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When I came fully down on Connor, we both paused. The position made him feel impossibly deep and I needed a moment to adjust. Connor's hands moved to my breasts, kneading them gently while I caught my breath.
Then I started to move on him, slowly at first, rising up until just the tip of him was inside, then sinking back down. Connor watched every movement, his eyes fixed on where we were joined.
"You look so good like this," he said. "Riding me. Taking exactly what you want."
I moved faster, finding a rhythm that hit all the right places. My hands braced on his shoulders, using him for leverage. The car rocked with my movements and I didn't care who might see, who might notice.
Connor's hands guided my hips, helping me move. Then one hand slipped between us, his thumb finding my clit. The added stimulation made my rhythm falter.
"Don't stop," he said. "Keep going. I want to feel you come on my cock."
I tried to maintain the pace but it was getting harder as the pleasure built. My thighs were burning from the effort but I didn't want to stop. Connor's thumb circled faster and I was so close.
"That's it," he encouraged. "I can feel you getting tighter. Come for me, Mara."
His words pushed me over the edge. I came hard, my whole body shaking, my inner muscles clenching around him. Connor held me through it all, his hands steadying me as I fell apart.
Before I had fully come down, he flipped us over somehow in the cramped space, laying me on my back on the seat. He stayed inside me, started thrusting into me with renewed intensity.
"My turn," he said, and drove into me harder.
This angle was deeper and I wrapped my legs around his waist, my heels digging into his lower back. The car windows were completely fogged now and the air inside was thick and hot. Connor's forehead pressed against mine and I could feel his breath on my face.
"You feel so good," he said between thrusts. "So fucking perfect."
I couldn't form words anymore, could only hold on as he took what he wanted. His rhythm became erratic and I knew he was close again. I tightened my legs around him, pulled him deeper.
"Mara," he groaned, and thrust hard one final time. I felt him pulse inside me, felt his whole body go rigid, then collapse on top of me.
We lay like that for several minutes, both of us trying to catch our breath. The car seat was cramped and uncomfortable and one of my legs was starting to fall asleep but I didn't want to move.
Finally Connor lifted himself up on his elbows, looked down at me. My hair was a disaster, my makeup definitely smudged. I probably looked thoroughly debauched.
"You're beautiful," he said, and there was something in his voice that made my chest ache.
"I'm a mess," I corrected.
"A beautiful mess." He kissed me softly, then carefully pulled out. "Hold on."
He dealt with the condom, wrapped it in a tissue from the glove compartment. Then he helped me sit up, found my clothes scattered around the car.
I got dressed slowly, my body feeling loose and satisfied. Connor pulled his jeans back up, buckled his belt, ran his fingers through his hair to try to tame it.
"So," he said, watching me fix my bra. "About that hotel room."
I paused in the act of pulling my tank top on. "When?"
"Next weekend. You could tell him you're visiting your mom."
"My mom lives two hours away. He might want to come with me."
"Then tell him she's sick. That she doesn't want visitors. Tell him anything." Connor reached over, helped me with my top. "I want a whole night with you. Not just stolen hours. A real night."
This was already too much, too risky. But the thought of a whole night of this, of falling asleep next to him and waking up together, doing it again, was too tempting.
"I'll think about it," I said.
"Don't think too long." He pulled me in for another kiss. "I'm not very patient."
I looked at him. His hair was a mess from my hands, his lips swollen. There was a red mark on his neck that would definitely be visible tomorrow. He used to leave me like that, all messed up.
"When?" I asked, and just like that, the decision was made.
Connor grinned, pulled out his phone. "Next Friday. Derek leaves Thursday afternoon for that tournament in Pennsylvania. He won't be back until Sunday night."
"That's three days."
"So we'll take one of them. Friday night to Saturday morning." He was already scrolling through hotel websites. "There's a place about an hour away. Nice enough to not be sketchy, far enough away that we won't run into anyone."
I watched him search, watched him find options and mentally calculate costs. This was really happening. We were planning an overnight trip together. This wasn't stolen hours in his dorm room or quick encounters in parking garages anymore. This was premeditated.
"I can't afford half of a hotel room," I said quietly.
Connor looked up from his phone. "I'm not asking you to pay."
"I can't let you pay for everything."
"Why not? Derek pays for everything for you. Why is it different if I do?"
"Because Derek is my boyfriend." The words felt wrong coming out of my mouth. "This is different."
"Fine. Then don't think of it as me paying. Think of it as me wanting to do something nice for you." He went back to his phone. "There's a Hampton Inn for ninety dollars. I can swing that."
Ninety dollars. I thought about the forty dollars Derek had given me for dinner, money I hadn't even spent because I had come here instead. Money that was still in my wallet, meant for a meal with friends I hadn't had.
"Okay," I said. "Friday night."
"Yeah?" Connor set his phone down, pulled me closer. "You're sure?"
"I'm sure." I was. Whatever hesitation I had felt weeks ago was completely gone now. I wanted this. I wanted a whole night with him, wanted to see what it felt like to wake up next to someone who knew exactly what I needed in the morning as much as at night.
We stayed in the car for another twenty minutes, talking about logistics, making plans. Connor would book the room under his name. I would tell Derek my mom was sick and needed me to visit. Jessica would think I was with my mom. My mom wouldn't know I was coming because I wouldn't actually be going there.
It was all so calculated, so carefully constructed. I was getting good at this.
Finally I checked the time and realized I had been gone for almost two hours. "I need to go. Jessica will be done with dinner soon."
"One more kiss," Connor said, and pulled me in before I could respond.
This kiss was different from the others. Slower, deeper, like he was trying to memorize the taste of me. When we finally broke apart, I was breathless.
"Friday," he said. "Don't back out on me."
“You don’t back out.” I climbed out of the car, straightened my skirt, tried to make myself presentable. My hair was beyond help and my makeup needed a complete redo, but it was dark in the parking garage and no one was around to see.
Connor got out too, walked me to the stairwell. "Text me when you get back to your dorm."
"Why do you always ask me to do that?"
He shrugged. "I like knowing you got there safe."
Something in my chest twisted at that. Derek asked me the same thing, for the same reason. But somehow it felt different coming from Connor.
I walked back across campus with my cardigan wrapped tight around me even though I was still overheated from the car. The night air was cold and it helped clear my head a little. By the time I reached my dorm, I had my story straight.
Jessica was already back, sprawled on her bed scrolling through TikTok.
"How was dinner?" she asked without looking up.
"Good. That new Italian place downtown." I dropped my bag by my bed, started gathering clothes for the shower. "How was your biology friend?"
"Fine. Boring. Mostly just complained about her lab partner." Jessica finally looked up and her eyes went wide. "Holy shit, what happened to you?"
My stomach dropped. "What do you mean?"
"Your hair is a disaster and your makeup is all smudged. Did you and the girls go out after dinner?"
"Oh." I touched my hair self-consciously. "Yeah, we stopped at this bar that had karaoke. It got pretty wild."
"Damn, I should have come." Jessica went back to her phone. "Derek texted me asking if you were back yet. I told him not yet."
"Thanks. I'll text him now." I grabbed my phone, saw three messages from Derek.
Hope you're having fun!
Miss you. Wish I was there.
Let me know when you're back safe.
I typed quickly: Just got back. Had such a good time. Going to shower and then bed. Love you.
His response came immediately: Love you too. Sleep well.
I stood there looking at those words for a long time. Love you too. Simple, automatic, meaningless. Or maybe they meant something to him and just nothing to me anymore. I couldn't tell the difference.
In the shower I washed away all the evidence. scrubbed my skin, washed my hair twice, stood under the hot water until I felt nothing. When I got out, I looked like myself. Clean, normal, innocent.
Back in the room I climbed into bed and checked my phone one more time. A text from Connor: Already counting down to Friday.
I deleted it and went to sleep thinking about hotel rooms and whole nights and what it would be like to not have to sneak around for once, to have time to just be together without watching the clock, walk around together, go out to find breakfast together. And fuck all day and all night . . . .
The week dragged by slowly. Classes, homework, time with Derek. Everything normal on the surface, but underneath I was counting down just like Connor knew I would. Five days. Four days. Three days.
On Wednesday Derek and I studied together in the library. He was stressed about his tournament, worried about playing time, anxious about his performance. I listened and offered encouragement and felt nothing but mild irritation that he was taking up time I could be spending getting things done so I had free time on Friday and Saturday.
"You're so good to me," he said, taking my hand across the table. "I don't know what I'd do without you."
"You'd be fine," I said, and I meant it. He would be fine without me. Better, probably, once he got over the initial hurt.
Thursday morning Derek left for his tournament. He came by my dorm at six in the morning to say goodbye, even though I had told him not to, that I would be sleeping.
"I wanted to see you before I left," he said, pulling me into a hug in the doorway. I was still in my pajamas, barely awake. "Three days is a long time."
"It'll go fast." I hugged him back, tried to inject some warmth into it. "You'll be so busy with games you won't even notice."
"I'll notice." He kissed my forehead, my nose, my lips. "I love you so much."
"Love you too. Now go before you miss your bus." I pushed him gently toward the stairs.
He waved from the landing and I waved back. As soon as he was out of sight, I closed the door and leaned against it. One more day.
Friday I went through my classes in a daze. I had packed a bag the night before when Jessica was at the library, a couple changes of clothes, toiletries, the nice underwear set I had bought specifically for this weekend. I had hidden it under my bed where Jessica wouldn't notice it.
At lunch my phone buzzed. Connor: Room's booked. I'll pick you up at 5.
I typed back: Okay.
Then I called my mom. She answered on the third ring, sounding surprised. I rarely called her.
"Mara? Is everything okay?"
"Yeah, Mom. Everything's fine. I just wanted to let you know I might not be able to visit this weekend like we talked about." We hadn't talked about me visiting, but she wouldn't remember that. She barely kept track of her own schedule, let alone mine.
"Oh, that's fine, honey. I'm actually pretty busy this weekend anyway." I could hear her boyfriend in the background saying something. "Maybe another time?"
"Sure. Love you, Mom."
"Love you too, sweetie."
I hung up and felt absolutely nothing about the lie I had just constructed. If Derek called my mom for some reason, which he wouldn’t, she would think I had cancelled a visit. If Derek asked me about the visit later, I would say my mom had been too sick to see me after all, that I had just stayed on campus.
The alibi was perfect.
At four thirty I told Jessica I was going to visit my mom, that her boyfriend had the flu and she needed help around the house.
"That sucks," Jessica said, barely looking up from her laptop. "Tell her I hope she feels better."
"I will." I grabbed my bag from under the bed. "I'll probably be back late tomorrow. Maybe Sunday morning."
"Okay. Have fun taking care of sick people." She made a face. "Rather you than me."
I walked out of my dorm with my overnight bag and didn't look back.
Connor was waiting in the parking lot in his car, engine running. I threw my bag in the back seat and climbed in front.
"Ready?" he asked, that grin of his all over his face.
I looked at him, at the way he was smiling at me, at the anticipation in his eyes, at the whole night stretched out in front of us with no interruptions, no hurrying, no fear of getting caught.
"Ready," I said, and with that we drove away.
The drive took just over an hour. Connor had music playing, something with a heavy bass line that filled the car. We didn't talk much. His hand rested on my thigh the entire time, his thumb drawing slow circles that made it hard to focus on anything else.
The hotel was off the highway, a standard Hampton Inn that looked exactly like every other Hampton Inn I had ever seen. Connor pulled into the parking lot and found a spot near the back, away from the main entrance.
"Wait here," he said. "I'll go check in."
I watched him walk into the lobby, his hands in his pockets, casual and confident. He was good at this. I wondered briefly if he had done this before, brought other girls to hotels, made the same promises. Then I decided I didn't care.
He came back five minutes later with two key cards. "Room 247. Second floor."
We took our bags from the trunk and walked through the lobby like we had every right to be there. The clerk behind the desk didn't even look up. We took the elevator to the second floor and found our room at the end of the hallway.
Connor unlocked the door and held it open for me. The room was generic and clean, two double beds with floral bedspreads, a desk, a television, a bathroom visible through an open door. It smelled like industrial cleaning products.
"It's not the Ritz," Connor said, setting his bag on the desk.
"It's perfect." And it was. It was private and ours and we had the whole night.
I set my bag on one of the beds and stood there for a moment, suddenly unsure. All the confidence I had felt in the car evaporated now that we were actually here, now that this was really happening.
Connor walked over to me, put his hands on my waist. "You okay?"
"Yeah. Just nervous, I guess."
"We don't have to do anything you don't want to do." His hands moved up to cup my face. "We can just hang out. Order room service. Watch bad TV."
But that wasn't what I wanted. I had come here for a reason and it wasn't to watch television.
Chapter 11
I kissed him, rising up on my toes to reach his mouth. He responded immediately, his arms wrapping around me, pulling me flush against him. The kiss deepened and I felt some of my nervousness melt away.
"I want this so bad,” I said against his lips. "I want you so bad.”
"Then you have me." He pulled back slightly, his eyes searching mine. "All night. No rushing. No interruptions. Just us."
He kissed me, slower this time, taking his time. His hands moved down my back, found the hem of my shirt, slipped underneath. His palms were warm against my skin and I shivered at the contact.
"Cold?" he asked.
"No." I pulled my shirt over my head, dropped it on the floor. "Not cold."
Connor's eyes traveled over the bra I was wearing. Deep red lace with a front clasp, something I had spent an embarrassing amount of time picking out at the mall last weekend. I had told the saleswoman it was a gift for myself, a confidence boost. She had smiled knowingly and wrapped it in tissue paper.
"Is this new?" Connor asked, his fingers tracing the edge of the lace.
"Maybe." I reached for his shirt, started unbuttoning it. "Do you like it?"
"I love it." He shrugged out of his shirt, let it fall. "But I'm going to love taking it off you even more."
His fingers found the clasp between my breasts, flicked it open with practiced ease. The bra fell away and he tossed it aside without looking. Then his hands were on me, cupping my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples.
I made a small sound and his eyes darkened. "I love the sounds you make. The way you don't hold back anymore."
He was right. Weeks ago I would have been self-conscious, would have tried to stay quiet, would have worried about what he thought. Now I didn't care. I wanted him to know exactly how he made me feel.
He walked me backward toward the bed, his mouth never leaving mine. When my legs hit the edge I sat down and he knelt in front of me, his hands going to the button of my jeans.
"Lift up," he said, and I did.
He pulled my jeans down slowly, taking his time, his hands sliding down my thighs, my calves. He pulled off my shoes, my socks, then my jeans completely. He left me sitting on the edge of the bed in just my matching red underwear.
"You planned this," he said, his hands on my knees, spreading them apart. "Down to the last detail."
"Yes." There was no point in denying it. The evidence was right in front of him.
“So good." He leaned forward, pressed a kiss to my inner thigh. "I like that you planned it, that you wanted this enough to put thought into it."
His mouth moved higher, kissing along my thigh, getting closer to where I wanted him. I leaned back on my hands, watched him, my breathing already getting faster.
He hooked his fingers into the waistband of my underwear, looked up at me. "Can I take these off?"
"Yes you may.”
He pulled them down slowly, maintaining eye contact the entire time. When they were off he spread my legs wider, settled himself between them.
"I've wanted to do this since the first time," he said. "But we were always in such a rush."
Then his mouth was on me and I stopped thinking entirely.
He took his time, exploring with his tongue, finding what made my breath catch, what made my hips lift off the bed. I had never felt anything like it before. Derek had tried it once, awkwardly, and given up after a few minutes when I told him he didn't have to. But Connor wasn't asking permission. He was taking what he wanted, and what he wanted was to make me fall apart.
His hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place when I started to squirm. His tongue moved in circles, then long slow strokes, then focused directly on my clit until I was gasping. When he added his fingers, sliding two inside me while his mouth continued its work, I actually cried out.
"That's it," he murmured against me. "Let me hear you. No one can hear us here. You can be as loud as you want."
The knowledge that we were alone, that no one would hear us, that I didn't have to hold back at all, was incredibly freeing. I stopped trying to control my reactions and just let myself feel. Let myself moan when his fingers curled inside me and found that spot, let myself grab his hair and hold him exactly where I needed him.
The orgasm built slowly, a steady climb instead of a sudden peak. Connor seemed to sense exactly where I was, adjusting his pace to draw it out. When I finally came it was intense and prolonged, wave after wave of pleasure that left me shaking.
He didn't stop until I pushed his head away, oversensitive. Then he kissed his way back up my body, taking his time, stopping to pay attention to my stomach, my ribs, my breasts. By the time his mouth found mine I could taste myself on his lips.
"Your turn," I said, my hands already reaching for his belt.
"We have all night," he reminded me. "No need to rush."
But I wanted to. I wanted to make him feel the way he had just made me feel. I got his belt undone, his jeans unbuttoned and unzipped. He stood up to push them down along with his boxers and I took a moment to just look at him.
He was beautiful. I had thought that before but now I let myself really appreciate him. The definition of his muscles, the line of dark hair that ran down from his navel, the way he was already hard for me.
I scooted back on the bed and he climbed on after me, covering my body with his. The skin to skin contact was electric. I wrapped my legs around his waist, felt him hard against me.
"Condom," I reminded him.
"Right." He reached for his jeans on the floor, pulled his wallet from the pocket, found a condom. I watched him roll it on, watched his hands move with quick efficiency.
Then he was back, settling between my legs, the head of his cock pressing against my entrance. He pushed in slowly, watching my face the entire time.
"God, you're so tight," he said through gritted teeth. "Even now. Even after everything."
I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulled him down for a kiss. “Fuck me.”
He did, establishing a rhythm that was slow and deep and maddening. This was different from every other time. We weren't rushed, weren't worried about getting caught, weren't trying to be quiet. We could take our time.
Connor braced himself on his forearms, hovering above me, his eyes locked on mine. Each thrust was deliberate, hitting deep inside me, making me gasp. I matched his rhythm, lifting my hips to meet him, curling my toes when he hit the back of me.
"I could do this all night," he said, his voice strained. "Just stay inside you and never stop."
"Then don't stop." I dug my nails into his shoulders. "Don't stop,” I whispered and my head fell back.
He picked up the pace, still controlled but with more force behind each thrust. The headboard started hitting the wall with a steady rhythm and I didn't care. Let the people in the next room hear. Let them know what we were doing.
Connor shifted his angle and suddenly he was hitting that spot inside me with every thrust. I moaned and cried loudly and he smiled.
“God, I love watching your face when I hit that spot."
He kept that angle, that rhythm, driving me steadily toward another orgasm. One of his hands slid down between us, his thumb finding my clit.
"Connor," I gasped. "I'm going to . . . “
I came hard, my back arching off the bed, my nails raking down his back. I was loud, didn't try to muffle it at all, just let the pleasure pour out of me in gasps and moans.
Connor kept thrusting through my orgasm, prolonging it, until I was trembling and dying. Then he pulled out suddenly and I made a sound of protest.
"Turn over," he said, his voice rough with need.
I rolled onto my stomach, still shaking from my orgasm. Connor's hands gripped my hips, pulled them up so I was on my knees. Then he was pushing back inside me from behind and the new angle made me moan into the pillow.
He set a harder pace now, his control starting to slip. His hands gripped my hips so tightly I knew there would be bruises tomorrow. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room along with our heavy breathing.
"Touch yourself," he commanded, and I obeyed immediately.
My hand slipped between my legs, found my clit, started circling it. The combination of his thrusts and my fingers had me climbing toward another impossible peak.
"That's it," Connor said, one hand leaving my hip to grip my hair, pulling my head back. "Make yourself come. I want to feel you come on my cock one more time before I finish inside you.”
The slight pain of my hair being pulled combined with everything else pushed me over the edge for a third time. I came with a cry that was almost a scream, my whole body shaking with the intensity of it.
Connor cursed and his rhythm became erratic. He made three more hard thrusts and then he was finishing too, holding himself deep inside me, his grip on my hair and hip almost painful.
We collapsed together onto the bed, both of us breathing too hard. Connor pulled out carefully, then pulled me against his chest. I could feel his heart racing against my back, could feel the sweat on both our bodies starting to cool.
"Jesus Christ," he said finally. "That was..."
"Yeah," I agreed, because I didn't have words either.
We lay like that for a long time, just breathing, coming down. Eventually Connor got up and went to the bathroom. I heard water running, then he came back with a warm washcloth and cleaned me gently.
The gesture was surprisingly tender and it made something in my chest ache. Derek had never done that, had never thought to take care of me after. But Connor did it automatically, like it was the most natural thing in the world. I hated comparing them.
When he was done he tossed the washcloth back toward the bathroom and climbed back into bed, pulling me against him.
"Hungry?" he asked.
"Starving, actually."
He reached for the room service menu on the nightstand, handed it to me. "Order whatever you want. We're celebrating."
"Celebrating what?"
"Our first whole night together." He kissed my shoulder. "And the fact that I just made you come three times in under an hour."
I rolled my eyes but I was smiling. "You're very pleased with yourself."
"I am." He wasn't even pretending to be modest. "And you should be pleased with me too."
"Maybe I am." I looked at the menu, realized I was genuinely hungry. We had skipped dinner to get here. "Burger and fries?"
"Get two of everything. I'm starving too."
Connor called down to order while I went to the bathroom. When I came back I found my bag and pulled out the pajamas I had packed, a matching set of shorts and a tank top in soft gray cotton. I had debated bringing something sexier, lingerie maybe, but decided comfort was more important.
Connor was still naked, stretched out on the bed with his hands behind his head. He watched me get dressed with obvious appreciation.
"You could stay naked," he suggested.
"And answer the door for room service like this? I don't think so."
"I'll answer the door."
"You're not even dressed." But I climbed onto the bed next to him, curled into his side.
His arm came around me automatically and I rested my head on his chest. This felt dangerously domestic, dangerously couple-like. But I didn't move away.
"Can I ask you something?" Connor said after a minute.
"Okay."
"When did you stop feeling guilty about this? About us?"
I thought about it, tried to pinpoint the exact moment when the shame and fear had transformed into something else. "I don't know. It was gradual. Each time it got a little easier. Each lie came a little faster."
"Do you feel guilty now?"
I considered lying, but what was the point? "No. I don't feel anything when I think about Derek anymore. I should, I know I should, but I just don't."
"What do you feel when you think about me?"
I tilted my head back to look at him. "Honestly?"
"Honestly."
"I feel alive. Like I'm finally doing something just for me, just because I want to, not because it's expected or because it's the right thing to do." I paused. "Does that make me a terrible person?"
"Probably." He said it without judgment. "But I'm a terrible person too, so we're even."
The room service arrived twenty minutes later. Connor pulled on his jeans to answer the door while I hid in the bathroom. He brought the food to the bed and we ate sitting cross-legged facing each other, the plates balanced between us.
"This is nice," I said around a mouthful of burger. "Just being able to relax. Not watching the clock."
"We have until tomorrow at two," Connor said. "That's when I told my roommate I'd be back."
"I told Jessica probably Sunday morning."
"So we could stay until Sunday if we wanted." He stole one of my fries. "Make it a whole weekend."
"We'd have to pay for another night."
"So? It's just money."
Chapter 12
But it wasn't just money to me. Money meant something when you had grown up the way I had, when you had worked three jobs to save for textbooks, when you calculated every purchase.
Connor seemed to read my thoughts. "I'll pay for it. Don't worry about the money."
"I can't keep letting you pay for everything."
"Why not? You let Derek pay for everything."
"That's different."
"How?" He leaned forward. "Tell me how it's different."
I didn't have a good answer. The truth was it wasn't different, except that Derek had more money and Connor had to work for his. But Connor was offering and I wanted to stay, wanted another whole day and night of this.
"Okay," I said finally. "Another night. But I'm paying you back eventually."
"Whatever makes you feel better." He finished his burger, started on the fries. "So what do you want to do with all this time?"
"I can think of a few things." I set my plate aside, crawled across the bed toward him.
He caught me around the waist, pulled me into his lap. "Already? We just finished."
"You said we have all night." I kissed his neck, his jaw. "I'm taking advantage of that."
His hands slid under my tank top, warm against my skin. "I'm not complaining."
I pushed his head down into the pillows and knelt over his face. I reached down to spread my lips and, trembling, I lowered myself to his mouth. I crossed my arms on the headboard and leaned my forehead into them.
We made love, slower this time, taking our time to explore. Connor mapped every inch of my body with his hands and mouth, found spots that made me gasp that I hadn't even known were sensitive. I learned what made him moan, what made his control slip, what made him grip me tighter.
I learned what made him moan, what made his control slip, what made him grip me tighter.
Connor rolled onto his back, his chest still heaving from our last round. His skin was slick with sweat and in the dim light from the bedside lamp I could see the red marks I had left on his shoulders, his chest. Evidence of my nails, my teeth, my complete loss of control.
I should have been tired. We had been going for over an hour already. But I felt energized, almost manic with desire. Like I couldn't get enough of him, couldn't touch him enough, couldn't have him enough.
I propped myself up on one elbow, let my other hand trail down his stomach. His muscles contracted under my touch and I watched the goosebumps rise on his skin.
"Mara," he said, his voice hoarse. "Give me a minute. I need to recover."
"No you don't." My hand went lower, wrapped around him even though he was still soft. "I can fix that."
He laughed breathlessly. "You're insatiable tonight."
"We have all night." I shifted position, moving down the bed. "And I want to do this properly. Without rushing."
His eyes widened as he realized my intention. "You don't have to—"
"I know I don't have to." I settled between his legs, my hair falling forward around my face. "I want to. I've been thinking about this all week."
That was true. Ever since the parking garage, when I had done this quickly and frantically, I had wanted to do it. Wanted to take my time, to really learn what he liked, to make him fall apart the way he made me fall apart.
I started slowly, using just my hand at first, stroking him from base to tip. He was still soft but I could feel him starting to respond, could feel him getting harder with each stroke. I leaned down and licked the tip, just a quick swipe of my tongue, and was rewarded with a sharp intake of breath.
"God," Connor said, his hand coming to rest in my hair. Not pushing, just touching.
I did it, longer this time, swirling my tongue around the head. He was getting harder now, filling out under my ministrations. I took him into my mouth, just the tip at first, sucking gently while my hand continued working the shaft.
"That feels so good," Connor groaned. "Your mouth is incredible."
The praise sent heat flooding through me. I had never been particularly confident about this with Derek. The one time I had tried, I had been so nervous and unsure that it had been awkward and uncomfortable for both of us. We had never tried.
But with Connor I felt powerful. I could feel his response to everything I did, could hear it in the sounds he made, could see it in the way his hips lifted off the bed. I was in complete control and I loved it.
I took him deeper, relaxed my throat the way I had practiced in the parking garage. Connor's hand tightened in my hair and his hips jerked up involuntarily.
"Fuck, sorry," he said, trying to pull back.
I grabbed his hips, held them in place, took him even deeper. I wanted him to lose control. Wanted him to stop being careful with me.
I established a rhythm, bobbing my head up and down while my hand worked in tandem. I hollowed my cheeks on the upstroke, used my tongue on the downstroke, paying special attention to the sensitive spot just under the head.
Connor's breathing was getting ragged, his control starting to slip. "Mara, Jesus. Where did you learn to do that?"
I pulled off with an obscene pop, kept stroking him with my hand. "I told you. I'm a fast learner." I licked up the length of him, maintaining eye contact. "And I've been doing research."
"Research?" His voice came out strangled.
"Mm-hmm." I took him back in my mouth, went as deep as I could, held it until my eyes watered. When I pulled back I said, "I watched videos. Took notes. I wanted to be good at this."
The look on his face was pure lust mixed with something else. Amazement, maybe. Or possessiveness. "You researched how to give better head?"
"I researched how to make you lose your mind." I went back to work, using everything I had learned. The combination of suction and tongue, the twist of my hand at the base, the way I hummed which sent vibrations through him.
Connor's hips were moving now, small thrusts he couldn't control. His hand in my hair gripped tighter, guiding my movements. I let him, let him set the pace, let him use my mouth.
"Fuck, Mara. Your mouth. God, you're so good at this." He was rambling now, his filter completely gone. "So much better than—"
He cut himself off but I knew what he had been about to say. Better than his girlfriend. Better than Rachel.
The thought sent a thrill through me. I was better. I was making him feel things she couldn't. I was the one he wanted, the one he was cheating with, the one who made him lose control.
I doubled my efforts, taking him as deep as I could, using my hand to stroke what I couldn't fit. I could feel him getting harder, could taste the precum that was leaking steadily now.
"I'm getting close," Connor warned. "You should probably—"
I didn't pull off. I looked up at him, made eye contact, and took him even deeper.
"Christ." His hand tightened almost painfully in my hair. "Mara, I'm serious. I'm about to—"
I hummed my acknowledgment and that was what did it. He came with a harsh groan, his hips jerking up, his hand holding my head in place. I swallowed everything, didn't pull back until he was completely finished and starting to soften.
When I finally sat up, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, Connor was staring at me like he had never seen me before.
"That was," he started, then seemed unable to finish the sentence.
"Good?" I asked, even though I knew it had been.
"Good doesn't even begin to cover it." He pulled me up the bed, kissed me deeply even though he could taste himself on my tongue. "You're fucking incredible."
I straddled his lap, pressed myselfst him. I was aching with need, had been getting more turned on the entire time I had been going down on him.
"I liked doing that," I saidst his mouth. "I liked making you lose control. Liked hearing you say I was better."
"You are better." His hands gripped my hips. "So much better than anyone."
"Better than Rachel?" I knew I shouldn't ask, shouldn't bring up his girlfriend, but I wanted to hear him say it.
"God, yes. So much better than Rachel." He kissed down my neck. "Rachel's never done that. She thinks it's degrading."
The information sent another thrill through me. I was giving him something she wouldn't. Something she had refused.
"I don't think it's degrading," I said, grindingst him. "I think it's hot. I think knowing I can make you come apart like that is the hottest thing in the world."
Connor's hands slid up my body, cupped my breasts. "You're going to kill me. You know that?"
"Maybe." I reached between us, found him already starting to get hard. "But what a way to go."
"I need a few minutes," he protested, but his body was betraying him, responding to my touch.
"No you don't." I positioned myself over him, rubbedst him teasingly. "You just need the right motivation."
His hands gripped my hips tighter. "Condom. We need a condom."
I reached for the nightstand, found the box, pulled one out. Tore it open with my teeth and rolled it on him quickly. Then I was positioning myself, sinking down onto him inch by inch.
We both groaned at the sensation. Even after all the times today, it still felt intense, still felt perfect.
"Ride me," Connor said, his hands guiding my hips. "Show me how much you want this."
I started to move, slowly at first, rising up until just the tip of him was inside before sinking back down. The position made him feel impossibly deep and I had to pause to adjust.
"That's it," Connor encouraged. "Take your time. Take what you need."
But I didn't want to take my time. I wanted to chase this feeling, this power, this absolute certainty that I was in control. I moved faster, my hands braced on his chest, my hips rolling in a rhythm that had both of us gasping.
"You look so good like this," Connor said, his eyes fixed on where we were joined. "Riding my cock like you were made for it."
"Maybe I was." I leaned down, kissed him deeply. "Maybe this is what I've been missing all along."
"What about Derek?" he asked, and there was something dark in his voice. "Does he make you feel like this?"
"No." The answer came easily. "Never. Not even close."
"Does he know how good you are at this? How responsive you are? How you come so easily when you're properly fucked?"
"No." I was moving faster now, chasing my release. "He has no idea."
"Good." Connor's hands moved to my ass, gripping hard, helping me move. "Let him stay clueless. Let him think you're his sweet innocent girlfriend while you're here taking my cock like you can't get enough."
His words were crude, degrading even, but they turned me on more than anything Derek had ever said to me. Because they were true. I wasn't Derek's sweet innocent girlfriend. I was this person, this woman who snuck around and lied and took what she wanted without apology.
"Tell me," Connor demanded. "Tell me whose cock you prefer."
"Yours." I was so close now, could feel the orgasm building. "God, yours. Only yours."
"That's right." He sat up, changing the angle, and I cried out. "You're mine now. He can have the rest of you but this, this part of you, this is mine."
The possessiveness in his voice pushed me over the edge. I came hard, my nails digging into his shoulders, my inner muscles clenching around him. Connor followed immediately after, holding me tightst him as he finished.
We collapsed together onto the bed, both of us breathing hard. I was still on top of him, could feel him softening inside me.
"That was," Connor started.
"I know." I lifted myself off him carefully, rolled onto my back beside him.
He dealt with the condom, then turned to face me. "I meant what I said. You're mine."
Something in my chest tightened at those words. "I have a boyfriend."
"I know. But when you're with me, you're mine." He traced a finger down my sternum, between my breasts, down to my navel. "Every time you come over here, every time you let me touch you, you're choosing me over him."
He was right. Every single time I made the choice to come here, to be with him, I was choosing Connor over Derek. And I kept making that choice, over and over.
"What does that make us?" I asked quietly.
"I don't know." Connor pulled mest his chest. "Does it matter?"
Epilogue
I thought about it. Derek was my boyfriend, my legitimate relationship, the person I was supposed to be building a future with. Connor was my secret, my affair, the person I shouldn't want but couldn't stay away from.
"No," I said finally. "I guess it doesn't matter."
We lay in silence for a while, just breathing, recovering. Eventually Connor ordered more room service and we ate in bed, feeding each other fries and laughing about nothing important.
Later, much later, we made love one more time. Slowly this time, face to face, our eyes locked. It felt different from all the other times, more intimate somehow. Like we were crossing some invisible line.
When we finished, Connor pulled me close and I rested my head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat slow. This felt dangerously like a real relationship. Like something more than just sex.
But I pushed that thought away. This was just physical. Just two people who happened to be very compatible in bed. Nothing more.
That was what I told myself as I fell asleep in his arms, in a hotel room an hour from campus, while my boyfriend thought I was taking care of my sick mother.
And if some small part of me knew I was lying to myself too, I ignored it.
Afterward we lay tangled together in the sheets, talking about everything and nothing. He told me about his family, his three sisters who all terrorized him growing up. I told him about my mom and her string of awful boyfriends, about how I had basically raised myself from age twelve on.
"Is that why you picked Derek?" Connor asked. "Because he was safe? Stable?"
"Maybe." I traced patterns on his chest. "He's everything my mom's boyfriends weren't. Reliable. From a good family. Has his life together."
"Boring," Connor added.
"Not boring. Just... predictable." I paused. "I thought predictable was what I wanted."
"And now?"
"Now I don't know what I want." That was the truth. A month ago I would have said I wanted to marry Derek, have the stable life he could provide, never worry about money. Now none of that seemed appealing.
"You want this," Connor said, his hand sliding down my spine. "You want to feel something. To feel alive."
He wasn't wrong. Being with Derek was comfortable and safe and easy. Being with Connor was electric and dangerous and exhilarating. I had never felt more myself than I did in these stolen moments.
We fell asleep sometime after midnight, wrapped around each other. I woke up a few hours later to Connor's hands on me, his mouth on my neck, already hardst my thigh.
"Sorry," he murmured. "Didn't mean to wake you."
"Don't be sorry." I rolled to face him, wrapped my leg over his hip. "I want you."
We made love half-asleep, slow and lazy, our movements languid in the darkness. It felt different like this, intimate in a way that made my chest ache. When we finished we didn't separate, just stayed locked together until we drifted back to sleep.
I woke at dawn to sunlight streaming through the gap in the curtains. Connor was still asleep, his arm heavy across my waist, his breathing deep and even. I lay there watching him for a while, this boy who had somehow turned my entire life upside down in the span of a few weeks.
I should feel guilty. Should feel ashamed. Should be thinking about Derek and what this would do to him if he ever found out.
But all I felt was satisfied. Content. Like I was exactly where I was supposed to be.
Connor stirred, his eyes opening slowly. When he saw me watching him, he smiled.
"Morning," he said, his voice rough with sleep.
"Morning."
He pulled me closer, kissed me slowly. "How'd you sleep?"
"Better than I have in months." It was true. I couldn't remember the last time I had slept so well.
"Me too." His hand slid down to my hip. "So we have all day. What do you want to do?"
I knew what I wanted to do. I pushed him onto his back, climbed on top of him, showed him exactly what I had in mind.
We spent the entire day in that hotel room. Ordered breakfast from room service, took a shower together that turned into another round of sexst the tile wall, watched terrible daytime television while lying naked in bed.
In the afternoon we ordered more food and Connor suggested we actually leave the room for a bit, maybe walk around the area, stretch our legs. But I didn't want to leave. Didn't want to risk running into anyone who might recognize us, didn't want to break the bubble we had created.
So we stayed. We talked and laughed and had sex three more times before the sun started to set. By the time we finally checked out Sunday afternoon, I had lost count of how many times we had been together.
The drive back to campus was quiet. We were both tired, satisfied, reluctant to return to reality. Connor's hand found mine on the console and I laced my fingers through his.
"Thank you," I said as we got closer to school. "For this weekend. It was perfect."
"It was." He squeezed my hand. "We should do it."
"We should." And I meant it. I was already thinking about when we could manage another overnight trip, how we could make it work.
He dropped me off a few blocks from campus so we wouldn't be seen arriving together. I grabbed my bag from the back seat, leaned in to kiss him one more time.
"See you soon," he said.
"See you soon."
I watched him drive away, then walked the rest of the way to my dorm. Jessica was at her desk when I came in, typing furiously on her laptop.
"Hey!" She looked up, smiling. "How's your mom?"
"Better. The flu is almost gone." The lie came so easily now. "How was your weekend?"
"Good. Boring. Studied mostly." She went back to her laptop. "Oh, Derek texted me yesterday asking if I'd heard from you. I told him you were probably just busy taking care of your mom."
My stomach dropped. "What did he say?"
"Just said thanks and that he hoped your mom felt better soon." She glanced at me. "You should probably text him. I think he's worried."
I pulled out my phone. Sure enough, there were five texts from Derek spanning the last two days.
Hope your mom's okay. Let me know if you need anything.
Miss you. Can't wait to see you tomorrow.
How's everything going? You haven't responded in a while.
Getting worried. Is everything okay?
Please just let me know you're alright.
Guilt twisted in my stomach, sharp and sudden. The first real guilt I had felt in weeks. Not because of what I had done, but because I had been so wrapped up in Connor that I had completely forgotten about Derek.
I typed quickly: So sorry! My phone died and I forgot my charger. Mom's doing much better. Just got back to campus. Miss you too.
His response came within seconds: Thank god. I was getting really worried. Game went well, we won both nights. Can I see you tonight?
I looked at my bag on the floor, still unpacked, still full of the clothes I had worn while cheating on him. Looked at myself in Jessica's mirror and saw the marks on my neck that I would need to cover, the slight soreness in my muscles from two days of almost constant sex.
Tonight's not great. Still exhausted from the weekend. Tomorrow?
Okay. Tomorrow. I love you.
Love you too.
I set my phone down and started unpacking. Buried the red lingerie at the bottom of my laundry basket. Found concealer to cover the marks on my neck. Put away the evidence.
And I didn't feel guilty. Not really. I felt satisfied and tired and already planning the next time.
That was when I knew something fundamental had changed in me. The girl who had walked into Connor's room that first Thursday, shaking and terrified and ashamed, was gone. In her place was someone who knew exactly what she wanted and wasn't afraid to take it.
Someone who could lie without hesitation, who could plan elaborate coverups, who could look her boyfriend in the eye and feel nothing but mild irritation at having to pretend.
Connor had been right. I wasn't innocent anymore. I wasn't conflicted. I was just doing what I wanted, taking what felt good, and I wasn't going to apologize for any of it.
deep in the back of my mind, in a place I wasn't quite ready to examine yet, I was already thinking about what came next. About the junior in my economics class who had been flirting with me for weeks. About Derek's teammate who had looked at me a certain way at that party. About how easy it would be, now that I knew how to do this, now that I had crossed this line and found out how good it felt on the other side.
Connor thought I was his. Derek thought I was his. But the truth was simpler and more terrible than either of them knew.
I didn't belong to anyone anymore.
I belonged to the thrill itself, to the lying and the sneaking and the rush of doing something forbidden. And once you developed a taste for that, once you learned how intoxicating it could be, there was no going back to being the person you were before.
There was only going forward, finding new boundaries to cross, new lines to blur, new ways to feel that electric charge of getting away with something you shouldn't.
Connor had changed me, but not in the way he thought. He hadn't made me his. He had just shown me what I was capable of.
And that was so much more dangerous.
Connor wouldn't know, of course. Just like Derek didn't know. Just like no one would ever know unless I wanted them to.
And anyway, if I was being honest with myself, Connor was already starting to bore me. The thrill of sneaking around with him was fading into routine. I could already feel myself looking past him, searching for the next rush, the next forbidden one.



cover.jpeg
Student of

A college girlfriend's journey 8
from innocent to insatiable. .
Part 111 »






