
        
            
                
            
        

    The Smooth Descent 2

The hotwife chronicle of a good wife turned cheater

Laura Llyles

PMI
 




Copyright © 2025 Laura Llyles
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.






















The flight touched down just after noon, the wheels hitting the runway with a low rumble I felt through the armrest and into my ribs. I kept my hands folded over my stomach while the plane slowed, the overhead vents stirring the air across my collarbone. I’d dressed too nicely for the trip, a fitted black top under a soft blazer, slim trousers, heels I shouldn’t have worn for a travel day. I told myself it was because I had a client meeting later, but the truth was, a warm, steady pulse that had started the moment I tugged the zipper closed on my suitcase back home made me.
Chicago looked grey through the window, low clouds pressed along the skyline, traffic thick near the terminal roadways. I closed my eyes for a breath, then gathered my things and stepped into the aisle. The movement steadied me. The click of my heels across the jet bridge, the shift of my bag on my shoulder, the familiar routine of deplaning gave me something to focus on.
My phone buzzed as I reached the taxi queue, the vibration against my palm quick and warming.
“Made it in?”
I typed back one-handed while adjusting my bag strap.
“Just landed. Heading to hotel.”
“Love you,” he sent.
I hesitated, then wrote the same thing back. I tucked the phone into my coat pocket and tightened the belt around my waist before stepping into the cold air outside.
The hotel wasn’t far. Ten minutes, maybe twelve with traffic. The city blurred past the windows, people in coats rushing across intersections, the lake in the distance a flat sheet of steel. I kept my knees together, the hem of my coat brushing the tops of my thighs each time the car slowed. I kept glancing out the window, pretending to study buildings I’d already seen on the hotel website. My breath eased out slow each time I thought of the bar photos I’d scrolled through earlier, the lighting soft and warm, the seating tucked just enough for privacy.
When the car pulled up to the entrance, I stepped out with a small tightness in my chest. Not nerves. Anticipation. I knew this time what I was capable of. I knew what I could pull off.
I adjusted my coat, smoothed my hair, pulled my suitcase behind me on wheels that clicked over the tile floor of the lobby. The space was wide and bright, tall windows lining the far wall, warm light rising from strips along the ceiling. I walked toward the elevators with a steady stride, my heels making soft, sharp taps that followed me all the way from the entrance.
The room was spacious, clean, every surface polished. I set my bag on the armchair and opened my suitcase. The business clothes sat on top, folded neatly. I touched the edge of a blouse. Then moved it aside.
The thin red dress lay underneath, the straps curled, the fabric soft where my fingers pressed into it. My stomach tightened as I lifted it. The new heels were beside it, tall and strappy, barely appropriate for anything except the exact kind of trouble I told myself I should not be contemplating.
But I fixed myself up in the bathroom, and pulled the dress on. I slipped my feet into the platform pumps.
I took a long breath, picked up my keycard, and stepped back into the hallway. I told myself I was just getting the lay of the place, stretching my legs, shaking off travel fatigue. I walked to the end of the corridor, paused at the window overlooking the lobby, then turned toward the elevators again. The bar was down one level, off to the right of the main stairs. I’d already memorized the path.
I pressed the button and felt the same low flutter in my stomach. The doors opened. I stepped inside. The lights reflected off the silver paneling and caught the shine on my lip gloss. My pulse sat low and steady between my legs, an ache that came alive the moment the elevator began to descend.
The elevator doors opened onto the mezzanine, and the shift in temperature moved over my legs as I stepped out. I started down the carpeted stairs toward the bar. Voices rose from below, low and steady, the clink of glass, the soft hum of music that sat warm against the air. I kept my hand on the rail, fingers brushing the smooth metal, each step measured so I didn’t rush.
The bar stretched along the back wall, lit from beneath by a soft amber glow that made the bottles shine. People sat in small clusters, some in pairs, some alone with laptops or drinks. My eyes drifted across the room in a way I told myself was casual, even though I felt the slightest buzz inside me as I scanned each face. I wasn’t looking for anyone in particular, but I knew what I was hoping for.
I chose a seat at the far end, near a tall planter filled with deep green leaves. It gave me some privacy without hiding me completely. I smoothed my palms down my thighs before sitting. The leather cushion was cool at first, then warmed under my body. I crossed one leg over the other, angled slightly toward the room, and let my heel dangle lightly from my foot.
The bartender approached with a polished calm, wiping his hands on a folded towel. “What can I get started for you?”
"Chardonnay," I said, my voice steady as I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. "Anything light."
“You got it.” He gave a brief, easy nod and turned away.
I watched him go, then let my eyes wander again. Not boldly. Just enough. A man near the center glanced up as he lifted his drink, but his gaze didn’t linger. Another was speaking animatedly to someone across from him, his hands moving fast. No one seemed to be paying attention to me, yet I still felt the faint heat beneath my skin just from being seen, even if no one held the look.
The mirror behind the bar caught my reflection.  My top sat smooth across my chest, the neckline just low enough to soften my collarbones. I rested my elbow on the bar and traced the edge of a coaster with one finger. The movement calmed me, but it also reminded me how awake I was inside my body.
The bartender returned and set the glass gently in front of me. "Let me know if you need anything else."
"Thank you." I picked it up, the stem cool between my fingers, and took the first sip. The taste was crisp, just sharp enough to make me swallow slowly.
People came and went from the far side of the bar. A group laughed as they slid into a booth. A man in a suit loosened his tie as he ordered something darker than wine. I let the room settle around me, the warm lighting softening the air, the low music moving in steady waves.
I uncrossed my legs and crossed them again, slower this time, letting the fabric slide along my skin. The motion tugged gently at my body, a reminder I felt deep in my stomach. I shifted my hips slightly on the stool, not for attention, not yet, but to feel the dress press closer. I could already imagine the way it would cling when I stood up. The thought alone sent a soft pulse between my thighs.
I set the glass down and let my fingertips rest against the base. I didn’t look at the mirror again. I looked at the room. The door. The path someone might take to walk in. The path someone might take to come closer toward me.
The man walked in while I was taking another slow sip of wine, the stem resting lightly against my fingers. I felt the shift in the room before I looked up. A movement near the entrance caught my attention, a presence that seemed to take up more space than the doorway allowed. When I turned my head, the light was catching the lines of his wide  shoulders beneath a dark fitted shirt that clung across his chest.
He was taller than anyone else in the bar, broad in a way that made the air around him feel tighter. His skin was a deep warm brown, smooth, his jaw strong under a close-trimmed beard. He glanced once around the room, assessing it slowly, not rushed, not searching, just seeing. When his eyes moved over my end of the bar, my breath caught. It wasn’t a stare. It wasn’t even deliberate. It was just a passing look that still hit hard enough to chill the back of my neck.
He walked toward the bar with long, steady steps, his body moving with a calm that didn’t need attention. The bartender turned toward him before he even reached a stool.
He chose the seat two down from mine. Close. Not too close.
Just enough to make the air between us feel charged.
He sat with a slow, heavy exhale, resting one forearm over the bar. His hands were large, thick-knuckled, his fingers relaxed around the edge of the counter. He nodded once at the bartender.
"Whiskey. Neat." His voice was low, smooth, the kind that settles in your chest.
I took another sip of wine, but my hand wasn’t as steady as before. The glass trembled slightly, enough that I lowered it and folded one hand over the other on my lap, pressing my thighs together as I shifted on the stool. I glanced at the mirror without meaning to and saw the way my shoulders sat a little higher, the way my posture changed just from him being near.
My body was making my decision for me.
He didn’t look at me again right away. He took his drink, lifted it, and swallowed once. His throat worked in one slow motion, and something inside me tightened low, deep, and immediate.
I tucked a loose piece of hair behind my ear, then reached for my glass. I didn’t want to seem obvious. I wanted to breathe normally, to act like he was just another person in the bar. But my pulse had other ideas.
His voice came, not directed at me yet, but spoken into the space.
"Cold out there tonight."
The bartender laughed. "Chicago never forgives."
He gave a short nod, his attention still on his drink. But I felt the comment land between us anyway, like he knew I’d heard it, like he’d offered it for anyone who wanted to answer, or no one in particular at all.
I hesitated, then lifted my chin slightly and answered softly without turning.
"Didn’t feel too bad when I came in."
His head turned at that, slow enough that I felt the movement before I saw it. His eyes met mine in the mirror first, steady and dark, studying my reflection before he turned fully toward me. The look wasn’t aggressive. It wasn’t playful. It was assessing.
"You must run hotter than I do then."
I exhaled once, carefully, my lips parting just slightly. The warmth inside me pulsed again, stronger this time, catching at my breath. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I couldn’t believe I was capable.
I turned toward him fully now, resting my elbow on the bar. "Maybe so.”
His gaze moved over me, not rushed, not lingering too long anywhere, but thoroughly. It was the kind of look that tells you nothing escapes that man. When his eyes returned to mine, the air around my thighs felt warm.
He lifted his glass slightly. "Long day?"
I nodded once. "Travel always gets to me."
"Work trip?"
"Yep. Just got in."
He hummed low in his chest. "Yeah. I can tell."
My breath caught. “’How so?”
He didn’t look away. “It’s the way you’re sitting."
Heat rushed up my throat so quickly I had to look down at my wine to hide it. I crossed my legs, slowly, the motion deliberate now, the press of my thighs sending that familiar pulse through me. I could feel his eyes follow the movement. Not blatantly, not rudely, just interested. Curious and focused.
I lifted my wine and took a small sip.
His voice dropped a little lower. "You here for company or quiet?"
The question landed exactly where he meant it to. My fingers tightened around the stem.
I turned my head toward him, just enough for him to see the slight lift of my chin, the soft parting of my lips, the warmth rising at the base of my throat.
"I’m not sure yet."
His eyes stayed on mine, heavy and calm, and the corner of his mouth curved in the slowest hint of a smile.
“Maybe you’ll figure it out."
My stomach tightened. My pulse kicked. My legs brushed lightly as I shifted once more on the stool.
He took another sip of his whiskey, the glass resting heavy in his hand, and I watched the way his fingers curved around it. The movement was unhurried, confident, as though he always drank like this and always knew people noticed. My breath came out quietly, and I let my shoulders relax a little, easing into the moment without pretending I wasn’t affected by him. His presence alone pushed something warm through my stomach, something I wasn’t totally keen to hide.
He shifted toward me, turning his body enough that his knee angled in my direction. I lifted my glass and took a slower sip, letting the wine linger on my tongue before swallowing. When I set it down, his eyes followed the movement, and the heat in my chest deepened.
"You from the mid-west?” he asked, his voice a little lower now, the words sliding over the space between us.
"No. West Coast."
He nodded, eyes steady on mine. "I thought so."
"Why?"
His answer came after a heartbeat, quiet but certain. "You’ve got that rested look. Even when you’re tired. People here carry the city in their shoulders. You don’t."
I shifted my hips, the fabric of my dress brushing warm along my skin, and looked down at the rim of my wineglass before looking back at him.
"Maybe I’m hiding it well."
His mouth curved, slow and deliberate, and he lifted his glass in a small, knowing gesture. "Doubt that."
The bartender set a small bowl of nuts near us, and the man reached forward, grabbing a few with his long fingers. I watched his hand, the size of it, the controlled way he moved. It sent a small ripple of heat through the center of me. He noticed the direction of my glance but didn’t say anything about it. Instead, he leaned slightly closer, his shoulder angled toward mine.
"So what brings you to Chicago?"
I swirled the wine in my glass. "Work. Of course.”
He nodded. "Important work?"
I let out a soft breath through my nose, something between a laugh and an exhale. "Important enough."
He tilted his head, studying me again with that same even attention. "But not why you’re dressed like that."
My stomach tightened. "Like what?"
He let his gaze drop, slow and unapologetic, down the line of my body and back up to my face. “You’re dressed like you want to be noticed."
My pulse kicked hard. I uncrossed my legs, then crossed them again, the fabric catching lightly along the inside of my thigh. I could feel the heat spreading, steady and undeniable. I didn’t look away.
"Maybe so,” I said softly, my fingers brushing the stem of my glass.
His eyes stayed on me, heavy and warm. "Maybe we should find out."
I swallowed hard, the motion tight and low in my throat. "Find out what?"
He leaned in just slightly, not invading, just close enough that his voice sat directly against my ear.
"Whether you want company tonight, or something else."
The breath left my chest in one slow, quiet rush. I shifted on the stool, the movement small but enough to feel the pulse building between my legs.
I picked up my glass, more to give my hands something to do than to drink, and took another slow sip. When I set it down, he was watching my mouth.
His attention didn’t waver. He shifted on the stool, turning fully toward me now, one knee brushing lightly against my thigh. The contact was small, barely more than a touch, but my breath caught anyway. The warmth of his leg seeped through the thin fabric of my dress, a subtle pressure that made my stomach pull tight.
"You traveling alone?" he asked, voice even, not pretending to be casual.
“Yep.”
His eyes moved over me again, slower this time, staying at my chest a little too long before meeting my gaze. "You look like someone who doesn’t get many nights alone."
I exhaled through my nose, a quiet sound. “Oh, you have no idea."
That made him smile, broad, warm, real. "I think I’m getting one."
His knee pressed lightly into mine again, not by accident this time. My thighs tightened instinctively. I shifted in my seat, letting my heel hook on the rung of the stool so my hips angled toward him. He noticed. His smile deepened.
"So what do you want out of tonight?" he asked.
The question slid right down my spine. My body reacted before my mind did. I felt the tension gather between my legs, the small pulse moving with the rise of my breath. I rubbed my thumb slowly along the edge of my glass and looked at him without lowering my gaze.
"Depends what you’re offering."
He leaned in, slow and deliberate. His hand lifted, brushing just close enough to my arm that the warmth of it skimmed my skin without touching.
"I’m offering whatever you think you want," he said, "and whatever you’re trying not to admit you came here hoping for."
My breath arrested for half a second. Heat crawled up my throat. I shifted my hips again, slower this time, the motion brushing my thighs together. The smallest spark of pressure pressed right where I felt it most.
I kept my voice steady. "You’re making a lot of assumptions."
He chuckled under his breath, shaking his head. "No. I’m reading exactly what you’re giving me."
His hand finally touched me, just the back of his fingers against the inside of my forearm, a soft drag that sent a thin ripple straight through my chest. I didn’t move away. My body angled into it before I could stop myself.
I swallowed hard. "And what do you think I’m giving you?"
He let his fingers trail higher, slow, warm, up toward my elbow. "Interest."
He traced a little higher. "Curiosity."
His hand turned, palm now grazing the top of my arm. "Nerves."
Then his fingers curled lightly around my elbow, not gripping, just settling.
"And something else I’m pretty sure you know I can feel from here."
My pulse thudded, heavy and low. I parted my lips without meaning to. The bar noise faded. The only thing I heard was the steady sound of his breath and the faint, almost inaudible scrape of his chair moving closer.
His hand slid a little higher, fingertips brushing the inside of my arm, this time slower, like he was testing how far he could go without me pulling back.
I didn’t move. The warmth of his touch spread through me in a low, steady roll, tightening everything inside my body. I shifted slightly, enough that my knee pressed into his, the contact firm now, deliberate.
He noticed. His breath changed.
"So you’re not standing," he murmured.
I let a quiet breath out. "No. Not yet."
His eyes dropped to my mouth again. I felt the weight of that look all the way down my spine. I lifted my glass and took a slow sip, letting the rim touch my lower lip a second longer than necessary. His gaze tracked the motion. When I set it down, he moved his hand to my thigh, broad palm settling right on the fabric covering it. It was huge.
The heat of him spread instantly. My thighs tightened beneath his touch.
"Tell me your name," he said.
"Tea."
His thumb moved in a slow arc over the side of my knee, the pressure gentle but purposeful. "Tea," he repeated, the sound of my name in his voice low and full, "I like that."
"What’s yours?"
"Marcellus."
It suited him, strong, grounded, confident without even trying. His thumb kept moving, stroking a little higher now.
The touch stole my breath for a moment. I tried to keep my posture relaxed, to look like this wasn’t lighting me up inside, but my legs betrayed me, shifting, thighs brushing together in a way I hoped he didn’t notice, though I knew he did.
He leaned in just a little closer. "You came down here looking like trouble, you know you did.”
I felt the heat rise to my chest. "I came down here looking for a drink,” I said, unable to keep the smirk from spreading over my lips.
He laughed softly, the sound warm, smooth. "You came down dressed for more than a drink."
My breath snagged. The dress was fitted, tighter than anything I wore at home, a deep neckline I’d pretended was sophisticated but was absolutely not. His gaze moved down my body again, slow and open, taking in every line. When he lifted his eyes back to mine, there was no reading into it, he wanted me to know what he saw.
I shifted again, just an inch, my knee pressing more firmly against his. His hand slid higher, fingers tracing the inside edge of my thigh through the fabric. My breath caught, and he felt it. His thumb paused for a heartbeat, then kept moving, the touch just shy of where I ached for it.
"I don’t want to rush you," he said quietly. "But I’m not pretending I don’t see what’s happening here."
My chest rose sharply with my next breath. "And just what do you think you see happening?”
He held my gaze, steady and unblinking, his thumb brushing slowly back and forth along my inner thigh.
"A married woman," he said, "who didn’t put that dress on to go back up alone.”
The words landed inside me like a physical jolt. My spine straightened. My pulse throbbed low and hard between my legs. I didn’t look away.
"You don’t know anything about me," I said, but the protest landed soft, my voice already betraying me.
His hand slipped another inch higher.
"I know enough."
I exhaled, a slow, shaky breath I couldn’t hide. "And what did you come down looking for?”
He leaned in until his words brushed the side of my cheek.
"The truth."
My thighs tightened involuntarily. My fingers wrapped around the edge of my seat to ground myself. I swallowed once, hard, the motion visible at my throat.
"I don’t know if you want my truth," I whispered.
He smiled, slow and certain, his thumb brushing higher again, the heat of his touch now unmistakable.
"I want exactly your truth, Tea," he said. "And I want you to say it while you’re looking right up at me."
His hand stayed on my thigh, warm and steady, his thumb drawing that small, controlled arc that kept pulling my breath unevenly without ever touching the place I was aching for it. I held his gaze, trying to steady myself, but my pulse was too loud in my ears. My legs tightened again. He felt it. His thumb stopped, then moved one inch higher.
I swallowed. "My truth?"
He nodded once, slow, deliberate, eyes locked on mine. "Yeah. Your truth."
My chest rose with a deep breath that didn’t settle me at all. I shifted closer, my knee pressing fully between his now, the contact firm, unhidden. His eyes dropped for a second, catching the movement, and the look he gave me when he lifted them again tightened every muscle low in my stomach.
"You really want that?" I asked.
His hand slid another inch up my thigh. "I do."
I felt the words push something loose inside me. My fingers brushed the hem of my dress, smoothing it down, pretending I wasn’t shaking. I forced myself to breathe evenly, even though each inhale caught just slightly.
"The truth," I said, barely above a murmur, "is that I didn’t put this dress in my suitcase by accident."
His thumb paused.
I kept going.
"I didn’t bring these heels by accident either.”
His eyes deepened, pupils widening, breath shifting.
"And I didn’t come to this bar to drink alone."
His hand tightened around my thigh, firm enough to make heat flash up my chest. "I knew it," he said quietly.
I shook my head, breath catching. "You don’t know everything."
"Tell me the rest."
I reached for my glass, not to drink, just to give myself a second to stay upright. My fingers trembled slightly around the stem. I set it down again, and leaned in until my arm brushed his.
"I came down here hoping," I said, the words soft but steady, "that someone would look at me the way you’re looking at me right now."
He inhaled sharply, not loud, but deep. His thumb slid up one more inch, the warmth of his palm spreading under the thin fabric. I bit down on my lip when he touched that spot where my thigh met the curve of my hip.
"And your husband?" he asked.
My chest tightened. "He thinks I’m in my room. Showered. Asleep."
He let out a low sound that felt like it hit me physically. His hand moved higher again, fingers brushing the edge of my lace underneath the dress. The touch sent a hard tremor through me. My breath broke.
"Tea," he said, voice low, "I can take you upstairs right now."
A wave of heat rolled through me so hard I had to shift on the stool, pressing my thighs together for half a second that wasn’t enough.
"I know," I whispered.
His hand slid fully under the hem of my dress, fingers tracing the inside of my thigh, slow and certain. I gasped quietly, my hips tilting toward him, chasing his touch. The lace there was already warm and damp, and when he reached it, his thumb brushed the edge.
I gripped the side of the bar stool.
He leaned in, lips nearly at my ear. "Say what you really want."
My breath shook out of me, hot and unsteady. I turned my head just enough that my cheek brushed his beard.
"I want to see your room," I whispered, my voice barely holding together. "And I don’t want you to pretend you don’t know why."
He stood immediately, his hand firm on my thigh one last time before he let go. Then he took my hand, wrapped his fingers around mine, and pulled me off the stool with a confidence that sent a hard rush through my body. My legs felt weak, but not from fear.
We started toward the elevators. His hand stayed wrapped around mine as we crossed the lobby, his stride steady, controlled, purposeful. I felt the firmness of his fingers, the size of his palm, the quiet claim in the way he held me.
My heels clicked fast against the polished floor, my breath moving quicker with every step. The entire space felt brighter, louder, but I barely saw any of it. All I could feel was the pull of his arm, the warm pressure of his hand guiding me forward, my body following without resistance.
When we reached the elevators, he hit the button without letting go of me. The doors slid open immediately, and he stepped in first, pulling me with him. The moment the doors closed, the air changed. It went warm around me, tight in a way that settled low in my stomach. He didn’t touch me at first, not anywhere, and somehow that restraint made the air inside the elevator feel even heavier.
I stood close enough to feel the heat from his body. My arm brushed his. My hip almost touched his. I could smell the faint spice of his cologne, clean and warm, mixing with the heat from his skin. The numbers lit one after another, too slow and too fast at the same time.
He looked down at me, eyes traveling over my mouth again, then lower, taking in the line of my dress, the rise and fall of my breath. My pulse kicked hard, and he saw that too.
"You sure?" he asked, his voice steady but deeper than before.
I nodded once. "Yes."
He didn’t move. He just watched me for another long second, taking in everything I wasn’t saying. Then he reached out with his free hand and slid his fingers along my jaw, warm and deliberate. My breath stuttered. His thumb touched just beneath my lower lip, and the soft pressure made me part my mouth slightly.
The elevator chimed. The doors opened on his floor.
He didn’t let go of my hand. He walked ahead, pulling me with him down the quiet hallway. My legs felt unsteady, but I kept up easily, the carpet soft under my heels, my heart thudding in a steady, rising rhythm that reached all the way between my thighs. My dress shifted with each step, brushing higher on my hips. I felt the lace underneath again, the heat gathering against it.
He stopped at his door, reached into his pocket for the keycard, and finally released my hand. The absence of his touch sent a sharp ache up my arm. He slid the card, waited for the green light, and pushed the door open.
He stepped inside first, then turned and looked at me from the doorway. Not a question. Not hesitation.
I stepped past him into his room. The door clicked shut behind me, and the soft thump of it closing tightened everything inside me again. The room was dim, lit by a single lamp near the bed. The sheets were smooth, the air warm, the faint hum of the city below barely audible.
I turned toward him. He was already watching every inch of me.
He reached out again, this time taking my waist with both hands, not rough but firm enough to pull me close without effort. His fingers spread over the curve of my hips, and I felt the heat of him everywhere he touched.
"Come here," he said.
I went without thinking, my body pressing into his, my chest rising against him, my breath catching as his thumbs slid slowly down the front of my dress, tracing the line just above the fabric’s edge. My thighs tightened. My hips pressed forward. I felt the strength in his arms, the size of him, the promise of what he could do to me.
"Tea," he said, his voice low and steady against my ear, "I want to see all of you."
My breath broke. "Then look."
I reached behind my neck and unhooked the clasp of my dress, the soft metallic click loud in the quiet room.
The clasp slipped open beneath my fingers, and the top of the dress loosened. I felt the fabric soften across my chest. His eyes followed the motion like he could feel it himself. His hands stayed on my hips, solid and warm, thumbs pressing slowly into the sides of my waist as though he was anchoring me to him.
I drew the straps down my shoulders one at a time, the fabric gliding over my arms. My skin prickled with the cool shift in the air and the heat of his stare. He didn’t speak. He didn’t move his hands. He just watched me undress for him, breathing evenly, his chest rising slow and strong beneath the dark fabric of his shirt. Because of course I would undress for him.
The dress slid down to the middle of my stomach. My breasts lifted with each breath, bare now, nipples tight from the air and the intensity of being looked at like this. His jaw tightened. His fingers flexed against my hips.
He dragged his gaze up again, eyes stopping at my chest for a long, quiet beat that made my thighs tense. I felt the pull of it deep inside me. My breath shook once. I didn’t cover myself. I let him look.
I pushed the dress lower, past my hips, past the thin lace that was already warm and damp. It pooled at my feet, and I stepped out of it slowly, letting him see the curve of my legs, the line of my thighs, the shape of everything he’d touched through the fabric downstairs.
His voice came out low. "Come here."
He pulled me forward by the hips until I was pressed flush against him. His hands slid up my sides, fingers spread wide, palms dragging over my ribs, over the underside of my breasts, lifting them gently in his hands. I gasped. The warmth of his palms, the size of them, the deliberate way he touched me without rushing me, it made my knees shake.
He lowered his head, brushing his lips just above the top of one nipple. I felt the heat of his breath, and a slow roll of pressure built between my legs. His tongue touched me lightly, a soft wet stroke that made me arch up into him. His mouth closed over my nipple, pulling it between his lips with a steady pressure that sent a hard jolt through my stomach.
My hand went to the back of his head, fingers sliding through the short curl of his hair. I didn’t guide him. I just held him there as he sucked gently, then harder, drawing the sound out of my throat before I could swallow it.
He pulled back, lips still close to my skin, and his hands moved down my waist again, tracing the lace at my hips. He hooked his fingers under the thin band and tugged just enough to feel how wet the fabric had become.
He looked up at me. "You’re already shaking."
I swallowed. "I know."
"You wanted this the second you sat down."
My breath hitched. “I did” I nodded.
He slid the lace down my thighs, slow and controlled, his fingers brushing the inside of my legs as he lowered himself to a crouch. He let the underwear fall to the floor, kept his hands on me, palms warm against my bare thighs.
He kissed the inside of one thigh, open-mouthed, slow. Then the other.
Heat surged straight through my center, and I felt my hips tilt toward him.
He looked up again from between my thighs, his hands still holding the insides of them open.
"Get on the bed, Tea."
I felt my chest tighten, my pulse hammering low. I backed up until my legs hit the edge of the mattress. I climbed onto it, knees sinking into the soft fabric, my body exposed in the warm light.
He rose to his full height. He was so big. He stepped toward me slowly, peeling his shirt up and over his head as he closed the space between us, the muscles of his chest and arms catching the lamplight, his shoulders impossibly broad, his skin warm and dark and smooth.
I watched every inch of him, breathing hard, unable to hide the hunger in my body anymore.
He knelt on the bed in front of me. "Lie back."
I lowered myself onto my elbows first, then eased all the way down until my back met the mattress, and then arched high. My legs stayed parted just enough for him to see everything, the air touching me in a way that made my stomach throb. My hair fell across the pillow, strands gracing my neck as my chest lifted with each breath.
He crawled forward slowly, his weight shifting the bed beneath me. His knees bracketed my thighs, and the warmth of his body reached me before his hands did. I felt the size of him hovering above me, the shadow of his shoulders, the heat of his breath as he studied me where I writhed below him.
His hand came down on my thigh first, broad and warm, sliding up toward my hip. His thumb brushed the edge of my stomach in a slow, steady stroke that made my breath stutter. He looked at me the whole time, eyes moving over my chest, my mouth, the curve of my stomach. His other hand slid up the inside of my thigh, fingers tracing a soft line toward the place where I was already wet.
"You’re ready for me," he said, voice low.
I nodded before I even thought to answer. "I am. Very.” My voice shook. I was going to say I’d never don’t anything like that before, but I kind of did the last trip out. But this man, he truly intimidated me. Was he going to be too big?
He leaned down and kissed my stomach, just above my navel, his lips firm and unhurried. The trail of his mouth moved upward, one slow kiss after another, each a little higher, each sending a new wave of heat through me. When he reached my breast, he paused, hovering, his breath warm over the nipple he’d already tasted.
"You want more?"
I could barely get the word out. "Yes."
He chuckled lightly through his nose. It was a rhetorical question. His tongue touched me again, slow and gentle at first, then firmer, pulling the sound from my throat before I could stop it. His hand moved between my legs, fingers sliding through the wet heat there, spreading me with deliberate pressure that made my hips lift into his palm and chase his touch.
I gasped. "Don’t stop."
He wasn’t going to. His fingers stroked me in a slow upward line, then circled once, drawing the tension tight and sharp. I grabbed his massive shoulder, my nails dragging lightly across his skin. His muscles flexed under my touch, solid and warm, and he lowered his mouth to my breast again, sucking harder this time, matching the pressure of his hand between my legs.
My breath came fast. My thighs tightened around his wrist. The heat built quickly, my body already remembering how easily he had undone me before.
He lifted his head, eyes darker now, jaw tight. "Spread your legs wider for me, baby.”
I did. The motion pulled a soft sound out of me, my body opening more, the need too strong to hide. His fingers slid deeper as soon as I moved, the slow glide pushing inside just enough to make my back arch higher.
"Good."
I felt the praise like a spark at the base of my spine. I tilted my hips again, chasing the sensation, wanting more, wanting his mouth, wanting his hands everywhere.
He withdrew his fingers and brought them to his lips, tasting me with a slow drag of his tongue. My stomach clenched. My pulse kicked at me hard.
Then he lowered himself fully between my thighs, his shoulders pushing them open as he settled against the mattress. His hands wrapped around the backs of my legs, pulling me closer to his mouth.
"Hold on to me," he said.
I reached down, fingers sliding into the short curl of his hair, my breathe shivering.
The moment his tongue touched me, firm and deep, everything inside me tightened at once. I gasped and pulled him closer. He didn’t ease into mr, he devoured me.
His tongue moved in a slow, firm stroke that sent a rush straight through my stomach. I tightened my grip in his hair and pulled him closer, my hips lifting high to meet his mouth. He pressed his hands under my thighs and tipped my hips up, angling me exactly where he wanted me. The shift made everything sharper. I exhaled hard, a broken sound slipping out.
He dragged his tongue upward again, slower this time, tasting every inch of me with a pressure that made my whole body tighten. I felt the heat spread low in my stomach, warm and heavy, each stroke drawing it tighter. His hands stayed firm under me, holding me open for him, his fingers pressing into the soft skin at the crease of my thighs.
"God…" I breathed, my voice trembling. "Don’t stop."
He settled deeper between my legs, shoulders pushing them wider as his mouth worked me with deliberate rhythm. Every pass of his tongue kept me right on the edge of losing control, and every time I lifted my hips, he matched me with a deeper pull of his mouth.
I felt his breath against me, hot and steady. His tongue circled slowly, each movement exact, then pressed harder at the spot that made my thighs jerk. My hand tightened in his hair, dragging through it, and he responded by sucking me with more pressure that sent my head plunging back down into the pillow.
The sounds leaving me weren’t measured anymore. He had taken whatever restraint I had left and stripped it clean. My thighs trembled as he held me there, his mouth locked on me, his tongue drawing one firm line after another until my whole body curled inward around the feeling.
He slid one hand out from under me and brought it to my hip, thumb stroking the bone as he held me steady. His other hand stayed behind my thigh, lifting me into his mouth in small, controlled movements that made the buildup fierce and steady. The pressure grew tight and deep, building with each pass of his tongue.
"You feel so good," he murmured against me, the vibration making my breath break. "Let it come."
I swallowed hard, thighs trembling, my hips moving in small desperate lifts I couldn’t control. His tongue pressed again, slow and direct, and the pressure snapped through me in one sharp pull that made the air leave my lungs in a gasp. He had me under such expert control.
My climax hit me in a rising rush, hot and steady, rolling through me until my back lifted off the mattress. My voice broke on his name, my hands gripping his hair hard enough that he groaned into me, the sound sending another wave straight through my core. He kept going, mouth tight against me, tongue dragging upward in long strokes that kept my body moving, shaking, opening.
I couldn’t catch my breath. I couldn’t think. Everything was sensation, heat, wetness, the steady pull of his mouth, the way he held me like he wanted every second of it.
I came again before the first had even faded, a harder, deeper wave that made my legs press around his shoulders as my fingers dug into his scalp. He kept me there through all of it, his mouth working me with slow, relentless pressure until I dropped back onto the bed with a soft, broken sound.
He kissed me once more, right where I was still throbbing, then moved up, his body rising over mine, his mouth wet from me, his chest brushing my breasts as he lowered his weight onto his elbows.
His weight settled over me slowly, not crushing me, but heavy enough to feel the size of him. His chest brushed mine, the heat of his skin making my nipples tighten again, still sensitive from his mouth. His breath moved across my cheek as he held himself above me, one hand braced beside my head, the other sliding up my thigh in a slow path that made my stomach tense all over again.
I was lost inside a sea of sensation. I had no mental capacity left. I spread my legs wider without him needing to ask me. The motion felt automatic now, my body moving ahead of thought, opening for him because it wanted him, wanted the feel of him pressed deep inside me.
His fingers traced the inside of my thigh, dragging upward until he reached the soft heat between my legs. I felt the slickness there, the way my body reacted to him, the way it throbbed with leftover pulses from the orgasm he’d just pulled out of me.
He pushed two fingers into me slowly. My breath hitched as my hips lifted to take more of him, my hands dragging up his shoulders, nails grazing his skin. He moved his fingers in a slow, deep rhythm, curling slightly until the pressure hit exactly right. I gasped and tightened around him, my legs wrapping around his hips on instinct.
"You open so easy for me," he murmured, voice low in my ear. "You want more don’t you.”
I didn’t try to deny it. "I do," I whispered. My voice shook. We both knew what “more” was going to mean.
He pulled his fingers out, shiny with me, and dragged them up over my clit in one slow stroke that made my whole body jump. Then he shifted his weight, reaching down with his other hand to guide himself.
I felt the heat and pressure of him slide between my folds, the thick head brushing slowly from one side to the other, teasing me until I lifted my hips to chase him.
He let the tip press right at my entrance. My muscles clenched around nothing, ready, demanding.
He didn’t push in yet. He lowered his body more, bringing his mouth to my neck, kissing the pulse there, then lower, tracing the slope of my collarbone. His lips dragged over my skin in slow, hungry lines as he held himself right at the edge of me, letting the anticipation build until my hips moved again, more urgent this time. I drove my heels into the bed.
"Say you want it," he said against my throat, the words warm against my skin.
I swallowed, my voice rough, breath uneven. "I want it!”
"Say how much.”
My breath stuttered as the head of his cock nudged into me just barely, stretching me open. "I want you inside me," I whispered, hearing how desperate it sounded. "I want you deep."
His hand tightened on my thigh. And then he pushed.
The stretch burned at first, sharp and full, and I grabbed his shoulders as he slid into me in slow, deliberate inches that filled me deeper than I expected. My mouth opened in a sound I didn’t plan, my back arching off the mattress as he eased forward another inch, then another.
He groaned low in his chest. "You feel so tight around me."
I rocked my hips to meet him, needing more, needing the full length of him. He pushed deeper, the movement slow and controlled, and when he bottomed out, the pressure made a thick, helpless sound break from my throat.
I wrapped my legs tightly around him. He withdrew slightly, then pushed in again, slower this time, letting me feel every inch of him again, the slide thick and warm and overwhelming. The bed shifted beneath us with each thrust, the steady motion pushing me upward on the sheets.
He began to move in a slow, heavy rhythm, his hips driving into mine with a pressure that went straight through me, making my breath come fast, making my nails dig into his back. Each stroke hit deeper, fuller, the friction building with a steady heat that rolled up through my stomach.
"Look at me," he said.
I forced my eyes open and met his. The intensity there, steady, hungry, certain, made something inside me clench hard.
He thrust deeper. I gasped. He held my gaze while he moved inside me, each thrust slow and heavy, the kind that forced my breath out in uneven pulls. His eyes stayed locked on mine, steady and dark, watching every reaction as if he wanted to memorize what he was doing to me. The pressure built low and tight in my stomach with each stroke, the friction deep and thick, the heat spreading through me until my fingers curled against his shoulders.
I felt his hand slide up my thigh and grip my hip, holding me down as he pushed deeper up inside me. My legs tightened around him, my heels dragging across the backs of his thighs trying to anchor myself harder against him. The mattress dipped beneath his weight as he settled in a rhythm that was slow but powerful, each thrust landing with a firm push that made my breath catch in my chest.
I lifted my hips to meet him, the motion pulling a soft gasp from my throat. I felt the full length of him glide out and in again, the stretch so intense my toes curled into the sheets. He watched every second of it, eyes never leaving my face.
"That’s it," he murmured, voice low. "Take all of it."
The words hit me as sharply as the thrust that followed. My fingers dug into his skin, dragging lightly down his back as my hips rolled up into his. My chest brushed his with every movement, the heat between our bodies growing thicker, the friction making my nipples tighten again as they grazed his skin. He moved a little faster, still deep, still controlled, but more insistent now, each push sliding through the wet heat between my legs with a smooth, unbroken glide.
I guess I was able to take all of him inside me. It was an accomplishment I wouldn’t be able to tell my husband about.
I tipped my head back, mouth open, breath coming out in uneven sounds as he drove into even harder. He lowered his mouth to my neck, kissing the line beneath my jaw, then dragged his lips down over the center of my throat. The warmth of his mouth followed the movement of his hips, his breath brushing my skin in a steady rhythm that matched the weight of him inside me. The whole world rocked like waves washing up a beach.
He pressed one hand to the mattress beside my head and used the other to lift my thigh higher, opening me more for him. The new angle made him slide deeper, hitting a place inside me that made my breath grunt and my fingers clutch at the sheets. I gasped and rocked my hips at him, chasing the pressure, chasing the heat that kept building in me all over.
His mouth returned to mine, catching my lips in a kiss that was slow at first, then deeper, fuller, matching the urgency of his hips. His tongue slid against mine as he pushed in again, and the sound I made into his mouth was soft and broken, a sound I couldn’t hold back. He kissed me harder, swallowing every noise, his hand tightening on my thigh as he drove into me deeper.
I felt the pressure building fast, the tightening pulling through my stomach, the heat running up my spine. My legs shook around him, my fingers gripping whatever part of him I could reach. The rhythm of his hips changed again, slower but firmer, each thrust thick and deep enough to make my breath break completely.
"Don’t stop," I whispered against his mouth. "Please don’t stop."
He answered by thrusting himself at me harder.
The pressure snapped through me, sharp and hot, my body tightening all at once as my climax surged up from deep within. I gasped, my nails dragging down his back, my legs pulling him in deeper as the wave hit. My body clenched tight around him, pulsing in thick, rolling contractions that made my hips lift off the mattress. He held me in place, one hand gripping my thigh, the other braced at the side of my head as he kept moving through the aftershocks.
I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t breathe right. I could only feel him, the steady push, the deep grind, the way he stayed inside me, stretching out the pleasure until my stomach trembled and a soft cry slipped from my throat.
The tension climbed fast, like my body hadn’t finished the last release before it started reaching for another. My breath came uneven, small sounds catching in my throat with each breath as his hips kept moving with that deep, deliberate pressure. He watched my face again, eyes fixed on me, reading every twitch of my mouth, every shift of my hips, every sharp pull of breath.
He slid one hand up my stomach, his palm warm as it moved over the center of me, then higher, cupping my breast, his thumb brushing over the nipple with slow pressure. My back arched at the same moment his hips pushed deeper, the double sensation pulling a low, broken sound from my chest.
"You’re getting there again," he said, voice rough, breath warm against my cheek.
I could barely answer. “I am.”
He kissed me once, slow and full, then dragged his mouth along my jaw, down to my throat. His tongue pressed against the base of my neck as he thrust again, this time grinding at the end of me, holding me there for a long, deep stroke that made my stomach tighten even harder.
My legs trembled. My hands dragged up his shoulders, fingers curling against his skin as I pulled him closer, needing his weight, needing the full press of him down on me. My hips pushed to meet him again, small, desperate movements that matched the building pressure inside me.
He shifted slightly, planting his knees wider, lowering more of his body over mine. The change deepened the angle, the next thrust landing so precisely I gasped and grabbed his face, pulling his mouth back to mine.
He kissed me hard, open-mouthed, breathing into me as he pushed again. The kiss broke around my moan, my lips parting under his as the pleasure pulled another tremor through my legs.
He pulled his mouth from mine and lowered his head to my chest, kissing the soft line between my breasts before taking one nipple into his mouth. His tongue circled slowly, then sucked with steady pressure. The sensation hit me harder than I knew was coming, tightening everything inside me all over. My hands slid into his hair, holding him there as my hips moved in slow rolls against his.
"Just like that," he murmured against my skin. "Keep moving with me baby.”
I did. My hips rolled again, the friction right where I needed it, each glide pulling the pressure tighter until my breath shook. His mouth moved to my other breast, kissing first, then taking the nipple between his lips, sucking in long, even pulls that matched the rhythm of his hips.
I could feel the climax building thick and fast, the tension spreading up through my stomach, tightening under my ribs. My legs wrapped around him again, holding him deep as he thrust, his pace steady, powerful, controlled. My hands clutched his shoulders, dragging down his back as the pressure crested.
"I…" I couldn’t finish the word before the wave hit.
It rolled through me harder than the last, my body tightening in one long, pulsing contraction that made my my whole body lift off the mattress. I gasped his name, voice breaking, my hands gripping him as the pleasure tore through me in sharp, heavy waves. My thighs shook against his sides. My stomach fluttered. My breath came in bursts.
He still didn’t stop. He kept thrusting through it, slower now, deeper, pushing me higher even as my body twitched under him. His mouth stayed on my breast, sucking softly as the aftershocks pulled more small sounds from me, my hips lifting in helpless, tiny movements that chased the last of the wave.
I could feel him thicken inside me, his breath getting harder, the muscles in his back tightening under my hands.
"I’m close," he said, voice low against my skin.
My body opened up for him more.
His breath changed. It grew heavier, deeper, the sound of it brushing my cheek in broken pulls as his hips pushed harder into mine. His body tightened above me, muscles drawing tight under his skin, the weight of him sinking deeper with each push. I felt the shift in him immediately, the way his control thinned, the way his thrusts grew thicker and heavier, each one landing deep enough to make my breath shake.
I wrapped my legs around him tighter, locking my ankles at his lower back, pulling him in with every movement. The pressure of his chest against mine made my nipples harden, still sensitive from his mouth, and when he thrust deeper, the friction made a soft sound tear out of my throat.
He lifted his head, eyes on mine, the look intense enough to steal my breath. "You feel too good," he said, voice low and strained. "I’m not gonna last."
I tightened around him on purpose, squeezing, pulling him deeper. His hips jolted forward in response, a sharp, instinctive thrust that made my stomach clench tight.
"Don’t hold back," I whispered. "I want all of it."
His jaw tightened. His fingers dug into my hip. He drove into me harder, the rhythm faster now, still deep, still heavy, but with a new urgency that sent heat rushing up my spine. My hands dragged up his sides, nails grazing the ridges of muscle as I pulled him closer, wanting the full weight of him, wanting every inch, wanting to feel him break inside me.
He dropped his forehead to mine, breath hot against my mouth as he thrust again, the movement stronger, more desperate. "Keep your legs around me," he said.
I squeezed tighter. The angle shifted deeper. The pressure hit so directly it pulled a gasp from deep inside me. I clutched his shoulders, cut my nails across his back as my hips lifted to meet every thrust.
He groaned, low in his throat, the sound raw and guttural. His body pressed down harder, his chest brushing mine with every movement, the friction building heat between us that made my breath come fast and uneven.
He kissed me suddenly, hard and messy, the kiss breaking apart with each thrust. His tongue slid against mine, his breath mixing with mine, the sound of his moan vibrating against my lips when I tightened around him again.
"Fuck,” he muttered against my mouth, voice cracking. "I’m right there."
I dragged my mouth to his ear, my lips brushing the edge. "Come for me."
He groaned again, a broken, desperate sound, and drove into me harder. His thrusts grew shorter, thicker, each one hitting deep enough to make my legs shake. His hand slipped under my thigh, lifting me higher, opening me completely for him as his body tensed above mine.
I felt it when he crossed the edge. The strain in his breath. The tight, shaking pull of his muscles. The way his hips jerked once, twice, then slammed into me deep, and he broke.
A shudder ripped through him as he came, his body pressing hard to mine, his breath hot against my neck. He held himself fully inside me, the pulses deep and heavy, the warmth spreading through me in strong, rhythmic waves that made my stomach flutter.
I held him through all of it, arms wrapped tight around his back, legs still locked at his waist, feeling every movement, every pulse, every soft sound he couldn’t hold back.
He breathed hard into my shoulder, hips twitching gently as the last waves rolled through him.
Then he went still, his weight settling slowly, his body sinking into mine in a way that made me close my eyes and just breathe with him for a moment.
I felt him move a moment later, his lips brushing my neck, slow and warm. His hand slid down my thigh and held it as he kept himself deep inside me, not pulling away yet.
He stayed inside me for another long moment, his breath warming the side of my neck, his hand sliding slowly up my thigh as though he wasn’t ready to let go of anything he’d just taken.
I felt the weight of him settle just a little more before he finally eased his hips back, the slow glide making me tighten again around him. The sensation pulled a quiet sound from my throat, and he caught my mouth with his for a deep, unhurried kiss that made my stomach pull tight all over again. When he drew back, his hand traced the line of my hip, warm and steady, before he pushed himself upright on the bed.
I let my legs fall open, my body still humming, my chest lifting with each breath as I watched him rise to his feet. The lamplight slid across his shoulders and down his stomach, his skin warm and smooth, the muscles shifting under it as he bent to pick up the condom that dropped from his cock.
He tossed it into the bin and turned back toward me with a look that settled deep in my stomach. His eyes ran over me again, slow and appreciative, the same heavy interest he’d had downstairs but amplified now that he’d had me.
"I want to clean you up," he said quietly, his voice low and certain.
I swallowed and nodded, my body still loose and open on the sheets. He took my hand and helped me sit up. The moment my feet touched the floor, I felt the faint ache between my legs, the kind that made me aware of exactly how deep he’d been. He watched the shift in my expression and gave a short nod as though confirming something for himself before he guided me toward the bathroom.
The floor tile was warm under my feet from the heating system, and the mirror above the sink reflected both of us as we stepped inside, me so small against his massive body. I had to look away, disbelieving now that I had just fucked with him.
My hair was mussed, my skin flushed, the faint marks from his mouth along my chest standing out in the soft bathroom light. He stood behind me, one hand on my hip, the other brushing my hair away from my shoulder. His chest touched my back lightly, and I felt his breath near my ear as he spoke.
"You look incredible right now."
My stomach tightened. I reached for the counter for balance as he slid his hands up my sides, fingertips grazing the underside of my breasts in a way that made a soft sound leave my throat. He kissed the back of my shoulder, slow and steady, before stepping past me to turn on the shower. The water came down in a steady, warm stream, filling the room with a soft hiss. He checked the temperature with his hand, adjusted it, then looked back at me with a small tilt of his chin.
"Come here," he said.
I stepped toward him, letting him draw me under the water. The heat ran down my back, over my stomach, between my legs, washing away the cooling edge of what we’d done and awakening something new beneath it. He reached for the washcloth hanging beside the shower knob, wet it thoroughly, and began to run it down my arms with slow, deliberate strokes. His touch was firm, unhurried, tracing every line of my body as though he wanted to memorize each part of me again.
He brought the cloth lower, along my hips, then between my thighs. The pressure was gentle but unmistakable, and my breath caught as he lifted my leg to brace it against his thigh. His fingers followed the cloth, tracing the sensitive skin there, checking, touching, exploring. The care in those movements tightened my chest, and when he looked up at me, the expression on his face made something warm spread through my stomach again.
"Still with me?"
"Very," I breathed.
He chuckled and leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep, the water sliding over both of us as his hand stayed between my legs, stroking lightly, building something new inside me even though he’d already taken so much.
He kept kissing me under the water, his mouth moving with a slow insistence that made my legs soften again. The warmth ran down my spine and gathered low in my stomach, and his hand stayed between my thighs, stroking with enough pressure to make my breath come uneven. I tightened my grip on his shoulders, pulling him closer, and felt him hardening against my hip, the heat of him unmistakable even through the water.
He breathed against my cheek, his lips brushing my skin. "Turn around."
I did. The water hit my chest and stomach now, running down over the sore ache between my legs where he’d been so deep. He slid one hand to the small of my back, guiding me forward until my palms met the warm tile. His other hand moved up the back of my thigh, slow and deliberate, the slide of his fingers steady as he nudged my legs apart again. The air between my thighs felt cool for a moment before the water rushed over it, and I felt the pulse start building again inside me.
His thumb brushed the crease where my thigh met my hip, then he bent and kissed the side of my lower back, his mouth warm and slow against my skin. His hands spread across my hips, pulling me back gently until my ass pressed into his pelvis. I felt the thick weight of him there, heavy and ready, again, sliding just once between the cheeks in a slow upward stroke that made me straighten against the tile with a soft startled gasp.
He groaned quietly, the sound deep and rough. "You feel too good not to take again."
My breath caught. "Take me.”
Both his hands tightened on my hips, pulling me back an inch more, and he slid the head of his cock between my folds, the pressure thick and hot as he pushed slowly at my entrance. The stretch made me inhale sharply, and I braced my arms wider, pressing my palms harder into the tile as my hips tilted toward him. He fed himself into me slow, one inch at a time, deeper than I expected in that position, the angle pushing the sensation higher inside me.
I let out a low, breaking sound.
"There you go," he said, voice tight. "That’s it. Take it."
He pulled back halfway, then slid in again, deeper, the movement so smooth and heavy that my knees bent. He adjusted my hips with his hands, angling me exactly where he wanted me, and the next thrust landed so thick and deep my forehead touched the tile as my body clenched hard around him.
He groaned again, louder this time, one hand leaving my hip to slide up my spine in a slow path before curling around the back of my neck. The hold wasn’t rough, steady, anchoring, guiding my body back onto him as he thrust again, deeper, filling me in one long, unbearable glide that made my voice catch in my throat.
The water hit my chest in bursts as my body moved with each push, my breasts brushing the warm tile, my legs shaking as I tried to hold myself up. He kept one hand at my neck and the other gripping my hip, pulling me into every thrust with exact, deliberate force.
"You came so hard for me before," he said against my shoulder. "Do it again."
My fingers splayed against the tile as my breath shook. He thrust deeper, grinding at the end of it, and my whole body jolted. I pushed back against him, meeting each movement, chasing the pressure as heat built fast inside my stomach.
His voice dropped lower, rougher. "You feel how wet you are right now? That’s all from me."
My breath broke. "Yes.”
He caught my hips, thrust harder, and I felt myself unraveling all over again. The pressure climbed tight, thick, impossible to hold. My thighs trembled. My hands slipped slightly against the tile. The sound that came out of me wasn’t a word, it was just pure need.
He pressed his chest to my back, wrapped an arm around my waist, and thrust again, deeper, harder,
The climax hit so sharp and fast my legs buckled. I gasped his name, shaking under him as the wave tore through me in long, pulsing contractions that made my hips jerk back into him again and again.
He kept thrusting through my climax, his pace steady and heavy, each movement sliding through the wet pulse still tightening inside me. My legs trembled under the pressure of it, my palms braced against the warm tile, my breath breaking in small, uneven sounds as the aftershocks dragged out longer. His arm stayed wrapped around my waist, holding me up, pulling me back onto him each time my hips threatened to give out.
The water ran in warm sheets over my chest and stomach, streaming down between my legs where he kept moving inside me with the same thick, deliberate rhythm. I felt every inch, every glide, every deep push that kept spreading heat through my body in slow, heavy waves. My spine arched against him, my hair plastered to my back, my nipples brushing the tile each time the water shifted over them.
He kissed the side of my neck, open-mouthed and warm, and his breath moved against my ear as he spoke.
"You’re still shaking."
I swallowed hard, my voice barely steady. "You keep doing that to me." I was going to be a different woman when I went home this time, I knew that much.
He groaned, low and rough, and thrust again, this time deeper, grinding at the end until a thick sound pushed out of my throat. My hand slid up the tile to brace myself higher, and he caught my wrist with his free hand, guiding my arm above my head so my chest pressed more fully against the wall.
The position opened me even more. I felt him sink deeper, the angle pushing the pressure straight through my stomach. My eyes closed, my breath catching on each slow, heavy stroke he gave me.
He slid his hand down from my wrist, dragging his palm along my arm, over my breast, cupping it and squeezing gently as he pressed his chest harder to my back. The feeling of his skin against mine, the weight of his body pinning me to the tile, the slow deep grind of his hips, it all pulled me right to the edge of another release.
"Marcellus…" I gasped, my voice shaking as I tried to catch a full breath.
He kissed the curve of my shoulder and thrust harder. "You’re close again."
I nodded, unable to speak, tears streaming down from my eyes. My hips jerked back to meet him, the wet slide of him inside me steady and overwhelming. He kept his hand on my breast, his thumb brushing over my nipple in slow strokes that made my stomach clench tight. The combination hit too fast, too directly, and my breath broke completely.
He felt the change in me and tightened his arm around my waist, holding me in place as he drove in deeper. "Come again for me," he said, voice low and certain. "Right now."
The command pushed me over the edge.
My climax hit harder, sharper, pulling my body tight around him in a deep, rolling contraction that made my back arch off the tile. My fingers curled against the wall. My thighs shook. My hips pushed back in helpless, small movements as the pressure burst through me, wet and hot, pulsing around him in waves I couldn’t control.
He groaned into my neck, his breath ragged, and pressed deeper, grinding as he held me through the entire release. My body shook against him, my voice catching in soft, broken sounds as each pulse dragged out longer than the last.
He stayed inside me, breathing hard, his chest rising against my back. His hands slid slowly down my sides, steadying me as my legs nearly gave out. He kissed my shoulder again, slower this time, his lips warm against my skin.
He pulled out of me with a slow drag that made my knees wobble, and his hands slid from my hips to my waist, steadying me as though he knew exactly how weak my legs had gotten.
The water kept running over my back and down my thighs, warm streams mixing with the lingering throb between my legs as he turned me around to face him. His chest was hot from the steam, droplets sliding over the broad lines of muscle, his stomach tight with the way he was breathing.
I lifted my hands to his shoulders, fingers trailing over the hard curve of them, then down the thickness of his upper arms. My breathing still hadn’t evened out. Each inhale caught low in my chest. My thighs pressed together instinctively, still sensitive from the intensity he’d just pulled out of me, but he stepped closer, pushing his knee between mine, opening me again without force, just presence.
He looked down at my body, at the marks from his mouth on my breasts, at the faint tremble still running through my stomach, at the way my legs shifted as he moved closer. His eyes warmed, darkened, and he touched my chin with his thumb, lifting it slightly so I had to meet his gaze.
"I want you on the bed again," he said.
My stomach tightened in a quick, hot pull.
I nodded, my fingers curling lightly into his skin. "Okay."
He shut off the water and grabbed one of the large hotel towels, dragging it slowly up my arms, then down my sides, not drying me fully, just warming my skin, smoothing the water where it collected. His hands moved lower, the towel brushing between my thighs with a slow firmness that made my breath catch again. When he finished, he wrapped the towel around my back and pulled me against him, his mouth finding the side of my throat.
The kiss was slow, open, warm. My knees softened all over again.
He guided me out of the bathroom with his hand low on my back, the other at my waist, steering me through the warm air of the suite. My feet padded across the carpet, my gait stumbling, my skin still damp from the shower, my chest lifting with each deep breath I tried to steady. When we reached the edge of the bed, he took the towel from my body and dropped it onto the chair beside us.
The air hit my skin, raising a light prickling along my arms and stomach. I climbed onto the bed backward, guided by the steady pressure of his hands at my hips. The sheets were warm from the heat in the room, and I spread out across them, my hair fanned behind me, my body bare and loose and aching.
He stood at the foot of the bed for a moment, looking at me in a way that made my thighs part on their own. His cock was still thick and heavy, still hardening more as his eyes moved over me. He leaned forward and placed his hands on my ankles, sliding them up the length of my legs, guiding them apart farther, lifting them until my knees bent and opened for him.
My breath came out in one long exhale.
He climbed onto the bed on his knees, moving slowly between my legs, his hands warm against the inside of my thighs as he exposed every inch of me to him. His chest hovered above mine as he lowered himself, the heat of his body settling around me, his breath brushing my lips.
"Look at how ready you are again," he said, his voice low and rough as his fingers traced the slick heat between my legs in one slow glide that made my stomach tighten.
I sucked in a breath, my hips rising toward his touch without thinking.
But he walked on his knees over my body and pulled a pillow under my head. With the same care and insistence, he put the tip of his cock at my lips. But it was too big for me, I shook my head.
But he said “Sh-sh,” and pushed. I tried to open my mouth. He stroked my lips, touched my jaw, relaxed me, and pushed more of himself into me.
I closed my eyes, tilted my head back, dropped my jaw wider. He went so deep in my mouth, my throat bulged with him. The man fell down on his hands and knees and fucked my mouth. And I, little Tea, took him all the way in. I found I was able to.
And when he erupted into my mouth, though I couldn’t swallow all of it fast enough, I swallowed most of him. He somehow made it possible for me.
He lifted his head and looked down at me, his eyes heavy but focused. His lips parted. He brushed his fingers against my mouth, soft, slower now, but no less certain. Cleaned, he came down to my face. His tongue slid against mine in one deep stroke, and I moaned into it, the sound involuntary. My body tightened again under his, the way it always did when he kissed me like that.
He lay beside me, one arm draped over my waist, his body still warm, his hand resting low on my stomach like he owned that part of me now. The room was dim. The air was thick. My legs stayed parted, open from everything he’d just done to me. I kept one knee bent toward him, the sheet twisted under my hips.
He was asleep just like that. I reached for the phone on the nightstand without thinking. Not to check the time. Just to see if I’d missed anything, a habit.
There were long strings of texts from hours earlier. They ended with,  “Love you.”
Another below it, only thirty minutes ago.
“Hope you’re getting some rest. Let me know how the meeting goes tomorrow.”
I stared at the screen. My thumb hovered for a moment. Then I typed:
“Just got out of the shower. Long day. Lying down now.”
I hit send and tossed the phone gently onto the pillow beside me before I realized it was nearly 3 AM.
My heart didn’t race. My breath didn’t hitch. The lie came so easy it felt like I’d said it a hundred times already, even with a critical error like that.
Marcellus stirred. His hand moved lower, fingers brushing the top of my thigh, close to the heat that was still throbbing there, slow and low. I felt my body respond again, soft and loose but also not finished.
He spoke without looking at me. “You staying the night?”
I nodded once. “Yeah.” I pushed my back into him tighter.
He didn’t ask anything else. He just pulled me closer, his chest warm against my back, his hand slipping between my thighs again to hold me there.
I closed my eyes for a moment and let the weight of his arm settle over me. My body still buzzed, but the tension had shifted. I wasn’t unraveling. I wasn’t crashing. I was resting now. Lit from the inside as though my body wanted to be ready in case.
I stayed still in his arms and thought about tomorrow. Not with guilt, not with shame, but with hunger.
I wanted to see myself again in that hotel mirror. In that dress. With that look on my face I hadn’t seen before tonight.
My eyes drifted open again in the dark, the city light sliding through the curtains across the far wall.
I woke Marcellus up in the morning. He was flat on his back. I slid carefully over his hips, gently stood him up and aimed him, and sank down on him.
His hands were lifting and dropping my hips in rhythm before he stirred away and peeled open his eyes.
“Sh-sh,” I said to him, a big smile on my face, teasing him with my mimicry of him, and I clutched my hands into his chest and rode him until he nearly sat up and erupted, and I leapt off, drove down, and finished him in my mouth.
I had to own him right back, didn’t I. I leapt up from the big man’s stunned body, wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, and laughed loosely and loudly all the way to the shower.
I dressed and took off when he was in the shower. I wanted to leave him wanting more.
The garage door opened as I pulled into the driveway, the quiet hum rising under the wheels before I shifted into park. The sky was overcast again, the trees bare, a faint chill in the air as I stepped out of the car. My suitcase rolled behind me with a soft clatter across the threshold, the wheels catching on the welcome mat.
My husband met me just inside, barefoot in jeans and a long-sleeved tee, the sleeves pushed up his forearms, his hair slightly damp like he’d just showered. He smiled as soon as he saw me, and the warmth of it hit harder than I expected, familiar, easy, and safe.
“Hey,” he said, reaching for my bag. “How was it?”
I let him take my bag. “‘Busy. Fine. Productive.” I leaned in and kissed him, soft on the mouth, just long enough to be real but not long enough to let him feel how much I’d changed.
He pulled me into a hug. I let him. His arms around me felt warm and steady. His hand slid up and down my back once, then settled low against my spine.
“Missed you,” he said into my hair.
“Missed you too.”
And I did. Just not the same way.
He pulled back and looked at me. “You okay?”
I smiled. “‘Just tired.’”
“Go lie down. I’ll bring you tea.”
I nodded, brushing his arm as I passed. I walked slowly up the stairs, my body still loose from everything that had happened the night before. I felt the way my thighs moved, the faint ache that hadn’t faded.
The sheets here would be clean. The bed would smell like home.
But as I stepped into the bedroom and sat at the edge of the mattress, I didn’t feel guilt. I didn’t feel any at all.
I thought about the way I looked in that dress. The way he looked at me across the bar.
The way I’d wrapped my legs around him and begged him not to stop.
And the lie I’d told in the text last night didn’t bother me either. It felt so easy now. Like part of me had always known this was coming.
I touched my stomach lightly, right where his hand had rested when we fell asleep. Then I lay back on the bed, stared at the ceiling, and waited for my husband to bring me tea.
I’d never felt more like myself.
I heard him coming up the stairs with the mug in his hand, careful not to spill. I closed my eyes for a second and forced my face into something soft, tired, grateful. He set the tea on the nightstand and kissed the top of my head before pulling the blanket up over my legs.
“By the way,” he said as he straightened the edge of the sheet, “Don from your team emailed. Looks like they added that thing in Austin next month. You’re probably going to need to go.”
I nodded without opening my eyes. “‘My work never ends.”
He kissed my shoulder. “You’ll like Austin.”
I kept still, my fingers under the blanket brushing the inside of my thigh, the memory of a hand that wasn’t his still warm there.
Austin. Another hotel. Another bar. Another night.
My stomach tightened at the thought.
I didn’t smile. But I felt something in my chest pull tight. How in the world was I able to do this? Did I feel nothing? Was there something wrong with me?
And yet, so far anyway, nothing in our life at home seemed the least disrupted by it. If anything, I loved my husband more.
Could there really be so complete separation of sex and love? I listened to my husband clanging in the kitchen making dinner for us.
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