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"Tomorrow,” Isaiah said. He kissed me and I could taste myself on his lips. "Now get dressed before I change my mind about waiting."
I buttoned my skirt with shaking hands, hyper-aware that I was not wearing underwear, that they were in his pocket. The thought made me feel deliciously wicked. Isaiah watched me dress, his eyes tracking every movement and I saw him adjust himself again with a grimace.
"You're in pain," I said.
"I've been in pain since the moment I met you." He pulled me close one more time, his hand sliding under my skirt to cup my bare ass. "But it's worth it. You're worth it." He squeezed gently. "Go home, Claire. Think about what we're going to do tomorrow. And when you're lying in bed next to him tonight, remember who made you scream."
I drove home in a daze, my body still humming, my underwear still in Isaiah's pocket.
When Jason came home that evening, he kissed me absently and asked how my day was.
"Fine," I told him. "Just ran some errands." Nothing.
That night, lying beside him in the dark, I did exactly what Isaiah had told me to do.
I remembered.
I woke up the next morning to find Jason watching me sleep.
"Hey," he said softly when my eyes opened. "You were smiling in your sleep, and moaning even. Must have been a good dream."
I felt heat flood my face, suddenly terrified that I'd said something, revealed something. "I don't remember it."
"That's too bad." He leaned down and kissed my forehead. "You looked happy. I like seeing you like that." He stretched, climbing out of bed. "I've got that all-day training session today. Won't be home until late. You have plans?"
My heart stuttered. An entire day. No need to rush, no need to worry about timing. "Nothing specific."
"Good. You should relax. Maybe call Sarah, do something fun." He headed toward the bathroom, then paused at the door. "Oh I've been meaning to say, whatever you've been doing lately, keep it up. You seem different. Lighter. Like you're enjoying yourself. It’s a good look.”
The irony of his words hit me like a physical blow. He thought I seemed happier. Lighter. But I was cheating on him.
"Thanks," I managed, my voice sounding strangled to my own ears.
After he left, I lay in bed for a long time, staring at the ceiling. I should have felt guilty. Should have felt something other than this constant, thrumming anticipation. Yesterday, Isaiah had made me come twice. Had put his mouth on me, had tasted me, had made me scream his name. And all I could think about was what he'd promised for today.
Tomorrow you're going to take care of me.
I'd never particularly enjoyed that part of sex with Jason. It felt awkward, mechanical. I never knew if I was doing it right and his vague encouragements. . . ."that's good, babe", didn't help. Eventually, it became something I did occasionally to be a good girlfriend, not because I wanted to.
But the thought of doing it with Isaiah made my stomach clench with wild desire. I wanted to see him lose control. Wanted to be the one who made him desperate.
I showered, taking my time and found myself shaving again, moisturizing, preparing my body like it was something sacred. I chose a simple sundress this time, yellow cotton that buttoned down the front. Easy to remove. I didn't bother with underwear at all.
The brazenness of that decision shocked me. Three days ago, I'd been the girl who wore practical cotton underwear and apologized when I wasn't in the mood. Now I was driving to meet another man with nothing on under my dress, my body still tender from yesterday's pleasure, already anticipating more.
I arrived at the club at one-fifteen, unable to wait even the usual amount of time. The private court was empty when I got there and for a moment I felt a spike of panic. What if he'd changed his mind? What if yesterday had been too much, too intense he'd decided this was a mistake?
Then I saw him walking around the hedge and the relief that flooded through me was almost painful.
He stopped when he saw me, his eyes darkening immediately. "You're early again."
"I couldn't wait."
He closed the distance between us in three long strides and pulled me against him, his mouth finding mine in a kiss that was nothing like the careful, exploratory ones from before. This kiss was claiming, possessive, his tongue sweeping into my mouth like he owned it. I melted against him, my hands curling in a fist in his shirt.
When he finally pulled back, we were both breathing hard. "I've been thinking about you all night," he said roughly. "About the sounds you made. The way you tasted. The way you looked when you came on my tongue."
"Isaiah. . . ."
"I jerked off three times thinking about it. Three times and I still woke up hard." His hand slid down to cup my ass through the dress and he groaned when he realized what I wasn't wearing. "Claire. Tell me you're not. . . ."
"I'm not."
"Fuck." He lifted the hem of my dress, his hand moving over my bare hip, my bare thigh, confirming what I'd told him. "You came here with nothing on under this dress?"
"You have my underwear from yesterday. I didn't want anything between us.”
His control visibly wavered. "You're going to ruin me. You know that? You're going to completely fucking ruin me."
"Good." I reached down and pressed my hand against the front of his shorts, feeling the hard length of him. He was so much bigger than Jason, thick and heavy in my palm. "I want to ruin you the way you ruined me yesterday."
He grabbed my wrist, stopping my exploration. "Not here. Not out in the open."
"Where then?"
He pulled me toward the back corner of the court, where the hedge grew thickest, creating a small alcove that was completely hidden from view. There was a maintenance shed there, small and weathered and he produced a key from his pocket.
"I'm the head pro," he explained, unlocking the door. "I have access to everything."
Inside, the shed was dim and cool, smelling of cut grass and equipment oil. There was a workbench along one wall, various tools and supplies on shelves. It wasn't romantic or comfortable, but privacy was absolute. No one could see us here. No one would interrupt.
Isaiah locked the door behind us and turned to face me. In the low light filtering through the single small window, he looked almost dangerous, all hard muscle and barely controlled desire.
"Last chance," he said quietly. "We can still just talk. I can teach you actual tennis. We don't have to do this."
I reached behind my neck and undid the tie of my dress, then started unbuttoning it from the top. "I don't want to just talk."
His eyes tracked my movements as I revealed more skin, my collarbone, the swell of my breasts, my stomach. When the last button was undone, I let the dress fall open, standing before him completely naked except for my shoes.
"Christ," he breathed. "You're perfect. Absolutely perfect."
I'd never felt perfect before. Jason complimented me occasionally. . . ."you look nice" or "that's a pretty dress", but he never looked at me the way Isaiah was looking at me now. Like I was something precious and profane all at once.
"Your turn," I said, my voice shaking but only slightly.
He pulled his shirt over his head in one smooth motion and I finally got to see what I'd only felt before. His chest was broad and defined, his stomach ridged with muscle, his skin gleaming in the filtered light. When he pushed down his shorts and underwear together, my mouth went dry.
He was beautiful. Powerfully built everywhere, including the thick length jutting from his body, already leaking at the tip. I'd seen Jason naked hundreds of times, but this felt different. More primal. More real.
"Come here," Isaiah said, his voice rough.
I crossed the small space between us and he pulled me against him. Skin against skin, nothing between us now. His hardness pressed against my stomach, hot and insistent I felt my body respond immediately, growing wet with renewed arousal.
"I want to touch you," I whispered.
“So touch me."
I ran my hands over his chest, feeling the solid muscle, the rapid beat of his heart. Down over his stomach, feeling him tense under my exploration. Then lower, wrapping my hand around him. He was so thick my fingers didn't meet around his girth, so hard I could feel him pulse in my palm.
"Like this?" I asked, stroking slowly.
"Tighter." He covered my hand with his, showing me the pressure he wanted. "And don't be afraid to, ah, fuck, yes, like that."
I stroked him the way he'd shown me, learning what made him groan, what made his hips jerk forward. His hand tangled in my hair, not controlling but anchoring himself.
"I want to use my mouth," I said, surprised by my own boldness.
"Claire. . . ."
"Please. I want to taste you the way you tasted me yesterday."
He groaned, his head falling back. "You're going to kill me. Actually kill me." But he didn't stop me as I sank to my knees on the hard floor.
I'd done this for Jason a few times, but I'd never wanted to do it. Never felt this driving need to give pleasure, to see someone come apart because of me. I looked up at Isaiah, seeing the tension in his jaw, the way his hands were clenched at his sides like he was fighting not to grab me.
"Tell me what you like," I said, my hand still stroking him.
"Everything. Anything. Just. . . ." He broke off as I leaned forward and licked the tip, tasting the salt of him. "Fuck. Yes. Like that. Use your tongue."
I explored him slowly, learning the shape and taste of him, finding what made him make those low, desperate sounds. When I finally took him into my mouth, as much as I could manage, his hand flew to my hair.
"Claire. Oh god, Claire." His hips jerked forward involuntarily he immediately pulled back. "Sorry. Did I hurt you?"
I pulled off long enough to answer. "No. Do it again. I want to feel you.”
"You don't know what you're asking for."
“So show me."
His control snapped. His hand tightened in my hair and he began moving in shallow thrusts that let me adjust to his rhythm. I relaxed my throat the way I'd read about but never successfully managed with Jason and suddenly he was deeper, filling my mouth in a way that should have been uncomfortable but instead made me feel powerful.
"That's it," he groaned. "Take it. Take more. You can, oh fuck, you can handle it."
I hollowed my cheeks, increasing the suction and his praise turned to incoherent cursing. I'd never felt like this before, sexy, confident, in control, even though I was the one on my knees. I reached up to cup him below, feeling the weight of him and he made a strangled sound.
"Claire, I'm close. You need to, I'm going to. . . ."
I understood what he was warning me about. With Jason, I always pulled away at this point. But I didn't want to pull away. I wanted everything. Wanted to feel him lose control completely.
I took him deeper and increased my pace and he shattered. His whole body went rigid, his hand in my hair holding me in place as he came with a shout. I felt him pulse in my mouth, tasted the bitter salt of him and swallowed without thinking.
When he finally released me, I sat back on my heels, looking up at him. He was staring down at me with an expression I couldn't read, shock, maybe, or awe.
"You swallowed," he said, his voice rough.
"Was I not supposed to?" I wiped the back of my hand over my mouth, caught what leaked to my chin.
"No, I just. . . ." He pulled me to my feet, his hands framing my face. "You're incredible. Do you know that? Absolutely incredible." He kissed me deeply, seemingly unbothered by his own taste on my lips. "And I'm nowhere near done."
"But you just. . . ."
"Give me five minutes." He grinned and his hands moved down my body possessively. "And while I recover, I'm going to make you come again. Then, when I'm ready, I'm going to fuck you on that workbench until you forget your own name."
The crudeness of his words should have shocked me. Instead, they made me clench with desire. "Promise?" I grinned.
"Promise." He lifted me easily and sat me on the edge of the workbench, pushing my thighs apart. "Now let me taste you, baby. I've been craving it since yesterday."
His mouth found me and I cried out at the sensitivity. He was relentless, using everything he'd learned about my body yesterday to drive me higher and faster. When he slid two fingers inside me while his tongue worked my clit, I came so hard I saw stars, my thighs clamping around his head, my hands fisted in his hair.
I was still shaking when I felt him stand, felt him position himself between my legs. He was hard again already, the thick head of him pressing against my entrance.
"Look at me," he commanded.
I opened my eyes and met his gaze shocked now, bewildered. .
"This is going to change everything," he said quietly. "Once I'm inside you, there's no going back. You'll never be able to pretend this didn't happen. That you didn't want this. That you didn't choose this."
"I know,’ I managed with a weak voice.
"Are you sure? Are you absolutely sure this is what you want?"
I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer. "I've never been more sure."
He held my gaze as he pushed inside, slowly, letting me feel every inch. He was so much bigger than Jason, stretching me in a way that bordered on painful. I gasped, my nails digging into his shoulders and he paused.
"Breathe," he instructed. "Relax for me. Let your body adjust."
I tried to relax and he pushed deeper, inch by inch, until he was fully inside me. We stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard and I felt impossibly full, impossibly connected to this man I'd known for less than a week.
"Okay?" he asked.
"Yes. God, yes. Isaiah, please move."
He pulled out slowly and thrust back in the sensation made me moan. He set a steady rhythm, deep and controlled, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks. Each thrust hit something inside me that made me see stars and I realized with distant shock that I was going to come again just from this.
"You feel incredible," he groaned. "So tight. So perfect. Like you were made for me."
"Harder," I begged. "Please, Isaiah, I need. . . ." He didn’t know how close I was again. I didn’t believe it.
He gave me what I needed, driving into me with a force that made the workbench shake. The angle was perfect, the friction was murder, and when he reached between us to circle my clit with his thumb, I came apart completely.
This orgasm was different from all the others, deeper, fuller, rolling through me in waves that seemed endless. I heard myself screaming his name, felt my body clenching around him and then he was following me over the edge, his shout raw and guttural as he spilled inside me.
We stayed locked together as we came down, both trembling, both struggling to breathe. When he finally withdrew, I felt the evidence of what we'd done trickle down my thigh and the intimacy of it made my eyes sting with unexpected tears.
"Hey," Isaiah said softly, noticing. He cupped my face, his thumb wiping away a tear that had escaped. "What's wrong?"
"Nothing's wrong. I just. . . ." I didn't know how to explain it. "I didn't know it could be like that."
His expression softened. "Like what?"
"Like my pleasure mattered as much as yours." I looked at him, this man who'd shown me parts of myself I didn't know existed. "Like I was someone worth wanting so badly.”
"Claire." He pulled me against his chest, holding me tight. "You are worth wanting. You're worth everything." He pressed a kiss to the top of my head. "And I'm going to prove it to you. Every single day. For as long as you'll let me."
I knew what he was really asking. How long could this continue? How many days did we have before reality caught up with us, before Jason noticed, before I had to make a choice I wasn't ready to make?
But lying there in his arms, my body still humming with satisfaction, I couldn't think about tomorrow. I could only live in this moment, this perfect, stolen moment where I was exactly who I wanted to be.
"Tomorrow," I whispered. "Same time?"
He laughed softly. "Tomorrow. And a thousand tomorrows after that.”
It was a promise we both knew might be impossible to keep. But in that dim shed, with his arms around me and his heart beating against my ear, I let myself believe it.
Because for the first time in my life, I understood what it meant to truly want something. To choose something for myself, consequences be damned.
And I'd chosen this. Chosen him. Chosen the version of myself who screamed another man's name while her boyfriend worked ten minutes away.
I should have been ashamed. Instead, I just felt alive.
We stayed in the shed for another twenty minutes, Isaiah's hands moving over my body with a possessiveness that felt both new and familiar. He traced the marks his fingers had left on my hips, the redness where his teeth had grazed my shoulder, cataloging the evidence of what we'd done with something that looked like satisfaction.
"You're going to bruise," he observed, his thumb pressing gently against a particularly dark mark on my inner thigh.
"Good."
He looked up at me, his expression sharpening. "Good?"
"I want to remember this. Want to feel it tomorrow when I'm. . . ." I stopped, suddenly aware of what I'd been about to say.
"When you're with him," Isaiah finished. His hand tightened on my thigh. "You want to feel where I touched you while he's touching you."
I should have denied it. Should have been horrified that the thought had even crossed my mind. But I couldn't lie, not here, not after what we'd just shared. "Yes."
Something dark flickered in his eyes. "You like that idea. The secret of it."
"I don't know. Maybe." I felt heat rise in my cheeks. "Does that make me terrible?"
"It makes you human." He leaned in, his lips brushing against my ear. "And it makes me want to mark you everywhere. Want to send you home covered in evidence of what we did. Want him to see it and wonder where you got those bruises, those bite marks."
The possessiveness in his voice sent a thrill through me. "You can't. He'd notice."
"I know." His hand moved higher, between my thighs now where I was still wet with him. "But I can do this. Can make sure you feel me inside you for the rest of the day. Make sure every time you move, you remember how I filled you."
I gasped as his fingers explored, pressing his release back inside me. The intimacy of the gesture, the raw ownership of it, made my stomach clench with renewed arousal.
"Again?" I whispered, hardly believing my own body's capacity for this.
"You're insatiable." But he was smiling, pleased. "I created a monster."
"You created nothing. You just found what was already there."
His smile faded, replaced by something more serious. "Is that what you think? That this version of you was just waiting to be discovered?"
"I don't know what I think anymore." I slid off the workbench, my legs still shaky reached for my dress. "Three days ago I thought I knew exactly who I was. Now I don't recognize myself."
"Do you want to go back? To being that person?"
I thought about what he asked as I buttoned my dress, feeling his eyes on me, feeling the soreness between my thighs and the satisfaction that came with it. Did I want to go back to being careful, cautious Claire? The one who never took risks, never spoke up, never did anything that might cause conflict or discomfort?
"No," I said finally. "I don't think I could even if I wanted to."
Isaiah dressed in silence, his movements economical and practiced. When we were both clothed again, looking almost normal except for my swollen lips and the way my hands wouldn't stop trembling, he pulled me close one more time.
We left the shed separately, Isaiah first to check that the coast was clear, then me five minutes later. I walked back to my car on trembling legs, hyperaware of the dampness between my thighs, the tenderness in muscles I'd never really used before. When I slid into the driver's seat, I caught sight of myself in the rearview mirror and barely recognized the woman staring back. My hair was disheveled despite my attempts to smooth it, my lips were swollen and dark there was something in my eyes that looked almost feral.
I looked like a woman who'd been thoroughly fucked. And I had been. I couldn’t stop grinning.
The drive home felt surreal, like I was moving through a dream. Every traffic light, every turn, brought me closer to the life I'd had before Isaiah. The life that suddenly felt like it belonged to someone else.
Was I pretending? I'd thought I was happy with Jason. Thought our relationship was good, stable, comfortable. But comfortable wasn't the same as satisfied. Stable wasn't the same as alive. And good, well, good was relative, wasn't it?
My phone buzzed as I pulled into the apartment parking lot. Jason.
Hey babe, training is running long. Probably won't be home until 9 or 10. Order yourself something for dinner. Love you.
I stared at the message, at those casual words, love you, that he typed without thought, without weight. Did he love me? Did I love him? I'd said the words back to him countless times, automatic and reflexive. But sitting there with Isaiah's scent still on my skin, with his marks hidden under my dress, I couldn't make myself type them back.
Ok. See you later.
I sent it before I could overthink it, then sat in my car for a long moment, wondering what it meant that I couldn't tell my boyfriend of two years that I loved him. Wondering when that had changed. If it had ever been true to begin with, or if I'd just been playing a role I thought I was supposed to play.
The apartment felt empty when I let myself in. Too quiet, too still. I dropped my keys on the counter and stood in the kitchen, trying to decide what to do with myself. I should shower. Should wash away the evidence of what I'd done, scrub my skin until I felt clean again.
But I didn't want to feel clean. I wanted to keep feeling this, dirty, marked, claimed. Wanted to feel Isaiah inside me until I saw him again tomorrow.
I walked to the bedroom instead and lay down on top of the covers, still fully dressed. Closed my eyes and let myself remember. His hands on my hips. His mouth between my thighs. The way he'd looked at me when he pushed inside me, like I was the only thing in the world that mattered.
Like you were made for me, he'd said.
And maybe I was. Maybe that was why this felt so right when it should have felt wrong. Why I felt more like myself with a man I barely knew than I did with the man I'd spent two years building a life with.
My phone buzzed again. I almost ignored it, assuming it was Jason with another update. But when I looked at the screen, I saw an unknown number.
It's Isaiah. Got your number from the club sign-in book. Hope that's okay.
My heart leapt. I saved his contact quickly, using just his first initial in case Jason ever looked through my phone.
It's okay. I'm glad you did.
The typing indicator appeared, disappeared, appeared again. I waited, my pulse racing.
Can't stop thinking about you. About how you felt. How you tasted. How you sounded when you came.
Heat flooded through me. I shouldn't respond. Should delete the message, should tell him we couldn't do this via text where there might be evidence. Should be smart and careful and all the things I'd always been.
I can still feel you inside me.
I hit send before I could reconsider. I watched the screen, waiting for his response.
Fuck. Claire. You can't say things like that to me when I can't do anything about it.
Me: What would you do if you could?
Isaiah: I’d come over there right now. I'd strip that dress off you and taste every inch of skin. I'd make you come with my mouth until you begged me to stop. And then I'd fuck you again, slower this time. Make it last.
I was breathing hard now, my hand sliding between my thighs almost without conscious thought. I was still so sensitive, still swollen from earlier, but the soreness just made it better somehow. Made it more real.
Isaiah: What are you doing right now? he texted.
Me: Thinking about you. Touching myself.
Isaiah: Jesus. Are you in bed?
Me: Yes.
Isaiah: Alone?
Me: Yes. Jason won't be home for hours.
There was a pause, longer this time. Then: Send me a picture.
My breath caught. I'd never sent photos like that before. Jason had asked once, early in our relationship and I'd been too embarrassed to do it. But the thought of Isaiah seeing me, of him knowing what he did to me, made me bold.
I propped my phone up on the nightstand and pulled my dress up to my waist, spreading my legs. Took a photo that showed everything, my hand between my thighs, the evidence of him still glistening on my inner thighs, the marks he'd left on my skin. I sent it before I could lose my nerve.
His response came immediately. Holy fuck.
Then: You're trying to kill me. I'm at work. I have a lesson in ten minutes and I'm hard as a rock looking at that photo.
Me: Good. Now we're even.
Isaiah: Even? You think we're even?
Me: You made me walk out of that shed barely able to stand. Seems fair.
Isaiah: Fair would be me coming over there and making you come until you pass out. Fair would be me spending the next three hours with my head between your thighs.
I moaned softly, my fingers working faster. The combination of his words and my own touch was pushing me toward the edge with surprising speed.
Me: I'm close, I texted with my free hand.
Isaiah: Already? Fuck, Claire. You're so responsive. I love that about you. Love that I can make you come just by talking to you.
Come for me. Right now. Come thinking about my cock inside you. About how I filled you. About how I'm going to fill you again tomorrow.
I came with a gasp, my body arching high up off the bed, his name on my lips. The orgasm was sharp and quick, nothing like the deep, rolling pleasure from earlier, but satisfying in its own way. Proof that my body belonged to him now, responded to him even when he wasn't here.
Isaiah: Did you? he texted after a long moment.
Me: Yes.
Isaiah: Good girl.
Those two words shouldn't have affected me the way they did. But I felt them like a physical touch, warm and approving I realized with sudden clarity that I wanted his approval. Wanted to please him. Wanted to be good for him in a way I'd never wanted to be good for Jason.
Isaiah: I have to go, he texted. Client's here. But Claire?
Yes?
Isaiah: Tomorrow I want you here at noon. Not two. Noon. And I want you to come straight from the shower. No clothes except a dress. No underwear. No bra. Nothing between your skin and that fabric but air. Understand?
Yes.
Isaiah: Say it. Tell me what you're going to do.
Me: I’m going to come to your club at noon tomorrow wearing nothing but a dress.
Isaiah: Perfect. And Claire? Don't touch yourself again tonight. I want you desperate when you see me.
Me: IThat's not fair.
Isaiah: Life's not fair, baby. See you tomorrow.
I stared at my phone for a long moment after he stopped responding, then finally forced myself to get up and shower. I washed carefully, tenderly, feeling every ache and bruise. Part of me wanted to preserve the evidence, but I knew I couldn't risk Jason noticing something. So I scrubbed until my skin was pink and clean, until the only proof of what I'd done was the soreness between my thighs and the marks hidden under my clothes.
When Jason came home at nine-thirty, I was sitting on the couch in pajamas, my laptop open to a show I wasn't watching. He kissed the top of my head and collapsed beside me, loosening his tie.
"Long day," he sighed. "How was yours?"
"Fine. Quiet."
"Do anything interesting?"
I thought about Isaiah's mouth on me. His hands holding my hips. The way he'd looked at me when he came. "Not really. Just relaxed."
"Good. You deserve it." He put his arm around me, pulling me against his side and I let him. I let him hold me while I thought about another man. I let him kiss my temple while I counted the hours until I could see Isaiah again. "Love you, Claire.”
"Love you too," I said automatically and Ifelt the words land like stones in my chest.
He fell asleep early, exhausted from his training and I lay awake beside him for hours thinking about tomorrow, aAbout noon instead of two, and about wearing nothing but a dress. I was thinking about what Isaiah had planned that required an extra two hours and complete nakedness underneath my clothes.
I should have been dreading it. I should have been planning how to end this before it went any further. But all I felt was anticipation, hot and insistent, counting down the hours until I could be someone other than careful, cautious Claire.
Until I could be the woman who screamed Isaiah's name and didn't care who heard.
I woke at seven, an hour before Jason's alarm. He was sprawled on his back beside me, one arm flung over his head, snoring softly. I watched him sleep for a moment, this man I'd lived with for a year, dated for two, and felt nothing but a vague impatience for him to leave.
That should have disturbed me more than it did.
I slipped out of bed carefully and went to the bathroom. My reflection showed faint shadows under my eyes from restless sleep, but my skin was flushed, my pupils dilated even in the bright overhead light. I looked like someone anticipating something. Someone waiting for something good.
In the shower, I shaved everywhere with meticulous care. Legs, underarms, the sensitive skin between my thighs. I'd never been particularly concerned with grooming before, and Jason had never complained, had barely seemed to notice one way or another. But the thought of Isaiah touching me, of his hands and mouth exploring every inch, made me want to be perfect. Smooth and soft and ready for him.
I dried off and stood naked in front of the mirror, examining my body with new eyes. I'd never thought of myself as particularly attractive. Too small, too pale, unremarkable in every way that mattered. But Isaiah had looked at me like I was art. Like I was something worth studying, worth savoring. And under that gaze, I'd felt beautiful for the first time in my life.
The marks he'd left were fading but still visible if you knew where to look. A bruise on my hip shaped like fingertips. A faint redness on my inner thigh where his beard had scraped. I traced them with my fingers, feeling a deep satisfaction at these small proofs of what we'd done.
Jason's alarm went off. I heard him shuffle to the bathroom, heard the shower start. By the time he emerged, I was dressed in yoga pants and a t-shirt, making coffee in the kitchen like I did every morning.
"Morning," he mumbled, kissing my cheek on his way to the coffee pot. "Sleep okay?"
"Fine, yeah.”
He poured his coffee, added cream and sugar, checked his phone. The routine was so familiar it was almost choreographed. "I've got back-to-back meetings today. Might grab lunch out. You have plans?"
"I need to run some errands. Maybe meet Sarah for coffee." The lies came easier each time. Smoother. More natural.
"Sounds good. Oh I was thinking, we should do something this weekend. Maybe drive up the coast? We haven't done that in a while."
The suggestion felt surreal. A weekend trip with Jason while I was counting down the minutes until I could see Isaiah, while I was planning to show up at the tennis club wearing nothing under my dress specifically so another man could undress me more easily.
"Sure," I heard myself say. "That sounds nice."
He smiled, pleased kissed me again before heading out. "Love you. Have a good day."
"You too."
The door closed behind him and I sagged against the counter, my hands shaking. This was getting complicated. I couldn't keep living in these two separate realities, the one where I was Jason's girlfriend, making weekend plans and saying I love you, and the one where I was Isaiah's . . .  what? Lover? Mistress? I didn't even know what to call myself.
I shook off the thought. I had three hours before I needed to be at the club. Three hours to prepare myself, to make this choice again with clear eyes and full awareness of what I was doing.
I could still stop this. Could text Isaiah that I'd changed my mind, that yesterday had been a mistake, that we needed to end this before it went any further. Could delete his number, avoid the tennis club, go back to being the woman I'd been a week ago.
But even as I thought it, I knew I wouldn't. Couldn't. That version of myself felt like a stranger now, someone I'd left behind the moment Isaiah had first touched me.
I spent the next hour getting ready with more care than I'd ever taken before. I blow-dried my hair, letting it fall loose around my shoulders. Applied makeup subtly but deliberately, mascara to make my eyes look bigger, lip gloss that made my mouth look wet. I found the dress I wanted in the back of my closet, a soft green sundress with tiny buttons down the front. It fell to mid-thigh, the fabric light enough that you could almost see through it in bright sunlight.
Standing in my bedroom at ten-thirty, I unbuttoned the dress and put it on over nothing. The fabric felt strange against my bare skin, intimate in a way clothes had never felt before. Every movement made me aware of my nakedness underneath. The brush of fabric against my nipples. The way the skirt swayed against my bare thighs.
I felt exposed and powerful at the same time.
At eleven-fifteen, I couldn't wait anymore. I looked in the mirror and saw looking back at me a hot woman with a prowling grin on her face. I grabbed my keys and my phone and walked out to my car, hyperaware of the way the dress moved, the way anyone looking closely might be able to tell I was wearing nothing underneath. The walk from my apartment to the parking lot felt like the longest of my life.
I arrived at the club at eleven-forty. Twenty minutes early, but I couldn't help myself. The parking lot was busier at this hour, lunch crowd at the pavilion, midday players on the main courts. I felt conspicuous walking through the lobby, certain that everyone could see who I was and what I was about to do. I knew what I looked like.
The woman at the front desk smiled at me. "Back again? You must really be enjoying those lessons."
My face went hot. "Yes. Isaiah is a great instructor."
"He's the best we have. You're lucky to get private time with him. He's usually booked solid." She returned to her computer, dismissing me as I walked toward the private court on trembling legs.
Isaiah was waiting, but not on the court. He was standing at the entrance to the maintenance shed, arms crossed, watching the path. When he saw me, something flashed in his eyes, satisfaction, hunger, possessiveness all mixed together.
"You're early," he said as I approached.
“Of course I am, and it’s all your fault.”
His eyes moved over me slowly, deliberately. "Couldn't focus on anything else. Kept thinking about what you'd look like when you showed up." He reached out and traced the neckline of my dress with one finger. "Did you follow my instructions?"
"Yes."
"Show me."
I glanced around nervously. We were partially hidden by the hedge, but we weren't completely invisible. Someone could walk by at any moment.
"Claire." His voice dropped lower, more commanding. "Show me."
My hands shook as I reached for the top button of my dress. I undid it, then the next one, then the next, until the fabric parted enough for him to see I was wearing nothing underneath. His jaw tightened and his hand came up to cup my breast through the opening, his thumb brushing over my nipple.
“Such a good girl," he murmured and I felt the words between my thighs. "Get inside, now.”
He unlocked the shed and I stepped into the dim interior, my heart pounding. He followed, locking the door behind us and suddenly the space felt smaller than it had yesterday. More intimate. More dangerous.
"Turn around," he said.
I turned to face the workbench, hearing him move behind me. His hands settled on my shoulders, then slid down my arms slowly, barely touching. Every nerve ending came alive under that light contact.
"I've been thinking about you all night," he said quietly, his breath warm against my neck. "About what I wanted to do to you today. About how many different ways I could make you come." His hands moved to my waist, then lower, gathering the fabric of my dress. "I planned out every detail. How I'd touch you. Where I'd taste you. How long I'd make you wait before I gave you what you really wanted."
He lifted my dress slowly, exposing my thighs, my hips, my bare ass. The cool air against my heated skin made me shiver.
"But then you walked up here looking like sin in this dress and all my careful planning went out the window." His hand slid between my thighs from behind, finding me already wet. "Because all I can think about now is how fast I need to get inside you."
"Isaiah. . . ."
"Bend over the workbench."
I hesitated for only a second before complying, my palms flat against the rough wood, my ass presented to him. I heard him make a low sound of appreciation, felt his hands on my hips, positioning me exactly how he wanted me.
"I'm going to fuck you just like this," he said, his voice rough. "Hard and fast, no patience, no control. And you're going to take it. Aren't you, Claire?"
"Yes."
"Say it. Tell me what you want."
"I want you to fuck me had and fast.” The words felt foreign in my mouth, but also right. True. "Please, Isaiah. I need. . . ."
I heard the sound of his zipper, felt him step closer. Then he was pushing inside me with one smooth thrust, filling me completely and I cried out at the sudden fullness. Of course I was already well past wet enough for him.
"Fuck," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise again. "You feel incredible. So tight. So wet." He pulled out and thrust back in, deeper this time. "Were you thinking about this? About me inside you?"
"Yes. All night. I couldn't stop, oh god. . . ."
He set a punishing pace, each thrust driving me forward against the workbench. It was nothing like yesterday's controlled passion. This was raw and almost brutal, his hips slamming against my ass, his fingers digging into my flesh. And I loved it. Loved the primal intensity of it, the way he was taking what he wanted without apology.
"Is this what you needed?" he demanded, one hand moving to grip my hair, pulling my head back. "Is this what you've been waiting for all morning?"
"Yes. Yes. Don't stop. Please don't stop."
"Not planning on it." He released my hair and reached around to find my clit, rubbing it in tight circles while he continued to pound into me. "I want to feel you come on my cock. Want to feel you squeeze me."
The dual sensation was overwhelming. His thick length filling me, hitting something deep inside that made stars burst behind my eyes. His fingers working my clit with perfect pressure and rhythm. I was climbing fast, faster than I ever had before, my whole body tensing.
"That's it," he encouraged me, his voice strained. "I can feel it. You're getting tighter. You're close. Come for me, Claire. Come right now."
I shattered with a scream that I couldn't contain, my body convulsing around him. The orgasm rolled through me in waves, each one more intense than the last and I heard him curse as I clenched hard around him.
"Jesus Christ," he groaned. "You're going to make me, I can't. . . ."
He thrust into me twice more and then went rigid, his fingers digging into my hips as he came with a shout. I felt him pulsing inside me, felt the warmth of his release and the intimacy of it made something in my chest tighten.
We stayed like that for a long moment, both breathing hard, his weight partially resting on my back. When he finally withdrew, I felt the loss immediately, felt his release start to trickle down my thigh like before.
"Don't move," he said roughly.
I heard him rustling around behind me, then felt something soft against my inner thigh. He was cleaning me carefully, tenderly, the gentleness a stark contrast to the roughness of moments before.
"There," he said softly. "Can't send you home dripping with evidence."
The casual mention of home, of Jason, should have brought reality crashing back. Should have made me feel guilty or ashamed. But I just felt satisfied, boneless, completely wrung out in the best possible way.
He helped me stand and turned me to face him, pulling me into his arms. I rested my cheek against his chest, listening to his heart gradually slow.
"That was not how I planned to start today," he admitted.
"How did you plan to start?"
"Slowly. I was going to kiss you for an hour. Touch you everywhere. Make you come with my mouth before I even thought about being inside you." He stroked my hair. "But you showed up looking like that and I lost my mind."
"I liked it."
"Yeah?" He pulled back to look at me, his expression serious. "It wasn't too rough? I didn't hurt you?"
"No. It was perfect. I liked feeling how much you wanted me. How little control you had."
His eyes darkened. "I never have control with you. From the moment you walked onto my court, you've had me completely off balance."
"Good." I reached up to kiss him, soft and slow. "I like you off balance."
He smiled against my lips. "You're dangerous, you know that?"
"I'm learning."
We stayed in the shed for another hour and this time he kept his promise about going slowly. He undressed me completely, the dress pooling at my feet then proceeded to kiss and touch every inch of my skin. He found more sensitive spots I didn't know I had, the back of my knee, the curve of my hip, the hollow at the base of my throat. He used his mouth on me until I was begging, then used his fingers until I came twice more, my voice hoarse from crying out.
"You're insatiable," I gasped after the third orgasm.
"Only with you." He was lying beside me on a blanket he'd retrieved from somewhere, both of us naked, his hand idly stroking my stomach. "With you, I can't get enough. I want to learn everything about your body. What makes you sigh, what makes you moan, what makes you scream."
“I think you've already figured out the screaming part."
He laughed. "True. But there's more to learn. Like this. . . ." He brushed his fingers lightly over my ribs and I jerked away, giggling. "You're ticklish there. I didn't know that."
"Now you do. Use that information wisely." I pinched his nipple.
"I plan to." He rolled on top of me, supporting his weight on his forearms. "I plan to use every piece of information I gather. I'm going to become an expert on you, Claire. On your body, your responses, everything."
The intensity in his eyes made my breath catch. "Why?"
"Because I want to be the best you've ever had. Want to spoil you so thoroughly that you can't imagine being satisfied by anyone else." His hand moved between my thighs again, finding me slick and sensitive. "Want to ruin you for him."
"Isaiah. . . ."
"Tell me I haven't already." His fingers circled my entrance, teasing. "Tell me he makes you feel this way. Tell me you come this hard when he touches you."
I couldn't tell him that. Couldn't lie, not here, not like this. "No. Never."
"Never." He slid two fingers inside me and I gasped. "Has he ever made you come three times in one day?"
"No."
"Four times?" He added a third finger, stretching me.
"No. Isaiah, I can't, I'm too sensitive. . . ."
"Yes, you can." His thumb found my clit and I whimpered. "You can give me one more. Just one more, baby. Let me feel it."
I was shaking with my head even as my hips started moving against his hand. "I can't. It's too much."
"You can. I know you can." He lowered his mouth to my breast, sucking my nipple while his fingers worked between my thighs. "Come on, Claire. Give it to me. Show me how good I make you feel."
The orgasm built slower this time, my body almost reluctant after so much pleasure. But he was relentless, coaxing it out of me with skill and patience when and I finally, inevitably, came, it was different from the others, softer, deeper, rolling through me like a tide.
"Beautiful," he murmured against my skin. "So fucking beautiful."
I lay there afterward, completely spent, my body humming with satisfaction and exhaustion. Isaiah collapsed beside me, his arm across my waist, both of us breathing hard.
"Four," I said weakly.
"Four," he agreed, sounding satisfied. "
"I can't. I literally cannot move. You broke me."
He laughed. "Give yourself twenty minutes. You'll recover."
"Twenty minutes? Isaiah, I have to go home eventually. Jason. . . ."
"Jason can wait." His arm tightened around me. "Right now, you're mine. He gets you every night. I get you for these few hours. And I'm not wasting a single second of them."
The logic was flawed, the rationalization weak. But lying there in his arms, my body still pulsing with aftershocks, I couldn't bring myself to argue. He was right. Jason got me every night, got the version of me who was careful and quiet and predictable. Isaiah got the version who screamed and begged and discovered desires she didn't know she had.
And that version, the real version maybe, wanted to stay right here forever.
"What time is it?" I asked eventually.
He checked his phone. "One-thirty."
I'd been here an hour and a half. It felt like minutes and hours simultaneously. "I should probably. . . ."
"Not yet." He pulled me closer, his lips against my temple. "Stay a little longer. Please."
The please undid me. This man who commanded me so completely in bed, who made me do things I'd never imagined doing, was asking. Pleading even. How could I say no to that?
"Okay," I whispered. "A little longer."
His hand moved over my hip, down my thigh, mapping my body like he was memorizing it. "Tell me something about yourself. Something I don't know."
"Like what?"
"Anything. Your favorite color. What you wanted to be when you grew up. What you're afraid of." His fingers traced idle patterns on my skin. "I want to know you, Claire. Not just your body. You."
The request surprised me. Jason had never asked questions like that. Had never seemed particularly interested in my inner life beyond the surface details. But Isaiah was looking at me with genuine curiosity, waiting as though of course I would tell him.
"I wanted to be a writer," I said finally. "When I was younger. I used to fill notebooks with stories."
"What happened?"
"Life, I guess. Practicality. My parents said it wasn't a real career. So I got a degree in business, took a job in marketing that I hate and stopped writing." I hadn't thought about those notebooks in years. Hadn't let myself think about them. "Somewhere along the way I forgot that version of myself. The one who had dreams."
"You could start again."
"Could I? I don't even know if I remember how."
"You'd figure it out." His hand settled on my hip. "You're good at figuring things out. Look at how quickly you learned what you liked in bed. How quickly you adapted to this."
"This is different."
"Is it? It's all about discovering who you really are underneath all the should and supposed to." He kissed my shoulder. "You should write again. See what happens."
The conversation felt too intimate somehow, more revealing than the physical intimacy we'd shared. I shifted in his arms, uncomfortable with the vulnerability. "What about you? What do you want that you don't have?"
Something flickered in his eyes, pain, maybe, or resignation. "I'll take whatever you're willing to give me. These afternoons. These few hours where you're mine."
I kissed him. I poured everything I couldn't say into that kiss, gratitude and desire and something that might have been even love but was too new and frightening to use a word like that. He kissed me back with matching intensity and we lost ourselves in each other again.
By the time I finally left the shed, it was after three. My legs were shaky, my lips swollen and I could feel the soreness between my thighs that would be a constant reminder of this afternoon. Isaiah walked me to the edge of the hedge, his hand lingering on my lower back.
"Tomorrow?" he asked.
"Tomorrow."
"Same time?"
I nodded. We both knew the answer. Would always be yes. I was addicted now, hooked on the feeling of being wanted like this, seen like this. There was no going back.
He kissed me one last time, deep and possessive, then released me. I walked to my car without looking back, knowing that if I did, I'd turn around and go right back to him.
Jason was home when I arrived, which startled me. It was only three-thirty.
"Hey!" he called from the kitchen. "Meetings got cancelled. Figured I'd take advantage of the free afternoon. Want to order Thai and watch something?"
I stood in the doorway looking at him, this good, uncomplicated man who loved me in his simple, undemanding way and felt a wave of something that might have been guilt or might have been grief. Guilt for what I was doing. Grief for what I was about to lose, because I knew now with certainty that I couldn't keep doing this forever. Eventually, I would have to choose.
"Sure," I said, hanging up my keys. "Thai sounds good."
I sat next to him on the couch, his arm around me, my body still humming with another man's touch and pretended everything was exactly as it should be.
The Thai food sat mostly untouched on the coffee table. Jason had fallen asleep halfway through the second episode of whatever show we were watching, his head lolling against the back of the couch, his mouth slightly open. I sat beside him, hyperaware of every sensation in my body. The tenderness between my thighs. The faint ache in muscles I'd used in ways I never had before. The ghost of Isaiah's hands on my skin.
My phone buzzed. I grabbed it quickly, before the sound could wake Jason.
Isaiah: Missing you already. Can still taste you.
Heat flooded through me. I glanced at Jason, still asleep typed back quickly.
Me: I can still feel you. Everywhere.
Isaiah: Good. I want you sore tomorrow. Want you thinking about me with every step.
Me: I already am.
Isaiah: What are you doing right now?
I looked at Jason, at his slack face and gentle snoring.
Me: Sitting next to him. Watching him sleep.
Isaiah: And thinking about me?
Me: Of course.
Isaiah: Touch yourself. Right there next to him.
My breath caught. I shouldn't. This was too far, too reckless. But my hand was already moving under the blanket across my lap, sliding beneath the waistband of my yoga pants.
Me: I can't. He might wake up.
Isaiah: That's what makes it exciting. Do it, Claire. Touch yourself while he sleeps two feet away from you. Show me how much you've changed.
My fingers found my clit and I bit back a gasp. I was still so sensitive from the afternoon, swollen and tender, but the slight pain just made it better. Made it more real.
Me: I'm doing it.
Isaiah: Where are you touching?
Me: My clit. Slowly. I'm so sensitive it almost hurts.
Isaiah: Are you wet?
I slipped one finger inside myself to check.
Me: Yes. God, yes. Still wet from you.
Isaiah: Fuck. I'm hard just thinking about it. Thinking about you sitting there next to him, my cum still inside you, touching yourself because I told you to.
I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning. My fingers moved faster, my hips shifting slightly under the blanket. Jason stirred and I froze, my heart hammering. But he just adjusted his position and continued sleeping.
Me: He almost woke up. My heart is racing.
Isaiah: Don't stop. Keep going. Come for me right there.
Me: Isaiah
Isaiah: Do it. I want you to come sitting next to your boyfriend thinking about me. About what we did today. About what I'm going to do to you tomorrow.
My fingers circled faster, the wrongness of it mixing with arousal in a way that pushed me rapidly toward the edge. I was going to come on my couch, two feet from my sleeping boyfriend, because another man had commanded me to. The realization should have horrified me. Instead, it made me clench around my own fingers.
Me: I'm close.
Isaiah: Remember how I felt inside you. How deep I went. How hard I fucked you against that workbench.
The orgasm hit me suddenly, sharp and almost painful. I pressed my face into a throw pillow to muffle the sound, my body shaking with the effort of staying silent. When it passed, I felt flushed and breathless, my hand still between my thighs.
Me: I just came.
Isaiah: Good girl. Now go clean yourself up and get in bed. And Claire?
Me: Yes?
Isaiah: Tomorrow I want you here at eleven. And bring a change of clothes. We're going somewhere.
Me: Where?
Isaiah: You'll see. Trust me.
I did trust him. That was the terrifying part. I trusted this man I barely knew more than I trusted myself anymore.
I extracted myself from the couch carefully, leaving Jason sleeping and went to the bathroom. My reflection showed flushed cheeks, bright eyes, swollen lips. I looked like someone who'd spent the day having sex. Which I had. Multiple times. And then had just masturbated on my couch while my boyfriend slept beside me.
I should have felt like a monster. Should have felt consumed with guilt and self-loathing. But all I felt was alive. More alive than I'd felt in years. Maybe ever.
I washed my hands and face, brushed my teeth and changed into pajamas. By the time I got back to the living room, Jason was waking up, groggy and disoriented.
"Did I fall asleep?" he mumbled.
"Yeah. Long day. Come on, let's go to bed."
He followed me to the bedroom like an obedient puppy, stripping down to his boxers and climbing under the covers. Within minutes he was asleep again, his breathing deep and even. I lay awake beside him, staring at the ceiling, already counting down the hours until I could see Isaiah again.
My phone buzzed one more time.
Isaiah: Sweet dreams, Claire. Dream about me.
I would. I knew I would. And when I woke up, I'd spend the morning preparing myself for him, for whatever he had planned, whatever new boundary he was going to push me past. Because that was what it was now, a systematic dismantling of every rule I'd lived by, every idea I'd had about who I was supposed to be.
And I was letting it happen. Welcoming it. Craving it.
I fell asleep with my phone clutched in my hand, Isaiah's words on the screen and slept more peacefully than I had in months.
The next morning, I woke before Jason again. The pattern was becoming routine, early rising, careful preparation, elaborate lies. But this time felt different. This time, Isaiah wanted me somewhere else. Wanted me to bring a change of clothes.
The implications made my stomach flutter with nervous anticipation.
Jason left for work at eight-thirty with his usual kiss and casual "love you." I waited until his car was out of sight before I started getting ready for Isaiah. Shower first, the now-familiar ritual of shaving and smoothing and preparing my body to be touched. Then the harder decision, what to wear and what to pack.
For wearing to the tennis club, I chose a simple white sundress, loose and easy to remove for Isaiah, which he liked. Underneath, nothing. That was becoming my new normal for him, the feeling of air against my bare skin, the knowledge that I was one layer away from complete nakedness. It made me feel bold. Powerful. Desired.
For the change of clothes, I hesitated. Where could he possibly be taking me? Finally, I packed a casual outfit, jeans, a fitted t-shirt, sneakers. And on impulse, I added a nicer dress, something I might wear to dinner. Black, form-fitting, with a neckline that showed the curve of my breasts. I'd bought it months ago and never wore it, too self-conscious about how it displayed my body. Now I wanted Isaiah to see me in it. Wanted to watch his eyes darken the way they did when I wore something that pleased him.
I added underwear to the bag, though I suspected he'd want me to skip them. Added makeup, a hairbrush, perfume. Everything I might need to transform from tennis-club casual to something else entirely.
By ten-thirty I was in my car, twenty minutes too early as always. The anticipation was building to an almost painful degree. What did he have planned for me? Where were we going? The unknown thrilled and terrified me in equal measure.
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