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Chapter 1

I told myself I was there to keep David’s life intact, because that was the story that made it possible to step into a stranger’s suite and keep my spine straight. I had also learned that Mr. Welton didn’t care about my story, because he cared about outcomes, and he had started collecting proof that I could be seen without flinching. When he told me we were leaving the hotel, I checked my phone, saw David’s name, and turned the screen dark again before I could read past the first beat of comfort.
The show wasn’t in a part of the hotel. We walked two blocks. He didn’t offer his arm, but he walked close, his pace easy, confident. Heads turned. I kept my shoulders back and didn’t let myself look away when someone noticed us.
The host recognized him.
“Mr. Welton. Of course. Your seats are ready.”
We followed him through a narrow hallway into a side room, half-walled for privacy. I was aware of the other tables, who looked up, who didn’t.
He waited until we were seated, then lifted the bottle the sommelier had already opened. “Still okay with wine?”
I nodded.
He poured.
I watched the couple at the next table. Older man, younger woman. Her nails were painted like mine.
He leaned in. “You wondering if she’s here for the same reason?”
“I was wondering if she knows she is.”
That got a smile out of him.
“You like to push,” he said.
“I like to understand the game.”
“This isn’t a game.”
“No?”
He didn’t answer.
The spotlights came up and the show began.
Back at the hotel, we entered through the side door. No front-desk staff. No witnesses.
In the elevator, we said nothing. But I felt it now, his energy. I didn’t move away, I moved closer. I bumped him. I pressed into him.
The suite door opened without sound.
He let me enter first.
“Bathroom’s yours,” he said.
I stepped inside. Shut the door.
In the mirror, I thought I looked keener. Smarter.
I checked my phone.
One message from David. Just a heart.
I stared at it. Then, slowly, I started to unzip my dress a few inches. Not enough to step out of it, just enough to breathe. My heels stayed on.
When I opened the door, he was by the window. Jacket off, sleeves rolled. He didn’t turn.
“Pour yourself another,” he said.
I did. The same white. The room lights were dim, soft around the corners. I took a sip. He still hadn’t looked at me.
“You said this wasn’t a game,” I said. “But you’re playing one right now.”
He glanced back. “I’m not the one who texted home from the bathroom.”
He reached for the zipper. I let him pull it the rest of the way down. Slowly. I watched his hands move over me.
He didn’t push the dress off. Just let it hang. His palm rested lightly on the small of my back. I didn’t pull away.
“Turn around for me.”
I did.
He stepped back, like he was studying something in a gallery. The wine glass in my hand trembled slightly. I tightened my grip.
He walked a slow circle, watching me from every side. When he passed behind me, I caught my breath.
I stepped forward, just enough to close the gap. “You don’t need to test me. If I were going to back out, I’d have done it the minute I saw you.”
“You were surprised.”
“Yes. At myself as much as at you.”
He smiled again, slower this time. “You enjoy the dress I picked for you?”
I laughed quietly. “It fits.”
Now he reached for the strap, slipped it off my shoulder.
“I like you,” he said.
Only a few inches, just enough to reset the space between us. My pulse slowed, but I didn’t step out of the dress. Not yet.
“What do you want me to do?” I said quietly.
His answer was immediate. “I want you to stop asking that.”
I looked at him over my shoulder.
“You came here in a dress I picked. You drank what I poured. You let me unzip you. And you still think I’m going to lay it out step by step?”
I walked past him, toward the window. The suite looked out over the city. I pressed my palm to the glass and watched our reflections.
He was behind me.
I reached back, unzipped the dress the rest of the way, and let it fall. Slowly. It stopped at my hips.
“Turn around,” he said.
I did.
But I didn’t lower my eyes. I kept them on his the whole time. He looked down once, but not long. His eyes came back to mine.
“Are you nervous?” he asked.
“Yes,” I said.
He crossed to me, and this time he touched my arm. Just there. A brush of his thumb at my elbow.
“You’re not used to being looked at like this.”
I shook my head no.
“You’re used to being spoken to softly. Held carefully.”
I nodded.
“Then tonight, I want you to feel what it’s like to be claimed.”
The word hit hard. I exhaled slowly. My shoulders dropped.
He reached for my wrist, not hard, and turned me to face him again. His hand trailed down to my hip, fingers just brushing the skin.
I reached for the straps of my bra, easing one down. Then the other.
He didn’t move when I slipped the other strap down.
Didn’t speak, either.
That steadiness in him made it harder to keep playing. I wasn’t shaking, but I could feel my heartbeat in places I never usually noticed. Under my ribs. In the soft underside of my arms. Between my thighs.
I kept my eyes on his.
My bra stayed up. Barely.
“I thought you didn’t want a submissive,” I said again, quieter.
“I don’t.”
“Then what do you want?”
He crossed to the armchair by the window and sat.
I watched his knees part. Watched the way he relaxed, like we’d been here hours.
I folded my arms, but the bra shifted lower when I did, and his eyes dropped. Just once. I saw it.
I crossed the room slowly, hips swaying. I stopped in front of him, standing between his knees. Not touching, but close enough to feel his breath on them when he exhaled.
I reached behind my back. The clasp was stiff. I had to tug twice.
When it came loose, I didn’t drop it. I held it. Kept it in my hand as I watched his eyes widen.
I let it fall to the floor.
Then I sat in his lap, knees outside his thighs, back straight.
“So now what?” I asked.
His hands came to my waist.
“Entirely up to you.”
I moved on him.
I slid my hands up his chest, slow and deliberate, feeling the stiffness in his shirt, the warmth underneath. He didn’t flinch. He let me feel him.
His hands were still at my waist. Light. Steady.
I shifted my hips forward until I was pressed full against him. He was already hard.
“Still up to me?” I asked.
His eyes didn’t drop. “Yes.”
I leaned forward, brushing my mouth against his, not kissing him yet. My breath was short, lips parted. I felt him inhale through his nose, like he was the one trying to stay composed.
I let the tension stretch.
Then I kissed him.
It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t slow. I kissed him like I needed to feel his mouth on mine before I changed my mind, and when I pulled back, my breath caught.
He didn’t delay.
His hands tightened at my waist and lifted me just enough to stand and he stood too. I felt his chest against mine, skin to fabric now. One of his hands moved up to the back of my neck.
“Turn around.”
It wasn’t loud, but it wasn’t negotiable either.
I turned.
His hands found my hips again. He pushed my skirt up slowly, methodically, bunching the fabric at my waist. I didn’t stop him.
He ran one hand down the back of my thigh, then up between them. I shifted, instinctively, trying to stay steady. My legs weren’t shaking but my breath was too fast, too shallow.
He leaned in closer.
“Panties?”
I nodded my head. “My husband picked them.”
“I see.”
I felt his fingers spread me, slow and careful, not to tease, just to feel me. To touch me.
He pressed his body against mine, his slacks rough against the backs of my bare thighs, and held me.
I didn’t know what part of him was touching me and what part I imagined. His hands were too calm, too slow. It was the rest of me that was frantic.
He stepped back once, and I turned my head just enough to see him undo his belt.
I didn’t move. I didn’t speak.
I just bent forward and placed both palms flat on the arm of the chair.
My pulse was everywhere. I felt it in my teeth.
I stayed like that, waiting, not because I’d been told to, but because I wanted to be like that for him. For my husband.
When he came behind me again, I closed my eyes and let it happen.
He pressed against me with the full weight of his body, one hand firm on my hip, the other sliding up my back. Then his nails trailed back down, slow, deliberate.
When he entered me, it was one smooth thrust, thick and deep, and I heard myself gasp, sharp, hard. His hand flattened on my lower back to keep me in place. He didn’t pull back right away. He stayed still, buried inside me, letting the stretch and pressure build inside me.
My hands curled on the chair arms.
“You okay?” he asked, voice low.
I nodded, breathless. “Keep going.”
He moved then. Measured strokes, not rough yet, not rushed. Just enough to remind me what I’d given up control of. My heels pressed into the carpet. My eyes were fixed on the fabric in front of me, but my world was behind, his breath, his hands, the heat of his body beginning slowly to slam into mine.
He gripped my hips tighter. Yanked back on me.
“Good girl,” he muttered.
I clenched around him. I didn’t mean to, it just did that. He noticed.
He picked up the pace. Not wildly, not messy. Just more. Harder, deeper. Each thrust rocked me forward a few inches. I caught myself and pushed back, matching him. Slamming myself back at him.
He groaned. “Just like that.”
It wasn’t pretty. It wasn’t gentle. I could hear the wet sound of him moving in me. I could feel his belt buckle knock against my thigh with every thrust. His hand came up to grab my shoulder, holding me still while he took of me what he wanted.
And I liked it. God, I loved it. A trad wife like me always does.
He bent over me, chest against my back now, arm around my waist.
“You wanted this,” he said into my ear.
I nodded again, fast, head down.
“Say it.”
“I wanted this,” I breathed.
He growled something I didn’t catch and pulled out suddenly.
I stood there shaking, empty, blinking fast.
He turned me around.
I was naked but for high heels and necklace.
He sat in the chair and pulled me onto his lap again, facing him this time.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and adjusted my legs on either side of him. His hands gripped my hips, guiding me as I lowered myself onto him, slower this time, more deliberate. We both groaned when I took him in.
I started to move, grinding instead of bouncing. His hands tightened, pulling me down.
I put my mouth next to his ear.
“Can I text my husband?”
He didn’t answer. Just gave me a sharp thrust up into me that made my whole body jolt.
I laughed, breathless. Where that came from I don’t know.
I pulled back just enough to reach for my clutch, fished my phone out with one hand
Me:
Still on schedule.
Still yours.
I saw the little mark that said he’d read it.
When it came, I smiled.
He raised his eyebrows. “That a check-in?”
I dropped the phone and gripped the top of the high-back chair and ground myself down harder onto his pole. “That was me making sure he knew exactly what he’d given tonight.”
His mouth twitched. Not quite a smile. Not quite surprise.
“You’re getting bolder.”
“I hardly done yet, either.”
“You’re dangerous like this,” he said.
“I’m not here for your approval anymore,” I whispered.
“I figured that out,” he said. His voice was lower now.
“Good.”
I reached down, wrapped one hand around his cock, and squeezed him around the base, slow, careful, until I took him all the way in. He groaned.
I started to move, not bouncing, not grinding, just slow, deliberate shifts of my hips, keeping eye contact the whole time. Letting him feel it. Letting him know it was for me, too, I did this.
He didn’t try to control the pace. Didn’t tell me what to do anymore. He let me ride him like I had something to prove. And maybe I did.
Maybe I wanted David to feel it, wherever he was. To wonder. To know.
The woman he’d dressed and zipped and kissed on the cheek, she wasn’t here anymore.
His hands came to my ass, gripping tight now, guiding the rhythm.
I leaned in close to his ear.
“Tell me something,” I said. “You still think I’m here for David?”
He didn’t answer with words. He just groaned and let his head fall back, mouth open.
I braced my hands on his shoulders and rolled my hips in tight, slow circles. Not to finish it. Not yet. Just enough to keep him right where I wanted him, so deep inside me I could feel his breath shift every time I moved.
He gripped my ass harder.
“You want to come inside me?” I said.
He nodded, jaw tight.
“Say it.”
“I want to come inside you.”
I kept my motion steady, just tight rolls of my body against him, the drag and clench and rhythm all designed to make him lose his grip slowly.
“But I’m not ready,” I said.
His eyes flicked up, sharp, pleading.
I tightened around him once, deliberately.
He groaned. “Claire.”
“Don’t say my name like that.”
“Like what?”
“I don’t belong to you, I belong to my husband.”
He reached up like he was going to grab the back of my neck and pull me down. I caught his wrist mid-air.
“Ah-ah,” I whispered. “Hands stay where they are.”
He exhaled, long and low.
I bounced on him. Just to feel it. The way he filled me. The way his thighs tensed. The way he twitched inside me when I clenched again.
“I could destroy you,” I said, leaning in so my mouth was just at his ear. “I could ride you till you begged.”
He was sweating now, a line at his temple. His hands stayed on my hips like I told him, but his fingers flexed. Desperate to hold harder. Desperate to fuck up into me. Desperate, period.
“Or,” I said, pulling back, dragging myself nearly all the way off him, “I could leave you like this.”
He closed his eyes.
“No,” he said. “You won’t.”
“Won’t I?”
I sat all the way back down, slow, wet, full. He groaned deep in his throat.
“You want to come in me,” I said.
“Yes.”
“You want to forget who you are.”
“Yes.” His hands tightened. He nodded.
“I’ll give you what you want,” I whispered. “But not yet.”




Chapter 2

I leaned back, resting one hand on his thigh, the other pressed between my breasts. My head tipped back, and I rolled my hips again, slow and steady, as if I were alone and using him for balance. As if he weren’t even part of it.
He was losing it now. His thighs shook. His grip was unsteady.
“You won’t come until I do,” I said.
His breath hitched.
“Can you handle that?” I asked.
He didn’t answer. Just nodded, eyes wild.
I smiled. Slow and cruel and thrilled.
“Hold on, baby,” I said.
I dug my nails into his thigh and started to ride him in earnest, tight, fast, relentless. His head fell back. His mouth opened. His eyes clenched. But he didn’t come.
I changed the rhythm, shorter strokes, faster, riding the friction now. He was buried deep, every bounce sending a jolt through my thighs and up my spine. I leaned forward, hands planted on his chest.
His eyes locked on mine, glazed and desperate.
“You’re so close,” I whispered.
He nodded once. His mouth opened but nothing came out.
“You have to wait.”
He gritted his teeth. “Yes.”
I tightened around him harder and ground down deeper. The chair creaked under us.
I moaned then, real, high, guttural. The kind I couldn’t fake if I tried.
His eyes rolled slightly. He reached for my waist.
I slapped his hand away.
“Not yet.”
I rode him faster. My skin was dewy now, flushed, damp. My hair had come loose in strands that clung to my neck and collarbone. I felt the ache deep inside, coiling sharp and hot.
“I’m going to come,” I said.
He looked spent. Couldn’t speak. Just nodded and held still, thighs trembling under mine.
I rode harder. Faster. The slap of our bodies loud now, filthy, perfect. The sound of him inside me, the weight of him, the way he strained not to lose it, I fed on all of it.
I came hard.
My whole body clenched, and I gasped like I’d been punched, riding it through, every nerve lit up and raw. I didn’t stop moving. I didn’t slow down. I dragged it out, pushing him through it with me.
Then I opened my eyes.
“Now!” I cried.
That man came instantly.
His body snapped forward, his hips bucked, his mouth dropped open, and he groaned my name with everything he had. His hands grabbed my waist, pulling me down as he emptied himself inside me, hard, deep, thick.
I let him finish.
Then I leaned in and kissed his cheek.
“Good boy,” I whispered.
He slumped under me, head back, eyes closed, chest heaving.
I waited for him to breathe right again. Waited for the twitch in his thighs to slow.
Then I stood.
No rush.
I picked my panties up, and tucked them into his suit jacket pocket on the floor.
He watched me do it.
“Souvenir,” I said.
He didn’t answer.
I walked to the bathroom again, bare feet silent on the carpet.
This time, I didn’t look back.
When the door clicked shut, I exhaled once. Then I looked in the mirror and smiled.
Because I’d finally figured it out.
David didn’t send me.
I brought myself.
And I was going home on my own terms.
I dressed in there, came out, and ducked out his double doors without even checking over my shoulder if he was still alive.
The driver was still down in front of the hotel. “Home,” I said, sliding into the back seat.
“Yes ma’am,” he said.
I was beginning to really like it.




Chapter 3

The heat hit me as soon as I stepped off the plane. Dense, heavy air clung to my skin and made my sundress stick to the backs of my thighs. My husband’s idea, the dress, certainly not mine.
The Caribbean sun felt closer than I ever imagined it would, though I’d been told. I pulled my sunglasses from my bag, pushed them up the bridge of my nose, and looked toward the terminal where a man in a white shirt stood holding a sign with my name.
“Mrs. Cartwright,” he said when I reached him. His voice was low, practiced. “Mr. Keller is waiting at the villa. Car’s this way.”
He took my small suitcase. The parking lot shimmered in the sun. A line of black cars sat idling. When he opened the rear door, the rush of cold air smelled faintly of leather and salt. I slid inside, smoothing my skirt as I crossed my legs. It was a challenge to remain discreet in such a short thing.
The driver didn’t speak again, and I didn’t ask questions. My phone buzzed once: David.
Safe flight?
I stared at the words. Then typed, Landed. Heading to the villa now.
He read it right away. No reply. He knew the timing of everything though.
The drive took twenty minutes. We passed white stucco buildings, palms bent toward the road, and flashes of turquoise water between breaks in the trees. My body still felt tight from the plane, the air-conditioning blowing against the bare skin above my knees. I kept replaying what David had said before I left.
“They trust you,” he’d told me. “You know how to represent us.”
He’d said it calmly, like he was talking about a meeting. Represent us like him and myself, or his branch? His region?
But when he helped me pack, when he displayed the dress he ordered for me (and zipped the back of it), I saw something else in his eyes. Not pride, something darker. Excited, almost. Did he not understand yet what was going to happen this weekend far away from home?
The car turned through a set of open iron gates. The driveway wound down toward the water, lined with bougainvillea and low stone walls. The villa came into view, white columns, wide terraces, a flash of blue pool beyond the glass.
Keller was waiting on the patio. Open collar, sleeves rolled. He held a drink, beads of condensation running down the glass.
“Claire,” he said, stepping forward as I got out. “You look exactly as I hoped.”
I smiled faintly, adjusting my sunglasses. “David thought this would be a productive weekend.”
“Oh, I’m sure it will be.” His eyes moved slowly down, then back up. “Come in. You’ll want to freshen up before dinner.”
Inside, the air smelled of citrus and linen. Cool marble floors. White curtains drifting in the ceiling fan’s breeze. A single suitcase, mine, sat already waiting near the stairs.
“Top of the landing,” he said. “Your room’s on the left.”
I placed my hand on the railing, feeling the polished wood warm from the sun. “And yours?”
He smiled. “Across from yours.”
I met his eyes long enough to make sure he saw it, the pause, the breath that betrayed me. Then I turned toward the stairs, the pearls at my throat cool against my skin. If David did’t know it yet, I surely did.
The hallway upstairs was open to the sea, a long row of shuttered windows letting in the sound of waves and the faint smell of salt. My heels clicked softly on the tile. The door to my room was half open, air-conditioning running, curtains drawn against the glare outside.
Inside, everything looked arranged for me, the bed turned down, a pale dress laid out across the quilt, a pair of strappy heels beside it. My suitcase had been unzipped and unpacked. My toiletries lined the marble counter in the bathroom.
I traced a finger along the folded dress. The fabric was smooth and thin, off-white, the neckline lower than anything I’d packed. I didn’t need to ask who’d chosen it.
When I looked up, Keller was in the doorway.
“Thought you might want something lighter for tonight,” he said.
“You unpacked my things.”
“I asked housekeeping to.” He leaned one shoulder against the frame. “You’ll find everything you need.”
He didn’t move farther in, just watched. His eyes didn’t wander, exactly, they observed. He had the kind of stillness that made you aware of every inch of skin showing.
“It fits the climate,” I said, fingers brushing the hem.
“And you.”
He nodded toward the bathroom. “Dinner at eight. We’ll eat outside.” Then he turned and left, leaving the scent of cologne and the faint echo of his shoes on the tile.
I shut the door and stood still for a moment, letting my body catch up to my breath. I stripped down slowly, folding my travel clothes into a neat stack. My skin still felt tacky from the flight. I stepped into the shower, the water sharp and cold at first, then warm enough to make my shoulders loosen. The salt smell clung to my hair.
When I came out, I wrapped myself in a towel and walked to the mirror. My cheeks were pink from the heat. I brushed out my hair and twisted it up, leaving a few strands loose at my neck. The pearls went back on automatically. Part of the uniform.
The dress slid over me like it belonged to me. Thin straps, smooth fabric that ended just below mid-thigh. No bra worked with it, so I didn’t try. The mirror caught the faint rise of my nipples beneath the fabric when I turned in the light.
Downstairs, I heard his voice, low, even, speaking to someone on the phone. The clink of ice against glass.
I slipped on the heels, fastened the straps, and checked my phone. One unread message from David.
Be good.
I stared at it, then typed slowly: I’m always good, husband.
I hit send and set the phone facedown on the nightstand. My pulse was already high, but steady. The mirror caught the faint rise of my chest as I breathed. I adjusted the strap once more, lifted the hem just a little higher. If this was what David wanted them to see, I’d make sure they remembered it.
When I stepped out, the hallway air felt cooler against my skin. Downstairs, the main room glowed gold in the low sun. Keller stood by the open doors leading to the terrace, phone gone now, a bottle of rum on the table beside two short glasses.
“You found everything,” he said, turning as I crossed the room.
“I did.”
His eyes moved down the line of my body, deliberate, assessing. “Good. You were right to put your hair up.”
He handed me a glass. “Local. Smooth, not sweet. Sip it.”
The rum was dark. It burned gently, spreading warmth down my throat. I set the glass down, feeling the heat move through me.
“Your husband doesn’t drink,” Keller said.
“No.”
“And you?”
“I prefer knowing what I’m walking into.”
He stepped closer. The edge of his shirt brushed my bare arm. “You understand why you’re here.”
I met his gaze. “Why don’t you tell me.”
He studied me long enough that I felt my heart thud once, hard. “You’re here because you make men lose their balance,” he said quietly. “Men who forget what that’s like,” he added under his breath.
He took my hand, not a grab, just a hold, and led me through the open doors to the terrace. The sky was orange now, the sun sliding down over the ocean. The table had already been set: white linen, flickering candles, a single flower arrangement at the center.
Keller pulled out my chair. I sat, crossing my legs, aware of how the dress shifted when I did.
A man appeared at the edge of the terrace, carrying a small tray, someone from the villa staff. He placed two plates, nodded once to Keller, and disappeared. The food smelled faintly of spice and lime.
Keller poured more rum into my glass. “We’ll start simple,” he said. “Work. Dinner. A walk after.”
Dinner stretched into dusk, the sky deepening to violet above the water. Keller talked about the company, the upcoming quarter, the executives who couldn’t take heat. I nodded when I had to, my focus split between his words and the movement of his hands. He gestured with purpose, broad palms, strong wrists, veins rising when he lifted his glass.
He poured more rum, sliding the bottle toward me. “You’re quiet,” he said.
“I’m listening.”
“To what?”
“To what’s expected of me this weekend.”
He leaned back, one arm draped across the back of his chair. “Expected?”
“You wouldn’t have invited me for shop talk.”
“No I didn’t,” he said. “You were invited to be seen.”
The air was cooling now, a faint breeze off the sea lifting the ends of my hair. I felt the dress cling again, the fabric thin against my skin.
“Do I need to be seen with you?”
“You already are.”
He stood then, setting his glass down, and extended his hand. “Walk with me.”
I rose, slipping my heels back onto the patio stones. The sound of the surf grew louder as we stepped down toward the sand. The light from the villa reached only so far; beyond it, the beach was dark except for the reflection of the moon in the shallows.
The sand was still warm under my feet. I carried my shoes in one hand. Keller walked beside me, close enough that our arms brushed.
“Your husband told me something interesting,” he said.
“What’s that?”
“He said watching you go changed him.”
My heart picked up. “He said that? To you?”
“He didn’t use those words. But that’s what he meant.”
We stopped where the waves touched the edge of the sand. The water slid over my toes, cool, then pulled back.
“Why tell me that?” I asked.
“Because you should know that he enjoys it,” Keller said. “You think you’re sent for his advancement. Maybe that’s true. But that’s not all of it.”
The wind caught my hair, and I turned toward him. “You think he enjoys losing control of me?”
“Quite the opposite. Sending you down here, it gives him the ultimate feeling of control. He enjoys knowing other men have you, for a time.”
I felt the words land on me like a slow pulse. The sound of the water filled the space.
Keller stepped closer. “There’s a name for that kind of arrangement,” he said.
“I know.”
His voice lowered. “Say it.”
“Hotwife.”
He nodded once, looking at me, not smiling. “That’s right.”




Chapter 4

The sound of the waves covered the silence that followed. My throat felt tight, not from shame, but from knowing I was right. It didn’t take much internet sleuthing to turn that up.
He reached out and brushed a grain of sand from my shoulder, his thumb dragging faintly along the bare skin.
“You in?” he asked.
I met his eyes. “I came all this way didn’t I?”
We’d meandered along the beach and I found us back at the villa and its beach-facing glass doors.
He blinked once, slow, at me. His hand slid around my wrist and he pulled me into the room. The door closed behind me with a soft click. The lights were low, just a single lamp by the bed, casting everything in warm gold. I heard the ocean faintly through the doors, glass rattling just a little in the frame.
He didn’t say anything right away. He looked at me, down my body, but slowly. My heels clicked on the tile as I shifted. His eyes paused at the hem of my dress, still damp from the humidity, then moved up to where the fabric clung tighter to my hips.
His chest rose slightly with a breath. He removed his shirt. His chest was smooth, firm, shadowed by the low light. I could see the faint shine of sweat at the base of his throat.
“You’ve got that look again,” he said.
“What look is that?”
“Like you think this is wrong.”
I couldn’t answer. I was already unzipping the side of my dress. The sound was loud in the quiet room.
I peeled the dress down my shoulders, slow, the fabric dragging against my skin. My nipples tightened in the air. I felt the way his eyes fixed on them. I let the dress fall to the floor.
Underneath I was wearing the same bra David had presented to me at home. Pale pink lace, sheer, with a tiny satin bow in the middle. I didn’t touch it. I stepped out of the dress and stood there in the heels, the bra, the panties.
His eyes moved again, lower.
“I wondered what you’d wear,” he said.
I wet my lips. “David’s idea, hardly mine.”
“You wore that for him.”
“No.” I said it too fast. Then steadier: “But he picked it for me.”
He stepped closer. Just one step. Close enough that I could smell his skin, salt and sweat. His voice dropped lower.
“You think he knows?”
I looked up at him. “I think he wants me to pretend he doesn’t.”
He reached out. His thumb brushed over the strap on my shoulder, dragging it down. “And do you?” I only watched.
He slid the strap all the way down my arm. “You didn’t wear this to be alone in your room.”
“No.”
He took my wrist again, firmer this time. Turned me. Walked me backwards to the bed. The back of my knees touched the mattress.
“Get on.”
I sat.
His hand slid down my chest, over the center of the bra, down to my stomach, then between my thighs. He pressed, not hard, just enough to make me open my legs a little.
He stepped back, just enough to look. Just enough to make me feel it, his eyes on me, legs parted, breath shallow, bra straps slipped halfway down my arms. I didn’t move. But I didn’t want to, either.
He ran a finger along the top of one thigh. “You took your time getting ready.”
“I had to.”
He raised an eyebrow. “Why?”
I opened my mouth. Closed it. Then said, “Because I felt like it, that’s why.”
His smirk was slow, curved, dangerous. “You think making me wait makes it better?”
I nodded.
He reached down, took my ankle, and lifted my leg. Placed it over his shoulder. Then did the same with the other. I lay back slowly, elbows catching my weight. My legs spread wide now, hooked on his shoulders, heels dragging along his back. You know, so very trad wife-like.
He stood there like that, holding my thighs, staring down at me. “Are you worried?”
“No.”
He bent forward until my knees were near my chest. His mouth brushed the inside of my thigh, then higher. I twitched.
I bit the inside of my lip.
He kissed the other thigh, right at the crease. Then stood up again.
“I should make you wait,” he said. “Like you made me.”
I shook my head. “Please don’t.”
He unbuttoned his pants with one hand, watching me. Let them drop. No underwear. His cock was hard already, thick and full, and I watched it rise as he stepped out of the fabric.
He leaned down again, hands braced on either side of my hips. “What did you think about on the flight?”
“You.”
“Doing what?”
I met his eyes. “This.”
He didn’t smile. He didn’t blink. “Tell me.”
“I thought about you pulling me down onto your cock,” I whispered. “Hard.”
He moved. One fast thrust.
I gasped, nearly folded in half.
“Like that?”
I couldn’t speak. Just nodded. Tears formed in my clenched eyes, he sank so deep.
He kept still for a second, deep inside me. Then started to move, slow, dragging strokes, watching my face the whole time.
I moaned once. He pulled back.
“I said no noise.”
I covered my mouth with my hand.
He grinned. Picked up the pace.
The bed creaked under us. My back arched. My hands clawed at the sheets.
Still no words. Just the sound of his hips against mine, the wet slap of skin, the weight of him inside me again and again.
And then, he stopped.
Pulled out.
I whimpered behind my hand.
“Up,” he said.
I sat up, legs shaking.
He grabbed my hips, spun me. Bent me over the bed.
My palms pressed into the mattress, knees wide, back arched without even thinking. I felt the air shift behind me as he stepped close again, one hand on the small of my back, the other spreading me open.
“You like this?” he asked.
“Yes,” I breathed.
He didn’t answer. Just pushed back in, slow, deliberate, filling me inch by inch until I gasped into the sheets. He held still again, letting me feel it, all of it, then drove forward hard enough to rock the bed.
“Fuck,” I whispered.
He gripped my hips tighter. “That’s more like it.”
The rhythm he set this time was brutal, tight, fast, no space to breathe. I grabbed the blanket, fists curled in the fabric, riding each thrust with my mouth open and no sound coming out.
Then he leaned over me. His chest touched my back, his mouth beside my ear. “You came all this way to be used like this?”
“Yes.”
“You didn’t tell your husband?”
I shook my head fast.
“Why not?”
“Because, ” My voice cracked as he drove deeper. “Because he wouldn’t stop me. He already knows.”
That made him laugh, low and sharp in my ear. “He’ll never see you like this.”
I shook my head again.
“Say it.”
“He’ll never see me like this.”
He grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled until my back bowed further. “Say what you are.”
“I’m a hotwife,” I gasped.
“And at home?”
I whimpered. “A trad wife.”
He let go of my hair, shoved me down, and started fucking me faster, harder. No more teasing. No more questions. Just raw, reckless rhythm.
I was already shaking, my thighs giving out, my whole body sheened with sweat, his hands firm at my waist holding me up. My orgasm came fast and sharp, knocking the breath out of me.
He didn’t slow down. Just grunted and kept going.
Then he pulled out again. “Turn over.”
I flopped onto my back, legs spread without needing to be told anymore.
He climbed up between them, cock dripping, eyes locked on mine. “You’re going to take all of it.”
“I want it all of it.”
He shoved back in with a groan, both of us sliding in sweat. My hands gripped his arms.
He started slow again, deeper now. Every thrust pushed a sound out of me, high-pitched, breathy.
Then I saw his face shift, his jaw clenched, hips jerked.
He was close.
“Inside?” he asked, voice tight.
“Yes,” I said, without hesitation.
He slammed in once more, deep, and held it. I felt the pulse of him, the warmth spreading inside me.
He stayed like that for a second, both of us panting, eyes wide. Then he pulled back just a little and kissed me, gently.
He rolled off me and lay back, his chest still rising hard. I pulled the blanket up, but only to my stomach, not bothering to cover my breasts. They were flushed, the nipples hard. I liked knowing he was still watching them.
Neither of us spoke for a bit. The room smelled like sex and sweat now. Somewhere in the hallway, a cart rolled by with a soft clatter.
He reached over and let his fingers trail down my ribs, lazy now. “You happy?” he asked again.
“Yes,” I said. “But I might lie about it later.”
He laughed. “That’s what I figured.”
I looked at him. “I wasn’t planning this.”
“I know.”
“But I knew if I came here, it could happen.”
He nodded slowly. “That’s it right there.”
My body still pulsed where he’d been. I reached for the water bottle by the bed, took a sip, and then handed it to him.
He drank, then set it down. “You gonna call him?”
“I will,” I said. “But not yet.”
“You want a round two before that?”
I smiled. “Maybe.” We both laughed.
He pulled the blanket off me. “Then come here.”
I climbed back on top of him, my legs straddling his chest. His hands slid up my thighs, slow again. “You’ve got more in you.”
I leaned down to kiss him. “So do you.”
He was hard again by the time I slid back down, and this time I took it slow, guiding him inside, my eyes on his the whole way. He didn’t thrust. Just let me move, my hips grinding in little circles until I felt the pressure building again.
This time it wasn’t wild. It was deep, connected, drawn out. The kind of sex for remembering after.
He sat up, wrapped his arms around me, and buried his face in my neck as we moved. My breath came fast. I held his face against me, riding every wave, until I came again, slower this time, but just as sharp.
He came a minute later, groaning into my skin, clutching my back.
When he left, I went to the luxury bathroom, the shower. The water hit my back like warm oil. I turned the handle a fraction cooler, ran both hands through my hair, and let it stream over my face. My thighs still felt faintly sticky, even after the lather. I pressed my palms to them, then rinsed again, longer this time. I leaned forward, one arm braced against the marble wall, trying to calm the buzz still under my skin.
I slept more deeply than I’d ever slept before.




Chapter 5

I awoke sometime mid-morning. The room was brighter now, sun pushing hard through the blinds. My sandals were where I’d left them, next to the low ottoman. I padded over and slid them on, still damp, still flushed.
He was on the balcony. Shirt off. Sunglasses on. His feet were bare. He didn’t turn. I came up behind him, robe clutched at my chest.
“I’m starving,” I said. I slipped my hands around the front of his body.
He reached back without speaking and cupped the back of my thigh. His fingers spread slightly, stroking the edge of the robe. I kept my eyes on his shoulder blade, the way it shifted as he leaned on the railing.
“There’s a lunch spot on the beach,” he said. “Locals. Not resort.”
I nodded, already stepping back. The robe dropped and I tugged the white sundress over my head, the straps catching on dap skin. Black one-piece bathing suit underneath. I smoothed the fabric down and slid on my sunglasses. When I turned, he was watching. His eyes stayed on the thin material stretched across my chest.
“You good?” I asked.
“Oh yeah,” he said.
He walked past me and picked up his shirt, but didn’t put it on. I followed him through the lobby, both of us barefoot. The desk clerk gave a nod. I didn’t look at him.
The heat outside hit like a slap. The walk wasn’t far. Down the boardwalk, across a stretch of hot sand, into a low open-air cafe strung with faded flags and a chalkboard menu. No other tourists. Just two men at the bar and a woman frying something in the back.
We sat side by side on a bench. No table. Just a wide stone ledge where plates could rest. He ordered fish and cold beer. I asked for the breakfast special. The woman gave a short nod and turned away.
He leaned close, his hand on my bare thigh. “You like this?”
“I do,” I said.
He pressed his thumb harder into my skin. “Does he know how much?”
I turned my head, slowly. “I’ll tell him?”
His smile was lazy, almost smug. “He did send you.”
“I know.”
“He wants you to be used.”
I reached for the bottle of water she’d placed down, unscrewed it, and took a long sip. When I passed it to him, I brushed his hand deliberately with mine. Then I said it, under my breath, like I was naming something for the first time.
“He wants me to be a hotwife.”
“Say it again.”
So I did. “Hotwife.”
He sat back slowly, still watching me. “You sound like you’re taking to it eagerly.”
“Maybe I am.”
He ran his tongue over his bottom lip, then reached for his beer. “You’re not fighting it very hard, that’s for sure .”
I smiled faintly. “You think I should?”
“I think you already decided not to.”
The food came then, grilled fish, wedges of lime, rice that steamed in the heat. I squeezed the lime until the juice ran down my fingers. He reached over and caught a drop with his thumb, brought it to his mouth. His eyes didn’t leave mine while he licked it off.
“You planned for this,” he said.
“David did too.”
“He told me you’d play along. He didn’t say you’d enjoy it so much.”
“I didn’t know I would.”
He tore a piece of fish with his fingers, handed it to me. I took it. The salt and spice hit my tongue at once. He watched me chew, then said quietly, “You ever say no to him?”
“To my husband?” I swallowed, met his eyes. “That’s why I’m here. I don’t say no to him.”
He smiled. “That’s the truth, isn’t it.”
We ate in short bursts between talk, both of us careful, gauging what came next. Every so often, his hand slid to my knee, thumb stroking absentmindedly while he spoke. Each time he did it, the same pulse moved through me.
When we finished, he stood, threw cash on the counter, and said, “Let’s walk.”
The beach stretched empty for a mile. The sky was white-hot, the sand fine and soft between my toes. He walked close enough that his knuckles brushed the back of my hand. I didn’t pull away.
“You’ll tell him about last night?” he asked.
“I don’t know yet.”
“He’ll ask.”
“I’ll tell him some.”
He looked over at me. “You think he’d rather you lied?”
“I think he gets more from imagining.”
That made him grin. “That is the thrill..”
We walked until the sand turned coarse and darker near the rocks. The air smelled stronger there, salt and seaweed, clean and sharp. He caught my wrist again, turned me toward him, and kissed me hard. My sunglasses tilted.
I felt the heat of him against me, the taste of beer and lime. When he broke the kiss, his breath was rough against my cheek.
“You’ve got more nerve than I thought.”
“Or less control.”
He laughed quietly. “Same thing.”
I brushed the sand from my leg. “You done testing me?”
“Not even close,” he said. “We’ve still got tonight.”
He took my hand and led me back toward the villa, not fast, but with purpose, his fingers locked around mine, his body language saying exactly what was coming.
The villa door clicked shut behind us. His hand never left mine.
Inside, the air was cool and still. Afternoon light cut across the tile floor in sharp bands, and the ocean shimmered beyond the glass. I could feel the sun still on my skin, the taste of him still in my mouth.
He didn’t ask, just walked me backwards until my hips bumped the kitchen counter. His fingers ran down my bare arms, found my waistband.
I stopped him.
He looked up. “No?”
I shook my head. “Different room.”
He raised an eyebrow but said nothing. I led the way.
The bedroom was open to the sea, the wide sliding doors pushed aside. A breeze stirred the linen curtains. The bed was made, crisp and white, clean.
I stood at the foot of it, waiting. He stepped in behind me, close enough I felt the press of him, but he didn’t touch me.
“I should’ve made you beg in the restaurant,” he said.
I turned. “I should have made you.”
He nodded, faintly. “Then tell me what you want.”
I took his hand, set it on my stomach, and slowly dragged it downward. “Start here.”
He did.
It didn’t take long to become a blur, clothes pushed aside, then discarded entirely, his mouth against my skin, mine against his. The bed creaked under us. The wind outside grew louder.
I felt the mattress shift. He was up, pulling on shorts.
I sat up. “Going somewhere?”
He didn’t answer right away. “David texted.”
I blinked. “He what?”
“Wants to FaceTime. Said he’ll call in ten.”
I stared at him. “Did you plan that?”
He turned to face me. “He did.”
I looked around for my phone. He pointed to the nightstand.
Ten minutes.
I pulled the sheet up over my chest. “You’re not serious.”
He laughed once. “You want to be a hotwife?”
I stared at him.
“Then play the part.”
He stepped out to the patio, letting the curtain swing wide in the wind. I sat on the bed, blinking. My heart was still racing, not from what we’d done, but from what came next.
The phone buzzed.
I picked it up.
David’s face filled the screen, sun behind him. He was smiling. “Hey baby. How’s paradise?”
I met his eyes through the camera.
“Warm,” I said.
David didn’t speak at first. Just stared at the screen, taking in the view behind me, the mussed sheets, the rumpled pillows, the curve of my hip under the edge of the sheet.
I adjusted the phone so he could see more.
“Are you alone?” he asked, voice low.
I nodded. “He just stepped outside.”
A beat of silence.
I looked straight at the camera. “You want to know what happened?”
His jaw tightened. “Tell me.”
So I did.
“He followed me to the bedroom.”
I could see his throat move.
“He put his hand on my stomach. I guided him lower. I told him to start there.”
My voice stayed even. Soft.
“He knelt in front of me first. Hands under my thighs, mouth pressed to me. Slow at first, but rougher when I grabbed his hair.” I said it plainly. No dressing it up. “He just kept going.”
David blinked but didn’t look away.
“I came once before we even made it to the bed.”
I let the words hang.
“Then he lifted me. Just picked me up and dropped me on the mattress. Still didn’t say anything. Just watched me for a second like he was deciding how to do it to me.”
David’s face twitched.
“He pushed my legs apart with his knee, braced one hand beside my head. I think he wanted me to ask again, but I didn’t. I just reached for him.”
I paused to breathe.
“He went in slow. Stayed all the way in. Didn’t move for a moment.” My voice dipped. “That’s when I felt it. The difference.”
David’s eyes flicked away, then back.
“He started to move in me. Steady. Deep. I grabbed the headboard without thinking. I could hear myself. I couldn’t stop.”
I shifted on the bed. The sheet dropped a little lower.
“He made me look at him the whole time. Even when it got, " I searched for the word,  “faster. He wanted to see it in my face.”
A small breath from David.
“He pulled out and flipped me, like I weighed nothing. Took me from behind. My hands flat on the mattress. His on my hips. One moved up my spine, slow. Like he was memorizing the shape of me.”
I glanced down, then back to the camera.
“When I came again, I said your name.”
That got him.
He leaned forward slightly. “Did he hear it?”
I nodded. “He didn’t stop.”
David said nothing.
I let the silence stretch. Then: “You asked for this.”
“I know,” he said. Quiet.
“And?” I asked.
He looked at me, expression unreadable. “You’re glowing.”
I didn’t smile. “Because it’s not over.”
From outside, the door clicked again. Footsteps on the tile.
I looked back at the screen. “Want to watch it next time?”
He stepped in without knocking. The sound of the door closing behind him was soft, deliberate. I stayed where I was, kneeling on the bed, phone still in hand, sheet bunched around my hips, skin flushed and damp.
He didn’t speak.
I watched him move. His feet were bare against the tile. His jeans were still undone, the button open, the zipper partway down. He hadn’t even finished dressing.
He came to the edge of the bed and looked down at me. His chest rose and fell, slow, deep breaths, but not calm. His eyes moved over me, taking in everything: the curve of my back, the marks his hands had left on my thighs, the wetness still between my legs, the way I held the phone like I was still sharing this moment with my husband.
I tilted the screen away and let it fall softly onto the mattress.
Then I reached for him.
His skin was hot. Not just warm, radiating, pulsing. I touched his hip first, then his stomach. He didn’t flinch, didn’t move. Just watched me.
I pressed my lips to his hipbone, right where his waistband hung open. I felt the tightness of the muscle beneath, the faint prickle of stubble against my lips.
He breathed out slowly through his nose.
My mouth trailed lower. I didn’t rush. I kissed his skin like I was tasting it, memorizing every inch. I felt his hand settle gently on the back of my head, just resting there, not pushing, not guiding.
He let me do this my way.
I licked the crease where his hip met his thigh, slow and wet. The salt on his skin tasted faintly different than earlier. More sweat. More of me, still on him.
When I looked up, his eyes were half-lidded, watching. Waiting.
I slid my hands up the backs of his thighs, fingers spreading. The tendons in his legs tightened under my touch. I kissed the underside of him, just once, then again, slower.
He swore under his breath, quiet, reverent.
My lips parted. I let the head of him slide in, just barely, holding it there with my mouth open, my tongue still. The weight of him, the heat of him, it filled my senses, filled me.
Then I began to move.
Tiny motions at first. A slow pull, a soft suck, just enough pressure to draw out a sound from deep in his chest.
His fingers tightened in my hair, not pulling, just holding me there like he couldn’t believe it was happening again.
I used my tongue deliberately, every motion slow, every swirl precise. I wanted him to feel it all, to register every second.
And he did.
His hips twitched once, involuntarily. I pulled back, let him fall from my mouth, wet and shining.
I looked up. “You’re still hard for me.”
His voice cracked. “I never stopped.”
I smiled, slow and hungry. “Then lie down.”




Chapter 6

His breath caught when I said it.
He didn’t answer right away, just stood there, staring down at me, eyes flicking from my mouth to the faint pink marks his grip had left on my shoulders. I stayed perfectly still, the sheet fallen now, bare to the air, skin tingling where his gaze passed.
Then, wordless, he moved.
He backed up one step, then climbed onto the bed like he’d done it a hundred times before, slow and sure, his body heavy with tension, every movement deliberate. The mattress dipped beneath his knees, and the sound of it, soft springs shifting under his weight, made something low in my stomach tighten.
I knelt there, facing him as he lowered himself. His thighs brushed mine, skin to skin, hot and damp. I could still smell myself on him.
He lay back, arms out, chest bare, his length dark and thick against his belly.
I hovered above him, palms pressed to his ribs, fingers splayed wide. I felt the hard expansion of his lungs under my hands, the flutter in his stomach as he exhaled again, slower this time.
He said nothing.
I kissed the hollow at the base of his throat.
He twitched, just slightly.
My lips stayed there, soft and open. I breathed in his scent, felt the roughness of his stubble against my cheek. His pulse beat there, fast. I brushed my nose down the center of his chest, skin warm and taut, a few damp hairs curling against my lips.
I traced one nipple with my tongue. He flinched.
My fingers moved lower, down his sides, slow, dragging over the slight indent where his torso curved in toward his waist. I kissed the center of his chest, then lower, each press of my mouth slower than the last. I was crawling over him now, sliding down with my knees pressed to either side of his hips.
My hair slipped forward, brushing his stomach. I didn’t push it away. I let it fall, a soft curtain between us.
I kissed just beneath his navel.
He made a sound, tight, involuntary.
I looked up through the curtain of my hair. “Watch.”
His eyes locked on mine.
I wrapped my hand around the base of him, slowly, deliberately. He was hot in my palm, the skin tight, pulsing. I held him upright and bent forward, pressing a single kiss to the tip.
He hissed in a breath.
I flattened my tongue and licked the underside, so slow, barely touching.
Each pass of my tongue slower than the last, each motion heavier, wetter, more deliberate.
He gripped the sheets. I saw his knuckles go white.
I opened my mouth and lowered myself onto him.
Half an inch.
Paused.
Another half.
I stopped, holding him there, just inside, tongue curled, lips tight. I breathed through my nose, letting him feel the wet heat, the pressure, the stillness.
Then I took him in.
Slow.
All of him.
My fingers stayed on him, holding him inside me, not moving. Just heat. Wetness. Weight.
His hips didn’t twitch, not yet. He was holding still too, like he didn’t want to spook it, whatever was happening between us.
I pulled back a little, not even half an inch, and let the head of him slip across the ridge of my tongue. It was coated, salty, velvet over steel. I eased down again. Just a fraction. He grunted, his thighs tense under my palms.
I let the head of him sit against the roof of my mouth and pressed my tongue flat again, feeling that faint, throbbing pulse inside him.
Another inch. Slow. So slow.
The stretch of my jaw widened. My lips glided over that thick, hard length, every nerve in my mouth registering the texture, veins, ridges, the smooth underside that curved perfectly along my tongue.
My eyes never left his.
He was watching. Barely breathing.
My hands slid up his thighs, fingertips dragging across the fine hair, feeling the tremble in his muscles. His skin was hot. Not just warm, hot, like he was lit from within.
I moved down farther. Took him deeper.
Another inch.
His hand found my hair, not pulling, just holding it. The weight of his palm rested against the back of my skull, his fingers curling gently as I paused again, halfway now, my lips stretched wide, my breath coming in warm puffs through my nose.
He made a noise. Not a word, just a low, guttural thing that vibrated through his chest and down into mine.
I swallowed again.
The motion rippled along his shaft, and he flinched. His legs kicked just slightly.
I eased back, letting him slide wet and slow across my tongue.
Then down again.
Slower.
I started a rhythm. Barely there. A tide. Smooth, unbroken movements, mouth forming to him with every pass. Each bob of my head a few millimeters deeper, until I could feel him touch the back of my throat. I breathed in through my nose, held still there, then backed off again.
I could feel the way his stomach clenched. The way his hand tightened in my hair, then loosened, then tightened again. He was trying not to buck.
I circled my tongue at the bottom of one stroke, just once. He gasped.
That gasp went straight through me.
I adjusted my knees, spreading them wider on the mattress, angling my body to take more of him. I braced one hand on his belly, fingers splayed, feeling the flutter of his abs. My other hand circled the base of him and held him steady as I slid down, slow, deep, no hurry.
The sound of it, soft, dewy, obscene, was the only thing in the room besides our breathing.
I rose off him like surf pulling away from the sand, slow, drawn, aching with friction.
A final soft suction as my lips slipped free, and then the sudden absence of him filled my mouth with cool air. I exhaled slowly. my tongue flicked once along the edge of my lip, tasting him still. I pressed my palms to his thighs, holding my balance, my knees wide apart on the bed.
My body felt heavy, damp with sweat, my nipples brushing the cool sheets below as I leaned forward, my stomach grazing the mattress.
One leg stretched out, toes pointed, then the other followed, slow and careful, like lowering into hot water. my hips swayed as I shifted, knees wide, ass lifted, my spine curling down into an arch.
I felt the way my skin dragged against the sheets, the way my breasts settled beneath my, the way my hair clung to the side of my face.
Behind my, he hadn’t moved. Still watching. Still catching his breath.
I tilted my hips slightly, the ache between my legs deep and wet and waiting. I reached back with one hand and parted myself, slow, just two fingers slipping through gloss. I held there a moment, hips pulsing forward once, waiting to feel his hands on me again.
I didn’t look back. Just breathed.
The air on my thighs was cool. my skin goose-pimpled. my pulse beat steady in my throat, between my legs, in the center of my chest.
My fingers moved again, slow, spreading myself open. I arched my back more, making it obvious, everything glistening, every inch exposed to him now. The silence between us wasn’t still, it crackled, thick with breath and hunger.
I kept my head down, cheek against the sheet but my hips rocked once. Not much. Just enough to draw his eye, to show the sway of my body, the deliberate flex of my thighs. I heard the shift of the mattress behind my, he was still there, still watching. I smiled.
One finger circled the edge of myself, feather-light, barely touching. I drew it forward, slow, tracing every contour, teasing myself with the pressure he hadn’t given yet. Then I stopped. Left myself aching, wide open, and reached back with my other hand to brace my ass.
I tilted more, knowing what he saw now: the way my lips parted with each breath, the raw shine of my skin, the soft twitch of muscle every time I tightened inside.
“I could make you beg,” I said. my voice low, even. “You’re already close, aren’t you?”
I rolled my hips once more, forward, then back, letting the motion ripple through my, subtle but unmissable.
“Say it,” I whispered. “Say what you want me to do.”
I reached behind me, fingers slipping along the inside of my thigh as I adjusted my position. I bent one knee further out, sinking into the mattress, and let the other leg trail behind, foot dragging against the sheet. My toes curled from the tension building again. I could feel my skin tightening at the back of my thighs and under the curve of my ass, every part of me open and on display for him.
I kept one hand braced under me, elbow locked, letting the other slide back between my legs. I barely touched myself. Just let the tips of my fingers rest there, not pushing, not rubbing, just letting the heat pulse up through my hand.
My body felt sleek.
I pressed in then. Not deep, just inside my outer lips. I was swollen, tender, coated in the mess he’d made of me. I rubbed slow circles right there at the edge, breathing through my nose, steady. My pussy clenched once. A sharp pulse.
Behind me, I heard him move. I didn’t look back.
“Watching carefully?” I asked.
His answer came in the form of the mattress shifting. His knees pressed in beside mine. I could feel the air change, his body closing in.
“I want to know what it looks like,” I said, voice low. “Me, bent over like this, touching myself after you already did everything to me. Am I wet enough?”
His hand landed on the small of my back. Just one palm, wide and firm, holding me down.
“I think I am,” I whispered. “I can feel it. I haven’t stopped leaking since you pulled out.”
I brought my fingers higher, ran them along the cleft, then back down again. It was all glazed, all open. My breath caught.
“You should see what you did to me.”
He shifted closer. I didn’t stop him. I kept moving my hand in slow, practiced motion. Every stroke deliberate. Every pass over my clit making my thighs twitch harder.
“Right there,” I said. “That’s where it’s the most tender. You feel it?”
His fingers touched mine, brushing against the soaked skin I was working. He pushed in with me, slow. I hissed and dropped my head forward.
“Right there,” I whispered again, “don’t stop.”
His fingers slipped past mine again, firmer this time. He parted me with a practiced pressure, the pads of his fingers grazing the ridges and heat just inside, where I was most slippery. My breath hitched. I felt myself open to him, involuntarily, greedily, and I let it happen. My hips rolled once, barely enough to register, but the motion rippled through me like a shiver.
He didn’t speak. Just let his touch learn me again.
Every inch he explored felt magnified. The crease where inner met outer. The way the swollen tissue swelled further under his fingertips. The wet sound of his fingers stroking slowly between my folds. I could hear it, faint and rhythmic. My thighs trembled inward, then pulled wide again. I wanted the air. I wanted every sensation sharp and clear.
His fingers dragged upward, a slow line of pressure up the seam until he found the tip of my clit. I jerked like he’d touched a live wire. My cheek fell to the mattress, my knees slipped wider, my mouth opened around a sound I couldn’t stop.
He paused there, fingers resting against me, barely moving. Just enough to keep me on edge. I felt the throb behind my eyes. My stomach drew tight.
“I want you,” I whispered.
The words tasted electric. I could hear how breathless I sounded.
“You have me,” he said, low, close. His voice sounded thick. Like he could barely speak.
“I don’t mean that way,” I said.
He pressed again, slow, tighter. I could feel the faint tremble in my thighs where he gripped them, and I knew he was holding back, too. I knew it was killing him. That made it worse. Better.
I pushed back against his hand, grinding just enough to feel the resistance. My knees burned against the sheet. My scalp tingled. My hair was stuck to the back of my neck, my lower back was damp with sweat, and my chest barely rose with each breath.
He dipped lower. Not deep. Just enough that the pressure made me gasp again. My walls fluttered around the intrusion. I clenched once, hard, unable to help it.
“You feel that?” I breathed.
He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.
I reached back and grabbed his wrist, holding him still, but also holding him in. I needed it to stay right there. That slow pulse, that maddening pressure. Not moving. Just there.
My breath shook. “Don’t stop.”
He didn’t move. Not an inch. His hand stayed pressed against me, fingers barely inside, held still only because I asked. But that stillness set fire to my nerves. I could feel the blood pulsing there, thick and hot, my whole body tuned to that single, perfect point of contact.
I rocked, just a little, greedy for friction. Not enough to change anything. Just enough to feel everything. And it worked, God, it worked. My lips parted, and I let out a breath that shuddered loose, helpless.




Chapter 7

It shouldn’t make sense, this, me on my knees, wet and swollen and panting for a man who wasn’t my husband, being touched like he already owned me.
But it did.
That was the strangest part. I’d spent years building the other life. The good-wife life. The proper one. The trad wife. I folded sheets into corners, baked sourdough, brought wine to the neighbors. I smiled at the women in the school pickup line.
And now I was down here. Back arched, breath caught, thighs trembling, whispering things I would never admit I’d even thought. It should’ve felt like a split. A crack between lives. But it didn’t. Not exactly.
It felt aligned.
Somehow, the part of me that had once been a doting wife and the part of me now teasing this man with my own soaked pulse, they weren’t opposites. They were layers. Both obedient. Both good. Just loyal to different things.
I opened my eyes, found his above me.
He was watching me again, so still. His forearm flexed under my grip. I could see the restraint in his jaw. The flicker of torment when I clenched around his fingers again.
I leaned forward.
The movement dragged him out of me just a fraction. Not enough to break contact. Just enough to tease the withdrawal. I gasped as I felt the shift, the way air kissed the edge of me again. My knees slid wider, my back dipped.
“Stay,” I whispered, and tilted my hips forward.
His fingers slid deeper again.
I moaned, low and tight, forehead pressed to the mattress.
I let go of his wrist and reached down, sliding my own hand between my thighs to meet his. I wanted to feel what he felt. The wet heat of me. The way my lips parted for him. The way I pulsed around his fingers like I couldn’t wait to take more.
I looked over my shoulder.
“I want you to see this,” I said.
His eyes met mine. He looked like a man being burned alive and asked not to move.
“Watch me,” I said. “Watch how bad I need this.”
And I began to move. Slowly. One tight roll of my hips forward, drawing him just barely out. Then another, slower still, taking him back in. My hand stayed with his, fingers grazing his knuckles, sticky with my own arousal.
I could feel myself fluttering already. The first wave teasing at the edge.
I rose up to my knees facing away from him.
He didn’t speak. Just shifted back, letting his fingers slip from me, the loss wet and audible. I reached behind to steady him, curling one hand around him, God, he was hard. So thick it made my palm stretch. I guided him lower as I leaned forward, my other hand braced on the bed.
The first moment of him slipping in stole the breath from my lungs.
I lowered myself slow, slower than I’d ever moved before, easing onto him with the care of someone tasting something rare for the first time. Every inch pulled me open. My thighs trembled. My spine curled. I let out a breath that shook as it left me.
He was deeper than I expected.
I paused when I took him all the way in, full stretch, full pressure, full burn.
A second passed.
Then two.
My body adjusted. Accepted him. Claimed him.
I began to move.
Barely.
A rise, an inch or two. A grind back down, slower still. The sound of skin and wet breath. My fingers clutched the sheets, and I rocked again, this time letting my hips roll at the bottom. His hands slid up to my waist, fingers digging in, but not guiding me. Just holding on.
I looked down at my own body. The way I was spread for him, open and glistening, taking all of him. My stomach dipped and tightened with each motion. I moved again, higher this time, slower on the way down, a small gasp caught in my throat.
His groan came low behind me. Almost a growl.
It thrilled me.
I found a rhythm, not fast, not wild, not yet. Just steady. Measured. A slow claim. Like I needed him to feel every inch of what I was doing to him.
His grip on my waist shifted, pulling me back a little harder. I pushed back against it. A sharper angle. A fuller seat.
I moaned aloud, head dropping forward.
It was building.
I didn’t have to pretend this time, didn’t have to fake the flush in my chest or the twitch in my thighs. It was real, and it was climbing, and I couldn’t stop it.
I braced my hands on my knees now, back arched, chest rising with each breath. I dropped again, harder this time. His thighs slapped against mine. I whimpered, barely holding it in. My hair clung to my neck. The room felt hot, blurred.
I looked back over my shoulder.
His eyes were locked on the place where we met. His mouth open. His chest rising fast.
He looked spent.
I smiled. Rolled my hips once more, slower again, teasing now that I’d seen his face.
He shook his head once like he couldn’t believe what I was doing.
I did it again.
Harder.
He growled through his teeth.
I threw my head back.
The movement pulled my chest higher, pushed my hips lower, drove him deeper. My hair spilled down my back, clinging damp against my spine. I didn’t care. I couldn’t think anymore. Just the feel of him, thick and hot and pulsing inside me, the rhythm building, heat rushing my skin.
My fingers slid up my own body, across my ribs, over the curve of my breasts. I needed something to hold. I gripped myself, moaning when I felt the ache already blooming behind my nipples. I squeezed harder. My hips rolled on instinct, chasing the feeling, grinding low and slow.
I was high.
Not drunk, not dizzy, this was something else. Like my blood was carbonated. Like the rhythm inside me was bigger than me. I couldn’t hear anything except the wet slap of our bodies, the gasp in my chest, the helpless growl in his throat every time I dropped all the way down again.
I arched again, letting my spine bend harder this time, showing him everything.
I wanted him to see how far gone I was. How much I needed this. How fucking good it felt to be used like this, no, not used. Worshipped. Ridden. Given everything I could take.
Somewhere, a part of me knew this was insane. I was a wife.  A fucking traditional wife who cooked every meal and vacuumed in pearls. But right now I was a hotwife. His hotwife. And the two didn’t cancel each other out.
They magnified each other.
Being good all the time made this feel even worse, even hotter. Every rule I followed at home just made this filthier. Every perfect dinner I’d plated, every carpool I’d driven, every polite nod in a grocery store, none of them prepared me for how right this felt.
I wanted to scream. I wanted to weep. I wanted to keep going until I passed out.
He sat up behind me suddenly, his chest against my back, arms around my waist. The new angle made me sob into the air. I threw my hands back and dug my fingers into his thighs, pushing down, needing more.
“Jesus,” he whispered into my hair. “You’re fucking unreal.”
I cried out. I couldn’t hold it anymore.
My legs were shaking. My body was clenching. I was so wet, so tight, so close to breaking. I bounced harder, no rhythm now, just hunger. Just a girl losing her mind on a cock that didn’t belong to her husband.
I don’t know how we moved so fast, just that I was on my feet, then against the window. He spun me, my palms landing flat on the glass, my chest pressed hard against the view. The lights of the resort blurred behind the fog we made. I felt the sharp cool of it under my nipples, the hot smoothness of him inside me again, angled deeper this time.
“Fuck, ” I moaned, louder now.
He held my wrists to the glass and drove into me hard, then harder. I pushed back into it. I was wide open. My hair stuck to my back, my thighs shaking already. Every part of me was used. Fucked. Claimed.
He didn’t let up.
The bed, the chair, the wall, it was all a blur. He bent me over the arm of the leather chaise, my knees slipping apart on the cushion, my nails scraping the edge. My cheek was flat against the cool leather. His hand was in my hair, tugging just enough. I liked it too much. He knew it. I didn’t hide it.
When we hit the floor next, I laughed, wild, breathless, melted. He flipped me onto my back on the thick hotel rug and dragged my legs apart like he owned them. His mouth landed between my thighs. My whole body buckled. I didn’t know whether to scream or cry or beg him to stop just so I could catch my breath.
I rocked against his mouth, gripping the carpet, hips lifting to feed it to him. I whispered his name like it was mine. My stomach clenched, my thighs locked, and still he didn’t stop.
We barely made it to the bathroom.
Marble everywhere, cold, hard, gleaming. I was up on the counter, knees wide, one leg over his shoulder while I held onto the mirror for dear life. The lights above us hummed. My breasts bounced with every thrust. I watched myself in the mirror, stunned at who I’d become. Flushed. Dripping. Absolutely undone.
He kissed my neck, sucked at the hollow behind my ear. I let go in a long, broken sound. It echoed off the tile.
He pulled me off the counter and dropped to the floor again, me on top this time, straddling him in the mess of the scattered towels. Reverse cowgirl again, like before, but now out of control. I was wild. Moaning. Scratching. Laughing. Crying out. My hips slapped against his. His hands locked on my ass and pulled me harder every time.
No room was untouched. No position too unladylike.
I’d never been used like this. Or wanted it more.
He reached around and cupped my breasts as I rode him, his hands rough, thumbs grazing my nipples, and I gasped, arched so far back my head nearly touched his knees. My hair fell behind me in a heavy sweep, sticking to my glossy spine. I gripped my own thighs, leaning forward now, rising, grinding, falling again. I wanted everything. I wanted more.
My breath tore out of me. I felt him tightening under me, trying to hold back.
And right then, God, right then, a thought snuck in. Uninvited. Wild.
What would the other wives think?
Back home. The women I’d shared scripture with. Baked for. Nodded along with. How I used to smile politely, always careful, always composed. Trad wife. God’s plan. Submissive, respectful, modest.
But this, this was something else.
This was savage. This was me.
His hands dragged down my back again, gripped my hips. I drove down onto him, grinding deeper, faster. My breath came ragged, broken. I looked over my shoulder and saw him watching, eyes locked on where our bodies met. His mouth hung open, his chest heaving.
My thighs burned. My knees trembled. I didn’t stop.
Maybe I’m still a trad wife, I thought, bouncing now, my ass slapping hard against his hips. But now I’m his hotwife too. Is that wrong?
I didn’t know. I didn’t care.
It worked. That’s all I could think. Somehow, against all odds, it worked. This made me feel more like myself, not less. Not broken. Not fallen. Just real. As if I’d peeled off the skin of who I was told to be and finally felt what was underneath.
I was on fire. Gone.
I braced myself with one hand behind me and threw my head back again, his name raw in my throat. His fingers dug in. His voice rose, deep and cracking. I was pushing him over, I knew it. I felt it in every nerve.
He was still inside me when I leaned forward, one hand on the edge of the couch, the other pressed flat to the glass. My body was humming, open, flushed all over. His breath was hard against my back, hands holding my hips like he didn’t want to let go.
I stayed there, letting the moment settle into my skin.
There was a scent in the room now. Of us. The suite was a mess, pillows scattered, his shirt caught under the coffee table, a half-full glass tipped over near the bed. I looked down and saw one of my heels turned on its side. Everything out of place.
I stayed bent over, my legs shaky, still feeling him inside me even as he slipped free. I opened myself to him, I closed my eyes, I lifted my face. He stood over me and ejaculated, sprayed himself all over my tits, my neck, my face, my mouth. Everywhere over my whole worn out body.
He stood there a moment longer, then moved past, not saying anything. I turned, slowly, and lowered myself over the edge of the couch, brushing damp hair from my face.
I reached for my phone on the coffee table, hand trembling slightly, and glanced at the time. My reflection in the dark screen caught me off guard, red cheeks, hair stuck to my forehead, lips still parted. Cum all over my cheeks, hanging from my chin. I looked used. And I loved it.
I thought of David. I thought of dinner back home, of clean laundry folded on Sunday nights, of quiet evenings where I wore soft sweaters and sat beside him on the couch.
I had been a good wife.
And now I was this too.
Not instead. Both.
The door to the balcony was still cracked open. I heard the ocean, soft, steady, indifferent to all of it. I stood and walked barefoot to the edge of the room, watching the breeze stir the thin curtain.
I didn’t close the door.
I just stood there, letting the air wash over me, skin still tingling. I wasn’t ashamed. I wasn’t even surprised.
I was one man’s trad wife. And another man’s  hotwife.
The sound that pulled me back was faint, a hiss of static, a low hum.
I turned.
The phone was still on the bed, screen dim but glowing. A small green light blinked in the corner. The camera was facing up at the ceiling fan.
My chest went tight.
I walked closer. The sheets were still warm beneath my knees when I reached for it. I tapped the screen.
David’s face filled it, still there, still watching. His eyes were wide, his mouth slightly open, not in surprise but something deeper. The connection hadn’t dropped. He hadn’t hung up. He’d seen everything.
I didn’t speak.
The sound of the surf came through the phone, mixing with his shallow breath.
For a moment, neither of us moved.
Then he said my name. Soft. Hoarse.
“Claire.”
My hand shook as I held the phone.
He just looked at me, the muscles in his jaw flexing once, twice. His breathing steadied. His expression was unreadable.
I finally managed, “You stayed on?”
His eyes flicked down, then back up. “I wanted to see.”
The room seemed to narrow around the sound of his voice.
I sat back on the bed, the phone balanced on my thigh. My pulse still raced, but the energy had shifted, less frenzy now, more realization.
He watched me for another few seconds. Then, quietly:
“Now you I understand.”
I stood at the vanity, wrapped in a towel, the ocean air still slipping through the open door. The suite was half-dark now, lit only by a single lamp and the fading gold outside. My body was sore in places I hadn’t known could ache, but it was a good ache, a satisfied, lingering hum that sat beneath the surface of my skin.
Showered, I began to dress.
First the cool slip of satin over clean skin, the quiet whisper of fabric finding its place. I fastened the straps at my shoulders and smoothed the creases with both palms. The dress fit perfectly, not modest, not daring, simply intentional. The color deepened the warmth in my cheeks, the flush that hadn’t yet faded.
At the mirror, I brushed out my hair slowly, the strokes long and deliberate. Each pass tamed what he had undone, but I left a few strands out on purpose, a softness that looked accidental. My hair fell down my back, glossy now, catching the lamplight when I turned.
Makeup next, foundation, a touch of bronzer, the faintest shimmer along my eyelids. I leaned close, steady hand tracing the line of my lips with muted red. I pressed them together once, watching the shape they made when I smiled. A little older. A little freer.
I found the jewelry David liked, the pearls. I fastened them around my neck, the clasp clicking into place like punctuation at the end of a sentence. I looked at myself again, tilting my chin, taking in the whole of it.
The wife he’d married. And the woman she’d become.
They stood together in the mirror now, not enemies, not opposites, two halves of the same secret.
The knock on the door came soft and quick. I glanced over, heart steady this time. I slipped on the heels, adjusted the hem, and gave one last look at the reflection. My mouth curved into a smirk I didn’t bother to hide.
“Coming,” I said, voice calm, almost cheerful.
The door opened.
I stepped forward, pearls glinting, lipstick flawless, every inch of me composed. Trad wife to the world, hotwife in her bones, and finally at ease with both. It was time to go home. There was a library committee meeting, after all.




Chapter 8

It had been six weeks since the villa. Long enough for the bruises on my thighs to fade, not long enough for the feeling to leave my body. David never brought it up again. Something in me had changed, and he could see it. The way I walked. The way I looked at him when I spoke. I was still a good trad wife. But it came with seams.
We were in Palm Springs. Another conference of his. Different city, same hotel rhythm, long days for him, long hours for me. It was the kind of trip that always left a supportive and ever-present trad wife a tad restless.
I left the pool just before noon. The air outside the lobby doors was thick and wet. I could feel sweat forming behind my knees before I even crossed the street. My sundress was thin and blue, the fabric catching the curve of my hips when I moved. I’d left my bra off that morning without even thinking about it. Like I said, there were seams in the facade.
Inside the café, the air-conditioning hit me hard. My nipples tightened immediately. The man behind the counter noticed. Mid-thirties maybe, forearms tan, dark hair pushed back, sleeves rolled to the elbow. His voice had that low, slow drawl that made you want to lean in closer to catch all of it.
“What’ll it be?”
I looked at the pastries first, then up at him. “Iced coffee. No sugar.”
He reached for a cup, eyes still on me. “You look like you just walked through a heatwave.”
“I did.” I brushed hair off my neck. “My husband’s at a conference. I thought I’d explore.”
“That so?” His mouth curved, not quite a smile. “You’re staying at the Desert Regent?”
I nodded.
“Thought so. You’ve got the look.”
“What look is that?”
He just smirked and snorted. Full of himself, I thought. He thought he knew me, could peg me.
He slid the drink across the counter, his fingers grazing mine as he did. They were warm, dry, a little rough. I felt the touch run straight through me.
“Thanks,” I said curtly.
He leaned down, elbows on the counter. “You might want to drink that slow. It’s very cold.”
“I can handle cold.” I lifted the straw, took a sip. The ice clicked against the glass. His eyes dropped to my mouth, then up again.
“Name’s Owen.”
“Claire.” So, so, full of himself. And I even told him already I was married. But I could see it in his eyes, what he wanted to do to me.
He repeated my name once under his breath, like he was testing it.
The café was empty except for us. I set the drink down. “You always this way with customers?”
“Hardly.” He grinned one of those grins that make you want to wipe it off.
He just grinned, stood up straight, then nodded toward the back hallway. “There’s a service door that opens to the alley. Quieter there. You want to see something cool?”
My pulse jumped once, hard. I know I  shouldn’t have, but I nodded yes. Like I said, leaving a devoted wife all alone all day, it makes one restless. Exploratory. And this boy seemed easy to control.
He rounded the counter, close enough that I could smell his skin, faint smoke. The fabric of his shirt brushed my arm as we passed each other, the smallest contact, but enough to light that same slow heat I’d been missing since the villa.
The door closed behind us with a soft thud. The light outside was sharper, pale walls, rusted vents, a line of palms swaying above the roofs. The alley smelled of sun-baked concrete and discarded food from the trash bin.
He walked a few steps ahead, then turned. “This way.”
I followed, my sandals scraping faintly against the cement. The air shimmered around us. I felt the heat cling under the hem of my dress. When I caught up, he stopped beside a low metal table stacked with boxes.
“They grind their own beans out back,” he said. “Want to see?”
It was a flimsy excuse, but I didn’t call him on it. His voice was too intriguing for that.
I leaned beside the table, resting one hand on the warm metal. My other brushed the side of my dress, smoothing it down even though there was no wind. His eyes followed the movement.
“You’re not what I expected,” he said.
“Oh? What did you expect?”
“Someone more scared.”
“I don’t scare,” I said.
He studied me for a moment. “No. You don’t look like you ever did.”
I almost laughed, but it caught in my throat. I used to think obedience made me strong, all that order, routine, the neat trimmed edges of married life. Now it felt like a costume. What thrilled me wasn’t submission anymore. It was this, standing here in the heat, pulse climbing, knowing I could say yes or no and no one else would know. I was getting a taste for it, whatever it was.
Owen stepped closer, one hand sliding into his pocket, the other bracing on the table beside me. His shadow crossed mine.
“You come down here for the coffee,” he said. “Or for something else?”
I met his eyes. “I didn’t plan to come down this street at all. Just found it.”
“Doesn’t sound like you’re trying to stop it.”
The line of sweat down my back cooled as the breeze shifted. His voice made everything inside me tighten.
“You’re married,” he said. “But that doesn’t stop you, does it?”
“It used to.”
He watched my lips as I spoke. “Not anymore?”
“I’m figuring that out right now.”
He reached for my hand. His fingers closed lightly around my wrist, not pulling, just holding it in place long enough for me to feel the heat of his skin. My breath hitched.
“You like being in charge of yourself,” he said.
I nodded slowly. “Oh, you have no idea.”
He smiled then, a small, knowing grin, and I felt it settle deep in me, that sudden recognition that this wasn’t about David or Keller or those other men anymore. It was about me.
Owen’s thumb brushed the inside of my wrist. “You want to keep pretending?”
I shook my head.
He leaned in, close enough that I could smell his breath,  faint mint, heat, something darker beneath.
I moved first. Just a half step, closing the space between us until my chest brushed his arm. His eyes flicked down, not surprised, just attentive. The air between us turned heavier, slower.
I slid my hand along the table edge until it touched his. His knuckles were rough, the skin hot from the sun. I turned my wrist until our fingers lined up, then pressed them together. He didn’t pull away.
“I shouldn’t be here,” I said, though my voice didn’t sound like a warning.
“Then go.”
I shook my head again.
He smiled, the corner of his mouth twitching. “Didn’t think so.”
I’d spent my life waiting for cues, waiting for men to make the first move, waiting for permission. But the last few weeks had undone something in me. I’d learned how fast a choice could become an action, and how good it felt not to apologize for it.
I lifted his hand and placed it flat against my waist. His thumb slid along the fabric of my dress, tracing the dip inward, the faint line of sweat. My pulse thudded under his fingers.
“You’re the type that take what you want,” he said quietly. “That’s what men notice about you.”
I looked at him. “You think that’s what they like?”I marveled how he read that in me.
“That’s what gets them.”
He wasn’t wrong. The way Keller had stared at me before touching me, the way David had wanted to watch, to control from a distance. Maybe it wasn’t just obedience they wanted. Maybe it was watching me step past it, seeing how far I’d go when they didn’t control me.
Owen’s hand moved higher, brushing under the edge of the dress. The touch was rougher now, sure of itself. I pressed into it before I could think better.
“You don’t feel bad about this,” he said.
“No.”
“You sure?”
“I don’t want to.”
That answer came fast, but it was true. The heat, the air, the sound of my heartbeat in my ears, it all folded into the same realization: I wasn’t going to carry guilt anymore.
His hand lingered on my skin, palm open, the warmth steady. My own hand slid to the front of his shirt, fingertips resting against his chest. I could feel the rise and fall of his breath under my touch, slow and even.
He said, “You want to know what I’m thinking?”
“Tell me.”
“That you’re used to men being the ones who start it. But you do it better.”
I smiled, barely. “Maybe they trained me for this.”
He leaned closer, lips near my ear. “Then show me what they taught you.”
I turned my head until my mouth brushed his. The contact was light, testing, but it was my initiative, I owned it. The small shock of it made me shiver. The taste of him hit me, warm, salt, faint coffee, and I felt every nerve in my body focus on that single point of contact.
The kiss deepened before I even realized I’d leaned in again. His mouth was warm. I pressed harder, tasting the faint trace of coffee on his lips. His tongue met mine once, slow and unhurried.
My hand slid up his chest. His shirt was soft, thin from over washing, and underneath, the muscle felt solid. He didn’t move. Just let me take what I wanted. I could feel the power in that, not in being taken, but in being allowed to decide how far it went.
I broke the kiss, breathing close to his jaw. The heat between us didn’t fade. It thickened.
“You’re shaking,” he said quietly.
“I’m not used to being this honest.”
He looked at me for a long second. “Honest about what?”
“That I want something for myself.”
His eyes flicked to my mouth again, then lower. “That’s new?”
“It feels new.”
He laughed under his breath. “Where do you come from, anyway? Another world?”
He wasn’t wrong. I’d always measured my worth in how well I served, how composed I looked, how quietly I behaved. But this was something else, a current that ran the other way, inward, stronger. It wasn’t about rebellion.
I reached down, took his wrist again, and placed his hand higher on my thigh, under my skirt. The fabric rode up as his palm slid against my skin. His fingers flexed once.
“Keep going,” I said.
He did.
The feeling was sharp, immediate. My pulse jumped. The sound of the alley faded until all I could hear was breath and skin. I felt the pressure of his hand, the rough scrape of his knuckles moving higher along my tender skin, the warm slide of air under my dress.
“Tell me what you want,” he said.
“I don’t know yet.”
My heartbeat kicked harder. The truth was I did know. I wanted to push this until that thing in me snapped again, until there was no light left between loyalty and desire. I wanted to taste how freedom felt when it stopped being hypothetical.
I took another step closer, the front of my body pushing his. His breath hit my neck, hot, steady. My nipples tightened against the fabric.
“You’re going to get caught,” he whispered.
“Maybe.”
“You don’t care?”
“Not so much.”
His fingers traced the edge of my panties now, the pad of his thumb dragging across the damp fabric. My knees trembled, not from fear, but from the realization of how easy it was to let go once you stopped pretending to be good.
I exhaled, voice low, steady. “Keep going.”
His hand stayed at the edge of my thigh, waiting for me to stop him.
“You want to know something?” I said. My voice came out slow, careful.
“Yeah.”
“I used to think being a trad wife meant I had all the answers.” My breath caught as his fingers traced just inside the hem of my dress. “That goodness was a list. Dinner ready, house perfect, smile for your husband. All of it.”
He looked up at me. “Trad wife. And now?”
“Now I think maybe it’s just, a role. One I learned too well.”
The movement of his hand didn’t stop. It only made the words come faster.
“I used to tell myself obedience was peace. That keeping everything neat and proper kept me safe. But it wasn’t safety, it was control. Someone else’s.”
He was watching my face, close enough that I could see the tiny flecks of gold in his eyes.
“I don’t mean I hated it,” I said. “I liked parts of it. I liked being looked at like I belonged to someone. I liked being trusted to stay good.” I swallowed hard. “But now, when I do what I want, I feel that same stillness, that same calm, except it’s mine.”
Owen leaned closer, his breath steady on my neck. “You sound like you’re confessing something.”
“Maybe I am.”
“To me?”
“To myself.”
He smiled faintly. “So keep going.”
I did. The words came in uneven bursts, half breath, half thought. His thumb made excoriating circles on the front of my panties. “Trad wives believe in structure. In giving. In keeping the world from coming apart. I still do. But what no one says is that sometimes you can build the same order from the other side. You can take what you want and it still holds.”
He moved in tighter. The world narrowed to the sound of my breathing and the light catching on the metal table behind him.
“I don’t think I stopped believing,” I whispered. “I just want to feel alive inside it.”
Owen’s hand rested flat against my hip now, his thumb drawing slow, patient circles that made it hard to keep speaking. I forced the words out anyway.
“That’s what none of them understand,” I said, voice low but clear. “Submission and power aren’t opposites. They’re the same motion, just different directions.”
He nodded, eyes still locked on mine. “And which one are you now?”
I let out a long breath. “Both.”
He stood close enough that his breath touched my cheek. I could hear how even it stayed, how patient.
“I was raised to believe a good wife keeps her husband centered,” I said. “She’s calm, modest, careful with what she lets the world see. Everything she does is meant to make him stronger.”
Owen’s hand slipped under the waistband of my panties.
“She cooks, listens, waits. She doesn’t ask for attention, she’s just steady.” My throat tightened when he touched me bare down there. “That was my whole language. Service, restraint, gentleness.”
He nodded slowly. “And now?” His finger probed me, curled into me.
“I don’t think gentleness is the same as weakness anymore.” I exhaled hard, struggling to keep my voice smooth. “I can give without disappearing. I can want without asking. That’s what I’m learning.”
He didn’t say anything; his attention stayed fixed on my face. I could feel the rhythm of his breathing against me, unhurried but close. Two fingers now, deeper, touching, pushing.
“My husband likes to think I’m still the same woman,” I went on. “Dinner on the table, sheets folded, prayers said. And maybe I am. But now, when I walk into a room, I know every man who looks at me feels it, sees it in me.”
My fingers curled at my sides. I reset my feet further apart. He pushed my panties half way down my thighs.“Being a trad wife taught me discipline. It taught me to listen, to notice what moves people, what they hide behind their politeness. That’s power, too.”
The sun hit the back of my neck. The heat made my pulse drum faster. He pushed in and pulled out. “I used to think control belonged to men. But they just borrow it from women who keep it”
Owen’s eyes flicked over my face, down, then back up again. “You sound proud of this new you.”
“I am.” I swallowed. “For the first time, yes.”
The words came softer now, the sound of them breaking slightly at the edges. My hips moved with is hand on me, his fingers inside me. “Trad wives always say they serve. They keep things decent. But we’re the ones who decide how decent looks. We decide what happens after dinner, after prayers. We hold the quiet and the storm at the same time.”
He leaned in a little closer, voice low. “And right now?”
“I’m both again,” I whispered. “Good and disobedient.” I bit my lip and whimpered: he had stroked his thumb lightly over my clit.




Chapter 9

My last words hung in the air. I could feel it between us like a pulse. His breath came deeper, slower, and I let mine match his, standing still but trembling, tasting the freedom in saying everything out loud for once, my hips jutting and curling from his touch.
“I never wanted to be disloyal,” I said, steady but quieter now. “Everything I’ve done has been inside the role. Even this. David opened the door. I just walked through it.”
I could feel his eyes on my mouth. My breathing was uneven now. I tried not to show it. But he was rubbing me enough we could hear the wetness.
“Even when I was down on my knees, I told myself it was obedience. Obeying the deeper order. Giving him what he wanted.”
He reached forward and adjusted the strap of my dress, sliding it an inch higher on my shoulder without breaking eye contact. It didn’t help. The brush of his knuckle against my collarbone sent another wave through me. I clenched my thighs reflexively.
“But this,” I said, voice catching, “this isn’t his. He didn’t send me here. I didn’t ask either. That’s what makes this harder.”
Owen’s hand slid to my hip again. The weight of it was firm now. My pulse was wild.
“I can’t even tell if I’m betraying something,” I breathed. “Because I don’t feel guilt.” He pushed my panties to my knees.
He tilted his head slightly. “You feel what, then?”
“Alive.”
My eyes dropped to where his fingers pressed into tmy pussy again. I could feel the friction, the heat, the low ache building in my stomach. I swallowed hard.
“I was never taught how to make choices like this,” I said. “I was taught to say no. To wait. To let others lead.”
His hand tightened slightly. My body pressed into it, unthinking.
“But I don’t want to wait anymore.”
The words came before I could second-guess them. I was panting now, trying to stay composed while every nerve below my waist was straining toward him.
“I don’t want to be handled,” I said, breath sharp. “I want to act. I want to take.”
Owen’s eyes didn’t flick away. “Then take.”
My hand moved before my thought finished. I grabbed the hem of my dress and pulled it up my thigh. Just enough to let the heat touch the bare skin of my abdomen.
He looked down once, then back at me. “Keep going.”
I did.
My fingers shook as I pulled the fabric higher. The air hit my inner thighs. I heard the breath catch in his chest. I still didn’t stop.
“I’m not his today,” I said, locking eyes with him. “Not unless I choose to be again later.”
Owen reached for me. I stepped into him first.
His hands slid along the top of my thighs. The heat of his palm sank into my skin. My breath shortened.
“He’s the one who started this,” I said.
Owen paused. Not pulling back, just listening.
“My husband,” I continued. “He told me what the men would notice. He dressed me for them. He sent me away to be looked at by them. Then touched. Then taken.”
Owen’s hand moved higher. My legs parted more.
“He said it was about trust,” I went on, trying to keep my voice even. “That he trusted me to handle the attention. But that wasn’t it. He wanted to see what I’d do when he gave me permission to go further.”
Owen looked up. “And what did you do?” He tasted me on his fingers, returned to me wetter.
“I surprised both of us.”
His hand slipped farther up. The tips of his fingers brushed my soaking folds. My knees bent. I reached behind me and steadied myself on the table. The surface was hot under my palm.
“I let someone else touch me,” I said, “while thinking of how David would react. Not with anger. With excitement. Pride, even.”
His thumb pressed in gently, enough to make my breath catch.
“He likes knowing I can tempt men,” I said. “He likes knowing they want to do this. He wants to hear about it later. All the little details.”
Owen’s other hand moved to my hip. He pulled me forward, until I was pressed fully against him. I could feel him, hard, thick, straining through his jeans. I bit my lip.
“He wants to picture it,” I said. “Where we are. What I’m wearing. What you say. How I sound when I give in.”
His hand gripped me around my ass. My stomach clenched. I kept speaking.
“He wants me ruined,” I said. “And still able to come home smiling, buttoned up again. Like none of it happened.”
Owen’s mouth was near my ear now. His voice was low. “So tell me what happens next.”
I reached for his belt buckle. My fingers felt clumsy, trembling. I unfastened it without looking down.
“You show me what he’s trained me for,” I said.
The buckle came undone with a soft click. I let the sound hang. Owen didn’t move. His hands stayed on me, one still braced at my hip, the other under my dress, fingers warm, fucking me.
I slid the zipper down slow, deliberate, knuckles grazing against the front of him through the fabric. I heard his breath hitch. That tiny shift in pressure from his fingers told me everything. He was letting me lead, but barely holding back.
“He didn’t always say it,” I said, my voice low. “But I could feel it starting months before the first time. He was watching me more closely. Watching how I dressed. What men noticed. What I noticed back.”
Owen’s jaw flexed once, the muscle tight. I pushed his jeans lower. They slid past his hips.
“He wanted to pretend it was all my idea,” I said. “That way, when it happened, he could act surprised. But he left the clues. The clothes laid out. The quiet suggestions. The permissions, without ever saying the word.”
His boxers were tight against him. I dragged the waistband down, slow enough to hear the fabric stretch. He was hard. Thick. His length rested against his thigh, flushed and heavy.
I looked up at him. “You want to hear what else he said?”
He nodded once.
“He said I was a natural. That some women just pull attention. And that it was a waste to hide that. That it was selfish not to share it. He said he loved to show me off, make men jealous”
Owen’s hand moved up my side, fingers splaying just under my ribs now. My skin lit up under his touch.
“He said the most powerful thing I could do was choose. Not be forced. Not manipulated. But to walk into it with my eyes open.”
Owen leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “And are they open now?”
I nodded. “Wider than ever.”
I took him in hand, firm now, fingers curling around his base. The weight of him pulsed in my grip. I gave one slow stroke, watching the way his jaw tightened.
“He doesn’t want to stop me,” I said. “He wants the version of me that says yes.”
I gave another slow stroke, my palm twisting slightly.
“He wants me to come back flushed and wasted but pretending I’m innocent.”
I met his eyes again. “I don’t want to pretend anymore.”
Owen exhaled hard, nostrils flaring. “Then don’t.”
I slid down his body.
My knees touched the warm concrete, dress pooling around me. I felt the heat rise from the ground into my shins, the rough surface pressing faintly against the skin just below where my hem stopped. I adjusted the fabric behind me, deliberate, then looked up.
Owen stood over me, breathing hard now. His cock was fully exposed, heavy, flushed, the head slightly darker than the shaft. I wrapped my fingers around him again, slow and steady.
“I want you to understand something,” I said, eyes locked on his.
His chest rose once, sharp. “Say it.”
I gave another stroke, slow from base to tip. “This isn’t rebellion.”
His brows pulled together slightly, confused but focused. My grip tightened just a little.
“This is devotion,” I said. “I do this because he wants me to.”
I leaned in closer. The scent of him hit, clean sweat, salt, skin.
“He wants me to come back different. Opened. Taken. But still good. He wants me to kneel for another man so I know what it feels like, and then still make dinner for him.”
I pressed my lips against the underside of him, just below the head. A single kiss. His thighs tensed instantly.
“That’s what a good wife does,” I whispered. “She learns what her husband wants, even when he’s too afraid to say it.”
My tongue touched him. One slow pass along the seam underneath, no pressure yet. I felt him twitch in my hand.
“This isn’t me acting out,” I said, barely audible now. “It’s me doing exactly what I’ve been prepared for, even if he can’t say it to himself.”
Owen’s hands were at his sides, fists clenched. “Jesus,” he muttered.
I opened my mouth and slowly took him in.
Just the tip.
My lips closed around the head, tongue pressed to the underside. The heat, the weight, the taste, everything was precise, undeniable. I held him there, breathing through my nose, letting him feel how easy it was for me now. My hand stroked the rest of him in rhythm. I was getting good at this.
I pulled off with a soft drag of suction. Looked up again. “I’m not cheating,” I said. “I’m serving.”
Owen swore again, louder this time.
I opened wider and took him back into my mouth, deeper now, slower. My lips stretched around him, jaw already tight, but I didn’t stop. I wanted him to feel the truth of what I’d just said in every inch of how I did this.
I slid down farther. The head pushed against the back of my tongue. My throat tightened, but I didn’t flinch. I adjusted my angle, breathed slower through my nose, and held him there. My hand curled tighter at his base, keeping him steady. His cock pulsed once inside my mouth.
I let it stay like that, deep, unmoving, for three full breaths.
Then I pulled off slowly, keeping my lips sealed around him until the tip slipped free. My saliva clung to him in a thin line. I caught it with the edge of my tongue.
“He’ll ask what I did today,” I said quietly, still kneeling, still holding him. “He always does.”
I began to stroke him again, slow, wet strokes, the rhythm smooth and even. I drew the tip of his straining cock all over my made-up face.
“He wants details. Where we were. What I was wearing. How it started.” I glanced up at Owen, my tone matter-of-fact. “He gets hard while I tell him.”
Owen’s voice was low, broken. “And you tell him everything?”
“Only what I want him to know.” I licked the underside of the head, slow, then traced the ridge with my tongue. “He likes the parts that make me sound like I couldn’t stop it.”
Owen swore again, breath ragged.
“You did this on purpose,” he said.
“I always do.”
I opened my mouth and slid him back in, deeper this time, adjusting my grip. I moved slow, deliberate, controlling everything, the suction, the speed, the pressure. I could feel every twitch, every flex of his thighs. His fingers brushed my hair but didn’t push. He didn’t have to.
I came off him again, hand still stroking.
“He wants to hear about the moment I took control,” I said. “The part where I chose it. Where I got on my knees. He wants to imagine me right here.”
I let a string of spit drip from my mouth down the length of his cock. My hand smeared it in with one twist, slow and wet.
“He’s going to come to bed tonight and smell it on me. Even after I shower.”
I licked him from base to tip.
“He’ll know.”
Owen’s hands were clenched at his sides again. His hips barely moved, but I could tell how close he was.
I whispered, “Do you want to finish in my mouth?”
His breath caught. “Yes.”
I looked up. “Good. That’s what he’d want too.”
Then I took him all the way in, no warning, no teasing, just the full length down my throat, my hands braced on his thighs, my body relaxed and practiced and completely in charge.
His whole body shuddered.
His thighs locked under my hands the moment I sank all the way down. I held him there, buried to the base, the head swelling against the back of my throat. I didn’t move. I didn’t gag. I breathed through my nose and kept my neck soft, lips sealed tight, hands pressed flat to his skin.
He pulsed once. Then again.
The first twitch was hard enough that I felt it echo up into my jaw. Then came the heat, thick and sharp, coating my tongue. I stayed right there. Didn’t pull back. I wanted all of it. I wanted him to feel that I didn’t flinch, didn’t retreat, didn’t reject a single drop.
His hand gripped the back of my head, not to hold me down, but to steady himself. I felt his fingers tremble.
The second pulse hit harder. My throat opened instinctively. I swallowed once, not rushed, not choking, just steady. I tasted him fully. Salt, heat, the bitter trace that hit the roof of my mouth and lingered behind my teeth.
It kept coming.
My body stayed motionless, reverent. I let him empty himself into me like it meant something more. Because to me, it did.
This wasn’t just about desire. It was about service. Obedience. Fulfillment. Not of his need, of David’s.
Each pulse was a confirmation: this is what I’ve become.
The wet sound of his release filled my ears. I held his hips down, not letting him pull away too soon. His cock throbbed again, slower now, draining the last of it onto my tongue. I swallowed a second time, slower.
I didn’t break eye contact.
In my mind, I pictured my husband. The way he watches me when he thinks I’m not aware. The way he breathes differently when I come home looking flushed. The way his voice changes when he asks, “Did anything happen today?”
I licked the underside of Owen’s shaft, slow, letting the taste linger a second longer. Then I let him slip from my mouth, the head wet and shining, twitching once more in the air.
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I looked up, still kneeling, lips parted. I held his gaze as I opened my mouth just enough to show him what was left on my tongue, one last drop catching on the tip. I swallowed it with purpose.
Then I wiped the corner of my mouth with the back of my hand. I stayed down. I stayed present. I wanted to memorize the weight of it all.
The perfection of a moment where I gave myself entirely, not to him, but through him, to someone else.
For my husband, as his wife, his trad wife.
I stood slowly, smoothing my dress down over my thighs as I rose. My legs were steady. My breathing already back to normal. I didn’t look down at him again. I didn’t fuss with my hair or ask if he was okay. That wasn’t the role I was playing.
He was still standing there, half-undone, chest rising hard. I gave him a glance, half smile, faintly amused.
“Thank you,” I said.
His mouth opened like he might speak, but I didn’t wait. I turned toward the door. My sandals clicked lightly on the concrete. I pushed the metal bar and stepped back into the café’s hallway, the chill air brushing my flushed skin like a reset.
I paused once, hand on the edge of the glass.
He was still outside, tucking himself back in, stunned, watching me. I gave him a small fluttering wave, two fingers and nothing more. Not flirtatious. Not warm. Just polite. Gracious. The kind of thing a good wife gives to a man who just helped her fulfill her duties.
Then I walked out the front and into the sun.
The heat hit me full across the chest. The brightness made me squint. My skin was still tingling, but the sweat on my lower back had already dried. I felt clean. Light. Not ruined. Not used. Just reset.
I stopped at the corner and looked around. The whole town was still waking up. Palms rustling, a cyclist passing slowly, a woman with a dog crossing the road up ahead. I could have gone back to the hotel. Showered. Laid on the cool sheets and processed it all.
But I didn’t want to.
I walked three blocks in the opposite direction and found a little coffee window tucked between a dry-cleaner and a bookstore. I ordered an espresso over ice, no sugar, and took it to a bench half in shade. The plastic lid clicked shut under my fingers.
I sipped slowly. The bitter shock of it hit my teeth.
I crossed my legs.
I checked the time.
Ten-twenty-seven.
I still had the entire day ahead of me.
No schedule. No expectations. Just this body. This feeling. This mind that wouldn’t stop thinking about what might come next, not later, not tonight. Now. Soon.
I looked down the street.
There were shops, galleries, cafes, strangers.
And somewhere out there, something else might happen.
And if it did?
I’d decide what kind of wife I wanted to be in that moment all over again.
The sun hit my shoulders as I stepped off the curb. The street shimmered. Cars crawled past, their metal skins glinting like mirrors. I lifted my cup, took another sip, and felt the cold coffee sting the back of my throat. The taste was sharp, grounding. My pulse had settled, but a low hum stayed in me, almost pleasant, like a secret vibration under the skin.
I walked without direction, the strap of my purse slipping against the warm skin of my shoulder. The dress brushed lightly against my thighs. Every movement reminded me that I wasn’t wearing anything underneath. The friction of fabric and air was enough to make my breath shorten. It felt indecent and perfect at the same time.
I pulled my phone from my bag and saw a missed text from David: “Panels all morning. You okay?”
I smiled. My thumb hovered, then I pressed call.
He picked up fast. “Hey, you up already?”
“Mm-hmm. Been out a while,” I said, stepping into a patch of shade beside a gallery window. The glass reflected a long stretch of my legs, the hem of my dress caught by the breeze. “I found a café. Had some fun.”
There was a pause. “Fun how?”
I let the silence linger a beat too long. “Just exploring.”
His voice softened, the one he used when he wasn’t sure if I was teasing. “You sound different.”
“Do I?”
“Yeah. Relaxed. What are you wearing?”
I looked down. “Blue dress. The thin one.”
He exhaled. I could hear it over the line. “You’re outside?”
“Uh-huh. Sun’s brutal. You’d like it. Everything sticks to you.”
“Are people looking at you?” His tone had changed. Quieter now. Hungrier.
“Maybe. I’m not paying attention to them though.”
“Claire?”
“What?” I asked, keeping my voice light. “You told me to live a little.”
Another pause. “What does that mean?”
“It means I’m following orders.” I smiled faintly and stepped into a gallery. Cool air brushed my shoulders. The light inside was low, filtered through slatted blinds, the scent of linseed and varnish heavy in the air. “You’d like this place,” I murmured. “The man behind the counter looks like he hasn’t left in days. Hands covered in paint.”
“Claire.”
“He’s older. Maybe fifty. Nice arms. Kind eyes.”
“Stop,” David said softly. “Don’t.”
I laughed quietly. “You started this.”
“No, I didn’t.”
“Didn’t I tell you you’d like it?” I said. “Hearing me like this?”
There was a long breath on the other end. “You’re being cruel.”
“I’m being honest.”
The man behind the counter looked up from his stool. His sleeves were rolled to the elbows, skin bronzed, paint drying in streaks along his forearms. He gave me a polite nod. I set my cup down on a table near the window.
“Hold on,” I said into the phone. “He’s coming over.”
The gallery smelled faintly of dust and developer fluid. I could hear the soft whirr of a fan somewhere behind the counter. The man looked up as I approached. Tall, silver-grey hair, shirt half-buttoned, skin tanned to the edge of leathery. His eyes took their time traveling from my sandals up to my face.
I lifted the phone a little closer to my mouth and murmured, “He’s older than I thought. Very distinguished”
David’s breath came quick. “You’re still on the call?”
“Of course.” I smiled at the man. “Hi,” I said out loud. “Are you open yet?”
He smiled back, voice low and gravelly. “Always open for someone looking like you.”
My heart skipped. Into the phone I said softly, “He’s charming.”
“Claire,” David said, almost whispering. “Don’t.”
The man gestured toward a series of framed black-and-white portraits along the wall. “Natural light work,” he said. “Mostly women. You’d fit right in.”
“I’d fit right in,” I repeated, letting the words drift to David. My fingertip traced the edge of one frame, a woman in a sundress caught mid-laugh, shoulder bare, mouth parted. “You photograph them yourself?”
“Every one,” he said. “You model?”
“Not professionally,” I said, turning slightly so the hem of my dress caught the light. “But I’ve posed before.”
David exhaled through the phone, a sound halfway between warning and need. “What are you doing?”
“I’m looking,” I said. “And being looked at.” I tilted my chin toward the photographer. “He’s studying me, David. I can tell.”
The man stepped closer, stopping just a few feet away. “You’ve got that kind of face,” he said. “Wouldn’t need much direction.”
I murmured into the phone, “He says I wouldn’t need much direction.”
“Claire!”
“I think he’s right,” I whispered. Then to the man, louder: “Do you ever shoot tourists?”
“If they’re brave enough.” His eyes flicked to the strap sliding down my shoulder. “You brave?”
I smiled. “I’m learning.”
To David I breathed, “You hear that?”
“I heard everything.”
“Good,” I said, still smiling at the man. “Then keep listening.”
The photographer’s hand hovered near my elbow, not touching. “Step over by the window,” he said. “Light’s better there.”
I moved where he pointed, phone still at my side, line still open. The man lifted a camera from the counter, its strap brushing his wrist. The shutter clicked once.
“That one’s perfect,” he said. “Stay just like that.”
I tilted my head slightly, voice low for David alone. “You should see how he’s looking at me.”
“I can imagine,” he said.
“I don’t think you can.”
The shutter clicked again. The sound mixed with my breathing, with David’s on the line, with the heat building under my skin.
He motioned for me to follow him through a narrow hallway lined with framed contact sheets. The air grew cooler, heavier with the scent of chemical fixer and something metallic. My sandals clicked against the tiles. I kept the phone close to my lips.
“He’s showing me the studio,” I murmured. “It’s darker back here.”
David’s breath came fast through the receiver. “Claire, please.”
“It’s fine,” I said, soft enough that the photographer wouldn’t hear. “He’s just showing me the equipment.”
The man pushed open a door at the end of the hall. A single window let in a blade of sunlight that cut across a backdrop stand and a metal stool. The rest of the room was shadowed. He stepped inside, then reached back and turned the lock with a quiet click.
My hand tightened on the phone. “He just locked it,” I whispered.
David’s voice jumped an octave. “What? Why would he, Claire, get out.”
“He’s explaining something,” I said, forcing a light laugh. “I think it’s for soundproofing. Or privacy. Photographers do that, right?”
“Claire, ”
“He’s nice,” I said quickly. “He’s older. Harmless.” The lie came out smooth. I could feel my pulse at my throat, steady and fast.
The man adjusted a stand, his sleeves rolled higher. “The light changes fast in here,” he said. “You’ll see.”
I said into the phone, “He wants to show me the light.”
“Hang up,” David said.
“I can’t. You told me to tell you everything.”
“Not like this.”
I smiled faintly, watching the man lower a shade halfway down the window, cutting the light to a soft amber. “It’s beautiful,” I said, to both of them.
He picked up a camera and looked at me over the top of it. “You nervous?”
“A little,” I said.
“Don’t be,” he answered. “You’re doing fine.”
The shutter clicked once. I flinched, then laughed quietly into the phone. “He’s taking pictures of me now.”
“Claire, please,” David said again. His voice was raw. “You don’t know what he wants.”
“I think I do,” I whispered.
The man stepped closer, checking the screen on the camera, the edge of his sleeve brushing my arm. My skin prickled. I breathed into the phone, almost inaudible. “It’s okay. I’m still dressed. I’m just standing here.”
David groaned softly. “You sound, different.”
“I feel different,” I said. “Like I’m seeing myself for the first time.”
The photographer looked up, puzzled. “You say something?”
I smiled at him. “Just thinking out loud.”
He nodded, adjusting a light. “That’s good. Keep doing that.”
I said into the phone, barely moving my lips, “He says to keep doing that.”
David’s breath came ragged now. “Claire, stop talking to me like that.”
“But you asked for it,” I said softly. “You said you wanted me to tell you everything. I’m doing what a good wife does.”
The shutter clicked again.
The man moved a light stand closer, its metal legs scraping against the floor. The bulb glowed warm against my skin. “Face that way,” he said quietly, motioning toward the wall. “Turn your shoulders, good. Hold still.”
The shutter clicked. Another adjustment. He pulled a strap down off my shoulder. Another click.
I brought the phone to my lips. “He’s taking pictures,” I whispered. “He keeps moving me a little closer.”
David’s voice cracked. “You need to leave.”
“He’s being professional,” I said, soft enough that it could be a lie or the truth. “He hasn’t even touched me, barely.”
The photographer lowered the camera, eyes searching my face. “Try relaxing your mouth,” he said. “Don’t force the smile.”
I let my lips part, exhaling slow. “Like this?”
“Exactly,” he murmured. “Beautiful.”
I felt the phone pulse faintly in my palm, David’s breathing quick, shallow. “What’s happening?” he said.
“He’s just helping me pose,” I said. “It feels strange. Being watched this closely.”
The man reached forward, adjusting a strand of hair away from my cheek. His fingertips barely grazed my skin, but it was enough to make me catch my breath. I kept the line open so David could hear the sound.
“He touched me,” I said, steady, almost factual. “Just my hair. Nothing else.”
“Claire, stop narrating, please.”
“You told me to keep you close,” I said. “I’m doing that.”
The man stepped back, camera still in hand. “You’re doing fine,” he said. “Do you trust me?”
I nodded. “I think so.”
Into the phone I murmured, “He asked if I trust him.”
“What did you say?”
“I said yes.”
David’s voice dropped to a whisper. “You don’t even know him.”
“I know enough,” I said. “He sees me.”
The man lifted the camera again, circling me. “Tilt your head,” he said. “Good. Now turn a little more. Right there, don’t move.” The shutter went off in short bursts. I could feel his focus on me like heat.
“Your husband a jealous man?” he asked without looking up.
I smiled faintly. “Sometimes.”
Into the phone I whispered, “He asked if you’re jealous.”
David didn’t answer right away. Then: “You know I am.”
The photographer lowered the camera again. “You’ve got a story in your eyes,” he said. “You ever want to tell it, I’ll listen.”
I met his gaze. “Maybe I already am.”
Then, softly to David: “You still there?”
A strained breath. “Yes.”
“Good,” I said, glancing back at the man. “Because I’m just getting comfortable.”
The photographer changed lenses, the faint metal click echoing through the room.
“Take a step closer to the backdrop,” he said. “Good. Tilt your chin.”
The tone had changed: slower, lower, a shade of invitation.
I brought the phone back to my mouth. “He’s moving me again,” I whispered.
David made a sound halfway between a sigh and a groan. “Why are you still there?”
“Because you told me to be honest,” I said. “And this feels honest.”
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The man circled, light meter in hand, eyes following the line of my shoulder.
“Your neckline’s catching glare,” he said. “May I?”
I nodded. He adjusted the fabric, knuckles brushing my collarbone, then stepped back to look through the camera again.
I kept my voice low for David. “He’s fixing the light. He’s careful, not rough.”
“Claire, ”
“I’m fine,” I said. “I think he just wants the perfect shot.”
The next shutter click was slower. He glanced at the display, then at me.
“Try turning a little more. Look past me, not at me.”
I obeyed, letting the sunlight stripe across my cheek.
“Beautiful,” he said.
I murmured, “He keeps saying that.”
David’s breathing was ragged in my ear. “You sound like you’re somewhere else.”
“I am.” My pulse matched the slow rhythm of the shutter. “He wants one more angle. I’m going to let him.”
The man lowered the camera, studying me openly now. “You’re comfortable,” he said.
“I think so.”
“You know how rare that is?”
“Being looked at?”
“No, knowing what you’re doing to the room.”
I smiled faintly. Into the phone I said, “He thinks I know what I’m doing.”
“Do you?” David asked.
“Maybe that’s the point,” I breathed. “Pretending I don’t.”
The photographer gestured toward a stool near the window. “Sit. Cross your legs.”
The light caught on the back of my knee. He adjusted the focus ring, the lens inches from my skin.
“Perfect,” he whispered.
“David,” I murmured, “he’s so close.”
A harsh inhale. “Claire, stop this.”
“I’m not doing anything,” I said, almost tender. “Just sitting for a picture.”
The shutter clicked again. Then again. The sound filled the small room.
The photographer said softly, “You’ve got a dangerous calm. Don’t lose it.”
I let the phone stay open, every sound going straight into David’s ear, every breath deliberate.
The man lowered the camera slightly and gestured to the far side of the studio. “There’s better light over there,” he said.
I followed his eyes.
A low bed was tucked into the corner, simple frame, white cover, cotton sheets wrinkled like someone had just gotten up. A folded blanket at the foot. One pillow flattened in the center.
My steps slowed as I moved toward it. The sun cut across the mattress in a narrow stripe, warming the middle.
I brought the phone up to my lips again. “There’s a bed.”
David’s voice broke on the line. “You’re joking.”
“No.” I paused by the edge, brushing my fingers over the blanket. “It’s just sitting here. He says the light’s better.”
“Claire. Please.”
I sat on the edge slowly, crossing my legs. The dress rode up just enough that I could feel the air touch the top of my thighs. The man hadn’t said anything yet. He just watched.
I let the phone stay angled toward my chin. “He hasn’t asked me to do anything,” I said softly. “But I think he wants to.”
David said nothing. Just the sound of his breath, shallow and tight.
I looked at the photographer. “Would it help the shot,” I asked, “if I took the dress off?”
His eyes held mine. “Only if you want to.”
I nodded slowly. I did.
To David, I murmured, “He said only if I want to.”
“Do you?” David asked. His voice sounded drained.
“I think I’m curious,” I said. “That’s allowed, isn’t it?”
I stood up and reached behind me. My fingers found the zipper. It came down quiet, teeth opening one by one.
The man didn’t move.
I held the phone up near my mouth as the dress slipped off my shoulders and slid down my arms. The fabric dropped to my waist, then down my hips. I stepped out of it carefully, folding it once and laying it over the back of a nearby chair.
“I took it off,” I whispered.
“Claire, Jesus.” David sounded barely able to breathe.
I sat again, bare now except for my jewelry and the sandals still on my feet. My skin felt electric, charged from exposure, from control, from the knowledge that David was hearing everything.
“I’m sitting on the bed,” I said. “Waiting to see what he does.”
The man still hadn’t touched me. His camera dangled at his side. His eyes hadn’t left mine.
I smiled faintly. “I think I’m making him wait,” I said.
The shutter clicked again. Slower this time. More deliberate.
I tilted my chin, letting my knees part just slightly on the mattress. My elbows rested behind me, supporting my weight. The line of my body curved into the sun. I felt it on my chest, across my thighs, warming every exposed inch. I kept my voice low, just for David.
“He’s still just looking.”
David exhaled. “Claire…”
“He hasn’t touched me. Not once.” I licked my lips, slow. “But I think he wants to.”
The man shifted, lifting the camera again. His finger hovered over the shutter.
“He’s being respectful,” I said, watching his knuckles tense, “but it’s getting harder for him.”
I leaned back more, stretching the line of my stomach, my breasts. The light poured down across me. I turned my head slightly to catch it better.
“You should see the way he’s watching me,” I whispered.
David groaned.
“You still there?” I asked.
“I’m here,” he breathed.
“Good. I want you to hear this.”
The man finally stepped forward. Not fast. Measured. He crouched slightly, adjusting the camera again. The lens was inches from my thigh now. I could feel the air from it. I didn’t move.
The shutter clicked again. Then again. Each sound felt closer.
“He’s getting braver,” I murmured. “Or maybe I am.”
David said nothing. I could feel him holding his breath.
I looked at the man. “Would it ruin the photo if I touched myself?”
His hands froze. He looked straight at me, unreadable.
“No,” he said quietly. “It’d make the photo.”
I smiled and turned my head toward the phone. “Did you hear that?”
“Claire, ”
“You always wanted to know how far I’d go,” I said. “This is how far.”
I reached for the edge of the sheet and pulled it under my hips, laying back onto the mattress. The fabric was cool against my spine. My knees bent, feet still in sandals flat to the floor, legs open just enough that I knew both men could feel what was coming before it did.
“I’m still not touching anything,” I whispered. “But I might.”
David’s voice cracked. “Tell me what it feels like.”
“Being seen?” I said. “Like I’m not pretending anymore.”
The man lowered the camera now. He stepped closer, gaze fixed, hands empty.
“I think,” I said slowly, “I’m going to ask him to touch me.”
The man didn’t flinch. He was waiting. Every muscle in him pulled tight. I held his stare, then turned my head back toward the phone.
“You still listening?”
David’s voice came ragged. “Yes.”
“Then listen carefully,” I said.
I looked back at the man. “I want you to touch me.”
He moved without speaking. One step closer, then another. I didn’t shift. I lay there, knees bent, chest rising steady, the thin sunlight warming my skin. My legs stayed open. Not wide. Just enough.
He stopped at the edge of the mattress, his shadow cutting across my body.
“I asked you to touch me,” I said.
His hand hovered above my thigh.
I brought the phone back to my lips. “He’s about to.”
David didn’t speak, but I could hear it, his breathing, unsteady now, almost broken.
The man’s fingers touched my leg lightly. Not rushed. Not greedy. Just the barest drag of skin against skin, moving from the inside of my knee upward. My breath caught.
“He started,” I said. “He’s being slow. Gentle.”
David exhaled hard. “Claire… tell me more.”
His hand traveled higher, across the curve of my thigh. The warmth of his palm spread in a slow, rising line. He didn’t ask questions. I’d already made the decision.
“He’s not talking,” I murmured. “Just touching me. Like I’m already his.”
The hand reached the edge of my hip. His thumb pressed in slightly as he traced the dip there. My stomach tensed.
“I can’t believe I’m letting this happen,” I whispered. “Except I can. I’ve been ready all day.”
David’s voice came low, desperate. “What are you feeling?”
“I feel…” I closed my eyes, letting the man’s hand slide along the outside of my waist. “Like I’m finally living the version of myself you used to dream about.”
He moved slowly across my body now, not grabbing, not rushing. Exploring. His hands were steady. Experienced. They knew how to make every second last longer than it should.
I turned my head toward the phone. “He’s so close to where you’d never want him to be.”
David groaned out loud.
I smiled. “But you can’t stop me.”
The man’s palm slid down again, to my inner thigh, and held there. His thumb moved in soft circles, not touching what he could, but close enough that my breath turned shallow.
“I think I’m shaking,” I whispered.
David said nothing.
I looked up at the man. “Do it,” I said.
He didn’t wait this time.
I gasped, loud enough for David to hear. My hips twitched. My eyes locked with the man’s as he finally, fully touched me.
I didn’t stop him.
“I’m not pretending anymore,” I said into the phone, my voice trembling. “You wanted this. And now you have to hear it.”
His fingers slid lower, firm now, no more hesitation. The touch was confident, almost clinical, like he already understood the shape of my body before making contact. My back arched, just a little. My thighs parted farther on their own.
I pressed the phone against my cheek, lips brushing the microphone. “He’s not shy anymore.”
David sounded broken. “You let him?”
“I told him to.”
His hand moved slowly, slow enough that I could feel every shift of pressure, every pass of skin on skin. He was watching my face now, not my body. I held his gaze, open, breathing hard, making no attempt to hide what I was feeling.
“I want you to know exactly where his hands are,” I whispered. “Exactly how it feels.”
David didn’t speak. I heard a noise from him, maybe a strangled breath, maybe something else. I didn’t stop.
“He’s inside my thighs,” I said. “And I’m soaked.”
The man’s thumb dragged softly across the center of me. I jolted. My hips bucked. I let him see it.
“He’s touching me now,” I said. “Exactly where you’re imagining.”
David groaned.
“He’s slow,” I murmured. “Not greedy. Not rushed. Like he wants me to remember every second.”
I gripped the sheet with my free hand. The fabric clenched in my fist. His fingers circled, then pressed, coaxing my body open under him. I was already shaking. Already burning.
“He knows what he’s doing,” I said. “He’s done this before. With women who wanted it. Women who didn’t need to pretend they were still good.”
David’s voice came through low and ragged. “Claire. Tell me what he’s doing.”
“He’s working me open,” I said. “Like he has all day.”
The man bent closer now. I could feel the heat of his breath between my legs, just barely. He hadn’t spoken. He didn’t need to.
“He’s getting ready,” I said. “And I’m letting him.”
I stared straight at the ceiling, chest rising and falling. My nipples were hard. My thighs were shining. I didn’t bother to pretend I was innocent anymore. Not for either of them.
“I’m doing this for you,” I whispered. “So you can hear what I sound like when I stop being careful.”
David groaned again.
The man’s fingers pushed deeper now. My whole body rocked once. I gasped, mouth open. I held the phone tighter.
“You hear that?” I asked.
A broken sound from the line. “Yes.”
His fingers didn’t leave me as he rose. I felt the shift in his weight, the heat of him closer now. His hips brushed the inside of my thighs. I didn’t move. My eyes stayed on the ceiling, chest rising fast.
I brought the phone back to my mouth.
“He’s…” I tried to speak, but the words slipped. “He’s about to…”
The head of him touched me, heavy and hot.
I gasped. “David, he’s there. I can feel him.”
David made a choked sound on the other end.
I turned my head slightly, lips almost against the mic. “I’m letting him.”
Then he pressed in.
Slow. Deep.
My breath hitched. My legs shook. I couldn’t speak for several seconds. The stretch of him filled me in a slow, deliberate push that left me clinging to the sheets.
The phone was still in my hand.
I managed a whisper: “He’s inside.”
David groaned so loud I could hear the echo through the speaker.
I set the phone down beside my head, screen up, mic hot.
The man began to move.
Long, slow thrusts. The sound of skin against skin. The bed creaked beneath us, the rhythm building. His hands slid under my hips, lifting me into him. I moaned once, quiet, but it vibrated the mattress.
I reached for the phone blindly, dragged it closer, lips brushing the mic again.
“You hear that?”
A pause.
“Yes,” David’s voice cracked. “Don’t stop.”
I didn’t plan to.
The man leaned over me now, one arm braced beside my shoulder, the other gripping my thigh. His body moved against mine, steady and deep. I met every thrust. My legs wrapped around him without thinking.
The phone was still open. Still transmitting.
“I can’t talk,” I managed to whisper. “Just listen.”
Then I dropped it back to the mattress, inches from my head.
The rhythm got harder. I gasped with every stroke. My hand slid across his back, nails grazing skin. I wanted him deeper. I wanted David to hear every second of what he couldn’t stop.
The man groaned above me, his first sound, and it sent a jolt through me. I arched, eyes closed.
The bed rocked now. My hair stuck to my face. The pressure inside me built fast, urgent.
I tried to speak again, just loud enough for the mic to catch. “He’s still going. I can’t, ”
My voice broke.
I clenched around him. My body locked. Then everything crashed. Heat and tension and the sound of the man’s voice groaning low as he came with me.
The rhythm slowed. Then stopped.
The only sound left was breath.
Mine. His.
And David’s voice on the phone, faint and broken:
“Claire… oh my god.”
The weight of him stayed on me.
His hips still pressed low, buried deep inside where the last of him pulsed and spilled. His hands on my thighs. My knees still drawn up around his waist. The bed was warm, damp where our skin had met, creased with the shape of my back.
Neither of us moved.
I stared past his shoulder at the ceiling, eyes unfocused, blinking slowly.
My chest rose and fell. The air felt heavier now. Thicker. Every inhale dragged across the back of my throat. I could still taste my own breath, sharp and hot.
My legs twitched once, not from pain, not from pressure, just from the slow return of feeling. My skin was flushed, wet where his body had slid against mine. My arms were outstretched across the sheet, palms open, fingers curled slightly.
His cock was still inside me. Softening now. But not gone.
The heat of him stayed. The length of it. The memory of how hard he had pushed, how deep. My hips were sore already. A low, steady ache bloomed between my legs, not sharp, just insistent.
I didn’t pull away. I let the weight of his body pin me down.




Chapter 12

His breathing slowed above me. One exhale hit the side of my neck, warm and humid. A bead of sweat slid between my breasts, disappearing into the center of my chest. I felt it without reacting.
Somewhere near my head, the faint sound of David’s voice tried to return, tinny, far away.
I didn’t answer.
The phone was still open. The screen still lit. But I wasn’t speaking now.
I stared up at the ceiling again, letting my mind float. My lips were parted. My chest still rising fast enough to keep me lightheaded. My thighs glistened where we’d joined. I could feel his spend inside me, thick, dripping slowly from where we’d been locked together.
My back stuck slightly to the sheet when I shifted just an inch. Not enough to change anything. Just enough to breathe deeper.
The weight of what had happened hadn’t settled yet. It was still unfolding in my body.
The pressure in my belly. The buzz under my skin.
My fingers slid lightly against the mattress, tracing nothing, just movement. My legs finally relaxed, sliding down slowly, the soles of my feet resting flat again on the bed. He slipped out of me with a soft, wet drag. I exhaled through my nose.
He stepped away without a word.
I stayed where I was, spread across the bed, catching my breath. My knees still open. My skin still flushed. But the moment had passed. I could feel it shifting around me, settling into memory. My thighs stuck slightly when I closed them. The air between my legs was damp. Used.
When I finally sat up, my muscles moved slowly. No pain. Just a dull, rhythmic echo through my hips and spine. I gathered my dress from the back of the chair, holding the thin fabric in my hands for a second before stepping into it.
The zipper felt colder against my spine than it had earlier. I smoothed the fabric over my stomach, hips, then reached for my hair, combing my fingers through it to clear the strands clinging to my neck.
I slipped my sandals back on, adjusted the straps, and looked around once more at the bed, the light, the little hollow in the mattress where my body had pressed down. Then I opened the door and walked back into the hallway.
The fan buzzed faintly in the distance. The scent of chemical fixative still hung in the air. I followed it to the front.
He was standing behind the counter, camera set aside, a silver laptop open in front of him. When he saw me, he didn’t smile, didn’t speak. He just reached into a small drawer and pulled out a thumb drive. He set it gently on the glass.
“If you’d like the shots,” he said.
I stepped forward and picked it up. No label. Just a simple black stick. I turned it between my fingers, then slipped it into my purse.
“What do I owe you?” I asked, voice level.
He named a number. I doubled it.
He blinked once as I set the folded bills on the counter. No change in his expression. He simply slid them into a small box and nodded once. Nothing else passed between us.
I gave him a single glance, calm and clean. My dress fell perfectly now. My jewelry sat straight at my collarbone. I looked like the kind of woman who hadn’t broken a sweat all day.
“Thank you,” I said.
He nodded again.
I stepped out into the sun.
David was already seated when I arrived, corner table, back to the window. The restaurant was dim and cool, white tablecloths and low glass lamps. I paused a moment before walking over, letting my eyes adjust. He looked up, half a smile forming, then faltering as he saw my face.
“Claire,” he said, standing halfway. “You look different,” he said, before he caught himself and shut his eyes.
“Do I?” I slid into the seat opposite him, setting my purse down beside the chair. “Maybe it’s the light.”
He didn’t answer. The waiter approached, and we ordered, his usual bourbon, my sparkling water. When the glasses came, we both reached for them at once, hands brushing the stemware, not each other.
For a moment neither of us spoke. The hum of other tables filled the silence. Silverware, soft laughter, the faint clink of ice in glasses.
David finally said, “You took it too far this time.”
I lifted my drink, watching the bubbles climb. “Too far for who?”
“For us,” he said. “For what we agreed.”
I met his eyes. “You mean for what you thought you could handle.”
His jaw tightened. “You were supposed to tell me before things, before it got that far.”
I set the glass down. “You were on the phone the whole time, David.”
His face flushed. “That’s not the same.”
“It’s exactly the same,” I said quietly. “You heard everything you wanted to hear.”
He stared at me, mouth parting, then closing again. The muscle in his cheek jumped.
“I thought I could control it,” he said finally. “But you, you sound different now.”
I leaned forward, elbows resting lightly on the table. “Because I am.”
“What happened to you?” he asked.
“Something changed.”
He looked down at his drink, turning it slowly in his hand. “You think this is strength,” he said. “It’s not. It’s chaos.”
“It’s clarity,” I said. “You just don’t like where it puts you.”
He looked up again, eyes darker now. “You think you have power over me.”
I smiled faintly. “I don’t think. I know.”
He leaned back, shaking his head. “You’re not the woman I married.”
“You made me this way,” I said. “You asked for honesty. You wanted me open. You wanted me real. This is what that looks like.”
He exhaled, low and defeated. “So what now?”
I traced the rim of my glass with one fingertip. “Now we eat. We talk. We go back to the room like nothing’s changed.”
“Claire.”
“But of course everything has,” I said. “You can feel it, can’t you.”
He didn’t answer. I smiled, slow and calm.
“You wanted a good wife,” I said softly. “You got one. She just learned to enjoy it.”
The waiter had just left when I leaned back in my chair. David was watching me, jaw set, eyes too bright. He’d finished half his drink already. I could tell he was trying to steady himself, to act indifferent.
“You didn’t like it,” I said. “Is that what you want me to believe?”
He looked away, then back. “I didn’t say that.”
“No,” I said.
“You humiliated me.”
“Did I?” I tilted my head, smiling a little. “You sounded like you were enjoying yourself.”
His eyes flicked down, then up again. “Don’t.”
I lowered my voice. “You were breathing so hard I thought the phone might slip out of your hand.”
“Claire,” he warned, but the word came out half-breath, half-plea.
I reached for my glass and took a slow sip, never looking away from him. The bubbles stung my lip. “Tell me what part you hated most,” I said. “Hearing me urge him, or hearing what I sounded like when I came?”
His nostrils flared. He shook his head slightly, a smile breaking through that he tried to hide behind his hand. “You’re cruel.”
“No,” I said. “Just honest. Like you wanted.”
He exhaled through his nose, voice rough. “You think this turns me on.”
“I don’t think,” I said. “I can see it.” My foot brushed his under the table, light at first, then firmer. His knee jerked once, but he didn’t move away.
“You’re out of control,” he said, smiling now, voice low.
I leaned in, elbows on the table, letting my dress slip slightly where the strap had shifted earlier. “You wanted to know what it would look like if I ever stopped asking permission,” I whispered. “Now you do.”
He let out a short laugh, shaking his head. “God, you’re impossible.”
“You like it,” I said again, quieter. “You liked hearing it, every second of it. You’re just not ready to admit it.”
He didn’t answer. His eyes stayed locked on my mouth.
I slid my foot higher along his calf, slow enough that no one could see. “You could tell me to stop.”
He didn’t.
The waiter appeared with plates, setting them down gently before walking off. I waited until he was gone, then said, “You’re shaking.”
He looked up at me with a half-smile that didn’t hide anything anymore. “You think I don’t know what you’re doing?”
“I think you love what I’m doing,” I said. “And I think you’re wondering how far I’ll take it before someone notices.”
He didn’t move, just whispered, “You wouldn’t.”
I smiled. “You don’t sound sure.”
I cut into my food, slow, deliberate. “You know what the thing is about being a trad wife?” I said, not looking up. “It’s about serving. About doing what pleases your husband, no matter how strange that might look to other people.”
David’s fork froze midair.
I smiled. “I used to think that meant casseroles and clean sheets. But maybe it means something else besides. Maybe it means giving him the experience he’s too afraid to ask for.”
“Claire…” he said, low and warning, but I could see the pulse in his neck, the flicker of want he couldn’t hide.
“A wife’s supposed to obey,” I went on, my voice steady, teasing. “But obedience isn’t always quiet, is it? Sometimes it’s loud. Sometimes it happens in another man’s hands.”
He set his fork down hard enough that it clinked. “You’re saying that like it’s noble.”
“It is,” I said. “It takes devotion to do what I did. You know that.” I leaned forward slightly. “I didn’t do it for me.”
His eyes narrowed. “No?”
“No,” I said softly. “I did it for you. Because that’s what a good wife does. She gives her husband the truth he secretly craves.”
He let out a shaky breath, running a hand over his face. “You twist everything until it sounds holy.”
I laughed quietly. “Maybe it is. Maybe the line between sacred and obscene is thinner than anyone admits.”
He looked up again, gaze dark. “You can’t talk like that in public.”
“Why not?” I brushed my napkin against my lips, leaning closer. “You like hearing me talk this way. You like watching me be the kind of wife who makes other men lose their balance and then comes home to you.”
He swallowed hard, eyes dropping to my chest before darting away. “You’re impossible.”
“Maybe,” I said. “But you made me this. You wanted a wife who would honor you completely.” I paused, voice softening. “So I honor you by being unforgettable to other men.”
His jaw clenched. “You mean unfaithful.”
“No,” I said. “Faithful in our own way. Faithful to the version of us that’s honest. The one where you want me pure and ruined at the same time.”
He stared at me, the corner of his mouth twitching, the mask of disapproval slipping again.
I smiled and let my foot find his leg under the table once more. “Face it,” I whispered. “Every time I serve another man, I’m still serving you.”
He stared down at his drink, turning it once between his palms. “You shouldn’t say things like that,” he said.
“But you love it when I do,” I answered.
His head came up. The heat in his eyes wasn’t anger anymore. It was want, bare, unguarded, pulsing just beneath the pretense.
“You used to say a wife should reflect her husband’s values,” I said. “That she should live them, make them visible to the world. I’m doing that.”
“That’s not what I meant.”
“Isn’t it?” I leaned in, voice soft and slow. “A trad wife submits to her husband’s will. She pleases him. She carries his desires like commandments.” I paused long enough for him to meet my gaze. “And you wanted to know what it would sound like if I broke every rule, didn’t you?”
He didn’t speak. His throat moved once, the muscle in his jaw twitching.
“I’m just giving form to your fantasy,” I said. “Making obedience real.”
“You make it sound holy again.”
“It is holy,” I said, smiling faintly. “You made vows. I kept them. You said you wanted a woman who’d never hide anything from you.”
“And now you show me everything.”
I nodded. “That’s true devotion.”
He exhaled hard. “God, Claire.”
I let my fingers trail across the tablecloth, barely brushing his wrist. “You love it,” I whispered. “You love watching me talk like this. Because you know what it means.”
“What does it mean?” he asked, almost under his breath.
“That I’m yours,” I said. “Every look, every touch, every man. I carry your name through all of it.”
He shut his eyes for a second, like the words hurt. When he opened them again, his pupils were blown wide.
“You think that makes you faithful?”
“I think it makes me perfect,” I said quietly. “The wife who never refuses her husband, no matter what he asks for.”
He tried to laugh, but it came out rough. “You’re dangerous.”
“I’m obedient,” I said. “Just not in the way we were taught.”
I sat back, the faintest smile touching my lips. “You can tell yourself you disapprove, if it helps,” I said. “But your body’s already told me the truth.”
I leaned across the table, close enough that only he could hear me. The restaurant noise blended into a low hum behind us. My hand brushed his wrist again, just once, deliberate.
“You keep pretending you’re shocked,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “But you know I’m only halfway through what you started.”
He froze, eyes flicking up to mine.
I let the words hang there, then added, “You remember that man at the studio? The one you heard me with?”
He swallowed hard. “Yes.”
“He’s not the only one who took me today.” My smile widened slightly, soft, steady.
His breath caught. “Claire, ”
I leaned even closer, my lips almost brushing his ear. “Tomorrow,” I whispered, “you’ll listen again. But this time, you won’t know where I am, or who’s with me.”
Then I sat back, smoothed the strap of my dress, and smiled like the conversation had never happened.
He stared at me, bot pale and aroused, trying to mask it behind a sip of bourbon.
Outside, the desert light made long orange streaks against the window glass. I picked up my purse, stood, and said quietly, “Lunch is on you, darling.”
He nodded once, unable to look away from me.
I pressed the thumb drive from the studio into the pam of his hand, rose and turned and walked toward the door, the faint scent of varnish and whiskey following me, the air electric again with what we both knew was coming next.
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