now. Can't wake David. Can't let my employee know his boss is finger-fucking his wife in the kitchen."

"Mmm." I moaned against his palm. His fingers curved inside me. Found that spot. Worked it deliberately.

"That's it," he murmured. "Take it. God, you're tight. Does he fuck you enough? Or are you always this desperate?"

I couldn't answer. Could barely breathe. His fingers worked me expertly while his hand stayed firm over my mouth. The wrongness of it made everything hotter. David asleep down the hall. Tyler's employee. My husband.

Tyler pulled his fingers out. I heard his belt buckle. The sound of a zipper. Then his hand was on my lower back, pressing me down. Bending me over the counter.

"Stay quiet," he ordered. "Understand?"

I nodded.

He lifted my dress. Bunched it around my waist. Pulled my panties to the side again. The head of his cock pressed against me. Thick. Insistent.

He pushed inside in one stroke.

"Mmph—" My cry muffled against marble.

"Fuck," Tyler groaned. "So fucking tight. So wet. This is what you wanted all day, isn't it? Wanted your husband's boss to bend you over and fuck you."

He didn't wait for an answer. Just started moving. Hard and deep. His hands gripping my hips tight enough to bruise. The sound of skin slapping echoed in the quiet kitchen.

"You feel that?" His voice rough. Strained. "That's my cock inside David's wife. Inside my employee's beautiful, tight little wife."

God. The way he said it. The ownership. The wrongness. I bit my lip to keep from crying out.

Tyler reached around. Grabbed my tit through my dress. Squeezed hard. "Call me Mr. Brennan."

"What?"

"You heard me." He thrust harder. Deeper. "Say it."

"Mr. Brennan—" The words came out strangled.

"Again."

"Mr. Brennan—"

"That's right. That's what David calls me at the office. That's what you're going to call me while I fuck you." His rhythm increased. Brutal and perfect. "Does David fuck you like this?"

"No—"

"No, what?"

"No, Mr. Brennan—"

"Good. Good girl." His hand moved from my tit to my throat. Gentle pressure. Possessive. "Your husband has no idea, does he? No idea his sweet wife is taking his boss's cock in his kitchen."

I was close. So close. The pressure building. The wrongness. The risk. David three rooms away. Tyler's cock stretching me. His dirty words in my ear.

"You going to come for me?" Tyler's breath ragged now. "Ungh—going to come on your husband's boss's cock?"

"Yes—yes, Mr. Brennan—"

"Quiet," he reminded me. His hand pressed harder against my throat. "Can't wake David. Can't let him know."

The orgasm hit like lightning. My whole body tensed. I bit my lip hard enough to taste blood. Kept the scream locked in my throat. Came silently while Tyler fucked me through it.

"That's it—fuck—" His rhythm broke. Got erratic. "Take it. Take it all—ungh—"

He slammed deep one last time. Came inside me with a low groan. His fingers digging into my hips. Holding me in place while he filled me.

We stayed like that. Both breathing hard. His cock still inside me. My hands flat on his marble counter. The taste of blood on my tongue from my split lip.

Finally he pulled out. I felt his cum slide down my thigh immediately.

Tyler stepped back. Fixed his pants. I straightened slowly. Legs shaking. Pulled my dress down. My panties were ruined. Soaked through with both of us.

"Your lip's bleeding," Tyler said. Casual. Like we'd just discussed quarterly reports.

I touched it. Came away with blood on my fingers. "I'll tell David I bit it in my sleep."

His smile was dark. Satisfied. "Will you?"

"Yes."

"And what else will you tell him?"

"Nothing." I met his eyes. "Not a thing."

Tyler stepped back. Fixed his pants. I straightened slowly. Legs shaking. Pulled my dress down. My panties were ruined. Soaked through with both of us. His cum sliding down my thighs.

"I need to clean up," I said.

"Bathroom. Down the hall."

I walked through his house on unsteady legs. Found the bathroom. Expensive tile. Glass shower. I took off my destroyed panties, used toilet paper to clean myself as best I could. Buried the ruined underwear at the bottom of the trash can under tissues. Washed my hands. Looked at myself in the mirror.

Flushed cheeks. Swollen lips. The small cut where I'd bitten through. Hair slightly messed. I looked freshly fucked because I was.

I should go back to the guest room. Climb into bed beside David. End this now before it went further.

I walked back through the kitchen. Tyler was gone. Upstairs probably. I went to the guest room. Opened the door quietly.

David lay exactly as we'd left him. Passed out. Snoring. Dead to the world. My faithful, trusting husband. I stood there watching him sleep. Tyler's cum still on my inner thighs.

I remembered the house tour from earlier. Tyler showing me around while David talked to colleagues by the pool. The kitchen. The library. The master suite at the end of the upstairs hall. "Where my wife and I sleep," he'd said. Casual. Appropriate. His eyes holding mine a beat too long.

A good cock just down the hall.

My husband here. Tyler up there.

I should climb into this bed. Should stay with David.

I turned and walked upstairs instead.

The master suite door was half open. Light spilling into the hallway. I knocked softly.

"Come in." Tyler's voice. Knowing.

He stood by the windows. Still dressed. Waiting. Like he knew I'd come.

"Couldn't stay away?" He smiled. Dark. Satisfied.

"No."

"Good." He crossed the room in three strides. Grabbed me. Kissed me hard. "Because I'm not fucking done with you yet."

His hands were everywhere. Rough. Urgent. Pulling my dress up. Gripping my ass. My tits. He walked me backward until my back hit the wall beside his bed.

"These fucking tits," he growled. Squeezing them through fabric. "Been staring at them all day. Watching them bounce when you walk."

"Yes—"

"And this ass." His hand slid down. Gripped hard. "Perfect. Round. Made to be grabbed. Made to be fucked."

He spun me around. Face to the wall. Yanked my dress up over my hips. I heard his zipper. Then his cock pressed against me from behind. Pushed inside in one brutal thrust.

"Ahh, fuck—" I bit my lip to keep quiet.

"That's it. Take it." His hands gripped my hips. Pulling me back onto him. Hard. Fast. The sound of skin slapping echoed off expensive walls. "Ungh—sex-craved little whore. Can't even wait an hour. Had to come back for more cock."

"Yes—ahh—"

"Your husband's passed out downstairs. Trusting me. Trusting you." His rhythm increased. Brutal. Perfect. "And his wife is upstairs getting her tight pussy fucked like a bitch in heat."

God. The words. The wrongness. My pussy clenched around him.

"You like that." His laugh was dark. Breathless. "Feel you squeezing my cock. You get off on this. Being a cheating whore."

"Yes—Mr. Brennan—yes—"

One hand left my hip. Grabbed my hair. Yanked my head back. "Look at that bed. See it?"

I could barely focus. White sheets. Massive. The bed he shared with his wife.

"That's where I'm going to fuck you next. Properly. Spread these thick thighs wide. Make you scream into my pillows while your husband sleeps three rooms away."

I came. Hard and sudden. Biting my lip bloody again. "Mmm—fuck!" Whole body shaking. Tyler fucked me through it. Didn't stop. Didn't slow.

"Not done—ungh—" he grunted. "Not fucking done with this body—"

He pulled out. Spun me around. Lifted me. My legs wrapped around his waist. He carried me the three steps to his bed. Dropped me onto white sheets.

"Strip," he ordered. "Everything. Now."

I pulled my sundress over my head. Unhooked my bra. Lay back naked on his marital bed.

Tyler stood at the edge. Looking down at me. Taking inventory. "Fuck. Look at these tits. Full. Heavy. Perfect fucking handful." He climbed on top of me. Between my legs. Grabbed them. Squeezed. "Mmm—and this body. These curves. Wasted on that husband of yours."

He pushed inside again. Slower this time but just as deep.

"This is where I sleep with my wife," he said. Rolling his hips. Grinding. "Where I fuck her. And now you're here. Naked. Legs spread like a whore. Taking my cock."

His mouth found my tits. Sucking. Biting. Leaving marks I'd have to hide. His rhythm steady. Deep. Making me feel every inch.

"So fucking wet. Pussy like a vice. Gripping me." His teeth caught my nipple. Hard. "Made to cheat. Made to be fucked by men who aren't your husband."

"Oh god—"

"That's it. Moan for me. Let me hear what a slut you are."

I came again. Quieter but just as intense. "Ahh—yes." Nails raking down his back. Probably drawing blood.

He flipped me over. "Hands and knees. Now."

I obeyed. He entered me from behind. Hands gripping my ass. Spreading me. Watching.

"Christ. This ass. These hips." His hand came down. Slapped my ass hard. "This whole body is mine now. You understand? These tits. This ass. This pussy. Mine to fuck whenever I want."

"Yes—"

"Say it."

"Yours—yours, Mr. Brennan—"

We fucked for hours. He was insatiable. So was I. Different positions. Different rhythms. He made me ride him. Made me suck his cock. Came in my mouth and made me swallow. "Mmm." Got hard again twenty minutes later.

"Can't get enough of you," he groaned. Inside me again. On our sides this time. His hand on my tit. Squeezing. "Ungh—this body. These curves. Sex-craved little thing. Never met anyone like you."

Between rounds we'd catch our breath. His fingers tracing my skin. My curves. Cupping my breasts. Gripping my ass.

"These tits," he murmured. Kneading them. "Perfect. Heavy. Your husband gets to touch these every night and he has no idea what he has."

I didn't correct him. Didn't say David appreciated me. Just let Tyler worship my body the way he wanted.

Around two-thirty in the morning we fucked one final time. Slow. Deep. Both exhausted. Both still hungry.

"Look at me," Tyler commanded. His forehead pressed to mine. "Want to see your face when you come on my cock."

I held his gaze. Dark eyes intense. Possessive. The orgasm built slow. Crashed over me like a wave. "Ohh—god." I bit my lip again. Stayed quiet. Kept my eyes on his.

"Fuck—" He came inside me. Filling me again. "Perfect. Fucking perfect."

I left at three in the morning. Found my sundress. Got dressed while he watched from the bed.

"This isn't over," he said.

"I know."

I walked downstairs. Slipped into the guest room. Climbed into bed beside David. He never stirred. Never knew his wife had spent the last four hours in his boss's bed.

The next morning David woke with a brutal hangover. Apologetic. Embarrassed.

"God, I'm sorry. I can't believe I passed out like that."

"It's fine. Tyler was understanding."

"He's a good guy." David rubbed his temples. "Really good guy."

I smiled. Thought about Tyler's cock inside me. His sheets. His dirty words. "The best."

We thanked Tyler on our way out. He shook David's hand. Professional. Appropriate.

"Anytime," Tyler said. Then to me, with a knowing look David missed completely: "It was a pleasure having you."

"The pleasure was mine, Mr. Brennan."

I fucked him for the second time—well, third time—just a few days later.

Text from an unknown number: Marriott downtown. Room 412. 2 PM.

Hotels became our pattern. Always downtown. Always different ones. Never his office. Too risky. Rumors spread fast in corporate environments.

I'd make excuses. Client meetings. Doctor appointments. Personal errands. Drive to whatever hotel Tyler booked. Walk through lobbies like I belonged.

Sometimes weekday afternoons when schedules aligned. Sometimes weekend mornings when David golfed and Tyler's wife visited family. No pattern. No routine. Just opportunity seized whenever it arose.

Fast and urgent sometimes. Bent over hotel furniture. My skirt hiked up. Him inside me within minutes of arrival.

Slower other times. Me on my knees. His cock in my mouth. Him watching me swallow before sending me home to my husband.

"Such a good little whore," he'd say. Fingers in my hair. "Taking my cum like you're starving for it."

I was.

The wrongness fueled everything. Knowing Tyler controlled David's career. But I controlled Tyler. Had power over him through sex.

Neither man knew the full picture. The invisible strings I pulled.

Once Tyler texted me on a Saturday. David was golfing. Tyler's wife was away.

My house. Now.

I drove there. He fucked me in his bed again. Daylight streaming through windows. Harder. More desperate. Like he'd been thinking about it since that first night.

"Can't stop thinking about this body in my bed," he groaned. Pounding into me. "Ungh—these tits bouncing. This pussy squeezing my cock. Fuck—you're addictive."

Another time in his car. Parked three houses down from mine. Evening. David inside making dinner. Tyler's Mercedes windows fogged.

"He's waiting for you," Tyler breathed. Face between my thighs. "Mmm—trusting you. And you're out here spreading your legs for me."

"Don't stop—"

"Wasn't planning to." He pushed two fingers inside. Curved them. Made me come on his tongue and fingers while my husband waited.

Then he fucked me in that backseat. Hard and fast. Anyone walking by could have seen.

The company holiday party was the worst. Or the best.

Spouses invited. David so proud to introduce me around. Tyler playing gracious host. His wife beside him. Both our partners clueless.

Tyler caught my eye across the room. Tilted his head slightly. I waited five minutes. Told David I needed the restroom.

Found Tyler in the executive bathroom. Door locked. He lifted me onto the counter. Pushed inside me.

"Look at you," he growled. Fucking me fast. "Playing the perfect wife. But underneath you're just a whore with a tight pussy and perfect tits. My whore."

"Yes—ahh—"

"They're all out there. Your husband. My wife. Coworkers. And you're in here with your legs spread. Taking my cock. Can't help yourself."

I came silently. "Mmm—" Tasting blood from my bitten lip. Tyler followed. "Ungh, fuck." Filled me. Fixed his clothes. Left first.

I waited three minutes. Fixed myself. Walked back to the party.

"There you are," David said. Smiling. "I was starting to worry."

"Just freshening up." I kissed his cheek. Tyler's cum inside me. "Miss anything?"

"Tyler was asking about you. Said you look beautiful tonight."

"That's nice of him."

It ended after three months. Tyler got transferred. Promotion. Chicago office.

He asked me to come. Final hotel room. Post-sex.

"Come with me. Leave David."

I sat up. "I'm married."

"That hasn't stopped you."

"Because this was fun. Following you wouldn't be."

His jaw tightened. "So that's it? Just sex?"

"Wasn't it?" I got dressed. "It was good, Tyler. But it's done."

I kissed him once. Final. Walked out.

David came home excited a week later. "Tyler recommended me for his position. I might manage the department."

"That's wonderful. You deserve it."

"He was a great boss."

"The best."

Tyler never told. Never retaliated. Never contacted me again.

Just three months of perfect, dangerous, powerful sex.
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I FINISH THE STORY and watch Marcus process it. He leans back against the tub's edge. His jaw tight. Water laps at his chest.

His erection is obvious now. No hiding it. The wet swim trunks cling to every inch. Thick and hard. He doesn't even try to adjust or conceal it anymore.

"He called me Mrs. Bennett," I say quietly. Water streams between my breasts as I settle back. "Even when he was inside me. Even when I was coming on his cock. Mrs. Bennett. The formality made it filthier somehow."

Marcus exhales slowly. "You got off on the danger."

"I loved it." I smile. Slow and knowing. "Loved knowing David trusted us both. Loved that Tyler controlled his career while I controlled Tyler. The power was intoxicating."

"Jesus." He runs a wet hand down his face. Stays quiet for a moment. "You're something else."

"Is that a compliment?"

"I don't know yet."

Steam curls thick between us. The jets hum low and steady. Cold air bites at my exposed shoulders. My nipples press hard against wet red fabric. I don't move closer. Don't need to. I can feel his eyes on me. Can see the way his breathing has changed.

Marcus's gaze drops to my chest. Lingers. Snaps back up. His tongue wets his lips.

"You should go upstairs," he says. His voice rougher than before. "To your husband."

"Should I?"

"Yes."

"But you don't want me to." Not a question. I can see the truth written across his face. In the way he shifts position slightly. In the way his cock strains visibly against fabric.

Silence stretches. Water bubbles. He's trapped now. Completely hooked.

I lean back against the tub's edge. Completely relaxed. In control. Let the moment breathe.

"Want to hear something worse?" I ask.

His dark eyes meet mine. Hold them. "Worse than fucking your husband's boss?"

"Much worse." My smile is predatory. Dangerous. "Family worse."

He goes still. "Family?"

"My sister had this boyfriend. Danny. She loved him. Completely in love. He broke her heart. Cheated on her. She cried for weeks." I pause. Take a slow sip of wine. "Six months later I fucked him."

"No." Marcus's voice barely above a whisper.

"Yes."

"Your sister's ex?"

I hold his gaze. Let the confession sit between us. Steam rises. Water bubbles. His cock throbs against wet fabric.

I smile.
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The confession hangs between us like something physical. Marcus goes completely still. His wine glass freezes halfway to his mouth. Steam rises thick around us, but I can see the conflict playing across his face even through the white haze.

"Family?" His voice comes out rough. Strained.

I lean back against the tub's edge, letting my arms spread along the rim. The position makes my breasts float higher in the water, red bikini fabric clinging to every curve. I don't look away from his dark eyes.

"My sister's ex-boyfriend," I say. "The one who broke her heart."

His jaw works. Processing. His hands grip the tub's edge tighter, knuckles going white.

"That's not the same as—"

"I know what you're thinking," I interrupt. "It's not some twisted family thing. It's worse in a different way." I take a slow sip of wine. "It's betrayal. The kind sisters never forgive."

Marcus stares at me across the water. We're still three feet apart, maybe four. The distance feels intentional now. Charged. Like if either of us moved closer, something would break.

"Tell me about her," he says quietly.

Heat pulses low in my stomach. He's fully hooked now. I can see it in the way his breathing has changed. Deeper. More deliberate. His chest rises and falls with measured control, like he's concentrating on keeping it steady.

My own body responds to the tension coiling between us. My nipples have gone almost painfully hard against the thin bikini fabric. I can feel them pressing against the wet material, sensitive and aching. The dim spa lighting hides it, but if there were more light he'd see the flush spreading across my chest. The visible proof that telling these stories affects me too.

I shift slightly in the water, letting the movement ease some of the pressure.

"Kate," I begin. "My younger sister. Two years younger. She dated Danny for almost two years. She loved him." I pause, letting that word settle. "Really loved him. The kind of love where you start planning your future together. Where you talk about marriage and kids and growing old."

"And he cheated on her."

"With her coworker." I watch Marcus's expression shift. "Kate found texts on his phone. Explicit ones. Photos. She confronted him and he didn't even try to deny it. Just shrugged and said he'd been bored."

"Fuck." The word comes out quiet but loaded.

"She was devastated. I've never seen her like that." The memory surfaces sharp and clear. "She stayed with me and David for three weeks because she couldn't stand being alone. Cried herself to sleep every night. Lost fifteen pounds because she couldn't eat. Kept asking what was wrong with her, why she wasn't enough."

Steam curls between us. Water bubbles against my lower back. Marcus hasn't moved, but tension coils in every line of his body.

"I held her while she sobbed," I continue. "Brought her tissues. Made her eat soup. Told her he was an asshole who didn't deserve her. That she was beautiful and smart and any man would be lucky to have her." I tilt my head slightly. "I meant every word."

"But you still—" He stops himself.

"Yes." I don't let him finish. "I still fucked him."

The raw honesty of it lands between us like a slap. His breathing stutters for half a second before he gets it under control again.

"How could you do that?" His voice is low. Not quite judgment. More like genuine incomprehension. "After watching her go through that?"

I consider the question. Really consider it. Take another sip of wine while I think about how to explain something I don't fully understand myself.

"I hated him," I say finally. "Genuinely hated what he did to her. The way he shattered her. The nights I spent holding her while she cried. I wanted to hurt him for that."

"So you fucked him." Flat. Disbelieving.

"I didn't say it made sense, Marcus." I meet his eyes directly. Hold them. "Anger and lust aren't mutually exclusive. Sometimes they feed each other."

He processes this. His jaw tightens. Water laps at his broad chest as he shifts position slightly.

"When?" he asks.

"Six months later. Kate's birthday party at my parents' house. She was finally starting to heal. Finally smiling again." I pause. "Then Danny showed up uninvited."

"Jesus Christ."

––––––––
[image: ]


IT WAS SIX MONTHS AFTER he destroyed her. Late July. Hot summer afternoon turning into evening.

My parents' backyard was full of people. Aunts, uncles, cousins, family friends. Kate's birthday barbecue. She'd turned twenty-eight two days earlier, but this was the celebration. Dad manned the grill, burgers and hot dogs smoking over charcoal. Mom flitted between guests with a pitcher of sangria. Music played from speakers on the deck. Laughter rose and fell in waves.

Kate looked beautiful. Sundress the color of peaches, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose braid. She was laughing at something our cousin said, her face open and light in a way it hadn't been in months. The weight she'd lost had come back. The dark circles under her eyes had faded. She looked like herself again.

I felt genuine relief seeing her like that. My baby sister, finally healing.

David stood beside me near the drinks table, nursing a beer and talking to my uncle about golf. I wore a blue sundress, my hair down, barefoot on the grass. The air smelled like charcoal smoke and cut grass and summer.

Then Danny's beat-up white van pulled up to the curb.

I saw it before anyone else. The van door opened and he climbed out, stumbling slightly. Even from fifty yards away I could tell he was drunk. Ripped jeans. Black t-shirt. Tattoos covering both arms in elaborate sleeves. Dark hair messy and too long. He'd always had that dangerous look. The kind of guy parents warn their daughters about.

Kate had been so proud when she brought him to family dinners. Like she'd tamed something wild.

He walked through the open gate into the backyard. Several conversations died as people noticed him. The music kept playing but the atmosphere shifted. Tightened.

Kate saw him. Her face went pale. The wine glass in her hand trembled.

"What the fuck is he doing here?" My dad's voice carried across the yard. Sharp. Angry. He set down his spatula and started toward Danny.

I moved faster. Grabbed my dad's arm before he could reach him.

"I've got this," I said quietly. "Let me handle it."

"Joanna—"

"Dad. Please." I kept my voice calm. Firm. "You don't want to make a scene at Kate's party. I'll get him to leave."

My mother appeared beside us, her face tight with concern. Kate had disappeared inside the house.

Danny stood in the middle of the yard, swaying slightly, looking around like he'd just realized where he was. What he'd done by coming here.

"Five minutes," I told my parents. "Then you can call the cops if he's still here."

David touched my shoulder. "Want me to come with you?"

"No. Stay with Kate. Make sure she's okay."

He nodded, already moving toward the house.

I walked across the grass toward Danny. Every eye in the yard tracked me. Conversations had stopped completely now. The only sound was the music and the sizzle of meat on the grill.

Danny's eyes found me. Bloodshot. Unfocused.

"Joanna." He said my name like it surprised him. "Is Kate here?"

"You need to leave." I kept my voice low. Controlled. Fury simmered beneath the surface but I didn't let it show. Not yet.

"I just want to talk to her. Five minutes." He held up his hand, fingers spread. The gesture was sloppy. Drunk. "Just five minutes to apologize."

"She doesn't want to hear it." I was close enough now to smell the whiskey on him. "You broke her heart. You don't get to show up six months later and make yourself feel better by apologizing."

"I fucked up. I know I fucked up." His voice rose slightly. Heads turned. "I just need to tell her—"

"No." I stepped closer, into his space, forcing my voice lower so he'd have to quiet down to hear me. "You're going to walk back to your van. You're going to drive away. You're never going to contact her again. Understand?"

His jaw clenched. Something flashed in his eyes. Anger maybe. Or shame.

"Come on," I said. Not a request. I turned toward the gate, trusting he'd follow.

He did.

We walked in silence past the curious stares, past my father's glare, through the gate and down the driveway. His van sat at the curb, parked crooked. Music and laughter from the backyard faded behind us.

The sun had started to set. Golden light stretched long shadows across the pavement. Heat still radiated from the concrete.

Danny leaned against his van. Ran both hands through his messy hair.

"She won't even talk to me," he said.

"Good. She shouldn't." I crossed my arms over my chest. "You have a lot of nerve showing up here. At her birthday party. Drunk."

"I know."

"Do you?" My voice went sharp. All the controlled fury I'd been holding back came flooding out. "Do you have any idea what you did to her? She stayed at my house for three weeks because she couldn't function. Couldn't sleep. Couldn't eat. She cried so hard she made herself sick."

He flinched.

"I held her while she sobbed," I continued. "While she asked what was wrong with her. Why she wasn't pretty enough. Good enough. Interesting enough." I stepped closer, stabbing a finger toward his chest. "You destroyed her confidence. Her trust. Her ability to believe someone could actually love her."

"I'm sorry." The words came out broken.

"I don't give a fuck if you're sorry." Another step. "You don't get to feel better about this. You don't get closure or forgiveness or whatever the hell you came here looking for."

His dark eyes met mine. Held them. Something passed between us in that look. Recognition maybe. The same dangerous edge I'd always noticed about him. The appeal that had drawn Kate to him in the first place.

The air between us felt electric. Charged.

"You always hated me," he said quietly.

"Yes."

"Why? Because I wasn't good enough for your sister?"

"Because I knew exactly what you were." I didn't back down. Didn't look away. "I could see it the first time Kate brought you around. You were never going to be faithful. Never going to give her what she needed."

"And what's that?"

"Someone who actually loved her back."

Silence. Thick and loaded. The street was empty. Everyone at the party. Just the two of us standing by his van in the fading golden light.

"You're right," Danny said finally. "About all of it. I'm a piece of shit. I hurt her. I can't take it back." He turned away, reaching for his van door. "I'll go."

That should have been the end. I should have watched him drive away, gone back to the party, hugged Kate, celebrated her survival of him.

Instead I said, "You have a lot of nerve."

He turned back. "What?"

I moved closer. Close enough to feel the heat coming off his body. Close enough to see the stubble on his jaw, the hollow look in his bloodshot eyes.

"Coming here. To her birthday. Acting like you give a shit." My voice came out low. Dangerous. "Like you're capable of actual remorse."

"Fuck you, Joanna." His voice went hard. "You don't know anything about what I feel."

"I know you're a selfish asshole who only thinks about what he wants."

"Yeah?" He stepped toward me. "What do you want?"

The question landed between us like a lit match.

We stared at each other. The space between us crackling with something I didn't want to name. Anger. Attraction. The twisted combination of both.

He kissed me. Hard and aggressive, his mouth crushing against mine with the kind of force that left no room for hesitation.

I should have slapped him. Shoved him away. Screamed.

Instead I kissed him back.

His tongue pushed past my lips. I tasted whiskey. "Mmm." My hands fisted in his t-shirt, pulling him closer even as my brain screamed that this was wrong. So fucking wrong.

He broke the kiss, breathing hard. His dark eyes searched mine.

"We shouldn't..." he started.

I bit his bottom lip. Hard enough to make him grunt. Hard enough to taste copper.

"Shut up," I said.

He shoved me back against the van. The metal edge of the door frame dug into my spine. His hand came up to my throat. Not squeezing. Just holding. A threat and a promise.

"You want this?" His voice was rough. "You want me to fuck you while your family celebrates fifty yards away?"

"Yes."

He grabbed my waist and spun us toward the open side door. Yanked me inside with him. The interior was a mess. Crumpled fast food bags, guitar cases, blankets. It smelled like cigarettes and old upholstery.

He slammed the door behind us.

The space was cramped. Hot from sitting in the sun all day. Dim light filtered through tinted windows. Music from the party drifted faint in the distance. My entire family celebrating while I...

Danny's hands were on me. Rough and urgent. He grabbed the hem of my sundress and shoved it up around my waist. No finesse. No seduction. Just raw need mixed with fury.

"Your sister..." he started.

"Don't." I grabbed his face, forcing him to look at me. "Don't say her name."

His jaw clenched. Something dark and vicious flashed in his eyes.

He kissed me again. Harder this time. Brutal. His teeth caught my bottom lip and bit down. I gasped and he shoved his tongue deeper.

His hands slid up my thighs. Found the edge of my panties. He hooked his fingers in the waistband and yanked. The fabric tore. He ripped them completely off and threw them somewhere in the mess.

"This is fucked up," he breathed against my neck.

"I know."

"You hate me."

"Yes."

His hand slid between my legs. Two fingers pushed inside me without warning. I was already soaking wet. The wrongness of this had me dripping.

"Fuck," he groaned. "You're so wet. You fucking hypocrite."

I grabbed his hair and pulled hard. "Ahh—" He grunted but didn't stop. His fingers pumped deeper. Faster. His thumb found my clit and pressed hard. Too hard. The pleasure bordered on pain.

"Ungh," I couldn't stop the sound.

Kate's face flashed in my mind. Crying in my guest bedroom. Asking what was wrong with her.

I shoved the image away. Compartmentalized. Right now there was only this. Only the heat building low in my stomach. Only his fingers inside me and the wrongness fueling everything.

"Giving me that speech about hurting her," Danny said against my ear. His voice was harsh. Vicious. "And here you are, letting me finger-fuck you in my van."

"Shut the fuck up." I grabbed his hair and yanked harder.

He pulled his fingers out roughly. "Ahh—" I whimpered at the loss. Then heard his belt buckle. His zipper.

He shoved his jeans down just far enough to free his cock. Long and thick and hard. I'd wondered before, in those moments when Kate gushed about their sex life. Now I knew.

He pushed me back onto the blankets scattered across the van floor. The fabric was rough beneath my bare ass. Dusty and worn. He climbed over me, his body blocking what little light filtered through the windows.

His hand came down and slapped my inner thigh. Hard. The sound echoed in the confined space.

"Ahh..."

"Quiet." He slapped the other thigh. "Your family's right over there. You want them to hear you getting fucked like a slut?"

"Fuck you," I hissed.

He grabbed both my thighs and spread them wide. Positioned himself between my legs. The thick head of his cock pressed against my entrance.

"That's what I'm about to do."

He thrust forward. One brutal stroke. No easing in. Just force.

"Oh fuck..." I couldn't stop the words. He filled me completely. Stretched me wider than David ever did. The burn was sharp. Intense.

"That's it." His hands gripped my thighs, holding them open. Nails digging into flesh. "Take it."

He pulled almost all the way out. Slammed back in.

The van rocked with the force. Metal creaked. My hands scrambled for purchase on the blankets beneath me.

He set a punishing rhythm. Deep, brutal thrusts that made my whole body jerk. No tenderness. No care. Just anger and lust and the twisted need to hurt each other.

"This what you wanted?" he growled. "Ungh—when you volunteered to walk me out?"

"Yes." The admission came out broken.

He leaned down, bracing himself on his forearms on either side of my head. His face inches from mine. Dark eyes locked on mine as he fucked me harder.

"Your sister loved me," he said. "And you're letting me fuck you while she cries inside."

Kate's face again. Smiling today. Finally healing.

"She doesn't... ahh..." His next thrust cut off my words. "Doesn't need to know."

"No." His hips pistoned faster. Harder. "She doesn't."

The agreement between us was immediate. Unspoken. This never happened. This secret we'd both carry.

He shifted the angle, hitting deeper. "Ohh—" My legs wrapped around his waist automatically, pulling him harder into me. The wet sound of his cock sliding in and out filled the van. Obscene and raw.

"You knew what I was," Danny said. His breath hot on my skin. "From the beginning. That's why you hated me."

"Yes, oh god..."

"You recognized it." Another brutal thrust. "Takes one to know one, right Joanna?"

My pussy clenched around him. He was right. I'd seen the cheater in him because I was one too. Had been planning to be one even before I said I do.

"That's it." His rhythm stayed brutal. Relentless. "Ungh—you're just like me. Pretending to be good. Pretending to care." He thrust harder. "But you don't give a fuck who you hurt."

"Shut up..."

"You don't care about Kate right now. Don't care about your husband. You just want this cock inside you."

"Yes, fuck, yes..."

He grabbed my jaw. Forced me to look at him.

"Say it," he commanded. "Say you're just like me."

"I'm just like you." The confession tore out of me. "I'm a cheater. A liar. I don't... ahh... I don't feel guilty."

He released my jaw. Leaned back slightly. Then spit in my face.

The warm saliva hit my cheek. Dripped down toward my ear.

Something in me snapped. I clawed at his back. Raked my nails down hard enough to draw blood.

"Fuck," he grunted. His hand fisted in the neckline of my sundress and yanked down hard. The fabric tore. My breasts spilled out, heavy and full.

He grabbed one roughly. Squeezed hard. His fingers dug into the soft flesh. Then his hand came down in a sharp slap across my breast.

The sting was immediate. Sharp. "Ahh!" I gasped.

He slapped the other one. Harder.

"Ungh..."

"That's right." He grabbed both breasts now, mauling them. No gentleness. Just rough possession. His fingers pinched my nipples. Twisted them.

The pain mixed with pleasure. With the relentless pounding of his cock inside me. With the wrongness of everything.

He thrust harder. Faster. The van rocked violently now. Metal groaning. "Mmm—fuck." His hands never left my breasts. Squeezing. Slapping. Pinching.

"Touch yourself," Danny commanded through gritted teeth. "Make yourself come on my cock."

My hand slid down between our bodies. Found my clit, swollen and aching. I circled it with desperate movements.

Pleasure built in waves. Too fast. The wrongness amplified everything. Each brutal thrust. Each rough squeeze of my breasts. Each word calling out exactly what I was.

"That's it." His breathing went ragged. "Ungh—come for me. Show me how fucked up you are."

My back arched off the blankets. His hand slapped my breast again.

"Oh god, oh fuck..."

My orgasm hit sudden and violent. "Ahh—fuck, fuck!" My pussy clenched around his cock. Waves of pleasure crashed through me. I bit down on my forearm to keep from screaming, teeth breaking skin.

"Fuck..." Danny's rhythm stuttered. His fingers dug into my breast hard enough to leave marks. "Ungh, ungh—" Three more brutal thrusts and he buried himself deep.

I felt him pulse inside me. Hot and thick. "Ahh, god." He came with a low groan, his body pressed tight against mine, his full weight crushing me into the van floor.

We stayed like that for a long moment. Both breathing hard. Sweat and spit slicking our skin. The reality of what we'd just done settling heavy in the cramped space.

He pulled out slowly. I felt his cum start to leak immediately, sliding out of me onto the blanket beneath my ass.

He rolled off me. Sat up. Already pulling up his jeans. Zipping. Buckling his belt. He wouldn't meet my eyes.

I pushed myself up to sitting. My legs shook. My torn dress hung loose around my waist. My breasts were marked with red handprints. His spit had dried on my cheek.

I found what was left of my panties. Useless now. I left them on the floor and smoothed down my dress as best I could. Pulled the torn neckline up over my breasts. It barely held.

"This doesn't leave this van," I said. My voice came out steadier than I felt.

"No." He finally looked at me. His expression was cold. Hard. "It doesn't."

I ran my fingers through my tangled hair. Wiped his spit off my face with the back of my hand.

"You need to leave," I said. "Now. Don't come back. Don't contact Kate. Don't ever show up to another family event."

"I won't."

I reached for the door handle. Paused.

"For what it's worth," I said quietly, "you really did destroy her. What you did to her was unforgivable."

"I know."

"This doesn't change that. You're still a piece of shit who broke my sister's heart."

"And what does that make you?" His voice was hard. Cold.

I met his eyes. Held them.

"The same thing you are."

I opened the door and climbed out. The evening air felt cool on my overheated skin. Golden light had faded to purple dusk. Music still played from the backyard. Laughter and conversation drifted on the breeze.

I walked back up the driveway on unsteady legs. His cum sliding down my inner thighs with each step. My pulse still hammering. My torn dress barely holding together.

Danny's van started behind me. I didn't turn around. Heard the engine rev, heard him pull away from the curb. Heard the sound fade into distance.

I paused at the gate. Took a deep breath. Went into the garage. Found an old cardigan hanging on a hook. Pulled it on over my torn dress. Buttoned it up.

Checked my reflection in a car window. Flushed but covered. Nothing obviously wrong anymore.

I walked back into the party. Conversations flowed around me. Someone handed me a glass of sangria. My dad asked if Danny had left. I said yes, he wouldn't be back. My mom thanked me for handling it calmly.

David found me by the drinks table. Kissed my temple.

"You okay?" he asked. "You're wearing a sweater now."

"Got cold. Just glad he's gone."

Kate emerged from the house twenty minutes later. Eyes red but smile determined. She hugged me tight.

"Thank you," she whispered against my shoulder. "For making him leave."

"Of course." I held her close. "That's what big sisters are for."

We stayed like that for a long moment. Her trusting. Me lying.

The party continued. I ate a burger. Drank more sangria. Sang happy birthday when Mom brought out the cake. Kate blew out the candles, laughing, her face bright with candlelight and hope.

I hugged her goodnight when we left. Told her I loved her. Drove home with David's hand on my thigh, listening to him talk about how nice the party was, how good it was to see Kate smiling again.

That night in our bed, David reached for me. I let him. He made love to me slow and gentle, whispering how beautiful I was, how much he loved me.

Danny's cum was still inside me. Mixed with David's when we finished.

I fell asleep with David's arm around my waist, his breath warm on my neck, and no guilt touching my dreams.

––––––––
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"JESUS," MARCUS SAYS finally.

"We fucked twice more after that," I continue. My voice stays matter of fact. Casual. Like I'm discussing the weather instead of my serial betrayal of my sister. "Once at a family wedding three months later. Bathroom stall while Kate danced with our cousins twenty feet away."

His jaw clenches.

"Once at his apartment a few weeks after that. Slower that time. Less angry. More..." I pause, searching for the word. "Routine."

"Routine," Marcus repeats. Flat.

"That's when I ended it." I take a sip of wine. The glass is nearly empty now. "The wrongness was the appeal. Once it started feeling normal, predictable, it lost its edge."

"So you just stopped."

"I told him it was over. That we'd both gotten what we needed from it." I shrug, the movement making water lap against my collarbones. "He didn't argue. I think he knew."

Silence settles between us. Water bubbles. The jets hum low and steady.

"Does Kate know?" Marcus asks quietly.

"No." I meet his eyes across the water. Hold them. "She never will. Danny moved to Portland two years ago. We haven't seen him since. Kate's engaged now to a teacher. Good guy. Treats her well." I pause. "She'd never speak to me again if she found out."

"Would she be wrong?"

The question lands heavy. I consider it. Really consider it.

"No," I say finally. "She wouldn't be wrong. What I did was unforgivable. The worst kind of betrayal." I lean back against the tub's edge. "But I don't regret it."

"You don't feel guilty about any of this?" His voice is low. Not quite judgment. More like genuine incomprehension. "Any of it?"

I watch him. The tension coiled in his shoulders. The visible outline of his erection still pressing against his wet swim trunks. The way his dark eyes stay locked on mine even as he asks questions that should make him leave.

"Honestly?" I tilt my head slightly. "Not really. I feel guilty that I don't feel guilty, if that makes sense."

"It doesn't."

"I know." A small smile curves my lips. "I'm not wired like most people, Marcus. I compartmentalize. Kate in one box. Danny in another. They never touch. The same way David is in one box and every affair is in another."

He processes this. His breathing stays controlled but I can see the effort it takes.

"Is it always about the risk?" he asks. "The forbidden? The wrongness?"

The question shifts something. Opens a door I've kept carefully closed through all the other stories.

"No," I say quietly. The word comes out softer than before. "Once it was about something else."

Marcus leans forward slightly. Those dark eyes sharpen with renewed focus.

"What?"

I hold his gaze across the water. Let the moment stretch. The distance between us feels charged now. Electric. Three feet of space that neither of us has crossed but both of us are aware of.

"Feelings," I say finally. "Almost."

His expression shifts. Surprise maybe. Or curiosity.

"Almost?"

"I came close to breaking my own rules." I take the last sip of wine. Set the empty glass on the tub's edge. "Never fall in love. Never leave David. Never get caught. I've broken the third one once. But the first..." I pause. "The first almost broke me instead."

Steam curls between us. Cold air bites at my exposed shoulders. My nipples are still hard against the thin bikini fabric. The flush has spread further across my chest. If there were more light he'd see it clearly now.

"Tell me," Marcus says. His voice has dropped lower. Rougher.

Victory sings through my veins again. He's not leaving. Not climbing out of this tub and going upstairs to his wife. He's staying. Listening. Getting harder with every confession.

I shift my position slightly in the water. Let my arms spread wider along the rim. The movement makes my breasts lift higher, more visible above the waterline.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Husband
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"His name was Nathan," I begin.

Marcus goes still. That architects mind already working through implications.

"My best friend's husband."

His jaw tightens. I watch the shift in his expression. Shock, yes, but something darker underneath. Disgust maybe. Or arousal at the wrongness of it. Hard to tell in the dim spa lights. Both, probably.

"Rebecca," I continue, leaning back against the tub's edge. Water laps at my shoulders. "We'd been friends for six years. Real friends. Not just acquaintances or work friends. We talked every week. Shared secrets. Went on girls' weekends. She was at my birthday parties. I was at hers." I pause. Let that settle. "I loved her."

"Loved?" Marcus's voice comes out rough.

"Love. Present tense. She still doesn't know."

His breathing changes. Deeper. More deliberate.

"The four of us socialized constantly," I say. "Dinners at least twice a month. Game nights. A couples' vacation to Napa. David and Nathan got along great. Talked sports and work. Rebecca and I would sit on the deck with wine and laugh about our husbands."

Steam curls thick between us. My nipples are hard points against the wet bikini fabric. I don't try to hide it.

"Nathan was forty. Successful corporate lawyer. Partner at his firm. Intelligent. Charming in that understated way some men have. Not flashy. Just...present. You know?"

Marcus nods. Barely.

"Handsome without being obvious about it. Salt-and-pepper hair. Good suits. The kind of man who listens when you talk and remembers what you said three weeks later." I tilt my head. "The kind Rebecca deserved."

"But you fucked him anyway," Marcus says.

"Eventually." I smile. Slow and predatory. "It took time."

––––––––
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FOUR YEARS AGO, IT didn't start with a kiss. It started with boredom.

We were at their place for dinner on a Tuesday. Rebecca's lasagna in a glass dish on a trivet, David talking about an audit he was managing, his voice droning as he explained some regulation like it mattered to anyone at that table but him. I sat there with a glass of Pinot Grigio, smiling at the appropriate points, the good wife performance on autopilot.

Across from me, Nathan watched the whole thing like a private joke.

One glance. That was all. A quick flash of his eyes over David's shoulder, the faintest tightening at the corner of his mouth. It was as clear as if he'd said it out loud: You're bored out of your mind, aren't you?

I tipped my glass toward him in a tiny, conspiratorial motion. His mouth twitched. That was the first spark. Not sexual yet. Just recognition. Two people in on the same joke.

The messages started a week later.

At first they were group logistics.

"Are you guys still good for Saturday?"

"Do we need to bring wine or dessert?"

Harmless. Then they split.

David and Rebecca were still on the four-person thread. Nathan started a separate one with me.

"David just sent me a spreadsheet about board game night," he wrote. "Is this a cry for help?"

I snorted out loud at my kitchen counter.

"At least he didn't make a PowerPoint," I replied.

"Yet."

It stayed like that for a while. Quick, sharp little exchanges that lived in the space between us. Comments about bad movies, mutual friends being ridiculous, the latest stupid thing his partners did at the firm, the latest stupid thing my reps did on the road. Nothing either spouse would object to if they saw it. On paper it was clean.

What mattered wasn't the content. It was the pattern.

The timestamps slid later. Ten p.m. Eleven. Midnight.

"Why are you still up?" he asked one Tuesday at 11:38.

"Jet lag," I sent back. "Conference last week screwed me up."

"Or you just like having an excuse," he wrote.

"To do what?"

"Not sleep. Think too much."

That one sat there on the screen, humming under my skin. David was already snoring beside me, mouth open slightly, the picture of comfortable married exhaustion. I lay in the dark, phone glowing in my hand, heat low in my stomach that had nothing to do with sex yet and everything to do with feeling seen.

"Maybe," I answered.

The first time we met without spouses, we pretended it was an accident.

I knew his office was a few blocks from a boutique I liked downtown. I texted him:

"I'm near your office. Trying on shoes I don't need."

"All shoes are necessary," he replied almost immediately. "Coffee? I need to escape these idiots before I commit a felony."

"Give me ten minutes," I sent.

We picked a cafe halfway between his building and the store. Neutral ground. Middle of the afternoon, sunlight slanting in through big front windows, quiet enough you could actually hear each other think.

He was already there when I walked in, at a small table in the back. No suit jacket, just a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up, top button undone. Forearms tanned, veins visible, watch simple and expensive. Not flashy. Controlled.

"Hey, stranger," he said.

"Hey yourself."

We talked for an hour. Work, politics, the city, how expensive everything was getting, the dumb shows our spouses liked. Nothing explicitly dirty. But the current underneath was undeniable. Every time he said my name, it felt like he was touching my skin.

"You seem... restless lately," he said at one point, stirring his black coffee, eyes on my face instead of the cup.

"That your legal opinion?" I asked.

"That's my friend opinion," he said. "You look like someone waiting for a fire alarm to go off."

He wasn't wrong.

"Maybe I just get bored easily," I said, tracing the rim of my mug.

"Me too," he said quietly.

His hand moved across the table. Not fast. Not tentative either. Fingers closing over mine like it was the most natural thing in the world. Warm skin. Firm grip. His thumb brushed once across my knuckles.

It wasn't a grope. It wasn't a grab. It was worse. It was intimate.

I could have jerked away. Laughed. Made a joke. I didn't. I let it sit there for a count of five. Long enough for both of us to acknowledge exactly what we were doing.

"We should get back," he said finally, but he didn't move his hand until he finished the sentence.

On the drive home I replayed that little stroke of his thumb over and over, like a looped clip. I went through the motions with David—kiss hello, how was your day, dinner, Netflix—but an entirely different conversation was lining my skull.

At ten thirty that night my phone buzzed on the nightstand. David was in the bathroom brushing his teeth, humming some tuneless nothing through a mouthful of mint foam.

"I can still feel your hand," Nathan had written.

My heart did that little drop-catch thing in my chest.

So much for innocent.

"Me too," I typed.

I deleted the thread before I put the phone back down. Not because I was scared. Because I knew exactly what this was now, and I wanted a clean surface to write the next part on.

The first time wasn't some calculated seduction in a hotel room with champagne on ice. It was a Friday night in Rebecca's kitchen, both of us drunk on Chianti, with our spouses fifteen feet away watching Netflix.

Four years ago. Late October. Rebecca had spent the afternoon making lasagna from scratch, the kind that dirties every pot in the house and takes three hours. We'd killed three bottles of wine over dinner. David was sprawled on their couch doing his loud-drunk-storytelling thing, gesturing wildly while Rebecca laughed at him from the armchair, her face flushed and happy.

"I should start on dishes," Rebecca said around ten, but she didn't move.

"Stay," I told her. "You cooked. I've got it."

"I'm not going to argue." She settled deeper into the chair. "Nathan, go help before she reorganizes my entire kitchen."

"It needs reorganizing," I called over my shoulder, already heading toward the disaster zone.

Nathan followed. I heard his footsteps behind me, the soft pad of his bare feet on their tile floor.

The kitchen was a war zone. Plates crusted with cheese and tomato sauce. Wine glasses with dark residue at the bottom. Serving dishes still half-full of food that needed to be packed away.

I turned on the hot water, squirted dish soap into the sink. Steam rose as the basin filled. I was wearing a black dress that night, fitted and short, fabric hugging my ass and tits in a way that wasn't accidental. I'd chosen it specifically. Not for Nathan—I hadn't been thinking about him like that yet—but because I always dressed like I might need to fuck someone. Preparation. Habit.

He stood beside me at the counter, loading dirty plates into a stack. Close. Closer than he needed to be in a kitchen that size.

"That was good," he said. "The food, I mean. Rebecca went all out."

"She always does."

"David tell the spreadsheet story yet?"

I snorted. "Twice. You?"

"Three times. I'm winning."

From the living room came the sound of the TV turning on, Netflix's signature bong, then David's voice saying something that made Rebecca laugh.

I bent forward slightly to scrub at a particularly stubborn spot of baked cheese on a casserole dish. The dress rode up my thighs. I felt the fabric pull tight across my ass.

Nathan shifted behind me. Then his hip bumped into me. Direct contact. Solid.

I straightened, glancing back. "Excuse you."

"Sorry." But he wasn't. His eyes were on my ass. Not subtle. Not apologetic. Just looking.

"Getting handsy with the help, counselor?" I said it lightly. Teasing. But something in my voice had an edge.

"The help has a dangerous ass," he said. "Occupational hazard."

The air changed. Thickened. That thing that happens when flirtation crosses from harmless to pointed.

"Is that your professional legal opinion?" I asked, turning to face him. Water dripped from my hands. The casserole dish hung forgotten in my grip.

"Off the record?" He took a half step closer. "Absolutely."

I should have laughed. Rolled my eyes. Turned back to the sink. Instead I reached out and shoved his shoulder. Playful. "You're impossible."

He caught my wrist. Not hard. Just enough to stop the motion.

"Assault," he said. "I'm keeping a running tally."

"That's the weakest case you've ever built."

"I'm working with limited evidence."

His thumb brushed the inside of my wrist. Where my pulse hammered. He had to feel it. The jump and race of my heartbeat under his fingers.

"Nathan—"

He didn't let go. Instead his other hand came up, fingers finding my ribs, and he tickled me.

I yelped. Tried to twist away. The casserole dish clattered into the sink with a crash. His fingers dug into my side, finding every sensitive spot, and I was laughing and trying to bat him away and we were too close, way too fucking close—

His hand slipped. Slid higher. Knuckles brushed the underside of my breast.

We both froze.

Time stopped. His hand hovered there, fingertips barely grazing the curve of my tit through the thin fabric. I wasn't wearing a bra. He could feel that now. Feel the weight and heat of my breast against his knuckles. Feel my nipple harden into a tight point.

I looked up. He was staring at me. Not at his hand. At my face. His pupils blown wide, mouth slightly open, breathing too fast.

"Joanna."

My name. That's all. Just my name in that low, rough voice.

I leaned in.

He met me.

The kiss was a mess. Clumsy and wine-sloppy and too hard, teeth clacking together because neither of us was coordinating. But then his mouth opened and mine opened and his tongue slid against mine and everything sharpened.

"Mmm—" The sound came out of me involuntarily. Breathy and desperate.

His hand moved from my breast to my hip, gripping hard, pulling me against him. I felt his cock immediately. Hard. Thick. Pressing into my stomach through his jeans.

My fingers fisted in his shirt. His mouth slanted over mine, tongue stroking deep, and I tasted wine and something darker. Want. Need. Four months of text messages and lingering eye contact and coffee meetings that lasted too long, all condensed into this one filthy kiss in his wife's kitchen.

From the living room: "You guys okay in there? Something break?"

Rebecca's voice cut through the haze like cold water.

We jerked apart. His hands fell away from me. I stumbled back against the counter, pulse roaring in my ears.

"Just a dish," I called out. My voice came out steady. Controlled. Years of lying paying off. "We're fine!"

Nathan stared at me. Chest heaving. Lips red and swollen. The front of his jeans obscenely tented.

"Fuck," he breathed.

"Yeah."

We didn't say anything else. Just stood there for ten seconds that felt like an hour, the weight of what we'd just done settling between us like smoke.

Finally he grabbed the wine bottle off the counter—the excuse we'd supposedly come in here for—and walked back toward the living room. I stayed at the sink, hands braced on the edge, trying to slow my breathing.

When I touched my lips, they were tender. Swollen. I could still taste him.

I rinsed the rest of the dishes on autopilot. Dried my hands. Fixed my face. Walked back out and sat down next to David like nothing had happened.

But under my dress, my panties were soaked through.

Two weeks later they came to our place.

I wore a deep V-neck top, thin black fabric that showed the inner curves of my tits and the outline of my nipples through the material. No bra. That was deliberate.

We cooked together, all four of us, the kitchen too small and too warm. I brushed past Nathan reaching for the cutting board and felt his whole body tense.

We drank too much again. A pattern forming.

David and Rebecca migrated to the couch after dinner, debating which movie to watch. Their voices rose and fell in the familiar rhythm of married people who enjoy bickering.

"We need another bottle," I said, standing. "I'll grab one from the basement."

Nathan stood too. "I'll help."

Rebecca didn't even look up. "Bring up the Malbec if there's any left."

The basement stairs creaked under our feet. Concrete floor. Exposed beams. Dim light from a single bulb.

I walked to the wine rack in the corner. Felt him behind me before I heard him.

"Joanna."

I turned.

He kissed me.

No preamble this time. No accident. His hands went straight to my face, tilting my head up, mouth covering mine with deliberate hunger. I opened for him immediately. "Mmm—" His tongue slid past my lips and I made that sound again—that small, helpless moan—into his mouth.

His hands dropped to my tits. Squeezed through the thin fabric. My nipples were already hard, aching, and when his thumbs brushed over them I gasped into the kiss.

"No bra," he muttered against my mouth.

"No."

"You did this on purpose."

"Yes."

"Ungh—" He groaned. Deepened the kiss. Backed me up against the wall, body pinning me there. His cock ground against my hip, thick and insistent through his jeans. I reached down between us and wrapped my hand around it, squeezed through the denim.

"Fuck—" His hips jerked forward into my grip.

Upstairs, footsteps crossed the living room. The bathroom door closed. Water ran.

We broke apart, panting.

"We can't keep doing this," I whispered.

"I know."

But neither of us moved. We stood there in the dim basement, breathing hard, staring at each other.

Then he kissed me once more. Quick and bruising. Grabbed two bottles of wine from the rack. We walked back upstairs like we hadn't just been grinding against each other in the dark.

The third time was at their place. Game night. Cards and snacks and too much laughter.

I excused myself to use the bathroom around eleven. Didn't close the door all the way.

Nathan followed ninety seconds later.

He slipped inside, turned the lock with a quiet click. The tiny bathroom felt airless. We were toe to toe, my back against the sink, nowhere to go.

"We shouldn't—" I started.

He kissed the words out of my mouth. Hands immediately under my top, shoving it up, freeing my tits. He bent his head and sucked one nipple into his mouth, tongue circling, teeth grazing.

"Ahh—" I bit the sound off, fingers tangling in his hair.

His hand slid under my skirt. Shoved my panties aside. Two fingers pushed into my pussy without warning.

"Jesus fuck," he breathed against my breast. "You're dripping."

I was. Soaked. I'd been wet since we sat down at the table an hour ago, watching his hands shuffle cards, imagining them on my body instead.

He fucked me with his fingers. Hard. Fast. Thumb circling my clit. The wet sounds filled the small space—schlk, schlk, schlk—obscene and unmistakable.

"Quiet," he warned.

"Then stop—ahh—stop making me—"

His fingers curled. Hit that spot. My knees buckled.

The orgasm slammed through me. "Mmm—" I had to bite my lip bloody to keep from crying out, pussy clenching hard around his fingers, thighs shaking.

"That's it," he murmured. "Fuck, you're gorgeous."

He pulled his fingers out slowly. Brought them to his mouth. Licked them clean, eyes locked on mine.

"Next time," he said quietly, "I want my mouth on you."

From the hallway: "Jo? You okay?"

David's voice.

"Fine!" I called back, voice only slightly breathless. "Be right out!"

Nathan unlocked the door. Pressed one last kiss to my mouth. Then he was gone.

I looked at myself in the mirror. Flushed. Glassy-eyed. Lips swollen. I looked thoroughly fucked even though his cock hadn't been anywhere near me.

Not yet.

But it would be. We both knew it.

The line was gone. We'd obliterated it.

And I wanted more.

It didn't stop at one hotel room.

That Tuesday afternoon opened a door we couldn't close. Once you've tasted something forbidden and realized it's exactly what you wanted, restraint becomes a joke.

We started finding excuses.

"Client lunch ran late."

"Site visit across town."

"Working from home today."

The texts flew back and forth during business hours when our spouses thought we were neck-deep in spreadsheets and conference calls.

"Thursday afternoon?" he'd write.

"Where?" I'd answer.

An address. A room number. I'd show up.

We fucked in boutique hotels where the staff didn't ask questions. In his downtown office after hours, door locked, me bent over his mahogany desk while he drove into me from behind, one hand clamped over my mouth to muffle my moans. Twice at my house when David was traveling for work, Nathan arriving with takeout as an alibi and leaving three hours later with my scent still on his skin.

It went on for almost a year.

Eleven months of stolen afternoons and frantic kisses and lies stacked on top of lies.

The sex was incredible. Better than any affair I'd had before. Nathan knew my body fast—learned what made me gasp, where to touch, how hard to fuck me. He'd go down on me for twenty minutes just to watch me fall apart on his tongue, then flip me over and pound into me until I was hoarse from screaming into pillows.

But it wasn't just the sex.

That was the problem.

Three months in, he started saying things after we finished. Lying in tangled sheets, still catching his breath, he'd trace patterns on my shoulder and talk. About work. About books he was reading. About frustrations with his partners at the firm. About nothing and everything.

I should have shut it down. Kept it physical. Reminded him—and myself—that this was just fucking.

I didn't.

I let him talk. Worse, I talked back. We'd lie there for an hour sometimes, naked and lazy, his fingers in my hair, my head on his chest listening to his heartbeat slow. I told him things I didn't tell other lovers. Real things. About growing up, about my parents, about the sales rep who sexually harassed me at my first job and how I'd handled it.

"This is dangerous," I said once, after he'd told me about a case that was eating at him, asking my opinion like it mattered.

"I know."

"We should stop."

"Probably."

Neither of us moved.

Five months in, he said it.

We were in a hotel room near the waterfront. Late afternoon light slanting through half-closed blinds. I was on my stomach, post-orgasm boneless, his hand tracing lazy circles on my lower back.

"I'm falling for you," he said quietly. "I think I already have."

My whole body went tense.

"Nathan—"

"I know," he said quickly. "I know that's not what this is supposed to be. I know the rules. But I can't help it, Jo. When I'm with you, everything else just... quiets."

I rolled over to face him. His blue eyes were serious. Vulnerable in a way that made my chest hurt.

"Don't," I said. "Don't fall in love with me."

"Too late."

"Then un-fall. I'm serious, Nathan. I can't give you what you want."

"What do I want?"

"More than this. More than hotel rooms and stolen hours. You want me to leave David. You want us to be real."

He didn't deny it. Just looked at me with those too-honest eyes.

"Would that be so terrible?" he asked.

"Yes."

The word came out harder than I meant. He flinched.

I sat up, pulling the sheet around me like armor. "I love David. In my way. I'm not leaving him. And you're not leaving Rebecca."

"Why not?"

"Because that's not who I am." I ran a hand through my tangled hair. "I don't blow up my life for anyone, Nathan. Not even really good dick."

"Is that all this is to you?" His voice went cold. "Just fucking?"

I wanted to say yes. Wanted to protect us both with that clean lie.

But I couldn't.

"No," I admitted. "It's not just fucking. You're... more than that. And that's exactly why this is a problem."

He was quiet for a long moment. Then: "You feel it too."

"I didn't say that."

"You didn't have to."

He reached for me. I let him pull me back down into his arms. Let him kiss my forehead, my temple, my mouth. "Mmm..." Let him slide back inside me one more time, slow and deep, our eyes locked the whole time in a way that felt more intimate than anything we'd done before.

When I came, tears pricked the corners of my eyes. "Ahh, god..." I blinked them away before he could see.

Seven months in, the couples' dinners got harder.

Sitting across from him at Rebecca's dining table while she talked about their vacation plans, watching him smile and nod and play the good husband, knowing I'd had his cock in my mouth three hours earlier.

Watching Rebecca touch his arm, lean into him, kiss his cheek—all the casual intimacy of a wife who trusted her husband—while my thighs were still sticky with the evidence of his betrayal.

"You've been quiet tonight," Rebecca said to me once, tilting her head. "Everything okay?"

"Just work stress," I lied. "Big presentation next week."

"You work too hard." She reached across the table and squeezed my hand. "I'm glad we get to do this. These nights with you guys keep me sane."

Guilt stabbed through me. Sharp and sudden. Not for David—I'd made peace with what I was a long time ago. But for Rebecca. Sweet, trusting Rebecca who called me her best friend and meant it.

Under the table, Nathan's foot found mine. A light brush. Reassurance or apology, I couldn't tell.

I pulled my hand back from Rebecca's and reached for my wine.

Eight months in, I started checking my phone too often. Waiting for his name to light up the screen. Smiling when it did. Disappointed when it didn't.

I realized I was thinking about him at odd times. In the shower. Driving to appointments. Lying in bed next to David at night, wondering what Nathan was doing. If he was thinking about me too.

That's when the jealousy started.

Rebecca posted a picture on Instagram—the two of them at some charity gala, her in a black dress, him in a tux, his arm around her waist. They looked good together. Happy. Like the perfect power couple they were supposed to be.

I stared at that picture for five minutes, jaw clenched, a hot, ugly feeling coiling in my chest.

I wanted to be the one on his arm. I wanted the ring and the shared last name and the assumption that we belonged to each other.

I closed the app and threw my phone across the room.

Nine months in, we almost got caught.

I was at his office. Late Thursday evening. The building mostly empty, cleaning crew two floors down. He had me bent over his desk, skirt hiked up, panties around one ankle, fucking me hard enough that his nameplate rattled against the wood with each thrust.

"Fuck, Jo... ahh... so good," he groaned, fingers digging into my hips.

The door handle rattled.

We froze. His cock still buried inside me.

"Nathan? You still here?" A woman's voice. One of the senior partners.

"Yeah," he called out, voice remarkably steady for a man balls-deep in his mistress. "Just finishing some emails. Give me ten minutes?"

"No rush. I'm heading out. Don't stay too late."

Footsteps retreated down the hall.

We waited. Thirty seconds. A minute. Then I heard the elevator ding.

"Fuck," Nathan breathed. He pulled out, both of us scrambling. I yanked my panties up, smoothed my skirt. He tucked himself back in, zipped up, ran a hand through his hair.

We looked at each other. My heart was hammering. His face was flushed.

"That was close," I said.

"Too close."

"Maybe we should—"

"I know."

But the next week he texted me a hotel address and I went.

Eleven months in, I knew I was in trouble.

Real trouble. The kind that doesn't wash off in the shower or compartmentalize into neat little boxes.

I was breaking my own cardinal rule: never catch feelings.

I'd built my entire system around that principle. Bodies only. Pleasure without attachment. Compartmentalization so clean you could perform surgery on it.

And here I was, lying awake at night thinking about Nathan. Not just sexually. Emotionally. Missing him when we went more than a few days without contact. Caring about his day, his stress, his happiness.

Wanting more.

The realization hit me one Tuesday morning while I was brushing my teeth. David was in the kitchen making coffee. My phone buzzed with a text from Nathan—something mundane about scheduling—and my whole face lit up in the mirror.

I looked happy. Genuinely, stupidly happy.

Over a text message from another woman's husband.

That's when I knew I had to end it.

Because the only thing worse than betraying your best friend is falling in love with her husband while you do it.

I wasn't there yet. Not quite. But I was close enough to see the edge of that cliff, and I knew if I didn't pull back now, I'd go right over.

And then I'd lose everything. David. Rebecca. My carefully constructed life.

For what? For Nathan to leave his wife? To blow up two marriages and destroy a friendship for some fantasy of us being together?

No.

I wouldn't do that.

I couldn't.

I just had to figure out how to tell him.

I ended it on a Wednesday afternoon in a hotel room that looked exactly like all the others we'd used. Same white sheets. Same impersonal art on the walls. Same mini-bar we never touched.

He knew something was wrong the second I walked in. I didn't kiss him. Didn't touch him. Just stood by the window with my arms crossed, looking out at the city.

"Jo?"

"We need to stop," I said.

Silence. Then the sound of him sitting down heavily on the edge of the bed.

"Okay," he said carefully. "Can you look at me while you say that?"

I turned. He looked wrecked already. Hair disheveled like he'd been running his hands through it. Tie loose. Eyes searching my face for something I couldn't give him.

"This has gone too far," I said. "I can't do this anymore."

"Why not?"

"Because you're in love with me. And I'm—" I stopped. Swallowed. "I'm getting too close to feeling the same way."

Something flickered across his face. Hope, maybe. The worst possible response.

"Then let's just do it," he said, standing up. "Leave him. I'll leave Rebecca. We can actually be together, Jo. For real. No more hiding. No more lies."

"No."

"Why not?"

"Because that's not what this is."

He crossed to me in three strides, hands coming up to frame my face. "What is it then? Tell me. Because from where I'm standing, this feels like a lot more than just an affair."

I should have had an answer ready. Something clean and cruel that would cut this off at the root. Instead I just stared at him, my throat tight, chest aching.

"I don't know," I finally whispered.

"Yes, you do." His thumbs brushed my cheekbones. "You feel it too. I know you do."

"It doesn't matter what I feel."

"How can you say that?"

"Because I'm not leaving David." I stepped back, out of his reach. "And you're not leaving Rebecca. We're not those people, Nathan. We don't blow up our lives for this."

"For what? Say it. For love?"

The word hung between us like a grenade.

"We're not in love," I said. "We're in lust. We're infatuated. We got carried away and now we're ending it before someone gets hurt."

"Someone's already hurt." His voice cracked slightly. "I am."

Guilt twisted in my chest. Sharp and unexpected. I'd felt a lot of things over the years—pleasure, excitement, power—but genuine guilt for hurting a lover was new.

"I'm sorry," I said quietly. "I really am. But this is over."

"Just like that?"

"Just like that."

He stared at me for a long moment. Then laughed, bitter and raw. "You're incredible, you know that? You can just turn it off. Like flipping a switch."

"Yes."

"I don't believe you."

"Believe what you want."

He moved toward me again, desperation edging into his movements. "One more time. Let me have you one more time and then I'll let you go."

"Nathan—"

"Please." His hands found my waist. "Please, Jo."

I should have said no. Should have walked out right then. Instead I let him kiss me one last time. "Mmm..." Let him pull me to the bed. Let him fuck me slow and sad and tender, both of us crying by the end of it without saying a word.

"Ahh, god..." I came with tears streaming down my face. "Nathan..."

"Ohh, Jo..." He followed, buried deep, his forehead pressed to mine, eyes locked on mine even as he fell apart.

Afterward, I got dressed in silence. He watched from the bed, sheet pooled around his waist, looking at me like he was memorizing every detail.

"I love you," he said as I reached for the door.

I didn't answer. Just left.

––––––––
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WE STILL SEE EACH OTHER. Couples' dinners continue. Game nights. Birthday parties. We're civil. Friendly, even. But there's a weight between us that wasn't there before.

Rebecca never suspected. Never asked. Our friendship carries on exactly like it always has, built on my lie and her trust.

Sometimes I catch Nathan looking at me across a crowded room with an expression I can't quite read. Longing, maybe. Or resentment. Or both.

Sometimes I wonder what would have happened if I'd said yes. If I'd let myself fall all the way instead of pulling back at the last second.

But I didn't.

And that's how I know I'm exactly who I thought I was.

Someone who will fuck her best friend's husband for eleven months but won't blow up her marriage for him.

Someone who protects herself above all else.

Someone who almost caught feelings but stepped back just in time.

Almost doesn't count.

"You had feelings for him."

Marcus's voice pulls me back. I surface from the memory into the present. Steam rising. Water churning. Cold air biting my shoulders above the waterline.

I meet his eyes across the tub. He hasn't moved. Still six feet away, maybe less now but not by much. Arms spread along the rim. Dark eyes locked on mine with an intensity that feels physical even at a distance.

"Almost," I say. "That's why I stopped."

"Almost." He tests the word. "How do you almost have feelings?"

"You recognize the edge before you go over it." I lean back against the tub's edge. "And you pull back before it's too late."

"That's discipline."

"Or self-preservation." I lift my empty glass, examining it. "Depends how you look at it."

He's quiet for a moment. Processing. That architect's mind fitting pieces together.

"You have rules," he says finally. Not a question.

"Three of them."

"Tell me."

I hold his gaze. Let the moment stretch. Steam drifts between us like a curtain.

"Never fall in love," I say. "Never leave David. Never get caught."

Silence. The jets cycle off. Sudden quiet except for the gentle lap of water.

"In that order?" he asks.

"In that order."

His jaw works. Muscles shift in his shoulders. I watch water droplets slide down his chest, following the trail of dark hair that disappears beneath the surface.

"Have you ever broken them?" The question comes out careful. Controlled.

I pause. Let him wait. Take a slow breath. This feeling—this electric charge in the air, the way he's looking at me like I'm the most fascinating and terrible thing he's ever encountered—this is what I came down here for. Not wine. Not conversation. This.

"Once," I say quietly. "The third one."

His whole body goes still. "You got caught."

"Yes."

"By David?"

"No."

The single word hangs between us. His eyes widen slightly. His breathing changes—faster, shallower. I watch his chest rise and fall, water lapping at his skin.

"Who?" The question is rough. Hungry.

Heat pulses low in my stomach. Not just arousal. Something sharper. The thrill of being wanted, being listened to, being seen as exactly what I am without judgment. The way he's staring at me—horrified and fascinated and so fucking turned on he can't hide it—makes my skin buzz.

I smile. Slow and deliberate.

"That," I say, tilting my empty glass toward him, "is a story that requires more wine."

He stares at me. Then at my glass. Then back at my face.

"We're out," he says.

"I noticed."

"You want me to get more."

"Do I?" I arch an eyebrow. "I'm just stating facts, Marcus. What you do with them is your decision."

His hands tighten on the tub's edge. He's warring with himself. I can see it. The last shred of good judgment telling him to say goodnight, go upstairs, crawl into bed with his wife and forget this ever happened.

And the other part. The part that's been hard for the last hour, that's been drinking in every filthy confession, that wants to know who caught me and how and what happened after.

That part wins.

He pushes himself up out of the water in one smooth motion. Water cascades down his body—broad shoulders, defined chest, flat stomach, powerful thighs. The wet swim trunks cling to every inch of him, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. His cock strains against the dark fabric, thick and obvious.

He knows I'm looking. Doesn't try to hide it.

"Red or white?" he asks.

"Dealer's choice."

He walks toward the wine station near the spa entrance. I watch the muscles in his back shift with each step, water dripping down his spine. Watch his ass move beneath wet fabric. Catalog every detail the way I always do.

When he bends to examine the bottles in the ice bucket, I let my head fall back against the rim. Close my eyes for just a second. My pussy throbs. I'm soaking wet, have been since the Vegas story, but it's not about needing release. It's about riding this edge. This perfect, filthy high of confession and attention and the electric charge of being wanted.

I don't know if I want to fuck him. I don't know if I even will. But god, I love this feeling.

I hear him straighten. Hear his footsteps on the deck, slow and deliberate. I open my eyes.

He stands at the edge of the tub, backlit by the spa lights, holding a bottle of red. Looking down at me with an expression I can't quite read. Dark. Hungry. Conflicted.

"Last chance," he says quietly. "I bring this bottle back in, we're not going upstairs anytime soon."

"I know."

His jaw clenches. His cock visibly twitches against the wet fabric.

He steps down into the water.

This time when he settles onto the bench, he's in the exact same spot as before. Six feet away. Diagonal across the circular tub. Maintaining that careful distance that keeps us both hovering on this knife's edge.

He opens the bottle. Pours my glass first, then his. When he hands mine across the water, our fingers don't touch. Deliberate space maintained.

I bring the wine to my lips. Take a slow sip. His eyes track the movement of my throat as I swallow.

"So," he says, voice rough. "Who caught you?"
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"His wife."

I let those two words hang in the steam between us. Marcus goes still. The jets hum and bubble, but he's frozen, staring at me like I just said I killed someone.

"His wife," he repeats slowly.

"Mm." I push my palms against the smooth bench and lift myself up, sliding my ass onto the edge of the tub. Cool air bites my wet skin. The contrast makes me gasp softly. Water streams down my stomach, my thighs, dripping back into the heat below.

"Need to cool off a bit," I say. "Getting too hot down there."

His eyes drop. Can't help himself. The wine-red bikini clings to me like a second skin, soaked and straining. My tits sit heavy in the triangles of fabric, water pooling in my cleavage before spilling over. The bottoms are painted to my hips, the thin material digging into the curves of my ass where it meets the tile.

I lean back on my hands, let my legs dangle in the water. Steam rises around my calves.

Marcus drags his gaze back to my face. Takes him a few seconds.

"You fucked a married guy," he says. His voice is rough, tight. "And his wife walked in."

"Austin. Two and a half years ago. Pharmaceutical conference." I tilt my head back, exposing my throat to the night air. "Last night of the trip. I'd been good all week. Dinners, panels, pretending to care about statin comparisons and market projections."

"Good," Marcus echoes. There's something dark in his tone.

"Good for me." I smile at the stars above us. "No side trips. No hotel bar pickups. Just work."

"Until the last night."

"Until the last night." I look down at him. He's chest-deep in the water, hands gripping the edge of the bench on either side of his thighs. Knuckles white. "I went down to the bar alone around nine. Told myself I'd have one drink, maybe two, then go back to my room and pack."

"But you didn't."

"No." I trail my fingers through the water at my feet, watching the ripples spread. "Because that's when Eric walked up."

Marcus waits. His jaw tightens.

"Late twenties. Tech startup guy. You know the type." I draw circles on my thigh with one wet fingertip. "Thought he was God's gift because he had venture capital and a pitch deck. Wore this obnoxious Rolex, one of those huge ones that screams I'm compensating for something."

"Cocky."

"So cocky." I bite my bottom lip, remembering. "But good-looking. Confident. The kind of confident that comes from never being told no."

"Did he know you were married?" Marcus asks.

"Oh, he knew." I meet his eyes. "Saw my ring before I even opened my mouth. That's what made him sit down."

Marcus's breath catches.

"Some guys like the chase," I say softly. "Eric liked the risk. Married woman at a conference, wedding ring catching the bar lights. He looked at it, then at my face, then back at the ring. Smiled like he'd just won something."

I run my tongue across my bottom lip. Marcus tracks the movement.

"He sat down next to me," I continue. "Ordered something expensive. Single malt, twenty-year. Smiled at me like he already knew how the night would end."

I lean forward slightly. My tits shift in the wet bikini top. Marcus notices.

"And he was right," I murmur.

Then I slide back into the memory. Back to Austin. Back to that bar.

––––––––
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I WAS THREE DRINKS in when he appeared.

Bourbon, neat. The good stuff the hotel kept on the top shelf. I'd earned it after five days of smiling at doctors who thought they were smarter than me.

He slid onto the barstool next to mine even though half the bar was empty. Bold. I liked that.

"That's a beautiful ring," he said.

I glanced at my left hand wrapped around the glass. My wedding ring caught the amber light.

"Thanks," I said. "My husband picked it out."

Most guys would've backed off. Eric leaned closer.

"Lucky man." His eyes dropped to my chest, lingered there for a solid three seconds, then came back up to my face. No shame at all. "I'm Eric."

"Joanna."

"What brings you to Austin, Joanna?" He signaled the bartender, ordered that ridiculous scotch. Twenty-year Macallan. Showing off.

"Pharmaceutical conference. You?"

"Tech thing. Startup conference at the convention center." He grinned. "Spent three days listening to venture capitalists jerk each other off with buzzwords."

I laughed. Couldn't help it.

"Sounds about as fun as my week," I said.

"Last night though." He raised his glass. "No more bullshit. No more networking. Just good scotch and better company."

I clinked my glass against his. His eyes dropped again. This time I watched him do it.

"You're staring," I said.

"I know." No apology. Just that cocky grin. "Can't help it. You're fucking gorgeous."

Heat curled low in my stomach. God, I loved when they were this direct.

"My eyes are up here," I teased.

"I'm aware." But he kept looking at my tits. "Just appreciating the view."

"Appreciate it any harder and you're going to burn a hole through my dress."

He laughed, loud and genuine. "Fair. But you wore that dress knowing exactly what it does."

He wasn't wrong. Black, fitted, low cut. Conference-appropriate but just barely.

"Maybe I like being appreciated," I said.

"Good." He took a sip of his scotch. "Because I could appreciate you all night."

The banter flowed easy after that. Jokes about our conferences, about the hotel, about Austin. He made me laugh. Actually laugh, not the polite shit I'd been doing all week. And the whole time his eyes kept drifting down. He didn't even try to hide it.

"Have you eaten?" he asked after my fourth drink.

"Not since lunch."

"Restaurant here is decent. Join me?"

I should've said no. Should've finished my drink and gone upstairs alone.

"Sure," I said.

The hostess sat us in a corner booth. Dim lighting, candles on the table. Romantic if you wanted it to be.

Eric ordered wine. A bottle, not glasses. Red, something French and expensive.

"So," he said once we had menus. "Husband know you're having dinner with strange men?"

"He trusts me." I smiled over the top of my menu. "Probably shouldn't, but he does."

"Probably not." He leaned back in his seat, watching me. "How long you been married?"

"Ten years."

"Happily?"

"Happy enough." I leaned forward to look at the menu. My tits pressed against the neckline of my dress. His gaze dropped immediately. "You like what you see down there?"

"Fuck yes." No hesitation. "They're perfect."

"They are, aren't they?" I sat back, grinning. "You have a wife? Girlfriend?"

"Wife." He held up his left hand. Gold band. "She's back in San Francisco."

"Does she know you're having dinner with married women?"

"Probably assumes I'm working late." He poured wine into both our glasses. "She trusts me too."

"And she shouldn't either."

"Definitely not."

We ordered. Steak for him, salmon for me. The food was good but I barely tasted it. Too busy watching him watch me. Every time I took a bite, every time I sipped wine, his eyes traced the movement of my throat, the curve of my lips.

I leaned forward deliberately. Gave him the view he wanted.

"You're not even subtle," I said.

"Why would I be?" He raised his glass to me. "You're sitting there showing off. I'm just enjoying the show."

"Maybe I like knowing you're enjoying it."

"Then we're both getting what we want."

"What's your wife like?" I asked, casual, swirling wine in my glass.

"Beautiful. Smart. Boring as hell in bed."

"And you think I'm not boring?"

"I know you're not." He leaned forward now, elbows on the table. "Women like you never are."

"Women like me."

"Married women who flirt with strangers in hotel bars." His voice dropped lower. "Who let those strangers buy them dinner and fuck them with their eyes across the table."

My pulse kicked up. I took a long sip of wine.

"You're making a lot of assumptions," I said.

"Am I wrong?"

I let him wait for the answer. Let the tension stretch tight between us.

"No," I said finally. "You're not wrong."

His grin was predatory. Hungry.

We finished dinner trading innuendo disguised as small talk. The whole restaurant could probably feel the tension radiating off our table. Every word had weight. Every look was a promise.

"One more drink?" he suggested when the server cleared our plates.

"At the bar?"

"At the bar."

We moved back to the barstools. Closer this time. His knee pressed against mine. When he leaned in to say something, his hand found the small of my back.

"You're trouble," he murmured in my ear.

"You have no idea."

"Show me."

I turned my head. Our faces were inches apart.

"Show you what?"

"How much trouble you are." His fingers grazed the top of my ass. "Come upstairs with me."

It wasn't really a question.

"Your room," I said. Not asking. Telling him.

He grinned. "Smarter that way."

He was right. My room had my shit scattered everywhere. Conference materials with my name on them. Business cards. Too many ways to trace me if things went sideways.

He paid the tab. We walked to the elevator without another word.

The doors opened. We stepped inside. I reached for the button panel but before my finger touched anything, his hand caught my wrist.

The doors slid shut.

He spun me around and kissed me. Hard. Hungry. No more teasing, no more banter. His mouth crushed against mine, tongue pushing past my lips. I kissed him back just as hard, fisting my hand in his shirt.

"Mmmm," I moaned into his mouth.

His hands grabbed my ass, pulling me against him. I could feel how hard he was through his pants. My back hit the elevator wall. He pressed into me, one hand sliding up to grip my tit through my dress.

"Fuck," he breathed against my mouth.

"Mmm, god," I gasped.

The elevator chimed. We broke apart just as the doors opened on the eighth floor. An older couple stood there, waiting to get on. Their eyes went wide.

Eric grabbed my hand and pulled me out, past them, down the hall. I was laughing, breathless, my lipstick smeared.

He fumbled with the key card, hands shaking slightly. The lock beeped. Green light. He pushed the door open.

I walked in first.

He was on me before the door fully closed.

His mouth found mine again, rougher this time. Hands everywhere. My ass, my tits, grabbing and squeezing like he'd been holding back all night and finally let go. I kissed him back, biting his bottom lip hard enough to make him groan.

"Mmm, fuck," he muttered against my mouth.

"Ahhh," I whimpered as his hands squeezed harder.

"That's the idea."

He yanked the zipper down on my dress. The sound was loud in the quiet room. I shrugged out of it, let it pool at my feet. Black lace bra, matching thong. His eyes went dark.

"Jesus Christ," he breathed.

I reached for his belt, working it open while he pulled his shirt over his head. Buttons scattered. I didn't care. Got his pants open, shoved them down. His cock strained against his boxers, thick and hard.

I palmed him through the fabric. He hissed.

"Ahh, fuck. You want this?" I asked.

"Fuck yes."

I hooked my thumbs in his boxers and pulled them down. His cock sprang free, already leaking. Thick and heavy in my hand, flushed dark. I'd feel him tomorrow. I wrapped my hand around him, stroked once, slow.

"Ungh, fuck," he groaned.

"Mmmm," I hummed, stroking him again.

Then he grabbed me. Spun me around, walked me backward until my shoulders hit the wall by the window. Cold plaster against my bare skin. His mouth was on my neck, teeth scraping, one hand unhooking my bra.

It fell away. His hands cupped my tits immediately, thumbs brushing my nipples. I arched into him.

"Ahh!" I gasped.

"Mmm, god, these are fucking perfect," he muttered. Squeezed them, rolled my nipples between his fingers.

"Ohh, fuck!" I moaned.

His other hand slid down my stomach, into my thong. Fingers found me soaking wet.

"Ohh, fuck, you're drenched," he said.

"Nngh, been ready for quite a while now."

He rubbed my clit in slow circles. I bit my lip, hips rocking into his hand.

"Mmm, yes," I moaned. "Ahhh, god."

He yanked my thong down my legs. I kicked it off. Then he grabbed my thighs, lifted me. I wrapped one leg around his waist, kept the other foot on the floor for balance. The angle opened me up completely.

He positioned himself at my entrance. The head of his cock pressed against me, thick and blunt.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Shut up and fuck me!"

He pushed in. One hard thrust. Stretched me wide, filled me completely.

"Oh god, fuck! Ahh! Nngh!"

"Ungh," he grunted against my neck. "Ngh, fuck, so tight."

"Gahh!" I cried out.

He pulled back, slammed in again. The wall scraped against my shoulders. I didn't care. He found his rhythm, fucking me hard and deep. His mouth latched onto my tit, sucking my nipple hard.

"Mmm, yes, ohh! Ahhh!" I threaded my fingers through his hair, held him there.

His hand gripped my ass, fingers digging in bruising-hard. The other braced against the wall above my head. He pounded into me. The wet sound of him fucking me filled the room. Obscene. Perfect.

"Ahh, ahh, fuck! Nngh!"

My tits bounced with every thrust. He switched to the other one, sucking and biting. I whimpered. My standing leg was shaking, muscles burning. But god, the angle was perfect. He was so deep, hitting that spot inside me that made my vision blur.

"Ohhh, yes! Hah!"

"Ngh, touch yourself," he grunted.

I slid my hand between us, found my clit. Rubbed fast circles while he fucked me. The sensation doubled. Pleasure coiled tight in my stomach.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, mmm! Ahhh!"

"Ungh, gonna come?"

"Yes, fuck, yes! Ahh! Nngh!"

It hit me hard. I clenched around him, crying out, nails digging into his shoulder.

"Ohh god, fuck, yes, yes! Mmmm, ahhh!"

He didn't stop, just kept fucking me through it, making it last. My whole body shook.

"Gahh! Ohh!"

"Ngh, goddamn," he breathed.

When I finally came down, panting and limp, he pulled out. Set me on my feet. I swayed slightly.

"Hah... fuck," I panted.

"Not done," he said.

"Good. Mmm."

He spun me around, walked me to the desk by the window. Bent me over it. My tits pressed against the cool wood surface. Papers scattered. A hotel notepad fell to the floor.

He kicked my legs wider apart. I braced my hands on the edge of the desk.

"Look at you," he said. I could hear the grin in his voice. "Bent over like a good little slut."

"Then fuck me like one."

He lined up and pushed back inside. No warning, no slow entry. Just hard and deep.

"Fuck! Ohh! Nngh!"

He grabbed my hips, fingers bruising. Pounded into me. The desk scraped forward with every thrust. My nipples dragged across the wood. The friction made me moan.

"Ahh, ahh, mmm! God!"

"That feel good?" he asked.

"Yes, fuck yes! Ahhh!"

He reached forward, gathered my hair in his fist. Pulled my head back. My spine arched. The angle changed, got deeper.

"Ngh! Ohh god! Gahh!"

"Louder," he demanded. "Let the whole floor hear you."

I stopped holding back. Moaned with every thrust, loud and shameless.

"Ahh! Yes! Fuck! Mmm! Ohh! Nngh!"

His other hand came down on my ass. Sharp crack.

"Ahh!" I yelped.

"You like that?"

"Again! Mmm! Hah!"

He spanked me. Once, twice, three times. My ass burned. The pain mixed with pleasure, made everything more intense.

"Fuck, yes! Ahhh! Nngh!"

"Ungh, fuck, I'm close," he grunted.

"Inside," I gasped. "Come inside me. Ohhh!"

"Fuck yes. Ngh! Nngh!"

His rhythm got erratic. Harder, faster. He was chasing it. I pushed back against him, meeting every thrust.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, ahh! Ungh!" he chanted.

He slammed deep and held there. I felt him pulse inside me, flooding me with heat.

"Ohh fuck, yes, ungh! Gahh! Fuck!" He groaned loud, hips jerking against my ass.

"Mmm, yes, ahhh," I whimpered.

"Jesus... hah... fuck," he breathed after a moment.

I stayed bent over the desk, catching my breath. Felt his cum warm inside me, felt some of it start to leak out. He pulled out slowly. I whimpered at the emptiness.

"Mmm, god..."

"Give me ten minutes," he said.

I turned around, grinned at him. "Old man need a break?"

"Fuck you." But he was smiling. "Just refueling."

We moved to the bed. He lay back, still breathing hard. I stretched out beside him, trailing my fingers across his chest. His cock was already starting to stir again.

Young guys. The recovery time was always worth it.

"Water?" he asked.

"Please."

He got up, grabbed two bottles from the mini fridge. Handed me one. We drank in silence, just looking at each other. The air was thick with sex and sweat.

"You're dangerous," he said.

"You have no idea."

He finished his water, set the bottle aside. Reached for me. His hand slid between my legs, fingers stroking through my wetness. Through his cum mixed with mine.

"Already?" I asked.

"Told you. Ten minutes."

His cock was fully hard again. I pushed him onto his back, climbed on top of him. Straddled his hips. His hands went to my tits immediately, squeezing.

"Mmm," I moaned softly.

I reached back, guided him to my entrance. Sank down slowly. Inch by inch. Took him deep.

"Ohh, fuck," he groaned.

"Mmm, yes, ahhh," I moaned.

I started to ride him. Slow at first, rolling my hips. His hands gripped my waist. I braced my hands on his chest, used the leverage to lift myself up and drop back down.

"Nngh, yes."

"Ahh, that's it," he breathed. "Fuck, you look good like this."

I went faster. Bouncing on his cock, tits moving with every motion. He couldn't take his eyes off them. Reached up, squeezed them, pinched my nipples.

"Oh god, mmm, yes! Ahhh!"

My thighs burned but I didn't stop. Chased my second orgasm, feeling it build again. He thrust up into me, meeting my movements.

"Ungh, yes, ahh! Nngh!"

"Touch yourself," he said.

I did. Rubbed my clit while I rode him. The pressure built fast.

"Fuck, I'm gonna come again," I gasped. "Ohh, mmm! Hah!"

"Do it. Come on my cock."

Three more bounces and I shattered.

"Yes, yes, fuck, ahh, ohh! Gahh! Mmmm!" I clenched around him, crying out, body shaking.

He held my hips, kept me moving through it.

"Nngh, god, fuck!"

Before I fully came down, he flipped me. Suddenly I was on my back, him above me. He grabbed my ankles, pushed my legs up toward my chest. Opened me completely.

"Ahh!" I gasped at the sudden shift.

"My turn," he growled.

He fucked me hard. Deep, punishing thrusts. The bed frame slammed against the wall. I grabbed the sheets, held on.

"Yes, fuck, yes! Ahh, ahh, mmm! Nngh!"

"Ngh, whose pussy is this tonight?"

"Yours! Ohh! Ahhh!"

"That's right." He leaned down, kissed me hard. "All mine. Ungh! Hah!"

He pounded into me. Sweat dripped from his face onto mine. The room smelled like sex. The sounds were obscene. Wet slapping, his grunts, my moans.

"Ahh, ahh, fuck, yes, mmm! Gahh! Ohhh!"

"Ngh, I'm close," he warned.

"Inside me. Fill me up. Ohh! Mmm!"

He fucked me for thirty more seconds, hard and desperate.

"Fuck, fuck, ungh, ahh! Nngh!"

Then he slammed deep and held there. Groaned loud as he came, pumping me full again.

"Ohh fuck, yes, ngh! Gahh! Ahhh!" His whole body shuddered.

"Mmm, yes, fuck, yes," I moaned.

We collapsed together, both breathing hard. Stared at the ceiling. My heart pounded.

"Fuck... hah..." he finally said.

"Yeah... mmm."

We lay there for a while. His cum leaking out of me, warm and slick. Eventually I sat up, swung my legs off the bed.

"Leaving?" he asked, voice lazy.

"Should head back to my room. Early flight tomorrow."

"Stay a bit longer."

"Can't."

I found my thong, my bra. Started getting dressed. He watched me from the bed, satisfied and half-asleep.

I pulled my dress on, zipped it up. Found my heels by the door. Checked my phone. 11:03 PM. Later than I thought.

"That was fun," he said.

"It was."

I grabbed my purse. Turned back to him one last time. He was sitting up now, watching me.

"See you around?" he asked.

"Probably not."

I smiled, headed for the door. Hand on the handle.

The lock beeped.

The door swung open.

A woman stood there. Overnight bag in one hand, shopping bags in the other. Blonde, pretty, mid-twenties. Her eyes went from me to Eric to the rumpled bed.

Time stopped.

Her mouth opened. Closed. Opened again.

"Eric?" Her voice was small. Confused. "I... I wanted to surprise you. I flew in early. I thought we could spend the weekend..."

The shopping bags slipped from her fingers. Hit the carpet with a soft thud.

Eric scrambled off the bed, naked, reaching for his boxers.

"Babe, I can explain—"

"You..." She was looking at me now. Really looking. Taking in my smeared lipstick, my wrinkled dress, my one shoe on. Her face crumpled. "You were fucking her."

Not a question. A realization.

I grabbed my other heel. My purse was already in my hand.

"Get out." Her voice broke. Tears streaked down her face. "Get the fuck out!"

I didn't apologize. Didn't say a word. Just walked past her, smelling her perfume as I did. Something floral. Expensive.

She'd dressed up for him.

I heard Eric behind me, still scrambling for words. "Babe, please, it's not—"

The door closed behind me. Cut off whatever lie he was spinning.

My heart slammed against my ribs. The hallway was empty. Bright. Too bright after the dim room. I walked fast, heels clicking on the carpet. Found the stairwell. Didn't trust the elevator. Took the stairs down three floors to my room.

Inside, I locked the door. Leaned against it. Breathing hard.

First time. First time I'd ever been caught.

I waited for my phone to ring. For hotel security. For somehow, impossibly, David to call and know. My brain ran through every scenario. What if she got my name somehow? What if Eric panicked and told her everything? What if she called the police?

Nothing happened.

An hour passed. Then two. I showered. Packed my suitcase. Lay in bed staring at the ceiling.

Her face kept flashing in my mind. That moment when hope died. When surprise turned to devastation. She'd flown in to save their marriage maybe. To reconnect. To be spontaneous and romantic.

And found me instead.

I felt... something. Not guilt exactly. But something close to it. Something that scratched at the edges of my compartmentalized world.

By morning, it faded. I flew home. Went back to my life. David picked me up from the airport, kissed me, asked how the conference went.

"Fine," I said. "Boring."

––––––––
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I SLIDE BACK INTO THE hot tub slowly. The heat surrounds me again. Marcus is still watching, jaw tight.

"They didn't know my name," I say. "Didn't know my room number. I was safe."

"Did it scare you?" he asks.

"For about a week." I smile slightly. "Then I realized I'd gotten away with it. Made me more careful, but it didn't make me stop."

"Her face didn't haunt you?"

I pause. Consider lying. Decide not to.

"It did. For a few days." I meet his eyes across the water. "Seeing her face, realizing she'd come to surprise him, that she'd tried to do something romantic and walked into that... yeah. That stayed with me."

"But not enough."

"No." I touch my collarbone, that nervous habit I have. "Being bored is worse than being caught, Marcus. That empty, safe, predictable life where nothing happens and nothing changes." I shake my head. "I'd rather risk everything than feel nothing."

Silence hangs between us. Steam rises. The jets hum.

He hasn't moved closer. Neither have I. But the tension is thick enough to choke on.

"You really aren't afraid of anything," he finally says.

"I'm afraid of wasting my life pretending to be someone I'm not." I lean my head back, look at the stars. "That's worse than any consequence."

More silence.

Then, quiet, almost to himself: "Jesus Christ."

I smile at the sky.
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The First
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"You want to know when it started? The very first time?"

Marcus leans forward. His arms rest on his knees, elbows just breaking the surface of the water. Steam curls between us. Those dark eyes lock on mine with an intensity that borders on hunger. Not just curiosity anymore. Something rawer. Hornier.

"The very first time," he repeats. His voice comes out rougher than before.

I settle back against the tub edge. Let the jets pulse against my lower back. The wine glass feels cool in my hand despite the heat surrounding us. Stars scatter across the black sky overhead. Cold January air bites at my wet shoulders.

"I was eighteen," I say finally.

He goes still. Processing. Doing that architect thing where he calculates timelines and implications.

"Senior year of high school," I continue. "I had a boyfriend. Mark. Sweet kid. Safe. The kind of guy parents love. Good grades, college-bound, treated me well. Boring as hell."

Marcus says nothing. Just watches. Waiting.

I take a slow sip of wine. "Mark had a best friend. Kyle. They'd known each other since elementary school. Did everything together. Basketball team. Video games. That inseparable brotherhood teenage boys have."

"And?" Marcus prompts when I pause.

"And Kyle was different." I shift position slightly. Water laps at my collarbone. "Dangerous in the way eighteen-year-old boys shouldn't be. Confident. Flirty. Had this edge to him that Mark didn't have. Never would have."

"The chemistry was there."

"From the beginning," I admit. "The first time Mark introduced us, I felt it. That electric awareness when Kyle looked at me. The way his eyes would linger just a second too long when Mark wasn't paying attention. The tension when the three of us hung out together."

Marcus's breathing changes. Deeper. More deliberate.

"Nothing happened for almost a year," I continue. "We danced around it. Loaded looks. Accidental touches. The kind of shit teenagers do when they want something they shouldn't have. I told myself it was harmless. Just attraction. Everyone has crushes."

"But it wasn't harmless."

"No."

The word hangs between us. Steam rises thick and white. The spa deck is completely empty except for us. Just water bubbling, jets humming, and the distant sound of traffic from the highway.

"There was a party," I say. "House party. Some kid whose parents were out of town. Friday night in March. Everyone was going."

"Mark too?"

"Mark had a basketball tournament two hours away. Left that afternoon. Wouldn't be back until Sunday." I shake my head at the memory. "He asked me not to go. Said he didn't like the idea of me at a party without him. Didn't trust the other guys."

"But you went anyway."

"Of course I went." I laugh. "Told him I'd just hang with my girlfriends. Watch movies. Stay out of trouble."

Marcus exhales slowly through his nose.

"I showed up at that party in tight jeans and a low-cut top," I continue. "Hair down. Makeup done. I was in the best shape of my life back then. Athletic body from track and field. Squats had given me a killer ass. My tits were almost the same size as now, but so firm they stood high on my chest without a bra. I knew exactly what I looked like. I knew Kyle would be there. That was the whole point."

"Jesus," Marcus breathes.

I see him across the water. His jaw tight. Chest rising and falling with each controlled breath. He's picturing it. Picturing me at eighteen. Fresh. Feisty. Firm body in tight jeans and that low-cut top. The image is doing something to him. I can see it in the way his dark eyes have gone even darker. The hunger there isn't just about the confession anymore. It's about me. Then and now. The girl who knew what she wanted and the woman who still takes it.

"We drank," I say. "Cheap beer from a keg in the kitchen. Vodka someone's older brother bought. Music too loud. Too many bodies packed into too small a space. I danced with my girlfriends. Flirted with random guys. But I was tracking Kyle the whole time. Where he was. Who he was talking to. When he looked at me."

"And he was tracking you."

It's not a question. Marcus knows.

"Kyle and I kept gravitating toward each other all night," I say. "The pull was magnetic. Inevitable. We'd end up in the same room, standing close, talking about nothing important while that tension built between us. Then one of us would walk away. Find other people. Circle back an hour later and do it again."

Water sloshes gently. I take another sip of wine. Let the moment stretch.

"Around midnight," I continue, my voice dropping lower, "most people were wasted. Making out on couches. Passing out in corners. My girlfriends were occupied. No one was paying attention to me anymore."

Marcus leans forward another inch. Arms still resting on his knees. Completely focused.

"I went upstairs," I say. "Told myself I was looking for a bathroom. The downstairs one had a line. But there were three bathrooms upstairs and I didn't go to any of them."

"Where did you go?"

"I walked past all of them. Down the hallway to the last bedroom. Door was half-open. Lights off. Empty. I went inside."

Silence. Heavy and expectant.

"I didn't close the door all the way," I say quietly. "Just stood there in the dark. Waiting. Heart pounding. Knowing exactly what I was doing."

"How long?" Marcus asks.

"Five minutes. Maybe less." I pause. "I hear footsteps in the hallway. See a shadow in the doorway. Then Kyle walks in."
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THE DOOR CLOSED BEHIND him with a soft click. Not all the way. Just enough to give us privacy from the hallway. The party thumped below us. Bass vibrating through the floorboards. Voices and laughter muffled by distance and walls.

Kyle stood there, backlit by the hallway light bleeding under the door. My eyes adjusted to the darkness. Moonlight filtered through the window, just enough to make out his silhouette. Tall. Broad shoulders from basketball. Hair messy.

We stared at each other across three feet of darkness. A year of tension compressed into that single moment.

He moved first.

Two steps and his mouth crashed against mine. Hard and desperate. No hesitation. No words. Just hunger. His hands gripped my waist, pulling me flush against him. My arms wrapped around his neck. I kissed back just as hard, opening my mouth, letting his tongue push inside.

"Mmm," I moaned softly.

God, he tasted different than Mark. Sharper. More aggressive. This wasn't the careful, tentative kissing I was used to. This was raw need.

We stumbled backward. My spine hit the wall next to the door. Cold plaster against my bare skin. Kyle's body pressed against mine, pinning me there. His hips ground against me and I felt how hard he was through his jeans. Thick and insistent.

His hand slid down my neck, over my collarbone. Hesitated at the neckline of my low-cut top for half a second. Then his palm covered my breast, squeezing. My nipple hardened instantly. I gasped into his mouth and he swallowed the sound, kissing me deeper.

Mark had touched my breasts before. Always careful. Always asking. Always stopping when I said to stop.

Kyle wasn't asking.

His hand found the button of my jeans. Popped it open. The sound of my zipper seemed loud in the quiet room. His fingers slipped inside, under my panties, and then he was touching me where I was already soaking wet.

"Nngh, fuck," he groaned against my mouth. "You're so fucking wet."

Two fingers slid inside me. Thick and sure, pushing deep. My head fell back against the wall. "Ahh," I gasped. This was further than I'd ever gone. Never this raw. Never this desperate.

Kyle's fingers curled inside me, hitting something that made my vision blur. Pleasure shot through my body, sharp and overwhelming. My hips rocked against his hand, chasing it.

His other hand tangled in my hair, holding my head where he wanted it while he kissed me. His fingers moved faster inside me. Harder. His palm ground against my clit with each thrust. Heat coiled low in my stomach, building tighter and tighter.

"Mmh, fuck," I gasped against his mouth.

"You've been thinking about this," he breathed. "About me touching you like this."

"Yes."

"While you were with Mark."

"Yes, oh god, yes."

His fingers moved faster. The heel of his hand pressed harder. My body tensed. Everything inside me coiled tight, ready to snap.

The orgasm hit sudden and intense. My whole body went rigid. "Ohh, fuck," I whimpered. Waves of pleasure crashed through me, radiating out from where his fingers were buried deep. I bit down on my lip to keep from crying out. My pussy clenched around his fingers, pulsing.

"Fuck," he groaned. "Feel you coming on my fingers."

"Nngh," I whimpered.

He kept moving, drawing it out, until I was shaking and oversensitive. Finally his hand stilled. Withdrew slowly. I sagged against the wall, legs trembling, trying to catch my breath.

Kyle brought his fingers to his mouth. Sucked them clean while looking right at me.

"You taste so fucking good."

Before I could respond, he kissed me again. I tasted myself on his tongue. Tangy and unfamiliar.

His hands went to his own jeans. The clink of his belt buckle. The rasp of his zipper. He pulled himself out, hard and ready. Pulled a condom from his wallet. Tore it open with his teeth.

My brain caught up to what was happening. This was real. We were about to cross the final line. Mark's best friend was about to fuck me at a party while Mark was two hours away trusting me completely.

Kyle rolled the condom on with shaking hands. Stepped closer. His hand gripped my waist, started tugging at my jeans.

"Wait," I said. "Wait, Kyle, stop."

He froze. His cock right there, hard and straining toward me.

"We can't," I whispered. "I can't. Not... not that."

"What?" Frustration flooded his face. "Joanna, we already—"

"I know. But I can't fuck you. That's too far."

"Too far?" His voice rose slightly. "I just made you come on my fingers. You just—"

"I know," I cut him off. "But fucking is different. I can't."

Kyle stepped back. Ran his hand through his hair. His cock still hard, still covered in that condom. I could see the conflict on his face. Anger warring with understanding. His chest heaved with frustrated breaths.

"This is bullshit," he muttered.

"I know." I did know. I'd led him here. Let him touch me. Come on his fingers. And now I was stopping right at the edge. "But I'll do something else."

He looked at me. "What?"

"Let me suck you off."

His eyes went dark. Hungry. "Yeah?"

"Yeah."

"Get on your knees then."

The command sent heat flooding through my body. I'd never done this before. Mark had never asked. Never pushed for it.

I sank to my knees on the carpet.

Kyle stepped closer. His hand went to his cock, wrapped around the base. He pulled the condom off, tossed it aside. His bare cock jutted toward my face. Thick and flushed in the moonlight. Already slick with precum.

"Open your mouth," he said.

I did.

He pushed inside. The head of his cock slid past my lips, over my tongue. Thick and salty. I'd never tasted anything like it. Never had anything in my mouth like this.

"Fuck yes," Kyle groaned. "Suck it."

I closed my lips around him. Tried to figure out what to do. How to move. His hand tangled in my hair.

"Use your tongue. Yeah, like that. Fuck."

I swirled my tongue around the head. Sucked gently. Experimented with taking him deeper. His hips jerked forward, pushing more into my mouth. I gagged slightly, pulled back.

"Glkk," the sound escaped my throat.

"It's okay," he breathed. "Just relax. Take what you can."

I tried again. Opened wider. Let him slide deeper. The head hit the back of my throat and I fought the urge to gag. Breathed through my nose. My hand came up to grip the base of his shaft, stroking what I couldn't fit in my mouth.

"Mmph," I hummed around him.

"Oh fuck. That's it. Good girl. Nngh."

His hand gripped my hair tighter. Started guiding my head. Forward and back. I let him set the pace. My other hand found his balls, cupping them gently, exploring.

"Ahh, fuck yes," he groaned. "Play with my balls. God, your mouth feels so good."

I squeezed gently. Rolled them in my palm. His hips thrust forward and his cock pushed deeper into my mouth.

"Glkk," the sound escaped my throat again as he hit the back.

"Yeah, take it. Take my cock."

Drool slid down my chin. My eyes watered. But I kept going. Sucking harder. Moving faster. Both hands working now. One stroking his shaft, one playing with his balls.

Kyle's breathing got heavier. Rougher. His grip on my hair tightened to the point of pain. He started thrusting faster, less controlled. Using my mouth.

"Fuck, Joanna. You suck cock so good. Nngh. Does Mark know what a dirty girl you are?"

I moaned around him. The vibration made him groan.

"Mmm," I hummed.

"On your knees sucking his best friend's dick. Such a slut. Ahh."

The word should have offended me. Instead it made me wetter. I grabbed his ass cheeks, pulled him deeper. Let him fuck my face with the reckless abandon of an eighteen-year-old who'd wanted this for a year.

The wet sounds filled the room. Slurping. Gagging. His groans. My muffled whimpers.

"Gonna come," he warned. "Gonna come down your throat. You gonna swallow it? Nngh."

I looked up at him through watery eyes. Nodded as much as I could with his cock filling my mouth.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck." His thrusts became erratic. Desperate. Both hands gripped my head now, holding me in place. "Here it comes. Take it. Swallow it all. Ahh, fuck."

His cock pulsed. Hot cum flooded my mouth. Thick and salty and overwhelming. I swallowed reflexively, trying to keep up as he groaned and jerked. More cum. I swallowed again, throat working, taking everything he gave me.

"Fuck yes. Swallow it. Ahh, fuck. Nngh."

His cock twitched one last time. Finally he stilled. Slowly he pulled out. I gasped for air. Wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. My jaw ached. My throat felt raw. Tears and spit streaked my face.

Kyle tucked himself back into his jeans. Zipped up. Looked down at me still kneeling on the floor.

"Holy shit," he breathed.

I stood on shaky legs. Found a tissue on the dresser. Cleaned my face as best I could. My reflection in the dark window showed exactly what I was. A girl who'd just sucked her boyfriend's best friend's cock at a party.

"We can't tell anyone," I said. My voice came out hoarse.

"I know."

"Ever."

"I know, Joanna."

Silence stretched between us. Awkward now that the moment had passed.

"I should go," I said.

He nodded.

I opened the door and slipped out into the bright hallway. The party sounds rushed back in. Music and voices and normal teenage chaos. I walked downstairs on unsteady legs, found my girlfriends, acted like nothing happened.

Kyle came down ten minutes later. Avoided looking at me for the rest of the night.

I went home at two AM. Lay in my bed staring at the ceiling. Waiting for the guilt to come. Waiting to feel horrible about what I'd done.

It didn't come.

What came instead was a warm, secret thrill. The electric buzz of having done something forbidden. The knowledge that I'd crossed a line and the world hadn't ended. Mark didn't know. Would never know.

And more than that—I wanted to do it again.

I broke up with Mark a month later. Not because of Kyle. Because Mark was boring and I was eighteen and ready for college. Kyle and I avoided each other after that. Too awkward. Too loaded.

But I thought about him for years. About being on my knees for him. About the way he'd looked down at me in that dark bedroom. About the taste of his cum sliding down my throat.

About what would have happened if I'd let him fuck me that night.
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MARCUS LEANS BACK IN the hot tub. Water sloshes around his broad chest. He blows out a long breath.

"Wow," he says.

Steam curls between us. The jets cycle back on with a mechanical hum. I watch him process the story. Watch the conflict play across his face. Arousal and something darker. The knowledge that I'd been crossing lines since I was barely legal.

"You were just a kid," he says finally.

"Old enough to know what I was doing." I take a sip of wine. "Old enough to know I liked it."

"Eighteen is—"

"Old enough to choose, Marcus." I cut him off. "Old enough to get on my knees and suck another guy's cock while my boyfriend was out of town. Old enough to swallow his cum and lie about it after."

He shifts position in the water. His jaw works.

"Did you ever see Kyle again?" he asks. His voice comes out rougher. "After you broke up with Mark?"

My lips curve into that predatory smile. The one that says he's about to hear something good.

"Yes," I say slowly. "Years later. And I finished what we started."

Marcus's breathing changes. Heavier. His dark eyes lock on mine across the water.

"When?"

"My ten-year high school reunion." I settle back against the tub edge. Let the moment hang. "I fucked him while my husband slept just a few rooms away."

"A few rooms?" The words come out strangled.

"A few rooms."

Silence. Heavy and thick. Steam rises between us. Marcus stares at me like I'm something he can't quite believe exists. Arousal and shock warring on his face.

"Tell me," he says.

So I do.
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Second Chance
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I was thirty-one years old and in the best shape of my life. Married to David for five years. Happy marriage. Good sex life. Still cheating regularly by then, though David didn't know. Would never know.

The reunion invitation came in the mail three months before. Ten years since we'd walked across that stage. Saturday evening at the Marriott downtown. Cocktail attire. Open bar.

I wasn't planning anything. Just curious to see who showed up. Who'd gotten fat. Who'd gotten successful. The usual reunion motivations.

David had a work conference the following Sunday at the same hotel, so we made a weekend of it. Checked in Saturday afternoon. He'd had a brutal week at the office. Exhausted. Stressed. He grabbed dinner alone at the hotel restaurant around seven, then went up to our room to sleep. The reunion started at six but I told him I'd go later. Give him time to rest.
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"SO YOU WENT ALONE," Marcus says.

"I went alone."

––––––––
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I SHOWED UP AT THE banquet hall around eight. Black cocktail dress that hugged every curve. My breasts pushed up in the low neckline. My ass filled out the skirt completely. Heels that made my legs look endless.

The hall was already packed. Two hundred people milling around with drinks and nametags. A DJ played hits from our senior year. Decorations everywhere. Photo booth in the corner. That forced nostalgia energy reunions always have.

I grabbed a glass of wine and started working the room. Catching up with old friends. Laughing at inside jokes I'd half-forgotten. The usual reunion circuit.

Then I saw Kyle.

He stood near the bar talking to guys from the basketball team. Taller than I remembered. Filled out. Suit fit him perfectly. Hair shorter, more professional, but still that same cocky confidence in the way he held himself.

Our eyes met across the room.

The spark was instant. Electric. Everything from that night thirteen years ago came flooding back. His fingers inside me. His cock in my mouth. The taste of his cum. The way we'd almost fucked but didn't.

Unfinished business.

Kyle excused himself from his group. Walked straight toward me through the crowd. Confident. Purposeful. No hesitation.

"Joanna Bennett," he said. "It's been a long time."

"Kyle." I smiled. Let my eyes travel down his body and back up. "It has."

"You look..." He shook his head. "Fuck. You look incredible."

"So do you."

We stood there in the middle of the crowded hall. Bass thumping. People laughing around us. But all I could see was him.

"Drink?" he asked.

"Always."

We moved to the bar. He ordered us both whiskey. We clinked glasses. The conversation started generic. What have you been doing. Where are you living. He was in finance now. Doing well. Married three years.

"Your wife here?" I asked.

"Nah. She had some family thing back home. Couldn't make it." He took a drink. "I'm staying at the hotel though. Easier than driving back tonight."

"Which floor?"

"Third."

My pulse kicked. "Us too."

His eyes darkened. "Yeah?"

"David's already passed out up there. Exhausted from work. Dead to the world."

Something shifted in his expression. Recognition. Possibility.

"So you're here alone," he said.

"I'm here alone."

His hand brushed mine on the bar. Deliberate. Testing. I didn't pull away.

"I've thought about that party," he said quietly. His voice low enough that only I could hear over the music. "That night."

"Me too."

"A lot."

"So have I."

"You stopped us," he said. "Before we went all the way."

"I was eighteen. Stupid."

"And now?"

"Now I'm thirty-one." I met his eyes. Held them. "And not stupid anymore."

His breathing changed. Deeper. His jaw tightened.

We stayed at the bar for the next hour. Flirting. The tension built with every word. Every look. Every accidental touch that wasn't accidental at all.

Other people came and went. Interrupted. Pulled us into group conversations. But we always gravitated back to each other.

Around nine-thirty, Kyle leaned in close. His breath warm against my ear.

"What room are you in?"

"308."

"I'm in 312." He pulled back slightly. Looked at me. "Four doors down."

The implication hung between us. Four doors. David asleep in one room. Kyle's empty room four doors away.

"That's convenient," I said.

"Very convenient." His hand found my lower back. "Want to see it?"

My pulse hammered. "Yes."

We didn't leave together. Too obvious. Too many classmates still around. Kyle left first. Gave me a look that said everything. I waited five minutes. Made casual goodbyes. Then slipped out.

Took the elevator up to the third floor. My heart pounded with each ascending number. The hallway was empty. Quiet. I walked past my room. 308. The door was closed. David inside, sleeping peacefully.

I kept walking.

	


I knocked softly.

The door opened immediately.

Kyle stood there in just his dress pants and unbuttoned shirt. Tie gone. The shirt hung open, showing his chest. Defined muscles. Dark hair trailing down his stomach.

"You came," he said.

"Did you think I wouldn't?"

"Hoped you would." He stepped back. "Come in."

I walked past him into the room. Heard the door close behind me. Lock click.

Then his hands were on my waist. Spinning me around. His mouth crashing against mine exactly like it had thirteen years ago in that dark bedroom.

But this time I wasn't stopping.

Kyle's hands gripped my waist. Pulled me hard against him. His mouth was urgent on mine. Hungry. Thirteen years of unfinished business compressed into that kiss.

I kissed back just as desperately. My hands went to his open shirt, pushing it off his shoulders. It fell to the floor. His skin was hot under my palms. Solid muscle. He'd filled out since eighteen. Broader. Stronger.

"Mmm," I moaned into the kiss.

His fingers found the zipper at the back of my dress. Pulled it down in one smooth motion. The dress pooled at my feet. I stepped out of it, standing there in black lace lingerie and heels.

"Fuck," he breathed. His eyes traveled down my body. Lingered on my full breasts spilling out of the lace bra. Down to the barely-there panties. "Look at you."

"We should've done this thirteen years ago," I said.

"We're doing it now."

His mouth found mine again. Rougher this time. His hands everywhere. Squeezing my ass. Cupping my breasts. Running up my sides. Like he couldn't decide what to touch first.

We stumbled backward toward the bed. I worked at his belt, his zipper. Got his pants open. Shoved them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free. Hard and thick. Ready.

I'd sucked this cock at eighteen. Swallowed his cum in that dark bedroom. Now I was going to feel it inside me.

Kyle sat on the edge of the bed. Pulled me between his legs. His hands went to my bra clasp. Unhooked it. My breasts fell free, heavy and full. He groaned and took one in his mouth. Sucking hard. His teeth grazed my nipple and I gasped.

"Ahh, fuck," I breathed.

His other hand slipped inside my panties. Found me soaking wet. Two fingers pushed inside easily.

"Still so wet for me," he said against my breast. "Just like that night. Nngh."

"Mmh, yes."

He pumped his fingers deeper. Curled them. Hit that spot that made my knees weak. I gripped his shoulders, riding his hand, chasing the pleasure building low in my stomach.

But I didn't want to come on his fingers. Not this time.

I pushed him back on the bed. He went willingly, eyes dark with lust. I hooked my thumbs in my panties. Slid them down slowly. Stepped out of them. Stood there completely naked except for my heels.

Kyle stroked his cock, watching me. "Get up here."

I climbed onto the bed. Straddled him. His hands went to my hips, gripping hard. The head of his cock pressed against my entrance. Hot and thick.

"We should've done this that night," I said. Echoing my earlier words. "When we were eighteen."

"Yeah."

"I thought about it for years. What it would've felt like."

"So did I."

I sank down onto him. Slow. Taking him inch by inch. The stretch was perfect. Filling me completely. Better than I'd imagined all those years.

"Oh god," I moaned. "Oh fuck, yes. Ahh."

"Nngh, fuck." Kyle's fingers dug into my hips hard enough to bruise. "So tight. Your pussy feels so good."

I started moving. Slow at first. Riding him with deliberate rolls of my hips. His cock dragged against every nerve ending. Hit deep. I braced my hands on his chest, feeling his heart pounding under my palms.

"That's it," he groaned. "Ride my cock. Fuck, Joanna. Mmh."

I moved faster. Bouncing on him now. My breasts bounced with each movement. Kyle's eyes locked on them, mesmerized. One hand left my hip to squeeze a breast. Pinch my nipple.

"Ahh, yes," I gasped.

The bed creaked. Headboard tapped lightly against the wall. We were being loud. Too loud. But I didn't care. David was four doors down, dead asleep. He wouldn't hear. Wouldn't know.

Kyle sat up suddenly. Wrapped his arms around my waist. Flipped us so I was on my back and he was on top. He hooked my leg over his shoulder. Changed the angle. Drove deeper.

"Fuck!" The word burst out of me. Louder than I intended. "Ohh!"

He started pounding into me. Hard and fast. The teenage restraint completely gone. This was a man who knew what he wanted and how to take it. Each thrust drove me up the mattress. Made the headboard slam harder against the wall.

"You feel so good," he groaned. "Been wanting this for so long. Nngh, fuck."

"Yes, yes, don't stop. Ahh! Mmh!"

His hand found my clit. Rubbed tight circles while he fucked me. The dual sensation was overwhelming. Pleasure built fast and intense. My walls clenched around his cock.

"You gonna come for me?" he asked. "Gonna come on my cock while your husband sleeps down the hall?"

"Oh god, yes, yes. Nngh!"

"Do it. Come."

The orgasm slammed into me. My back arched off the bed. "Fuck, Kyle, fuck! Yes! Ahh!" I screamed. Not caring who heard. Not caring that the walls were thin. Waves of pleasure crashed through my body. My pussy clenched and pulsed around his cock.

"That's it, that's my good girl," he groaned. Kept pounding into me through it. Drew it out until I was shaking and oversensitive.

He pulled out suddenly. "Turn over."

I rolled onto my stomach. Got on my hands and knees. Kyle gripped my hips. Slammed back inside me from behind. The new angle made me gasp.

"Ahh, fuck!" I yelped.

He fucked me hard. Brutal thrusts that made my arms shake. Made my breasts swing. One hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back. The other slapped my ass hard.

The sound echoed through the room. "Oh! Nngh!" I cried out.

"You like that?" He slapped again. Harder. "Like being fucked like a slut?"

"Yes, oh god, yes!"

Another slap. My ass stung. The pain mixed with pleasure. His cock drove deeper. Faster. The headboard slammed rhythmically against the wall now. Bang. Bang. Bang. Loud enough that anyone walking by would know exactly what was happening inside.

"Harder," I begged. "Fuck me harder. Ahh!"

Kyle growled. Pulled almost all the way out. Slammed back in with force that made me scream.

"Fuck! Oh fuck, yes! Right there! Mmh!"

He set a punishing rhythm. Each thrust made me cry out. Made the bed shake. Made the headboard bang louder against the wall. I was screaming now. Not even words. Just sounds of pure pleasure. Animalistic and raw.

"That's it," he grunted. "Let everyone hear what a slut you are. Let your husband hear. Nngh."

"Ahh! Mmh! Oh god! Ohh!"

His hand came down on my ass again. Then again. Five hard slaps that made me yelp with each one. My ass burned. My pussy throbbed. I was getting close again.

"Touch yourself," Kyle commanded. "Make yourself come on my cock."

My hand slid between my legs. Found my clit. Rubbed frantically while he pounded into me from behind.

"Yes, yes, fuck, I'm gonna come again! Ahh!"

"Do it. Come for me."

The second orgasm hit even harder than the first. "Kyle! Oh fuck, Kyle! Yes! Nngh! Ahh!" I screamed his name. Not caring. Not thinking. Just drowning in pleasure. My whole body shook. My pussy clamped down on his cock like a vice.

"Fuck, Joanna, fuck!" Kyle's rhythm faltered. He was close. "Nngh, ahh!"

He pulled me up so my back was against his chest. His hands grabbed my breasts. Hard and possessive. Squeezed them roughly while he fucked up into me with short, desperate thrusts.

"Where do you want it?" he panted against my ear.

"Inside me," I gasped. "Come inside me. Ohh."

"Fuck yes."

Three more hard thrusts. Then he buried himself deep. "Ahh, fuck, Joanna! Nngh!" His cock pulsed. Hot cum flooded me. He ground against me, pumping every drop deep inside. His hands squeezed my breasts harder. Possessive. Claiming.

"Mmh, yes, fill me up," I moaned.

He held me there while his cock twitched and pulsed. Finally he released me. I collapsed forward onto the bed. He pulled out slowly. His cum leaked out immediately, dripping down my thighs onto the hotel sheets.

Both of us lay there panting. Shaking. Covered in sweat.

"Holy shit," Kyle breathed after a long moment.

"Yeah... hah."

"That was..."

"Everything it should've been."

He laughed. Breathless. "Thirteen years too late."

I rolled onto my side. Looked at him. His hair was a mess. Sweat glistened on his chest. He looked thoroughly fucked.

He met my eyes. Understanding passed between us. We were the same. Both cheaters. Both good at hiding it.

"I wouldn't mind a repeat," I said. "If you're ever in town."

His eyes darkened. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. You know where to find me."

I got up. My legs were unsteady. I found my lingerie scattered on the floor. Got dressed while he watched from the bed. Pulled on my dress. Zipped it up. Fixed my hair in the mirror as best I could.

"Same time next reunion?" Kyle asked. Half-joking. Half-serious.

"Maybe sooner." I smiled at him in the mirror.

I opened the door. Checked the hallway. Empty. Slipped out and walked back toward my room. Past 310. Past 308. Our door.

I let myself in quietly. The room was dark. David's form was in the bed, but he rolled over when he heard me come in.

"Hey," he said groggily. "You're back."

"Yeah. Sorry, did I wake you?"

"Nah. I've been awake." He rubbed his face. "Someone a few doors down was getting their brains fucked out. Screaming and banging on the walls. Made it impossible to sleep."

My stomach flipped. But my face stayed calm. "Oh god, really? That's awful."

"It finally stopped like five minutes ago." He yawned. "Fucking inconsiderate. It's almost midnight."

"Some people have no shame," I said. Walked to the bathroom. "Let me just wash up real quick."

I closed the bathroom door. Looked at myself in the mirror. Flushed face. Swollen lips. Hair messier than it should be. I looked like I'd just been thoroughly fucked.

Because I had been.

I showered quickly. Washed Kyle's cum out of me. Washed away the evidence. When I came out, David was already snoring softly.

I slipped into bed next to him. Curled against his warm back.

He'd heard me screaming. Heard Kyle fucking me. Had no idea it was his wife getting her brains fucked out four doors down.

I fell asleep satisfied. No guilt. Just the warm glow of finished business and the knowledge that maybe it wasn't quite finished after all.

The next morning at breakfast, we ran into Kyle in the hotel restaurant. David was with me, refreshed despite his interrupted sleep, cheerful and oblivious.

"Joanna, this is Kyle," I said smoothly. "We went to high school together. Kyle, this is my husband David."

They shook hands. Made pleasant small talk.

"Did you sleep okay?" I asked Kyle innocently. "The walls here are pretty thin."

His eyes met mine. A flicker of understanding. Of shared secret. "Slept great. You?"

"Like a baby."

David snorted. "I didn't. Someone in our hallway was going at it all night. Sounded like a damn porno."

Kyle coughed. Covered his mouth. I maintained perfect composure.

"How awful," I said. "Some people have no consideration."

We finished breakfast. Said our goodbyes. Kyle and I exchanged numbers before he left. Just old classmates staying in touch. Nothing suspicious.

We texted three months later. Met at a hotel downtown. Fucked for hours.

––––––––
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MARCUS LEANS BACK IN the hot tub. Water sloshes around him. He blows out a long breath.

"Wow," he says.

Just that. One word that somehow captures everything. The shock. The arousal. The disbelief that I'd fucked another man while my husband listened through hotel walls.

Steam rises thick between us. The jets hum. Cold air bites at my wet shoulders but I barely feel it. The wine has warmed me from the inside. The memories too.

"Thirteen years of buildup," Marcus says finally. His voice rough. "And your husband heard the whole thing."

"Every scream." I take a sip of wine. "Had no idea it was me."

"Jesus Christ, Joanna."

I watch him across the water. His chest rises and falls with each heavy breath. His dark eyes are locked on me with an intensity that makes my skin prickle. He's aroused. Conflicted. Struggling with wanting me and knowing he shouldn't.

"How many?" he asks. "How many have there been? Total?"

I consider the question. Run through the mental list.

"Maybe thirty," I say. "Maybe more. I stopped counting."

His jaw works. He shifts position in the water. I catch the movement. The way he adjusts himself. He's hard. Has been for a while now. The confession is doing exactly what I intended it to do.

"Does that turn you on or disgust you?" I ask.

"Both." The honesty in his voice surprises me. "Both at the same time."

"That's fair."

Silence stretches. Heavy with everything unsaid. The spa deck is completely empty. Just us and the steam and the dark January sky overhead. The rest of the world feels very far away.

"One of them is happening right now," I say. Let the words hang in the air. "Current. Ongoing."

Marcus's eyes widen slightly. "What?"

"An affair. Back home." I watch his reaction. "Active. Regular. I see him two or three times a week when David's at work."

His breathing changes. Heavier. "Who?"

I smile. That predatory curve of lips that says he's about to hear something good.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Neighbour

[image: ]


"His name is Connor. He's twenty-six. Lives in my building."

Marcus stares at me for a long beat. Then he laughs. Short and sharp. The sound echoes across the empty spa deck.

"Why am I not surprised?"

I smile. Take a slow sip of wine.

"Of course you're fucking your neighbor." He shakes his head. "Of course he's eleven years younger. Jesus Christ, Joanna."

The way he says my name sends heat through me. Like he's exasperated and aroused in equal measure. Like he can't decide whether to be disgusted or turned on.

"He's a grad student," I say. "Third floor. Very polite. Very eager."

Marcus's jaw works. "Still happening?"

"Yes."

"How long?"

"Eight months." I lean back against the tub's edge. Steam curls around my shoulders. "Two or three times a week when David's at work."

Silence. Water bubbles. His dark eyes locked on mine.

"He texted me this morning," I continue. "While David was loading our suitcases into the car."

"What did he say?"

I hold Marcus's gaze. Let the words hang in the cold air.

"When can I taste you again."

Marcus's breathing changes. Deeper. More deliberate.

"And what did you tell him?"

"Back Monday. Come over Tuesday afternoon."

The admission sits between us. Raw and honest. I watch his reaction. The way his hands grip the tub's edge. The way his chest rises and falls. The bulge in his swim trunks still visible under the water.

"How did it start?" His voice comes out rough.

Victory sings through my veins. That predatory thrill I always get when I know I've got someone exactly where I want them.

"Last summer," I begin. "The pool."

––––––––
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I WAS THIRTY-SEVEN years old and wearing a white bikini that left almost nothing to imagination.

Last summer. July heat baking the concrete around our building's pool. I'd gone down around two in the afternoon with a book and a bottle of water. David was at work. The pool area was empty except for one person.

Connor sat in a lounge chair across the deck. Shirtless. Muscular and lean. Dark hair. Maybe six feet tall. Broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist. Defined chest and arms. The body of a competitive swimmer. He had a textbook open on his lap but his eyes tracked me the moment I walked through the gate.

I felt his gaze follow me to my chair. Watching as I spread out my towel. Watching as I adjusted the tiny triangle cups of my bikini top. Watching as I stretched out on the lounger.

The white fabric was almost transparent when wet. I knew exactly what it looked like. I'd chosen it for that reason.

I pretended to read. Let him stare. The attention felt good. Validating. This wasn't some married guy at a conference or my husband's boss. This was a young man. Eleven years younger. And he couldn't take his eyes off me.

After that day, I started seeing him in the hallways. Third floor. He'd smile. Say hello. Polite and friendly. We'd chat about weather, about the building, about nothing important.

His name was Connor. Grad student finishing his master's. Originally from Portland. Swam laps every morning at the university pool. Friendly in that easy way young people have before life hardens them.

The hallway conversations stretched longer each time. A few minutes became ten. His eyes always dropped to my chest when he thought I wasn't looking.

Three weeks after the pool, he knocked on my door on a Tuesday afternoon.

David was at work. I answered in yoga pants and a tank top. No bra. My nipples visible through the thin fabric.

"Hey," Connor said. His eyes dropped immediately. Lingered. Snapped back up. "Sorry to bother you. This is embarrassing, but do you have any sugar I could borrow? I'm trying to bake something and completely forgot."

"Sugar." I smiled. "Sure. Come in."

He followed me into the apartment. I felt his eyes on my ass as I walked to the kitchen. The yoga pants were tight. Left nothing to imagination.

I reached for the sugar canister on the top shelf. Stretched up on my toes. The movement made my tank top ride up. Exposed the curve of my lower back.

"Here." I handed him the container. Our fingers touched.

"Thanks." He didn't move. Just stood there in my kitchen, holding the sugar, staring at me.

"You should put that down."

"What?"

"The sugar." I stepped closer. Close enough to smell his cologne. Something clean and young. "Put it down."

He set it on the counter. Slowly. His eyes never leaving mine.

"You've been staring at me for three weeks," I said. "At the pool. In the hallways. Every time you see me."

His face flushed. "I... sorry, I didn't mean to—"

"I didn't say I minded." I reached for his hand. "My husband's at work until six. That's four hours from now."

Connor's eyes went wide. "Are you... are you serious?"

"Do I look like I'm joking?"

"I..." He swallowed hard. "Fuck."

"That's the idea."

His breath caught. Just stared at me like he couldn't believe what was happening.

I took his hand. Placed it on my breast. Right over the thin tank top. Let him feel the weight. The hard nipple pressing against his palm.

"You can touch me," I said. "That's why I invited you in."

"Jesus Christ." His voice came out strangled. But his hand squeezed. Testing. His thumb brushed over my nipple through the fabric.

I leaned into him. Pressed my body against his. Felt how hard he was through his jeans.

"Kiss me," I said.

He did. Tentative at first. Then harder when I kissed back. His hands went to my waist. Pulled me against him. Urgent. Hungry.

"Mmm," I moaned softly into his mouth.

I broke the kiss. Grabbed his hand. Pulled him toward the bedroom.

The bedroom I share with David every night.

Connor followed me through the door. His eyes went wide when he saw the bed. King-sized. White comforter. Framed photo of David and me on the nightstand from our anniversary last year.

"This is your..."

"My bedroom. Yes." I turned to face him. "My marital bed. Problem?"

He stared at the photo. Then at me. "No. Fuck. No."

I pulled my tank top over my head. Tossed it aside. My bare breasts swung free. Full and heavy. Nipples already hard.

Connor's mouth literally fell open.

"Holy shit," he breathed. "You're so fucking hot."

I hooked my thumbs in my yoga pants. Pushed them down my hips along with my panties. Stepped out of them. Stood naked in front of him.

He just stared. Taking in every inch. His eyes kept returning to my breasts. The way they sat high and full. The dark nipples. The soft curve of my stomach. The bare pussy between my thighs.

"I can't believe this is happening," he said.

"Believe it." I walked to the bed. Sat on the edge. "Get undressed."

He stripped fast. Yanked his shirt over his head. Kicked off his shoes. Fumbled with his jeans. When he pushed down his boxers, his cock sprang free. Thick. Long. Already rock hard and leaking.

Swimmer's body. Broad shoulders. Defined chest and abs. Strong arms and legs. Not an ounce of fat. All lean muscle and youth.

"Come here," I said.

He moved to the bed. Stood in front of me. His cock at eye level. I wrapped my hand around it. Stroked slowly.

"Mmm, fuck," he groaned.

"You've been thinking about this, haven't you? About me."

"Every fucking day since the pool. Ahh."

I smiled. Stroked him harder. "What did you think about?"

"Your body. Your tits in that white bikini." His voice came out rough. Strained. "I jerked off thinking about you so many times. Nngh."

"What did you imagine?"

"This. You. Touching me." He groaned when I squeezed. "Your mouth on me."

"Like this?" I leaned forward. Licked the head of his cock. Tasted the salty precum.

"Ohh god, yes."

But I pulled back. Released him.

"Lie down on the bed," I said.

He climbed onto the mattress. Lay back against the pillows. His cock stood straight up. Thick and hard.

I crawled up his body. Straddled his chest. My pussy inches from his face. My breasts hanging above him.

"Fuck," he breathed. Staring up at my body.

"I want your mouth on me," I said. "And I want to taste you at the same time."

His eyes went wide. Understanding. "Jesus Christ."

I turned around. Positioned myself so my pussy was over his face and his cock was right in front of mine. Lowered my hips.

Connor groaned when my pussy touched his mouth. His hands gripped my ass. Pulled me down harder against him. His tongue licked through my folds immediately.

"Mmm, yes," I moaned.

I leaned forward. Wrapped my hand around his cock. Stroked him while I lowered my mouth to the head. Licked the precum leaking from the tip.

"Ahh, fuck," he groaned against my pussy. The vibration shot through me.

I took him into my mouth. As deep as I could. He was thick. Stretched my lips. I relaxed my throat. Took him deeper.

His tongue worked faster on my clit. Circling. Flicking. Then he sucked the swollen bud into his mouth.

"Mmm," I moaned around his cock.

I bobbed my head. Sucking him while he ate me. My hand stroked what I couldn't fit in my mouth. The other hand cupped his balls. Heavy and full. I rolled them gently.

"Nngh," he groaned.

Connor pushed two fingers inside me. Pumping while his mouth stayed on my clit. The combination made my thighs shake.

I pulled off his cock with a wet pop. "God, yes, just like that. Ahh."

"You taste so fucking good," he groaned. "So wet."

His tongue pushed inside me. Fucking me with it. His hands squeezed my ass. Spreading me open. Giving him access to everything.

I took him back in my mouth. Deeper this time. Let him hit the back of my throat. Swallowed around him.

"Unngh, shit," he groaned. His hips thrust up slightly. Fucking my mouth.

I moaned around him. The vibration made him curse. His tongue moved faster on my clit. Fingers curling inside me. Hitting that spot that made my whole body jerk.

"Mmph," I hummed.

The pleasure built fast. Coiling tight in my core. My hips rolled against his face. Chasing it.

"Mmm, don't stop," I gasped. "I'm gonna come."

He groaned. Kept licking. Kept sucking. His fingers pumped harder.

I sucked him deeper. Faster. My hand working in rhythm with my mouth. I wanted him to come with me.

The orgasm hit hard. My whole body shook. "Ahh, fuck, yes!"

My pussy clenched around his fingers. Waves of pleasure crashing through me. He worked me through it. Licking and sucking until I was whimpering.

"Ohh, god," I moaned.

I felt his cock throb in my mouth. Tasted more precum. He was close.

But I pulled off. Released him. His cock slick with my spit.

"Not yet," I panted. "I want you inside me."

I lifted off his face. Turned around. His chin glistened with my wetness. He was grinning.

"You have a condom?" I asked.

"Fuck. No. I didn't... I wasn't expecting..."

"It's fine. I'm on birth control." I straddled his hips. Positioned his cock at my entrance. "And I'm clean."

"Me too. I swear."

I sank down onto him. Took him inside me in one slow motion.

"Ahh, fuck," we both groaned.

He stretched me. Filled me. His thickness almost too much. I sat there for a moment. Let my body adjust. His hands went to my hips. Gripping tight.

"Unngh, you feel incredible," he breathed.

I started to move. Slow at first. Rolling my hips. Taking him deep. His eyes locked on my breasts. Watching them bounce with each movement.

"Touch them," I said.

His hands came up immediately. Cupped the heavy weight. Squeezed. His thumbs brushed over my nipples.

"They're so fucking perfect," he groaned. "So big. So soft."

I rode him faster. His hands never left my breasts. Kneading them. Playing with my nipples. Squeezing hard enough to make me gasp.

"Mmm, yes," I moaned.

I looked over at the dresser mirror. Saw myself riding this young man in my marital bed. My full breasts bouncing. His hands all over them. My body taking his cock deep.

The image was obscene. Intoxicating.

"You like watching?" Connor followed my gaze to the mirror. "Fuck, that's hot."

I rode him harder. Chasing the building pressure. His hips thrust up to meet me. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the bedroom.

"Mmm, god yes," I moaned. "Your cock feels so good. Ahh."

"You're so tight. So wet." His fingers dug into my breasts. "Ahh, I'm not gonna last. Nngh."

"Then don't. Come for me."

He groaned. His rhythm got erratic. Rougher. Then he stilled. "Fuck, fuck, fuck! Unngh!"

His cock pulsed inside me. I felt him fill me with hot cum.

I kept moving. Using him. Chasing my own orgasm. The wet sounds obscene. His cum making everything slippery.

"Keep going," he panted. "Use me. Come on my cock."

His hand moved between us. Found my clit. Rubbed fast circles.

The second orgasm hit harder than the first. My whole body shook. "Ohh god, yes! Ahh!"

I cried out. My pussy clenched around him. Milking every last pulse.

I collapsed forward onto his chest. Both of us breathing hard. Sweaty. His hands smoothed up my back. Cupped my breasts from behind.

"Mmm," I sighed.

We lay there for maybe five minutes. His cock still inside me. Getting soft. Finally I lifted off him. His cum leaked out immediately. Dripped down my inner thighs.

Connor stared at the sight. "Jesus."

I lay beside him. His hand found my breast. Cupped it. Like he couldn't help himself.

"Give me ten minutes," he said. "I want to go again."

I laughed. "Young stamina."

"You have no idea."

He was hard again in less than ten minutes. We fucked three more times over the next two hours. On the bed. Me on my hands and knees while he pounded into me from behind. Against the dresser while I watched us in the mirror. On my back with my legs over his shoulders while he drove deep.

Each time he came inside me. Each time he worshipped my body. Couldn't keep his hands off my breasts. Couldn't stop telling me how hot I was. How perfect. How he couldn't believe this was real.

By the time we finished, the bed was wrecked. Sheets twisted. Pillows on the floor. The smell of sex thick in the air.

Connor lay on his back. Spent. Grinning at the ceiling.

"That was..."

"Yeah."

He turned his head to look at me. "Can we do this again?"

"Hell yeah." I smiled. "That was incredible."

His grin widened. Confident now. "Good. Because I'm already thinking about next time." His hand found my breast. Cupped it possessively. "When's your husband at work again?"

"Most weekdays."

"Perfect." He squeezed gently. "Text me."

I laughed at his confidence. "I will."

At four-thirty, I told him he had to leave. He got dressed slowly. Kept looking back at me still naked in bed.

"Same time next week?" he asked at the door.

"Maybe sooner."

He kissed me. Deep and claiming. "I'll be waiting."

After he left, I stripped the bed. Put the sheets in the wash. Took a long shower. Scrubbed away every trace of him. The smell. The sweat. The cum dried on my thighs.

I remade the bed with fresh sheets. Cleaned the bedroom. Opened the window to air it out.

By the time David came home at six-fifteen, I was dressed and making dinner. The apartment looked normal. Smelled normal.

"Hey babe." He kissed my cheek. "How was your day?"

"Quiet," I said. Stirring pasta on the stove. "Did some laundry. Read a little. Nothing exciting."

"Sounds nice." He grabbed a beer from the fridge. "I'm exhausted. Long day."

We ate dinner. Watched TV. Went to bed early. David fell asleep with his arm around me.

I lay there in the dark. The same bed where Connor had fucked me for two hours. Where his cum had soaked into the mattress before I'd flipped it. Where he'd squeezed my breasts and called me perfect.

David snored softly beside me. Trusting. Clueless.

I didn't feel guilty. Just satisfied. And already thinking about when I could have Connor again.



Eight months. But it was never routine.

Routine kills the thrill. I learned that years ago. So I kept things unpredictable. Random. Dangerous.

Sometimes Connor would text. Sometimes I would. Sometimes days went by. Sometimes it happened three times in one week. The inconsistency was the point.

Some afternoons were safe. David at work. Me working from home. Connor knocking on my door. Quick and urgent. Fucking against the wall. Twenty minutes and he was gone.

But safe got boring fast.

So I pushed it.

One Saturday morning, David was in the living room watching football. I walked past in yoga pants and a sports bra.

"Going for a run," I called.

"Okay babe. Have fun."

I left the apartment. Took the stairs down two floors. Knocked on Connor's door.

He opened it. Shirtless. Surprised.

"Your husband home?" he whispered.

"Upstairs watching the game."

His eyes went wide. "Are you insane?"

"Probably." I pushed past him into the apartment. "You have thirty minutes."

"Fuck." But his cock was already getting hard in his sweatpants.

I pulled my sports bra over my head. My breasts bounced free. His hands were on them immediately.

"We need to be fast," I said. Pushed him toward the couch.

He sat. I stripped off my yoga pants. No panties underneath. Straddled him.

"Jesus Christ," he breathed.

I pulled his sweatpants down. His cock sprang free. Thick and hard. I positioned him at my entrance. Sank down in one motion.

"Ahh, fuck," we both groaned.

I rode him hard. Aggressive. Chasing the orgasm fast. The danger made everything sharper. More intense. David was two floors up. I'd told him thirty minutes.

"Your tits," Connor groaned. Grabbed them. Squeezed hard. "Fuck, they're bouncing so perfect. Nngh."

"Shut up and fuck me," I gasped.

I rode him faster. His hips thrust up to meet me. The couch creaked under us. My breasts bounced in his hands.

"Mmm, god, your cock feels so good," I moaned.

"You're so wet. So tight." His fingers dug into my breasts. "Ahh, I'm close."

"Come inside me. Do it."

He groaned. Thrust up hard. "Unngh, fuck!"

His cock pulsed. Filled me with cum. I kept riding. Chasing my own orgasm. It hit fast and hard.

"Ohh, yes! Ahh!" My pussy clenched around him.

I collapsed forward for maybe ten seconds. Then pulled off him.

"I have to go."

"That was insane," he panted.

I dressed fast. His cum leaking down my thighs. I'd deal with it in the stairwell.

Twenty-six minutes. I let myself back into the apartment. Breathing hard like I'd actually been running.

David looked up from the game. "That was quick."

"Wasn't feeling it today." I kissed his cheek. Walked past him to the bathroom. "Gonna shower."

I cleaned up. Washed away the evidence. Came back out in clean clothes. Sat beside David on the couch like nothing happened.

After that, the danger became part of it. Required for the thrill.

Another time, Monday morning. Connor texted while I was in bed with David. Seven AM. David still asleep beside me.

"Need you."

I typed back one-handed. "Lunch. My place."

But lunch felt too far away. Too predictable.

At eight-thirty, David left for work. I texted Connor immediately.

"Now. Your place."

"Fuck yes."

I threw on a dress. Nothing underneath. Took the stairs down.

Connor opened the door before I could knock. Pulled me inside. Kissed me hard against the door.

"You're not wearing anything under that," he said. His hand sliding up my thigh. Finding nothing but bare skin.

"Saves time."

He groaned. Lifted the dress. His fingers found my pussy. Already wet.

"Mmm," I moaned softly.

"Bed," I said.

We barely made it. He pushed me down onto his mattress. Yanked the dress up around my waist. My breasts spilled out of the low neckline when I arched my back.

"These fucking tits drive me crazy," he groaned. Pulled the dress down. Freed them completely. Leaned down and sucked a nipple into his mouth.

"Mmm, yes," I moaned. "Don't stop. Ahh."

He sucked hard. His hand between my legs. Fingers pushing inside me. Pumping.

"I need to fuck you," he said against my breast.

"Then do it."

He stripped fast. His cock hard and ready. Climbed over me. Pushed inside in one thrust.

"Ahh, god," we both groaned.

He fucked me hard. My legs wrapped around his waist. My breasts bouncing with each thrust. He couldn't take his eyes off them.

"You're so fucking hot," he panted. "So perfect. Nngh."

"Harder," I gasped. "Fuck me harder."

He grabbed my breasts. Used them for leverage. Squeezed hard while he pounded into me.

"Ohh, fuck, yes!" I cried out.

"I love making you scream," he groaned.

"Then make me scream louder. Ahh!"

He did. Fucked me until I came. Until I was actually screaming. His hand moved to cover my mouth.

"Neighbors," he panted.

I bit his palm. He groaned. Thrust harder.

"Unngh, I'm gonna come," he gasped.

"Fill me up."

He slammed deep. Stilled. His cock pulsing inside me. Hot cum flooding me.

"Ahh, fuck," he groaned.

We lay there breathing hard. His cum leaking out around his cock.

"You're going to get me evicted," he said.

I laughed. "Then we'll have to be quieter."

But we never were.

Another afternoon. Wednesday. I needed to put some boxes away in our storage unit. The basement was empty. Quiet. David was working from home. Conference call scheduled for two PM.

I was moving a box to the back of my storage cage when I heard footsteps.

Connor appeared at the end of the row. Carrying a bike tire.

We both stopped. Stared at each other.

"Hey," he said.

"Hey."

The basement was deserted. Dim lighting. Concrete walls. No cameras down here.

His eyes traveled down my body. I was wearing a sundress. Thin fabric.

"Your husband home?" he asked quietly.

"Upstairs. Conference call in fifteen minutes."

We stared at each other. The air between us electric.

"We shouldn't," he said.

"No. We shouldn't."

Neither of us moved. Then I stepped toward him. He dropped the bike tire. Met me halfway.

We collided. His mouth on mine. Hard and hungry. His hands went to my breasts. Squeezed them through the thin dress.

"Mmm," I moaned into the kiss.

"Fuck, I need you," he groaned.

"One minute. That's all we have."

"I can work with that."

He spun me around. Bent me over a storage crate. Flipped my dress up around my waist. Yanked my panties down.

"So fucking wet already," he groaned. His fingers sliding through my folds.

"Stop talking. Fuck me."

I heard his zipper. Then his cock pressed against my entrance. He pushed inside in one thrust.

"Ahh, yes," I gasped.

He fucked me hard and fast. No buildup. No foreplay. Just urgent need. His hands gripped my hips. Pulled me back onto his cock with each thrust.

"Unngh, god, your pussy feels so good," he groaned.

"Harder," I panted. "We don't have time. Mmh."

He pounded into me. The storage crate scraped against concrete. His fingers dug into my hips hard enough to bruise.

"Ohh, fuck, yes!" I moaned.

"Quiet," he hissed. But he didn't slow down.

I bit my lip. Tried to stay quiet. Failed. The sounds echoed in the empty basement.

"I'm gonna come," he gasped. "Fuck, I'm close. Nngh."

"Do it. Fill me."

Three more hard thrusts. Then he groaned. "Ahh, shit!"

His cock pulsed inside me. Cum flooding me. I clenched around him. My own orgasm hitting fast.

"Mmm, ohh," I whimpered.

He pulled out immediately. We both straightened. Fixed our clothes in silence.

"That was insane," he breathed.

"I know." I pulled my panties up. His cum already leaking into them.

"Go," I said. "Separately."

He grabbed the bike tire. Left first.

I waited thirty seconds. Then walked back upstairs. Let myself into my apartment. David's office door still closed. Muffled voice on the phone.

I went to the bathroom. Cleaned up quickly. Changed panties. By the time David's call ended ten minutes later, I was sitting on the couch with a book.

"Get your boxes put away?" he asked, coming out of the office.

"Yep. All done."

That night David touched me in bed. His hand on my breast. Gentle. Familiar.

"You seem happy lately," he murmured.

"Do I?"

"Yeah. Relaxed. It's nice."

His hand moved lower. Between my legs. Found me wet.

He made love to me. Slow and tender. His usual way.

But my mind was in that basement. Connor's hands rough on my hips. His cock pounding into me. The thrill of almost getting caught.

David came inside me. Rolled off. Fell asleep with his arm around me.

I lay there in the dark. Connor's cum still dried on my thighs from this afternoon. David's cum fresh inside me now.

Two men. Same day. Neither knowing about the other.

The compartmentalization was perfect. Complete.

And I felt nothing but satisfaction.

––––––––
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MARCUS STARES AT ME across the water. Steam curls thick between us. His jaw works. Processing everything I just told him.

"You're going to keep seeing him." Not a question. A statement.

"Of course." I lean back against the tub's edge. Let my arms spread along the rim. The movement makes my breasts float higher in the water. The wet red bikini clings to every curve. "Why would I stop?"

He doesn't answer. Just watches me. His dark eyes travel from my face down to my chest. Linger there. Snap back up.

"Does it ever get old?" he asks. "The lying?"

I consider the question. Take a slow sip of wine.

"No," I say honestly. "The lying is part of what makes it good."

"That's fucked up."

"I know." I smile. "But it's true. The danger. The compartmentalization. Knowing I can have both. That's what I need."

Silence stretches between us. Water bubbles. Jets hum. The cold January air makes my skin prickle where it's exposed above the waterline.

Marcus hasn't moved closer. Still sits maybe two feet away. But the tension between us feels physical. Heavy. Like something I could reach out and touch.

He shifts position. His hand grips the tub's edge. I can see the conflict playing across his face. Everything I've told him tonight. Every confession. Every graphic detail. It's all there in his expression.

And so is his arousal. The bulge in his swim trunks visible under the water. Undeniable.

I arch my back slightly. Stretch. The movement makes my breasts push forward. I know exactly what it looks like. What he's seeing.

His breathing changes. Deeper. More deliberate.

"Why are you telling me all this, Joanna?" His voice comes out rough. "Really."

The question I've been waiting for. The one that matters.

I hold his gaze. Let the moment stretch. Steam rises between us. Stars scatter across the black sky overhead. We're completely alone out here. Have been for hours.

"Because I want you to understand who I am," I say quietly. "Before you make your choice."

His jaw tightens. "What choice?"

I let my eyes drop. Deliberately. Slowly. Down his chest. His stomach. To the obvious bulge straining against his wet swim trunks. I hold my gaze there for three full seconds.

Then back up to his face.

"You already know," I say.
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Silence. Heavy and electric. The water bubbles around us. Steam rises thick into the black sky. Marcus doesn't move. Doesn't speak. Just stares at me with those dark eyes, jaw tight, breathing controlled but heavy.

I stand.

Water streams down my body in sheets. Droplets cling to my breasts, run down my stomach, over the curve of my hips where the red bikini sits low. The cold air hits my wet skin and I shiver. Not from cold. From anticipation.

His eyes track every inch of me. The way my heavy breasts sway slightly as I move. The water streaming between them. The outline of my hard nipples pressing against the thin wet fabric. Down to my stomach. My hips. My thighs.

I move through the water toward him. One step. Two. The distance between us disappears.

He doesn't back away. Doesn't tell me to stop. Just sits there, tension coiled in every muscle, watching me approach like prey watching a predator and knowing exactly what's coming.

I reach him. Stand between his spread legs. Water laps at my thighs. His face is level with my breasts. I can see his jaw working. The way his hands grip the edge of the tub so hard his knuckles have gone white.

"Joanna..." His voice comes out rough. Strained.

I don't let him finish. I swing one leg over his lap. Then the other. Straddle him in one smooth movement. My knees press against the bench on either side of his hips. My weight settles onto his thighs.

The hard length of his cock presses against me immediately. Thick and insistent through the wet fabric separating us. I can feel every inch of him.

His breath catches. His hands come up automatically, hover near my waist but don't quite touch. Like he's still trying to maintain some last thread of control.

I take his wrists. Place his hands on my breasts. Press them there.

"Touch me," I say quietly.

His fingers tighten. Grip the soft heavy weight through wet fabric. His breathing is ragged now. Uneven.

I lean forward. Press my breasts harder into his palms. Water sloshes between us. My mouth finds his ear.

"I've been waiting for this all night," I whisper. "Watching you watch me. Seeing you get hard while I told you about all those men. All those cocks inside me."

His hands squeeze harder. Kneading. A low sound escapes his throat.

"Nngh," he groans softly.

I pull back just enough to look at his face. His dark eyes are almost black in the dim spa lighting. Pupils blown wide. Jaw clenched so tight I can see the muscle jumping.

"Marcus," I say his name deliberately. Let it hang between us.

Then I kiss him.

Not gentle. Not tentative. Hard and claiming. My mouth crushes against his. My tongue pushes past his lips without asking permission.

For half a second he's frozen. Still trying to hold onto whatever restraint he has left.

Then he breaks.

His mouth opens under mine. Kisses me back just as hard. Just as hungry. His tongue meets mine, hot and aggressive. One hand slides from my breast to the back of my neck, fingers tangling in my wet hair, gripping, holding me exactly where he wants me.

"Mmm," I moan into his mouth.

The kiss deepens. Becomes desperate. Months or years of faithful marriage dissolving in seconds. I can taste it on him. The surrender. The moment he stops thinking and just wants.

His other hand stays on my breast. Squeezing. Kneading through the thin red fabric. His thumb finds my nipple through the bikini top. Rubs circles over the hard peak.

I moan into his mouth. The sound swallowed by our kiss.

"Mmm, god," I breathe against his lips.

His hand slides to my back. Finds the tie of my bikini top. His fingers work at the knot.

I break the kiss. Pull back just enough to meet his eyes.

"Do it," I say.

He yanks the string. The bikini top loosens. I reach behind my neck, untie the second string, and let the red fabric fall away completely.

My breasts spill free. Heavy and full. Nipples hard from cold air and arousal. They hang inches from his face.

"Fuck," he breathes. His eyes locked on them. Hungry. Reverent.

I arch my back slightly. Offering them to him.

His mouth finds my left breast immediately. Hot and wet. He sucks my nipple between his lips, hard enough to make me gasp. His hand cups my right breast, squeezing, kneading the soft flesh.

"Oh god," the words escape before I can stop them. "Ahh!"

His teeth graze my nipple. Then bite down just hard enough to ride the edge between pleasure and pain. I moan. My hips roll forward automatically, grinding against the thick length of his cock.

"Mmm, yes," I gasp.

He switches to my other breast. Sucks and bites while his hand continues working the first. Rough. Demanding. Like a man who's been starving and finally gets to eat.

My hands find his hair. Wet and thick. I grip it, pull slightly, holding his mouth against me.

"That's it," I breathe. "Touch me like you've been wanting to all night. Ahh."

His hand slides from my breast down my side. Over the curve of my waist. My hip. Then between my legs.

His fingers find the edge of my bikini bottoms. Slip underneath the wet fabric.

I'm soaking. Not from the hot tub. From hours of confession and buildup and watching him get harder with every story.

His fingers find my pussy. Stroke through my folds. I'm slick and swollen and desperate.

"Feel what you do to me," I whisper against his ear.

Two thick fingers push inside me without warning. I cry out, the sound too loud in the quiet night. His thumb finds my clit. Presses hard. Circles.

"Fuck, Marcus! Ahh!"

His mouth releases my breast. Finds my neck. Teeth scraping skin. His fingers pump deeper. Faster. The wet sound obscene even with water sloshing around us.

"Nngh, oh god," I moan.

I ride his hand. Grinding down onto his fingers. Chasing the pressure building low in my stomach. His thumb works my clit in steady circles.

"You're so wet," he growls against my neck. "So fucking wet."

"For you," I gasp. "All night. Watching you, ahh, watching you try not to touch yourself. Mmm."

He curves his fingers. Hits that spot inside me. Stars burst behind my eyes.

"Oh fuck! Nngh!"

I'm close. So close. Water splashes over the edge of the tub. My nails dig into his shoulders. My hips moving faster. Desperate.

"That's it," he breathes. "Come on my fingers. Show me."

The command breaks me open. The orgasm hits hard and sudden. My whole body goes rigid. Pussy clenching around his fingers. I bite my lip to keep from screaming. Taste copper. The pleasure crashes through me in waves.

"Ahh! Oh god! Mmm! Yes!" I cry out.

He works me through it. Fingers pumping. Thumb circling. Drawing it out until I'm shaking.

"Nngh, fuck," I whimper.

Finally it subsides. I collapse against his chest. Both of us breathing hard. His fingers still inside me.

Slowly he pulls them out. The loss makes me whimper.

"Mmm," I sigh softly.

I lift my head. Look at him. His pupils are blown. Jaw tight. Breathing ragged. The evidence of what we just did written all over his face.

"Joanna..."

I press my finger to his lips. Stop him before he can say whatever he's about to say. Before guilt or reason or his wife's name can ruin this.

"Not here," I say quietly.

I can feel his confusion. His cock is still rock hard against me. His hands still on my body.

I lean close. Whisper against his ear.

"Your wife is upstairs. My husband is upstairs." I pause. Let that sink in. "But there's a front desk in the lobby. Takes ten minutes to get a room."

I pull back. Meet his eyes.

"I'll wait here until 1:50." I glance at my waterproof watch. 1:35. "Fifteen minutes. Come back with a key card," I let my hand trail down his chest, his stomach, over the obvious bulge straining against his swim trunks, "or don't come back at all."

Silence. Just water bubbling. His breathing. Mine.

Then I stand. Climb off his lap. Water streams down my naked breasts. I don't bother putting the bikini top back on. Just hold it in my hand.

I settle back on the opposite bench. Arms spread along the edge. Breasts bare. Meeting his eyes across three feet of churning water.

Waiting.

Marcus stares at me. His chest rising and falling. Water dripping from his dark hair down his stubbled jaw. Those deep brown eyes locked on mine, searching for something. Permission maybe. Or absolution. Or just one last reason not to do this.

I don't give him one.

I just sit there. Arms spread along the tub's edge. Breasts bare and gleaming wet in the spa lights. Meeting his gaze without flinching. Without shame. Letting him see exactly who I am. What I'm offering. What this will make him.

His jaw works. Muscles flexing. The internal war playing out across his face.

Then something shifts. Some final thread of resistance snapping.

He stands abruptly. Water cascades down his body. His erection strains obscenely against his wet swim trunks, thick and obvious and impossible to hide. He doesn't even try.

He grabs his towel from the edge of the tub. Wraps it around his waist. The white terry cloth tents immediately. Anyone who sees him will know exactly what state he's in. What he's about to do.

He doesn't look at me. Doesn't say a word. Just turns and walks quickly across the deck toward the hotel entrance. His footsteps fast and purposeful on the wet stone.

I watch him go. Water streaming down my body. Cold air raising goosebumps on my exposed skin. My nipples hard peaks. Heart beating steady and slow.

He reaches the glass doors. Pushes through without hesitation. Without looking back.

The doors swing shut behind him.

Gone.

I'm alone.

Steam rises thick around me. The jets hum and bubble. Stars scatter across the black sky overhead. The night is quiet except for the water and the distant sound of traffic from the highway.

I lean back against the edge. Let my head tip back. Eyes on the stars.

My watch reads 1:37.

Thirteen minutes.

I close my eyes. A slow smile curves my lips. That predatory curve I've worn all night. The one that says I know exactly how this ends.

He'll come back. Of course he will.

I've seen that look on men's faces a hundred times. A thousand. The moment they stop fighting what they want. The moment they choose the thrill over the vow.

Marcus Chen. Forty-one. Architect. Married fifteen years. Good man trying to be faithful.

Until tonight.

Until me.

The jets cycle off. Sudden silence. Just the gentle lap of water against tile. My breathing. The night air cold on my wet skin.

I don't bother putting my bikini top back on. It floats somewhere in the water beside me. No point. He's seen everything now. Touched everything. Tasted everything.

In thirteen minutes, twelve now, he'll have everything else.

I think about his wife Amy sleeping upstairs. Blonde and petite and trusting. Kissing his cheek goodnight. Sweet and innocent.

I think about David three floors up. Passed out and snoring. My faithful, loving husband who thinks I'm down here relaxing. Unwinding. Being the good wife.

Neither of them knows.

Neither of them will ever know.

That's the beauty of this. The perfection. Marcus and I will fuck in whatever room he's booking right now. Hard and desperate and guilty. He'll come inside me thinking about his wife. I'll come thinking about the risk.

Then we'll go back to our separate rooms. Our separate lives. Our separate spouses.

And in the morning we'll smile politely over breakfast. Strangers again.

That's how this works. That's how it always works.

I open my eyes. Check my watch.

1:45.

Five minutes.

The smile on my face widens.

Steam curls around my bare shoulders. Water laps at my breasts. The gold ankle bracelet catches the light, David's gift from our fifth anniversary. Seven years ago. Still there. Still on my ankle while I wait for another man to come back and fuck me.

The irony never gets old.

I shift position slightly. Feel the lingering ache between my legs from Marcus's fingers. The wetness that has nothing to do with the hot tub. My body already anticipating what comes next.

Somewhere inside the hotel, Marcus is at the front desk. Fumbling for his wallet. Handing over a credit card. Taking a key. His hands probably shaking. Heart pounding. One last chance to turn around. Go back to his room. Climb into bed beside his wife and pretend this never happened.

But he won't.

They never do.

1:48.

Two minutes.

I settle deeper into the water. Let the heat wrap around me. My naked breasts float at the surface. Heavy and full. Still sensitive from his mouth. His teeth. His hands.

The glass doors will open any second. He'll walk back out. Key card in hand. Eyes dark and decided. No more hesitation. No more questions.

Just want.

I close my eyes again. Tip my head back. Let the steam curl around my face.

Who wouldn't come back?
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 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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