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The heat in Phoenix felt drier. I found myself walking slower, blinking more.
I pulled my roller bag through the hotel entrance and let the chill of the air-conditioning hit my chest, the sudden contrast flowing over my skin through the thin fabric. A tall man in a blazer held the door with a nod, and I smiled back politely, stepping through without lowering my eyes. My heels made a soft rhythm on the tile, a reminder that I was walking into this with full awareness.
The desk clerk was quick. I gave my name, watched her hands dance on the keyboard, accepted the card key, and didn’t miss the flicker of her glance as she scanned the rest of me.
My room was on the fifteenth floor. I took the elevator up alone, watched my reflection in the doors, wondered if anything in my posture gave away what I was here to do.
I’d made the flight without texting my husband once. That was new. I told him the schedule was tight, the time zone annoying, the sessions back-to-back. He didn’t ask for much and he never did. I told myself that was what made it possible, that trust of his, that openness. If he checked my location, he’d find nothing out of place. If he called, I’d answer with the same calm voice I always used. And when I got home, he’d hold me like he always did, and I would let him, too.
I stepped into my room and let the door swing closed behind me. The city stretched out below in pale brown and sun-bleached blocks. My skin felt electric, and I hadn’t even seen anyone yet. I walked slowly to the window, slid my shoes off with one foot against the other, and let the weight of the flight drop out of my legs. I opened my messages. There was one from headquarters with tomorrow’s briefing attached but nothing else. I closed it. No messages from him. Good.
I peeled my dress off and walked to the bathroom in my bra and underwear. I ran cold water over my wrists and leaned over the sink, watched the rise of my breath in the mirror. I didn’t look like someone guilty and I didn’t feel guilty. My body was awake in that same way it had been in the last two cities, hyperaware, humming in low tones. But no guilty-looking in the least.
There was a rooftop bar here. I’d looked it up before I booked. That wasn’t an accident and neither was the dress I’d brought especially for tonight. It seemed to always be the first night out of town that hit me the hardest.
The thought passed through me as I toweled myself dry: If I met someone, it wouldn’t just be a repeat. It would be a pattern by now. And patterns are harder to walk away from.
Light make-up, I thought. Nude lipstick, just the hint of eye shadow. I used finger smudge of lipstick on my cheeks.
The dress I chose was cut simple, black, nothing loud. It clung in the right places and draped in the others. I didn’t wear it often. It felt like something for a woman who wanted to be looked at without trying too hard. I stood in front of the mirror and turned, one hip, then the other, adjusting the strap over my shoulder until it sat just right. No necklace, just the earrings and the ring. Yes, I thought. Leave the ring on this time. I was in the mood for a bold one.
I didn’t text anyone, I didn’t check who else was here from the firm. This wasn’t about networking. I left the binder on the desk and slid the room key into the small purse I brought, the one I didn’t carry at home.
The elevator ride down felt agonizingly slow. I watched the numbers tick by and tried to keep my thoughts straight. I had no plan, no expectations. Just that feeling again, the one I was getting familiar with, the one that had started to feel like me.
The rooftop bar was quieter than I expected. Maybe it was too early, maybe the usual suspects knew better than to sit under open sky at this hour. The view was clean, open, and no glass walls to block it. I took a seat at the far end near the railing, one leg crossed over the other, my hands resting lightly in my lap.
The first drink I ordered was something light. I sipped slowly watching the horizon fade to a darker blue, the lights below flickering on one by one.
That was when he came in.
He sat two tables over, alone, dark button-down rolled at the sleeves. Mid-thirties, maybe older. Clean lines to his face, and a stillness to the way he sat that made my pulse react before my mind did. He wasn’t scanning the room. He wasn’t trying to be noticed. He was reading something on his phone, then pocketed it without a flicker of expression.
I watched him for too long and I knew I had. Because when his eyes finally lifted, they came straight to mine like he’d felt it.
There was no smile, just a pause, that beat between two people when something passes. I held the eye contact a second longer and looked slowly away.
But the hook was sunk.
My drink was still half full and I had nowhere else to be. I uncrossed my legs, shifted in my seat just enough to let the angle of my body face him more. This wasn’t flirting. This was waiting.
He didn’t move for another minute or so but then he stood.
I didn’t let myself smile, but the corner of my mouth lifted the smallest bit. When he stepped toward me, I didn’t look surprised because I wasn’t. I was getting good at this.
“Mind if I sit?” he asked, his voice low and smooth, like he already knew the answer.
I glanced at the empty seat beside me, then back up at him. “Sure.”
He sat without saying more. The bartender came over without being called. The man ordered something neat, no garnish, then glanced sideways at me. “Long day?”
“Flight day,” I said.
He nodded once like he understood that exactly. “Here for work?”
“Mostly.”
He gave a soft huff of air, not quite a laugh. “Mostly’s a good answer.”
We didn’t look at each other right away. I sipped the rest of my drink, aware of the way his forearm rested on the bar, the slow, casual tilt of his body toward mine. His energy was grounded. He didn’t need to fill the air with words. That always did something to me.
“What’s your name?” he asked, finally turning to face me.
“Tea.”
“Nice to meet you, Tea.” He paused. “I’m Nathan.”
I nodded once. “I figured you’d have a name like that.”
He smiled, but not wide. “You always this direct?”
“Only when I want something.”
He didn’t ask what that was. He took a sip of his drink and let his eyes linger on me longer this time. They moved slowly, respectfully, but with full awareness. My neckline, my collarbones, the ring on my finger. No question in his gaze, no apology either. Just information gathering.
“I like that,” he said. “Most people lead with excuses.”
“Maybe they have more to hide.”
“Or more to lose.”
My shoulders fell a little looser, my chin lifted. I’d already decided. This wasn’t Marcellus. This wasn’t Aiden. It wasn’t that first guy, either, that started this whole journey for me. But the feeling was the same in all of them. The pull. The way my body responded. And maybe that was the truth of it. I was following instinct. I had developed a hunger.
“I don’t lose things easily,” I said. My voice was calm.
Nathan nodded, took another drink and set the glass down with a clean motion. “You here all week?”
“Just two nights.”
He nodded again. “Long enough.”
I turned my body a little more toward him, letting my knee brush his. “Is it though?”
His hand stayed on his glass, but his attention had moved entirely to me now. His body wasn’t touching mine, but I felt the pressure like it was.
“Yeah,” he said. “For some things.”
I didn’t look away.
The air between us took on a charge in that quiet way I’d come to recognize. Not tension, not flirtation exactly, but like something slower, something waiting. I felt my chest rise a little deeper with each breath, felt the fabric of my dress stretch with it. My body was already doing the talking.
He tipped his head. “You eat yet?”
“Not so hungry,” I said.
“Neither am I.”
We both knew we weren’t talking about food.
The bartender came by to check on us. Nathan covered both our glasses with his hand without looking. “We’re good.”
The quiet that followed felt more private. I turned toward the city view, giving him my profile. I knew exactly how the angle of my neck looked in this light. I could feel his gaze land on me there. I liked that he didn’t fill it with praise or compliments, just watched.
“You come to Phoenix often?” he said.
“First time.”
“And?”
“Warm. Flat.” I sipped the last of my drink. “And apparently interesting.”
That pulled the smallest reaction from him. He looked away, briefly, to the skyline. Then back at me.
“You don’t wear that ring like someone who’s nervous.”
I didn’t smile. “I’m not.”
He studied me again, longer this time. “Your husband trust you?”
“With everything.”
Nathan nodded. “That could be dangerous.”
I breathed in, held it. “Only if I’m careless with it.”
“And are you?”
I met his eyes. “I don’t think so.”
He leaned back, one arm hooked on the back of the empty stool beside him. “No, I don’t think you are either.”
I looked down at my empty glass. “I was going to go back to my room.”
“You still can.”
“I could.”
I reached for my purse. “Walk me to the elevator?”
Nathan stood with a smooth shift of weight. I didn’t rush my steps. We didn’t speak. The glass railing caught the city light behind us as we crossed the rooftop and passed through the quiet doors that led back into the hotel.
At the elevator, I turned to him. “You coming?”
He looked me over again, calm, quiet. “Are yu sure?”
I nodded. When the doors opened, we stepped inside together.
I felt the pull of gravity as we descended, but what twisted tighter was lower, in my stomach, in the nerves firing behind my ribs. He hadn’t laid a finger on me but I felt it. Every step, every pause. I felt everything.
I watched the floor numbers light up and fade. He stood beside me, close, but not touching. I felt my breath change, pull deeper now. My fingers curled around the strap of my purse. My heart wasn’t pounding this time, it was steady, certain, like my body already knew the ending this time.
When the doors opened, I stepped out first. My heels sounded soft against the carpeted hall. I didn’t check to see if he followed because of course he did.
At my door, I paused. I slid the keycard from my purse and turned back to him, letting my eyes scan him one more time, not for hesitation, but for confirmation.
“This doesn’t leave the room,” I said.
He nodded. “Of course not.”
I tapped the card, the light went green and the click sounded. I opened the door and stepped inside.
He followed, quiet, measured, closing it behind him without a word.
The room smelled clean, faintly of fabric softener and fresh air. I moved in slowly, not looking at him yet, just letting the reality of it settle over my shoulders. My hand slid the purse off and set it on the desk before I turned.
There is always that sudden rush of intimacy when you enter a hotel room with another person. I was becoming addicted to that rush.
He watched me, eyes steady, no rush in him all, and that did something more to me. My fingers rested on the edge of the desk, letting him look me over in that light.
“You just take your time,” I said.
“You like that?”
I nodded. “I like men who know how to read a room.”
“I’m reading you,” he said.
I walked toward him one step at a time. My hand reached up and brushed the back of his shirt collar as I passed him. My body turned as I walked by, my hip catching lightly against his as I moved past him toward the window.
The skyline was dark now. The lights shimmered along the edges of the horizon. I stood there looking out, my back to him, waiting. Because I knew how this went.
I heard his footsteps behind me. Two, then three. His presence moved in behind my left shoulder, close but still not touching. His breath wasn’t audible, but I felt the change in the air as he stood just behind me, his gaze dropping to my neck, my shoulder, the curve of my back.
I felt the heat of his hand near my side, the hesitation of a man who knew the value of timing. My pulse ticked a little harder, not from nerves, but from the weight of my own awareness. I had brought him here. I had opened the door. I could still stop this.
I turned, enough that my shoulder brushed the front of his chest. The contact was light, but clearly deliberate. He didn’t step back.
“You’re calm,” I said.
“So are you.”
My eyes stayed on the window. “You think this makes me a bad wife?”
“No,” he said, without pause. “I think it makes you a woman who wants something she’s not getting at home.”
I turned to face him fully now. “I’m not unhappy.”
“I didn’t say you were.”
Our eyes held. I felt it then, the change, the silent agreement, the final break from whatever illusion I’d carried into this room. My arms stayed at my sides. I wanted him to come to me, but not too fast, not too sure. There is a balance to all good things.
I could feel my wedding ring pressing lightly against the side of my other fingers.“It’s not that I want to leave him,” I said.
“I didn’t think you did.”
“But I don’t want to go home without this.”
His eyes remained on mine. Finally, one hand lifting slow and sure to the side of my face, his fingers brushing my hair back behind my ear. The weight of that small touch shook me.
“You won’t,” he said quietly.
I nodded and my eyes closed. There was still a part of me that didn’t want to see, didn’t want to know. His thumb traced lightly along my cheek, and that was it, that was the touch that made me sway into him. My hands lifted, found his waist, pulled just enough.
He leaned down close enough that I felt his breath before I felt his lips. “You sure you want this?” he said.
I answered with the smallest tilt of my chin.
His mouth touched mine with a slow, certain pressure, warm and quiet, built on everything we hadn’t said.
I opened to it, to him, to the part of me that started booking hotel rooms for work trips I didn’t need to take.
And then his hand slid behind my neck, and the kiss deepened, not hurried, but sure. I felt my body say yes in every way it could.
His mouth moved over mine with a certainty that made it impossible to stay still. I pressed closer, my chest rising against his, my hands sliding up the front of his shirt until I reached the top button. I kept my eyes on his as my fingers worked it open, slow, then the next, then the one after that.
His hands stayed where they were, one at my waist, the other still cradling the side of my neck like he was holding something valuable.
My breath deepened and I could feel it change the way my body moved, slower now, heavier in my limbs. I pushed his shirt back off his shoulders and he let it fall.
I stepped back half a step, my eyes tracing the lines of his chest. His stomach was tight. Hair across his chest, not too much. His hands dropped to his sides giving me time, and I liked that. He let me decide.
“You’re quiet,” I said.
“So are you.”
I nodded. “I get louder.”
I reached for the zipper at the side of my dress. I lowered it slowly, the sound barely audible. Then I stepped out of it and let it slide to the floor. No ceremony, just a simple act of being done with it.
I stood there in my bra and panties. His eyes moved over me once, slow, not wide-eyed or stunned, just appreciative in a way that made my stomach tighten.
He stepped closer. His hand returned to my hip, now bare, then slid behind me, his palm resting at the base of my spine. My body eased into the pressure. My arms went around his neck, bare skin against his chest now, and the warmth that passed between us felt sharp. My body had already chosen this. Everything after was just finishing the sentence it already started.
“You handle this like it’s familiar,” he said, his mouth near my ear.
“It is.”
That was the first time I said it out loud.
His hand at my back flexed. He didn’t ask anything else. He just walked me backward toward the bed, slow, never letting go of me. When the backs of my legs met the mattress, I sat without breaking eye contact with him. His hands moved down to my thighs, tracing the outside of them, then the inside, spreading warmth in long paths I felt in my stomach.
I lifted my legs up and shifted backward onto the bed, propping myself on my elbows. My knees drew up. He stood at the edge, watching me for a second longer, then reached for his belt.
My breath caught, not because I was nervous. Because I was so ready. I was surprised myself at how there didn’t seem like decisions to make anymore.
He undid the buckle without breaking eye contact. One motion, then another, steady, his fingers precise. The sound of the leather sliding loose was soft, but I felt it all the way down inside anyway. My knees edged apart a fraction, not an invitation but a reaction. His pants hit the floor and he stepped out of them, calm, clean, no show to it. I watched every movement of his body.
I liked that he let me look. He stood a moment longer, then climbed onto the bed, moving toward me on his knees, one hand catching the side of my hip as he lowered himself over me.
I let my back drop into the mattress, my legs parting wider as he came between them. My heels stayed planted, my knees bent, my thighs cradling his hips as he hovered over me. His hand slid up my ribs, tracing the edge of my bra, then higher, fingers hooking lightly under the strap at my shoulder.
“You want this off?”
I nodded, eyes closed.
He slid one strap down my arm, then the other, pulling the fabric away from my chest with the same steady control he’d shown since the elevator. His eyes moved over me slowly, the hunger in them sharper now, but still not rushed. I could feel the weight of his gaze on my skin.
“You’re beautiful,” he said. “Open. Calm. Not pretending to be anywhere else.”
I swallowed. My fingers slid up his arms, locking lightly behind his shoulders. “I’m not.”
He leaned down and kissed the side of my neck. My hips lifted to meet him. He felt it and he pressed into me enough for me to feel the shape of him between my legs.
His hand slid under my thigh, lifting it higher along his side. The movement pulled our hips into fuller contact. My back arched into him. I felt my breath start to catch.
He kissed down the center of my chest, his body pressing into mine in waves, not grinding, not thrusting, just the weight of him settling over me in perfect, controlled increments.
His mouth moved lower, brushing across the slope of my breast with just enough contact to make me arch. He didn’t go for what was obvious. He kissed beside it. Then below. Then the edge of my ribs. His breath moved across my skin in a steady rhythm, his hands anchoring me, one at my hip, the other easing along the underside of my thigh.
I exhaled slowly, my chest rising into him, my hands sliding into his hair as he kissed lower. He moved down my body like he had all night to map it. Every touch was deliberate, every pause was planned. He kissed across my stomach just above the line of my panties, then back up again, letting the heat of his mouth trace paths that made my legs softly open more.
“I like how you let me take my time,” he murmured.
I swallowed, fingers curling lightly into his scalp. “I like you taking your time,” I managed to say.
He kissed his way across my hip, then sat back, letting his hands trace from my knees up. My legs opened wider under his touch, my breath slowing in that way it did when I stopped trying to predict the next move. He wasn’t in a hurry to reach the center of me. He was making everything else matter first.
His hands slid behind my knees, lifting my legs. He brought my feet to his chest, holding them there like he was checking their weight. He kissed the inside of my ankle. Then the other. His thumbs pressed gently into my calves, then worked higher, slow circles, a rhythm that sent a hum through the backs of my thighs.
“You like this?” he asked, rubbing deeper now, warming the muscle.
“I love it.”
“Tell me if you want more pressure.”
“I want more everything.”
He chuckled before he shifted lower and started again, massaging my legs, working from calf to thigh, steady and slow. I watched him as he did it, the look on his face, focused, not lost in it, not trying to perform. He was just reading me. The small twitches of my hips, the sounds in my breath, the way my legs opened farther with every stroke.
When he reached my upper thighs, he leaned forward and kissed the inside of one. Then the other. His hands slid under and lifted, pressing me upward, not forcing, just encouraging me. I tilted my hips on instinct. He kissed higher with warm pressure, letting me feel the difference in every movement.
He stayed between my legs, working my body open with his mouth and his hands. I let my head fall back into the pillow, my legs draped across his shoulders now, my hips arching into each kiss.
He hadn’t even touched me where I was aching yet and I was already trembling.
His hands framed my hips, thumbs brushing slow arcs where my waistband sat. He kissed just below my navel, then the hollow beside it, his breath moving in a measured rhythm that made everything under my skin start to buzz. He wasn't teasing, he was drawing it out because he knew I needed it that way.
He looked up once, his eyes scanning my face. “You want these off?”
I nodded, voice caught in my throat. “Yes.”
He peeled my panties down inch by inch, watching my reaction as he slid the fabric over my hips, down my thighs, then off. His hands lingered on my knees before spreading them gently. My body opened for him without hesitation.
He stayed still for a long second, taking in the full view of me, bare, legs parted, my chest rising harder now. The weight of his gaze was heavier than his touch had been.
I reached for him, fingers sliding into his hair as he lowered his mouth toward me.
He kissed the inside of my thigh first, higher than before. Then higher again. I arched involuntarily. He slid his hands under my hips, lifting, and then he kissed me slowly and firmly. His mouth found the most sensitive part of me with a pressure that was steady and just right.
I gasped. My legs tensed, but he held me down. He moved in slow, even strokes, his mouth coaxing the heat out of me until my back arched and my fingers clawed the sheets. He didn’t change rhythm, he didn’t speak. He worked on me with full focus, his mouth sealing against me again and again until my breath grew ragged and the ache started to curl me up.
His hand slid over my stomach, holding me down gently, anchoring me as I lifted into him, my thighs tightening around his head. I couldn’t stop the movements of my hips anymore. I rolled into him, chasing it now, sharp and wet and wild.
He still didn’t let up.
And when the first tremor ran through me, he only pressed deeper, slower, dragging it out until I came apart in long, silent waves, my breath caught in my throat, my legs closing hard around him as I came.
I stayed like that, shivering, body still pulsing, his mouth easing off me only when I pushed at his shoulders.
He kissed the inside of my thigh once more and looked up. My eyes met his, dazed, hungry, still climbing back into my body.
He crawled up over me, pausing when his chest brushed mine, the weight of him pressing into the curve of my body without forcing it. His skin was warm. His arms caged me loosely as his face hovered above mine. My hands slid up his sides, fingers brushing the lean tension in his back.
I kissed him first and then. I pulled him down by the back of his neck and kissed him deeper, tasting myself on his mouth. He groaned into it, the sound low and quiet, and his hips pressed down into mine, slow and heavy. We both felt the friction between us, the way it caught and pulled, the way my body shifted to meet it.
I reached between us and wrapped my hand around him, feeling the weight, the heat, the tension pulsing there. He was hard, thick and full in my palm. I stroked him slow.
He hissed through his teeth and braced one hand beside my head. I guided him to me, the tip of him pressing just barely where I was open and soaked. We both paused. My breath caught. His body tightened.
He lowered himself over me, forearms braced beside my head, and kissed me. My hips moved without waiting for him. Everything inside me was tight now, coiled and trembling.
Then he slid in, barely the head of him, and stopped. My whole body jerked. He smiled into my mouth. “I told you,” he said, “you’re going to feel all of it.”
He stayed right at the edge of me, the pressure maddening in its control. My thighs pressed higher around his hips, trying to draw him in, but he wouldn’t move. His breath touched my cheek, warm and steady and his forehead rested lightly against mine, his body firm above me, not giving in yet.
I was the one who broke. I tilted my hips more directly this time, guiding him in another inch. His jaw flexed. I felt it against my cheek. He gripped the sheet beside my head, and his breath came out slower now, deeper.
He eased forward another inch, the stretch sharp, the weight of him settling deeper. My fingers clawed his back to hold onto something solid while my body adjusted around him. I breathed through it, slow and full, my eyes falling closed as I sank under it.
He slid in farther. My lips parted. A sound left me I couldn’t stop. My legs opened wider, everything in me pulling him in. His mouth brushed my jaw, then the corner of my mouth.
“I can feel how badly you want it.”
“You have no idea.”
“I do,” he said. “I can feel every part of you gripping me inside.”
He pushed in again, deeper now, and my back arched off the bed. He stayed there, deep inside, letting the stretch and heat settle until the line between want and need blurred completely.
I opened my eyes and looked up at him. His face was tight with focus, but not strain. He was reading me again, the way my mouth parted, the way my fingers pressed into his arms, the way my legs stayed locked around him even though he hadn’t moved.
Then, one slow pull back and one deep press in. My whole body responded, a low ripple that ran through my thighs, my stomach, my chest. He kissed me again, this time less softly, but with more possession in it. My hands slid to the sides of his neck, holding him there, my mouth parting under his, the rhythm beginning in small, careful waves.
He started moving in long, unhurried strokes, each one deeper than the last. He didn’t groan, he just breathed, his face near mine, his body meeting mine with the kind of control that stripped away every lie I’d told myself about what this meant.
My married body took this stranger in fully, without resistance and without apology.
Each time he pushed further into me, I felt more of myself further let go. There was nothing frantic in it, no wild need to chase something. Just a measured heat building inside me as his hips rocked into mine again and again, slow and smooth.
I wrapped my legs higher, locking him in deeper. My hands slid down his back, memorizing the movement of every muscle as he moved over me. His weight settled more fully, his chest brushing mine with each slow grind. I felt his breath on my neck. I turned my head toward it, my lips brushing his jaw.
“You feel too good,” I whispered.
“So do you,” he said. “I’m not going to stop.”
“Don’t.”
He pulled back and pressed in again, harder now. Not rough but deeper, harder, more certain. My hands clenched the sheets and my hips rose into him, meeting what he gave thrust for thrust.
He shifted, adjusting the angle, and I gasped when the pressure hit differently, sharper and fuller. His rhythm stayed steady, each thrust landing with a weight that lit up every nerve in my lower body.
I moved him, a slow lift of my hips that matched the roll of his. I wasn’t guiding anything, I was syncing with him. We found the same rhythm without saying  words.
“I can feel all of you,” I said, voice raw now.
He lifted onto his elbows, angling himself to watch me. I kept my eyes on him, unblinking, even as my body writhed under his. My mouth opened around a breath I couldn’t catch. My hands reached up and cupped the back of his neck, fingers curling into his hair.
“I like seeing your face when I do this,” he said.
I couldn’t answer but my expression told him everything.
He dipped down and kissed me hard, messy, and open, our breath catching in the middle of it. My body arched again. My legs tightened. He growled low in his throat and pressed into me deeper.
I felt the heat building fast now, rising from where we met and crawling up my spine. I started to move faster, hips lifting into him harder, chasing it.
But he wouldn’t change pace. He held me there, steady, grinding deep, making me take it in full. His mouth moved along my jaw, down my neck, his breath hot against my skin. I started to shake beneath him, not from effort, but from the slow burn spreading everywhere.
It rolled through me without warning, quiet at first, just a tight pull low in my belly that spread outward until I couldn’t keep still. My hands gripped his arms, then his waist, then slid down to his back, desperate to hold something solid as the pressure broke open inside me. I sank my face into his neck, bit down on his skin, held my breath as it tore through me.
He kept moving through it like he knew what my body needed better than I did. Each push stretched it out, extended the wave until I couldn’t tell where one part of it ended and the next began. My nails raked lightly down his back.
He kissed the corner of my mouth, his lips brushing over mine as he kept grinding into me. My legs had gone loose around his hips. I was floating in it, still pulsing, still open.
When I finally caught my breath, I whispered, “Don’t stop.”
He adjusted again, sliding his hand under the back of my thigh and lifting my leg higher. The angle changed and he pushed in deeper than before. I gasped, my eyes flying open, and he didn’t miss the look on my face.
“There?” he asked.
I nodded, already rising again.
He moved faster now, still controlled, but heavier, like he’d been holding back and finally decided to let it go. His hand slid under my back and lifted me toward him, chest to chest again. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, clutching him like a man going to sea. We were so close I could barely breathe between us.
His mouth found mine again, less polished now, more need. I kissed him back with everything I had. We moved like that, close, locked in, bodies slick with effort, his pace steady but harder now. I could feel him getting close.
“I want to feel you,” I whispered into his mouth.
He groaned deep and ground into me, slower now, pressing so deep I thought I’d break.
“Tea,” he said, but nothing more.
I pressed my heels into his back and held him right there, right where I could feel all of him.
“I know,” I said.
And then I felt him give in. He went quiet as he finished, his breath catching hard, his body jerking once against mine. He buried his face in my neck, holding me close while his hips rocked slowly, easing us both down.
He stayed inside me for a long time after, propped on his elbows, his forehead resting against mine. His breathing slowed first, then mine. My legs were still curled around him, my hands stroking lightly across his back. The air between us felt charged but calm, like whatever we’d broken into had settled, at least for now.
I tilted my head just enough to kiss his jaw, then his cheek. He smiled a little, eyes still closed, and lowered himself to kiss the hollow beneath my ear.
“You good?” he asked.
“Mmhmm.”
He rolled to the side pulling me with him so I stayed wrapped around him. I rested my head on his chest and listened to the steady beat beneath my ear. I felt full in every sense of the word.
He traced patterns on my back with one hand. I didn’t want to move, but eventually I sat up, brushing my hair out of my face. The sheet was twisted under me. I glanced down at myself and then at him, not bashful, but aware. There was something bold about seeing myself like this, rumpled, marked by the man, flushed. I looked like a different version of myself. Free, wild, independent.
He sat up too, his hand brushing lightly over the small of my back. I reached for my phone without thinking, then caught myself.
My husband hadn’t messaged.
I set it back down and stood, stretching, naked and unhurried. The hotel curtains were drawn but a stripe of late afternoon light cut across the bed. I walked toward the bathroom feeling his eyes follow every step. I didn’t cover myself, I let him look at the wreckage he made of me.
The water ran hot. I stepped in without turning on the fan, letting the heat fog the mirror, the tile, the air around me. I soaped slowly, methodically, like I was trying to wash off the version of myself I’d just been. But I didn’t want her gone altogether. I only wanted her tucked away somewhere inside, ready when I needed her again.
When I stepped back out, a towel wrapped high across my chest, he was sitting at the edge of the bed pulling his pants back on, his shirt in his hand.
I watched him quietly. “You heading out?” I asked.
He looked over, eyes trailing me with that same calm hunger. “If you want me to.”
I didn’t answer. I just walked over and took the shirt from his hands and pulled it on.
It swallowed me. His scent in the collar. No bra. No panties. Just his shirt and the towel I let drop to the floor. I stood there for a moment, bare-legged, waiting to see what he’d do.
He just leaned back, smiled slowly. “That an invitation?”
I walked to the minibar. “That’s me getting a drink.”
We didn’t leave the room for hours. He sprawled across the bed behind me while I stood at the mirror, hair wrapped in a towel, wiping under my eyes to fix what was left of my makeup. I liked that he didn’t ask where I was going, or when I needed to be anywhere. I liked that none of anything had to be explained.
When I turned around, he was still watching me, arms folded behind his head, the way a man watches something he’s sure he’ll get again.
“I’m hungry,” I said, adjusting the collar of his shirt still loose on me.
He shrugged, smiling. “We could order something.”
“Or go downstairs. There’s the bar.”
He sat up, tugging on his shirt. “Like a date?”
“I didn’t say that.”
“You didn’t not say it.”
I smirked and opened the closet. The dress I’d worn earlier was slung over a chair, one strap twisted. I picked it up, then put it down again.
“What do you think, this, or something clean?”
“You’re going to get stared at either way.”
“Flattering.”
“Honest.”
I pulled out something soft and black, slipped into it without turning away from him. I didn’t wear a bra. Let him see how casual I could be with myself now. My flats were by the door. I slipped them on and looked over my shoulder. He was still sitting there, now buttoning up, watching me like I was the whole reason for the evening.
The hallway outside the room was quiet. Carpeted, dim, the air seemingly perfumed. We took the elevator down without speaking. There was a tension between being too settled to be awkward, but still full of things we hadn’t admitted. I didn’t hold his hand, but when we stepped into the bar, he remained close, one hand on my lower back, not possessive, just present.
We found a booth in the corner. I slid in first, crossed my legs, made sure he was watching. The server brought menus, then water, then took our drink orders. I didn’t look at her. I watched him.
“You like this city?” he asked, eyes scanning the room.
“I like this moment.”
The drinks came. Mine was strong and  I liked that. He leaned back, one arm stretched along the back of the booth, fingers brushing my shoulder lightly. I didn’t move away.
“You ever done this before?” he asked, voice low.
I turned to him. “What, dinner with a guy in a hotel bar?”
“No. This.”
I tilted my head. “You mean cheat on my husband?”
He looked at me, not smug, not shy. Just waiting.
I smiled. “I never answer questions like that on the first date.”
He laughed and turned back to his drink. I could feel the heat between us settling again, not gone, only tucked beneath the table with our legs. His knee pressed lightly into mine and I didn’t move.
I ordered calamari and a salad. He went with a burger and a beer. The food came fast. I picked through mine slowly, dragging bites across the little saucer of aioli, pretending I was hungrier than I was.
His hand drifted across the back of the booth and found my bare shoulder again. This time it stayed.
“I like the way you walk,” he said.
I chewed, swallowed, chased it with wine. “You like the way I do a lot of things.”
He smiled without looking at me. “That’s true.”
I let the silence remain again. It wasn’t uncomfortable. I liked the way his presence filled it, like he didn’t need to fill it with words. It was the kind of confidence that didn’t need to ask for anything. He was calm about everything, like the outcome was already written, and we were just passing time until it arrived.
My phone buzzed. I let it sit in my bag.
He glanced at it. “That him?”
I nodded. “Probably.”
“You going to check?”
I shook my head and cut another piece of lettuce. “I already know what it says.”
“Which is?”
“Hope you’re having a great dinner. You deserve it.”
He raised his brows. “He’s a good man.”
“He’s the best. Got nothing to do with this though.”
He understood. I wasn’t here because I was unloved. I wasn’t running from anything. If anything, I was running toward something, something sharp, vivid, anchored in risk and thrill. My marriage was solid and my husband trusted me. That’s what made this real. That’s what made my stomach pull the way it did every time I let myself look at the man sitting across from me, or any of the other men for that matter.
We finished our meal and I picked up my bag and let him lead the way back to the elevator. The mirrored doors caught us both, me walking a half-step behind, his hand brushing mine but never taking it. We stood close. I leaned against the wall and let my head tilt back. My dress slid a little down my shoulder.
When the doors opened on my floor, he let me step out first. The hallway was even quieter than before.
“I enjoyed dinner,” he said behind me.
I walked ahead, not looking back. “But it’s not over yet.”
He followed me all the way to the door. I paused there, card in hand, my other hand on the knob.
He leaned close. “You sure?”
I gave him a look over my shoulder. My smirk did the talking for me. Then I opened the door and stepped inside.
I didn’t turn on the main lights, just the entry lamp by the mirror, the one with the low amber bulb that made everything look deeper, softer, quieter. He came in after me, closed the door, and stood there, hands in his pockets, watching.
I walked to the mini bar, crouched, and pulled out two bottles, water for me, more out of instinct than thirst, and another beer for him. I handed it to him without speaking. He took it, twisted it open, and stayed by the wall.
I sat on the edge of the bed, slowly unzipping my boots, one at a time. His eyes followed my hands. My legs crossed as I tugged the second one off. I stood barefoot on the carpet and stretched my back, giving him a long look from under my lashes.
“You just gonna stand there?” I asked.
“I like the view.”
I turned and walked to the bathroom, leaving the door open.
I brushed my teeth, washed my hands, blotted my face with a cool towel and caught my reflection in the mirror. My cheeks were flushed but not from wine. Not from heat.
When I stepped out again, he had taken off his jacket, sat in the chair by the window, one leg stretched out, bottle loose in his hand, watching me.
I walked past him and took my time removing the necklace, unclipping one earring, then the other, laying each carefully on the dresser. I slid the zipper of my dress down and let it fall to my ankles, stepping out without ceremony. I put it away
I was still in my bra and panties. Matching. Pale blue with fine trim. I still didn’t say anything.
He exhaled through his nose and I felt it more than I heard it.
I went to the bed, pulled back the covers, slid in, and laid on my side facing him. The lamp cast a narrow pool of light over my collarbone, the curve of my ribs, the line of my hip.
“You coming over here?” I said.
He stood, set the beer down, crossed the room without a word.
He sat beside me on the bed, one hand resting on my hip, warm and easy, like he’d done this a hundred times. His fingers didn’t press. They waited.
“You’re something else,” he murmured.
“I know that.”
I reached for his shirt but stopped just before I touched it. Then let my hand fall back to the bed.
Let him decide. Let him take it from there.
He leaned in and kissed my shoulder. His lips barely touched me, but the warmth stayed. He kissed again, lower this time, a line down my arm. I watched his hand move to my thigh, fingers tracing the outer edge, never quite where I wanted it. I didn’t help. I stayed still, but inside I was pulsing all over again.
He slid his hand behind my knee, lifted my leg slowly, and let it drape over his. My body shifted, thighs parting, not invitation, just compliance.
His other hand reached up and unhooked my bra with one simple motion. The straps slipped off and I pulled it down my arms and dropped it beside the bed. My breasts lifted with each breath, and I didn’t look away from his face.
He kissed the inside of my knee, and I swallowed. He kissed again, working his way up with an agonizing slowness. My hand gripped the edge of the pillow. I wasn’t going to guide him.
His hand slid under the waistband of my panties. He kissed just above the fabric, teasing, never pushing.
He lowered his head and hand moved with purpose. He peeled my panties down and off without saying a word. I felt the air on me, the exposure, the line crossed and left behind.
I reached for his waistband and tugged. He stood, kicked off his shoes, stripped without hesitation. When he came back to the bed, he didn’t pounce. He laid beside me, facing me, hard but restrained, hand brushing my stomach, lower, then back up.
He reached between my thighs, not greedily though, just exploring. I opened to him, silent, mouth open, breath shallow.
He kissed the inside of my thigh again, higher this time. His lips barely grazed me, warm and deliberate but I exhaled softly, fingers curling into the sheet beneath me. He didn’t move up right away. He shifted down instead, kissed behind my knee, then lower, ankle, top of my foot. He was showing me how slow it could go.
I felt completely open. My legs over his shoulders now, relaxed. My hands resting above my head, palms up, the back of one brushing the headboard. He hadn't said a word in minutes, and neither had I. Everything that needed to be said was in how we moved.
He turned his head, pressed his cheek against the inside of my thigh. I could feel his breath on me, his face that close. I was spread open, vulnerable, aroused beyond thought. I could feel my pulse between my legs.
When he finally kissed me there, it wasn’t wet or rushed. It was soft, exploratory. His lips, then the flat of his tongue, slow, patient. My hips rose into it with a quiet urgency I couldn’t fake or stop. His hands pressed my thighs gently down again. Not controlling, but anchoring me there.
I let myself go slack, letting him do it however he wanted this time. That was the part I hadn’t expected. How easy it was to let go in the hands of a man who didn’t take, but waited. A man who made you want to give.
His mouth worked slowly, not repetitively. He changed rhythm, pressure, even paused sometimes, like he was learning me, like he didn’t want to finish anything, only extend the moments.
I wanted to reach down and grip his hair, pull him harder into me but I didn’t. I kept my hands above me, kept my legs open, let him stay in control of the pace. Every time I thought he might go faster, push it, he backed off instead.
I lifted my head, looked down at him. His eyes were closed, lashes dark against his skin, jaw flexing. He wasn’t doing this to impress me. He was doing it because he wanted to.
Me a happily married woman on her back legs wide in a strange city with a man she hadn’t even known the day before.
But I didn’t stop him. I couldn’t. I was way past the point where it made sense to think.
His fingers joined in, spreading me with a care so light it felt reverent. I gasped and he glanced up, eyes catching mine for just a second before he lowered his head again. I let my legs fall wider, bent at the knees now, feet flat on the bed, my body offering him anything he wanted without a word.
He kissed me softly, slowly, letting his tongue work in tight little circles. I stayed silent, letting the heat rise inside me like a tide I wasn’t fighting. My hips tilted, chasing him, needing him deeper, and I saw his hand move between us again. One fingertip slid in, slow, barely curling. I tightened around it, breath catching, lips parting.
He kissed higher, then lower, never settling. I closed my eyes, lost the shape of the room, of time. All I knew was the rhythm he was building and denying, over and over, like he wanted me to reach for it, beg for it. I almost did.
His voice was low when he finally spoke. “You okay?”
I nodded before the word came. “Yes.”
“You want more?”
I opened my eyes and looked straight at him.
“God, yes.”
He pushed in with two fingers this time, slow and thick, and kept them there, twisting, drawing a soft noise from my throat I didn’t recognize as mine. I was wet, open, aching. His tongue flicked just above where he’d entered me, working in sync now, and my legs shook.
I reached down, not to stop him, not even to guide him, but I needed contact. My fingers tangled in the fabric of the sheet near his shoulder. He moaned into me when I did that, like something about my hand there pleased him, turned him on more.
But still, he didn’t go faster. He kept it drawn out, steady, almost cruel in how controlled he stayed. My body rocked against his face. His hand, needing release,  eased off, forcing the tension to hold, to grow. I groaned, arched up, my mouth open, eyes unfocused on the ceiling above.
“You’re so close,” he said.
I nodded. Didn’t trust my voice.
“I want to watch you fall apart.”
He kissed my hip, my stomach, trailed up over my ribs until he was beside me again. His fingers still moved inside me, unhurried. I turned into him, gasping against his shoulder, face hot, skin prickling everywhere.
He let me ride it, not taking over, not holding me down.
When it finally came, it wasn’t loud. It was deep, quiet, full-body. A tension released that I hadn’t even realized I’d been carrying. And still I didn’t feel guilty. Not even a little.
He held still with his fingers inside me, like he knew I wasn’t ready for it to end. My hips stayed tilted, legs splayed open, chest rising slow. He kissed the corner of my mouth, then leaned back, watching me, his fingers finally slipping out. I felt the emptiness immediately, the contrast. He smiled like he knew.
I reached between us and gripped him through his pants.
He was hard and heavy. He didn’t push into my hand, didn’t rush to get undressed. He just let me touch him, the heat of him pulsing through the fabric, my fingers tracing the shape of him. I rubbed slow, then let my hand slide up his chest. His shirt was off already. I hadn’t even noticed when he did that.
“I need more,” I said.
“I know.”
He lay beside me and ran his hand down my side, over my hip, resting at the top of my thigh. Then lower teasing me but even slower this time and less urgent. His calm made me ache more than if he’d lunged for it. He wasn’t teasing to get a reaction. He was just patient. Like this wasn’t something he had to rush, or prove. Like he had all night, and I was worth taking his time with.
I rolled toward him and pulled his waistband down, just enough to free him. He helped, lifting his hips, kicking his pants off, leaving him bare and thick and flushed. I wrapped my fingers around him. He was warm and full, and I stroked him once, slow, just to feel it. His hand tightened on my hip when I did.
I pushed him onto his back.
He watched me from under heavy lids, arms folded behind his head, no tension in him at all. I slid down and straddled his thighs, kissing his chest, then lower. I wanted to take my time. I wanted to learn him the way he’d learned me, through touch, through how his body responded, through silence.
I kissed the crease of his thigh, the edge of his hip, then ran my tongue along the base of him. He didn’t gasp. He didn’t push. His breath deepened, but he stayed still.
When I finally closed my mouth around him, slow and deep, I felt him throb against my tongue. He exhaled hard. His hand slid into my hair.
I took more of him and drew back and did it again.  I was hungry for it, wet between my legs again. I felt his fingers curl in my hair. He groaned once, low, and I kept going, letting myself get caught in the rhythm. Letting the rest of the world drop away.
He pulled me up before I finished. His hands framed my face and he kissed me again, deeper this time, like he’d missed my mouth. I was breathing hard, thighs slick, straddling his legs. His hands held my waist like I might float away. He shifted us, rolling me onto my back with the ease of someone who didn’t need to show off. He just wanted me underneath him.
He kissed my neck, down my collarbone, pausing to suck gently just below it. I felt the imprint of his mouth lingering there, not a mark, not yet, but close. My legs wrapped around him instinctively.
My nerves twitched. It wasn’t fear or guilt. It was just the stark edge of it finally happening.
He settled between my thighs and didn’t rush to enter me. His eyes held mine, his body braced above me, and his hand traced slowly along my ribs, my waist, my hips, like he was memorizing me. My body opened to him without force, the way it does when there’s no pressure, only heat and inevitability.
And then he pushed forward, slow and steady. I felt every inch of him stretch and fill me. My breath caught. My hips lifted. I pulled him deeper with my thighs. His groan was low and real.
For a moment we didn’t move. He stayed buried inside me, my body wrapped around him, our eyes locked. I could feel my pulse in my throat, my chest, my core.
I was full of him and I only felt alive.
He moved slowly at first, pressing deeper, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in with a rhythm that wasn’t rushed, but wasn’t tentative either. I felt every shift in his weight, every subtle roll of his hips. My fingers gripped his back, flattened, then moved up to his shoulders, then to his arms. I traced muscle, sweatless warmth, skin over strength.
There was just the sound of our bodies moving, the shift of the sheets, the quiet gasp I couldn’t keep in when he angled himself just right. His hand slid under my lower back, tilting me up, changing the depth. My heels dug against the backs of his thighs. I let my head fall to the side, eyes half-closed, lips parted.
He leaned in, kissed the side of my face, brushed his lips over my ear, my jaw. His mouth barely touched mine again, but when it did, it was slow, open, like he was tasting the part of me I hadn’t said out loud.
My chest arched up into him. The rhythm deepened. He adjusted, shifted up on his knees just, hands at my hips now, holding me steady as he moved with more force, controlled, each thrust built on the last.
I felt it rise in me like heat under my skin, under my ribs, in the tips of my fingers. The kind of orgasm that didn’t start in one place, but in all of me.
When it hit, it was silent. I arched hard, mouth open but no sound, eyes locked to his, and he kept going through it, pushing me higher, letting it stretch out. He never sped up.
I blinked up at the ceiling, not really seeing it, my breath slowing in quiet pulses. He stayed inside me, his weight partially over me, arm curled under my back. We hadn’t said a word since it started. My legs were still around his waist, barely holding. My fingers traced up the back of his neck, into his hair, and for a moment we just breathed the same air.
Then he eased out, carefully. I winced at the emptiness. He leaned down and kissed my stomach with no smirk or gloat.
I let out a soft sound that wasn’t quite a laugh. I wasn’t sure what it was. I sat up slow. My thighs ached in a good way, my body loose and open, not sore yet. I looked at him standing at the edge of the bed, backlit by the window.
“I need a rinse,” I said, nodding toward the bathroom.
He smirked, not moving. “You want help with that?”
“No,” I said, slipping off the bed and walking past him without grabbing the robe.
I felt his eyes on me the whole way. I took my time under the warm water, letting it run down my legs, across my chest, between my thighs. I didn’t scrub, didn’t rush. I just stood there, palms flat against the tiled wall, eyes closed.
When I came out, towel around my waist, he was sitting at the table by the window in just his briefs, legs spread, sipping water like he hadn’t been inside me fifteen minutes ago.
“You always this quiet after?” I asked, rubbing the towel through my hair.
He looked over the rim of the glass. “Not always.”
I dropped the towel and climbed back into bed. I didn’t bother dressing. He didn’t either.
He leaned back in the chair, arms resting on the sides, like we were in some kind of lazy interrogation.
“So,” he said finally, “married, huh?”
I stared at him, jaw resting on the back of my hand. “Yeah.”
He came over, not with hunger this time, but something else. He lay beside me, not touching. His fingers were laced behind his head, eyes on the ceiling. I turned my face toward him.
“You really want to know why?” I asked, not sure I’d answer myself.
He didn’t speak. I reached across and laid my hand on his chest. “It’s not because I’m missing something. It’s not like that.”
He waited.
“I think I like it because it’s all mine,” I said. “No one gave me permission. No one knows. I get to keep it just for me.”
His head turned toward me. “You like secrets.”
We lay like that a while longer, and I knew the sun outside was long gone from this city, this hotel, this version of me.
“You’re easy in this city,” he said.
I smiled, walking back to the bed. “No. I’m easy with you.”
He raised an eyebrow. “Why?”
I climbed in beside him, stretched out on my stomach, cheek against the pillow. “You don’t need anything from me. You’re not trying to fix me or fuck up my life. You’re just here.”
He reached over, brushed my hair back from my face. “You’re the most honest liar I’ve ever met.”
I didn’t flinch. “That’s probably true.”
“You know what I like about you?” he said, after a sip of wine.
“What?”
“You don’t even try to explain.”
I gave a small nod. “That’s the rule.”
He looked down at where the hem of his shirt barely covered me. He ran one hand up slowly, fingertips pausing at the edge.
“You want this back?” I asked, lifting the edge of the shirt, exposing myself beneath.
His voice came quieter. “Not yet.”
I climbed onto his lap, wine still hot in my chest. My hands moved over his shoulders, down his arms, slow and steady like I was trying to memorize what made him different from the others.
“You’re not sleeping over,” I said, mouth near his ear.
“I know.”
“I’m flying back first thing.”
“I figured.”
He leaned forward and kissed the side of my neck, just once, with finality. Then again, slower.
His hands stayed on my thighs, warm and open, not pulling, not pushing. I moved against him because I wanted to feel more. My hips shifted, my breath shortened, but I didn’t say anything and neither did he.
We stayed like that for a while, not moving much, just mouths finding each other lazily, hands exploring the same places over and over, slower each time.
When I leaned back, the shirt dropped off one shoulder. He touched the curve there with his palm, then slid his hand underneath and flattened it against my back.
I looked at him. “I don’t even know what you do,” I said.
“Construction,” he said. “Mostly site management now.”
I nodded slowly, feeling how solid he was under me.
“Married?” I asked.
“No.” His eyes narrowed just. “I mean yes. But not really.”
I didn’t press, just let the silence sit there while his hand moved lower, resting again on my bare thigh.
I took another sip of wine, held it in my mouth a second longer then swallowed and set the glass down.
He shifted beneath me. I could feel what I was doing to him.
“I like your room,” he said, his voice low. “It’s bigger than mine.”
I left the hotel before sunrise. The streets were quiet, the air still warm from the night before.My phone buzzed twice in the Uber.
Tom: “Hope went well. Proud of you.”
I stared at the screen, thumb hovering. Then I typed, “Great conference, on way to airport, early flight back to you.”
Not a lie, not exactly.
I watched the city go by through the tinted glass, every building dark but humming, like everything there knew, like it had seen this kind of thing a thousand times before.
At the airport, I found a quiet bathroom and pulled my hair into a low ponytail, wiped my lipstick with a damp paper towel, and looked at myself hard in the mirror.
Then I boarded the plane. By the time we took off, I had the next trip in my calendar.
Minneapolis in two weeks. Financial sector meet and greet. Gerald from corporate mentioned introducing me to someone out there, some ex-college athlete, now one of our bigger clients, somebody he clearly was in awe of of. And apparently single. Very single, Gerald laughed.
I smiled at the time. But now I gazed out the oval window and wondered if Tom could ever understand.
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