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HIM

I used to think that the waiting was the hardest part.

I always arrive first. It’s not for any particular reason; it’s just how we do things. Some people in our situation might have taken the opportunity to have her arrive first, to have her stripped and kneeling by the time I get to the hotel room, waiting with constantly-increasing anticipation, never quite sure of how long it will be before she gets the fucking we both crave, but we never have. Perhaps someday we will, but not today.

I’m sitting on the side of the bed, still dressed.

She’s late.

HER

He won’t be happy.

The moments we manage to share together are few and far between as it is – once a month at most, usually for no more than a few hours. How am I going to explain to him that a large chunk of that has been eaten away by something as mundane as a set of roadworks between my office and the hotel?

I can’t worry about that now. If he’s upset, he’s upset: he can take out his frustrations on my body. I’ll take them on willingly, and more besides.

HIM

We’ve been doing this for a while, now – eleven and a half months, in fact. The half is important. With the restrictions we place on ourselves, all designed to ensure that her husband doesn’t get suspicious, we don’t get to see each other all that often. By the time our next little rendezvous comes along, we would have celebrated our one year anniversary.

I think about that, sometimes: how we were the first time we decided to do this, how we set out the ground rules to ensure that no one would get caught or hurt, how this was a necessary evil to keep ourselves from going insane.

We had what the other needed. We still do. That’s why we’re still here.

HER

At last, I step into the lobby of the hotel. No one recognises me, but why would they? We make a habit of switching things up, all in the name of security. Rooms are booked through our respective companies long in advance, and never at the same hotel more than once every three months. Fake names are a must, obviously, and while we’ve never gone down the whole cloak-and-dagger route of wigs and dark glasses, it isn’t too far from the truth.

It adds something to it, somehow: the frisson of danger that comes from getting caught. No, not getting caught; that would be awful. The illusion that it’s a possibility, even. The fact that what we’re doing is the last great taboo, that the safety measures we put in place are only an appropriate response to the risk we’re taking. If someone asked me why I do it, I’d tell them it was because I love him, because I need the way he – and he alone – makes me feel... but there would always be that slight feeling of not telling the whole truth and nothing but the truth.

I do it because I want to be caught.

HIM

The first time was a drunken fumble in a supply closet during an office Christmas party. The second time was a coffee to apologise and say that what happened was unprofessional, and that it would never happen again. The third time was the Rubicon for us: the first time in a hotel, the first time we knew – really knew – that what were doing was wrong. There was no way of getting around it that time. As our shyness fell away like our clothes and we carefully plotted our routes along each other’s body, it became impossible to convince ourselves that what we were doing could be easily explained away.

HER

The elevator takes forever to arrive, and even longer to take me to his floor. Is it on purpose? Some vast, karmic conspiracy to keep me away from him as long as possible, to really drive home just how wrong it is that I want him the way I do? I don’t believe that. I already know how wrong it is. So does he.

And yet, here we are.

The corridor is long, but at the end of it he is waiting. Now that I know that, all of the moralising just seems so... pointless. How could it compare to the feeling of his skin on mine, of his breath in my ear, of his kisses on my lips?

It couldn’t, obviously. Nothing can. Nothing ever could.

HIM

She explained to me in glorious detail that first time just what she wanted from me. It wasn’t a nameless, faceless encounter she was after: far from it. She had certain... desires. That was the word she had used. These desires included things her husband wasn’t comfortable with providing.

Humiliation.

Degradation.

Servitude.

She wanted all of that, and more. She wanted someone to have power over her, to control her every move – and yet, at the end of it all, she wanted to be free to go back to her domestic life with no one else any the wiser.

I should have said no, but the first time I had her naked on her knees, her mouth open and eagerly waiting for me to shoot my come down her throat, I knew there was no way that would be possible.

She needed to be used. I needed to use her.

She needed to feel worthless. I needed to reduce her to nothing.

She needed to serve, and I needed her devotion.

The knock at the door pulls me out of my daydream.

HER

I don’t need to knock. I have a keycard already, and one little swoosh of plastic against reader will let me into the room immediately.

Still...

It’s as though there’s something stopping me from barging right in there. Is it my lateness, and the punishment I’m sure that will entail? Is it a desire to give him a little while to prepare, to get any toys that he might want to use laid out and ready for my arrival? Is it, perhaps, the knowledge that what lies behind the door must be done on his terms and according to his rules?

Or is it for my benefit? Do I need to find my centre before I submit to him?

HIM

I find myself smiling as the knock comes. I stand, wipe my hands on my trousers – why are they sweaty? Nerves? Surely not – and head for the door.

HER

Long enough. I swipe the keycard, press down on the handle, and step inside.

HIM

She is beautiful.

A month without her felt like an eternity, but seeing her standing in the doorway takes my breath away and almost – almost – makes me forget that she kept me waiting. There has been no contact between us since the last time, no emails that could go astray, no text messages that could be intercepted. We are careful to a fault, and it creates a longing between us, a special kind of desire that is so easy to get swept away in that it makes the rest of the world and the other twenty-nine days out of the month seem like a monochrome wasteland.

She closes the door behind her with a click.

HER

He smiles. I don’t.

It’s not that I’m not pleased to see him, because I am – God, I am. I’ve needed him every second since the last time we met up. Every moment that his hands weren’t caressing my body felt like a waste, and every day without contact from him was a special kind of agony. I savoured the email where he told me where to meet this month for at least a week after it arrived, knowing that it was all I’d have to work with until...

Until now.

The door is closed. We can start.

HIM

‘On your knees,’ I say.

HER

Is he mad? I don’t think he’s mad. I hope not, anyway; the thought of disappointing him always crushes me a little bit. I need to please him the way he pleases me.

But no... as soon as I get on my knees, he beckons me towards him with a finger, and there’s a glint in his eye that tells me the delay was unfortunate, but that he is more interested in what is happening now than anything else.

I crawl towards him, my stockinged knees rubbing against the carpet, and he sits down on the bed. As I begin to near him, I find myself wondering what he has planned. Will he pull his cock out from the fly of his business suit and order me to suck him to completion right here? Will he bend me over his lap and spank me until my ass burns and tears pour down my cheeks? I can’t tell which from the look on his face, and the lack of knowledge scares me and thrills me in equal measure.

I rest my head in his lap, and he leans down to kiss me.

HIM

Her lips are almost impossibly soft, and as I part them with my tongue she lets out a subtle moan. I run my fingers through her hair, pulling her close, feeling as though I will never be able to let her go – and yet, of course, I have to.

Eventually.

I pull away at last, and she bites her lip coyly, in a way she knows drives me wild. I need to have her, and I need to have her now.

HER

At first, I don’t hear his order: I’m still lost in the feeling of his skin on mind, in how easy it is for him to get me to this stage of longing. It’s only once he repeats it that it sticks with me.

‘Strip,’ he says. ‘Now.’

HIM

She rises to her feet gracefully, equally at ease on the floor and standing above me, and takes a few steps backwards. This won’t be a simple undressing. After a month without her, she plans to put on a show for me.

Her shirt and jacket combination, navy on white, is the height of professionalism, but the sinuous motions of her hips would be more suited to a strip club than the boardroom. She sways like a reed in the breeze, teasing me with the confidence that can only come from knowing that – even though she is mine, at least for the next hour or so – she can have me so easily wrapped around her little finger.

My eyes are still gripping her ass as she turns round, breaking my view.

HER

I can almost hear the music.

It pulses in time with my heartbeat as I cast my jacket aside and begin slowly unbuttoning my blouse. Too slowly, maybe? Am I wasting time that could be better spent elsewhere?

No. His eyes are fixed on my body, staking their claim to everything I have to offer. The tease is important, for both of us. For him, it helps to get him all riled up, to inflame his passions and engorge his cock. For me, it represents the last true power I’ll have over him for the next two hours, before I give myself up completely.

Better make it count, then.

The shirt is thrown over a chair, and then I turn my back to him as I unfasten the zipper on my pencil skirt. I want him practically salivating as my hands slide over my ass, dragging the fastener down one precious, sacred inch at a time, until it reaches the terminus and – with a quick shimmy – the skirt falls down to around my ankles.

HIM

It takes every ounce of my willpower not to jump her right there, but somehow I manage. She knows I love the tease of it. Knowing how little time we have just makes me crave it even more – the first bite of forbidden fruit, always the sweetest of all.

As she turns back to me, the sight of her in her lingerie makes me stiffen. It’s the one thing about her that isn’t office attire, a daring black swathe of lace against the gorgeous paleness of her flesh. How long has she been wearing it? Around the office, all day, before she slipped away for our little rendezvous? Did she put them on this morning, before she left?

Does her husband know this is what she wore to work today?

No. Not possible. No one would be able to hide their suspicions if they saw someone dressed the way she is dressed. It would just be too much.

The only people who know her secret are in this room.

HER

And like that, I’m stripped down in front of him. His eyes roam my body, meandering from breasts to stomach to cunt to thighs to calves and back up again, examining what is his. I spread my legs and put my hands behind my back, pushing my chest forwards the way he taught me.

This is how he likes me to display myself.

He gives a satisfied little nod, and smiles for the first time. ‘Come here,’ he says, and I drop to my knees and crawl towards him.

HIM

We don’t have many toys – a couple in our situation wouldn’t have much use for them – but there is one small investment I have made over the last year: a pink dog collar, bought from a pet supply store. She likes the dehumanising aspect of wearing something so obviously designed for an animal, and as I pull it out from the jacket pocket where it has been resting close to my heart all morning, the tags jingle together sweetly.

She bows her head forward as I fasten it around her neck, and when she looks up at me again the silver disks catch the light and reflects it off the two engraved words.

SLUT.

MINE.

Both are true, and we both know it.

HER

I feel better once the collar is fixed onto me. A change comes over me immediately: my back straightens, my smile broadens, the world suddenly seems a brighter place. As soon as I know I’m claimed – that a month without me hasn’t changed his feelings – I can relax.

He runs a hand gently through my hair, and I’m struck at how easy it is for me to feel the power in his arms – the immense strength that lurks in those muscles, even in that tender caress. When he leans in to kiss me again – so much different now he can use the collar’s ring to pull me in close – there’s that same sense of controlled power just waiting to get out.

Soon. I know that.

Soon.

HIM

Having her here at my feet feels so natural, but the pressures of time and the growing hardness in my trousers are both vying for my attention. It’s not enough for me to have her here: I need to use her.

I grip her hair firmly in one hand and she lets out a little gasp of surprise and pleasure: the bite of pressure in her scalp reminds her that she is mine. With the other hand, I reach down to my fly and unzip it, allowing my cock to spring free.

HER

I want it.

It bobs in front of my face, already at full attention, and suddenly I am painfully aware of the need that has been growing between my legs since the moment I arrived. The wetness pas previously threatening to soak through the lingerie, leaving an expansive damp spot, but now...

Now I don’t think I could resist it. My cunt is preparing itself for him.

HIM

She looks up at me imploringly, begging for my cock with her eyes.

I give a slight nod of the head, and she understands.

HER

He’s so good to me.

The thought rattles around my mind as I slide his cock between my lips. I swirl my tongue around the head and listen contentedly to the sound of the moans that escape from his mouth, unbidden and unnoticed except by me.

‘That’s right,’ he says, his voice breathy and distant. ‘Good girl. You know what I like.’

And I do – I really do. He has trained me, over the course of a dozen or so meetings, and now I can tell just what he’s desperate for without being told. I know how to respond to the tiniest movements of his body, to the faintest noises. I know how to give him what he craves – when to push him on towards orgasm and when to pull back into a daring tease.

I know this, because I know him.

HIM

From the second her eager lips wrap themselves around my dick, I’m in heaven.

She has always been a wonder at sucking cock. She has the enthusiasm of a horny teen combined with the experience and skills of an older woman: the perfect balance. It’s all I can do not to come right there and then, forcing my seed down her throat or letting it loose across her face and breasts. I don’t get the opportunity for that very often – only on the rare occasions where we’ve managed to arrange an overnight tryst and I have the chance to recharge – and so I have learned to savour it. We both have. Once I made her kneel with it still splashed across her face for over an hour, dressed in nothing but her lingerie, looking out over the city from a high-rise hotel room. Even though she knew that no one could see her – that she was one face in a thousand windows – the blush on her cheeks when I finally called her back over to me made it clear just how humiliating she had found it.

‘Thank you,’ she had said, and she had meant it. There was no doubt in my mind about that.

But not this time. This time, I have to be strong. There is plenty more to do today, and not a great deal of time.

HER

He’s getting close.

Part of me wants him to let himself go right here, for him to make me swallow every last drop – perhaps even to have me scrabbling around on the floor of the hotel room, cleaning up stray droplets with my tongue – but I know he won’t. He wants my cunt as well as my mouth.

Or is that just wishful thinking? I know I need him inside of me, and usually our desires are perfectly synched up... but what if today is different? What if today he decides that my mouth is enough for him, and I have to go a whole extra month without feeling his glorious cock filling my cunt?

The thought is unbearable, and yet... isn’t that what I signed up for? To be his to use? To focus on his pleasure, even at the expense of my own?

I feel him beginning to near his orgasm, the familiar twitches of his cock in my mouth.

HIM

‘Stop,’ I say.

HER

Oh, thank God.

HIM

As she stops sucking, I breathe a slight sigh of relief: the temptation was almost too much to bear. How close did I come to passing up her pussy for my immediate gratification?

Too close, plainly.

I pat the bed at my side gently, a gesture for her to get off the floor and come and join me properly.

HER

Once I’m on the bed, it’s his turn to strip.

There’s no tease with him, but no rush either. I know he wants to use my body, but there’s a careful, measured nature to his movements. He removes his clothes with a confidence that can only come from knowing that he’s going to get exactly what he wants. He places his suit down piece by piece over the back of the chair, except for one item: the leather belt that was previously holding his trousers up is now being held in a firm grip. I watch him as he approaches me, testing it with slaps against the palm of his hand; the sounds echoing around the hotel room.

Surely... surely he doesn’t mean to use it on me?

He’s never really been one for serious impact play – not with my husband around, anyway; I can’t go home with my ass covered in bruises – and so I find myself panicking for the first time. There’s a glint in his eye that says that this is serious business, but I haven’t done anything that could possibly warrant a punishment. Have I?

I was late.

Fuck.

That couldn’t be it, surely? It wasn’t my fault, and I had suffered just as much from the delay as he had. It isn’t fair – not even close.

And yet...

And yet if it’s what he wants, it’s what he’ll get. It’s his decision to make.

HIM

She tenses up as I approach her with the belt, and a look of genuine worry seems to cross her face for an instant. Does she think I’m going to hit her?

I hope not. I don’t want her to be scared of me – not now, not ever. That’s why, as I bring her hands above her head and wrap the leather of the belt around them, holding them in place, I do my best to be as gentle as possible.

HER

He loops the belt into place – once, twice, then a third time, before slipping the end through the buckle and fastening it tight. I could probably wriggle free, if I wanted to, but where’s the fun in that?

I close my eyes, and for a moment that simple belt is transformed into a pair of tight leather cuffs, locked in place by small silver padlocks, impossible to escape. We’re no longer in a hotel room for too-few stolen hours, but in a place of our own, where we can stretch our lovemaking out as long as we want: where he can leave marks of his ownership on my body, where he can make me scream and yelp, where we can fall asleep drenched in sweat and wrapped in each other’s arms.

HIM

A look of contentment washes over her face; apparently she enjoys the feel of the leather against her skin. I like that. I love to make her happy.

Her eyes are closed, but I see the lids begin to flutter as I kiss her neck for the first time. They don’t open when I move downwards, tracing my way past her collarbone and down to her breasts. It’s only once I begin to pepper them with butterfly kisses that she smiles and lets out a soft purr of satisfaction; by the time I’ve unclasped her bra and slipped one of her nipples between my teeth, giving just enough pressure to remind her that the control she has given up has been thoroughly claimed by me, that the soft purr condenses and develops into a series of breathy gasps.

HER

My breasts are my weak points, and he knows it. My nipples – always sensitive, but around him so much more so – are the perfect targets for his attentions; the more he gives, the more I want, and the more he pulls back. It’s an almost motionless dance between us, an ebb and flow of lovers who know each other well enough to choreograph through nothing more than skin contact and soft sighs. Some days, he will win, and I’ll beg for more; other days, his desire will overreach mine and he’ll push onwards, unable to hold back.

I’m not sure which one it will be until the first word escapes my mouth.

HIM

‘Please,’ she says.

I barely hear it at first. The word is a single raw syllable, lost in the thousand and one breaths that came before it. When it catches on my ear, it seems to come from deep inside her, from every cell and nerve and sinew all at once. It’s not just her mouth but her whole body crying out for me, as mine calls out for hers.

‘Please what?’ I say.

HER

He knows what I want. He knows I need him inside me, the confluence of our bodies the only thing I’ve wanted for the past month – for every moment since the last time we were together.

And yet I know what he wants, too. Not just that – although if the feeling of his hard cock pressing through his trousers and against my thigh is anything to go by, very much that – but my acknowledgement of his control over me: my submission, my respect, my obedience.

‘Please, Sir,’ I say.

HIM

It’s as though a fuse, slowly burning since the minute she stepped through the door, has finally reached its end: the change in me comes like a dynamite burst. I can’t wait any longer. This woman in front of me – tied by my belt, positioned by my hands – is mine for the taking. She wants me; I want her.

Every second spent waiting is a waste.

HER

He dives down my body, and almost instantly I feel his rough hands pulling down my underwear and then the strokes of his tongue against my clit. He knows my body by now, knows what I like, and every furious touch of his mouth against the tiny nub – usually so well-buried between my lips, but for him always awake, alert, aroused – makes my wrists strain against their bonds and my back arch up in pleasure.

I could come like this, his face buried between my legs, but I know that isn’t what he has planned for tonight. This is a prelude – not a tease, but his test of my wetness, my readiness for him. His tongue probes me and I writhe silently, suppressing the moan that wants so desperately to escape from my lips – suppressing it only because I know that, once I start, I will not be able to stop until I am filled by him.

HIM

The sweetness of her pussy is worth the wait – would be worth waiting forever for, in fact – but today it’s just making me hungry for more.

‘Close your eyes,’ I say, but there is no need: she is lost in her own imaginings, in a world where this is a daily pleasure rather than a fleeting indulgence. Her eyes are shut tight.

HER

I’m aware of him undressing, in some distant part of my mind. I hear the shrug of material, of zippers unfastened, of shoes kicked into distant corners. I’m aware of it in the same way I am aware of the sound of traffic from outside the window, the same way I might be aware of the sound of waves at the beach or the rustling of branches in the forest: it is background noise, scene setting, window dressing. It’s there only to prove that there is no such thing as silence, that there is no absolute quiet, that the world always runs on in the background, and –

And then he is on top of me, cutting the thought in two.

His breath mingles with mine, his closeness sudden but so, so welcome, and I feel his cock pressing at my entrance. Suddenly our breaths are no longer mingling; I am holding mine in anticipation.

And then he is inside me.

HIM

Her cunt grips my cock tightly, as though one was made for the other – a perfect jigsaw symbiosis, me in her and her around me, the only way that feels right. Every thrust into her by me is met by her greedy hips, desperate for more, and so I draw back; it’s only once the tip of my cock is threatening to leave her pussy, when she thinks just for a moment that I might actually be pulling away from her, that I push back inside her with everything I have.

I kiss her as she gasps, stifling her moans with my lips.

HER

I want him.

I need him.

I have to have him.

I need his cock inside me.

Faster.

Harder.

Deeper.

Longer.

Fuck...

HIM

Every time my tongue break away from our kiss, a moan of arousal takes its place. I don’t need to ask what she wants: every part of her body, from the curl of her toes to the thin sheen of sweat on her forehead, is telling me – begging me – to continue.

HER

The world blurs with every thrust, but it doesn’t matter. The only thing that matter is his hands on my body, and the weight of him as he presses into me.

I want to grab him, to hold him close, but the belt – that hated, glorious, torturous belt – holds my hands above and out of the way. It holds me where he wants me.

I am his.

HIM

Close, now.

Her breath is ragged, as though she has forgotten in the heat of the moment how her lungs are supposed to work.

‘Please,’ she chokes out. ‘Please.’

Please what? Please can she have more? She can have everything. She is my toy, my plaything. She will take all I have to give.

Please can she feel my come inside her? Soon – inevitably. There is no way I can hold back.

No... not this time. This is a different please: selfish, but deserved. I know what she wants.

‘Come for me,’ I say.

HER

My body feels as though it is folding in on itself; my wrists pull against the restraints and for a moment I’m convinced that the belt will snap right in two, such is the force with which my orgasm pulses through me, but it holds steady. I writhe in place as he holds me down, suddenly flush with my own wetness and the wetness of him as his cock begins to twitch and dance inside me.

A thrust, another thrust and a shudder, and he kisses me again.

He is content. I am content. My body has been used, and my lover is satisfied.

All is right with the world.

HIM

It’s a while before I unfasten her hands, but that’s OK: she seems to enjoy the restraint. Instead, I bring her wrists down to her breasts as I wrap my arms around her.

HER

I could stay here forever. I want that, desperately. I want there to be nowhere else for me to be – no worries, no cares. I want the world outside this hotel room to cease to exist, just for a little while. Is that too much to ask for, really? A little solitude in the only place that counts?

I don’t think so.

HIM

The buzzing sound cuts through the silence like a shrill cricket on a warm summer night, impossible to ignore.

HER

Shit. Shit.

Not this. Not now.

‘I don’t have to answer it,’ I say. ‘I can let it go to voicemail.’

But I don’t.

HIM

‘Work,’ she mouths at me as she presses the phone to her ear. She doesn’t need to say anything else.

I can see the lie in her eyes.

HER

It’s not work. It’s Harry, checking in on me: he thought I was looking a little worried this morning at breakfast, and he wants to make sure I’m feeling better. I tell him everything is fine, praying to every deity I know that he won’t say what I know he is going to say – what he always says, because he is a dutiful husband and I am the scarlet woman who could never deserve him.

‘I love you,’ he says, and then I have to leave.

HIM

She looks different as she hangs up the phone; the post-coital glow has vanished, and now she has the same hangdog expression as a deflating party balloon. It’s over. We’re done.

She gathers up her things quickly, suddenly rubbing her wrists to remove every last trace of my belt against her skin.

It hurts to be erased so easily.

HER

I can’t be here. Not now, not with him.

Next month. Next month will be different. Things will be easier, then. Less complicated.

‘I’m sorry,’ I say as I pull on my shoes.

‘I really am,’ I say as I pull on my jacket.

I don’t say anything as I open the door. There’s nothing left to be said.

HIM

I listen to her feet tap their way down the hotel corridor, taking her away from me yet again.

It was bad enough the first time we snuck away, but I had expected that it would mellow over time – even then, I knew this would be more than just a one-time deal for both of us. Now, I’m her bad habit. For all of the times she calls me Sir, for all of the times she says she is mine, I know it’s not true. I’m a cigarette behind the bike sheds, nothing more.

For me, though, our little meetings are everything.

I love her. Of course I love her. That’s why it’s so hard to watch her go back to him, knowing that I can only ever be a footnote to the happy little life she claims to have. It’s because I love her that I don’t expect her to stay, no matter how much I wish she would.

She tells me she wants to be fucked roughly, the way he can never manage, and so I oblige. From the moment the door closes after her arrival, I devote myself to her: to giving her what she needs, in the hopes that maybe – just maybe – she’ll reconsider her decision to stay with him.

And yet she never does.

After some of our meetings, I plan to break it off. I say I’ll change my phone number and refuse to answer her emails, cut off contact, go back to a world of platonic professionalism – and sometimes I even find myself believing it.

My resolve lasts about as long as the scent of her perfume in the air. It wavers as I dress, and as I close the door of the hotel I tell myself: just one more.

Just one more.


Want more?
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