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I arrived at the tennis club at ten-fifty and walked directly to the private court. Isaiah was waiting outside the maintenance shed, but he wasn't alone. An older man in a groundskeeper's uniform stood next to him, keys jangling from his belt.
"This is Miguel," Isaiah said as I approached. "He's going to cover for me this afternoon."
Miguel nodded at me politely, no judgment in his expression and I wondered how much he knew. How much Isaiah had told him.
"All set, boss," Miguel said, handing Isaiah a set of keys. "Court's yours until five if you need it."
"Thanks. I owe you one."
"You owe me several." Miguel grinned and walked away, whistling.
Isaiah turned to me, his eyes moving over my dress with obvious appreciation. "You look beautiful."
"Thank you. Where are we going?"
"Somewhere we can be alone without hiding in a shed." He held up the keys Miguel had given him. "But first, come inside for a minute."
I followed him into the shed, expecting him to grab his things. Instead, he locked the door behind us and pressed me against it, his mouth finding mine in a kiss that stole my breath.
"I've been thinking about you all night," he murmured against my lips. "Thinking about what you told me. About touching yourself next to him."
"Isaiah. . . ."
"Did you really do it? Or were you just telling me what I wanted to hear?"
I met his eyes. "I really did it."
His expression darkened with satisfaction. "Show me."
"What?"
"Show me how you touched yourself. I want to see it."
My heart was racing. "Here? Now?"
"Here. Now." He stepped back, giving me space. "Pull up your dress. Show me."
My hands shook as I gathered the fabric of my dress, lifting it to my waist. His eyes dropped immediately to the space between my thighs and I saw his jaw tighten.
"No underwear. Good." He leaned against the workbench, arms crossed, watching me. "Now touch yourself. The way you did last night."
I hesitated for only a moment before sliding my hand between my thighs. I was already wet, I'd been wet since I woke up this morning, wet putting on my make-up for him, wet dressing for him, wet anticipating seeing him. My fingers found my clit and I started to circle it slowly, the way I had on the couch last night.
"Look at me while you do it," Isaiah commanded. "I want to see your face."
I looked up meeting his eyes and the intensity in his gaze made me gasp. He was watching me like I was the most fascinating thing he'd ever seen, his attention complete and unwavering.
"Did he wake up?" Isaiah asked.
"Almost. He stirred and I had to freeze."
"But you didn't stop."
"No. I kept going after he settled."
"Because I told you to."
"Yes."
"Say it. Tell me why you touched yourself next to your sleeping boyfriend."
"Because you told me to. Because I wanted to please you."
"And did you think about me when you came?"
"Yes. About you inside me. About how you fuck me."
His control was visibly fraying. "Faster. I want to watch you come."
I increased my pace, my fingers working in the tight circles that I'd learned from him brought me to orgasm quickly. The combination of his eyes on me and my own touch was overwhelming and I felt myself climbing rapidly toward release.
"That's it," Isaiah encouraged. "Let me see it. Let me watch you fall apart."
I came with a gasp, my legs trembling, one hand braced against the door for support. Isaiah crossed the distance between us in two strides and kissed me hard, his hand replacing mine between my thighs, his fingers sliding inside me easily.
"So wet," he groaned. "You're always so fucking wet for me."
"Isaiah, please. . . ."
"Please what?" He added another finger, stretching me. "Please stop? Please more?"
"More. Always more."
He withdrew his fingers and brought them to my mouth. "Taste yourself. I want you to know what I taste when I go down on you."
I opened my mouth and he slid his fingers inside. The intimacy of it, the raw sexuality, made my knees weak. I sucked his fingers clean, watching his eyes darken further.
"You're going to be the death of me," he said roughly. "Come on. We need to leave before I fuck you against this door and ruin all my plans."
He grabbed a bag I hadn't noticed before. Apparently, he’d also packed a change of clothes too and led me out of the shed. Instead of heading toward the parking lot, he walked me toward the far end of the property, where a gate led to a private road.
"Where are we going?" I asked again.
"I have a friend who owns a house about twenty minutes from here. He's out of town for the week and offered to let me use it." He glanced at me, his hand finding mine. "I want to take you to bed, Claire. A real bed. I want space and time and privacy to do everything I've been fantasizing about."
My stomach flipped. "Everything?"
"Everything." He squeezed my hand. "But if you're not comfortable with that, we can stay here. I won't push you into anything you're not ready for."
I thought about it as we walked to his car, a sleek black sedan parked near the private gate. Was I ready for this? Ready to go to someone's house with him, to spend hours in an actual bed doing things I could barely imagine?
The old Claire would have said no. Would have drawn a line, established boundaries, kept some part of herself separate and safe. But that Claire was gone and had been disappearing a little more with each passing day, each new experience, each boundary crossed.
"Yes," I said. "I want to go."
His smile was slow and devastating. "Good. Because I have plans for you and they require a lot more space than a maintenance shed can provide."
We drove through quiet residential streets, the tennis club disappearing behind us. Every mile felt like moving further from my old life, from the person I'd been. Isaiah's hand rested on my thigh, his thumb stroking lazy circles through the fabric of my dress and I felt anticipation building in my chest like pressure. I put my bare feet up on the dash board, let him notice I painted my toes.
The house, when we arrived, was modest but private, tucked in at the end of a cul-de-sac with dense trees providing natural screening from neighbors. Isaiah used a key from under the mat to let us in and I followed him inside, my heart pounding.
The interior was clean and minimally furnished, clearly the home of someone who didn't spend much time here. Isaiah led me through the living room and down a hallway to the master bedroom. Large bed with white sheets. Windows overlooking trees. Complete privacy. It was beautiful.
He set down his bag and turned to face me. "Are you nervous?"
"A little."
"Don't be." He crossed to me, his hands settling on my waist. "We don't have to rush. We have hours. I want to take my time with you."
"I thought you said you had plans."
"I do. Very detailed plans." His hands moved to the hem of my dress, lifting it slowly. "Starting with getting you naked and keeping you that way for the next several hours."
He pulled the dress over my head and I stood before him completely bare. His eyes moved over me with the same intensity as always, like he was cataloging every detail, memorizing every curve.
"You're so beautiful," he said quietly. "Do you know that? Do you have any idea what you do to me?"
I shook my head, suddenly shy despite everything we'd already done.
"Let me show you." He took my hand and pressed it against the front of his jeans. He was rock hard, straining against the denim. "This is what you do to me. Just looking at you. Just thinking about you." He unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down along with his boxers, freeing himself. "Touch me."
I wrapped my hand around him, stroking slowly and he groaned. His size still amazed me, so much thicker and longer than Jason, heavy in my palm. I'd taken him inside me multiple times now, but I still couldn't quite believe my body had accommodated him.
"On the bed," he said, his voice strained. "Lie down."
I climbed onto the bed, suddenly very aware that we were in someone else's house, on someone else's sheets. But Isaiah didn't seem concerned. He stripped off his shirt and joined me, his body covering mine, his weight settling between my thighs.
"I'm going to make love to you," he said, brushing hair from my face. "Not fuck you. Not take you hard and fast. I'm going to go slow and deep and I'm going to watch your face the entire time. I want to see every expression, every reaction."
"Okay," I whispered.
He kissed me deeply, his tongue exploring my mouth while his hand moved between my thighs, checking my readiness. Finding me wet, he positioned himself at my entrance and pushed inside slowly, inch by agonizing inch.
The sensation was different like this, slower, deeper, more intimate somehow. I could feel every ridge, every vein, the way he stretched me to accommodate his size. When he was fully inside, he paused, letting me adjust, his eyes locked on mine. I pulled my knees up, rocked my hips back.
"Okay?" he asked.
"Yes. God, yes. You feel. . . ." I couldn't find words for how he felt. Complete? Right? Perfect?
He started to move, slow and controlled, each thrust sure and measured. His eyes never left my face, watching as pleasure built in me gradually, watching as my breathing changed, as my pupils dilated, as small sounds escaped my throat.
"You're so expressive," he murmured. "I love watching you. Love seeing what different things do to you." He shifted his angle slightly and I gasped. "There. That's the spot, isn't it?"
"Yes. Oh god, yes. Right there."
He maintained that angle, hitting that deep spot inside me with every thrust and I felt pleasure building differently than before. Not the sharp, quick climb to orgasm I was used to, but something slower and more profound, radiating out from where we were joined.
"Isaiah. . . ."
"I know. I can feel it. You're getting tighter." His pace increased slightly, still controlled but with more force behind each thrust. "Let go, Claire. Let me feel you come around me."
The orgasm, when it hit, was unlike anything I'd experienced before. It started deep inside, a clenching and releasing that seemed to pull him deeper, then spread outward in waves that made my entire body tremble. I cried out, my nails digging into his shoulders and I felt him continue to move through it, prolonging each wave until I was sobbing with the intensity.
"Beautiful," he breathed. "So fucking beautiful when you come."
He didn't stop. He kept moving, kept hitting that spot deep inside and I felt another orgasm building impossibly on the heels of the first.
"I can't, it’s too much. . . ."
"Yes, you can. One more. Give me one more."
His hand moved between us, finding my clit and the dual stimulation pushed me over the edge again. This orgasm was sharper, almost painful in its intensity and I heard myself scream his name.
That broke his control. He thrust into me three more times, hard and deep and then went rigid, his whole body tensing as he came. I felt him pulsing inside me, felt the warmth of his release and wrapped my legs around him to pull him deeper.
We lay tangled together afterward, both breathless, his weight pressing me into the mattress. Eventually he rolled to the side, pulling me with him, keeping us connected.
"That was. . . ." I started, then stopped, not knowing how to finish.
"Yeah," he agreed. "It was."
We lay like that for a long time, dozing in and out, his arms around me, his body warm against mine. At some point he withdrew from me and I felt the immediate loss, felt his release start to trickle out. He reached for tissues from the nightstand and cleaned us both tenderly.
"Hungry?" he asked.
I realized I was starving. We'd skipped lunch entirely. "Yes."
"Let me see what's in the kitchen."
He pulled on his boxers and left the room. I lay in the bed, naked and sated looked around at this stranger's house where I'd just had the most intense sex of my life, where I'd screamed another man's name while my boyfriend sat in an office twenty minutes away, completely oblivious.
I should have felt guilty. I should have felt something other than this deep, bone-deep satisfaction. But I didn't. I felt perfect. Felt exactly where I was supposed to be.
Isaiah returned with crackers, cheese two bottles of soda water. "It's not much, but it'll tide us over."
We sat cross-legged on the bed, both naked now, eating and talking. He told me about growing up in Atlanta, about his college tennis career, about how he'd ended up as a pro at a corporate club. I told him about my stifled writing ambitions, my soul-crushing marketing job, the slow realization that I'd built a life that looked good on paper but felt empty.
"Why do you stay?" he asked. "With Jason. If you're not happy."
It was the first time either of us had directly addressed it. I considered the question carefully. "I don't know if I realized I wasn't happy until you. I thought comfortable was the same as content. Thought not fighting meant we were compatible." I ate a cracker, buying time.
"And now?"
"Now I know the difference between comfortable and alive." I met his eyes. "You make me feel alive."
He leaned forward and kissed me, his hand cupping my face.
The intensity of his kiss should have frightened me. It should have made me pull back, establish distance, protect myself. But I didn't want protection anymore. Didn't want safety. I wanted this, wanted him, with a ferocity that surprised me.
"What time is it?" I asked eventually.
He checked his phone. "Two-thirty. We have hours still."
"Good." I set down my water and straddled his lap, feeling him already hardening again beneath me. "Because I want to try something."
"What's that?"
I'd been thinking about this since yesterday, since he'd made me use my mouth on him. Since I'd discovered how much I liked being in control, liked seeing him lose control because of me.
"I want to ride you. I want to be on top."
His eyes darkened immediately. "Claire. . . ."
"Is that okay? Or do you prefer. . . ."
"It's more than okay." His hands settled on my hips, positioning me. "I love that you're asking for what you want. Love that you're taking initiative."
I rose up on my knees and positioned him at my entrance, then slowly lowered myself onto him. The angle was completely different like this, deeper somehow, the sensation more intense. I took him inch by inch, watching his face, seeing the way his jaw clenched with the effort of letting me control the pace.
When I was fully down, I paused, adjusting to the fullness. "Oh god. This is, you're so deep like this."
"Move," he commanded, his voice strained. "Show me what you want to do.”
I started to move, finding a rhythm that felt good, that hit all the right spots. His hands guided my hips but didn't control them, letting me explore, letting me discover what worked. I experimented with different angles, different speeds, watching what made him groan, what made his grip tighten.
"You're a fast learner," he managed. "Fuck, Claire. You're going to make me come too fast."
"So come." I leaned forward, my breasts brushing his chest, my lips near his ear. "I want to feel it. Want to watch your face when you lose control."
I reached between us, finding my clit the added stimulation made me gasp. I continued to ride him, my movements becoming less controlled, more desperate and I felt the familiar tension building.
"That's it," Isaiah encouraged, his hands moving from my hips to my breasts, teasing my nipples. "Take what you need. Use me."
The combination of sensations, him filling me, my own fingers on my clit, his hands on my breasts, pushed me rapidly toward orgasm. I came with a cry, my inner muscles clenching around him felt him follow immediately, his hands gripping my hips hard as he thrust up into me one final time.
I collapsed against his chest, both of us breathing hard. His arms came around me, holding me close and I felt something shift inside me. Something deeper than just physical satisfaction, something that felt dangerously like belonging.
We spent the rest of the afternoon in that bed, alternating between sex and conversation and dozing. He learned my body with systematic thoroughness, cataloging every sensitive spot, every reaction. I learned his body in return, discovered what made him gasp, what made him lose control completely.
By the time five o'clock rolled around, I'd lost count of how many times we'd had sex, how many times I'd come. My body felt wrung out, thoroughly used in the best possible way. Isaiah helped me dress, his touches lingering and possessive.
"We should do this again," he said as we prepared to leave. "Find another place where we can have more time. More space."
"I'd like that."
"Tomorrow?"
I should have said no, I should have established some limits to how much time I was spending with him. But I couldn't make myself do it. "Yes. Tomorrow."
We drove back to the club in comfortable silence, his hand on my thigh and I felt a contentment I'd never experienced before. When he pulled into the parking lot next to my car, he leaned over and kissed me deeply.
"I'll text you tonight," he promised. "And Claire? Thank you. For trusting me. For letting me see you like this."
"Thank you for seeing me at all."
I drove home in a daze, my body sore and satisfied, my mind already anticipating tomorrow. When I walked into the apartment, Jason was on the couch with his laptop, working late from home.
"Hey!" he called. "Where've you been? I tried calling."
Shit. I'd left my phone on silent in my bag. "Sorry. I was at Sarah's. Didn't hear it ring." The lie came effortlessly now.
"No worries. Want to order pizza?"
"Sure." I set down my bag, hyper-aware that I probably still smelled like sex, like Isaiah. "I'm just going to shower first."
In the shower, I washed away the evidence of the afternoon, watching Isaiah's release swirl down the drain, feeling the soreness between my thighs that was proof of what we'd done. And instead of guilt, instead of shame, I felt only satisfaction and anticipation for tomorrow.
For whatever new boundary we would cross. Whatever new version of myself I would discover.
Because this was who I was now. Not Jason's girlfriend. Not the careful, cautious woman I'd pretended to be for so long.
I was Claire. Isaiah's Claire. And I was finally, truly alive. And I loved it.
I woke at five in the morning with my hand already between my thighs.
Jason was dead asleep beside me, oblivious. I bit my lip to stay quiet as I worked myself to a quick, sharp orgasm, my mind full of yesterday, Isaiah inside me, over me, under me. The way he'd looked at me while I rode him. The sounds he'd made when I'd taken control.
When I came, I had to press my face into the pillow to muffle the sound.
Afterward, I lay there in the dark, listening to Jason snore realized something had fundamentally shifted. I wasn't waiting for Isaiah to tell me what to do anymore. I wasn't following his lead or responding to his commands.
I was hungry. Actively, desperately hungry. And I wanted to devour him.
By the time Jason's alarm went off at eight, I'd already showered, chosen my outfit, a short denim skirt and a white tank top, no bra. When I moved, my breasts shifted visibly beneath the thin fabric. The skirt barely covered my ass. I looked at myself in the mirror and saw someone I barely recognized. Someone bold. Someone who knew exactly what she wanted and had stopped apologizing for it.
Jason came up behind me while I was applying lip gloss, wrapping his arms around my waist. "You look nice. Going somewhere?"
"Just errands." I pulled away, needing space. His touch felt wrong now, intrusive. "You'll be late if you don't hurry."
He kissed my cheek and grabbed his laptop bag. "Love you. Have a great day."
I waited until his car was gone, then texted Isaiah.
Me: I want to fuck you in your car. Today. Somewhere public where someone might see.
His response came immediately. Christ, Claire. It's 8:30 in the morning.
Me: So? I've been awake since five thinking about your cock. Touching myself. I need it bad.
Isaiah: Where?
Me: You decide. Somewhere risky. I want to feel the danger.
Isaiah: Parking garage downtown. Level 5. Eleven o'clock.
Me: I'll be there.
I spent the next two hours in a state of super-heightened arousal, my body practically vibrating with anticipation. I touched myself twice more, once in the shower and once on my bed, but neither orgasm satisfied the ache. I needed Isaiah. Needed to feel him stretching me, filling me, making me forget everything except the raw physical pleasure of his body.
I arrived at the parking garage at ten-forty-five. Level 5 was mostly empty at this hour, just a few scattered cars. I parked in a corner spot and waited, my hand already sliding beneath my skirt, teasing myself. My phone buzzed.
Isaiah: I see you. Back row.
I looked in my rearview mirror and saw his black sedan pulling in. He parked next to me and I was out of my car before he'd even turned off the engine. He got out, his eyes immediately dropping to my chest, to the obvious outline of my nipples through the thin tank top.
"You're not wearing a bra."
"No." I stepped closer, my hand already reaching for his belt. "I'm not wearing anything under this skirt either."
His jaw tightened. "Claire. . . ."
"Get in the backseat." It wasn't a request.
Something flickered in his eyes, surprise, maybe, or approval. He opened the back door and I climbed in after him, immediately straddling his lap. My skirt rode up to my waist and his hands went to my bare hips.
"You're taking charge today," he observed.
"Is that going to be a problem?"
"Fuck no." His hands slid up to grip my ass. "I like it. I like seeing you go after what you want."
I ground down against him, feeling him already hard beneath his jeans. "I want your cock. Right now. I don't want foreplay or teasing or buildup. I just want you inside me."
I unbuckled his belt with shaking hands, popped the button on his jeans, dragged down the zipper. He lifted his hips and I pulled his jeans and boxers down just enough to free him. He was thick and hard, already leaking at the tip.
I rose up on my knees and positioned him at my entrance. We both groaned as I sank down, taking him in one smooth motion until he was buried completely inside me.
"Fuck," he breathed. "You're so wet. Were you touching yourself?"
"All morning." I started to move, lifting and dropping, setting a fast, desperate pace. "I came three times already thinking about this. About riding you. About making you come inside me."
His hands gripped my hips, helping me move I braced my hands on his shoulders for leverage. The car rocked with our movements. Anyone walking by would know exactly what we were doing. The thought made me move faster.
"Someone could see us," Isaiah said, reading my mind. "Is that what you want? Want someone to watch you fuck me?"
"Yes." The admission shocked me, but it was true. I wanted to be seen. Wanted proof that this was real, that I was really doing this. "I want them to see how good you make me feel."
His hand moved between us, finding my clit I cried out. The sound echoed in the enclosed space, probably audible outside the car. I didn't care.
"You're going to come on my cock," Isaiah said, his voice rough. "Right here in this parking garage. And then I'm going to fill you up and you're going to go home with my cum dripping down your thighs."
"Yes. God, yes. Make me come."
His fingers worked my clit in tight circles while I continued to ride him, my movements becoming erratic as pleasure built. I was close, so close, the combination of him inside me and his fingers on me pushing me rapidly toward the edge.
"Come," he commanded. "Right now. I want to feel it."
I came hard, my inner muscles clenching around him, my body shaking with the force of it. He thrust up into me twice more and followed, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise me as he emptied himself inside me.
We stayed locked together for a moment, both breathing hard. Then I heard voices, two people talking as they walked past the car. I froze, still impaled on Isaiah's cock felt him twitch inside me.
"They know," I whispered. "They have to know."
"Probably." His hand stroked my back.
I thought about it. Two strangers knowing that I'd just fucked someone in a car. That I was sitting here with a man's cock still inside me, his release leaking out around him. It should have bothered me. Should have made me feel ashamed.
"No," I said. "It makes me want to do it again."
He laughed, low and satisfied. "You're insatiable."
"Only with you." I lifted off him slowly, feeling him slip out, feeling the immediate rush of wetness down my thighs. "I can't stop thinking about sex. About all the things I want to try. All the places I want you to fuck me."
"Tell me." He tucked himself back into his jeans while I straightened my skirt. "What do you want to try?"
I thought about the fantasies that had been building in my mind since yesterday. The images that had kept me awake, kept me touching myself until I was raw and oversensitive.
"I want you to fuck my mouth. Properly. Hold my head and use me."
His eyes darkened. "What else?"
"I want you to bend me over something in public. A desk, a table. Somewhere we might get caught."
"Claire. . . ."
"I want you to tie me up. Want to see what it feels like to be completely at your mercy." The words poured out of me now, shameless and raw. "I want to try everything. Want to make up for all the years I spent being careful and scared."
He pulled me close, kissing me hard. "We can do all of that. Every single thing. But Claire, you need to understand something."
"What?"
"You're not careful and scared anymore. You're fearless. And it's the sexiest fucking thing I've ever seen." His hand cupped my face. "Whatever you want to explore, I'm here for it. I'll give you everything."
"Tomorrow," I said. "Can you get that house again?"
"Probably. Why?"
"Because I want the whole day. I want to wake up with you inside me and spend hours trying everything we can think of." I kissed him again, already aroused despite having just come. "I want to see how many times you can make me come. How many times I can make you come."
"I'll make it happen." He checked his phone. "But right now I have to get back to work. Are you okay to drive?"
I looked down at my thighs, at the evidence of what we'd done glistening on my skin. "Yes."
"You're not going to clean up?"
"No. I want to feel it. Want to walk around knowing I'm full of you."
He groaned. "You're going to kill me. You know that?"
I smiled and climbed out of the car. My legs were shaky, my body still humming with satisfaction. I could feel his release inside me, could feel more trickling out with each step. It made me feel claimed. Marked. His.
I drove home carefully, hyperaware of every sensation. When I got back to the apartment, I stripped off my clothes and lay on my bed, spreading my legs, watching in a mirror as his cum slowly leaked out of me. The sight was obscene and beautiful and I took a picture without thinking, then sent it to him.
Isaiah Look what you did to me. That’s you leaking out of my pussy.
His response: Fuck. I'm hard again just looking at that.
I spent the rest of the day in a haze of arousal, touching myself periodically, never quite satisfying the hunger. I researched things online, positions we hadn't tried, toys we could use, scenarios I wanted to act out. I made a mental list of everything I wanted to experience, everything I wanted him to do to me.
By the time Jason came home, I'd come four more times and still felt empty. Unsatisfied. Wanting.
"Hey babe," he said, kissing my forehead. "How was your day?"
"Fine. Boring." I was wearing loose pajamas now, hiding the marks on my hips, the flush that wouldn't leave my cheeks. "Yours?"
"Same old. I'm beat. Mind if we just order in and watch something?"
"Sure."
We ordered Chinese and sat on the couch watching a movie I didn't pay attention to. Jason fell asleep halfway through, his head on my shoulder and I stayed perfectly still, scrolling through my phone, looking at sex toy websites, planning tomorrow.
My phone buzzed. Isaiah.
Isaiah: Got the house for tomorrow. All day. I'm picking you up at nine.
Me: Where?
Isaiah: Corner of Fifth and Main. Wear that skirt again. And Claire?
Me: Yes?
Isaiah: Bring an overnight bag. I want you to stay the night.
My breath caught. An entire night. Sleeping in his bed. Waking up with him. It was a line I hadn't crossed yet, sleeping over somewhere meant explaining my absence to Jason, meant constructing more elaborate lies.
Me: I'll figure it out.
Isaiah: Good girl. See you tomorrow.
Why did him calling me good girl feel so good, feel so feminine? I looked at Jason sleeping peacefully beside me, completely oblivious to the fact that his girlfriend was planning to spend the night with another man. That she was going to let that man do things to her body that Jason had never even thought to try.
I should have felt torn. Should have felt conflicted. But all I felt was anticipation and a dark, thrilling satisfaction.
Tomorrow I would tell Jason I was staying at Sarah's. He wouldn't question it. He never questioned anything. He would just kiss me goodbye and tell me to have fun, completely unaware that I'd be in another man's bed, screaming another man's name, discovering new depths to pleasures he couldn't even imagine.
I got up from the couch and went to pack my overnight bag. I chose carefully, multiple outfits, lingerie I'd never worn for Jason, toiletries, makeup. Everything I'd need to spend twenty-four hours exploring every fantasy I'd been building in my mind.
In the morning, I'd become someone completely new. Someone who took what she wanted without apology. Someone who wasn't afraid of her own desires.
And I couldn't fucking wait.
Jason left for work at eight. I was already dressed, the denim skirt from yesterday and a different tank top, still no bra. My overnight bag sat packed by the door.
"Have fun at Sarah's," he said, kissing me absently. "Tell her I said hi."
"I will."
"Love you."
"You too." I watched him leave, then grabbed my bag and headed out five minutes later.
The corner of Fifth and Main was only a ten-minute drive. Isaiah was already there, leaning against his car, sunglasses on. When he saw me, he straightened, his eyes traveling down my body.
"Get in," he said.
I tossed my bag in the backseat and climbed into the passenger side. Before I could even close the door, his hand was on my thigh, sliding up under my skirt.
"No underwear again?"
"You didn't tell me to wear any."
"Good." His fingers found me already wet. "Were you touching yourself this morning?"
"Yes. In the shower. I couldn't help it."
He pulled out of the parking spot one-handed, his other hand still between my thighs. "I want you to come before we get to the house."
"Isaiah, you're driving. . . ."
"So?" His fingers slid inside me. "You said you wanted to try everything. This is part of everything."
I spread my legs wider, giving him better access. He drove with casual confidence, his fingers working me with practiced skill, occasionally glancing over to watch my face. I lifted my feet to the dash board and spread my knees wide for him. Other cars passed us. People in the adjacent lanes. Any of them could look over and see what was happening.
"Touch your breasts," he instructed. "Pull up your shirt."
I pulled the tank top up, exposing myself completely. My nipples were already hard I rolled them between my fingers the way I'd learned he liked to watch.
"That's it. Fuck, Claire, you look incredible right now. Spread out in my car, playing with your tits while I finger you."
His thumb found my clit and I gasped, my hips lifting off the seat. We were at a red light. A truck pulled up beside us and I saw the driver glance over. His eyes went wide.
"He's watching," I breathed.
"I know. Wave at him."
"Isaiah. . . ."
"Do it."
I raised my hand and gave a small wave. The driver's jaw dropped. The light changed and Isaiah accelerated, his fingers moving faster.
"Did that make you wet? Letting a stranger see you?"
"Yes." I was close now, trembling on the edge. "God, yes."
"Come for me. Right now."
I came hard, my body arching, a cry escaping my throat. Isaiah's fingers worked me through it, drawing out every tremor when I finally slumped back in the seat, panting, we were pulling into the driveway of the house.
He withdrew his hand and bringing his fingers to his mouth.
We didn't even make it inside before his hands were on me. He pushed me against the front door, his mouth crashing into mine, his body pinning me in place. I fumbled with his belt, desperate to feel him.
"Bedroom," I gasped between kisses.
"Too far." He spun me around, pressing my chest against the door I heard his zipper. "Hands on the door."
I braced my palms flat against the wood as he yanked up my skirt. His cock pressed against me from behind and then he was pushing inside, stretching me, filling me with one hard thrust.
"Fuck," we both said simultaneously.
He didn't give me time to adjust, just started pounding into me immediately, his hips slapping against my ass, his hands gripping my waist. I pressed my cheek against the cool door, taking it, loving the roughness of it, the urgency.
"You feel so good," he groaned. "So fucking tight. I've been hard since last night thinking about having you all day and night.”
"Then take me all day and night. Use me. I want it."
He reached around and grabbed my breast, squeezing roughly and I moaned. His other hand slid down to my clit, rubbing hard I felt another orgasm building impossibly fast.
"Again?" he said, feeling me tighten. "Already?"
"Can't help it. You make me so, oh fuck. . . ."
I came again, my legs shaking, only his body keeping me upright. He thrust twice more and then pulled out suddenly. I whimpered at the loss.
"Turn around. On your knees."
I dropped to the floor immediately. He took his cock in his fist, stroked fast and I opened my mouth without being told.
"Fuck, yes. Good girl."
He shoved it in my mouth, pulled my hair, held my head and fucked my throat. He pulled out and came across my tongue, on my lips, some hitting my cheek. I swallowed what landed in my mouth, then licked my lips, tasting salt and musk.
"Christ," he breathed, looking down at me. "You're perfect like this. On your knees, covered in my cum."
I wiped my cheek with my finger and sucked it clean, watching his eyes darken. His cock twitched, already starting to harden again.
"Shower," he said. "We both need one. And then I'm going to fuck you in there too."
The bathroom was large, the shower spacious with multiple heads. Isaiah turned on the water and we stepped in together. He washed me slowly, his hands soaping every inch of my skin, lingering between my thighs.
"Bend over," he said. "Hands on the wall."
The water cascaded over my back as he entered me from behind again, slower this time, deeper. His hands gripped my hips as he set a steady rhythm I pushed back against him, meeting each thrust, the hot water rushing over our skin.
"I want to try something," I said.
"What?"
"The other way. Back there."
He stilled. "Claire, we don't have to. . . ."
"I want to. I've been thinking about it. Wondering what it would feel like."
His hands tightened on my hips. "We'd need to go slow. Use lube. Work up to it."
"Then work up to it. But I want to try. Today."
"Fuck." He pulled out and I heard him shut off the water. "Come on."
He dried us both quickly, then led me to the bedroom. From his bag he produced a bottle of lube and I felt a thrill of anticipation mixed with nervousness.
"Lie on your back," he instructed. "I want to see your face for this."
I lay down and he settled between my thighs, the lube bottle in hand. "We're going to take this very slowly. You tell me if anything hurts or if you want to stop. Understand?"
"Yes."
He started with his fingers, slicking them with lube, working me open gradually. One finger, then two, moving carefully, watching my reactions. It felt strange at first, foreign, but not bad. When he added a third finger, I gasped.
"Okay?" he asked.
"Yes. It's intense but, keep going."
He worked me open for what felt like forever, adding more lube, stretching me carefully. When he finally positioned himself at my entrance, his cock slick and ready, he leaned down to kiss me.
"Deep breath. Push out when I push in. It'll help."
He entered me slowly, so slowly the burn made me hiss. He stopped immediately.
"Breathe. Relax."
I forced myself to breathe, to relax my muscles and he pushed in another inch. The fullness was overwhelming, almost too much, but there was pleasure threaded through the discomfort. He kept going, inch by inch, until he was fully sunk inside me.
"Fuck," he groaned. "You're so tight like this. So fucking tight."
"Move. Please move,” I groaned, my fists grasping at the sheets.
He started to thrust, shallow at first, then deeper as my body adjusted to him. His hand found my clit and he rubbed it while he fucked me and the combination of sensations made my head spin.
"How does it feel?" he asked.
"Full. So full. Different. Good. Don't stop."
He increased his pace gradually, reading my body, adjusting when I tensed. When I started moaning, pushing back against him, he went harder.
"Touch yourself," he said.
My hand joined his between my thighs and we worked together, his cock in my ass, our fingers on my clit. The orgasm when it hit was completely different, deeper, more intense, radiating through my entire body. I screamed, my back arching off the bed.
He lasted three more thrusts before he came with a shout, spilling inside me. We collapsed together, both shaking, both breathless.
"Holy fuck," I managed.
"Yeah." He kissed my shoulder. "You okay?"
"Better than okay. That was, I want to do that again."
He laughed. "Give me an hour. I'm not twenty anymore."
We dozed for a while, tangled together, then woke up hungry. Isaiah ordered food delivery while I explored the house naked, still feeling deliciously sore and used.
When the food arrived, he answered the door in just his boxers. I stayed in the bedroom, listening to him tip the delivery driver, then he brought the bags back.
"Kitchen table," he said. "I want to eat and then I want to fuck you on it."
We ate straight from the containers, both still naked, talking between bites about positions we wanted to try, places in the house we could use.
"Couch," I suggested. "And there's a big chair in the living room."
"Dining room table. Kitchen counter." He set down his fork and looked at me. "I want to take you in every room of this house."
"Then let's start now."
He pushed the food containers aside and lifted me onto the table. My legs wrapped around his waist as he entered me again we fucked right there among the takeout containers, my back pressed against the wood, his hands under my ass for leverage.
We moved to the couch next, me riding him while he sucked my nipples. Then the big armchair, me bent over the back while he took me from behind. The kitchen counter, where he lifted me up and ate me out until I came twice in rapid succession.
By early evening, I'd lost count of how many times we'd had sex, how many times I'd come. My body was marked with small bruises, my lips swollen, my thighs sticky. I felt thoroughly claimed.
"Shower," Isaiah said. "Then dinner."
This time the shower was actually for cleaning. He washed my hair, conditioned it, ran soapy hands over every inch of me. I did the same for him, learning the contours of his body, the scars and marks that told me his mysterious unspoken history.
We ordered pizza and ate it in bed, both wearing just underwear, watching a movie on his laptop. It felt almost domestic, normal, except for the fact that we kept pausing to touch each other, to kiss, to tease.
"I want to tie you up," I said during a particularly boring scene.
He looked at me. "You want to tie me up?"
"Yes. I want you helpless. Want to do whatever I want to you."
"I don't have rope."
"Belts. Use your belts."
He retrieved two leather belts from his bag and lay down on the bed, arms extended. I secured his wrists to the headboard, testing to make sure they were tight enough to hold but not cut off circulation.
"Now what?" he asked.
"Now I explore."
I started at his feet, kissing and licking my way up his legs. He was already hard, his cock jutting up from his body, but I ignored it. I kissed his hip bones, his stomach, his chest. I bit his nipples and watched him gasp. I straddled his face and let him eat me out while I leaned forward to take his cock in my mouth, not letting him come, just keeping him on edge.
"Claire," he groaned. "Please."
"Please what?"
"Let me come. I need to come."
"Not yet." I moved down his body and sank onto his cock, taking him deep, then just sat there, not moving. "Tell me what you want."
"I want you to ride me. Want to watch your tits bounce. Want to feel you come around me."
"Then watch."
I started to move, slowly at first, then faster, using him for my pleasure. His hands strained against the belts, clearly wanting to touch me, to guide me, but he was helpless. The power of it was intoxicating.
I came first, my hands on his chest, my head thrown back. Then I leaned down and whispered in his ear. "Come inside me. Fill me up."
He came with a roar, his hips bucking up to meet me I felt him pulse deep inside. I collapsed on his chest, both of us panting and I reached up to unbuckle the belts.
"That was fucking incredible," he said when his hands were free. "You're incredible."
We fell asleep like that, sticky and satisfied, his arms around me. I woke up in the middle of the night to feel him hard against my ass I pushed back against him wordlessly. He entered me half-asleep, fucking me slow and lazy, both of us drowsy and sated. We came together quietly, then drifted back to sleep.
Morning light woke me. Isaiah was already awake, watching me.
"Good morning," he said.
"Morning." I stretched, feeling pleasantly sore everywhere. "What time is it?"
"Seven. We have a few more hours before you need to leave."
"Then let's not waste them."
We had sex twice more before getting in the shower, then once more in the shower itself. By the time I was getting dressed at ten, pulling on clean clothes from my overnight bag, I felt wrung out and perfectly used.
"Same time next week?" Isaiah asked, watching me button my jeans.
"Yes. Definitely yes."
He drove me back to the corner where he'd picked me up, his hand on my thigh the whole way. When we arrived, he kissed me deeply.
"Text me when you get home safe."
"I will."
I drove home carefully, my body aching in the best way, evidence of our night together marking my skin under my clothes. Jason's car wasn't in the lot when I arrived, he'd texted earlier that he was playing golf with friends.
I let myself in and immediately stripped off my clothes, examining myself in the bathroom mirror. Bruises on my hips. Bite marks on my breasts. A hickey on my inner thigh. I'd have to be more careful about where Isaiah marked me.
But looking at the evidence of what we'd done, I felt only satisfaction. This was who I was now. Someone who spent twenty-four hours exploring every possible pleasure. Someone who asked for what she wanted. Someone who took it.
My phone buzzed.
Isaiah: Already missing you. Already hard thinking about next time.
I sent him the picture I'd taken in the mirror, showing all the marks he'd left.
Me: Look what you did to Jason’s girlfriend.
Isaiah: Fuck. I want to do it again right now. You're addictive.
Me: Good. Stay addicted.
I deleted the photo and put my phone down. Jason would be home in an hour. I had time to shower, to hide the evidence somewhat, to slip back into the role of girlfriend.
But this time, I didn't feel conflicted about it. I no longer felt torn between two worlds.
I just felt satisfied. And already planning what I wanted to try next week.
Epilogue
Three weeks in, I stood in the parking lot of the tennis club at noon on a Tuesday, my hand on the door handle of my car and took a moment to recognize how completely my life had changed.
It had been exactly twenty-one days since I'd first walked onto Isaiah's court. Twenty-one days since I'd been Claire-who-apologized-for-everything, Claire-who-said-yes-when-she-meant-no, Claire-who-lived small and safe and numb.
That woman was gone, completely, irrevocably gone.
I looked down at myself, tight red dress, no underwear, platform pumps that made my legs look longer. I'd dressed deliberately, knowingly. I had spent an hour on my hair and makeup not because someone told me to, but because I wanted to. Because I liked the way Isaiah's eyes darkened when he saw me. Because I liked feeling beautiful and desired and powerful.
My phone buzzed. Isaiah, of course.
Maintenance shed. Now. I've been hard since you texted me this morning.
This morning I'd sent him a photo, me in bed, covers pushed down, hand between my thighs. Jason had been in the shower, completely oblivious that his girlfriend was taking explicit photos for another man ten feet away.
I should have felt guilty about that. About all of it. But I didn't.
I walked to the shed, my heels clicking on the pavement, feeling the eyes on me from the main courts. Let them look. Let them wonder. I knew what I looked like, a woman walking toward exactly what she wanted.
Isaiah was waiting inside, door already open. The moment I stepped through, he had me against the wall, his mouth on mine, his hands pushing up my dress.
"No underwear," he confirmed, his fingers sliding between my thighs. "Good girl."
I was already wet. I'd been wet since I woke up.
"I want your mouth on me," I said. Not a request. A statement.
He dropped to his knees immediately and I pushed my hands in his hair, guiding him exactly where I wanted him. This was who I'd become, someone who asked for what she wanted, who took it, and who felt no shame in her own pleasure.
When I came against his mouth three minutes later, I didn't try to be quiet. My cry echoed in the small space, probably audible outside. I didn't care.
"Workbench," I said when I could speak again. "I want you to fuck me on the workbench."
He lifted me onto it, positioned himself between my thighs and drove into me with one hard thrust. We'd done this so many times now that my body knew exactly how to take him, how to clench and release to draw him deeper.
"Harder," I demanded. "I want to feel it tomorrow."
He obliged, pounding into me with bruising force, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave new marks on top of old ones. My back arched, my head fell back and I let myself feel everything, the stretch and burn, the building pressure, the raw pleasure of being thoroughly used.
I came again, clenching around him and he followed with a groan, spilling inside me. We stayed locked together for a moment, both breathing hard I felt his release start to leak out around his cock.
"I love watching it drip out of you," he said roughly. "Love seeing proof that you're mine."
"I am yours," I said. And it was true. Not in some romantic, relationship sense, I didn't belong to anyone in that way. But my body, my pleasure, my newfound sexuality? That was all his. He'd unlocked it, had shown me what I was capable of feeling.
Later, driving home with his cum still inside me, I thought about the woman I'd been three weeks ago. The one who'd dropped off a laptop charger and accidentally interrupted a tennis practice. A woman who'd been timid and apologetic and so desperate for approval that she'd shaped herself into whatever she thought people wanted her to be.
That woman had thought she was happy. Had thought comfortable was enough. Had thought the quiet, careful life she'd built was all she deserved.
She'd been wrong about everything.
I pulled into the apartment complex and checked my reflection in the rearview mirror. My lipstick was smudged, my hair disheveled despite my attempts to fix it. I looked exactly like what I was, a woman who'd just been thoroughly fucked in a maintenance shed in the middle of the day.
I looked alive, in other words.
Jason's car was already there. I fixed my lipstick, smoothed my hair as best as possible and walked inside. He was on the couch, working on his laptop.
"Hey babe," he said without looking up. "How the errands go?”
I stood there silently staring at him.
He still didn't look at me. He didn't notice the flush in my cheeks, the tremor in my legs, the way I moved differently now, with confidence, with purpose, with the knowledge of exactly what my body could do and feel. He didn’t see the platform pumps, the tight red dress, the no bra and no panties, or the dried cum on the inside of my leg.
He never noticed anything.
"I was thinking we should talk about a new place, bigger.”
A month ago, I would have said yes immediately. I would have been grateful for the commitment, the next step, the progression toward the life I thought I was supposed to want.
Now I looked at him, this kind, oblivious man who'd never made me scream, never made me beg, never even made me feel particularly much of anything and felt absolutely nothing.
"Let me think about it," I said.
"Sure, no rush." He returned to his laptop. "Love you." He looked down, then did a double take back up at me, but then down again.
"Mm-hmm,” I said, twisting away.
I went to the bedroom and stripped off my dress, examining the new bruises on my hips, the faint redness between my thighs. Evidence of who I really was now, of  who I'd chosen to become.
I didn't know how long I could keep living this double life. I didn't know how much longer I could maintain the fiction of being Jason's girlfriend while spending every possible moment in Isaiah's bed, in his car, in whatever private space we could find.
But I knew one thing with absolute certainty: I would never go back to who I'd been before. I could never again settle for safe and comfortable and numb. I would never again apologize for wanting more, for taking more, for being more.
Isaiah had shown me what I was capable of feeling. He had unlocked desires I didn't know I had. He had taught me that pleasure wasn't something to be ashamed of, that wanting was natural, that my body deserved to be worshipped and used and satisfied completely.
Whether that meant I eventually left Jason, whether it meant I kept seeing Isaiah indefinitely, whether it meant something else entirely, I didn't know yet and I didn't need to know.
All I knew was that I'd been given a gift. The gift of awakening. Of discovery. Of finally, truly knowing myself, and I would never give that up.
My phone buzzed. Another text from Isaiah.
Tomorrow. Same time. Wear the black dress. The one from your overnight bag that you never wore.
Me: The tight one, baby?
Isaiah: That's the one. I want to peel it off you with my teeth.
I smiled, already feeling heat pool between my thighs despite having come twice in the last hour. I was already anticipating tomorrow and the day after and the day after that.
Me: I'll be there for you, baby.
Isaiah: Gonna fuck you up the ass again
Me: Gonna make you cum all over my pretty made-up face
I would always be there for him. Because this, this hunger, this pleasure, this version of myself who knew what she wanted and took it without apology, this was who I really was now.
I heard Jason moving around in the kitchen, heard him call my name asking about dinner. I'd answer in a minute. I would smile and make conversation and play the role I still needed to play for the time being.
But inside, I was already somewhere else. I was already in Isaiah's arms, already discovering the next boundary to cross, the next pleasure to experience, the next way to surprise myself with my own capacity for desire.
I lifted my foot on the side of the bed and inserted two fingers, rubbed my clit, shut my eyes, pushed my fingers in my mouth the way he pushed his cock in my mouth.
That’s when I twisted around and found Jason standing there with my phone in his hand, his eyes beading out of his head, his mouth hanging open, scrolling back through my messages.
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