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It felt different the moment I stepped into the Austin heat. It clung to me in a way that made every inch of my body feel more noticeable, more awake, more aware of the way my dress moved against my body when I walked.
I may have been outwardly pretending, but inside? I knew what I was now. I was a good wife turned cheating wife.
The driver who picked me up gave me one quick look in the rearview mirror, but the way his eyes flicked down before he focused on the road ahead sent a warm surge through my stomach. It’s like he could read on my body what I was going to be doing while in his town.
My phone buzzed in my hand. “Let me know you got there safe.”
I typed, “Just checking in now. Long day,” and sent it. It came out smooth and controlled, exactly the kind of message any wife would send to a husband at the end of a travel day. There was no trace in it of the version of me who had stepped out of a hotel shower hours before dawn two weeks ago in Chicago with another man’s cum in my body. I could feel the lie settle inside me in a way that was disturbingly natural.
For a good wife, for a traditional wife, even, it comes from the practice of control. That, and the sheer unbelievability of it.
The Austin hotel lobby was bright. Cool air rolled over my arms as I walked in, pulling the faint heat from my skin with relief. People moved through the atrium space with conference badges swinging from their lanyards, voices blending with the clinking glasses from the bar on the far side. Noted. I moved my bag higher on my shoulder, my body humming now in a low, restless way that had nothing to do with travel, conferences, or weather. My body recognized the look and sounds of hotel lobby bars now. It was already getting ready for me.
I caught sight of him at the bar before I even reached the elevators. Tall, dark shirt fitted across his back, sleeves down.. Class dripping from him everywhere. He sat with his shoulders relaxed, one hand around a glass, the other resting on his knee. He wasn’t looking at anyone. He wasn’t trying to be seen. He just existed in that space with a kind of calm confidence that drew my eyes without effort. That one, please, I smirked to myself.
He looked up. The way his gaze moved over me wasn’t the same as Marcellus, the way he took that man took me over so fast in that bar in Chicago. It wasn’t bold or heavy like him at all. And nothing like the man in Seattle.
No, this man was more assessing, more curious, like he noticed something about the way I carried myself, the looseness in my walk, the openness in my chest. His eyes didn’t drop to my legs or my dress. They stayed on my face steady, as though he could read something I wasn’t even saying.
I felt my breath catch. I kept walking, but my pace slowed for half a second before I checked myself. There was time, girl, there was lots of time. The elevator chimed as I approached, and my fingers trembled a little as I tapped the button. Knowing what I was going to do again, the adrenaline was hard to tamp down.
When the doors slid open, I stepped in alone. My reflection in the mirrored wall caught me off guard. My cheeks held a faint flush. My eyes looked darker after a long day. My dress didn’t look work-appropriate anymore. It looked chosen for some other persona. I pressed my hand lightly to my stomach remembering the last time I’d stood under hotel lighting, remembering the version of myself who had walked out of a room and into a life that felt lit up.
My room smelled of clean linen and refreshed air. I dropped my bag onto the chair and walked straight to the window, pulling the curtain aside enough to see the city lights spreading out below. The hum inside me deepened. I couldn’t tell if it was anticipation or recognition.
A soft buzz vibrated against my hip. A new number.
“Welcome to Austin. If you’re part of the Summit, we’ll probably cross paths. I’m in the lobby if you need a drink or directions.”
No name. My fingers hovered over the screen, the warmth between my ribs rising in one slow, steady pull. Hotels. They did this to me now. They’d become quiet, lurking danger zones for me.
The message stayed on my screen and I stood there with the curtain half open, the city humming under me, and felt something in my chest tighten. I didn’t want to meet up with a conference organizer. I wanted to go down and find out about that man in there.
It was the same slow pull I’d felt before, that warm drift that made my breath move lower and my shoulders loosen. Conference people were always trying to draw each other out for drinks or networking. But that wasn’t what I needed, and my body knew it. I was far from home again. And what my husband didn’t see or hear, he had no reason to know.
I slipped out of my heels and walked to the bathroom turning on the soft light above the mirror. My reflection looked warm, almost flushed from the heat outside, my hair falling forward as I leaned close to pull out the tiny gold earrings I’d worn on the plane. I set them on the counter and watched the way my shoulders rose with each breath. I hadn’t even unpacked, and the air in this room felt charged around me. I wasn’t going to reply to the conference person. I had other business to attend to.
I brushed my fingertips across my collarbone following the faint shadow of it, and let my eyes drop to the front of my dress. It exposed more of my chest than I usually allowed for work. I smoothed enough to feel the fabric slide over my skin, and the movement sent another low pull through my stomach that made me close my eyes for a moment.
Phew, I thought to myself, girl needs it.  A small vibration on the counter caught my attention. I looked back at the phone. Another message from the same person.
“If you’re settling in, grab a drink downstairs. I’ll point you to the right room for packet pickup.”
Still nothing overt, polite on the surface. I couldn’t understand why that made my breath deepen. I typed, “Just got to my room. Might come down in a bit,” and read it twice before hitting send. It was harmless. It was something any attendee would say. It carried nothing of what moved under my skin.
I slipped off my dress and stepped into the cooler air of the room, my skin tightening in a way that made me pause at the foot of the bed. I reached for the suitcase and pulled out a soft tank top and a loose skirt, something comfortable enough to pass as casual if I did decide to go downstairs. My hands moved steadily as I dressed, but my mind kept circling that first look in the lobby, the one that had stopped me. I hadn’t imagined it. My body didn’t react to things I imagined.
I brushed my hair back, gathered it loosely at the base of my neck, and let it fall again. The reflection staring back at me looked rested, open, more aware of itself than I ever was at home. There was no guilt in my chest, only that warm, steady hum. What was it? Sexual prowess. Feminine. In control. A man usually blunders from escapade to escapade, lucks into them, enjoys the surprise. The kind of woman who makes a good wife? She puts it in her calendar, she schedules it, she knows when and where it will happen before she even knows with whom.
I slipped my phone into my hand and pressed my thumb lightly against the screen as I walked toward the door.
I didn’t know yet whether I would go to the bar. But I knew that I wanted to be seen. Had to be, and by that man alone. My claws were already sunk in. That’s what I’d become in just three business trips away from hubby and home.
I stepped into the hallway without letting myself think too long about it, the door clicking shut behind me as I adjusted the strap of my bag across my shoulder. The air outside my room was cool, carrying a faint trace of something clean that made the skin on my arms lift. I smoothed my skirt as I walked toward the elevator, the fabric brushing lightly against my thighs in a way that made me more aware of my own body. My footsteps sounded soft against the carpet, steady and unhurried, but inside, there was a slow rise I couldn’t seem to settle.
The elevator doors opened as I reached them. A man in a conference badge stepped out without looking up from his phone, the lanyard swinging as he moved past me. I slipped inside and pressed the lobby button, watching my reflection in the mirrored panel. My hair fell over one shoulder, loose and slightly messy in a way that didn’t bother me. My chest rose with a deep breath that felt easier now as I took on my role. My lips held a faint color that didn’t need retouching. I looked alive and I felt like a killer.
When the doors opened again, the sound of the lobby rolled toward me in a warm wave, voices blending with the hum of music near the bar, the low clatter of glasses, the soft scrape of someone’s chair across the polished floor. I stepped out and let my gaze sweep the room once again, not searching, just orienting myself.
My pulse moved faster when I spotted him, his posture relaxed, dark hair falling slightly into his eyes as he read something on his phone.
He looked up at the exact moment my steps slowed. That same assessing look crossed his face again, not a stare, not the kind of hungry scan men sometimes gave when they thought they were being subtle. It was something else, recognition maybe, or interest pulled tight into control, something that made my chest tighten in a long, steady pull. I felt my body respond to him before I could brace myself. I knew what I was going to be doing to and with him not long from now.
He pushed away from the bar and walked toward me, not quickly, and not with any kind of swagger, but a slow, confident approach that made the space between us charge instantly. Confused, I shifted my weight slightly, my hand brushing the side of my hip as if that would steady me, but my breath moved deeper when he stopped a comfortable distance in front of me.
“You made it down,” he said, his voice warm and even, carrying easily over the noise around us.
I nodded, my fingers brushing the strap of my bag again. “I needed a minute to get myself together after the flight.”
Well there you go, I thought to myself, caught in your own trap. If that man at the bar wasn’t the same one texting conference info to me.
And yet, his physical presence remained overpowering for me. My mind was already scheming into how to use this new information. His eyes moved briefly over my face, lingering long enough to make my pulse throb once in my throat. “You look like you’re settling in just fine.”
The words weren’t bold. They weren’t suggestive. But the way he said them, the way he held my gaze without letting it drift even once, made something in me edge lower. I lifted my chin a little, enough for him to catch the rise of my breath.
“Are you here to attend or to organize?” I asked, trying to keep my tone neutral. “Or both?”
He smiled, small and controlled. “Here to help. But not exactly in the sessions.” He tilted his head slightly. “You?”
“Work sent me,” I said, giving him the truth. “Long days ahead.”
He nodded as though he understood more than I revealed. His eyes moved over me again, slow, thoughtful, taking in details I didn’t try to hide.
“Let me buy your first drink here,” he said, his voice carrying a warmth that eased the tension in my shoulders. “You look like you’ve earned one.”
I followed him toward the bar, the movement unhurried but charged, each step sharpening the awareness in my chest. The room seemed warmer the closer we got, the lights soft against the bottles behind the counter, the low thrum of conversation curling around us as he gestured for the bartender. I slid onto the seat beside him, smoothing my skirt as my thighs pressed lightly against the edge of the cushion. My body felt loose, almost too relaxed, and the slide made my breath deepen in a way that he seemed to notice immediately.
“What do you drink?” he asked, turning slightly toward me.
“Something light,” I said, resting my elbows gently against the bar. “Something that won’t knock me out after the travel day.”
He let out a quiet sound, low and amused, and the vibration of it settled warm in my stomach. He ordered for both of us, his tone steady, confident, familiar with this kind of interaction in a way that didn’t feel performative. When the bartender walked away, he leaned his forearm on the bar, angling his body toward mine enough to close the space without crowding me.
“You’re not here with a team?” he asked.
I shook my head, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “Just me this time. Most of the sessions don’t actually require multiple people, and the company’s been tightening travel budgets.” I paused for a moment, my fingers tracing the rim of a napkin. “It’s quiet, going alone. Easier too.”
His eyes moved slowly across my face, watching the way I said that, and something in the attention made the air feel warmer around us. “I figured you weren’t the type to blend in with a group,” he said.
Heat rose in my chest at that. “I didn’t realize anyone noticed me walk in.”
“I noticed.” His gaze held mine again, steadier this time. He wanted me to feel the weight of it. It was a he knows that I know that he knows kind of moment.
The drinks arrived, the bartender setting them down in front of us with a brief nod. I lifted mine, feeling the cold glass against my fingers, and took a slow sip. The flavor spread across my tongue, crisp and cool at the same time, and the sensation pulled another breath from me that wasn’t entirely steady.
“You haven’t been here before,” he said.
“No.” I let my eyes drift over the crowded lobby, taking in the clusters of people, the soft rise of voices, the way sunlight from the tall windows moved across the floor. “I’ve been to Houston a few times for work, but never Austin.”
He studied me for a moment, his head tilting slightly. “And you want to see something while you’re here.”
The question wasn’t casual. It carried an openness that surprised me, not pushy, not suggestive, but aware. A small pulse moved through me. What was he getting at?
“Maybe,” I said, letting the word come out slow. “It depends on the schedule.”
He nodded once, his fingers curling lightly around his glass. “Then maybe I can help you make some time.”
My breath caught in a soft, controlled way I couldn’t hide. I moved slightly in my seat, my knee brushing his by accident, or what felt like an accident until I felt the stillmess that passed through him at the contact.
His voice dropped a little, not lower, but more certain. “You’re here for work,” he said. “But it doesn’t look like that’s the only energy you brought with you.”
The words landed in my stomach. My throat tightened, not with guilt, but with something else, recognition? anticipation? It was the beginning of something I knew I wouldn’t resist. He was already opening the door, though, just like that. Did I have it printed on my forehead?
I turned my glass slowly on the napkin, the condensation collecting under my fingertip. “What energy do you think I brought with me?” I asked, my tone soft, controlled, but not hiding anything.
He watched me for a moment, his eyes steady on mine. “The kind that’s looking for more than a conference schedule.”
His words loosened everything professional in me. I took another sip of my drink, letting the flavor stretch across my tongue as I held his gaze, my body tightening slightly at the way he waited for my reaction. There was no rush in him, no impatience, just a steady, controlled interest that made me straighten my spine and let my shoulders fall back in a way that exposed more of the shape of my neck to him.
“You sound very sure about that,” I said, lifting my glass again, feeling the cold press into the pads of my fingers.
He watched the movement, his jaw tightening almost imperceptibly before he ran his thumb slowly along the rim of his own glass. “I’m only sure about what I see.”
“And what do you see?” The question slipped out quieter than I intended, not shy, not defensive, but pulled from somewhere deeper.
He slid closer by a fraction, enough for me to feel the warmth of his body blend with the ambient heat of the room. “I see a woman who didn’t come down here to be polite,” he said. “Someone who didn’t want to stay upstairs. Someone who walked into this lobby ready for something to occur.”
My breath moved in a single, deep draw that I couldn’t slow. The honesty in his tone did something to me, something low, something real, something that made the air feel thicker around us. I set my glass down lightly, the faint sound lost in the murmur of the bar, and felt my pulse flutter against the inside of my wrist.
“You read a lot into one drink,” I murmured.
He smiled, not wide, not arrogant, but a small curve that felt deliberate. “I read body language. And yours is telling me you don’t hate the attention.”
My hand brushed the side of my thigh, steady but a little too warm. “Maybe I don’t.”
His eyes moved over my face, slow and careful, taking in details as if he was memorizing the changes in my expression. “Good,” he said. “Because this isn’t nothing.”
The sentence went through me hard. It hit the place in me that had been restless since the moment I’d stepped off the plane. The place that remembered hands on my skin in another city, another night, another version of me I hadn’t let go of. I felt my chest rise again, and he noticed, his gaze dropping briefly before meeting mine with a steadiness that made my legs feel unsteady under the bar.
A group of people passed behind us, the movement sending a faint breeze across my back, lifting the hem of my skirt enough for me to feel the change. I turned slightly toward him, the bar stool creaking under the slow pivot, and let my knees angle in his direction. He mirrored the movement, his forearm resting a little closer to mine now, his voice lowering enough that it felt meant only for me.
“Tell me something,” he said. “When you came in here, did you feel that same pull I did?”
The honesty of the question stole a small, involuntary breath from me. I didn’t look away. I didn’t pretend I didn’t know what he meant. It was too late for that. This man was a bona fide mind reader. Denying it felt pointless now.
“I did,” I said quietly. “I wasn’t expecting it, but I felt it.”
His eyes softened, but the heat in them didn’t. “You expected it,” he said, leaning in a little more. “That’s why I didn’t let you disappear upstairs.”
My fingers tightened around the edge of my glass, small, natural, but enough for him to see. Enough for him to lean closer, his voice barely above the hum of the room.
“Come walk with me,” he said. “Somewhere quieter. Somewhere we can actually hear each other.”
The room around us blurred a little, the sound of glasses clinking and distant conversation fading under the weight of his attention. My fingers slid from the glass to the bar top, the wood warm under my palm.
I exhaled, and then I eased off the stool in one steady movement. His eyes followed the way my skirt fell into place along my thighs as I stood, and the small exhale he gave when he rose with me was a touch to my core. I guess when you’re a woman like I’d become — a cheating wife — some men can tell. Or was it just this one?
“Where are we going?” I asked discreetly over my shoulder, adjusting the strap of my bag,  my voice low enough that only he could hear it.
He stepped beside me, close enough that the heat from his arm brushed my skin each time we moved. “There’s a terrace on the second level,” he said. “No music, fresh air, and a better view.”
The elevator was set into a glass alcove at the edge of the lobby, and the walk toward it forced us through the warm current of bodies and voices. I felt the awareness of people glancing our way, though none of it mattered compared to the awareness of him. His hand stayed near the small of my back without touching me, guiding my steps with nothing more than his presence. That restraint did more to my pulse than any direct contact would have.
He hit the call button, and the doors opened almost instantly. We stepped inside and the enclosed space made the air feel thicker. My shoulder brushed his chest briefly as I moved beside him, and his jaw tightened enough for me to notice. The faint vibration of the elevator moving upward hummed under my feet while his arm lifted slightly, not quite touching, but positioned as though he could draw me in with the smallest turn.
The doors opened, releasing us into a quieter hallway with soft lighting and wide windows that looked out over the city. The view stretched in long lines of lights and moving cars, but my attention stayed on the way his hand finally touched the small of my back, steady and warm, guiding me toward a set of glass doors at the other end.
The terrace opened into a broad outdoor space with tall planters, wide seating areas, and warm air that moved across my legs as I stepped out. The city lights reflected off the rails, the glow catching faintly on my bare skin. I felt a little taller in my heels, a little more aware of the shape of my body as he walked behind me, his footsteps slow and deliberate.
“This is better,” he said, his voice behind me as I approached the railing. “No distractions.”
I placed my hands lightly on the metal rail, the coolness a contrast to the warmth in my chest. “You brought me up here so you could talk without an audience?”
He moved closer, his presence settling beside me, one hand bracing on the rail an inch from mine. “I brought you up here to see how you behave far from the madding crowd.”
I turned my head to look at him from the corner of my eye, my hair sliding across my shoulder. His gaze was on me, fixed, steady, drawn to the curve of my neck. “And what do you see?”
His hand lifted from the rail and traced a slow path down my arm, warm and intentional, stopping above my elbow. “I see a woman who knew she’d come with me,” he said, his thumb brushing lightly over my skin. “And I see her wondering what else she’s willing to do.”
His thumb traced a slow trail along the inside of my arm, and I felt the warmth of it move deeper than the touch itself. The city lights below flickered in small, scattered patterns, but my attention stayed locked on the steady pressure of his hand and the way his eyes held mine. Something in me tightened at the certainty in his expression. Men who flirted didn’t look at me like that. Men who wanted a moment didn’t stand like that that. This man was different. I wasn’t prepared for him. He threw me off my game.
Men who slept with married women had a different kind of focus. But this man didn’t chase. He waited. He let me come to them, even when it looked like he was the one approaching. And standing here with him, I began to know what kind of man he really was. I felt it in the way he watched me, in the way he let his hand move enough to test how far I’d lean into him.
This was what I’d call a dangerous man.
I swallowed once and let my fingers slide on the rail, my wedding ring making a light tone against the metal. The contact was small, but it pushed a thought through me that I didn’t try to block. I was married. I was someone’s wife. And yet I was standing on a terrace with a man I’d known less than a few minutes, letting him touch my arm, letting him read me in ways no man ever had. The part of me that would have pulled back didn’t. I felt more alive with him than even with those other men. I nearly laughed at the thought that crossed my mind: too bad it’s something I could never share with my husband, with whom I shared almost everything.
He stepped closer, closing the space between us so that my body softened toward him before I could decide whether to resist him or not. I was in over my head with this one, I wasn’t controlling the narrative, he was.
His chest angled toward my shoulder, his breath warm as it moved near my ear, the scent of him clean. He rested his hand on my back.
“You didn’t hesitate coming up here with me,” he said, his voice low enough to skim the side of my throat.
I let out a slow breath. “I probably should have.” I chuckled.
“Probably,” he agreed, his fingers pressing lightly against the back of my hip. “But you didn’t.”
The honesty of it sent a pulse through me. I tilted my weight a fraction, enough that the side of my thigh brushed his. He noticed that, too. His jaw tightened. The reaction was small and controlled.
“I don’t usually do this,” I said, my voice steady through the lie. “I don’t wander.”
“You didn’t wander tonight either,” he said. “You followed something you directed your attention to.”
He had an unnerving clarity, like he saw the break forming before the woman herself did. He waited for it. He knew how to step into it without forcing anything. And I could feel him slipping into that space now, easy, confident, unhurried, as though he knew I’d meet him there.
His hand slid along the side of my hip, guiding me to turn toward him. I let myself move, my back brushing the railing, my chest angling up toward his. My breath moved deeper when he stepped in front of me, his height blocking the light behind him in a way that made the air feel closer.
“Tell me why you really came down here tonight,” he said, his thumb brushing above the waistband of my skirt.
I looked up at him. “I wanted to feel something I’m not supposed to.”
His thumb brushed that small place at my waist, slow and steady, and every pass of it made my chest lift a little higher. The night air moved across my skin, a and my whole body had opened up to the sensation the moment I stepped out onto this terrace with him. I felt light. I felt wired. I felt more awake than I ever did at home in my own kitchen, barefoot beside a man who trusted me completely.
The weight of that trust didn’t even sting. It surprised me. There was this strange, rising clarity in me, quiet and  bright, that my cheating wasn’t destroying anything. Nothing in my life was collapsing back home. My husband wouldn’t be hurt because he wouldn’t ever know. If anything, I felt more stable, more centered, more myself.
He stepped closer, the front of his body brushing mine enough to make my breath catch. His hand at my waist tightened slightly, encouraging me to tilt my hips the smallest amount toward him.. I let the warmth between us build. It felt clean. It felt allowed in a way that made no sense and every kind of sense at the same time.
“You’re thinking about something,” he murmured against my cheek, his voice warm but sure, as if he already knew the answer.
I let out a breath through my nose, my lips close enough to his jaw that I could feel the heat rising off his skin. “I’m thinking about how easy this feels,” I said. “How clear everything is.”
He smiled, small, satisfied, like he’d expected that from me. “Clear is good,” he said. “Most people fight it.”
I shook my head slowly. “I’m not fighting anything.”
He lifted his hand from my waist and let his fingers drift along my ribcage, a slow path that made the muscles in my stomach tighten in one pull. I leaned into the touch, my thigh brushing his, my chest rising. That tiny contact at my ribs sent heat down through my legs. He saw the breath I took. He saw the way my hips eased closer to him. He watched every inch of my reaction.
“You feel free right now,” he said quietly, like he was stating something factual.
I met his eyes, my voice steady. “I do.”
“That why you came down?” he asked. “For that freedom?”
I nodded once, feeling the honesty settle warm and heavy behind my ribs. “I think it is, yes.”
He moved until the front of his body was flush with mine, the pressure warm, direct. His chest brushed my upper arm, his thigh lined against mine, his breath moved across my neck in a slow, deep rise that made my stomach contract.
“And your husband?” he asked, not unkindly. “Is this going to touch anything there?”
I shook my head, my mouth barely inches from his. “No,” I said. “It won’t. It can’t. He won’t ever know. And he won’t ever feel different toward me because of this.”
He lifted my chin lightly with two fingers, forcing my eyes up to his. His hand slid back to my waist, firmer now.
“Good,” he said. “Then come with me.”
He didn’t take my hand. He stepped back far enough for me to follow, and my body moved with his before my mind caught up. The terrace stretched out behind us in a warm sweep of lights, but all I watched was the slow, confident pull of his shoulders as he led me toward the far end, where the rail curved and the city opened wide below.
The air wrapped around us warmer here, and quieter. He stopped near the corner where the light from the sconces didn’t quite reach, and when he turned to face me, the shadow carved the angles of his face in a way that made my breath move deeper. He looked different here, sharper, more certain, as though the privacy sealed something inside him that had been waiting.
I stepped closer, my chest rising, my hands brushing down the sides of my skirt in a slow movement. I felt my wedding ring as the fabric slid under my palm. The metal didn’t warn me. It only reminded me that nothing about my life at home felt threatened by this pull. I wasn’t breaking anything. I wasn’t destroying anything. If anything, this new openness in me felt like a pressure valve releasing. It was good for my marriage, it really was, taking these mini-vacays from my life.
He watched the way my hands moved, his eyes dropping briefly to my hips before lifting back to mine. “You’re deciding something,” he said, stepping closer until the warmth of his chest reached me.
“I’m deciding how far I’m willing to go,” I said.
His hand slid higher, tracing the side of my ribs, and my breath caught. I moved closer, our legs brushing, my shoulder angling up toward him. The contact was small, but my body reacted with a rush that pushed through my stomach in a tight pull.
“You’re not the type who cheats because she’s unhappy,” he said, reading me with that calm that men like him seemed to have. “You cheat because it makes you feel more alive.”
My stomach contracted sharply, the accuracy cutting straight through me. “You don’t even know me.”
He shook his head once. “I know enough.”
I lifted my chin, letting my eyes hold his. “You think you understand me that quickly?” I asked.
“I do. And I think you know what you want.”
My pulse jumped. “And what is it you think I want?”
He looked me over slowly, not crudely with the kind of interest that felt certain.
“You want to feel chosen by someone,,” he said softly. “You want to feel wanted. And you want to know you can walk back into your house tomorrow and be the same woman your husband trusts.”
“You read married women too well,” I said.
He touched my jaw tilting my face up a fraction. “No,” he said. “I read you well.”
His hand held the back of my hip with a slow, steady pressure that made my breath deepen. I felt my body answer him, the tilt of my pelvis, the warmth in my stomach, the way my knees softened. He let me ease into the space between us, let the tension thicken. The city lights were behind his shoulders now, turning his silhouette into something darker, more defined, something that made me aware of every inch of him.
He brushed a piece of hair back from my cheek with a calm confidence. My lips parted. His eyes dropped to the small movement of my mouth, and the quiet focus in his expression made heat roll through me in a long, slow wave.
“You feel that?” he said quietly. “Right here?”
His fingers pressed lightly at the front of my hip. The touch was small and I inhaled sharply as my body responded. I nodded. “I do.”
He stepped closer, and the warmth of his torso pushed against the front of my body. My chest lifted brushing his, and the sound of my breath changed, deeper, slower, steadier. His jaw brushed the side of my temple as he leaned closer, not touching my lips, taking in the scent of my skin in a way that made something deep inside me contract.
“You’re married,” he murmured, his voice warm against the shell of my ear. “But you don’t feel married right now.”
It was a kind of startling, liberating truth. I didn’t feel married in that moment. I didn’t feel like a woman tethered to anything.
And the strangest part, the part I didn’t want to examine too closely, was that it didn’t feel wrong. It felt private. Separate. A part of my life that didn’t touch what waited for me at home. I loved my husband. But part of me, the part that warmed under a stranger’s hands, answered a stranger’s attention.
“Does that bother you?” he asked, reading something in my face.
“No, it doesn’t bother me at all.”
“You like the separation,” he said softly. “You like knowing you can step out of your life for a night and step back in without anything breaking.”
I swallowed. “You’re not wrong.”
He lifted my chin with two fingers, his touch slow and certain, tilting my face up until our eyes met fully. The closeness made my stomach pull tight.
“Then let yourself have this,” he said. “No guilt. No second thoughts. It’s what your body knows it wants.”
I leaned in, just enough for him to feel the answer before I said it.
“Show me.”
I felt the firmness of his chest against mine, the warm pressure of his thigh near my hip, the subtle change of his breath as he took me closer.
“This part,” he murmured, fingers drifting along my side, “is what I like most. When you’re right on the edge of choosing something you’ll think about for weeks.”
A tremor ran through me at the accuracy of that. It wasn’t fear. It was anticipation. I knew what it was now, this little pocket of freedom, this secret space where I wasn’t anyone’s wife, anyone’s anchor, anyone’s routine. I was me. I felt younger, lighter, warmer.
My husband wouldn’t feel this change in me. He trusted me so deeply he’d never look for the lines I crossed. That trust didn’t feel heavy. It didn’t trap me. It made this easier. Safer. I could cheat and still love him. I could step into this heat and step back out of it without leaving a mark he’d ever find.
His hand rose along my side, covering the curve of my ribcage, and the heat of his palm made my breath break for a second. I tilted my body into that contact.
“You’re afraid of being wanted the way you actually are,” he said quietly. “Not the way you’re supposed to be.”
“Maybe.”
“No,” he said, stepping closer so his chest brushed mine. “Not maybe.”
His fingers slid to the front of my waist, his thumb tracing the edge where fabric met skin. My pulse thudded hard against it. I lifted my chin, feeling my breath move deeper, my body warming in a slow.
“You want someone to take you fully,” he murmured, “without hesitation, without second-guessing, without treating you like something fragile.”
I swallowed. “And you think you’re that man?”
“I am,” he said, and the certainty in his voice hit me. It felt intoxicating to be read this clearly, to be seen without translation.
His hand slid behind me again. My hips aligned with his. I felt the warmth of him all the way down my thighs.
“And what do you want from me?” I whispered.
He leaned in, his lips near my cheek, his breath slow and warm. “I want everything you’re trying not to admit you came down here for.”
My knees softened. My fingers slid up the front of his shirt. My breath moved out in one slow, steady exhale.
“And if I give it to you?” I asked.
His hands tightened at my hips. “Then,” he said, “you’ll walk back into your life tomorrow with something new under your skin. Something no one will ever take from you.”
A shiver pulsed up the back of my spine. And I knew, absolutely knew, I was going with him.
“Come here,” he murmured, though I was pressed to him. His voice slid through me in a way I felt low in my stomach.
I placed my hands on his chest, let my palms spread over the heat of him, felt the slow rise of his breath under my fingers. He was solid, warm, fully present in a way that made my own body relax and tighten at the same time. It wasn’t the hesitant, careful touch of a man afraid to cross lines. He knew exactly what kind of woman he had in front of him, and he touched me like it.
My wedding ring brushed the fabric of his shirt, and for a second I felt that small, bright shock of awareness again. It was a sharp reminder that my life at home was untouched by this moment. Protected by it, even. It was astonishing how free cheating felt when you weren’t breaking anything, when you carried your love and your desire in separate palms, and both stayed intact, both unsullied by the other.
“Tell me something,” he said, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear.
I breathed in slowly. “What?”
“You’re not doing anything wrong,” he said quietly, his voice warm and intimate. “You’re choosing something you want. Right?”
He was right. Nothing at home felt threatened by this. My husband wouldn’t feel a ripple of this inside me. He’d see me exactly the same, love me exactly the same, without knowing that a part of me had opened upsomewhere private, somewhere he’d never touch.
I exhaled, long and steady. “Maybe I want to feel wanted in a way that isn’t safe,” I said. “Just once.”
He swept his thumb across my lower lip, slow and deliberate. The touch sent another warm pulse down my spine.
“Once isn’t what this feels like,” he murmured. “But we’ll start there.”
He glanced toward the far corner of the terrace, the one partly hidden behind the tall planters and a column that blocked the view from the hallway. His hand stayed at my waist as he moved his stance, and the way he turned his body told me exactly what he intended without him saying a word
He guided me with a light pressure at my hip.
I followed. My steps were steady. The corner felt more private, wrapped in deeper shadows, away from the soft glow of the terrace lights. I felt the change immediately, like stepping onto a different wavelength where everything sharpened, darkened, thickened.
I stepped in until our hips touched. The heat of him soaked straight through me. My fingers slid up his chest, feeling the muscle under his shirt, the shape of him, the warmth.
He sucked in a slow breath at the contact.
I leaned up to his ear, my voice steady but trembling somewhere deep inside. “Take me wherever you want.”
He didn’t hesitate. His hand tightened on my hip, guiding my body flush against his.
“Then come with me now,” he said.
His hand stayed at my waist, warm and steady, guiding me through the shadows and back toward the hallway that opened into the quieter wing of the hotel. Each time we passed under a light, I caught a glimpse of the concentration on his face, focused, certain, drawing the map of the night in his head.
He pressed the button for the elevator with his thumb, and when the doors opened, he stepped inside first and pulled me with him by the waist.
“You’re shaking a little,” he said.
“I know.”
His hand slid around to my lower back, warm through my top, his fingers spreading as he drew me the last inch against him. My chest pressed to his, and the heat of his body moved straight through the thin fabric between us. My breath faltered as I felt the slow, deliberate way he inhaled, his jaw tightening enough to show the effect I had on him.
“You like being led,” he murmured, his voice low, not asking. “You like giving yourself to someone who doesn’t have to treat you gently.”
I swallowed hard. “I guess I do.”
“You guess?” His fingers pressed lightly into my waist.
“I do,” I said, my voice barely steady.
His eyes swept me once, hair, lips, down to the front of my chest, back to my mouth.
The elevator chimed. My body tensed as the doors opened. I stepped out first because I wanted to, because I chose it.
He followed close behind, his hand sliding down to the back of my hip as he directed me toward the far hallway.
“Where are we going?” I asked.
“To my room,” he said.
I felt the way my skirt brushed my thighs, the way his gaze followed every move of my body. It felt reckless. It felt thrilling.
At the end of the hallway, he reached me in three strides and placed his hand on the back of my neck, guiding me gently but firmly to face his door.
“Stop here,” he said, soft but commanding.
He stood behind me, so close I felt the warmth from his chest move across my back in slow waves. His hand stayed at the base of my neck, not squeezing, holding me there with a calm that made my breath deepen. The hallway was quiet except for the low hum of the ventilation and the steady rhythm of his breathing behind me. I stared at the door in front of us, feeling the weight of the moment settle along my spine.
“You know what this means,” he said softly near my ear.
I nodded once. “I do.”
His thumb brushed the side of my neck, a slow stroke that made my thighs tense. “Say it.”
I let out a long breath, the truth pushing up from somewhere deep and certain inside me. “I’m choosing this.”
He exhaled, slow and satisfied.
His body shifted with mine, his hips brushing the back of me as he leaned in closer. My pulse jumped at the contact. I lifted my chin slightly, exposing my throat to the warm path of his breath, letting him feel the edge in my breathing.
“You’re married,” he said, not as a question, not as a warning. But as a fact.
“I am.”
“And you’re here.”
“Yes.”
He let that sit between us for a moment, heavy, warm, thrilling in a way that made my stomach tighten. His hand slid from my neck down to my waist, his palm curving around my hip. I leaned back a little into the pressure, letting him feel my full acceptance of it.
“I want to hear something else,” he murmured.
“What?”
“That you’re not thinking about him right now.”
I swallowed, my breath catching in a tight pull. “I’m not.”
“Why?”
“Because this feels separate,” I said quietly. “Like a different part of me. One he’ll never touch.”
A sound left him, low, approving, drawn from his chest. His grip tightened at my waist, tugging me gently back against him. “Exactly.”
His other hand lifted, fingers brushing the back of my shoulder, tracing down the length of my arm until he reached my wrist. He raised my hand and placed my palm flat against the door, guiding it with a slow precision that sent heat racing along my nerves.
“Keep your hand there,” he said.
I did.
The pressure of the door under my palm, the heat of his body behind mine, the faint rise of his breath against my shoulder, it all spiraled through me in one slow wave of anticipation. I felt the weight of what came next, the change in myself that had been building since the moment I walked into the bar and saw him watching me.
He leaned in, his mouth near my ear. “You’re not the kind of woman who falls apart. You’re the kind who chooses. And you chose me tonight.”
“You’re right,” I whispered.
His hand at my waist tightened again, pulling my hips a fraction closer to his.
“And when you go home tomorrow,” he murmured, “you’re going to carry this with you. Quietly. All yours. Not his.”
My pulse thudded hard. “Yes.”
He reached around me and pressed the keycard against the reader. The soft click sounded impossibly loud in the quiet hallway.
The door unlocked. He kept his hand low on my hip, guiding me forward with a steady pressure.
“Inside,” he said.
I stepped over the threshold.
The room was dim, lit only by a strip of warm light from behind the headboard and the faint glow from the city spilling through the window. The carpet softened my footsteps, each one carrying that thick sense of inevitability as I moved deeper into the space. I heard the door close quietly behind me, the soft sound sealing the air in a way that made my breath deepen.
I didn’t turn around right away. I stood there, letting the warmth of the room wrap around my skin, letting the weight of the moment settle over me. It felt strangely calm. Not frantic. Not reckless.
He walked up behind me, slow and unhurried, and the heat from his body reached my back before he touched me. His presence filled the space around me, changing the air itself. His hand slid to my hip again, warm and steady, drawing me back a fraction into him.
“Look around,” he murmured near my ear. “I want you to know where you are.”
I did. The bed was large, neatly made, the sheets a dark, rich color that caught the dim light. His jacket was draped over the chair by the window, his suitcase half-open on the stand. The room smelled faintly of his cologne and something warm from the hallway, and the mixture of it moved through me in a slow, tightening pull.
“It feels different when the door closes,” I said quietly.
“Yes it does.” His thumb brushed the side of my waist. “Because now it’s you and me. No noise. No audience. No hesitation.”
I exhaled, long and steady. “I don’t feel hesitant.”
“I know.” His voice lowered. “That’s why you’re here.”
He moved around me then, stepping into my view, close enough that I had to tilt my chin up to meet his eyes. The dim light caught the lines of his face, making his expression look even more focused, more intent. He studied me the way a man studies something he’s decided he wants, calmly, without rush, with complete confidence.
“Tell me what’s running through your head right now,” he said.
I let my words come without softening them. “I’m thinking about how easy it is to be here. How natural it feels.”
His eyes darkened with satisfaction. ”
“And I’m thinking about how free it feels to do something that’s only mine.”
He stepped in closer, so close his chest brushed mine. “Tell me more.”
I swallowed, my voice low. “This doesn’t touch my marriage. It doesn’t hurt anything. It opens something in me.”
His fingers lifted my chin higher, his touch slow, and my breath caught at the intimate control in the gesture. My body answered him, my chest rising, my thighs tightening, my lips parting slightly.
“You’re not breaking vows,” he said, his voice warm but firm. “You’re expanding who you are.”
That sent heat through me in a slow, deep wave that made my knees soften.
“I want you to remember something,” he said, keeping his fingers at my chin. “You walked in here on your own. You chose every step.”
I nodded once. “I know.”
“And you’ll choose the next ones too.”
He dropped his hand from my chin to my waist, his touch firmer this time, guiding me in one slow step backward toward the center of the room.
He guided me until my calves brushed the edge of the bed, and the contact sent a small jolt through me. I stood steady, my breath deepening, my hands brushing lightly down my thighs in a slow attempt to ground myself. He watched every movement, his eyes tracking the tilt of my hips, the rise of my chest, the way I steadied my stance.
I let the words tumble out of me. “I feel awake. I feel wanted. I feel separate.” My breath moved deeper. “I feel more like myself than I ever have.”
He studied me with a slow, appreciative intensity. “Not conflicted?”
“No,” I said immediately. “Not even a little.”
He stepped closer until our knees touched, the warmth of his body moving up through me in a clean, undeniable line. “Because this version of you deserves to exist. Even if no one at home ever sees her.”
My throat tightened, not with guilt, but with the sudden realization of how long it had been since anyone looked at me without assuming a role, wife, partner, helper, steady presence. Here, I wasn’t any of those things. Here, I was a woman with heat running through her body and choices she didn’t have justify.
“My husband will never know,” I said, the honesty settling warm in my chest. “He won’t feel any of this. He won’t lose anything.”
“He never has to,” the man said. “Because this isn’t about him. It’s about you.”
I breathed out slowly, letting the truth of it settle. “Yes.”
His thumbs traced slow circles at my waist, small motions that sent a warm, spiraling pull down my stomach. I leaned in until the top of my head brushed his jaw, my body softening against him.
“You’re not here to be careful,” he said quietly. “You’re here to be wanted.”
“I want that,” I said. “I want to feel chosen.”
He breathed in against my hair, steady and slow, his hands tightening enough for me to feel the strength in them.
My lips parted, my breath catching against his chest.
“Sit,” he said softly.
The mattress dipped beneath me as I lowered myself onto it. I kept my knees angled together at first, my hands resting lightly on either side of my thighs. He watched me settle, his eyes moving down my body with the same deliberate focus he’d had since the bar. The dim light caught the faint rise of my breathing, the subtle tilt of my shoulders, the way my legs pressed together as though I was holding back a current building in me.
He took a step forward, then another, until his knees brushed mine. His hands rested lightly on my thighs, the weight warm and steady even through the fabric of my skirt. The warmth of his palms radiated through me in a way that made my breath deepen and my spine lengthen. I felt open under his gaze, open in a way that felt strangely comfortable, strangely right.
His thumbs traced two slow arcs along the inside of my thighs. “You coming here tonight,” he said, “that wasn’t an accident. You’ve been carrying this in you for a long time.”
My breath tightened. “Maybe longer than I realized.”
“And longer than your husband ever noticed.”
My throat tightened, not with guilt but with recognition. He was right. My husband loved me deeply, but he didn’t see the woman sitting here now, the one with desire sitting hot under her skin, the one who wanted to be looked at, wanted to be wanted. He saw the version of me that made sense in our home life. And maybe that was enough for him.
But it hadn’t been enough for me. I didn’t say any of that out loud.
His hands moved higher, guiding my legs apart enough that the tension in my inner thighs eased. The movement was slow, careful, but confident. I let him guide me.
“You feel how different this is,” he said. “How different you are with me.”
I breathed out, long and steady. “Yes.”
“And you’re not thinking about consequences.”
“No,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “Just what I want.”
“And what do you want?”
I lifted my chin, meeting his eyes fully. “To feel wanted in a way I don’t get at home.”
His jaw flexed. His hands tightened slightly on my thighs. The air between us seemed to draw tight, warm, alive.
“You’re getting that,” he said. “Right now.”
I swallowed hard. “I know.”
He stepped closer, standing between my knees. The scent of him, the heat of him, the sheer presence of him pressed in from every direction. His fingers traced my thigh again, this time slower, the touch almost reverent.
“You’re not cheating,” he said softly. “You’re claiming a part of yourself no one else has touched.”
A shiver rolled through me. “I feel that.”
His hands slid higher, firm and sure. “Because I’m going to draw that part of you all the way out tonight.”
My breath caught. He reached for my chin again, tilting my face up so he could look down into me with quiet intensity.
I exhaled shakily, my legs easing farther apart on their own.
“Lie back,” he said.
I did. The mattress warmed beneath my back the moment I lowered myself onto it, the sheets soft against my shoulder blades as I eased down. My hair spread across the pillow, and I felt the change in my body, hips loosening, legs softening, chest rising in a slow breath. The ceiling’s dim light cast a warm glow across the room, enough for me to see him without losing the shadows that made everything feel more intimate, more hidden.
He watched me settle, his eyes following every movement, the bend of my knees, the slight arch of my back, the way my arms relaxed at my sides. I felt exposed in a way that wasn’t physical so much as emotional, as though he could see the private reasons that had brought me here as clearly as he saw the shape of my body.
The other men didn’t quite see that.
He came to the edge of the bed and placed one knee on the mattress, lowering his weight slowly. The bed dipped beneath him, pulling my body subtly toward his. I felt that change through my core, a warmth that made my breath catch. He leaned over me with one hand braced beside my head, the heat of his body folding around mine without touching me fully.
“You look different lying like this,” he said, his voice steady, warm, grounded. “Not careful. Not guarded.”
I let my eyes drift up to his. “I don’t feel guarded.”
“You shouldn’t,” he said. His hand slid from the pillow to my shoulder, fingers spreading lightly across my collarbone. “Not here.”
His touch was slow, moving down my chest in a way that wasn’t explicit but made my whole body jump. I breathed in sharply as his fingers traced the top of my ribs, the heat of his palm sending a tight shot through my stomach.
“I want to see the woman you keep hidden at home,” he murmured.
A tremor rippled up my spine, subtle but unmistakable. “She’s here,” I said quietly. “I didn’t know how ready she was.”
He smiled, small and knowing. “She was ready the moment you walked downstairs.”
His hand drifted lower, resting on my waist with a possessive ease that made my hips tilt toward him. The weight of his palm there, steady, certain. I wasn’t being handled gently. I wasn’t being protected. I was being wanted.
“I feel like I’m stepping into a second life,” I said, the confession slipping out.
“You are,” he said, lowering his face closer to mine. “And you’re doing it with intention.”
“It doesn’t make me a bad person,” I whispered.
“No,” he said immediately, his voice low and firm. “It makes you honest.”
The certainty in his tone hit me hard, loosening something deep inside me. My body responded without hesitation, my thighs parting more, my chest rising into his. His hand slid higher, brushing my ribs, and the movement sparked a warm, pulsing reaction through my core.
“You feel alive with me,” he said, reading me with unnerving accuracy.
“I do.”
“You feel seen.”
“Yes.”
“And none of this takes anything from your husband.”
My breath left me in a warm rush. “No. It doesn’t.”
“Right,” he said, leaning in until his forehead nearly touched mine. “Because I’m not taking you from him. I’m taking you from the part of yourself that pretended she didn’t want this.”
A soft, shaky sound left my throat. I didn’t fight it.
His hands slid to my hips, both of them now, firm and sure, easing my body into line with his. I felt the strength in his grip, the certainty in his touch, the way he handled me like a woman who wasn’t delicate or breakable.
He tightened his hands on my hips, the pressure firmer now, guiding my body in a slow slide beneath him. The warmth of his palms seeped through the fabric of my skirt, making my stomach pull tight. I felt my thighs relax under his touch, my knees easing open another inch without him asking. My body answered him with a slow, instinctive lean upward, my hips lifting enough for him to feel the deliberate movement.
My back arched, my chest rising into him, my breath deepening as heat spread through me. He slid one hand up from my hip to my waist, his thumb brushing the side of my stomach in a slow path that made my thighs tense again. I lifted my hand and placed it on his chest, feeling the shape of him, warm, firm, steady under my palm. My fingers curled there’
He lowered his weight a little, bringing his torso closer to mine. The heat of him moved through the thin layers of our clothes, pressing into my ribs, my stomach, the inside of my thighs. I felt the outline of his body against me,, and my breath trembled.
My hands slid higher, smoothing up his shirt front until my fingers brushed the warm skin at his open collar. The small contact made him inhale sharply, his jaw tightening as he leaned closer. His hand moved from my waist to the inside of my thigh, not high, but close enough that my breath caught in a soft, involuntary sound.
He brushed the inside of my thigh, a slow sweep of his fingers over the warm skin exposed between the hem of my skirt and the edge of my underwear. I couldn’t stop my hips from lifting, answering the touch with a needy tilt. His breath deepened at the movement, his eyes darkening as he watched my body react.
“You’re opening for me,” he said.
“I can’t help it.”
My fingers slid to the back of his neck, pulling him closer until his chest pressed fully against mine. The weight of him settled over me, warm and heavy in a way that made my stomach clench. My legs eased farther apart, my heels pressing into the mattress as my hips lifted again, harder this time.
He groaned under his breath at the motion, a naked sound that vibrated through his chest into mine. His hand gripped my thigh, firmer this time, encouraging the tilt of my hips, guiding the rhythm of my breath.
My back arched, my chest rising into him, my lips parting against the side of his face as my breath broke.
His hand slid higher on my thigh, slow, until my whole body tightened in anticipation. I couldn’t stop the small, hungry rise of my hips that followed his touch. I pressed up against him, my breath warm on his neck, my hands gripping his shoulders as I pulled him down to me.
My hips lifted, slow and needy, my thighs opening with a soft, instinctive surrender that told him everything.
He lowered himself over me, covering my body with his weight, his breath hot against my cheek as I arched into him, this time harder, hungrier.
He came down over me with a slow weight, his body settling between my legs in a way that left no part of me untouched. His chest pressed to mine, warm and solid, and the sound of his breath deepened as he lowered himself, bracing one hand beside my head. The change drew my hips upward again, the contact sending a tight pulse through my stomach that made me gasp softly into his shoulder.
My legs wrapped loosely around his hips, not fully locking, but resting there, drawing him closer in a slow, instinctive curl. My hands slid up his back, fingers gripping the warm fabric of his shirt as the weight of him pressed my spine deeper into the mattress.
His lower body nudged against mine and my hips lifted in a helpless answering arc. The movement drew a sharp exhale from him. His jaw tightened as he pressed back against me, slow and heavy, the friction sending heat rolling through my thighs.
My hips rose in a slow, hungry rhythm, meeting the steady grind of his body with one of my own.
My hands slid to his sides, fingers curling into his waist as I pulled him down harder, needing his weight, his heat, the grind of him along my body. He answered with a long, controlled thrust of his hips.
My hips lifted again, sharper, hungrier. The friction between us tightened in a way that made my thighs tremble.
My thighs tightened around him, holding him in place as I lifted and pressed, lifted and pressed, a steady rhythm that stole the control from him one grind at a time. His breath came out ragged against my throat as he tried to match me, but I pushed harder, pulling him fully into the grind.
I grabbed the back of his head and pulled his mouth toward my jaw, holding him there as my body rose into his, slow and deliberate. The heat between us intensified with every movement, the friction tightening, vibrating through my thighs and stomach in thick, pulsing waves.
I pushed him up off me. I pushed him back a step and then another, guiding him with both hands, my fingers clutching at his shirt. His breath tightened against my cheek as I pressed my body into his again, grinding upward, chasing the pressure I’d been holding back for too long. He grabbed my hips, steadying me, but I didn’t slow. I hooked my leg around his thigh and pulled myself higher, using his body for leverage, my chest rising fast as I took what I wanted from him.
He tried to guide the pace, but I shoved him gently, insistently, pushing him until his back met the wall. I climbed up on him, my hands sliding down his sides, then up his arms, then into his hair, gripping hard. I pressed my mouth to his neck, not soft anymore, my breath hot against his skin as I dragged my teeth along the curve of his shoulder. His hand slipped low on my back, pulling me tighter.
I grabbed the front of his shirt, pulled him forward, and walked him toward the bed with a determination that left no doubt. He followed my movements, letting me direct him, letting me climb, pull, guide, take. By the time we reached the edge of the mattress, I was breathing hard, my hair half falling over my face, my lips swollen from how hard I’d kissed him.
I pushed him down onto the bed and climbed over him, my knees on either side of his hips, my hands braced on his chest. The rise and fall of his breathing pushed against my palms, steadying me as I drove myself down against him, chasing the friction that had been building. His hands slid up my thighs, gripping, encouraging, but the rhythm was mine, every movement sharp with the edge I’d been trying to hold back all night.
I dragged him up by the collar, pulled his mouth to mine, kissed him hard, then pushed him back down and leaned over him, my hair falling forward as my hips moved with a hunger I couldn’t hide. The room felt too small for what was happening, the bed too soft, the air too warm. I grabbed his wrist and guided his hand exactly where I needed it, my breath catching against his jaw as I moved faster, pressing down into the steady strength of his body.
He tried to speak, make some sound, but I cut it off with another hard kiss, my fingers curling into the sheets beside his head as my pace tightened. His grip around my waist tightened, pulling me higher, adjusting me, and I answered with a low, rough sound I barely recognized as mine. I leaned back, arching, grinding down with a sharp, needy pull of my hips, my body shaking with the force of it, my breathing uneven as I lost any trace of softness.
He moved with me, lifting me, turning me, pulling me across the bed until my back met the mattress again. I pulled him down over me instantly, my nails pressing into his shoulder blades, my legs rising to lock him close, my body pushing up against his with every sharp roll of my hips.
My dress was gone, his pants too, his shirt his shorts, everything, and me, nothing but my thin sheer bra around my ribs.
He turned me with a quick pull of my hips, rolling me onto my back. I pulled him down for one deep kiss and then pushed his chest upward with both hands, slipping out from under him before he could take control. His eyes tracked me as I moved across the sheets, my body moving on instinct, my breath unsteady as I dragged him with me by the wrist.
I guided him down beside me, then climbed over him, lowering my body along his until my chest slid over his stomach, then farther, my legs braced wide for balance. My mouth trailed along the edges of his torso, slow and demanding, my breath warm against his skin as I dragged myself lower. His hands gripped my hips, steadying me as I positioned myself, my thighs framing his shoulders, my stomach tightening as the angle pulled us into a perfect, hungry tangle.
He pulled me closer, his hands sliding up the back of my thighs, urging me down toward him. I answered by lowering myself, my chest pressed to his ribs, my breath hitting his lower stomach in ragged bursts. His hands tightened, fingers spreading along the curve of my hips, guiding me subtly, insistently, matching the hunger driving my movements.
I leaned into him, kissing the inside of his thigh, then higher, my mouth open against warm skin, my hands braced on the bed on either side of him as I pushed myself closer. The sound he made beneath me was low and rough, vibrating through his body and into mine. I felt him move under me, felt the strength of muscle as he pulled me down farther, his mouth opening against the inside of my leg as he pulled my body toward his face.
Heat ran through me in a fast, dizzy line. I pressed down harder, letting him pull me exactly where he wanted me while I dragged my lips higher along him, tasting the warm, flushed skin, letting my breath fall deliberately across places that made his grip tighten almost painfully on my thighs.
My body shook as his mouth reached me. He kissed me there. I moved against his mouth, grinding gently, urging him higher.
I braced myself over him, my arm shaking slightly as I moved, my hair falling around his stomach while I kissed him there and again, each one deeper than the last. I took him in my mouth
Our bodies moved in a tight rhythm, me lowering over him, him lifting into me, both of us chasing an angle that pushed the tension to the brink. His grip on me turned almost desperate as he tried to pull more of me down, and I answered by pressing my thighs against his shoulders, holding him close, giving him my weight, giving him the heat of my body.
He groaned into me, and the vibration went straight through my stomach.
I let out a broken breath, my mouth pumping his shaft, my fingers digging into his hips as I pulled myself tighter around him. My body shook with the need to lose control entirely, to take him everywhere I shouldn’t.
We moved together like that across the bed, twisting, lifting, pressing, dragging our bodies against each other, until the sheets twisted under us and the tension wound so tight it felt like it might snap.
He slid beneath me with a rough exhale, rolling his shoulders enough to lift my hips higher in his hands. The strength of it pulled a sound out of me I didn’t mean to make, something strained and hungry that pushed him harder. He pulled me down against his face again, dragging his mouth across my pussy with an intensity that made my legs tremble. I pushed back instinctively, grinding into the pressure of his grip, my palms flattening against his stomach as his muscles tightened under my hands. I hollowed my cheeks and pumped the base of him in my hand.
I crawled up his body in a slow climb, my knees sliding against the sheets, my hips rolling in a steady rhythm that kept brushing my heat against his chest and neck. His hands followed me, sliding up my thighs, grabbing my hips and pulling me back down whenever I rose too far. I rode the length of his torso with a kind of frantic need, dragging myself over him, feeling every breath he took, feeling the strength of him pushing up into me.
When I moved too far forward, he sat up without warning, his arm locking around my waist as he dragged me onto his lap. My breath caught against his shoulder as I straddled him, my knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his hips. His chest pressed to mine, hot and solid, and I clutched the back of his neck with both hands, pulling him into a kiss.
He groaned into my mouth and pulled me tighter, one hand sliding down my spine, gripping low, rocking me against him. I rolled my body into his, chasing the pressure of that movement, my head dropping back as the heat built fast and hard between us. He followed the arch of my body, pushing me backward onto the mattress, never letting go of my waist, lowering me with him as he hovered over me.
He tried to sit up again, but I pushed his chest down with my palm, holding him there, my hair falling over his face as I hovered above him. I dragged my body down his again, slow and heavy, letting my heat slide across every place it shouldn’t touch. His groan was thick and desperate as he lifted his hips into me, and I answered by pressing down harder, grinding with a pace that made my stomach clench.
He grabbed the back of my thighs and pulled me forward so sharply I gasped. His cock popped inside of me.
My hands went to the headboard for balance The angle was almost too much, my body shaking as I pressed down, the heat between us sharp and overwhelming. He filled me completely.
The room felt charged, hot, pulled tight around the sound of our breathing and the constant movement of our bodies
I moved against him again, slower this time, grinding downward with a deep roll of my hips that made his grip lock around me hard enough to hold me in place.
He let out a rough sound and pushed up into me, his hips lifting with a strength that jolted through my whole body. I pressed him back down with one hand on his chest, pinning him there, the pressure of my body sliding over him. I pressed down against him, my fingers curling into the headboard as my hips jerked without control.
The sound that left me was low, frantic.
He responded by tightening his grip on my thighs and pulling me down harder, kissing everywhere he could reach, his breath hitting the center of my body in hot waves that made my stomach clench. I rocked against him, grinding down in long, heavy rolls that sent heat through my entire spine. He lifted into each movement with a strength that made my legs tremble, his hands guiding my rhythm, urging me to take more of him.
I leaned back, bracing my hands on his chest again, pushing myself into a slow, punishing grind that made both of us gasp. The muscles under me tensed, his body rising with mine as I dragged myself across him, my breath falling in broken bursts.
His hands slid up my sides, gripping my waist hard enough to steady me as I bent forward and kissed him again, deep and needing, my body dropping down against his in one long, full press.
He rolled us suddenly, flipping me onto my back with my legs wrapped around him. I hit the mattress with a soft thud, my hair fanning across the sheets as he came down over me, his chest pressing into mine, his hips sinking between my thighs. I pulled him in with both hands, my nails digging into his back as I arched into him, grinding up with a force that surprised both of us.
He answered with a low groan, grabbing my wrists and pinning them above my head as he lowered his mouth to my neck, kissing me hard, dragging his teeth across my skin, pulling another broken sound from my throat. My body bucked beneath him, my hips lifting as he pressed down, the weight of him perfect against the heat that kept tightening inside me.
He pushed himself into me and I nearly expired. I twisted under him, rolling us again, climbing over him in a hungry rush. He grabbed my hips as I rose onto my knees and then dropped back down onto him with a hard, shaking grind, my hair falling forward over his chest. The movement ripped a deep sound from both of us, and I rode it, pressing harder, faster, chasing something sharp that kept building with each drag of my body on his.
He tried to pull me down for another kiss, but I pushed his shoulders into the mattress and rose and fell  over him, my breath shaking, my hips sliding in a relentless rhythm that made his hands lock around my waist. I stared down at him, flushed and shaking, my body moving with a pace I couldn’t slow even if I tried.
His hands rose from my waist to my ribs, sliding up, urging more, and I gave it, dropping down onto him harder, my legs tightening around his sides as my body surged.
The pressure rose so fast it almost knocked the air from my chest. I clutched his shoulders and dragged myself down against him again, harder this time, my hips moving with a sharp, insistent rhythm I couldn’t slow. His hands locked around my waist and pulled me into each grind, meeting my body with a force that only pushed me higher. My breath tore out of me in uneven bursts as I lifted and dropped, lifted and dropped, chasing the tight pull winding straight through my stomach.
I folded forward, my hands braced on either side of his head, my hair brushing his cheek. His chest rose hard against mine, his breath ragged as he tried to pull me tighter, but I was moving on instinct, my hips rolling in long, deep strokes that made my thighs shake. I dragged myself down against him again, and the heat burst through me and nearly broke my voice.
I gasped into his neck, my whole body seizing his cock. The release hit all at once, deep, violent, unstoppable, rolling contractions ripping through me in tight, pulsing waves that made my back arch and my legs close hard around his hips. My hands slipped to his chest, clutching at him as the contractions kept ripping through me, each one stronger than the last, each one pulling a small, trembling sound from my throat.
He grabbed my hips and held me down against him, pinning me in place as my body jerked and tightened. I tried to lift myself, but the next wave hit so fast I collapsed onto him, my forehead pressed to his shoulder, my breath breaking in short, sharp pulls. He wrapped one arm around my back, steadying me, sliding his hand up my spine to hold me there as another pulse shook through me.
I lost count after the third. The fourth. The fifth. They blended into one long, unbearable release that left my thighs quivering around him, my stomach clenched hard, my nails dragging down his chest as I tried to steady myself. And still he drove himself into me from below, rattling my body, jarring my spine, fucking my very brains out of my head.
My hips kept moving without my control, small desperate rolls against his body, chasing the last of the pressure until I shook again, my breath tearing out in a sound I couldn’t swallow.
He flipped us suddenly, rolling me beneath him, my legs sliding apart in a loose, trembling sprawl. The sheets bunched under my hips as he came down over me, his forehead dropping to the side of my neck, his hands pressing into the mattress on either side of my shoulders. I arched into him with a quick, involuntary jerk, my body clenching from the last wave as he matched the movement with one hard drive of his hips, the full force of him meeting the sensitivity burning along my skin.
He was fucking me through the bed and into the floor. My breath broke completely.
He grabbed my thigh and pulled it higher around his waist, lowering his chest to mine, his body pinning me to the bed in a deep, consuming press that pushed me straight into another small, helpless tremor. My hands slid to the back of his neck, holding him there, pulling him down as the shock of it kept pulsing through me.
He kissed my jaw, my cheek, the corner of my mouth, all of it messy and hot as he moved relentlessly against me. I felt the tension in him coil tight, the grip of his fingers, the way his breath stuttered against my throat, the way his hips pressed harder.
I pushed my legs higher, opening myself to him fully, dragging his body down into mine as he let out a deep, groan against my skin.
Everything tightened. Then he broke.
His body jerked once, then again, his chest crushing mine as he held himself over me, his breath hot and shaking against my neck. He buried his face into my shoulder as the release tore through him, and I wrapped my arms around his back, holding him there, feeling every tremor, every deep, shuddering pull of his body against mine.
He collapsed onto me fully, weight heavy, breath unsteady. I let it hold me down.
My heart was racing, my stomach fluttering, my legs loose around him as I dragged my fingers through his hair and pulled him closer.
His weight settled over me in slow increments. I felt the long rise and fall of his breath against my chest, warm and uneven. I kept my hands at the back of his neck, fingers sliding through the damp heat of his hair, holding him close while my own breathing steadied by degrees.
My thighs were trembling faintly beneath him, the aftermath rolling through my muscles in slow waves. I moved once, enough to adjust the angle of his hips against mine, and the small movement made both of us exhale at the same time. His arm tightened around my waist, more instinct than anything, as though letting go too soon would undo something we’d built.
The sheets were tangled under my back, warm where our bodies had pressed them down, cool at the edges where the air touched my skin. I lifted one hand from his neck and dragged it along his back, tracing the long edge of muscle, feeling the heat there. He made a low sound against my collarbone, almost a hum, and it hit me how natural this felt.
He finally moved, lifting his head enough to look at me. His mouth was parted from how hard he’d been breathing, and his eyes were dark with whatever was moving through him. I dragged my knuckles along his jaw and then down the side of his neck, feeling the warmth, the pulse, the slight tremor fading from him.
I swallowed slowly, my chest lifting under his as I took in the weight of what we’d done. Not the act itself, that I’d accepted the moment I followed him upstairs,  but the fact that I didn’t regret it. Not even in the distant, theoretical way. My husband’s face flashed in my mind, that soft look he gave me when he carried tea upstairs, the easy affection that had once defined my whole world.
I didn’t feel guilt. I felt free. Not from him. But from the tiny cage I didn’t know I’d built around myself. From the idea that desire needed approval or rules or a clean boundary to live inside of.
This man wasn’t Marcellus.
Marcellus had pulled something out of me I didn’t know was there.
This man, warm, quiet, breathing hard over me, had proven it wasn’t a fluke.
I met his eyes again, and my stomach tightened in a slow, deliberate way that had nothing to do with recovery.
He brushed the back of his fingers along my cheek, then pushed a strand of hair away from my mouth. The touch wasn’t tender. It was claiming in a way I understood immediately. He moved beside me and lay on his side, pulling me with him, my body pressed to his from chest to knees. My back curved into him automatically, his hand sliding low on my hip, holding me there.
I let myself sink into him, my head against his shoulder, my fingers resting lightly on the firm plane of his stomach. His breathing steadied under my palm, each inhale pulling heat through the space between us. It felt intimate in a way that was entirely separate from morality, separate from marriage, separate from anything except the fact that my body felt completely, frighteningly alive.
I turned my face into the warmth of his neck, breathing him in slowly. His hand ran up my side in a slow path, stopping under my ribs, and the territorial weight of it sent a small, guilty thrill through me.
Not guilt for cheating.
Guilt for how good it felt to know my husband would never know.
How safe this secret suddenly felt.
How addictive secrecy itself could become.
I closed my eyes and let myself rest against him, my legs tangled with his under the sheets, the night warm on our skin.
Tomorrow, I would go to the conference. Tomorrow, I would smile and speak and pretend I had slept eight quiet hours alone.
But tonight, here, in this room with a man who’d touched me in a way I couldn’t forget, I let the truth settle fully into my chest:
When I opened the door, he spoke for the first time since before all that. “See you soon.”
I slept as long as possible and finally tore myself up from my bed, dressed for the day, and checked myself in the mirror. None the worse for the wear and tear, really, all things considered.
I walked a little painfully though.
The elevator ride down felt unreal. My body hummed in small, scattered pulses, my thighs tightening whenever I shifted my weight. I checked my phone in the lobby, there found a new message from my husband, nothing suspicious, just checking in, sweet and supportive. I typed something warm and careful back, the lie sliding out of me with an ease that would’ve terrified the woman I was a month ago.
The conference center was attached to the hotel through a wide glass hallway. I walked it slowly, letting the cool air clear my head. My badge hung from the lanyard in my hand, my notes tucked into the binder I barely remembered packing.
The breakout boards were posted outside the main ballroom:
Marketing Systems – Room 4C
Session Leader: Aiden Hale
My steps slowed. I didn’t know his last name until that exact moment.
But there it was in printed black letters. And the picture beside it, a headshot, professional, cleanly lit, hit me in the stomach with a sharp jolt.
It was him. I stood staring, my breath catching as the truth folded through me in a slow, dangerous realization. The man whose body had been pressed to mine half the night, whose hands had dragged sounds out of me I didn’t know I could make, he was the one leading the morning session I was required to attend.
A group session. Twenty, maybe thirty people. And I would have to sit there and look at him.
While he looked right back.
I felt a flush climb my chest spreading over my collarbones. It wasn’t embarrassment. It wasn’t fear. It was anticipation.
A quiet, sharp thrill that made my stomach tighten as I lifted my badge and clipped it on.
When I stepped into Room 4C ten minutes later, he was there, setting up his laptop, sleeves rolled to his elbows. His head lifted when the door clicked shut behind me.
His eyes met mine. No shock.
No hesitation. Just that same slow warmth from last night, sliding over me in a way that made my pulse jump.
He nodded once. “Morning,” he said, voice low enough that it felt private, even in an empty room.
My body reacted before my brain did, a small tilt of my hips, a tightening low in my stomach, a flicker of something hot along my spine.
I sank into a chair near the front. I wasn’t sure I’d make it through the hour without giving myself away.
More people filtered into the room, filling the first two rows while Aiden adjusted the projector. I kept my posture neutral, notebook open, pen poised, every inch of me arranged to look like someone who had slept, showered, prepared, and walked into this room without carrying the memory of his hands all over her body.
He started the session with a calm authority that felt completely different from the man who’d held me down against the mattress hours earlier. His voice was controlled, steady, warm enough to keep the group locked on him without seeming performative. He talked through the first slide, gesturing toward graphs I barely registered, and I made myself look down at my page, forcing my hand to move so the act of taking notes looked real.
But I felt him watching me. Not constantly, but enough.
Every time his gaze skimmed the room, it lingered on me for half a second longer. Not inappropriate on its own, not enough for anyone else to notice. But enough that my skin tightened wherever his eyes passed.
Midway through the presentation, he walked down the aisle between the two front tables, discussing something about brand alignment. His stance was professional, his tone clean. But when he passed behind me, his hand brushed the back of my chair, not an accident, and two fingers lightly grazed the curve of my shoulder.
A spark ran through my stomach so fast I had to press my knees together under the table.
No one else saw. No one else had reason to look.
He moved on, continuing the explanation without missing a breath. I lifted my notebook higher, but really it was to hide the flush climbing my neck.
This was riskier than anything I’d done with Marcellus.
Different city, different man, different rules. And Aiden clearly didn’t care about boundaries.
When he circled back to the front, he asked for volunteers for a small-brand case study. I didn’t raise my hand, but he looked directly at me anyway.
“You,” he said. “Front left.”
A few heads turned. My stomach tightened, but I forced a small, professional smile and stood. The room wasn’t huge, maybe twenty people, but standing in front of them while the man who had held me down in a hotel bed hours ago watched me with steady focus sent a pulse of heat straight through my core.
He moved behind me as I explained my group’s last product challenge. His presence was a pressure along my spine, measured and intentional. He stepped closer, not enough to touch, but enough that his breath hit the back of my shoulder when he spoke.
“Good point,” he said. “You’re thinking in the right direction.”
No one else would hear anything in his tone. But I felt the movement underneath it.
When I sat back down, my hands shook faintly. Not visibly in a way I could feel. I pressed my notebook closed and exhaled slowly.
This was dangerous. Last night had been reckless, yes, but private.
Contained.
This was him reaching for me in public, in front of colleagues, acting like the boundary didn’t exist. And the worst part, the part that made a cold thrill run under the heat, was that a small part of me wanted him to. Wanted that subtle acknowledgment in a room full of professionals. Wanted the memory of his body mixed into the way he said my name in front of strangers.
When the session wrapped, people formed a small crowd around him with questions. I stayed seated, waiting for them to finish, telling myself it was to avoid suspicion. But the truth sat heavier in my chest.
Maybe I’d stopped respecting the risk. Maybe I’d crossed into something I couldn’t control. Maybe he wasn’t the type to keep this discreet. Maybe I was starting to want him not to.
He looked at me over the heads of the people clustered around him. My pulse kicked.
I gathered my notebook and stood to leave, but the thought followed me out of the room with a weight I couldn’t shake:
If I keep doing this, it’s not going to stay hidden forever.
And the worst part? The possibility didn’t scare me.
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