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The hotel room was too big for one person. Beige walls, heavy curtains drawn tight, the faint hum of the air system. I sat on the edge of the bed with my phone in my hand, the screen lighting my fingers. My husband had texted thirty minutes earlier asking how the keynote went. I typed half a reply, erased it, and set the phone face-down on the comforter.
My body wouldn’t sit still. I kept smoothing my skirt over my thighs, then tugging it back into place, then stopping myself because I knew exactly why I kept touching my legs. The feeling had been creeping up on me since dinner with the team, a slow burn in the pit of my stomach. It made no sense. I wasn’t that kind of woman and I never had been.
But being alone in a hotel room far from home, it was a new sensation in so many ways.
I stood and walked toward the mirror. The overhead light caught the line of my collarbone, the rise of my chest under the thin black top I’d worn all day. Nothing revealing. Nothing meant to draw a pair of eyes. I reached up and unhooked the clasp at the back of my neck, letting the fabric fall forward as I stepped out of it. My skin tightened at the sudden air.
I opened the closet. My fingers slid along the hangers, stopping at the short red dress I’d packed without thinking. I had tossed it in beside the sensible blouses, telling myself it was just for the hotel pool bar if the team ended up doing drinks. I held it against my body and stared at the mirror again.
It clung in all the right places. My stomach tightened just looking at how it shaped my hips. I pulled it on slowly, adjusting the straps, smoothing the hem down my thighs. It felt dangerous. It felt wrong. My pulse climbed just from that wrongness.
My phone buzzed. My husband’s name lit the screen.
“Hey,” he said when I answered.
I stood in front of the mirror, looking at myself while he talked. “The conference stuff ran long,” I said. “I’m thinking of getting a drink downstairs.”
“At the bar?” he asked. “This late?”
“It might help me wind down.”
He laughed softly. “Have one for me.”
I swallowed. “I might.” My voice sounded thinner even to me.
“Wear something warm,” he said. “You always freeze in hotel lobbies.”
I touched the strap of the red dress. “I’ll be fine.”
“You tired?” he asked.
“Not really. That’s the problem.” I laughed.
I could hear dishes in our kitchen back home. The normal sounds of our life. I pressed my thighs together lightly. “I’ll call you once I’m back up here.”
“Okay. You need your rest,” he said. “You work too hard.”
“I know.”
When I hung up, I set the phone on the dresser and stared at my reflection again. I ran both hands slowly from my hips to my waist, steadying myself, feeling how alert my body had become. The urge wasn’t fading. It was building. I grabbed my jacket, hesitated, then left it hanging. The red dress looked better without anything covering it.
I opened the door, stepped into the hallway, and felt the rush of what I was doing hit me hard. I heard my heels before I felt them. Each step along the hallway carpet struck quiet, but the echo still reached my ears. I looked down as I walked, checking my dress again. The hem swayed just above my knees. The neckline felt lower with every step. The elevator was past three rooms and a corner turn. My heart thudded harder with each one.
This wasn’t me. I told myself that again, in the voice I used when I made lists or booked flights. Married. Professional. Straight-laced. A woman who organized office potlucks and got compliments on her tone in meetings. I didn’t even flirt back when the bartender at our regular place gave me the discount. I smiled, wore my ring like armor, and made sure nothing about me invited the wrong kind of attention.
So I shouldn’t have shaved before this trip. Shouldn’t have packed the red dress. Shouldn’t have stood in the mirror earlier wondering what kind of underwear to wear.
And still I had.
The elevator doors opened before I touched the button. Two older men stepped out, laughing about something. One glanced at me. Just a glance. But it made me suck in a breath like I’d just done something criminal. I stepped inside and hit the button for the lobby. The doors closed with a hum.
I stood facing the mirrored wall. My arms at my sides, fists clenched. I could see the shape of my body in the reflection, how the thin stretch of fabric followed every line, how my hips didn’t lie even when my mouth would.
There was a second when I almost pressed the button again. Back to my floor. Out of this. A laugh, a text to my husband, a story about how I saw a creepy guy and got spooked. I could climb into bed and scroll my phone and feel the usual kind of safe.
But I didn’t press anything.
The elevator dropped.
At the bottom, the doors opened to soft music and the smell of citrus and liquor. The hotel bar curved off the main lobby, low lighting and booths spaced just far enough apart to hide inside. I walked slowly. Not toward anyone. Just toward the room. I had never entered a bar alone before.
I told myself I was curious. Just a peek. A drink to settle myself. No one even needed to talk to me.
The host was wiping menus. He looked up and smiled. “Evening.”
I smiled back, too fast. “Just one.”
He nodded toward the back. “Bar’s open seating.”
I walked that way, heartbeat in my throat, not sure how I looked from behind, but knowing how I felt. I didn’t pick the first stool. Or the second. I took the third from the end, closest to a mirror behind the rows of bottles. Close enough to see myself again.
I didn’t recognize the woman adjusting the hem of her red dress in the reflection.
The bar wasn’t busy. A man in a navy polo scrolled his phone two stools down. A couple laughed softly in a corner booth. The bartender glanced at me, then came over, drying his hands on a black cloth.
“What can I get you?”
I looked past him at the shelves. “Just white wine.”
He nodded and turned. I exhaled. My palms were warm. I tucked one under my thigh.
The mirror behind the bar caught everything. The way I sat a little straighter once he walked away. The way my dress lifted when I crossed my legs. I stared at my reflection and told myself I only came here to prove how harmless this urge was. How it didn’t control me.
But I worked my ring off my finger.
I let myself imagine what kind of man would sit beside a woman that looked like me. If I were that kind of woman, that is, the kind that would come down to the bar alone. I pictured someone older, maybe. Direct. Someone who didn’t ask if he could buy me a drink, just did. Someone with a voice low enough to make me lean closer. I imagined what he might say. How I’d laugh too loud, then apologize. How I’d brush his hand away when it got too close, but not right away. Let it linger just long enough to send the wrong message.
The bartender returned with the glass. I took it from him, careful not to touch his fingers.
“Room charge or tab?”
“Room,” I said.
“Last name?”
I told him. He nodded and left again.
I took a sip. Cold, a little dry. It gave me something to hold. Something to do with my mouth besides speak.
I looked at my phone. Opened the home screen. Nothing new from my husband. I tapped his name just to see the chat log. My last message: Heading down for a drink. Love you.
That was enough, I told myself. I was being honest. I hadn’t said where I was sitting or what I was wearing or that I had shaved. None of that was a lie. It just wasn’t shared.
A man walked past behind me toward the lobby. I saw him in the mirror. Broad shoulders, light stubble, a pressed dress shirt open at the collar. I didn’t turn. Just noticed.
Another sip. My thighs pressed closer. Not for anyone else. Just my own reaction. Just a physical response. Meaningless.
I told myself to stay for ten minutes. Just long enough to finish the glass. If someone approached, I wouldn’t engage. If someone stared too long, I’d leave. That was the rule.
But part of me wanted to test it.
So I uncrossed my legs and crossed them again, slower. I looked around the bar. Just glances. Not searching.
Then I shifted slightly, letting my hair fall to one side, exposing my neck. I took another sip of wine and didn’t look at the mirror this time.
I told myself I needed the bathroom. Just a quick break, nothing more. The wine had gone straight to my head anyway. I slid off the stool, walked the path I’d memorized the second I sat down. The sign was tucked down a side hallway, past conference doors and the elevators.
Inside, the lighting was too flattering. Soft overhead bulbs, long mirror, clean counters. I stepped into the stall first, just to keep the excuse intact, but I didn’t really need to go. When I came out, I washed my hands slowly and caught my reflection in the mirror above the sink.
The red dress still fit like a secret. My face didn’t match it yet.
I opened my purse and pulled out the small makeup pouch I kept for long days. I didn’t wear much normally. I didn’t need to. But tonight I unscrewed the gloss and leaned in, brushing a little over my lips, then smoothing it out with one finger. My mouth looked fuller.
“Just refreshing,” I told myself aloud, voice soft in the empty room.
I touched up under my eyes. Blended. Checked my teeth.
Then I adjusted the neckline of the dress. Just a touch. A little lower. Not ridiculous. Just enough to follow the line of my chest without cutting it off. I smoothed it down again over my stomach, pulling the fabric into place across my hips. It had ridden up slightly when I sat. It would again. That was fine. I’d be careful.
I brushed a hand over my hair. Not to style it, just to make sure it hadn’t flattened in the back. That was all. I even laughed at myself under my breath. But the laugh didn’t sound right.
I told myself these were all things I’d do anyway, even if I weren’t alone. Even if I had no reason to care. Even if there wasn’t the faintest chance someone might be watching.
Still, I turned sideways and checked my silhouette.
Still, I adjusted the back strap of my bra so it sat smoother under the dress.
Still, I reapplied a tiny dab of perfume from the roller tucked at the bottom of my bag.
And when I opened the door to step back out, I didn’t hesitate.
The hallway felt quieter. The sound of the lobby dimmed behind thick carpet and walls, but I could hear it coming back to me, the low music, the glasses, the conversation. I walked slowly. The bar felt more familiar now, something I was used to.
I paused in front of a piece of abstract hotel art. A framed print that meant nothing. I stared at it like it mattered, just long enough to pretend I wasn’t thinking about who might have walked in while I was gone. Just long enough to wonder if anyone had noticed me leave, or looked for me when I wasn’t in the seat anymore.
Then I turned and started back down the hallway, heart knocking hard against my ribs.
Back at the bar, my stool was empty. My wine was where I left it, condensation gathered at the base of the glass. I slid back onto the seat and crossed my legs slowly, acutely aware of how my skin brushed the inside of the dress.
I hadn’t meant to stay longer. One glass. That was the rule.
But the top-up was only half the price. And I was already here. And if I left now, it might look strange. Like I’d been waiting for someone and gave up. That wasn’t the image I wanted to leave in anyone’s mind. Not that I cared what they thought. I just didn’t want to look out of place.
The bartender passed again. “Still good?”
I nodded, smiling faintly. “Perfect.”
He moved on. My heart had steadied a little, but something else had taken its place, an alertness that wouldn’t go away. I felt my skin more sharply, my breath lower in my chest. I shifted on the stool and looked around again, but not because I wanted anyone’s attention. I just needed to be aware of who was here.
A man had come in. Sat three seats over. Dark blazer, no tie. Neatly trimmed beard. Maybe a little younger than me. Maybe not. He was watching the game on the overhead screen, his drink untouched. He hadn’t looked my way yet. Or maybe he had while I was gone.
I told myself it didn’t matter.
But I took a slow sip, letting the stem of the glass rest between two fingers a beat too long before setting it down again.
None of this meant anything, of course. I was just playing a game with myself, playing dare.
I wasn’t inviting anyone. I wasn’t here to meet anyone. It was just an exercise. A way to prove that I could be near the flame without letting it touch me. That I could dress like this, sit like this, feel like this, this pull inside me, and still go back upstairs unmoved.
I uncrossed my legs. Crossed them the other way.
I glanced at my phone and texted my husband again.
Still here. Pretty quiet bar. Winding down.
That covered me. That made this okay.
I imagined what it would feel like if the man said something. Just hypothetically, I mean. If he leaned in and asked where I was from. If his voice was low enough that I had to turn my face toward his. If his eyes dropped for just a second to the neckline of my dress before coming back up again.
I imagined it just to feel how wrong it was.
When I saw him shift slightly in his seat, my stomach clenched in anticipation.
I told myself I needed to know. Not just guess. Not just circle the question in my head. I needed to be certain I could handle temptation. That it was just in my imagination. A flicker, not a fire.
I turned slightly in my seat. Just enough to catch his eye if he happened to look up from the TV. But he didn’t. Or maybe he was pretending not to. My chest felt tighter. My thighs pressed together, this time because I was trying to still something in myself. A low pull that didn’t come from guilt, or fear. Yet there it was.
I picked up my glass, sipped again, and this time when I set it down, I shifted on the stool and let the hem of my dress rise higher than I should’ve allowed.
That’s all it was, though. A test. If no one noticed, then it didn’t count, right?
But if someone did, if someone’s eyes landed there and held for even a second, then I would know exactly what kind of woman I wasn’t. I would know I could endure that and still say no. Still walk away.
I felt warm. Wired. I took another sip of wine and held the glass against my lips, my eyes drifting toward the man still seated three stools down.
He was looking at me now.
I picked up my phone. My fingers hovered for a second before I typed.
Wish you were here with me.
I didn’t add a winking emoji. I didn’t say anything loaded. I just needed him to respond right away. To remind me. To cut through whatever had gotten into me tonight. I stared at the screen, waiting for the typing bubble.
A minute passed. Then two.
When the message came in, it read:
Long day. I’m beat. Love you.
That was it.
I blinked. Read it twice. My lips parted a little, the air cool against my teeth.
He wasn’t wrong. That was our life. He worked hard. I did too. We didn’t need fireworks. We were solid.
But something in me sank low at how easy it was for him to be distant. How safe I felt to him. How far away he was from the heat building inside me now.
I set the phone face-down again.
I glanced across the bar. The man was still watching. Not openly. Not aggressively. But there was weight in his gaze now, the kind that tests if you’ll meet it or look away.
So I looked back.
Just for a second. Just long enough to prove I could.
That second stretched longer than it maybe should’ve. My chest tightened again, not from nerves now, but from something darker. Curiosity? Hunger?
I turned my stool an inch toward him. Just one. My finger traced the rim of my glass.
What would it feel like to let this go one step further? To say something first? To hold his eyes a beat longer than necessary. To let him believe, even for a moment, that I wasn’t quite so unreachable.
Is this what women feel when they do that? Or do they always tell themselves it’s just the air, just the night, just a passing thought?
Is this how it starts?
I brushed a piece of hair behind my ear, skin tingling where my fingers touched. The hem of my dress was too high again. I didn’t fix it. I stayed like that, legs crossed, shoulders back, chest lifted, lips damp from wine.
I told myself I’d still leave alone, of course. Of course!
But I wanted to know what it would feel like to be wanted in that specific way. Not as a wife. Not as someone’s partner. Just as a woman who walked in alone and made herself seen.
My heart pounded as I shifted again, this time turning my whole body slightly toward him. Not enough to speak. Not yet.
He stood.
Not in a rush. Not careless. He took his drink and stepped one seat closer. Then another. Then the one beside me. Not a word yet. Just presence. I felt it before I saw him clearly, the heat of someone deciding something.
I didn’t look up right away. I reached for my wine and sipped like nothing changed. My hand trembled slightly at the base of the glass. He didn’t say anything, not at first. He sat down, set his drink gently on the bar, and let a second pass.
Then: “You don’t usually get women like you in this place.”
I laughed under my breath before I could stop it. “Is that right?”
He laughed too at his own ironically corny line.
He smiled. “You’re not here for the convention, I can tell that.”
“Not exactly,” I said, still facing forward. My voice didn’t sound like mine. It was steadier. It surprised me.
“I figured.” He took a drink. “The dress gave it away.”
My eyes met his now. “What about it?”
“It’s not for business.”
My pulse jumped.
I let the silence fill the space between us. It wasn’t awkward. But it was charged. I could feel how close he was. The warmth of him. I could smell his cologne, light but sharp. I didn’t lean in, but I didn’t pull back either.
“What brings you here?” I asked.
He didn’t answer right away. “You don’t want small talk.”
I flushed. “I didn’t say that.”
“You didn’t have to.”
My mouth was dry. I glanced down, just briefly, then looked back up. “You’re very sure of yourself.”
“No,” he said, eyes steady. “Just reading the moment.”
My fingers tightened slightly on the wine stem. I hadn’t moved away. I hadn’t told him no. I hadn’t ended this. Is this what those women do?
That’s when I realized, I was letting it happen.
I could still stop it. But I wasn’t going to. I wanted to see how far it would go. I told myself I needed to know.
He reached for a napkin from the bar, and his forearm brushed mine, bare skin, light contact. I didn’t flinch. I didn’t even move. My skin tingled from it.
“You staying here?” he asked.
My lips parted, breath catching. I didn’t answer. Wasn’t it obvious?
He looked at me, slower now, from my face down to my bare legs, back up.
“You’ve got the look of someone deciding whether to ruin something,” he said.
That hit me hard, hit me too close to home. I stared straight ahead. “I’m just having a drink.”
He let that hang. “Me too.”
I felt his knee shift under the bar. Close enough now that if I moved even slightly, they’d touch. I didn’t move.
I thought I’d roll my eyes. I thought the first thing out of his mouth would be clumsy or obvious and I’d smirk, excuse myself, and head back upstairs with a story to tell myself about how silly I’d been.
That was the plan. Let someone try. Laugh at how far off the mark he was. Use it as proof that I didn’t belong in this kind of scene.
But I wasn’t laughing. His voice was calm. His timing was slow. He didn’t crowd me, didn’t lean in like he was owed anything. He spoke like someone already confident I wouldn’t walk away. And what caught me off guard, what shook something loose, was how right he was.
I wasn’t repelled. I wasn’t amused. I was drawn in.
He shifted his knee again. Mine brushed it. I didn’t move. I sat perfectly still and let that contact register all the way down.
“I figured you’d laugh,” he said, not looking at me now, just watching the shelves behind the bar.
“Why?”
“Because isn’t that what a woman like that would do? Pretend they’re out of reach. Pretend they’re shocked anyone would even try.”
“And I’m not?”
He turned toward me slightly. “You’re still here.”
I looked at him fully now. His jaw was tight. His collar open just enough. He had a little stubble, but not like he was trying to look rugged, more like he hadn’t bothered to shave since morning. His hands looked steady. I noticed them without meaning to.
I shifted again. Our legs touched longer this time. Still no movement.
He nodded toward my glass. “Let me get your next one.”
“I’m not, ” I started, then stopped. I was. I was staying. That much was obvious. I wasn’t going anywhere.
I exhaled. “Okay.”
He signaled the bartender.
I should’ve stopped it right there. Paid for my drink, said goodnight, disappeared into the elevator, and left this whole thing as nothing but a strange memory I never told anyone.
But I didn’t. Because this wasn’t funny. It wasn’t some cartoon version of seduction I could brush off. He wasn’t saying anything outrageous. He wasn’t even trying that hard.
And that’s what scared me. Because it was working.
I thought there’d be some dramatic moment. Some clear, red-line decision where I’d either say yes or no and feel the weight of it right then.
But this wasn’t like that.
This was a thousand tiny steps. Barely noticeable. Each one just close enough to feel, just small enough to excuse.
The second glass had just been set down when someone from his company, I guessed, based on the badge, stepped over and clapped him on the shoulder.
“Didn’t know you were still here,” the man said. “We’re heading to the lounge. You in?”
He glanced at me, then back at the guy. “Maybe in a bit.”
The man looked at me briefly. I gave the smallest nod, pleasant, distant. Nothing to see here. Just two strangers at a bar. Nothing decided yet.
“Suit yourself,” the guy said, and walked off.
He turned back to me. “Sorry about that.”
I used it. “Actually. that’s probably my cue.”
I picked up my clutch, smooth and unhurried, and slid off the stool. “It was nice talking.”
His expression shifted. Curious, unreadable. “That’s it?”
I smiled. “That’s all she wrote.”
I walked past the host, through the lobby, to the elevator with even, quiet steps. I didn’t rush. I didn’t let anyone see what was happening inside me. Not until the doors closed and I was alone with my reflection in the mirror.
My hands shook as I pressed my floor number. My knees felt loose. I didn’t understand it. I’d gotten away. I hadn’t done anything. I’d shut it down. But I wasn’t calm. I wasn’t proud. I was buzzing.
Inside my hotel room, I kicked off my heels and paced once from the door to the window and back. The air felt thick. My hands tingled from where they’d gripped the bar. I went to the bathroom, turned on the light, stared at my reflection. The makeup. The dress. My lips still glossy, my chest still flushed.
I told myself I’d passed my little test. But it didn’t feel like I won. It felt like walking away from a fire and realizing you wanted the burn.
I sat on the edge of the bed. Then stood. My whole body jangled with restlessness. My thighs wouldn’t stay still. I pulled the dress off and stood in my underwear, then pulled it back on. I turned off the bathroom light. Stood in the dark for a moment.
I picked up my phone. No messages. I turned it face-down, and walked back to the door.
Each step felt like a dare. My mind screamed at me to stop, that I had already escaped, that I had nothing to feel guilty about.
But my hand was already on the handle. I opened the door. Slipped out. Let it glide closed behind me.
I pressed the elevator button a thousand times to make it come before I changed my mind.
The lobby looked the same, but it came to me differently now, as though I floated in a self-propelled dream. The hum of conversation. The polished floors. The warm lighting along the bar. I didn’t hesitate. I walked straight in, head high, steps steady, scanning before I even reached the edge.
He was still there. Same seat. Drink half gone. When he saw me, he didn’t smile, didn’t say anything, he just watched.
I slid back onto the stool beside him.
“Forgot something?” he said.
I looked forward, not at him. “Not exactly forgot.”
He turned toward me. I could feel the shift in his posture.
“I thought you left.”
“So did I.”
“And then?”
I exhaled. “I changed my mind, didn’t I.”
His voice dropped. “About what?”
I turned to him now. I let my eyes stay on his. “About testing myself.”
I saw it in his jaw, the way he leaned just an inch closer.
“I thought you said you weren’t that kind of woman.”
“I though I did too.”
He reached for his drink, took a slow thoughtful, calculating sip, and set it down. He turned toward me fully now, one arm coming down to rest on the back of my stool, casual and close. His knee touched mine, and this time not by accident.
“You’re shaking,” he said.
I was. But just slightly. “It doesn’t mean I’m going to do anything.”
He nodded. “Doesn’t mean you won’t.”
I stared at the bottles behind the bar. I could feel the heat pooling in my chest, down my stomach, lower too. Every inch of my body was coming awake. My heart thudded in my throat. I wasn’t drunk. I wasn’t being manipulated. I remained fully conscious.
I swallowed hard. “I just want to feel something. I didn’t know what.”
His voice came steady. “And now you do?”
I didn’t answer.
He leaned in. His voice came closer to my ear. “You came back down for a reason.”
I closed my eyes for a second.
“I don’t want to be that person though.”
“Then go,” he said quietly. “Right now.” He meant it.
And I could’ve. I could’ve stood, walked back upstairs, left it behind for good. But I didn’t.
My thighs pressed together. My hands clasped tight in my lap. I looked at him one more time.
I couldn’t get my breath, not in a panicked way, just tight in my chest, like everything I’d kept locked up had risen too fast at once. I was burning everywhere. My thighs, my chest, the back of my neck. My skin felt too tight, prickly. The dress clung in places I knew the effect. My heart pounded so hard it made me lightheaded.
He wasn’t touching me. He wasn’t saying anything. It was worse than that. Because all the pressure was inside me now, it was all from me and on me.
I stared at my wine glass that I slowly spun in place. I hadn’t touched the wine since I came back down. My fingers hovered over the stem, but I didn’t pick it up. I didn’t need another drink. I needed something else.
He watched me. Quiet. Present. Just there, waiting, not pushing, not coaxing. But available. Like all I had to do was turn and say the word.
Was it really this easy? Was this how it happened?
You build a life, a marriage, a reputation, and one night in a quiet bar with the wrong dress and the wrong feeling in your chest, and it can all break because a stranger simply waited long enough?
I felt my mouth open slightly, but I didn’t speak. I wanted him to ask. I wanted him to offer me the escape, the reason to say yes. But he didn’t. He wouldn’t.
“I don’t know what I’m doing,” I said quietly.
He looked up at me. “Yeah, you do.”
I swallowed. My legs pressed tighter. My fingers curled around the edge of the bar.
“I’m not the kind of woman who does this though.”
He nodded, just once. “You said that already.”
“I meant it.”
“I know.”
I turned my head. Our faces were close now. I could smell him again, his skin, his clothes. My body leaned toward him.
“But I came back down,” I whispered.
He didn’t answer. Because there was nothing left to say.
I looked down once, saw how close our knees were, how my dress had inched higher, how one shift would let his hand touch my bare skin.
He stood. No words. Just a shift of his weight, the glass left behind, his hand brushing the bar as he moved away.
And I followed.
I didn’t decide it. I just stood as well. My legs carried me before I told them to. I felt the movement like I was watching from somewhere just behind myself, like my body had stepped out ahead and left my mind to trail behind and watch.
He didn’t look to see if I was coming because he knew I was.
We crossed the lobby, not side by side, but a single file by about 10 feet. He walked ahead like that, and I let him. The elevator opened just as he reached it. He stepped in. I followed. Alone inside, we still said nothing.
The doors closed. The floor numbers lit up.
I heard my own breathing louder than anything else. I could feel the pulse between my legs, an ache now, an urgency I’d never known. My fingers curled at my sides. My mouth remained parted. I couldn’t swallow. I couldn’t speak.
He didn’t touch me. Not yet. But I felt him already. What this meant, what this would be. The inevitability of it had a weight inside me. It pressed down on me in the best, and worst, way.
This wasn’t a mistake I could rewind from. It was already happening.
The strangest part was how calm I felt inside the storm of it. My nerves had burned away. What was left was pure sensation. The soft hum of the lights above us. The floor numbers counting up. The tension in his shoulders as he stood still, letting the moment build.
When the doors opened, he stepped out. I followed, a strange but familiar floor, that strange effect of hotels.
Same unhurried pace as before, same distance, too. His room was halfway down the hall. He pulled the key from his pocket, slid it through the reader, opened the door.
It clicked closed behind me, and the room swallowed us up.
Muted light spilled from a fixture above the desk. The bed was made, the comforter dark and smooth, untouched. A jacket was draped over the chair, a pair of dress shoes by the wall. His suitcase was open on the bench at the foot of the bed, clothes folded in neat stacks. I didn’t look too long at any of it.
I was too aware of my own body. My skin buzzed. My thighs felt bare even though the dress still covered them. I shifted my weight from one heel to the other, and the slight sound of the floor under my shoes made me flinch.
He walked to the dresser and set his phone down. I didn’t speak. My hands hung loose at my sides, then gripped my clutch tighter. I could feel the shape of my lipstick inside, my room key, the folded receipt from my second drink. My palms were damp. Evidence, all of it.
He turned toward me and watched me a moment. Never in a rush, he stepped forward slowly. I felt my pulse jump, but I didn’t back away. I didn’t move at all.
His hand lifted, slow, steady, and reached for the strap of my dress. He didn’t tug it. He let his fingers rest there first, the pressure barely real.
I let my clutch fall to the chair.
He watched my face. His thumb slid under the strap and guided it down my arm. It didn’t drop all at once. It dragged over my skin, hesitant, delayed. His other hand lifted the opposite strap. I exhaled as both slid down off my shoulders.
The dress stayed up on its own, barely, a moment. He didn’t touch it. His hands dropped to his sides. He was watching to see if I’d stop him, pull my dress back up.
But I didn’t. I reached up, gathered the dress at the top, and let it fall.
It slid down my body slowly, catching slightly at my hips before dropping to the floor around my feet. The air hit me everywhere all at once. My nipples tightened, bare under the thin bra. The fabric of my underwear pressed close between my legs, suddenly too much and not enough.
He stepped closer. There were still no words. His hands hovered just near my bare waist, not touching yet. He let time stretch until I leaned forward, not even consciously, and closed the space between us.
His hands landed on my hips. Firm. Certain. I remember feeling thankful for that. I breathed in sharply, my body locking into place like it had been waiting for that exact moment to come alive.
His hands moved slowly over me, not testing boundaries, but claiming them. He held my hips firmly, his thumbs brushing the curve of my stomach, his fingers resting just above the line of my underwear. I stood still and let him explore me. My breathing was uneven, shallow at first, then deeper as the heat between us took shape. I could feel how hard I was pressing my thighs together, how aroused I already was from being seen, handled, stripped without a single word of persuasion.
He stepped closer. The fabric of his shirt brushed my chest, barely touching me, and still it made me gasp. His mouth hovered near mine, close enough to taste my breath, but he didn’t lean in. He just stayed there, his nose grazing my cheek, his hands still holding me in place, while I stood barefoot on his carpet, half-naked in a stranger’s hotel room, my heart pounding like it couldn’t keep up.
When he kissed me, it wasn’t soft or exploratory. It was certain, like the way he held me, too.. His lips found mine and pressed firmly. He didn’t ease in. He didn’t ask. He just did it. I felt the pressure all the way down my spine, the way his hand slid around my lower back, pulling me in tight to him. My arms went around his neck on instinct, the contact finally breaking whatever resistance I thought I still had left. I opened to him, let him take control of my mouth, let the tension in my shoulders collapse as my body leaned fully into his.
He kissed me like a man who knew what he was doing. Not careful, but not sloppy, either. Just direct. Skilled. Focused entirely on me. His tongue moved slow at first, then deeper, fuller, his hand rising up my back, fingers sliding into my hair. My skin burned where he touched me. My legs felt unsteady, not from nerves anymore but from how turned on I was, how badly I wanted him to keep going.
He pulled his mouth from mine and moved to my neck. He kissed below my ear, then lower, down to the top of my chest. His hands moved again, one at my side, the other at the center of my back, guiding me back a step toward the bed. I let him steer me. My knees brush the edge of the mattress.
He looked at me once, his eyes dark, searching my face. I met his gaze without flinching.
Then he dropped to his knees in front of me. He knelt, his hands coming to my thighs, warm and steady. I stood still, legs just slightly apart, every inch of my skin alive. He ran his hands upward along the outsides of my legs, slow and strong, tracing the shape of me with complete control. When his thumbs reached the crease where my hips began, he looked up once, just to read me. I didn’t say anything. My body had already answered.
I couldn’t believe I was here. I couldn’t believe this was real, that I was standing half-naked in a man’s hotel room, a man I hadn’t known an hour ago, a man who now had his hands under the band of my underwear and was sliding them down over my hips like it was always going to happen. I didn’t stop him. I couldn’t. I was too far gone.
And it wasn’t just the physical part. It was the fact that I was doing it. That I was actually letting this happen. That I’d wanted it. The wrongness of it made it hotter, sharper, clearer.
The risk didn’t push me away, it pulled me deeper in. Every voice that had told me I’d never do something like this was gone. I was drowning in sensation, in the weight of his hands, in the heat building between my legs, in the electric thrill of knowing I’d passed the point of no return and had no interest in turning back.
He pressed his mouth to my hipbone, kissed me there, then lower, his breath so hot on my skin that my knees almost buckled. I brought a hand to his shoulder to steady myself. My fingers gripped his shirt. My head tipped back slightly, my mouth parting as the air left my lungs.
I had never felt anything like this. Not just the contact, though that was already more intense than I imagined, but the knowledge that I wasn’t supposed to feel it. That I had someone at home. That this would shatter something I could never repair. And still I wanted more.
I didn’t care if it made me someone I wouldn’t recognize later. I cared about what I was feeling now.
I wanted him to keep going. I wanted to feel what came next. I wanted to forget everything except the way his mouth was moving down my skin, the way his hands were gripping the backs of my thighs, spreading them wider, pulling me closer.
I’d come up here thinking I was testing myself. I reached down and touched his face. My fingers traced the edge of his jaw, rough with stubble, the texture sending a jolt straight to my stomach. I slid my hand into his hair, tugged gently, not to direct him but to feel the weight of his head in my grip. He kissed the inside of my thigh, just above the knee, then higher, his lips hot and slow and deliberate. My breath stuttered out of me. I wasn’t just letting this happen, I was doing it. Guiding him. Offering myself.
The room was warm, but my skin felt cooler in places where the air touched it. My bra strap was still around one arm, twisted from when I dropped the dress. I slid it off, then reached behind and unclasped the band, letting the straps fall and the cups part from my chest. The brush of air on my nipples was sharp, almost too much. I cupped them both for a second, gently, more to feel my own hands there than to cover myself. My palms grazed the tips, already stiff, already aching. I let them go and stepped out of the small pile of dress and underwear at my feet.
He looked up at me, still kneeling, and I saw the way his eyes traveled. He watched the sway of my breasts, the way my stomach moved with each breath, the way my thighs tensed as I shifted. I didn’t cover anything.
Instead, I stepped forward, straddled his thigh, and lowered myself until I felt the hard line of his body still trapped beneath his pants. I rolled my hips against him, the friction dizzying. The fabric was coarse under me, and I felt everything, every seam, every shift, the blunt pressure right where I needed it. My body arched forward, my arms wrapping around his shoulders, and I kissed him, deep, open-mouthed, hungry. Not careful. Not measured. I devoured his mouth.
His hands found my back, then my hips, then down to my ass, squeezing hard, pulling me tighter into him. I moved against him with slow, deliberate rhythm, grinding just enough to make my thighs tremble, to make a sound catch in my throat. His mouth left mine and moved down, kissing the side of my neck, his tongue flicking lower, trailing heat between my breasts. I tangled my fingers in the collar of his shirt, then started working the buttons loose.
I wanted his skin. I wanted to feel his chest against mine, no barrier. I wanted the weight of his body pushing me back onto the bed, his hands on my wrists, his mouth everywhere.
He rose just enough to guide me back toward the bed, his hands firm on my hips as I stepped with him. The backs of my knees met the edge, and I let myself down slowly, never looking away from him.
The sheets were cool against my back as I lowered myself, arms propped behind, legs still bent over the edge. He stayed standing for a moment, undressing without a word. His shirt came off first, then his belt, the soft clink of the buckle sharp in the silence. I watched the lines of his chest, the movement of his shoulders, the way his forearms flexed as he pulled off his pants. My breath was coming too fast, but I didn’t try to calm it. I just lay back and opened my legs wider.
He knelt between them. His hands slid up from my knees, palms flat, slow and steady, up the insides of my thighs. He didn’t rush. He didn’t tease. He touched me like he’d been here before, like he already knew what I needed.
When his mouth found me, I made a sound I didn’t recognize, something soft and strangled and broken all at once. His tongue was warm, wet, precise. He didn’t flutter or dart or fumble. He tasted me, deeply, with full strokes, with rhythm, with pressure. His lips wrapped around the most sensitive part of me, and he sucked, not gently, not tentative, but like he knew exactly how to undo me.
My head dropped back against the mattress. My hands found the sheets and gripped hard. I had never felt anything like this. Not from my husband. Not from anyone. My legs shook. My back arched. I gasped, and the sound only seemed to make him go harder, slower, deeper. His hands held me open, anchored me, and he worked me with his mouth like he wanted me to fall apart on his tongue.
I did.
It built fast. My thighs tensed around his shoulders, my hands flew to his hair. I tried to slow it, to hold it back, but it was no use. My body took over completely. I moaned again, louder this time, my voice breaking as my climax hit. It wasn’t soft or clean or controlled. It ripped through me, unstoppable, everything tensing at once and then shattering into pleasure so sharp I thought I might cry.
And still he didn’t stop.
He kept licking, kept sucking, kept his rhythm steady until I collapsed, twitching, gasping, my body unspooled across the bed.
He stayed between my legs, mouth sealed to me, tongue moving in slow, deliberate strokes that pushed me higher again before the first wave had even faded. My thighs were still trembling, my muscles slack from the force of the orgasm, but the pressure he kept building didn’t give me a chance to come down. I felt each flick of his tongue as something separate, something alive, something that sent a full-body shiver straight through my spine.
His lips stayed parted around the most sensitive part of me, sucking softly now, teasing me to the edge of pain and right back into heat. I gasped, twisted, tried to close my legs, but his arms were locked around my thighs, keeping them spread.
His hands slid down behind me, strong palms gripping under the curve of my ass, lifting my hips slightly, angling me to his mouth like he wanted me deeper, fuller against his tongue. The new position made it sharper, made every movement of his mouth feel heavier, more invasive, more overwhelming. I wasn’t thinking anymore. I couldn’t. My mouth was open but no words came. Just breath, small helpless sounds, the soft whimpering noise of a woman being completely undone.
I had never known I could be touched like this. I had never known a man could stay locked to me like he was feeding, like he didn’t need to come up for air, like giving me pleasure was the only thing he cared about. His tongue moved in slow circles now, spreading the wet heat across every inch of me, then dipped again, firmer, dragging upward in a long, flat stroke that made my hips buck.
My hands clawed at the sheets, at his shoulders, at my own thighs, I didn’t know where to put them. I felt my heels pressing into the bed, lifting my hips into his mouth even harder. I couldn’t stop grinding against him.
He moaned into me, deep, low, deliberate. The vibration sent a jolt through my core so hard I cried out, my whole body tightening.
I felt the next orgasm building faster than I could hold it back. My muscles clenched, my stomach fluttered, my hands went to his hair and held tight. I could feel my body giving way to it, spreading, opening, shaking.
“Please,” I whispered, not knowing what I was asking for. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”
He didn’t. He held me there, open and shaking, his mouth locked on me as my second climax ripped through me harder than the first. My vision went white. My whole body arched off the bed, thighs shaking against his arms, toes curled, breath caught in my chest.
It didn’t end. It just kept rolling, waves of heat, pressure, overwhelming sensation, my body completely his, completely out of my control.
I wasn’t in the room anymore. I was somewhere else entirely, drifting just outside myself, floating in the pulse and pull of what he was doing to me. Every nerve was tuned to a single point. My skin was nothing but sensation.
My mouth stayed open, but I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t beg, couldn’t form words, couldn’t even breathe right. My body had taken over completely, hips rolling up into his mouth like I was starved for him, like I needed him deeper, harder, forever.
His mouth never lost rhythm. Every stroke of his tongue pushed me further from reason, from control, from anything I used to understand about myself. His hands held me firm, one under each thigh now, spreading me wider than I thought I could handle. I couldn’t believe what I was letting him do to me. I couldn’t believe how much I wanted it.
No one had ever done this to me. No one had ever kept going this way, like he needed to see me come apart again and again just to believe it was real. His tongue moved in steady, reverent circles, then dragged long and flat and deep, then pressed in with sudden pressure that made my head fall back, my neck arch, my legs kick involuntarily. I moaned out something broken, loud, raw. It echoed off the hotel walls, but I didn’t care. There was no shame, no filter, no part of me holding anything back.
He moaned again, long, low, guttural, his mouth sealed around me as he sucked with full lips, tongue moving just enough to drive me wild, and that vibration pushed something through me I didn’t know I had left. My whole body tensed again. My hips bucked hard against his face. I felt my hands dig into the sheets, into his shoulders, into anything I could find to ground myself as it ripped through me a third time.
This one broke me. It shattered something quiet and private inside me and replaced it with pure fire. My climax hit in thick, pulsing waves that made my thighs spasm, my toes curl, my chest seize. I gasped and whimpered and shook. My vision blurred. My head spun. I wasn’t myself, I was something primal, flushed, taken.
And still, he didn’t stop. He stayed with me through it, his mouth slowing only slightly, coaxing, soothing, keeping the rhythm as I twitched and trembled beneath him. His lips dragged one last time over me, slow and wet, tongue giving a final gentle flick that made me gasp sharply, thighs jumping.
Then he kissed the inside of one thigh. Then the other.
And only then did he lift his head.
I lay back, bare against the sheets, my body still twitching from aftershocks, my chest rising and falling with shallow, uneven breath. I could feel my pulse in places I’d never felt it before, between my legs, behind my knees, in my fingertips. My skin was sooth and hypersensitive. Every shift of air over me made me gasp again. My thighs were still parted. My mouth hung open. I was drained.
And yet, I didn’t want it to be over.
He rose from between my legs, his lips glistening with me, his chest flushed, his eyes dark with hunger. I met his gaze, and something inside me clicked, slow, hot, deep.
I pushed up on my elbows, then sat fully upright, legs folding under me as I moved to my knees. My body still trembled, but the trembling wasn’t weakness anymore. It was something else. I reached for him, his shoulders, his chest, the thick line of muscle across him. His skin was hot under my palms, firm and solid and real. I dragged my nails down his sides and watched the way his breath hitched.
“Let me.”
He didn’t move.
He didn’t stop me.
I pressed him gently until he sat on the edge of the bed. Then I dropped down to the floor, knees sinking into the carpet. I took him in with my eyes first, his thighs spread, his cock heavy and full and so close I could smell the arousal on his skin.
My hands ran up from his calves to his knees, then higher, slow and firm, loving the way his legs tensed beneath my touch.
I had never wanted to do this like this before. Not like this. Not with the same kind of hunger, not with the sense that I needed it to feel whole again.
I wrapped one hand around the base of him, slowly, squeezing just enough to make him exhale sharply. I brought my mouth close and hovered there for a moment, letting my breath wash over him, watching him twitch from the nearness. I licked once, just the tip, just a flick of my tongue, then again, slower, longer.
His head fell back. I felt a jolt of power run through me, a rush that spread hot under my skin. I flattened my tongue and dragged it up the underside, then down again, slow and wet and unbroken. I wrapped my lips around the head and took him into my mouth an inch at a time, working my tongue as I sank deeper, my hand stroking what I couldn’t reach yet.
He let out a sound that wasn’t a word. Just breath, sharp and hot.
I kept my mouth just around the tip at first, lips firm, tongue circling with slow, wet pressure. I could taste the salt of him already, new, clean, male. My tongue flattened, tracing a slow lap across the underside, then curled again around the head, tracing the sensitive edge where it met the shaft. I sucked gently, letting the seal of my lips create a pull, then released with a soft pop, letting air cool the wet skin before taking him again.
His hands tightened on the edge of the mattress.
I looked up at him through my lashes and saw it, his mouth parted, his chest rising faster, his head tilted back just slightly. The muscles in his abdomen had gone tight, the lines sharper. I let one hand stroke him from the base upward, thumb tracing the ridge as I moved in time with my mouth. My other hand cupped his thigh, gripping gently, grounding myself against the heat of his body. I could feel the twitch in him, how close the edge was, how much control he was already losing.
I pushed down farther, taking him deeper into my mouth, keeping the pressure even. I breathed through my nose, lips stretched wide around him, tongue pressed low and flat beneath the shaft, letting the full weight of him glide in. I held there, the head nudging the back of my throat, my fingers wrapped tight around the base, stroking in time with each bob of my head.
His hand moved, fingers threading through my hair, not to control, not to force, just to hold. Just to feel.
I moaned around him. The vibration made his hips jerk.
“Fuck,” he breathed.
I pulled back slowly, dragging my lips over him with suction, tongue swirling again as I reached the tip. I let it rest there, teasing with the lightest flick, then kissed it, deliberate, slow, soft. I ran my hand down the length again, twisting slightly at the base before stroking up, milking him, drawing a deep grunt from his throat.
I did it again. And again.
My tongue moved like it had memory, like it knew exactly what each motion did to him. I licked up the side, then down again, then flattened and dragged across the tip, circling the slit, tasting everything. My lips slid over him, slow and wet and hungry. I was ravenous for the way he sounded, the way his thighs tensed beneath my palms, the way he looked down at me now with eyes glassy and jaw tight.
He was shaking slightly. Just his legs at first. Then his breath.
I went deeper again, slowly, until the head pressed back where I could feel it throb. I held him there, swallowing softly around him, then pulled back with a long, smooth stroke of my mouth and hand combined.
His grip tightened in my hair. I kept him there, just under, just shy, just on the wrong side of surrender. My mouth moved slow again, lips wrapped around the tip, tongue pressing and swirling in lazy circles while my hand stroked the rest of him with even rhythm. I could feel how hard he was, how swollen, how close. His breath had gone ragged. The muscles in his abdomen tensed every time my hand twisted at the top. Still, I didn’t speed up. I didn’t let him tip.
I wanted him to need it like I needed it. I wanted to watch him fall apart the way I had.
He let out a groan, low and frustrated, hips twitching under my hand. I gripped tighter at the base and pulled back, kissed the tip slowly, once, twice, three times, each with a flick of my tongue against the slit.
“Jesus,” he muttered.
I smiled against him, lips brushing the head, then dragged my mouth down the side of the shaft, tongue tracing the thick vein along the underside. I kissed low, near the base, then back up again, sucking harder this time, taking him deeper, slower. My hand worked in time. My breathing stayed measured. I watched his reactions like a study, his fists tightening on the edge of the bed, the way he stopped breathing for a second when I hit the right angle.
When his hips lifted again, trying to push more of himself into my mouth, I pulled back just enough to deny him, to make him wait.
“Fuck, don’t stop,” he said, barely above a whisper, his voice hoarse.
“I’m not stopping,” I said softly, licking the tip again. “I’m keeping you right where you kept me.”
I wrapped both hands around the base now, twisting gently in opposite directions, letting my lips and tongue do less, making the sensations sharper, more frustrating. I could feel how hard he throbbed, how close his body was to breaking, but I didn’t speed up. Not yet.
I flattened my tongue against him and took him deep again. My throat opened just enough to hold him there, swallowing around the head once, twice. He cursed under his breath. I moaned softly, the vibration making him shudder, but when I pulled back, I went slow, teasing again, flicking my tongue lightly around the edge, then trailing down with my lips open, dragging heat over every inch.
I stroked him once, hard and slow, then again.
He gritted his teeth. His head fell back. His thighs were trembling now, barely holding still under my hands.
I kissed him again at the tip, slowly, watching his face.
“I want you to feel everything,” I whispered, breath hot against him. “But not yet.”
He looked down at me, jaw tight, chest rising fast. He nodded once, desperate, silent.
And I began again, mouth open, tongue warm, hands steady, pulling him right back to the edge.
I felt it happen.
One second I was in control, guiding him, dragging him higher, and the next, his hand tightened in my hair, hard. His other hand closed around my wrist, firm and final, pulling me off of him with a sharp breath and a sound that was half growl, half gasp.
He stood fast, towering over me now, his cock flushed and dewy from my mouth, still twitching. I looked up at him, breathless, not sure what he was going to do.
He pulled me up by the wrist, rougher than I expected, not cruel but certain, like something inside him had broken loose and wasn’t going back.
He turned me with a push of his hand at my shoulder, spun me toward the bed, and bent me forward over it in one fluid motion. I gasped, caught myself on the mattress, my knees against the frame. I started to look back at him, but I felt his hand at my lower back, pressing me down.
My chest dropped into the sheets. I was fully naked. Every inch of me exposed. His hands dragged down my sides, over my ass, then gripped it hard, spreading me with both palms as he knelt behind me. I couldn’t think. I could barely breathe.
Then I felt his tongue again, wet, relentless, licking from behind with a hunger that made me cry out into the sheets. He teased me from below this time, mouth firm, tongue moving slowly between my lips, then flattening against my clit from underneath in long, strong laps. His hands held my hips tight as I writhed against his face, legs shaking, breath coming in gasps.
“Oh my god,” I whispered.
He didn’t let up.
My body felt like it was burning, like I’d been held open and devoured all over again, but it wasn’t just what he was doing. It was how. The way he touched me now. The way he used me. I had never let anyone do this before, take me like this, rough and greedy, no softness, no filter, no care for anything but pulling more from me than I even knew I had.
I should’ve felt ashamed. Instead, I moaned again, louder this time, letting my sound fill the room. His fingers gripped harder, digging into my skin, and his mouth kept moving, kept working me, kept pushing me right to the edge of something new. It wasn’t love. It wasn’t sweet.
He pulled back from me, breath hot against the back of my thigh, and I felt his hands leave my hips. For a moment I thought he was done, that he was going to let me catch my breath. But then I heard him spit into his hand, stroke himself once, and grab me hard by the waist, lifting me up onto the bed like I weighed nothing. I twisted under his grip, rolled onto my back, and before he could come down over me, I shoved him back hard with both hands against his chest.
It wasn’t playful. It was a challenge.
He stumbled, surprised, and grinned. I lunged. I pushed him back onto the bed and climbed over him, legs straddling his chest, hair falling wild around my face. His hands reached up to grab my waist but I slapped them away and pressed down on him with my thighs, grinding hard against his skin, leaving a streak of wetness as I moved up his body.
“You want rough?” I said, breath shaking. “Then take it rough.”
I grabbed his wrists and pinned them down beside his head, my palms flat over his, my arms locked. He was stronger than me, he could’ve pushed me off in a second, but he didn’t. He let me hold him there, watching me with something between shock and hunger, like he’d never seen a woman lose it like this. My hips rocked forward, dragging over his stomach, my clit throbbing with every move. I was already soaked, swollen, aching, wild.
He broke one hand free and grabbed the back of my neck, pulled me down into a kiss that was all teeth and heat and noise. I bit his lip. He pulled my hair. I laughed into his mouth and shoved my hand between us, grabbed his cock and stroked it once, twice, then lined it up.
“Wait,” he said, voice raw, “you . . . ”
But I sank down onto him in one hard thrust, cutting him off with a cry that echoed off the walls. My body clenched around him, full to the edge of pain, pressure building so fast I saw white.
We started moving together, fast, rough, every thrust another clash of hips, another loud slap of skin on skin. I rode him hard, hips slamming down, back arching, hands grabbing his shoulders, nails dragging across his chest. He sat up, arms around me, and flipped us over in one sudden motion, our bodies never breaking.
Now he was on top, pushing in harder. I wrapped my legs around him and clawed at his back. He growled something against my throat. I bit his shoulder. We rolled again. He landed flat and I climbed him like I was born for this.
There was no rhythm now, just chaos. Noise. Heat. Bodies crashing together, rolling, twisting, mouths everywhere, fingers bruising, hair tangled, the bed thumping against the wall. It wasn’t sweet. It wasn’t gentle.
He grabbed me again, both hands under my thighs, and lifted me off him like he couldn’t stand not being inside me another second. I wrapped my arms around his neck, legs around his waist, and he walked me back into the wall. My spine hit the drywall with a dull thump. I moaned into his mouth as he kissed me, hard and messy, both of us gasping, panting, not caring. His cock slid into me in one rough thrust, and I nearly screamed from how deep it landed, how much my body gave.
I clenched around him on instinct. He groaned through his teeth and slammed me harder against the wall.
My nails raked down his back. I didn't soften. I didn’t hold back. I grabbed the sides of his face and kissed him like I was trying to take something from him, biting, sucking, giving him everything in return. My hips rolled against him in tight circles, every bounce off the wall punching him deeper, harder. We were both sweating, snarling, eyes wide, lips coated.
He tried to pin my wrists overhead. I broke free. I turned, still locked around him, twisting my hips until he cursed and staggered back, and I shoved him toward the bed. He landed with a bounce and I climbed over him like an animal, straddling his thighs, gripping his cock and guiding him back in with one hard slide that made both of us cry out.
I rode him fast. I rode him hard. There was nothing delicate in it. My breasts bounced with every slam of hips. He grabbed them, squeezed, twisted. I moaned louder. I grabbed his throat, not choking, just holding, and felt him swell inside me when I did it.
He rolled again. We were wrestling now. Grabbing, flipping, mouths everywhere.
He bent my knee back over his shoulder, pushed in deeper. I yelped, gasped, bit his forearm. He pushed my face into the bed and held me there as he pounded into me from behind, and I came again, sudden, violent, back arched, fists knotted in the sheets.
He pulled out just in time, groaning like it hurt, his hand stroking himself as he exploded across my lower back, hot and thick and pulsing, his other hand gripping my ass hard enough to leave marks.
I collapsed onto the bed, shaking. He dropped beside me, chest heaving, his hand still on my sticky coated thigh.
I lay there for a moment, my chest still rising fast, skin flushed, legs trembling. He reached for me, lazy, warm, his hand sliding over my stomach, fingertips brushing my hip. I didn’t flinch, but I didn’t move toward him either.
It hit me all at once, what I’d done, what it meant, how I’d crossed every line I used to believe was solid.
I sat up slowly, brushing my hair back, my skin still sticky with sweat and his release drying against my back.
I didn’t look at him. I swung my legs off the bed, stood too quickly, nearly stumbling. My thighs ached. My chest was still bare. My bra lay somewhere on the floor.
He said something behind me. I didn’t catch it. Or maybe I didn’t want to.
I walked to the bathroom. The light was too bright. I closed the door behind me, pressed my palms to the cool counter, and stared at myself in the mirror. My lipstick was smeared. My hair tangled. There was a bruise forming high on my thigh and a red mark on my shoulder from where his teeth had caught me. I didn’t look like myself. I looked undone. Taken.
I cleaned up quickly, barely more than a wipe with a towel and water splashed over my chest. No time. No patience. I pulled my underwear up over shaking legs, stepped into the dress, yanked it into place. My bra I shoved into my clutch without putting it on. My heels were crooked near the door. I slipped them on, not caring if the straps were twisted.
When I opened the door, he was still on the bed. One arm behind his head. Watching me.
I didn’t meet his eyes. I didn’t speak. I gave him a tight smile, nothing more than a flick of lips, and a short wave of my fingers as I stepped backward out of the room.
“Hey,” he said, sitting up slightly. “You don’t have to.”
But I was already gone. The door shut behind me with a soft click.
The hallway was empty thankfully. I walked fast, head down, heels tapping too loud, the air suddenly too cold against my bare arms. I pressed the elevator button three times before it lit. My reflection in the doors looked like someone I didn’t recognize. Flushed. Dazed. Lipstick barely intact. No bra. My heart hammered in my chest as I stepped inside and hit my floor.
When I got to my room, I fumbled the keycard, dropped it, cursed under my breath. I swiped it again with shaking hands, got the light to turn green, pushed the door open, and slammed it shut behind me, leaned against it.
Only then, alone, did I let myself breathe. My knees nearly gave out. I leaned back against the door, clutching my bag, dress wrinkled, skin still throbbing.
The shower came on too hot at first, stinging against my skin, but I didn’t turn it down. I stood under it with my eyes closed, arms braced against the tile, and let the water crash over me. My legs still trembled slightly. Between them, I felt sore, raw in places I hadn’t known could ache. I ran soap over my body hard, over my chest, my thighs, between my legs. I scrubbed until my skin went red. But no matter how clean I got, the heat stayed inside me.
It just didn’t feel like regret. But it didn’t feel like triumph either.
I stepped out, toweled off quickly, wrapped it tight around me. My body looked the same in the mirror, pink from the heat, flushed from friction, but still mine. Still her. The woman who’d gone down to a quiet hotel bar for one glass of wine and come back a stranger.
I sat on the edge of the bed, towel tucked tight under my arms, and stared at my phone on the nightstand.
Should I call him? Should I tell him something? Tell him what, everything?
The thought of his voice made my stomach twist. Not because I didn’t want to hear it. But because I didn’t know if I could survive it. The way he’d say my name. The way he’d believe I was the same woman who’d left that morning. The one who kissed him goodbye. The one who said, I miss you already.
I reached for the phone with damp fingers. Just then, it lit up. His name. A message.
You still up?
I froze. My chest tightened like a fist had closed around it. My breath caught, and for a second I couldn’t move.
I stared at the message, blinking. It was simple. Nothing suspicious. Not even unusual. But in that moment, it felt like a knife.
I wiped my hands on the towel, heart hammering, and picked the phone up slowly. My thumb hovered over the screen. My fingers trembled for a second. Then I unlocked the screen and typed back, slowly, deliberately, keeping it short.
Yeah. Just winding down.
He read it almost instantly.
Long day?
I swallowed. My towel had gone cold against my skin. I lay back on the bed, phone above me, thumbs still moving.
Yeah. Exhausted. Just got out of the shower. Gonna crash soon.
None of it was technically false. But the shape of the lie, the absence of truth, felt too easy on my tongue. Like my body already knew how to protect me.
A few seconds passed. Then:
You’re amazing. You work so hard. Sleep well, okay? Call me in the morning.
I stared at the screen, that soft comfort folding around me like a blanket I didn’t deserve. My chest felt tight again. Not with guilt exactly, more like pressure. A swelling in my ribs I couldn’t exhale away.
Love you, I typed.
It sat there for a second. Then I hit send. His reply came almost immediately.
Love you too.
And just like that, it was done.
I turned off the screen and set the phone on the nightstand. The room was silent. My hair was damp against the pillow, my towel still wrapped around me, my body still carrying the imprint of someone else’s hands, someone else’s mouth. But the voice in my ear had been my husband’s. Calm. Trusting. Exactly the same as always.
I pulled the blanket up over me. I’d gotten away with it. The thought dropped into me like a stone.
I lay there in the dark, eyes open, legs curled up tight. My skin had stopped humming. My pulse had calmed. The quiet felt heavier now. Like it knew what I’d done even if no one else ever would.
But never again, I told myself.
It was a mistake. A one-time thing. I let it get away from me. It happened, it’s over, it won’t happen again.
I repeated it once, then again. Let it echo. But somewhere deeper, below the words, below the noise, I felt something stir.
Not regret. Not shame. Something else.
Something that knew I hadn’t said no. Not once. And that maybe, if the air felt just like it had tonight, and the room was just as quiet, and the dress fit just right again . . .
The kitchen smelled like garlic and something sweet from the sauce he’d been simmering. I was barefoot, wine glass in hand, leaning against the counter while he stirred at the stove. He wore the faded T-shirt I always liked, soft cotton, stretched at the collar, and he was humming to himself, some tune. It was peaceful. Normal. Domestic in a way that settles me.
“You’re spoiling me tonight,” I said, smiling.
He turned and gave me a wink. “You deserve it. You’ve been running flat out for weeks.”
He wasn’t wrong. I’d thrown myself into work, buried the whole thing under meetings and travel and deadlines. Buried it so deep I’d started to believe it really had been a one-off. A mistake that wouldn’t repeat.
He set the spoon down and walked over, kissed me on the temple. His hand slid lightly around my waist. “When’s your next trip again?”
I hesitated, just for a blink, then took a sip of wine.
“Next Thursday. Just two nights.” I glanced up at him. “Chicago this time.”
He nodded. “Same client?”
“Different branch,” I said easily. “Same pitch, same prep, different faces.”
“Sounds exhausting.”
I gave a little groan. “God, I hate these trips. Hotels. Planes. Late-night emails. I’d give anything to stay put for once.”
He smiled and kissed the corner of my mouth. “Come home quick, then. I’ll make you this exact dinner again.”
I laughed and leaned into him. “Deal.”
I held his gaze just long enough for him to see warmth, gratitude, love.
But not long enough for him to see the flicker behind it. Because the truth was, when I’d said I hated the trips, I wasn’t lying. But I wasn’t telling the truth either.
It was a certain kind of self hatred. The kind that lives alongside craving. The kind you feel when you burn your mouth and go back for another bite anyway.
I turned away, topped up my wine, and asked about the game he’d missed.
Thursday morning, my suitcase lay open on the bed, half-packed with what anyone would expect, pressed slacks, blouses that meant business, the same plain flats I always brought because they said I was sensible, grounded, too practical by half.
I folded a blazer, laid it flat, smoothed the sleeves.
Then I paused. Reached for the zippered pouch I kept at the back of the closet. It wasn’t big, just enough to hold a few small things that didn’t belong with the rest of my life.
I unzipped it and took out the dress. Tight, black, low. Still with the tags on. I hadn’t even let myself try it on when I bought it, just held it in front of the mirror in the dressing room, breath shallow, heart pounding, cheeks hot.
Now I folded it carefully and slid it between two blouses. I added the new heels, tall, strappy, nothing but nonsense.
Then the underwear. Lace. Delicate. More transparent than practical. I folded it smaller and tucked it deep into the corner pocket beneath my toiletries.
I stood there for a second, hands on the edge of the suitcase. This wasn’t what it looked like. It wasn’t about repeating anything.
It was a test. That’s what I told myself. Same as before. To prove I could be around temptation and resist it. To get close to the edge and still turn away, stronger. Just like last time, except this time I meant it. This time I knew better. I’d done it once, and I’d lived with it. I didn’t want that again. I wasn’t going to cross that line. Come to it yes, but learn how to turn away at the last second.
I was going to be strong.  The dress was just armor. The heels, a challenge. The underwear? That was just to remind myself what was possible, but that I could say no.
I zipped the suitcase closed and stood it upright beside the closet. In the mirror across the room, I caught my reflection, and quickly looked away.
I kissed him at the door, long and warm, my hands sliding up his back, holding him a little tighter than usual. He smelled like coffee and aftershave. Ordinary. Familiar. Safe. He smiled against my mouth, and I felt it all the way down my chest.
“Text me when you land,” he said.
“I will, and when I check in,” I whispered, brushing my thumb across his cheek before stepping back.
The driver opened the trunk. I watched my husband wave once as I climbed into the back seat. The door shut with a thump. The SUV eased away from the curb, and the house grew smaller in the rear window.
I sank into the leather seat, my bag beside me, the strap twisted in my fingers. My heart was beating too hard from that last kiss. But not because of what it meant.
The city moved past the windows in a blur of grey morning light. I shifted my legs slightly, crossing them, squeezing them together. A little too tightly. Heat sparked low in my stomach. The motion alone sent a ripple through me. The memory of the last trip hovered so close I could feel it in my skin.
The driver glanced at me in the mirror. I looked away quickly and adjusted my coat over my lap, pretending I was just getting comfortable. My breath hitched anyway. I could feel the pulse between my thighs, the pressure building in small, shameful waves.
I wasn’t touching myself. But my body remembered how it felt.
My thighs pressed again, tighter. The faint friction made a soft sound against the seat, and a warm rush rolled up through my stomach. I bit down on my lip and stared hard out the window, pretending I was fixated on the skyline.
It’s just nerves, I told myself. Just adrenaline. Just anticipation of a stressful trip. But I already studied the pictures of the hotel bar from their website. I already gazed at their drink menu. I already picked out where I’d sit this time.
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