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My husband Daniel always said I had a calming presence. Gavin was the first man in my life who ever made me feel the opposite.
I met him on an ordinary Wednesday afternoon in the courthouse corridor. Daniel waved him over, cheerful, oblivious, proud of himself for finding “the consultant who fixes everything he touches.”
I straightened my blazer, smoothed my hair the way I always did when meeting someone new. Part of my calming thing I guess.
But the moment Gavin’s eyes landed on me, and I mean really landed, something in my chest dropped hard enough that I forgot how to breathe.
He didn’t smile. He looked, slow, direct, and certain, like he was taking inventory of me, my posture, my ring, the way I held myself, and filing it away somewhere.
“This is my wife, Marissa,” Daniel said.
Gavin nodded still looking at me. “Of course she is.”
I should’ve laughed politely. I should’ve said something light. Instead I felt heat climb my neck like I’d been caught doing something wrong.
Daniel didn’t notice. He never noticed the small things.
Gavin shook my hand, and when his fingers closed around mine, something inside me tightened in a way I didn’t want to acknowledge. His hand was warm, steady, deliberate. Huge. He held me a half-second longer than necessary, not long enough to be inappropriate, but long enough that my pulse jumped before I could hide it.
“Pleasure,” he said, voice low. “I’ve heard you’re the one keeping this whole operation held together.”
His presence was overpowering. He loomed like a king. Big, black, and beautiful. Nora wasn’t kidding.
Daniel laughed. “I’d fall apart without her.”
But Gavin didn’t laugh. He just kept his eyes on me, said, “I believe that.”
It was the first moment I felt the ground shift with that man. But only the first.
The second came later that very day, at the dinner I never wanted to host but Daniel insisted on inviting Gavin over for.
Gavin didn’t flirt. Every movement, pouring wine, reaching for plates, brushing hair behind my ear, his attention tracked me with a quiet, unshakeable certainty. This was no boyish charm, no surface polish. He had no hesitation.
This was a man who had already decided what he thought of me. And that terrified me in a way that was exquisitely revealing, ironically.
Daniel talked nonstop, eager to impress him, eager to help, eager to please. He didn’t see the way Gavin’s gaze kept drifting back to me, measuring me, reading me, waiting for something he was sure would come back from me.
At one point, I bent to pick up a dropped napkin. When I rose, Gavin’s eyes were on me with such controlled heat that I shivered.
Daniel didn’t even look up.
I excused myself to the kitchen just to breathe. My pulse was wild, my skin hot, my insides completely unsettled. I gripped the counter and told myself I was imagining it.
But then Gavin stepped into the doorway and I knew I wasn’t.
He leaned his shoulder against the frame watching me the way a man watches a woman he has already taken apart in his mind.
“You’re nervous,” he said softly.
I swallowed. “I’m fine.”
“You’re not.”
His voice wasn’t teasing. It wasn’t cruel.
It was just certain. I couldn’t look at him.
“You’ve spent a long time behaving, haven’t you,” he said. “A long time being good, and proper, and reliable.” His gaze lowered deliberately. “Daniel is a lucky man to have you.”
Something inside me twisted up hard. “He is, I know.”
Gavin stepped closer. Not touching, but close enough I felt his presence like pressure on the base of my spine.
“You know what I see?” he murmured.
“No,” I whispered. “I don’t.” I glanced around the edge of the wall to check on Daniel. He was fully engaged by his phone. Soft music filled the condo. Our conversation was not being overheard.
His voice dropped to something darker and uncomfortably intimate. “I see a woman who is one breath away from breaking in exactly the way she’s afraid she might enjoy.”
My knees nearly buckled. Because the worst part was how fast my body reacted to his words. Not from him touching me, not from anything inappropriate. Just the truth.
He seemed to instantly see every weak place in me before I even knew they existed. Before I could reply, Daniel called from the living room, cheerful, clueless, untouched by any of it.
I stepped around Gavin, but he didn’t move out of my way. He made me slip past him, against him. He made me feel small doing it, he was so huge.
As I brushed by, barely breathing, he murmured one quiet sentence that followed me all the way back to the table:
“You want to give in to it.”
My hands trembled. Daniel didn’t noticed. But Gavin did. He noticed everything. And that was the moment, the true moment, I knew I was in danger. Not from what he might do. From what I would.
The third, that was in the boardroom in our offices. Daniel left us alone to finish up the report. Gavin closed the door and stepped up straight in front of me and placed his hand so abruptly on my hip I only watched it.
His hand moved lower, over the round of my hip, palm warm and firm, and when I still didn’t stop him, he stepped in closer, his chest nearly touching mine. The back of my legs pressed harder into the table. There was nowhere left to retreat. My heels stayed planted, spine arched subtly, body betraying everything my mouth wouldn’t say.
“I could take this apart,” Gavin murmured. “Or I could wait for you to do it yourself.”
My breath hitched. His other hand came up, framing my jaw, thumb barely grazing my cheekbone. It wasn’t aggressive. It wasn’t romantic. It was studying. Like he was learning the shape of my restraint, counting how many seconds it had left.
My hands hovered at my sides. Trembling.
“You can stop this,” he said again, giving me that same narrow path to safety. “Say the word. Say no.”
My fingers twitched, not in retreat, not in protest, but in want.
He tilted his head slightly. “Say something.”
I licked my lips, throat dry. “Don’t make me ask for it.”
A flicker crossed his expression, not surprise, not triumph. Hunger.
His hand slid behind my neck, fingers threading up into my hair as his body leaned into mine, and this time when his mouth hovered near mine, he didn’t speak.
His mouth hovered there, heat brushing my lips without contact, and the lack of it made something in me break open lower, deeper. I swayed into the space, not a kiss, not yet, but a surrender of posture, of control. My breath caught against his. My thighs pressed together involuntarily.
His hand behind my neck gripped more firmly, fingers sliding slightly down my nape, palm warm against my skin where my hair parted. The motion made my chin lift just enough to expose the underside of my jaw. He didn’t kiss me. But I felt his breath drag along my throat, the suggestion of his mouth tracing the line from my ear to my collar.
“You feel how close you are,” he said, his voice deeper now, breath warmer. “You’re standing inside it.”
My hands, still clenched at my sides, rose slowly, as if they didn’t belong to me, until my fingertips brushed his chest. Through the fabric of his shirt, I felt the heat of him, the steadiness. My palms flattened, not pushing, not pulling, just needing to touch something that anchored all the noise unraveling inside me.
His mouth brushed my jaw.
My breath left me in a sound I barely recognized. One of his thighs stepped between mine, firm, solid, pressing against the inside of my legs in a way that made the center of me throb, even through the layers of skirt and slip and underwear.
I moved against it instinctively, and his breath caught near my ear.
“There,” he said, voice like something broken open. “That’s the part of you you’ve been trying to bury.”
His hand at my hip slid lower, around to the back of my thigh, palm dragging slow over the curve, the hem of my skirt lifting just enough to make the skin there burn from the exposure. His fingers pressed lightly against the side of my leg, just below the edge of my underwear, testing the softness, the tension. I didn’t stop him. I didn’t say anything. My hands clutched the front of his shirt like it was the only thing keeping me upright.
He moved his mouth down, grazing the hollow of my throat, and I tilted my head to let him, the movement automatic. The desk behind me held all my weight now. My knees were unsteady. The air smelled like my own perfume mixed with his skin, and my body was answering him everywhere, the flush across my chest, the hard knot of heat between my thighs, the way my breath kept stuttering each time he exhaled against me.
His voice near my shoulder now, low and dragging: “I haven’t even touched you yet.”
But he had. He was touching me everywhere that mattered. Every inch of fabric between us felt like a countdown.
His mouth didn’t return to mine. It moved lower instead, slowly, deliberately, grazing along the side of my throat. His breath was hot where his lips parted near the soft skin just beneath my jaw, not kissing, not sucking, only letting the warmth of him press there long enough that my body began to lean into it, hungry for more. I tilted my chin again, exposing the line of my neck fully, and the sensation of his exhale alone sent a pulse down through the center of me that made my knees unlock.
His hands were already under the curve of my skirt now, both of them, slow, flat palms dragging upward along the backs of my thighs. The fabric lifted with them. He didn’t bunch it. He didn’t rush. He pushed it gradually, brushing it higher with the movement of his wrists as his hands climbed until my underwear was exposed to the air of the room.
I felt it, the sudden shift in temperature, the quiet vulnerability of that much skin bare, my thighs parted just enough around his leg that the air hit the inside of me.
Then his hands stopped, spreading wide across the tops of my thighs, just below the crease where they met my hips. His thumbs brushed lightly against the edges of the fabric covering me there. Cotton. Simple. White. Modest. The kind a good wife wore beneath her work clothes. And I knew he saw that. I knew he liked that.
He kissed my neck, finally, just once, mouth open and slow, tongue barely there, heat soaking into the dip below my ear. The kiss dragged downward, lips soft but sure, and when I gasped, he felt it in the way my hips rolled forward, unintentionally, embarrassingly, into the pressure of his thigh still braced between mine.
“Like that,” he murmured, barely audible. “Right there.”
His hands slid further up, fingers grazing over the curve of my ass now, under the hem of my underwear, still slow, still patient, still leaving room for me to stop him. I didn’t. I couldn’t. I gripped the front of his shirt tighter. He exhaled hard against my neck when he felt how soft the skin there was. His fingertips sank in, firm and unhurried, spreading lightly over me, mapping the shape of something he had clearly imagined more than once.
One hand stayed cupped at the base of my spine, the other moved back around, gliding forward, knuckles dragging against the fabric of my underwear again. He watched my face now. He wanted to see the moment. His fingers grazed upward, pressing lightly through the cotton, testing the heat of me beneath it.
I trembled visibly.
He smiled, low, restrained, devastating “You’re soaked through,” he whispered.
My whole body flushed.
He stayed exactly there, two fingers curved against the center of me, firm enough to hold contact, slow enough to make it torture. He held me in place with his body, his breath, his hands, not restraining me, but giving me nowhere else to go. My hips stayed pressed against his thigh, my core barely shifting against the shape of his fingers through the cotton, every inch of it unbearable and perfect.
Then, lower, barely audible, his voice in my ear again: “Tell me you haven’t been thinking about this every night.”
My body moved before I formed the thought. I tilted forward, not a collapse, not surrender, a deliberate shift of weight that pressed my hips harder into his hand as my reply. His fingers remained still at first, surprised perhaps, then adjusted with maddening precision, spreading slightly, cupping me through the damp fabric, and the pressure made my breath leave in a soft sound against his shoulder.
My hands left his chest. I let them fall to his waist, fingertips grazing the leather of his belt. My knuckles brushed his abdomen as I moved inward, and the faint tremor in his stomach under my touch thrilled me. I felt the tightness there, the restraint in him, the edge he was walking just as carefully as I was.
He pulled back just enough to look at me. Not with control, but with recognition. Something had changed.
I wasn't trembling anymore. I was choosing.
His hand went still again, letting mine explore. I ran my fingers slowly down his beltline, tracing the shape of the metal buckle, then dipped lower, not to open anything, not yet, but to feel the thick weight of him straining through his pants.
He exhaled, jaw tightening. I looked up then, fully. Met his eyes without blinking.
“Don’t ask me to say it,” I said, my voice low but firmer this time. “I’m never going to say it out loud.”
I slid my hand along the length of him, through the fabric, slow, firm, not teasing. His hips tensed immediately, subtle but undeniable. He felt every inch of it, and I felt him grow harder under my palm, thick and impossibly present now against my wrist.
Then his hand slid down, finally slipping under the edge of my underwear, skin to skin.
I gasped, sharp and quiet.
He was slow. Fingers warm, wide, parting me gently, exploring the soaked heat between my thighs like he wanted to memorize everything. He found the spot instantly, didn’t press, didn’t rush, just circled once with devastating precision.
My legs buckled slightly. I clutched his belt tighter with one hand, the other still moving over him in long, firm strokes through the fabric.
He groaned, low and brief, the sound vibrating against my neck.
I whispered, “Close the blinds.”
He froze for a second, reading my face. Then he stepped away without hesitation, crossing to the glass wall of my office, fingers flicking the cord, slats drawing closed with a faint rustle. He locked the door behind him with a soft click.
I stood there, breathless, legs trembling, skirt pushed halfway up my thighs, underwear wet and twisted against the heat between my legs.
When he turned back to me, I didn’t wait for him to make the next move.
My heels clicked across the floor before I slipped them off, quiet, precise, each motion measured as I closed the distance between us. Gavin stood still, letting me approach, his chest rising with slow, uneven breaths. I could see it now, the tension in his jaw, the tight coil in his shoulders, how hard he was holding himself back. Not because he wanted to. Because he wanted this to be mine.
I stopped just in front of him, so close I could smell the heat of him, the clean sweat and faint spice from his cologne, the pressed cotton of his shirt warm from his skin. I reached for his waistband again, this time slower. No rush. No hesitance. My fingers found the buckle and undid it quietly, not with fumbling urgency, but the way a woman does when she’s no longer asking for permission.
He watched me in silence, lips slightly parted, eyes lowered to my hands.
I slid the belt through the loops, the soft leather whispering with each pull, and dropped it to the chair beside us. My fingers moved to his fly next, thumb dragging over the button before slipping it loose. Then the zipper, slow and smooth, the sound loud in the quiet room.
The moment it opened, he pressed his hips forward slightly, not an order, just a response, and I felt the hard weight of him through the thin fabric beneath. I looked up once. His eyes were dark, jaw clenched, breath shallow.
I reached in. My hand found him fully, warm and heavy in my palm. Huge and hot. His breath caught, chest tightened. I stroked him once, slow, from base to tip, dragging my fingers up the length of him as his body tensed under my touch. He was hot in my hand, thick and swelling harder with every stroke, the fabric slipping lower as I worked him free.
His hands hovered at his sides, fists half-curled like he didn’t trust himself to move.
I leaned in then, my mouth brushing his throat, the stubble rough under my lips, and whispered, “You’re not the only one who knows how to push.”
His hips jerked once into my hand and I smiled.
Then I kissed him just below his jaw, slow and open-mouthed, lips dragging along the tight muscle there while my hand kept moving, steady, deliberate, each stroke firmer than the last. His skin burned under my mouth, his pulse hammering, and when I sank to my knees in front of him, he groaned low in his chest, a sound that sent a deep ache between my legs.
I looked up, meeting his eyes from below.
“I’m not breaking,” I whispered.
The carpet was soft under my knees. My skirt rode high across my thighs as I settled, pooling awkwardly around me, forgotten. The air was warm against the backs of my legs. Gavin stood perfectly still above me, legs slightly parted, shirt unbuttoned just at the collar, belt gone, pants open, the dark waistband of his briefs low enough that I could see the base of him where I’d already pulled the fabric aside.
He was hard now, fully. Thick, dark, and rigid against the curve of his lower stomach, the head flushed, skin tight with heat. I reached for him again, this time with both hands, one at the base, fingers curling around the weight of him, the other moving up to run lightly along the underside, tracing the raised vein there with the edge of my nail. His abdomen flexed as I touched him, his thighs tightening like he was already holding himself back.
I moved closer. My bare knees brushed the tops of his shoes. I felt the inside of my thighs growing slick again, a pulse of pressure building so deep it ached. But I didn’t rush.
I looked at him first. His head tipped back, his jaw set. He wasn’t watching me in that moment. He was feeling me only.
I leaned in, slowly, letting my breath trail down the length of him first. I held him upright in my hand, thumb smoothing along the ridge near the tip. He twitched once in my grip. I opened my mouth and touched my tongue there, a soft, slow press just at the crown, warm and wet and light. He made a sound then, quiet and low, half a breath, half a warning.
I smiled against him. Then took more.
The head of him slid past my lips with ease, the heat and weight of it startling, intimate. I moved slowly, letting my tongue explore the underside, circling around the base of the tip, drawing him in further with each pass. My lips stretched, wet and tight around him, as my hand stroked what I couldn’t yet take, the rhythm unhurried, matching the rise and fall of his breath above me.
He filled my mouth more with each pass, thicker, harder, and I felt him swelling deeper into my throat as I adjusted, relaxing my jaw, pressing my tongue flat. I could feel the smooth skin sliding against the roof of my mouth, the throb of his pulse inside him, the heat of him soaking into me everywhere he touched. I had never been anywhere near a cock so big, so thick, so long and gorgeous.
His hands finally moved, gently, settling against the back of my head. “Fuck,” he said, voice raw, breath hitched. “Marissa…”
I moaned around him at the sound of my name, and the vibration made his hips jerk forward half an inch before he caught himself. I tightened my lips and pulled back slowly, tongue dragging against the length as I eased him from my mouth, then slid forward again, deeper this time, slower. My spit coated him now, warm and slick, and I let it pool there, lapping down his shaft as I moved. My fingers gripped tighter near the base, stroking in time with my mouth, keeping him steady as I built the rhythm.
He was breathing harder now, both hands buried in my hair, hips twitching toward me as I took more of him, deeper, wetter, the sound of it filling the room with a soft, obscene music that made my thighs clench. My mouth was wide, lips stretched, tongue flattened as I let him slide in to the edge of what I could take.
I stayed there, holding him in my throat, breathing through my nose, letting him feel everything.
He groaned louder, his fingers tightening.
“Jesus Christ…”
I pulled back again, spit stringing between my lips and the tip of him, and looked up at him through it.
“You’re shaking,” I whispered.
He looked down, his eyes wild and dark, jaw tight. “I’m trying not to come.”
I smirked, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, and then leaned forward again, lips parted, breath hot against the wet length of him.
“Don’t,” I said.
That’s what he did to me, that’s what he turned me into with merely his words, and is presence.
His hips rocked forward before he could stop himself, slow, instinctive, helpless, and I welcomed it. My lips sealed tighter around him, tongue pressed firm against the underside as I took him deeper than I had before. The sound he made was low and guttural, a strained growl torn from somewhere deep in his chest. His hands pushed in my hair now, one low at the back of my scalp, the other at the crown, not forcing but steadying, like he needed something to grip to keep from falling apart.
I relaxed my jaw, letting the heat of him fill my mouth, the weight pressing deeper into my throat with each subtle movement of his hips. I could feel the veins pulsing along the thick length of him, feel the flex in his thighs when I swallowed around him, slow and controlled, holding him there.
The air between us grew hot and heavy, filled with the wet sound of my mouth moving over him, the soft glide of tongue and lips, the quiet gasp I let slip every time I pulled back enough to breathe. Spit clung to him now, shining along the length of his cock, dripping to my fingers where I stroked him in rhythm with the movements of my mouth.
He looked down, jaw set tight, his chest rising and falling like he’d been running. “You keep doing that,” he said, voice ragged, “I’m gonna come in your mouth.”
I didn’t stop. I wanted him closer to the edge. I wanted him shaking, unraveling, undone because of me.
My hand stroked faster, mouth tightening around the head, lips sealed, tongue swirling as I slid down again, deep enough to feel him against the back of my throat, deep enough that he hissed through his teeth and gripped my hair tighter.
“Fuck, Marissa.”
I moaned again, louder now, and the vibration made him buck harder into my mouth. My eyes watered. I blinked up at him, mouth wide and wet and full, lips stretched around the thick heat of him, throat tight with the effort of holding him deep.
He pulled back suddenly, gasping, hands lifting from my hair like he had to physically stop himself.
“Get up,” he said, voice broken.
I stayed down for a beat longer, stroking him slowly, smearing the wetness along the shaft with both hands, watching him struggle for control.
He reached down, hooked his hands under my arms, and lifted me to my feet in one smooth, sudden motion.
“Get over there,” he said, his mouth close to mine, breath shaking against my lips. “Bend over the desk.”
I didn’t move right away. But he looked at me, hard, waiting for me, and I realized this was where it was going to go, once I aroused him enough. It had to go there.
I turned. Took two steps, braced my hands on the edge of the desk, my skirt already halfway up my waist.
Behind me, I heard the sound of him stepping closer. The rustle of fabric. The catch in his breath as he looked down at me, at what I was offering him now without a word.
And then I felt him behind me, one hand sliding up the back of my thigh, fingers dragging toward the soaked cotton still clinging between my legs.
He groaned. “Jesus, Marissa. You’re dripping.”
His fingers hooked the edge of my underwear, pulling it aside with a roughness that wasn’t careless, it was need. The fabric caught for half a second at the curve of me, and I pressed my hips back to help, baring myself fully to him, feeling the cool air rush over skin that was flushed, wet, and aching.
He paused, but not to tease, to look, to take in what I was doing, bent over the desk, skirt around my waist, legs spread and braced, my breath coming fast, body trembling, open and ready for him. I glanced over my shoulder, eyes meeting his, and what I saw there nearly made my knees give out: restraint, reverence, and hunger. And pride too. Yes, Gavin, you win. It was like he couldn’t believe I’d done this for him.
I reached back, hand finding the back of his thigh, then sliding higher, fingers curling behind his hip, guiding him forward, the tip of him nudging against me now, hot, heavy, slick with everything I’d left on him.
I tilted my hips, found the right angle, and pressed back.
Our bodies met. He slid in with a slow, impossible stretch, both of us groaning, mine quiet and choked, his deeper, raw. I took him inch by inch, feeling the thick weight of him push into me, my walls pulsing tight around the intrusion, the heat, the pressure. He filled me completely, so deep I gasped, my hand slamming flat to the desk for balance.
“Marissa…” he growled.
I pushed back harder, grinding into the base of him now, arching my back deeply, giving him more.
“Harder,” I whispered.
He answered with movement. His hands gripped my hips, holding me in place, and he started to thrust, slow at first, dragging nearly all the way out before plunging in again. The sound of it echoed in the quiet room, wet and sharp, my body meeting his, again and again. I braced on my elbows, spine arched, ass tilted up, taking every inch he gave me, the stretch of it making my legs shake.
But I wanted more. I pushed back against him now with every stroke, meeting his rhythm, clenching around him as he drove deeper. My fingers reached behind, found his hand, and dragged it around my hip to my stomach, pressing it flat against the curve of me. He slid his palm lower without needing instruction, fingertips brushing over my clit, once, twice, then circling, firm and perfect, syncing with every thrust.
I cried out, soft and ragged. “Again,” I said.
He moved harder, faster now, and I didn’t just take it, I gave it back. Every stroke was matched by me slamming back into him, hips meeting hips, wet and reckless. My thighs trembled, but I kept moving, kept grinding down, kept fucking him back like I needed him inside me to stay upright.
He leaned over my back, chest hot against my spine, one hand gripping the edge of the desk beside mine, the other still working me between my legs. His lips found my neck, and he whispered with teeth and heat against my skin: “You’re not mine, but you fuck like you are.”
I moaned, high and shaking. And pushed back even harder.
His chest pressed to my back now, slick with heat, breath falling against the nape of my neck in short bursts. His rhythm grew harder, deeper, hips slamming into me with a wet snap that echoed off the walls with every thrust. His hand never left my clit, fingers tight in their circles, the friction unbearable, perfect, while his other arm wrapped around my waist, pulling me flush against him on every drive forward like he didn’t want to leave a single inch untouched.
I couldn’t stay silent anymore. Each sound that left my mouth was broken, not from pain, not from shock, but from the weight of pleasure so sharp it frayed everything else. I was swearing, whispering, begging, I didn’t even know what I was saying. I just knew it made him growl against my shoulder, made him thrust harder, fingers digging into my hips like he needed to leave a mark. My hands clawed at the desk now, the edge biting into my palms as I pushed back onto him, over and over, no hesitation left.
I wanted every inch of him. Every snap of his hips. Every rough word in my ear.
He reached up suddenly and took a fistful of my hair, not yanking, just holding, controlling my movement as he pulled me up from the desk, my spine arching, his body pressed full to mine from behind. I gasped as I was lifted, my ass flush against his thighs now, his cock pounding into me from this new angle, deeper, hitting something inside me that made my whole body lock up.
“Feel that?” he growled in my ear. “That’s how far I am inside you.”
I cried out, hands scrambling for the edge of the desk again as my legs threatened to give.
“You’re dripping down my thighs,” he said. “And I haven’t even finished ruining you yet.”
I clenched around him hard, a broken moan spilling out of me as his fingers started circling again. This time faster and more deliberate. His cock driving into me with punishing rhythm now, full and thick and unforgiving, and my body had no choice but to take it.
“Say it,” he rasped. “Say you want this.”
I gasped, breathless, dizzy, and said it.
“I want it.”
He slammed into me once, twice, teeth scraping the curve of my neck.
“Say you wanted it before today.”
“I did,” I whispered, trembling.
“Say it louder.”
“I did,” I moaned, back arching, muscles seizing, every nerve in my body lighting at once.
His fingers pressed harder. His cock thickened inside me, rhythm faltering now.
We were both close, both unraveling, and we knew it. But neither of us stopped.
My body wasn’t mine anymore. It moved for him now, bent forward, back arched, legs trembling as I braced myself harder against the desk, cheek pressing to the cool surface, lips parted and wet, eyes half-closed and unfocused. Each thrust knocked a breath out of me. Each stroke of his fingers dragged me closer to something I had no resistance left for. I was soaking, thighs slick, heat pulsing low and constant, my body opening around him again and again, clenching down so hard I could hear his breath break behind me.
I didn’t care about the office anymore.
Didn’t care about the door, or the hour, or the fact that this was my desk.
This was where I’d answered calls, handled casework, scheduled meetings.
Now I was spread open on it, dripping, panting, taking him so deep my legs wouldn’t stop shaking. I’d stopped trying to control anything. Stopped trying to push the want away.
I needed it now, needed him, needed the way his hand slid down to grip my thigh and lift it higher onto the edge of the desk, opening me further so he could drive in deeper, harder, until his hips slammed against the curve of me with loud, wet rhythm.
“Good girl,” he growled against my ear, body flush to my back again. “You’re giving it all to me now.”
I moaned so loud it echoed.
He kept going, fucking me with long, rough strokes that made my toes curl, his hand never leaving my clit, rubbing it in fast tight circles while I writhed under him, helpless against the pressure building so fast it felt like drowning.
“I can feel you,” he said, voice breaking. “You’re close. Let go.”
I cried out. My hands clawed for the edge of the desk. My thighs clenched. And then, it hit me.
The climax crashed through my body like a breakage, full-body, uncontrollable, hips jolting back into him, mouth open, the sound raw and desperate. I clenched around him, pulsing, soaked, shaking hard as my orgasm dragged me under and wouldn’t let go.
He cursed, deep and strained, and grabbed my hips with both hands, pounding into me as I came, still throbbing around him, still moaning, still begging without words for every last inch.
Then I felt him tense, his whole body tightening, and with one broken gasp he slammed in hard and stayed there, buried to the hilt, cock throbbing deep inside me.
I felt him come. Felt the heat of it flood through me, thick and deep, my body twitching around him even as I trembled with the aftershocks of my own release. We stayed like that, locked together, skin flushed, breath ragged, his hands braced on the desk beside mine, his chest bent over my back, both of us wrecked.
We’d just got decent when the door knob jiggled and the door swung open. Gavin reclined in my chair, I sat on the edge of my desk.
“Report?”
“Will be done by end of day,” I assured him in my high lilting tone.
“Great, Gavin? You’re coming over for dinner.”
He left and I looked down at that big beautiful man and smirked.
The dining table candles burned low, the plates were cleared, and the last of the wine was breathing in a decanter at the center. Daniel was relaxed, his chair angled back, one arm resting on the back of mine. He was smiling, laughing at something Gavin had said. I was smiling too. I had to remind myself to.
Gavin sat across from me, sleeves rolled, tie gone, his posture casual in the way that didn’t look deliberate until you noticed how effortlessly he carried himself. His hand rested on the table, fingers drumming lightly against the rim of his glass. He hadn’t looked at me in the last ten minutes and I was itchy for his attention.
My body was still marked from earlier, inside and out. My thighs ached. My underwear, fresh as it was, clung damp between my legs, soaked again the moment I’d heard his voice at the door.
Daniel, oblivious, turned toward the kitchen. “Dessert?”
I stood up quickly. “I’ll help.”
He smiled, kissed my cheek, warm and easy. “Thanks, babe.”
I crossed the room and felt Gavin’s eyes follow me, not visibly, not with his head, but in the way heat prickled at the back of my neck the second I turned my back to him. I kept my shoulders straight, my pace steady, but inside I was unraveling again. Not with shame but with the unbearable knowledge of what I had become around him.
In the kitchen, I gripped the counter, tried to breathe, tied to remember who I had been two days ago.
He stepped in behind me, didn’t speak, didn’t touch. He stood so close I could feel the warmth of him along my back again, feel the pull in my chest like a tide turning. His voice was low, careful.
“You still taste like me.”
I closed my eyes. I reached into the fridge with trembling fingers, pretending I was focused on the dessert, a tart Daniel had picked up from some place in Midtown he thought I’d like. My hand closed around the plate, but the weight of Gavin behind me made it hard to move. His breath touched the back of my neck, not loud, not intentional, but there.
My body responded before my thoughts did. A slow pulse thudded between my legs, memory and sensation looping together, the weight of him inside me, the sound of my name in his mouth, the pressure of his hand on my hip as he buried himself in me.
I swallowed hard. “You shouldn’t be in here,” I whispered.
“I shouldn’t have been inside you either,” he murmured. “But you didn’t stop me.”
My knees went weak. I set the tart on the counter too hard. The plate clicked against the marble, loud enough that Daniel called from the dining room. “Everything okay?”
Gavin stepped back half an inch. I could feel the absence of him like cold air.
I called out, too bright, too fast. “Fine! Just grabbing forks.”
My hand shook as I opened the drawer. Behind me, Gavin’s voice was lower now, measured and intentional.
“He’s still hardwired to believe you’re his.”
I closed the drawer. “Don’t.”
“You let me inside you while he was one minute away. You came on my cock with his name still on your tongue.”
I turned, fast. “Gavin, ”
He was closer again, not touching me, but crowding me without seeming to. The wall of him was right there, tall, dark, solid, the heat of him wrapping around me like I belonged in his bed. His face was calm.
“And now?” he said. “You’re standing in a kitchen with shaking hands, soaked through your second pair of panties today, wondering if I’ll follow you into the bathroom next.”
I stared at him, breath short, heart hammering.
He leaned down, lips near my ear, voice barely audible over the hum of the fridge.
“And you’re hoping I will.”
Then he stepped away slowly and calmly, picked up three forks from the counter like nothing had passed between us.
He walked out first. I stood there, thighs pressed together, skin flushed, holding a tart in trembling hands, a good wife, a good hostess, one second away from coming undone all over again.
I walked into the dining room composed and calm. Daniel looked up and reached for the wine, his face lit with that relaxed affection I’d taken for granted until now. I set the dessert in front of him, brushed his shoulder as I moved past, felt him squeeze my hand like everything in our life was still perfectly intact.
I moved behind Gavin, placed the second fork down beside him. But when I leaned in, I let my breath drag slow across the back of his neck, a mirror of what he’d done to me only hours ago.
I leaned lower, close enough that my chest brushed the edge of his shoulder, lips near his ear, and I whispered, quiet and direct: “Don’t think you’re the only one who knows how to take what they want.”
Then I pulled back, sat down, crossed my legs. And I smiled across the table like a woman who hadn’t just upended the balance of power.
Daniel poured wine, talked about something, a settlement or a client call, I wasn’t listening, and I saw Gavin nod, but his eyes flicked to me, sharp, narrowed. He was trying to read what had shifted, what new exotic had taken root.
He couldn’t see it yet. But I could feel it. Because underneath the table, while Daniel’s attention drifted to his phone, I slowly uncrossed my legs, let my heel slide along the carpet until the tip of my toe brushed Gavin’s ankle lightly and barely. Then again, firmer this time, my toes trailing up his calf beneath the hem of his slacks.
His breath caught. He didn’t look at me and I didn’t stop. I pushed my foot up higher, dragging it over his shin, up to his knee, parting his legs. He shifted in his chair. I did it again, slower this time, letting the ball of my foot press between his thighs, gently at first, then firmer, until I felt the solid heat of him underneath the table with the balls of my toes.
Daniel laughed at something he was reading. I kept my eyes on him, my foot pressing harder, circling his growing bulge. And Gavin had to sit there silent and still and trapped.
I reached for my wine, sipped slowly, and smiled. A real smile, too. And I kept my foot pressing him there, squeezing him.
My pressure against him was firm now, slow and steady, tracing circles through the fabric, teasing the shape I could feel thickening underneath. Gavin’s body tensed, legs spreading slightly wider, and he adjusted his grip on the fork without ever looking up. But I saw the vein in his neck tighten. I saw the way his jaw shifted, like he was grinding down something primal.
Daniel didn’t notice. He was still talking, something about mediation terms, or parking validation, flipping through emails with one hand while sipping from his glass with the other.
I leaned forward, elbows resting on the table, chin in my palm. My foot dragged higher, curling under the crease now, toes spreading and pressing up into the hard heat I could feel through the fabric. Gavin’s thighs twitched involuntary. He shifted in his seat but I didn’t let up.
I wanted to see how far I could take him. How far I could take myself.
“You’re quiet,” Daniel said, looking at Gavin.
Gavin cleared his throat, voice a half-step rougher than before. “Just thinking.”
I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from smiling too hard. I pressed harder, my foot flexing, heel dragging down the inside of his thigh, then up again. His cock was thick now, fully hard under the fabric, the heat of it radiating up through the sole of my foot. And still I wanted more.
My breath was quickening. I felt the flush in my chest rising, heat pooling low in my stomach, and I shifted in my chair, squeezing my thighs together for a moment just to take the edge off. It didn’t help. It made it worse.
Gavin reached for his wine, slow and careful, but his hand shook slightly.
I pressed again. Firmer now, my toes curling up between the tension of his legs, slow and relentless, letting him feel everything I wanted to give him but couldn’t, not yet, not here.
Daniel stood. “Going to clean up,” he said, brushing his hands. “You two finish the wine. I have to go to my office, go over the report.”
The moment he left the room, the air changed. Gavin’s head turned, eyes landing on mine across the table, dark, burning and silent.
I didn’t stop. I pressed harder with my foot, heel grinding up, and still he said nothing.
He reached beneath the table then, finally, his hand closing around my ankle. He held me there, tight, not moving me away, not pushing back. Just holding me, constraining me, and breathing hard.
My chest was rising fast now. My thighs were wet. I was soaked again, underwear clinging to me, aching for him, pulsing with the need to cross a line I’d already stepped over hours ago.
“I want to do it right here,” I whispered.
Gavin didn’t speak. Because I was already uncrossing my legs, spreading them under the table.
His hand slid up my calf slowly, like he needed to test whether I’d stop him, but I didn’t. I shifted forward in the chair, knees spreading wider, letting his palm trace higher up my leg, skin to skin now. The hem of my dress was already hitched too far up my thighs to hide anything. I didn’t look away. I wanted him to see what I had become. What he had turned me into.
No longer the wife who blushed and pulled her skirt down. Not the woman who whispered no while her body said yes. Not someone waiting to be taken, even. But something far worse than all that.
I leaned back in my chair, thighs wide under the tablenow, my breath shallow and deliberate as I slid my own hand down between them, not for modesty, not to block him, but to guide.
“Feel that?” I whispered, eyes locked on his. “That’s not guilt. That’s not confusion.”
Gavin’s fingers reached the crease where my thigh met heat. I caught his hand with mine. Held it there, wet fabric already pushed to the side, my folds slick and open. I pressed his fingers into me, slow, deep, gasping softly as two slid in. My eyes fluttered. I ground down onto them.
“That’s who I am now,” I said, panting. “Not your good girl. Not anyone’s good wife. I’m the woman who takes what she wants.”
He looked stunned, like he had been waiting for this version of me, needing it more than he even knew.
And I wasn’t done. I reached for his beltline again, my foot still resting against his thigh as I leaned forward, both hands sliding under the tablecloth now. He was hard, straining in his pants, throbbing through the thin fabric. I gripped him through it with both hands, firm, greedy, shameless, and stared into his eyes as I started stroking him, slow and tight, knuckles pressing hard enough to make him shake.
“You gave this to me,” I whispered. “You thought you were going to break me. But I didn’t break.”
I came around the table now, slipped into the seat beside him. One hand worked him under the cloth, the other slid up his chest, gripping his shirt.
“I woke up.”
And I kissed him hard.
Our mouths crashed together, lips bruising, breath stolen, teeth catching. His hand plunged back between my legs, fingers curling inside me as I moaned into his mouth, hips rocking against the pressure. My tongue claimed his. My hand fumbled with his zipper now, impatient, hot, desperate.
When I freed him, I gripped the base tight, guiding him up under the tablecloth.
“You’re going to sit there,” I breathed into his mouth, “and let me ride you. Right here. Right now.”
His breath caught but he nodded once.
I stood slowly, dress slipping down only enough to cover what needed covering.
I wasn’t the same. I was the woman who’d opened her legs to another man in her husband’s house, and didn’t stopped wanting more.
I slid into his lap at the table, the long tablecloth brushing my calves, hiding us. His chair creaked under the shift of weight, and my thighs eased apart across his, dress bunched high on my hips. His breath hitched against my collarbone. My knees pressed the sides of the chair, one heel tucked up on the seat behind him, the other planted on the floor. I reached between us and angled him upright with a grip that had nothing delicate about it.
He was hot and pulsing in my hand. I didn’t wait. I lowered myself in one long, steady drop, eyes locked on his the whole way down. The moment I took him inside me, I let the sound out, not a gasp, not a whimper, a groan, deep and claiming. My mouth parted. My nails dug into his shoulders as I settled full-weight on him, the heat of him filling me up to the very bottom.
He swore, softly, choking it off behind his teeth.
My hips started moving, small pulses, then longer sweeps. I could feel myself coating him with every slide, thighs trembling from how much I needed this, how long I’d held back from becoming what I was becoming. My dress fell open at the neckline, loose enough to slip off one shoulder. I let it. I wanted him to see skin. Wanted him to see all of me, the flushed heat of my chest, the way my breath hitched, the tension in my jaw as I rode him harder, deeper.
I gripped the back of his chair for leverage and started using him.
The sound of it was obscene under the table, wet, insistent, rhythmic. I didn't care. I wanted him to hear what he was doing to me. What I was doing to him. Every stroke ground his cock into the deepest part of me, and I moaned softly with each one, broken little whines into his ear as I arched forward and let my full weight roll into it.
“You like how far I’ve fallen?” I whispered, panting now, hips moving without shame. “You think I’m going to stop now?”
He tried to speak but I kissed him too hard to let it out, my fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him deeper into me as my hips slammed down again and again.
I was gone, eyes closed, head thrown back, thighs tight around him as I started to lose it. My body convulsed hard once, then again, and the third one took me with it. I shook in his lap, gasping through clenched teeth as the orgasm wracked through me, flooding me, soaking him. My nails scraped his neck. I bit down on his shoulder and shuddered, still grinding through it, not slowing at all.
“Don’t you dare come yet,” I hissed, breathless.
I didn’t say a word. I stood, legs shaky, the insides of my thighs damp and warm, and walked away from the table. I knew what I looked like, dress clinging where it was soaked, neckline pulled low, shoulder bare. I didn’t bother fixing it. I wanted him to follow.
I crossed to the living room, heels clicking on the hardwood, and sank to my knees on the couch, elbows down, arching forward over the cushions. My back curved, dress riding all the way up my hips. I let my knees slide apart slowly until I felt cool air hit the slick heat between them. I didn’t look back.
I heard the sound of his belt. Then the silence of his breath catching.
I reached back with one hand and eased the dress the rest of the way up, baring myself completely to him.
“This is what you did to me,” I said, voice low, steady. “Now come finish it.”
I kept my arms braced, the couch cushion pressed under my chest, hair spilling to one side. I felt his fingers first, firm on my hips, then lower. He was watching me, I knew. Watching the way I pushed back, inviting him. My husband on the other side of the wall behind the couch, too.
When he pressed in, I sucked in a breath so sharp I saw stars. My fingers clawed at the couch. I could feel the way he stretched me open, filled me, claimed the last piece of me. I moaned without shame, arching back against him, grinding down as he buried himself to my hilt.
"Harder," I breathed.
He gave it to me. One hand on my lower back, the other gripping my hip, he pulled me into every thrust. My body jolted forward against the cushions with each one, the sound of it loud in the room now, undeniable. I cried out, not caring who heard. I’d invited him. I was the one who laid myself out like this, open and dripping and aching for every inch of what he could give me.
Under me, the cushions jolted with every deep thrust, but I didn’t want to just take it anymore, I wanted to ride it. I wanted to own this part too.
I pushed up, hair sticking to the side of my face, dress bunched around my waist. I turned, one knee flung over him as I straddled his lap, his back against the couch. His chest was rising fast, mouth parted, hands ready to grab me again. I didn’t let him.
I lowered myself, slow and steady, watching his face as I took him in. Inch by inch, I sank down, gasping when our hips met, my thighs spread wide, my body humming from the stretch and heat of it.
I rocked once, then again, then rolled my hips in a full circle, locking eyes with him as he groaned.
“You feel that?” I whispered, smiling wide, wicked. “You’re mine now.”
He tried to grip my waist, but I grabbed his wrists, shoved them back against the couch, pinned them there, and rode him how I wanted. Harder and faster. My breasts bounced with the motion, sweat trickling down my back. I didn’t care. I was soaked everywhere. Slick thighs clapping against his, my knees digging into the cushions for leverage.
I leaned in and kissed him messy, biting his lip, then dragged my mouth down his throat, tasting salt, biting harder when he moaned. I grinned into his skin.
I was wild now. I was the one doing this. My body, my need, my rhythm.
My thighs burned from how wide I’d spread them, but I didn’t stop. I moved with long, dragging rolls of my hips, slow enough to make him groan again, deep in his chest, his head tipping back. I leaned forward to kiss the hollow of his throat, licking sweat off his skin, tasting it. His hands curled on the couch cushions, useless there, waiting for me to give him something. I didn’t. I stayed in control. I wanted to feel what that did to him. Turn the table so to speak.
I clenched around him as I rocked forward, watching the way his stomach twitched. I pulled back, watching his face. His mouth had fallen open, his eyes hooded. I shifted my angle, rising until just the head of him pressed against me, then dropped my hips again, fast and full and wet. He gasped. I moaned back.
“You like me on top,” I said low, breath hot against his cheek. “Don’t you.”
He tried to answer, but I moved again, slower this time, grinding forward with my hips tilted, pressure building where I wanted it. He shuddered under me. I laughed, quiet, smug, not girlish. Something darker. I rode the rhythm I wanted. Deep, smooth, full-body movements that let him feel every inch of me wrapped around every inch of him. I dragged it out, panting, making sure he heard every sound I made deep in his ear when I sank down hard.
My hands slipped into his hair, tugging. My dress was plastered to my back with sweat. I could feel my makeup smeared under my eyes, my lips swollen from too many kisses.
I didn’t care. I felt beautiful like this.
I moved again, grinding with shorter, faster motions now, a little bounce in my hips as I kept my chest close against his. His hands couldn’t help themselves anymore, they grabbed my ass, spread me wider, pulled me down harder, but I was already ahead of him. I was already pushing up, bracing on his chest, using him to take it faster. My hair came loose and spilled around my shoulders. I was building something now, heat rising fast.
I bit my lip, whimpered, dropped harder on him. He gasped and bucked up to meet me.
And I laughed, throatier this time, as I pulled back just enough to look down and watch myself take him. Over and over. My skin was flushed, damp, my body grinding on his like it belonged to him. I watched his shining frothing cock, huge around and longer than my arm, come out of me and plunge back in.
His grip changed, stronger now, less restraint, his fingers digging into my hips with purpose, anchoring me so he could thrust up into me. I braced with both palms on his chest, fingers splayed wide, my nails sliding through the sweat there. His abs tensed under me, pushing into every roll of my hips. I felt it all. Every inch, every surge, the thick pressure of him stroking deep and fast now, hitting right where I was most open.
I moaned through clenched teeth, not trying to muffle it anymore. My thighs trembled as I dropped harder, grinding instead of lifting, locking my knees tight against his sides and rocking until the friction pulled a strangled curse out of him.
I loved the sound. “Right there,” I gasped, leaning in, my chest to his, my mouth against his ear. “Right there, don’t stop.”
He didn’t. He pushed into me like he was trying to keep up, trying to catch me, his rhythm ragged now, erratic and deep. I felt him getting close. I felt myself on the edge too. It was all heat and pressure and skin, every nerve in my body focused on where we connected.
His hands slid up my back, under my dress, dragging the fabric to my waist, holding me bare. I kissed him, open mouth, desperate, teeth knocking his. I rode him faster, not pretty anymore, just need. His mouth moved to my neck, biting harder than before, and I arched into it, breath shattering. The feet of the couch skidded back and forth on the floor.
My body started shaking.
“I’m gonna, ” I couldn’t even say it. I held him tighter, every muscle pulled taut, my thighs clamped to his ribs, grinding through it, chasing it.
Then it hit, slow at first, a wave curling up my spine, and then slamming down hard and hot and blinding. I cried out, didn’t care how loud, grinding down into him, my whole body locking up as I came. He groaned, one long, deep growl, and drove into me once, twice, and then again, his hands gripping me hard as he pulsed deep inside.
We remained like that, shaking together, clinging tightly, breath ragged and tangled. My forehead dropped to his chest, damp and flushed. He held me through the aftershocks, both of us still locked tight, both of us slowly coming down. But I didn’t lift off him yet.
My legs gave out first. I sank down fully, my chest collapsed against his, arms limp, head turned so my cheek could rest in the damp warmth of his neck. I didn’t move. I couldn’t. Every part of me had been wrung out, not gently, but completely, like the old me had been writhing and bucking one moment, and now… she was gone.
He was still inside me, softening, but I didn’t lift. I didn’t want to lose that connection. His hands smoothed up and down my back, slow now, calming. I closed my eyes and let out the kind of breath that felt like surrender. Not to him, not even to what we’d done, but to what I had become.
I wasn’t resisting. There wasn’t a trace of shame left in me. I had claimed him, taken him fully, made the choice again and again with my body, louder than words. And now I was sprawled across him, my delicate white frame sprayed over that massive black man.
I felt high and hollow and weightless, but clear. Fully awake. The woman I’d been before, she wouldn’t have done this. She wouldn’t have begged or climbed onto him or dragged him to the couch like an animal in heat. But that woman was irrelevant now.
“I wanted that,” I said, voice rasped and quiet. “All of it.”
He didn’t answer right away, just brushed his hand up through my hair and let it rest there.
I lifted my head finally, just enough to look at him, and smiled in a way I hadn’t before. A new smile, one that belonged to the woman I was now.
His hand moved through my hair again, slow and thoughtful, fingertips trailing along my scalp like he was memorizing me. I stayed draped over him, half-asleep, half-stunned, too spent to think, too calm to question anything.
He kissed my forehead. Then my temple. Then lower, to the curve of my cheekbone, like he was choosing his words through his mouth instead of his mind.
“I wouldn’t have touched you, you know,” he said quietly, “if he hadn’t asked me to.”
I blinked. My lashes brushed against his chest. I didn’t lift my head.
He let a few breaths pass, his hand resting on the back of my neck now, thumb moving slowly.
“He wanted it,” he said. “Your husband. He told me what you were like. Said you’d fight it, but deep down… he said you were ready. He was ready.”
I stiffened, but didn’t pull away. Didn’t speak. Just breathed. It was like it wasn’t even English, wasn’t even words.
“He said he couldn’t do it,” Gavin went on, barely above a whisper. “Not the way you needed it. Not the way that would wake you up.”
I lifted my head an inch, met his eyes. My voice caught in my throat before it could form.
Gavin looked back at me without flinching. “He wanted me to break you in. Make it happen. Make it so you couldn’t go back.”
He reached up and tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “He asked me to do this.”
It hit me like a drop of ice water in a steaming bath. I stayed where I was, straddling him, my legs still draped along his sides, but something inside me jolted, sharpened.
I looked down at him. My breath had gone shallow again, but it wasn’t fear. It wasn’t even shame. It was something hotter.
“He said that?” I asked, and my voice came out low, almost breathless. My hips hadn’t moved, but I felt them pulse once, a slow unconscious clench around him, like my body hadn’t gotten the message that this moment was supposed to be held still.
Gavin nodded calm and unapologetic, like this was all exactly what it was supposed to be.
I sat up straighter, the weight of my bare body still pressing into his lap, and let my hands rest on his chest. They were trembling faintly.
“He wanted this?” I said. “All of this?”
“He wanted you to come back different,” Gavin said. “To feel everything you’ve never let yourself feel.”
I swallowed. My hands slid down his chest, slow and curious, like I was rediscovering him all over again through that one sentence.
The house was quiet. Morning light slanted through the blinds, dust caught in the beams. Gavin was gone. No trace of him, not even a coffee mug in the sink. I stood barefoot in the kitchen, robe hanging open, body marked in ways I could still feel inside and out. I was wrecked, but my joints were loose, my body was fluid.
I didn’t make coffee. I didn’t check my phone. I walked down the hallway to the bedroom, every step measured, every breath deeper than the last.
He was sitting on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees like he’d been up a while. His eyes lifted when I came in, and something in his face told me he knew I wasn’t the same.
I didn’t sit. I didn’t pace. I stood in front of him, my robe falling open more with each breath.
“He told me,” I said. “Last night.”
His eyes didn’t move from mine. “I figured he would.”
I waited.
He nodded slowly, then looked down between his hands. “I wanted to see what you’d become if someone pushed you. If someone didn’t stop.”
I felt my thighs press together, and not from shame. “You sent me to him,” I said. “You gave me to him.”
“I wanted you free,” he said. “I wanted you wrecked. I wanted you… awakened.”
I stepped between his knees, untied the robe fully, and let it fall to the floor.
“Well you got it,” I said. “It would seem.”
He reached up. His hands slid around the backs of my thighs, then my hips, his face lifting to meet mine. There was no hesitation in me. I climbed into his lap, straddling him like I had Gavin, but this time I kissed first, hard, wet, open. I gave him everything. Every sound. Every movement. Every part of the new woman he had unleashed in my through Gavin.
He leaned back into the pillows as I pushed him down, my thighs tightening around his hips. I could feel how hard he was already, thick and pulsing against me, and I didn’t climb off. I stayed right there, rubbing slow, purposeful circles over him with my body, letting my heat soak through the thin layer between us.
His hands were on my waist, then up my back, then in my hair. He didn’t speak and I didn’t either. We’d never done it in the morning, I’d never straddled his lap, I had never initiated sex. I had never cried out during sex. I had never come having sex.
I kissed him again, open-mouthed and hungry, tasting him like I hadn't in years. I moved my hips in slow waves, pressing and pulling, each pass tighter, wetter, more deliberate.
I sat up and peeled off my camisole, watching his eyes track every inch of skin I revealed. His hands found my breasts, thumbs brushing over my nipples, slow and reverent, but I was past that now, I needed more. I arched into him, not delicately, but with a gasp that told him what I wanted. He gripped me harder, and I ground against him harder still.
When I pulled his waistband down, his cock sprang free, thick and perfect and flushed. I didn’t tease. I slid back just enough to press myself down, bare and wet and fully open, until I was holding him against my entrance. I waited there, hovering, rocking, letting the tip nudge and part me. His breath caught. Mine did too.
And then I sank down, slow and deep, both of us watching, both of us lost.
I held him there, just inside me, not moving yet, my hips resting heavy in his lap, my thighs tight around him. My body fluttered around the thick crown of him, adjusting, welcoming. I could feel every contour of him, the way he pulsed, the way the heat of him radiated upward through my belly. I closed my eyes and exhaled slowly, sinking into it.
He didn’t move either. His hands stilled on my waist, fingers curling in gently, thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts. I could feel the tension in his legs beneath me, held back, waiting, letting me take this moment for myself. I rolled my hips an inch forward, then back, feeling the thick ridge of him stretch me again. The slow burn of it made my jaw fall slack.
I took more of him, deliberately. A slow grind down, my knees bracing tighter against the cushions. He slid deeper, inch by aching inch, and my breath caught high in my chest. My hands came down to his ribs, then flattened over his chest as I pressed down farther. I watched his face as he disappeared inside me, his lips parted, his jaw tight, his eyes dark.
He groaned low when I seated fully, our bodies flush. I stayed there, full and throbbing, unable to breathe. Every nerve lit up, every part of me stretched wide around him. I clenched, slowly, experimentally, and felt the twitch in his stomach, the way his fingers dug into my waist. My skin prickled with heat. I wasn’t easing into this, I was taking it.
And when I started to move, I did it slow, deep, and deliberate. Not rising off him, but rolling my hips, pressing every inch of him through me in thick, dragging circles. His eyes locked on mine.
I stayed on him like that, slow and rolling, my body soaked and open and hungry for everything he gave me. His hands were everywhere now, cupping my breasts, sliding down my back, gripping my ass hard enough to bruise. I wanted it. I welcomed every grip, every sound, every ragged breath from his throat as I moved on him with purpose.
I leaned forward again and kissed him, wet and deep, my tongue sliding into his mouth as I ground down, hips swiveling. I was full in every way, stretched and flushed and burning, my nipples grazing his chest with every pass. His cock filled me so perfectly I could feel it press into me with every drag of movement, the slick friction making me gasp again and again.
He surged up suddenly, sitting with me straddling him, and I wrapped my legs around his back as he began to thrust from beneath. The bed rocked with us. I cried out, biting his shoulder, then kissed the spot after. His name spilled from me in a whisper, over and over.
I tightened, trembling, on the edge. He felt it. He held me tighter, fucked me harder. My body broke first. I came hard, hips bucking, face buried in his neck, fingers digging into his hair. I barely heard his groan as he followed, deep inside me, holding still, both of us shuddering.
We stayed locked like that, my head on his shoulder, my chest heaving. His hands stroked slowly over my back. We said nothing but I knew, he’d felt it too. Not just the sex, but the change, the way we saw each other now, the way I’d let go, the way he’d taken me.
The woman who rose off him minutes later wasn’t the same woman who'd confronted him that morning. And he knew it. He looked at me like he knew what he’d released. I kissed him soft, then stood, my body aching and wet, and walked to the bathroom without a word, naked, unashamed.
I moved back to him slowly, the robe loose around my hips now, not bothering to close it. He watched me with that raw awareness, like he was still putting together the pieces of the woman sitting down on the edge of the bed beside him.
I tucked one leg under me, facing him fully. His eyes dropped to my thighs, then lifted again, cautious and wanting at the same time.
“I want you to tell me everything,” I said. My voice wasn’t sharp. It was steady. “Not the part Gavin said. Your part.”
He swallowed, then nodded once, like he’d been waiting for this.
“You know Evan,” he said. “You know how he… struggled. With Nora.”
I nodded. I knew about that, from Nora’s point of view of course.
“Gavin helped them,” he continued. “The same way he helped you. Evan told me it changed her. Changed both of them. She didn’t hold back anymore. She didn’t stay small. She didn’t stay polite.”
His eyes flicked down my body again, lingering at the marks Gavin had left on my hips.
“I wanted that for you,” he whispered. “I wanted you opened. Pushed. Broken in by someone who knew how to do it.”
A tremor went through me, not fear, not doubt, but ecognition.
“You knew what he’d do to me,” I said, voice soft but certain. “You wanted that exact thing.”
He nodded. “I wanted you taken further than I could take you myself.”
I reached out, touched his jaw, then slid my thumb across his lips. He kissed it on instinct.
“He did break me in,” I said. “He didn’t hold me back. He didn’t wait for me to ask. He didn’t let me hide behind being good.”
My breath deepened. My thighs pressed together.
“And now?” he asked quietly.
I leaned closer, my mouth brushing his ear, my words warm against his skin.
“Now I’m exactly what you wanted. Broken in. Woken up. And I’m never going back.”
He exhaled, shuddered, almost, and his hands lifted to my hips as though he needed to feel the truth of it under his palms.
“I’m yours,” I murmured, “but I’m not the woman you handed over. I’m the one he returned to you.”
He held my hips a little tighter at that, like the weight of what I’d said finally settled into his hands. I kissed him once, slow and soft, then eased back just enough that he had to look up at me to keep my eyes.
“He did what you wanted,” I said. “He pushed me past things I didn’t even know were in me.”
My smile curled at the corner, lazy, confident, a little wicked. A smile Gavin would recognize instantly.
“And if I’m honest…” I let my fingers trail down my husband’s chest, stopping just above his waistband, “…I can feel it in my body now. It’s like he left something there. A calibration.”
He blinked, breath catching, unsure where I was going, the tension tightening in his shoulders.
I tilted my head, playful but not soft.
“And every now and then,” I murmured, “I might need a little… tune-up.”
His eyes widened, and I laughed, warm, teasingly, brushing my lips along his jaw as though I were only kidding. Only playing. Only stirring him up.
But I felt the way he stiffened under my hands. Felt the way he couldn’t decide if I was joking or warning him or simply stating a new truth he wasn’t prepared for.
I pulled back just far enough to look at him, still smiling, still wicked, still very much the woman Gavin had shaped and returned.
“Relax,” I whispered. “I’m here, aren’t I?”
I kissed him again, deeper this time, slow enough to blur the line between reassurance and temptation.
But as I slid off his lap and walked toward the shower, hips loose, body marked, robe falling open with every step, I knew he was watching me with a new kind of uncertainty.
Because he didn’t know if that tune-up line was a joke or not
I let the water run over me in the shower, hotter than I usually liked, steam thick enough to blur the mirror. My body felt different in the heat, loose, open, humming in places that had been dormant for years. I braced my hands on the tile, closing my eyes as the memories rolled through me, slow and heavy and indulgent.
The wife breaker. That’s what Nora had called him the first time she warned me, half whisper, half confession, like the name itself carried its own gravity.
She’d told me everything about him in those late-night phone calls, voice lowered even though Evan was asleep in the bedroom. How Gavin didn’t coax. Didn’t negotiate. Didn’t wait to see if you’d take the first step. He watched. He learned. And then he pushed you directly into the place you didn’t admit you wanted.
Standing there under the water, I let myself feel how accurate she’d been.
And the most astonishing part was how well I’d hidden it. No one knew how Gavin had taken me apart the way I’d secretly hoped he would. No one knew how hard I’d pretended to fight him at first, nor how fast I’d folded after, and how thoroughly he’d taken me past myself.
I kept it sealed behind my ribs, a private heat, something that lived only in the way my thighs trembled when I thought about his hands on me, and the way my husband had looked when I admitted what I had become.
I touched the marks on my hips, faint but still there, and I felt myself smile, quiet, slow, and a little dangerous.
Nora had told me everything about the man. And I knew just the woman to tell next.
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