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The Wife Breaker 1

I heard Evan’s voice even before I saw him. He had that warm easy tone he always carried, even when he talked about traffic and work frustrations. I enjoyed so much the simple everyday moments he came home. He was safe and kind.
I stepped out of the kitchen and wiped my hands on the towel tucked in the waist of my skirt as he came through the front door.
Only this time he had Gavin following him.
Gavin looked even bigger than I remembered, broader through the shoulders, his jaw thicker, his clothes fitted in a way that showed the kind of upkeep he obviously kept up with. He was the archetypal big black man. I both feared him and was fascinated by him.
He smiled broadly the moment he saw me and pulled me into a quick hug that lifted me off the floor, eliciting a whoop from me and raised amused eyebrow from Evan. His shirt felt soft against my chest, his breath touching my cheek when he said my name.
“You look incredible, Nora. But you always did.”
I felt a buzz run through me, the one I had never forgotten he could spark. I stepped back and smoothed my dress, letting my eyes move over the broadness that was him in a way I hoped didn’t show too much. “Long trip?” I asked, and I nodded toward the kitchen. “I was just finishing up dinner.”
He rolled his shoulders as he moved past me, brushing my hip with his forearm as if he didn’t notice how close he was. “Three days of wall-to-wall meetings ahead. A proper home cooked meal might just keep me alive.”
Evan laughed and kissed my cheek, his hand lightly touching the small of my back. “See? Told you he’d rather stay with us than sit in some hotel.”
Gavin looked around the house like he was instantly comfortable in it. “This is way better. Hotels get old real fast.” He walked into the living room, his hand dragging across the top of the doorframe, then over the back of the couch. “You two have made a fine place for yourselves.”
God he was so big. So beautiful too. I tore my eyes away even as I followed him in, partly because I needed to bring plates out, but partly because I felt drawn toward Gavin with a pull I hadn’t felt in a while. He dropped his duffle by the hall closet, loosened the top of his shirt, and sat on the edge of the couch. His thighs spread enough to make me swallow before I caught myself.
Evan didn’t notice. He was telling Gavin about some new game he’d been obsessed with. The two of them fell right back into their old college rhythm, Evan’s hands gesticulating, Gavin leaning forward and touching Evan’s shoulder when he teased him about staying indoors too much.
I felt their warm energy filling the room. But I also felt Gavin’s eyes tracking me every time I moved just as much as I was tracking him. When I bent to pick up a laptop that Evan had left on the coffee table, I felt the heat of Gavin’s stare on the back of my legs, up the hem of my dress, right to the place where my breath tightened. I straightened slowly and met his eyes. He didn’t look away. He wanted me to see that he had been looking.
I stepped closer to the kitchen doorway to steady myself. “Dinner’s ready. Come on.”
Gavin stood first and walked past me again, brushing my arm this time, and slow enough that I felt each inch of contact. He looked down at me as he passed, his voice lower. “Smells good.”
I felt it in my stomach, warm, where the danger lies. I wasn’t supposed to enjoy that as much as I did. I wasn’t supposed to want him to keep doing it, either. I was a good wife.
But when he followed me into the kitchen, close enough that his chest drew over my back as I reached for serving spoons, I knew exactly what kind of trouble three days could turn into.
Gavin moved around my kitchen as if he had been in it a hundred times, opening the fridge to grab water, moving in close when he reached for glasses from the shelf above me. His arm grazed mine as he stepped behind me, and I felt the firmness of him through his shirt. I tried to keep my focus on the food, but he made it impossible. Every time he adjusted his stance, my body picked up the movement.
Evan sat at the table, talking through some ridiculous story about their college apartment flooding during a storm. Gavin laughed and hooked a thumb into his waistband as he leaned against the counter beside me. His eyes followed the shadow of my neckline, then dipped to my hips. He didn’t hide anything. He wanted me to know exactly what he was looking at.
“You cooking like this all the time?” he asked, voice low and teasing. “Evan used to brag about it nonstop.”
I set a bowl down feeling the heat rise in my chest. “He exaggerates.”
“Not really,” Evan called out. “She saved my life back then. Kept me from eating noodles every night.”
Gavin tipped his head toward him, then back to me. “He definitely needed someone like you.”
The way he said it landed deep. I turned to grab the wine and Gavin stepped in behind me, not enough to touch, but close enough that the heat of him spread across my back. I could feel him watching the way my dress pulled across my body as I reached up. My pulse went faster and I hated how aware I was of my breathing.
We sat down at the round table, Gavin on Evan’s right, me on Evan’s left. Even separated by my husband’s body, I felt Gavin’s knee move under the table, brush the inside of my leg before sliding close enough that I sensed where it could go if he wanted. I pushed my thighs together, trying to ignore the pull I felt toward that kind of attention. I never wanted Even to invite Gavin to stay with us.
Halfway through dinner, Gavin leaned back, his eyes on me as he wiped his mouth with the napkin. “I miss this,” he said. “Being around people who are all real, a solid husband, a good traditional wife,” he laughed.
Evan chuckled. “That’s because your job is all sharks in boardrooms now.”
Gavin smirked. “Yeah, but you two? You’re yourselves.” Then he turned that look straight at me. “You especially.”
I held his stare longer than I should have. Something in me opened a little, and he saw it. I knew he did. He lifted his glass toward me before drinking, the corner of his mouth tightening to control that dangerous grin of his.
After dinner, Evan started clearing plates, humming to himself as he moved around. I reached for the wine again, and Gavin came up behind me, closer than before, his hand brushing the small of my back as he reached for his glass. The touch was light, barely anything, but it pulsed through me.
“You seem different,” he murmured, almost into my ear. “But in a good way.”
I swallowed and kept my voice steady. “It’s been a long week.”
He let his fingers graze me again, one second, two seconds, before he walked past me toward the living room.
I stood there gripping the counter, feeling the warmth of that touch go right between my legs. I told myself I didn’t want any of this. I told myself to stay away from that flame, little moth.
Evan and Gavin carried their drinks into the living room while I rinsed the dishes. I heard their voices settle into the old rhythm, that familiar back-and-forth that always made our house feel warmer when Gavin visited. Evan didn’t make a lot of friends. I walked in with the wine bottle, and both of them looked up. Gavin’s eyes moved from my face to my legs, slow enough I felt it all the way down.
Evan patted the cushion between them. “Come sit. You never sit with us.”
I pretended I was deciding, even though the choice was made for me. I lowered myself between them, the couch dipping. Gavin’s thigh was warm against mine, and when he adjusted his arm along the back of the couch, his fingers landed close to my shoulder. Not on me,  but close.
Evan pressed play on whatever game recap he’d been wanting to show Gavin. They leaned forward together, talking fast, throwing small punches to each other’s arms across my chest. I watched too, but I kept catching Gavin watching me instead. Every time I slid my hips or lifted my glass, his attention followed my movement.
“You teaching early mornings still?” he asked suddenly, cutting off Evan mid-story.
I nodded. “Part time, only three times a week. My first class starts at eight.”
Gavin dragged his gaze from my chest to my eyes. “Bet they all have crushes on you.”
Evan laughed. “They do. I’ve seen the way those college boys look at her.”
My stomach tightened. “They’re eighteen. They look at everyone like that.”
Gavin smiled in a way that made my skin tingle. “No, they look at you like that.”
Evan tossed a cushion at him, but Gavin didn’t break eye contact with me until I looked away. The air between us felt thicker and charged. I couldn’t tell if Evan noticed or if he thought this was just Gavin being Gavin.
Evan got up to grab snacks from the pantry, and the moment he stepped out of the room, Gavin edged closer against me. His voice dropped.
“You’ve changed. You feel more alive.”
My breath caught. I hated that he was right. “I don’t know what you mean.”
“You do.” His knee pressed into mine. “You always knew when I was flirting with you.”
I should have pulled my leg away at that moment. Instead, I let it stay where it was.
Evan came back with chips, talking as though nothing had passed between us. Gavin leaned away, casual, relaxed, untouched by the moment. I sat there trying to cool my body down, but it didn’t work much.
After another half hour, Evan stood again. “I’m grabbing beers. Nora, want anything?”
“No, I’m good,” I said, even though my pulse was too fast.
As soon as he was out of sight, Gavin moved in again, his body angled toward me, his arm brushing mine. He let his fingers trace the hem of my dress at my thigh, just enough to feel the fabric.
“You remember the last time I stayed here?” he murmured.
I swallowed. “Yes I do.”
His fingers lifted the hem another inch, slow, patient, deliberate. “I almost kissed you in this exact spot.”
I exhaled hard. “Gavin.”
He stopped lifting the hem but didn’t move his hand away. “And you almost let me.”
Evan’s footsteps came down the hall.
Gavin’s hand dropped to his knee in a smooth, practiced motion, as if nothing had happened.
Evan settled back onto the couch with two beers, handing one to Gavin before dropping beside me again. He slid his arm along the back of the couch, so close to brushing my shoulder that it almost felt wrong how little his touch affected me compared to the heat lingering from Gavin’s hand.
Gavin cracked the bottle open with a low sound in his throat, then stretched one arm across the cushion behind me, mirroring Evan. It framed me between them. My body responded before my mind could catch up, my back straightening, my thighs pressing together under my dress. Gavin’s forearm hovered behind my neck, the warmth of it sinking into my skin. He hung his hand on my shoulder, let his arm press into my back. It was so casual and so innocent Even wouldn’t have thought a thing about it.
They talked about old classmates, old stories, old hookups even that Evan pretended never happened. Gavin tossed in details Evan had conveniently forgotten to mention. I laughed. Gavin kept looking at my mouth when I did. But I could tell he was exaggerating for Evan’s benefit. Gavin was the guy that had girls all over him.
After a while, Evan leaned forward to put his beer on the table, and Gavin tilted closer in the opening he left behind. His thigh pressed fully against mine, as if he had been waiting for that chance. My breath caught for a second, then I forced myself to look toward the TV, hoping it made me look unaffected.
It didn’t work. Gavin reached behind me again, his arm warm across my back, and this time his fingers brushed the back of my arm. A slow, dragging touch that made my stomach tighten.
Evan grabbed the remote and stood. “I’m going to grab my laptop. I want to show Gavin the new setup.”
The instant he turned down the hallway, Gavin slid his fingers along the inside of my arm, down to my elbow. I felt a rush so sharp it made my legs tense.
“You feel that?” he murmured.
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.
He dipped his head slightly, his lips grazing the side of my hair. “You always had this effect on me.”
I breathed in through my nose, trying not to lean into him. “Gavin, don’t.”
He smiled, low and sure. “Then don’t look at me the way you’ve been looking.”
His hand moved to my thigh again, higher this time, his fingers finding the warm skin beneath the hem. I felt my pulse hammer against his touch. I knew I should push him off. But I didn’t.
I whispered, “My husband is right there.”
Gavin’s fingers traced slowly upward, his voice steady. “And he’s the one who told me to stay here.”
I closed my eyes for a second, long enough for the heat to flood between my legs. Long enough for him to feel the tiny tilt of my body toward his.
Evan’s footsteps returned.
Gavin withdrew his hand, but he didn’t move away. His thigh stayed pressed to mine, his breath warm against my shoulder, his presence swallowing every thought I had left.
Evan dropped onto the couch with the laptop, completely unaware of the tension locking my body in place. “Here, check this out,” he said, opening a window on the screen.
I tried to focus. I didn’t.
Gavin’s hand found the couch cushion behind me again, his fingers brushing the edge of my shoulder as he leaned over me to look at the laptop.
Evan talked about his setup for nearly five minutes, and I nodded and smiled and made small sounds of interest. But Gavin knew exactly where my attention was. His hand kept drifting, inch by inch, until one fingertip touched the bare skin at the back of my upper arm again.
Evan closed the laptop with a satisfied little nod, proud of whatever he’d shown us, and leaned back with his beer. The second his arm lifted from the couch, Gavin moved again, his thigh sliding closer until mine rested fully against his. Heat spread through my skin so quickly I felt unsteady.
Evan didn’t notice. He stretched, reached for a handful of chips, and started talking about a new project at work. Gavin kept his eyes on him, but his fingers moved behind me again, tracing a slow path along my shoulder blade. Every stroke tightened something low and deep in my belly.
I stood up before I lost control of my breathing. “I’m getting more wine,” I said, and took my glass.
Evan nodded without looking. But Gavin’s eyes followed every step I took across the room.
In the kitchen, I set the glass down and gripped the counter with both hands, trying to clear my head. Behind me, I heard the low murmur of the two men talking, Evan’s voice rising with some story, Gavin’s quieter responses threading through it. I poured a small splash of wine and took a sip that didn’t help at all.
When I turned around, Gavin was leaning in the doorway.
His body filled the frame. One shoulder pressed into the wood, his hands in the pockets of his fitted pants, his eyes locked on me with the kind of attention that made my knees soften. There was no sound behind him now, Evan must’ve gone to the bathroom again. Gavin stepped inside, closing the distance until the counter touched my back.
“You’re shaking,” he said softly.
“I’m not.”
“You are,” he murmured, and reached out to touch my hip with two fingers. “I can feel it.”
I grabbed his wrist, but not hard enough to stop him. “Gavin don’t push this.”
“I’m not pushing anything.” He leaned closer, his breath warm on my cheek. “I’m responding to you.”
His hand slid along the side of my dress, fingertips brushing my waist. I didn’t breathe. I didn’t move. I felt his chest near mine, his thigh almost touching my legs, his voice slipping under my skin.
“You want me to back off,” he whispered, “tell me. Just tell me.”
My mouth opened, but nothing came out. I felt the pull of him, his confidence, the attention he gave me without hesitation. I felt the ache of wanting something I had no right to want. He nearly got to me back in college, before I fell in love with his roommate Evan and saved myself from a life of sin.
He moved his hand to the small of my back, slow and firm, pulling me an inch closer. My hips reacted before my mind did, tilting toward him in a way that made my breath catch.
Gavin’s jaw tightened. “That’s not you telling me to stop.”
I swallowed hard, trying to find my restraint. “Evan is right in the other room.”
Gavin’s hand slid lower, curving around the top of my hip, thumb pressing lightly through the fabric. “Then go back out there,” he said, voice thick, “and pretend you don’t feel this.”
I stared at him, my body throbbing with the aftershocks of his touch. The kitchen felt too small, too warm, too charged to stand in much longer.
Evan’s footsteps sounded in the hall.
Gavin didn’t move away. Not right away. He let his thumb drag one last slow stroke across my side before stepping back as my husband entered the kitchen.
Evan smiled at me and kissed my cheek, completely unaware. “Everything good?”
“Yes,” I said, even though my pulse was racing.
Gavin picked up his beer and walked past us, brushing my waist with the back of his hand as he moved through the doorway.
I followed them back into the living room with the wine glass steady in my hand, even though my body wasn’t. Evan had queued up a movie and was stretching out across the far side of the couch. He pulled a throw blanket across his legs and patted the cushion next to him. “Come on, babe. Gavin can take the chair.”
Gavin raised an eyebrow at me. “I don’t mind the floor.”
“You’re not sitting on the floor,” Evan said, half-laughing.
So I sat between them again.
Evan draped his arm around my shoulder and leaned into me. “I might fall asleep,” he said. “This week has been brutal.”
He kissed my cheek and edged the blanket over both of us. I nodded and tried to smile, but my pulse was jumping under my skin. Gavin sat beside me again, close enough that our thighs pressed. When Evan settled into the pillows and let his weight fall fully against my side, I felt him relax in a way that told me he was done for the night.
The movie droned. Gavin didn’t speak. But his hand moved slowly across his own thigh until his pinky grazed mine.
I didn’t move away.
A few minutes later, his hand moved again, knuckles pressing lightly to my skin, then sliding under the blanket that covered my legs. I looked down. I couldn’t see anything, but I felt Evan’s breath slow beside me. He was drifting.
Gavin’s fingers brushed the inside of my knee. I sat there frozen, heat flooding my chest, throat, face, but I didn’t stop him. His fingers moved higher, slow, deliberate strokes against my inner thigh. He knew exactly how far he could go without being seen.
Evan exhaled again, a soft sound. His eyes were closed now.
I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. Gavin’s fingers kept moving higher. My dress hiked enough to let him in, and his knuckles found bare skin. My heart kicked hard in my chest.
He didn’t speak. He kept touching me under the blanket, gentle, firm strokes between my thighs until I felt my hips respond in spite of everything. My legs parted a fraction of an inch. It is by such small measures we fall those great distances.
He slid one fingertip higher, and I gasped.
Evan stirred beside me, but only turned his head and let out a quiet snore. I should have pulled away. I should have stopped everything.
But Gavin leaned in then, lips brushing the shell of my ear, whispering low enough that only I could hear.
“You’re hot.”
I bit down on my bottom lip, eyes fixed on the screen, even though I couldn’t process a single frame of the movie.
Gavin’s fingers moved slow and steady between my legs, hidden under the blanket, as I sat sandwiched between them, my husband asleep, and the man touching me wide awake, knowing exactly what he was doing to me.
The room felt darker somehow, like the screen was the only thing holding it together. I stared straight ahead, my hand gripping the stem of my wine glass, trying to keep the rest of my body from shaking. Gavin’s fingers moved slowly, confidently, each pass between my legs more exact than the last. He knew I was wet. He must have. My thighs tensed each time he found the center of me.
I turned my face slightly toward Evan, barely breathing. He was asleep. Not watching. His hand had slipped from my shoulder, resting against his own stomach now, peaceful.
Gavin repositioned his weight beside me, letting his thigh press against mine harder. His wrist turned, and now his fingers dipped lower, curved in a way that made my back press into the cushion. He found the waistband of my panties and slid beneath them with almost no resistance.
I sucked in a breath. My legs parted.
The movie played. Evan snored. I tried to stay still, but I couldn’t. My hips moved against Gavin’s hand, my body choosing him even as I told myself no. My dress had ridden up halfway down my thighs. My mouth had fallen open. I was barely blinking.
Gavin pressed two fingers inside me, slow and deep. I jerked forward, a tiny gasp escaping my throat. Evan stirred, eyes half-opening.
“We good?” he mumbled, voice thick with sleep.
I cleared my throat, forcing myself to speak evenly. “Yeah. Cramp.”
He nodded and closed his eyes again, sliding into a deeper sleep. His breathing leveled out immediately.
Gavin didn’t stop. Just like in college, when he did the same thing to me and inflamed me for 5 years with it. His fingers curled slightly inside me, his thumb finding the place that made my stomach twist. I gripped the blanket tighter over my lap, holding it in place, adjusting it even as I pushed down against his hand.
I came quickly and hard too. It came out of nowhere. My thighs locked, breath caught, every part of me tightening. Gavin pressed his mouth to my shoulder and kissed me through it, slow and possessively. My body stayed rigid for a full ten seconds before it let go. I managed to make no sound, but just. There was no hiding from Gavin what happened, a man of experience like him would have no doubt.
When it passed, I sat there flushed and panting, my body drenched in the aftershock. Gavin slowly withdrew his fingers under the blanket, unseen. I didn’t look at him.
He leaned in anyway and murmured, “That’s a good start to the weekend, mm?”
Then he stood casually and walked to the kitchen for water like nothing had happened at all.
I sat next to my sleeping husband, legs spread beneath the blanket, panties damp, heart pounding, every inch of my body tingling. I didn’t even touch myself like that.
I woke to the smell of coffee and the sound and breakfast sounds. Evan wasn’t in bed. The light outside the curtains told me it was late morning. I stretched slowly, muscles sore in strange, specific places. My panties were damp between my legs. I closed my thighs and exhaled into the pillow. I had had dreams again.
Down the hall, I heard Gavin’s voice. He was talking to Evan, something casual about a call he had to take outside. I pulled on a long t-shirt and fresh underwear and padded barefoot to the kitchen. Evan smiled when he saw me.
“You sleep okay?”
I nodded. “Out cold.”
He poured me coffee and handed me the mug like nothing in the world was off. “I’ve got that deployment call at noon, but after that I’m free. Thought we could show Gavin the trail behind the campus. You up for that?”
“Sure,” I said, sipping, trying to keep my hand from shaking.
Gavin turned from the window. He was showered and dressed, wearing a collared shirt tucked into fitted pants. His eyes moved over me fast and full before he spoke. “You look cute like that.”
I felt it in my chest, a hit that made my nipples tighten under the cotton of my shirt. Evan was pouring cereal. He didn’t notice.
I turned to the sink, hiding the flush rising in my cheeks. “I should change.”
Gavin followed me with his eyes but said nothing.
The rest of breakfast passed in fragments. Evan talked about some bug in the system at work, and Gavin asked a few questions while keeping his gaze on me more than the conversation. I felt his attention on the way I moved, how I leaned forward, when I bent at the waist when I grabbed the butter from the fridge. It wasn’t flirting. It was staking claims.
I got dressed slow, standing in the bedroom alone, picking a sports bra and tight zip-up hoodie, leggings that clung high at the waist. I didn’t plan any of it. I wanted to feel firm and hidden and in control. But when I looked at myself in the mirror, I wondered what Gavin would see.
We drove in Evan’s car. Gavin sat in the back. I could feel his knees against my seat. Evan played some podcast I didn’t care about. I watched the town go by, every corner suddenly sharpened, every familiar street feeling like part of something I hadn’t noticed before.
We parked near the trailhead. Evan grabbed his phone again, some Slack thread buzzing for attention. “You guys go ahead,” he said. “I’ll catch up after this call.”
The trail curved behind the trees, quiet and damp from last night’s dew. Leaves stuck to the edges of my shoes. I kept my eyes ahead, trying to focus on the rhythm of my steps, but Gavin walked close enough that our arms brushed every few seconds.
“You didn’t say good morning,” he said, voice low, easy.
“I didn’t think I owed you one.”
He smirked. “You owe me a lot more than that.”
I stopped walking and turned toward him, arms crossed. “You always said it was my choice.”
“It was.” He stepped closer. “And you chose to come for me. Right next to your husband.”
My stomach flipped. “You touched me first.”
“But you didn’t stop me.”
His voice was calm, not cruel, just matter-of-fact. I hated how much it aroused me. I hated it more that I didn’t correct him.
“Tell me to leave you alone,” he said, eyes locked on mine. “And I will.”
But I didn’t say anything. He stepped in, not touching me, but close enough that I could feel his breath on my skin. “I think you liked how I made you feel last night. I think you liked knowing your husband had no idea.”
My body answered before my voice did. I tilted forward, barely perceptible, but Gavin noticed. His hand slid to my waist.
“You’re not ready to stop this,” he said.
I didn’t speak. I didn’t move away.
We walked again, slower this time, Gavin’s hand brushing mine until our fingers laced. I glanced behind us once. Evan was nowhere in sight. My thumb rubbed the back of his hand back and forth hard.
“You wore those leggings on purpose,” Gavin said. “You wanted me to look.”
I pulled my hand away, but not hard. “Don’t flatter yourself.”
He chuckled. “You think I don’t see the way your hips move when you know I’m behind you?”
We came around a bend in the path where the trees thickened. Gavin stepped off the trail, taking my hand again, leading me into the cover. I followed. I shouldn’t have, I know, but I did.
He backed me up against a mossy stump and kissed me without warning, deep and hungry and confident, his hand gripping my side, his mouth finding mine.
I moaned, barely audible, but it escaped. My hands slid up to his chest. I felt the hard edge of him under his pants, full and big. I pressed my thigh against him, and he growled into my mouth.
“Still think this is a mistake?” he asked, his lips moving to my neck.
Gavin’s hands moved down my back, firm and hungry, grabbing my hips and pulling me tight against him. I felt him hard through both our clothes, his breath rough against my neck. My legs drifted apart on instinct, opening for him even as my mind raced.
“You want this,” he said against my throat.
My hands went to his belt, fumbling with the buckle, the zipper. His fingers slid under the waistband of my leggings and yanked them down, quick and impatient. My panties followed. The cool air hit me and I gasped, but his hand was there a second later, stroking me between my legs like he owned me.
I was soaked, I could hear it.
“Jesus,” he said, voice tight. “You’re dripping for me already.”
I glanced over my shoulder up the trail we could see from there. There’d be warning enough if Evan was catching up, I hoped.
Gavin turned me around and bent me. My hands dug into the bark. He nudged my legs further apart and stepped in behind me. His cock pressed up between my thighs, hot and thick. I looked down between my legs and saw it poking through. I had shaved. He rubbed it against me, slow at first, then harder, coating himself in me.
And then he shoved it in.
I cried out, not in pain. In shock and release. It was what he did to me back then in college, though I had until the forest wiped it from my memory. Because I did it to him just as bad, just like now.
He started thrusting into me harder, faster, one hand gripping my hip, the other tangled in my hair, yanking me back against him with every movement. His body slapped against mine. I bent lower, taking him deeper, arched my back deeper, spread my feet wider.
“You wanted this since last night,” he growled. “You were soaking before I even touched you.”
I moaned, too loud. I bit down on my arm to muffle it. I wanted it since five years ago.
He drove into me over and over, his grip bruising, his rhythm relentless. I felt everything, his cock hitting me so deep, the roughness of the bark in my hands, the sting of where his fingers dug into my skin. My orgasm built so fast, I couldn’t control it.
“I’m gonna come,” I gasped. “Gavin!”
“Do it,” he said, voice sharp. “Come all over my cock.”
I did. Hard. My whole body locked up. I clenched around him, crying out into the forest, legs trembling as I collapsed forward. He kept fucking me through it, groaning louder, faster, until he pulled out at the last second and came all over my ass and lower back, thick and hot and messy.
I stayed bent over, breathing hard, muscles shaking.
He let go of my hips and stepped back, zipping up like nothing happened.
I turned, pulling my leggings up slowly, dripping, thighs trembling. He watched me the whole time.
“You going to pretend this didn’t happen too?” he asked.
I couldn’t look at him.
Somewhere down the trail, Evan called my name. Casual, cheerful, getting closer.
I wiped myself with tissue and started walking. I got ahead, adjusted my hoodie, and forced my breath to steady. My legs trembled with every step. I could feel Gavin’s cum cooling against my skin, tucked inside my panties now, soaking into the fabric. My body ached in the places he’d grabbed me. My thighs were wet. My face flushed. I couldn’t slow my heartbeat.
Evan’s voice carried through the trees. “There you are! Sorry, that turned into a whole thing.”
I glanced over my shoulder. Gavin was a few paces behind, calm, collected, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand like he’d finished a snack.
“Everything okay?” Evan asked, stepping between us, looping his arm through mine.
I nodded. “ Gavin wanted to keep moving.”
Evan grinned. “You two look like you ran a mile.”
Gavin shrugged. “Your wife’s got a decent pace.”
My stomach clenched. Evan didn’t catch it.
We walked together the rest of the loop. Gavin made small talk about property values. Evan asked if we should grab lunch in town. I kept quiet. Every time I moved my weight, I felt wetness between my thighs, the sticky press of Gavin clinging to me. I didn’t dare speak more than a few words. My voice would have cracked.
Back at the house, Evan tossed his keys on the counter and peeled off his jacket. “I’ve got that call in twenty, then I’m free the rest of the day.” He kissed my cheek, casual, light. “You okay? You look flushed.”
“I’m fine,” I said. “Just going to shower.”
Evan nodded and headed toward his office.
Gavin watched me from across the kitchen, arms folded, eyes heavy. When Evan was gone, he stepped closer.
“You liked it.” I didn’t answer. He brushed my hair off my face. “Don’t act like you didn’t.”
I backed away. “I need to clean up.” He followed me two steps, voice lower now. “I want you again. You know that, right?”
I stared at him, stomach tight, breath shallow. I turned and went to the bathroom, locked the door, and stripped. My panties were soaked, Gavin’s cum smeared across my skin. I stood under the water and pressed my forehead to the tile.
I dressed slow, choosing a loose tank top and soft cotton shorts. Nothing tight. Nothing that looked like an invitation. But when I stepped out of the bathroom and caught Gavin’s eyes on my legs from the hallway, I knew none of it mattered.
He didn’t say anything. smirked, then disappeared into the guest room. I found Evan on the couch, laptop open, headphones on. He glanced up and smiled, mouthing, “Almost done,” before turning back to the screen. I sat beside him, folding my legs under me, like I hadn’t been fucked like an animal in the woods an hour ago.
When Gavin came out, fresh shirt, sleeves rolled, water bottle in hand, Evan pulled off his headphones.
“Still up for burgers tonight?” Evan asked.
Gavin nodded. “Whatever works. I’m easy.”
I stayed quiet, sipping water, eyes on the window.
We ended up downtown. Some new patio place Evan liked. Gavin sat across from me, one arm resting along the back of the bench, his eyes sliding to my chest when I leaned forward to grab my drink. He didn’t hide it. His foot brushed mine under the table halfway through the meal. I didn’t pull away.
Evan didn’t notice. He was three beers in and talking about old campus pranks. Gavin smiled at him, then looked at me and said, “I miss this. I miss you two.”
Evan laughed. “Then move back. Get a condo. Be our bad influence again.”
Gavin met my eyes across the table. “You sure about that?”
I held his stare. “We’re not as boring as you think.”
He smirked. “I know that.”
The drive back was quiet. Evan dozed in the passenger seat while Gavin drove. I sat behind him, knees angled to the side, body thrumming. His hand reached between the seats once at a stoplight, brushing my thigh, slow and firm. I didn’t flinch. I didn’t encourage him either. But I let it happen.
At home, Evan said he needed a shower and disappeared upstairs. I started clearing glasses from the counter. Gavin stepped behind me, his body pressing close. “Come to my room later.”
I didn’t answer. He bent, his breath on my neck. “Door will be open.”
He left me there, flushed and shaking, my hands gripping an empty glass, my body remembering how he felt inside me.
Upstairs, Evan called my name. “Coming,” I said, voice steady. I climbed the stairs and found Evan toweling off in the bathroom, steam clinging to the mirror. He smiled at me through the fog. “Long day, huh?”
“Yeah,” I said. I leaned in and kissed his shoulder, tasting clean skin. “You okay if I read for a bit?”
He nodded. “Course.”
We got into bed. He grabbed his phone. I turned off the main light and clicked on the small lamp on my side. My book lay untouched in my lap. I could feel Gavin’s presence through the wall. The guest room was across the hall. His door was probably cracked open already.
Evan and Gavin, Gavin and Evan, that was my choice back in college, one way safe and kind, the other exciting and harsh. One way respected my wishes to be a traditional wife. The other ripped open the panting, grasping woman I was inside. One man loved my feminine virtues, the other my feminine body.
Evan turned to me. “Thanks for being cool with him staying here. I know he can be intense.”
I smiled faintly. “It’s fine. It’s only a few days.”
He kissed me once and rolled onto his side, phone in hand. Within minutes, his breathing deepened. The soft glow of the screen lit his face until it dropped from his hand onto the blanket. He was out.
I stared at the ceiling. Every part of my body buzzed with anticipation. I could feel Gavin’s fingers on me, the stretch of him, the things he whispered.
I slipped out of bed slowly, pulled the bedroom door shut behind me. The hallway was dark. I padded across the floor, heart pounding, and stopped at his door.
It was open, not wide, but enough to invite the curious inside.
I hesitated. One step more and I was his again. One step back and I could say I never left the room.
I stood there, breathing shallow, knees soft, thighs tightening with the memory of what we’d done to me on the trail against the tree. What he had to do to me.
I pushed the door open and stepped inside. He was sitting up in bed, shirtless, sheets pushed down to his waist. The light from the hallway outlined his chest, his shoulders, the curve of his arms resting on his knees. He didn’t speak. He didn’t move. He watched me close the door behind me and step toward him.
My legs trembled, but not from fear. I let the tank top fall first. Then the shorts. I hooked my thumbs in the waist of my panties and bent to push them down my thighs until they fell around my feet. I stood and reached behind my back facing him to unclasp my bra, and shook my arms to let it fall forward from my chest. No words, no teasing.
He pulled the blanket aside revealing he was naked under it. I climbed onto the bed and straddled him, my knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his hips. His cock was already hard, pressed against his stomach, the tip dewy. I reached down and took him in my hand, guiding him toward me, lowering myself slowly.
He gripped my waist as I sank onto him, both of us exhaling through our teeth. I rocked into him, slow and deep, the wet sounds of our bodies too loud in the quiet room. My hands flattened on his chest. My back drooped in. His eyes stayed locked on my bared breasts jiggling over his face. I rode him in silence, letting my hips find his pace, my head tilting back, mouth open, hair falling around my shoulders. He didn’t rush me. He let me take him how I wanted to.
And I wanted to.
He slid his hands up my sides, over my ribs, cupping my breasts in both palms, thumbs brushing my nipples. My body clenched, harder, tighter. I leaned down and kissed him, slow and deep, grinding against him with every thrust, soaking him, needing him to feel how much I’d given in.
When I came, it was long and thick and silent. My thighs shook. My breath broke in pieces. I collapsed against his chest, and he rolled me onto my back, remaining inside me.
Then he took over. He fucked me slow at first, then harder, his hips slapping into mine, his hand over my mouth when I started to cry out. I came with his cock deep inside me, and this time I didn’t hold back. I bit his hand and clenched my eyes and panted and cried.
He started to grind into me, ramming my whole body up and down on his bed, and I reached around him and encouraged him with my nails digging into his ass, my heels driving down into is back, my mouth at is ear, nipping him and telling him to. He whispered my name when he came, pulling out before and finishing on my stomach with his and pumping himself.
I lay there gasping, drenched, legs open, heart pounding. He kissed my neck once, hen he rolled over and pulled the sheet over both of us.
I didn’t go back to my husband’s bed that night. I woke up in Gavin’s bed, the sheet tangled around my waist, his arm draped over my hip. Light crept in through the blinds, pale and soft. I could hear the faint sound of the shower running down the hall. Evan was already up.
Gavin tilted behind me, hard again, pressing against my backside. He kissed my shoulder, then dragged his mouth down my back.
“Don’t get up yet,” he said into my skin.
I stayed still, letting him pull my leg back over his thigh, letting him slide between me from behind. He didn’t say a word. He pushed into me slow and deep, both of us muffling our breath.
It didn’t take long. I was fully wet again from last night, and sore, and just as wanting.
He gripped my hip, held me tight, fucked me with slow, steady thrusts until I came quietly, face buried in the pillow. Then he pulled out and came across the small of my back, wiping it off with the sheet like it was nothing.
I dressed in silence and slipped out the door while he recovered in bed. Evan was in the kitchen, two mugs out, phone in his hand.
“Morning,” he said, smiling. “Didn’t hear you get up.”
I crossed to him, took the mug he handed me. “Didn’t sleep well.”
He kissed my cheek. “Too much wine?”
“Maybe,” I said.
I sipped coffee while Gavin showered in the hall bathroom. The sound of the water filled the house. Evan talked about work. I nodded and smiled, tried to sound normal.
But when Gavin stepped into the kitchen freshly dressed, his hand brushed my lower back in passing, firm and slow, out in the open.
I flinched. Evan didn’t see it, he was back to texting. But Gavin leaned in beside me, poured his coffee, and said under his breath, “That was so good.”
Evan stepped out onto the small back deck to take a call, sliding the door shut behind him. The second it clicked closed, Gavin moved closer. Not touching but near enough that I felt the heat of him through my clothes.
“You’re shaking again,” he murmured.
I kept my eyes on the coffee in my hands. “I’m fine.”
“No,” he said, dipping his head enough that his lips brushed the shell of my ear, “You’re turned on.”
My chest tightened, my thighs pressed together on instinct. I hated that he could read me so easily. I hated it almost as much as I needed it.
He set his mug down, stepped behind me, and let his hand slide along the curve of my hip all slow and possessive-like and certain.
“Come to my room tonight,” he said, not asking. “And ride me the way you did last night.”
I swallowed, breath shaking. “Gavin, stop.”
“Tell me you’re not going to,” he said. “Say the words.”
I opened my mouth but nothing came out. My whole body betrayed me.
Evan’s laugh echoed faintly through the glass. Gavin didn’t move. He reached around and took my chin lightly between his fingers, lifting my face toward his. “You want this more than I do, even.”
“That isn’t true.”
He smiled. “You came for me in the woods so hard you almost fell forward.”
My knees went weak. I pushed his hand away, but I didn’t move from him. “You, you can’t just . . . ”
“I can,” he said softly, “because you let me.”
The sliding door opened. Gavin stepped back, casual, leaning against the counter.
Evan grinned at us. “You two ready to head out? I thought we could show Gavin the bookstore downtown.”
“Sure,” Gavin said easily.
I nodded, setting my cup down with fingers that trembled.
The bookstore was bright and airy, rows of polished wood and warm lighting. I moved toward the fiction section to put space between us, but Gavin stayed close, trailing a step behind me, looking at spines while watching the way I walked.
Evan drifted toward the sci-fi wall. The second he was out of earshot, Gavin bumped my hip with his. “Find something you like?”
I turned sharply. “You need to calm down.”
“You’re wet right now,” he said. “Aren’t you.”
I froze, heat flooding up my neck. He stepped in front of me, blocking the aisle with his body, close but not touching, his voice low and smooth. “Say no.”
“I . . .”
“Say it,” he pressed, eyes locked on mine. My mouth went dry. He chuckled under his breath, hand sliding along a shelf as if he were browsing. “Thought so.”
A customer walked past. I stepped away from him fast, looking at a display of hardcovers, heart pounding. He let me go, for now.
Evan rejoined us, holding a stack of books. “They redid this place since we were in school. Looks great, huh?”
“Yeah,” Gavin said, glancing at me with a slow, heated sweep of his eyes. “Really great.”
Evan didn’t see the look. He moved on toward the cashier.
Gavin lingered beside me, his voice barely audible as he passed behind me.
“Tonight,” he said. “Door’s open.”
My pulse jumped so hard I felt it in my throat. The rest of the afternoon passed in snapshots. Lunch in a crowded café, Evan talking too much, Gavin talking enough. He kept his leg pressed to mine under the small table, not all the time, just enough that I couldn’t forget it. I barely tasted my food. My panties were damp again, the thin cotton clinging between my thighs. Gavin knew. He could see it in my face, in the way I moved in my seat.
Evan paid. Gavin walked behind me when we left, his hand brushing the small of my back, possessive for half a second.
Back at the house, Evan threw himself onto the couch and turned on a game. “I’m wiped,” he said, voice light. “Wake me when it’s time to grill.”
He stretched, pulled the blanket over himself, and was out in minutes. Gavin stood near the kitchen counter, arms crossed, watching me.
I walked past him to get water. His hand came up and caught my wrist, gentle but unyielding. He didn’t speak. He pulled me close, pressed my hand to the front of his jeans, and held it there. He was hard, of course.
“Do you still love to suck my cock?” he said. “Remember how I slapped your face, fucked your face?”
My stomach dropped. My body heated. He finally let go.
I stood there stunned, fingers tingling from where they’d touched him. Evan let me be what I wanted to be. Gavin made me be what I already was.
He stepped back, grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, and twisted the cap. “Act normal.”
Then he left the room.
I stayed there, heart pounding, the quiet hum of the fridge the only sound, my thighs pressed together, my chest rising too fast.
From the living room, Evan snored softly under the blanket.
Dinner was quiet. Evan grilled. Gavin stayed near me, always close, but never obvious. He brushed against me when I passed the condiments, touched my waist when I reached for plates. Held my hips when I passed in front. Evan never noticed anything. Or maybe he did and didn’t register it. Gavin had a way of making everything feel normal even when it wasn’t.
We ate outside under the patio lights. Evan poured wine. I barely drank. My hands felt unsteady, my body too warm. Every glance Gavin gave me across the table made my pulse throb.
After dinner, Evan went inside to get wine. Gavin stepped in behind me, hand firm on my lower back. “I want you on your knees.”
I didn’t speak, but my whole body answered for me.
I cleared the table, barely aware of my movements. Evan kissed my cheek and said something about setting an alarm for the morning. I nodded, already drifting.
In our room, I showered fast. No lotion. No perfume, clean. I looked at myself in the mirror. My face was flushed. My nipples hard. My thighs ached.
I put on a long t-shirt. No bra. Dainty panties. I opened the bathroom door slowly. Evan was asleep. I stepped out into the hallway.
Gavin’s door was open. I walked in, heart hammering. He was sitting at the edge of the bed, shirtless, no pants.
I dropped to my knees in front of him, eyes on his cock. He helped with my hair, guiding it back, holding it in a fist, and pulled me to him.
I slid my open hands up the tops of his thighs. Then I did what it was he wanted and I loved. I jutted my chin at him.
He slapped my face. I looked at him with brewing anger, and he slapped me again. I bulged my eyes at him and gritted my teeth. It was all playacting, and we both got off on it so much.
He scoped my mouth with his fingers, pried my jaw open, pushed me on the back of my head.  He groaned the second I took him deep, his hand tightening in my hair. I let him fill my mouth, my tongue moving slowly along the underside of his shaft, lips sealed tight. He held my head steady, guiding me, like he knew I wouldn’t stop now even if I could.
“You’ve been thinking about this all day,” he said, voice low and rough. “Haven’t you?”
I nodded and cried.
He pulled back, letting me catch a breath, then pushed forward again, deeper this time. I relaxed my throat and took him.
“Good girl.” His hips started to move in slow, shallow thrusts, letting me feel the weight and length of him again. My hands gripped his thighs. I moaned around him, mouth full, spit running down my chin.
“You love it,” he growled. “You fucking love it.”
I so did. Some feel like a woman when they are admired for their home keeping, some when they are good to their husband. Then some women pretend those things, and only feel fully a woman with a masculine man’s cock down their throat and his fist twisted in their hair. Me? I could orgasm from being fucked in my face.
I was soaked from the way he hit me, did me. My clit throbbed. My knees were sore against the floor, but I didn’t care.
He pulled out suddenly, grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet. I barely had time to breathe before he bent me over the edge of the bed, pulled my shirt up to my shoulders, and shoved himself inside me from behind in one hard stroke.
I gasped, loud, raw, spent.
“Shhh,” he whispered, gripping my hips. “Your husband’s down the hall.” He held my wrists together behind my back like someone arrested. My face skidded over the bed.
He fucked me balls deep, slow at first, then harder. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping and breath and the wet slide of him moving inside me.
I came fast, clutching the sheets, body locking around him.
“Again,” he said. He didn’t let me down. Didn’t let me go. He kept going, not slowing after I came. His hands gripped my hips harder, pulling me back into every thrust. My shirt was bunched under my arms, my breasts exposed, swaying with the force of him. His cock slammed into me over and over, the sound sharp, wet, obscene.
I moaned into the mattress. Loud. He didn’t stop me this time.
“You’re such a fucking slut,” he growled, voice low and thick. “Say it.”
I shook my head, even as my body bucked against him. He leaned over me, his chest pressed to my back, his hand snaking up to wrap around my throat, not tight, but enough to make me freeze.
“Say it.”
I whimpered. “I’m your slut.”
He fucked me harder then, deeper. My knees slipped on the edge of the bed. He hauled me up by the waist, still inside me, and kept going.
I came again, violently, knees shaking, mouth open, crying out his name.
He pulled out seconds later, grunting louder than me. He pulled out with half a pained moan and half a chuckle and finished across my ass and lower back, hot and thick. His breath was ragged. Mine was worse.
I collapsed forward. He wiped me off with the shirt I’d worn in, tossed it to the floor.
Then he pulled me into the bed beside him, naked, trembling.
“Sleep with me tonight,” he said.
And so I woke up tangled in his sheets again, my leg over his, his hand resting on my bare hip. He had made love to me, or I had to him, at least three times over the night, it was all a delirious blur. My body was wracked.
Light filled the room. It was far too late to pretend it hadn’t happened, and too late to pretend it wouldn’t happen again.
Gavin stirred behind me, pressing his mouth to the back of my neck, his cock hard again gainst me. He lifted my leg and slid inside me from behind, slow and deep before even waking up.
I gasped into the pillow, sore, wet. He started moving, hips rolling slow, hands gripping my waist. The bed creaked under us. I couldn’t stop the sounds coming out of me. I rolled onto him on my back and squirmed on top of him I could not get enough.
He fucked me through the soft morning light that stretched over our bodies, through the ache in my thighs and the heat blooming between them.
I came so hard, shaking, twitching in his arms.
He came after me still buried deep, groaning into my shoulder, filling me inside.
When he pulled out, cum spilled down my thigh. He kissed my neck and said, “Now go make coffee for all of us.”
I got up, naked, body used and sore, and walked to the door without looking back. I didn’t bother putting anything on, he had wrecked my t-shirt, and I didn’t even have a bra. My panties were a knotted mess.
I walked into the kitchen naked, the ache between my legs real and constant. I pulled mugs from the cabinet, made coffees at the machine, and leaned on the counter as I drank. My nipples tightened in the cool air. My thighs were sticky.
Evan came in a few minutes later, yawning, rubbing his eyes. If he didn’t know from the sounds we both made all night long, then there was nothing I could do for him now. How much worse was it that his wife came out of his friend’s bedroom naked and cum-soaked and barely able to walk?
He stopped when he saw me. “Nora, Jesus,” he said, half-laughing. “What are you doing?”
I looked at him over my shoulder. “Making coffee.”
“You’re . . . ” He glanced toward the hallway. “What if Gavin comes out?”
I just snorted and shook my head and put another cup under the spout.
Evan blinked. “Right. Okay.” He scratched his head, still waking up I supposed, then stepped past me to grab a mug. I felt his eyes on my ass as he moved behind me. I didn’t cover myself. I let him look. I was his wife still, after all. And he knew what Gavin was. They shared an apartment. He invited him to stay with us. Either he was incredibly stupid, or . . .  I thought and then my eyes dropped half-lidded.
When Gavin walked in, shirtless, wearing only low-slung sweats, Evan turned fast and busied himself with the coffee. Gavin came right up behind me, pressed a hand to my bare lower back, and kissed the side of my neck in front of Evan. He was firm, familiar, and not subtle at all.
Evan looked over, blinking. “You two seem friendly again.”
Gavin smiled, took my coffee, and said, “She’s easy to get friendly with,” and he half-lightly slapped my bare jiggling ass.
I stood there, naked, wet, throbbing from the morning. Evan didn’t say anything but stared at his coffee, took a long, slow sip.
Evan remained stiff near the fridge, reading the label on the creamer. Gavin stepped in behind me again, closer this time, his hand sliding low across my stomach from behind. His fingers brushed the top of my thigh. He didn’t rush. He wanted Evan to see.
I didn’t move, but not because I was frozen or fearful.
“Bend over the counter,” Gavin said softly, like we were alone. Evan looked up, startled. I turned my head slightly. “Gavin . . .  ”
“I leave soon,” I said. “Out of your hair.”
I held his stare for a breath, but then I set my coffee mug down and bent slowly over the counter, palms flat on the cool surface. My back arched. My legs parted. I looked at Evan and he held my eyes with his. They widened, didn’t they.
Gavin pulled my hips back and slid his ready cock between my thighs. He didn’t enter me, he rubbed himself against me, up and down, letting the head of his cock drag along my pussy, soaking it, teasing me, showing Evan everything.
My breathing went shallow. My body trembled. Evan said nothing, he even sipped his mug.
Gavin leaned down over my back. “You’re so wet baby.” He looked over his shoulder at Evan. “You’re wife is incredibly wet.”
He pushed the head in barely then pulled out again. I moaned and ground my hips into the counter edge, flexed my legs, chased his cock with my pussy.
Still, Evan said nothing. Gavin pulled away and stepped back, satisfied. He grabbed his coffee, took a sip, and walked to the living room.
My thighs were shaking. I turned toward Evan. He said, quietly, “Do you want breakfast?”
And so Evan made breakfast like he always did, eggs, toast, coffee. He didn’t mention what happened in the kitchen. Didn’t ask why I never came back to bed last night. Didn’t question the way Gavin watched me across the table, or the bruise starting to bloom high on my thigh where Gavin had grabbed me.
The silence between us was full though. Evan saw everything now, and still, he handed me my plate with the same soft smile and kissed the side of my head like we were all the same as before. I at least got half dressed.
Gavin didn’t soften. He sat beside me, legs wide, owning the space. When I leaned forward to grab the salt, his hand slid up the back of my shirt, fingers tracing my spine, shameless and slow. Evan’s eyes flicked to it, then back to his plate.
After breakfast, Gavin stood and kissed my temple, then looked at Evan. “I need her for a bit.”
Evan nodded. “Okay.” Just like that.
I followed Gavin back to his room where he pulled my fingers leading me.
This time he didn’t close the door, he didn’t care who heard. He bent me over the bed, pulled my shorts down, and took me again, rough, fast, fingers digging into my hips. I came hard like he always made me, clenching around him, biting the sheets to stay quiet.
When he finished inside me, he didn’t say a word. He just pulled out, zipped up, and walked into the bathroom.
I lay there, half-dressed, body worn out all over again. I got dressed slowly, slipping on a tank top and pulling my hair back while Gavin brushed his teeth. My legs were weak. My neck was marked. He knew exactly what he’d done to me.
Downstairs, Evan finishing emails. He looked up when I entered. “You guys want to go for a drive later?”
I shrugged. “Sure.” He nodded, eyes trailing down my legs, lingering a second too long. I stepped closer. “You saw everything this morning.”
He froze.
“I’m not sorry,” I said, voice soft.
He looked at me, jaw tight. “I didn’t say you had to be.”
My heart pounded. I reached out and touched his arm light and testing. He didn’t pull away.
Behind me, Gavin came down the stairs, keys in hand. “I’ll drive.” Evan handed him his sunglasses from the counter. “Let’s do it.”
Gavin smiled at me over his shoulder. I followed him to the car, my body humming, Evan walking a few steps behind.
When we got back, I didn’t wait for an invitation. I walked into Gavin’s room while Evan was reading in the living room and dropped my clothes on the floor without a word. Gavin was sitting on the bed naked, one hand stroking himself slowly. He looked me over like I was something he owned.
“On your back,” he said.
He climbed on top of me and pushed in hard, no warm-up, no build-up. My gasp was swallowed by his mouth. He fucked me fast, deep, his hands pinning mine to the mattress, his body crashing into mine like he couldn’t get close enough. I came in minutes, legs wrapped tight around him, moaning into his neck.
Women tell men, take your time, take it slow, warm me up. But with some men, your body anticipates the exploding need in them. With those men, no warm up is needed. Nor is it wanted.
He plowed me like a field. I arched and spasmed and cried and came.
Afterward, he rolled me over and took me from behind, rougher, harder, both of us breathing like animals. He didn’t pull out this time. I felt him fill me and stayed as it leaked down my thighs. He pulled me into his chest and wrapped an arm around my waist like a warning.
I walked back into the kitchen, bare, dripping his cum, and poured myself water.
Evan watched me without speaking. His eyes moved down my body, slow, resigned, but also unmistakably aroused. His jaw tensed, but he didn’t look away.
Gavin walked in a minute later, shirtless, shorts hanging low on his hips, freshly showered. He stepped up behind me and kissed my neck in front of Evan, his hand sliding between my thighs to feel the mess he’d left in me.
Evan’s breath caught, my eyes on his, and I didn’t flinch.
“She doesn’t clean up until I tell her to,” Gavin added, now staring straight at him too. Evan’s eyes dropped to the floor. He nodded once. “Okay.”
I exhaled slowly, heat blooming in my chest. Gavin pulled out a chair and sat, legs spread wide, tugging me into his lap. I straddled him, naked, my body used, arms resting on his shoulders.
Evan made a coffee with shaking hands.
“You like watching her like this?” Gavin asked. Evan turned, holding his mug. “I don’t know.”
“Yes you do,” Gavin said.
I kissed him then, in front of my husband, slow and deep, moaning softly into his mouth as my hips rolled against him.
Gavin gripped my ass and held me on his lap, his cock swelling beneath me. I was sore, stretched, greased from everything he’d done to me all day, but my body leaned into him like it had no memory of resistance.
“Ride me,” he said, voice low.
“In the kitchen?” I whispered in his ear, eyes flicking toward the hall.
“He loves it, believe me. We shared an apartment all through college, remember?”
I reached down and guided him into me, lowering myself slowly until he filled me again. My breath caught as I sank onto him, the stretch sharp, raw, and perfect. Gavin groaned and slid his hands up my sides, under my breasts, holding me in place.
I moved in slow circles on him, grinding down, letting him stay deep.
He pulled my mouth to his, kissing me hard, fucking up into me from the chair as I bounced in his lap, breasts shaking, nails digging into his shoulders.
I came with a shudder, crying out into his mouth, and he held me tight as he emptied himself inside me yet again.
We stayed there like that, me impaled on him, his arms wrapped around my waist, until my legs stopped shaking.
When I stood, his cum dripped down my thighs. Gavin watched me walk away. I didn’t get dressed.
I stayed naked all afternoon, moving through the house because Gavin wanted it. I cleaned the counter, opened the windows, poured more coffee. My thighs stayed sticky, my skin marked. I didn’t bother hiding any of it.
Evan passed me in the hallway once, his eyes flicking down, then away. I didn’t speak to him and he didn’t speak to me.
Gavin worked at the dining table for a while, laptop open, phone calls on speaker. He didn’t stop touching me. His hand stayed on my ass when I walked by. When I bent over to wipe crumbs, he spread me with both hands and laughed. I didn’t stop him. I finished wiping and stood until he let me go.
Around three, he told me to kneel right there, on the rug beside his chair. I dropped to my knees and waited. He took a call from some firm in Denver. I listened to him talk numbers while his hand slid into my hair and guided my mouth onto his cock. I sucked him slow while he spoke, my cheeks hollowing, spit dripping from my chin to the floor.
Evan came into the room, looked, stared, then turned around and left.
When he came, he pushed my head down and held it there, filling my throat. I swallowed everything.
When the call ended, he tucked himself away and told me to get him water. I stood, wiped my mouth, and obeyed.
Evan watched from the hall. Gavin looked at him, then at me. “Later,” he said. “I want her on all fours. You can sit and watch,” he said to Evan. “If you want.”
Evening came fast.  Gavin told Evan to stay on the couch. Evan sat where he was told, his hands resting in his lap, eyes low.
Gavin led me into the center of the living room, pulled my hair back, and whispered, “Knees.” I dropped.
He undressed slowly, standing in front of me, never breaking eye contact with Evan. When he was fully hard, he stepped behind me and bent me forward until my palms touched the floor.
“Eyes up,” he said, to Evan.
Then he slid into me from behind, slow, deep, owning me completely. I moaned without shame. He fucked me hard and deliberate showing Evan all. His balls slapped against me with every thrust, loud, wet, obscene. Evan didn’t move. Gavin gripped my hips, pulled me back into every stroke.
“Tell him what you are,” Gavin growled.
I gasped, back arching. “A fucking slut.”
“Say it louder.”
“I’m a fucking slut.”
Gavin reached under me, rubbed my clit once, twice, and I came hard, screaming into my arm, thighs shaking.
He came seconds after, pulled out, and painted my ass in front of Evan, thick ropes streaking across my skin.
Then he turned to him.
“Clean her up.”
Evan didn’t argue.
He stood, stepped forward, and dropped to his knees behind me.
Evan hesitated only for a second. Then he leaned in and used his tongue.
I felt it, soft, careful strokes, licking Gavin’s cum from my skin, from between my cheeks, from the backs of my thighs. I moaned, not from pleasure, but from the humiliation of it. The exposure. The total surrender of one man to another.
Gavin sat back on the couch, legs wide, stroking his cock slowly as he watched.
“Don’t miss any,” he said.
Evan didn’t. He cleaned every drop off his wife.
When he finished, he knelt there behind me, his face flushed, lips wet. I stayed on all fours, body open, used, not even closing my legs.
Gavin stood and walked over. He grabbed my hair, pulled my head up, kissed me deep. Then he looked down at Evan.
“I’ll sleep in your bed tonight.”
Evan nodded.
Gavin helped me to my feet and led me up the stairs.
We left Evan kneeling on the rug, eyes on me as I disappeared down the hall.
He didn’t wait this time. The moment we reached the bedroom, Gavin shoved me onto the bed face-down and mounted me, pressing my chest into the sheets as he entered me hard, rough, and  deep. I cried out, my voice muffled in the pillow, my ass lifting instinctively to take more.
He fucked me harder than ever in my own bed, hips slamming against me, his breath hot against my ear as he used me so good. I was soaked, stretched wide, tender from everything he’d taken, but I pushed back against him with every thrust. My body didn’t hesitate.
When I came, it was violent and full-body. I screamed into the mattress, shaking, clenching around him until he lost control too and filled me again, squirting out he was still pumping me so hard, groaning through his teeth.
He stayed inside me as I collapsed beneath him, twitching from aftershocks. When he pulled out, he flipped me onto my back and dragged his cock over my body, across my chest, throat, and lips. I tried to turn my face but he held my jaw until I cleaned him with my tongue.
He kissed me, slow and firm, his cum smearing between us. Then he rolled over and pulled me tight against him.
“Soon,” he murmured, “I leave.”
I nodded, eyes heavy.
Gavin packed in silence, his bag half-open on the bed as he folded shirts without looking at me. I sat on the edge of the mattress, naked but for cute panties and sheer bra, knees together, arms crossed over my stomach. The soreness between my legs hadn’t eased.
He stepped forward and kissed me, hard. Then he slapped my ass once, light, but loud enough to echo in the room. I flinched and he smiled.
“Walk me to the door.”
I pulled on his t-shirt, nothing else, and followed him downstairs.
Evan stood in the kitchen, arms folded.
Gavin walked right past him and opened the door. “Thanks for the hospitality.”
Evan nodded once. “Any time.”
Gavin looked back at me. “He’ll touch you differently now, you know. Touch him back.”
And with that he left and the door closed behind him. The house felt suddenly too small. I turned toward Evan.
He met my eyes. “You’re not sorry.”
“No,” I said.
He walked past me, up the stairs, past me standing there, barefoot, fucked, and marked. Exactly how Gavin wanted.
But at the last second he caught my wrist in his had, pulled me suggestively at first, and then with insistence.
Then he proceeded to have me in ways and to degrees he had never taken me before. We fucked in every conceivable position in virtually every room of our house. We rested and ate and drank and fucked on the couch. We took showers and fucked in there. I sucked his cock even better than I sucked Gavin’s and told him so.
He took me against the wall, on the carpet, spread over the kitchen table. We laughed and got drunk and he went down on me and let me tell him how to make me cum, which he did several times, never having achieved the feat before. We fucked so much I had to beg him to stop, my body was breaking.
Late at night, wasted, sore, and broken, we sat up in bed. “You knew that was going to happen when you invited Gavin to stay over, didn’t you.”
“It was his idea,” he said.
“What was the idea?”
“To break you in for me. The way, he said, they get the expert rider to break a horse, and hand it back to the owner, now under control. They call him a breaker.”
“Is that what you call this? Under control?” I said. And I pinned his hands under his back, used my tongue to stand his cock up, and I hollowed my cheeks and sucked that man until he emptied himself down my throat of whatever he had left in him.
And that was how this polite and demure lady outside the house became her man’s raving slut inside the bedroom, and the living room and kitchen and shower and hallway, with my mouth, my pussy, my hands, and eventually my ass, if you’re wondering.
I was broken in by the wife breaker.




The Wife Breaker 2

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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The man was not on my mind at all, until I saw the look in Marissa’s eyes that night. I’d known him maybe a month by then. Gavin. He was always polite with me, quiet, smooth, unreadable. Taller than the doorframe when he walked in, and about as wide too. I never heard him raise his voice. Never saw him push for anything. But things happened around him. Little things, at first. Nora laughing harder, Marissa leaning in closer. I never thought he would have anything to do with me.
I was the one they brought along when they wanted to feel better about themselves. I was the one with the longest-term relationship. The quiet one, the steady one. The one who left early, texted updates, ordered water between drinks. And they loved me for it. I always kept things safe.
But something shifted in me when I saw Marissa that weekend after she’d disappeared for two nights. She came to brunch in a dress I hadn’t seen before, tight and a little too low for daytime, and when she hugged me, she grinned like the cat that swallowed the canary. I noticed the way her hair had been done recently, the way she put make up on for daily errands.
I knew it was him, I could tell.
Not because she said anything. Nora wasn’t even pretending about it anymore. She wouldn’t talk about Gavin directly, but she had that look too, the look like they were in on something they thought I would never understand.
I hadn’t so much as looked at him. I hadn’t flirted. I hadn’t given him anything to work with. But I could feel it. He started saying my name. Not often, just once or twice, but he said it slowly, like he was tasting it. Like he knew how I’d sound saying his.
I didn’t do anything to encourage it. I was sure of that. But I also didn’t stop going to the bar when I knew he’d be there. I didn’t leave early, not the way I used to. I stayed for one more drink. I let Marissa drive me home. It was like her and Nora knew what they were doing. It was like they were trying to break me.
The night it started, we weren’t even supposed to be out. Marissa texted last minute that Gavin had a table at Verona, and Nora was already on her way. I told myself it didn’t mean anything. Just drinks, just company, just a girls’ night out with my friends.
But when I walked in, he was already standing, holding out the seat next to his. There were three glasses of wine on the table, one red, two white. Mine was already poured.
He didn’t say anything. He just looked at me. He wasn’t hungry or smug, just patient, like he was waiting for something he knew I’d give him eventually. I knew Marissa and Nora had already been talking to him about me.
I sat down because I didn’t want to make it a thing. If I had hesitated, if I had looked at Marissa and Nora or made some excuse about wanting the seat by the window, it would’ve drawn attention. So I just let my purse slide from my shoulder and settled in next to him, smoothing my dress and picking up the wine like it was the most natural thing in the world for a woman like me to sit next to man like him in a bar like that.
He hadn’t spoken yet, and neither had I. Marissa and Nora were already talking across the table, their voices pitched just loud enough to make it seem like nothing was different. A typical girls night out, plus one huge athletic black man.
They were careful with me now. That was the difference. Before Gavin, there would’ve been jokes, sideways glances, a little nudging, but now they left it all quiet. They were acting normal in the way people do when something unspoken is changing the whole scene.
He waited until I took a sip before he turned toward me. His voice was low, quieter than I expected. “You look tired.”
I didn’t know how to answer. I didn’t think I looked tired. I’d done my makeup carefully, used the tinted balm Marissa had recommended, styled my hair the way I knew flattered my jawline. The kind of tired he meant wasn’t physical, though. It was something else. You could tell the way he held your gaze with his.
“Long week,” I said, not looking at him.
He hummed lightly, not disagreeing, and let the conversation drift away again. I didn’t realize how close his knee was to mine until I reached for the bread and brushed against him. I pulled back instinctively, but he didn’t move away.
That should’ve made me nervous. It should’ve made me want to get up and switch places with Nora or excuse myself for the bathroom and not come back, but I didn’t. I stayed in the seat, finished my glass of wine, and let myself talk less and listen more. I started noticing things I hadn’t before. The way Marissa leaned in when Gavin spoke, but not when anyone else did. The way Nora kept glancing toward me, not him, like she was waiting for a cue I hadn’t given yet.
He didn’t touch me and didn’t make a move. But he didn’t need to, did he.
When he stood to take a call, I felt his hand brush lightly across the back of my chair, not my back, not my arm, just the chair, but I felt it anyway. It stayed with me while he walked away, and it was still there when he came back, sat down, and looked at me like I already knew what he was going to say.
By the time the bill came, I wasn’t paying attention to the numbers or the division. I was too focused on the way Marissa was already gathering her things and Nora was pushing back her chair, both of them moving like they knew exactly what came next. I stood when Gavin did, and when he touched my lower back lightly to guide me out, I didn’t step away from his touch.
Outside, the air was still warm, heavy with the kind of early summer heat that lingers even after dark. The sidewalk felt narrow with the four of us walking together, Gavin at my side, Marissa and Nora just ahead. I could hear them talking, but their words blurred into a light murmur. I wasn’t following. I was too aware of the space between Gavin and me, the way it kept closing and never quite settled.
He didn’t touch me again, but his presence filled every inch of space. There was no sound to it, no gesture I could point to, but I found myself angling my shoulder toward him when we stopped at the corner. I didn’t realize I was doing it until his voice came low beside me.
“You gonna ride with me?”
He asked it like he already had my answer, but still gave me the option. I heard Marissa laugh softly ahead of us, a light, breathy sound, too knowing to be casual. Nora turned, already unlocking her car.
I should’ve said I had my own ride. I should’ve waved them off and ordered a car like I always did. But I didn’t. I followed him to the passenger side of his black SUV, let him open the door for me, and settled into the smooth leather seat without a word.
The doors closed softly, one after the other, and we were alone inside. Marissa and Nora grinned at each other and got in their cars.
Gavin didn’t start the car right away. He sat there, key resting in his palm, head turned in my direction. The street was quiet. Through the windshield, I could still see the tail lights of Nora’s car flicker as she pulled off.
“I don’t want to cause anything,” he said quietly, not looking at me.
I didn’t know what he meant by that. Or maybe I did, but I didn’t want to respond too quickly as though I did. I kept my eyes forward, hands in my lap, heart ticking loud.
“You already have,” I said finally.
He let out a slow breath, and I could feel the change in the air between us. There was no apology in him. Just silenced and excruciating confidence. Not the loud kind, either, but the kind that made me wonder if this had all been happening for longer than I realized.
“You don’t have to explain anything,” he said after a moment. “Not to them. Not to me.”
The car was still off, engine quiet. I could’ve asked where we were going. I could’ve said I needed to be home. I could have reminded him that I was married. But instead I turned toward him, rested my head back against the seat, and let my silent smile be my reply.
That was his rhythm, steady, unrushed, unshakable, and I felt myself falling into it one breath at a time, already too far in to know the point where it started.
When he finally started the car, the sound felt startled me with its volume. I stayed quiet while he pulled onto the road, not asking where we were headed, not pretending I had somewhere else to be. The city lights blurred against the windows and I kept my eyes on the passing buildings, aware of how fast this was happening, and how calm I felt inside it despite that.
He didn’t put on music. He didn’t fill the space with anything unnecessary. There was just the soft hum of the tires and the occasional blink of a turn signal. I could feel him glancing at me once or twice, not to check in, not to reassure but just to see where I was in all this.
When he turned into the parking structure beneath his building, I didn’t pretend to be surprised. I didn’t reach for my phone. I didn’t act like anything about this caught me off guard. I sat still, folded my hands together, and waited for him to park.
The elevator was quiet. We stood side by side, close but not touching. I looked straight ahead at our reflection in the brushed steel doors, my face careful, composed, his unreadable. He didn’t press the button with urgency, just calmly selected the top floor. That told me something I didn’t ask about.
The hallway outside his apartment was lit with warm, recessed lighting. Everything smelled expensive and unused, though I kept my focus away from the sensory details, letting my shoes click lightly on the floor as I followed him to his door.
He unlocked it and stepped aside for me to walk in first.
The place was sharp and masculine, all clean lines and dark finishes, the kind of space that felt like it had been designed by someone else and maintained with intention. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t pretend to admire it or compliment the view. I walked in far enough to feel alone with him, then turned around slowly and waited.
He closed the door behind us with no sound. Then he looked at me. “I won’t ask,” he said, voice lower now, but without edge.
I swallowed, not because I was nervous, but because I could feel how close this moment was to something permanent. If I spoke, it would move us forward. If I stayed still, it would come anyway.
“I don’t know what they told you,” I said, more to mark the moment than anything else.
He stepped closer, but didn’t reach for me. “They didn’t have to say anything.”
I let that settle in me, felt it all through my chest, the weight of knowing that something in my silence had already betrayed me. I wasn’t fighting this. I wasn’t performing uncertainty. I had walked in on my own, and he knew exactly what that meant. I had my marriage ring on, after all.
He waited long enough to see if I’d stop this. When I didn’t, his hand rose, not to take anything from me, but to brush the hair back from my cheek with a quiet kind of certainty that felt more final than a kiss.
His hand moved slowly, fingers grazing the edge of my jaw before slipping into my hair with a carefulness that felt gentle but certain, like this had already happened before, and now we were simply catching up to it. I didn’t flinch. I didn’t close my eyes. I looked at him, not to search for anything, but to allow it.
He stepped in close enough that I had to tilt my head to keep our eyes level. His other hand came to rest lightly at my hip, not gripping, just anchoring. I felt the change in my body before I let myself acknowledge it, the forward lean of my spine, the heat across my chest, the subtle pressure of my thighs drawing together without command.
Still, he didn’t kiss me. He held me there, letting the nearness become undeniable. I could smell the fabric of his shirt, the dry warmth of his skin, the faint trace of something clean and not mine. Every second stretched, not from hesitation, but from control. He was watching me soften inevitably. Watching me surrender in pieces, not all at once. But surely. He knew what he was doing.
When he finally moved his mouth toward mine, it was slow, precise, without need to rush the contact. He waited until I exhaled, then caught the edge of my lower lip with his. The kiss didn’t search or question. It confirmed. And when I kissed him back, I felt the shift in his body immediately, the tightening of his fingers in my hair, the slight pull that brought my chest flush against his, the quiet sound in his throat that made something inside me unfurl all at once.He knew he was cracking me, he was breaking me. The slower he took it, the faster it happened.
I didn’t hold back. I kissed him with the full knowledge of what this meant. I wasn’t easing into anything. I wasn’t searching for clarity. I was answering something that had been pressing against me for weeks, something I’d tried to ignore in every careful step I’d taken away from nights like this. And now I was here, alone with him in his condo.
His hands moved lower, slowly tracing down the shape of my back until they found my waist. He guided me backward without breaking the kiss, walking me deeper into the room until the backs of my legs met the edge of the couch. I felt the tension in my knees, the sudden readiness in my body that startled me with its speed.
He broke the kiss then, just for a moment, looking down at me with a calm that felt heavier than anything I could have prepared for. There was no hunger in his face, no question. Just the quiet satisfaction of knowing I was already his, long before this moment.
I sat without being told. I placed my hands in my lap, trying to slow my breath, trying not to tremble at the fact that none of this felt dangerous. It felt inevitable. And exciting it was so out of character for me.
He stood over me for a moment, watching without speaking, and I kept my eyes on his chest rather than his face. Something about the height difference felt sharper with me seated. I could feel the heat in my cheeks, the subtle ache between my thighs, but I kept still, letting him take me in however he wanted.
When he finally lowered himself beside me, he didn’t touch me right away. His knee brushed mine as he sat, and I felt the weight of him on the cushion, the deliberate pace of each movement. He angled his body toward me, hand resting on the back of the couch, not quite around me. The distance between us was no more than a breath, but he left it there, waiting again.
I wasn’t used to silence feeling this loaded. It wasn’t awkward or uncertain, it pulsed. My whole body was awake in it, as if the stillness itself had become an invitation. I knew if I spoke, I would only say things I didn’t mean. So I didn’t.
His hand came to my thigh. Open-palmed, steady, heavy enough that I felt it through the fabric of my skirt. He didn’t squeeze. He didn’t slide higher. He just placed it there like he knew he could, like he wanted me to feel how sure he was of what came next.
I shifted slightly, not away, just enough to adjust how I sat. My back straightened, my breath caught, and my legs parted by a fraction before I even realized I had done it. His hand stayed exactly where it was, unmoving, but I could feel the response in his body. He leaned in, not to kiss, not to press, but to speak just above my ear, his voice low and quiet.
“You understand what this is.”
It wasn’t a question, and I didn’t answer right away, either. My chest tightened, not from fear, but from the awareness that I was standing at the edge of something I wouldn’t be able to undo. I turned to face him, slowly, fully, letting him see everything in my expression.
“I’m not like them,” I said, though I wasn’t sure what I meant by that.
He didn’t correct me. He didn’t soften. He slid his hand higher, inch by inch, until his fingers reached the crease where my thigh met my hip. The pressure wasn’t rough, but it was firm, and I felt myself lean into it.
“I know what you’re like,” he said, eyes still on mine.
I exhaled, long and slow, and let my knees drift wider. My skirt rode up as I shifted, but I didn’t reach to fix it. His hand slid farther, heat pressing through the thin layer of fabric between us, and I felt my breath break again. Not from surprise but fom need, from the quiet realization that I had already passed the point of turning this into something else.
His hand moved with that same measured calm, brushing higher until his fingers pressed against the hem of my underwear, and I still didn’t stop him. I didn’t shift away or close my legs. I stayed exactly where I was, breathing shallow, hands still folded in my lap like I was watching this happen to someone else. Because I was exactly that: someone else.
He leaned in closer, his mouth near my ear again, but this time he didn’t speak. He let the warmth of his breath carry the message, and I felt my spine curve subtly toward him before I could steady myself. His fingers slipped beneath the edge of the fabric, not urgently, not carelessly, but with a kind of authority that made it impossible to pretend I hadn’t been waiting for it. My legs parted more.
I tilted my head back and his lips brushed the side of my neck. The contact was light, barely more than a suggestion, but it hit me deep. My thighs parted farther, and I pressed one hand to the couch beside me for balance. Everything in my body felt warm, alive, and unmoored from all the routines that usually kept me safe.
He kissed lower, the shape of his mouth dragging a line just beneath my jaw, while his fingers moved with slow precision between my legs. There was nothing frantic in it. He wasn’t exploring or discovering. He knew exactly what he wanted from me, and exactly how to take it.
I felt my hips shift forward involuntarily, chasing his hand, not for more friction but for more presence. I didn’t care what I looked like anymore. My mouth fell open, my breathing caught unsteadily, my chest rose faster with every pass of his fingers, and I couldn’t hold on to any version of myself that would’ve said no anymore.
He didn’t speak again. Everything he needed to say was in the way his hand curved perfectly into me, the way he drew my body open without urgency or effort, and the way he kept watching my face, not to see if I’d stop him, but to see how long I could hold his gaze while I gave in to him.
I lasted longer than I thought I would. When I finally looked away, he pressed harder. I gasped, not loudly, but enough to feel the sound catch in my throat. I covered my mouth with one hand, more from instinct than shame, and that was when he kissed me again. This time he didn’t hold back. His mouth was deep and firm against mine, tongue sliding in as his fingers pushed deeper, and I melted into it.
There was no pretending this was still a decision. My thighs were shaking and my hands had gone slack. I felt myself arch toward him, heard the sound I made when his thumb circled harder, and knew without question that this was already a memory forming, one that would stay with me long after I went home.
I couldn’t hold my posture anymore. My spine curled, my hips tilted, and I let my legs fall fully open as his hand worked deeper between them. The couch creaked under the weight shift. His mouth stayed on mine, not rushed, not demanding, just constant, like he’d been waiting for my body to give way the way it was now.
I was wet enough that the movement was easy, each stroke precise, unflinching. His fingers curled slowly, drawing something from me. I could feel the start of it low in my stomach, rising with a kind of inevitability that made me bite down on my lip. He noticed. He always noticed.
His other hand came to my thigh, pressing it wider, grounding me there while his mouth moved to my neck again, kissing just below the ear, then lower. I gripped the back of the couch with one hand and the front of his shirt with the other, not to pull him closer, but to anchor myself. My legs were starting to tremble spasmodically. But I didn’t ask him to stop.
The first wave caught me harder than I expected. I didn’t cry out, didn’t moan, but I held my breath, tightening every part of myself to keep from making a sound as my body clenched around his fingers. He didn’t ease up, he didn’t slow. He stayed with it, watching me fall through it quietly, like he’d expected it to happen exactly this way.
When it passed, I was shaking. My hands dropped to my lap, then to the cushions, palms flat, fingers curled inward. He pulled his hand back slowly, eyes still locked on me, and I watched him bring his fingers to his mouth.
I couldn’t speak yet. I couldn’t even close my legs. I sat there breathing hard, flushed and open, still stunned by how quickly I had lost control. Gavin stood  and held his hand out to me without speaking. I looked at it for a moment, then took it.
He helped me to my feet with no force, just steadiness, and I followed him without hesitation through the open-plan living room, down the hallway lined with dim sconces, to a bedroom that was already waiting, lights low, sheets turned back, everything clean and spare.
He didn’t undress me right away. He stood behind me, undoing the zipper of my skirt, lowering it, then stepping in to press his palm between my shoulder blades as I bent to step out of it. His other hand came to my hip, holding me steady while I reached down and slid off my underwear without being told.
I heard the sound of his belt next. Clean, slow, deliberate. And I knew I was going to let him take everything. It was just like that, you knew it was inevitable. Some men have that about them.
He let the belt fall in his hand, the soft clink of the buckle landing somewhere behind me. I stayed still, standing in just my top, the hem brushing my hips, my feet bare now on the polished floor. I felt the heat of his body behind mine, but he didn’t press against me. Instead, his hands came to the sides of my waist, fingers sliding under the fabric of my shirt, moving slow enough that I could feel every inch of skin they passed over.
He peeled it upward in silence, bunching the material carefully, lifting it just high enough to expose my ribs before pausing. His palms splayed wide, dragging up along my sides, grazing the curve beneath my breasts. I raised my arms without being asked. He lifted the shirt over my head and let it drop to the floor, then stepped back to take me in.
His hands came to my shoulders next, then traced down both arms. He didn’t grab or guide me anywhere. He just touched, mapping every line with the same deliberate calm he’d used since the beginning. I felt the weight of his gaze settle on my chest, and when his hands found the clasp of my bra, he undid it with one firm pull, then ran his knuckles slowly down the center of my back before letting it fall.
The air hit my skin and made me shiver, not from cold but from exposure. I wasn’t covered anymore. When I turned to face him, I saw the first real flicker of hunger in his eyes, still contained, still grounded, but there now. And it pleased me like nothing else in the world.
He stepped closer. His hands came to my neck first, then lower, cupping my breasts from underneath, lifting slightly, his thumbs brushing across my nipples until they tightened. He watched me breathe through it and I didn’t look away.
He bent then, pressing his mouth to the top of one breast, lips open, breath warm, tongue grazing the skin just enough to make me press my thighs together. He took his time, shifting to the other side, dragging his mouth in a slow arc across my chest while his hands stayed firm at my sides.
By the time he straightened, I was swaying slightly, the pressure between my legs deepening by the second. But he wasn’t finished. He took my wrist and pulled me gently toward the bed, not to lie down, but to sit.
I did, knees together, hands at my sides. He knelt in front of me and looked up, eyes locked with mine as his palms slid up both legs. He parted my knees without a word, slowly, inch by inch, watching my face for any sign of hesitation. There wasn’t any by then.
He leaned in and kissed the inside of my thigh. Then again, higher. Then higher still. My hands clenched in the bedding, and I felt my breath break once more, but he didn’t rush. He dragged it out. He had all the time he wanted.
His mouth moved higher by degrees, lips brushing the soft skin just inside my thigh, then the place where it began to tighten. I had to steady myself with both hands behind me now, arms locked, chest rising with every breath. He didn’t look up anymore. He focused entirely on where he was, kissing slowly, repeatedly, inching toward the center of me without quite reaching it.
When his tongue finally made contact, it was light, barely there at all. It was just a single stroke that left me clenching the sheets with both fists, my legs falling farther apart. He drew back, kissed the top of my thigh again, then pressed his palm flat between my legs, cupping me completely through the heat and slickness he had built without effort. I gasped into the silence, not from surprise, but from the way his hand held me still, like he needed me to feel just how much I had already given him.
He lowered his head and this time didn’t stop. His mouth opened over me, his tongue slow and heavy, dragging in long strokes that pulled a broken sound from my throat. I didn’t close my eyes. I watched the ceiling above me, muscles tight, chest trembling, holding still only because I didn’t want to miss any of it.
He didn’t rush. He used every part of his mouth, lips, tongue, even the heat of his breath, to work me open. He circled with perfect control, never once fumbling, never once needing to guess what I was feeling. My hips moved on their own, shallow at first, then deeper, rhythm building as he locked me in place with one strong arm wrapped behind my thigh.
I came again before I even realized it was happening. No warning this time, no build up, just a sharp wave that caught me mid-breath and shattered everything I was holding in. My legs jerked. My fingers clawed into the sheets. He didn’t stop. He kept going through it, anchoring me with his weight, riding every tremor out of me until I couldn’t sit up anymore. I collapsed back on the mattress, one hand across my stomach, the other covering my mouth, dazed and panting.
He rose slowly, hs face was unreadable again, calm, almost distant, like he wasn’t affected by any of this. He stood and unbuttoned his shirt without looking at me, letting it fall to the floor before working the fly of his pants. I couldn’t move yet. My thighs were still loose, my skin damp, my breath uneven. I watched him from the bed, still on my back, letting the sight of his body sharpen everything I had just felt.
He stepped out of his pants, then his briefs, and stood there completely exposed. I looked down instinctively, saw the weight and thickness of him hanging heavy, already starting to rise, and felt a fresh ache bloom between my legs. He let me look. Then he climbed onto the bed, not between my legs, but beside me, reaching one hand to my chest and holding me there.
His hand settled between my breasts, fingers splayed lightly, not gripping, not teasing, just resting there. I stayed still, watching him, but also watching myself from somewhere else, somewhere a little outside my body. I was aware of every point of contact between us, and equally aware of the ring I wasn’t wearing anymore. I always told myself it was just easier that way. But now I could feel the absence of it like a bruise.
He didn’t speak. He watched me instead, hand on my chest, thumb brushing once across my collarbone like he was feeling for a heartbeat. I was breathing hard again, not from arousal now, but from something deeper, something heavier. The room felt too quiet. The bed too wide. The distance between who I was that morning and who I had become in the last hour too short.
I didn’t try to explain myself. I wasn’t thinking in full sentences anymore. But I knew, in the slow tightening of my stomach and the way my legs had stayed open for him, that I had wanted this long before tonight. Not just the act, not just his hands or mouth or the unbearable way he waited, but the fact that it was wrong. That it belonged to someone else’s life. That it would never follow me home, except inside my skin.
He leaned in and kissed just beneath my jaw, the same place he had tasted earlier, and this time I turned toward him fully. I slid one hand up his chest, felt the warmth of his skin, the steady rise and fall that never seemed to quicken. He was so still. So sure. Like he had done this before, not just with women, but with wives.
And I knew who the wives were too, I knew who had already broken.
The thought struck me hard. I felt it hit the base of my spine and radiate outward. I was a wife. And yet I had followed this man into his car, into his building, into his bedroom, and let him put his mouth between my legs without even once pretending I needed to stop it.
His hand moved from my chest to my hip, then slowly over my stomach, dragging across the soft skin that had once been called beautiful by a man who trusted me. I let Gavin touch every part of me that had belonged to someone else for years. I didn’t stop him. I didn’t say my husband’s name. I didn’t picture his face.
I just breathed in the weight of Gavin’s body beside mine, and let it press the rest of my life to the edges.
When Gavin rolled onto his side and pulled me closer, I went to him easily. My thighs parted around his leg. My hand slid down between us and wrapped around the full length of him, thick and hot against my palm, and I understood something then that I hadn’t wanted to admit before.
I wasn’t confused. I wasn’t swept away. I was choosing this.
He didn’t flinch when I wrapped my hand around him. He let me explore the weight of him, the sheer size and heat that made my fingers feel small. I stroked him slowly, from base to tip, not as a tease, not to play a role, but because I needed to know what it was I was giving myself to. My thumb slid along the underside, following the thick vein there, and I felt him pulse against my grip.
I kept my eyes on my hand as I moved it, not out of awe, but something closer to disbelief. This wasn’t some reckless mistake. This wasn’t a moment I could excuse with lust or confusion. I was touching another man, guiding him with both hands now, letting my fingers circle the head, slick and warm, because I wanted to know what it felt like to cross the line fully, with no apology to anyone. A night out in the most literal sense.
Gavin breathed heavier, but didn’t groan. He reached for my breast with one hand, cupping it firmly, thumb brushing across the nipple until I arched into him. The sensation made my thighs tense. It felt nothing like how my husband touched me. There was no routine in it, no checking in, no middle step between polite and passionate. Gavin touched like he already knew my body, and now he was confirming it.
I leaned down and kissed his chest, then lower, dragging my mouth along the ridges of his muscle, letting my lips part just enough to feel his skin pull against them. He tasted clean. It made something sharp twist low in my belly. I kissed his stomach, just above where I was still working him with one hand, and I felt him flex beneath my mouth.
I didn’t rush to take him in my mouth. I wasn’t sure I could. The size of him, even in my hands, felt like a challenge I hadn’t prepared for. But the longer I touched him, the more I realized that wasn’t the point. I wasn’t here to impress him. I was here to give something away, some part of myself I had protected too long.
He sat up, one hand sliding behind my neck, the other guiding my wrist to slow its rhythm. I looked up. His eyes were steady, not kind or cruel, just clear. There was no confusion in them, and I realized he had seen this in me from the start. Maybe even before I had.
“Turn around,” he said quietly.
I hesitated, not from doubt, but from the weight of the request. He wanted my back to him. He wanted the final act to happen without my face in view. And part of me wanted that too. To feel it fully, without watching myself do it.
I let go of him and turned, slowly, crawling forward on the bed, knees wide, hands braced. I felt him rise behind me and I didn’t look back.
The mattress dipped behind me. I could feel him move closer, knees spreading to frame mine. His hands came to my hips, broad, warm, sure, and I held my breath. There was a long pause, his thumbs pressing lightly into the dip of my waist, his fingers resting just above the curve of my backside. I stayed still, spine curved, arms locked beneath me, waiting for him to make the next move.
And in that stillness, I started to understand what had happened to them, to Nora and to Marissa.
They hadn’t lost control. That was the lie I told myself when I first found out, that it must’ve been alcohol, or a bad week, or a moment of weakness. But now, with his hands firm on me and his body crowding the space behind mine, I could feel the truth settle into my chest like heat.
They hadn’t fallen. They had surrendered quietly and willingly, and not to him at all, but to themselves, to who they found out they always were.
And now I was doing the same.
He slid his hand up my back, slow and steady, then followed the path with his mouth, lips dragging along my spine, tongue hot at the base of my neck. I gasped, not from surprise, but from how fast the feeling took over me. It wasn’t gentle, it wasn’t rough, it was just complete.
I was already pouring wet. My thighs were trembling. My skin was flushed and exposed, and there was no way to tell myself I didn’t want this. I did. I wanted all of it.
He reached between my legs, fingers parting me with calm precision. When he touched me, I rocked backward instinctively. He rubbed me slow, firm circles, teasing the pressure point until I dropped to my elbows, chest against the bed, hips arching higher. My hair fell around my face, but I didn’t push it back. I wasn’t thinking about how I looked.
I was thinking about the fact that I hadn’t even tried to stop this. That was what disturbed me most. Not the cheating. Not the sex. But the absence of resistance.
He moved behind me then, one hand at the small of my back, the other guiding himself. I felt the head of him press between my folds, not pushing in yet, just resting there, thick and deliberate, nudging my body open. I inhaled sharply, bracing for the stretch, but he held himself still.
He was letting me feel it, how much bigger he was, how far I would have to open myself to take him. It wasn’t dominance. It wasn’t performance. It was ownership.
And in that moment, I understood the look Marissa had that morning at brunch. The washed hair, the glow under her skin, the silence she kept when I asked where she’d been. It hadn’t been shame. It had been possession, not just of her body but of the part of her that gave in without apology.
And now he was taking mine.
He didn’t rush the entry. He pressed slowly, parting me with a pressure that built in a long, steady climb until the resistance gave way and I opened around him. My mouth dropped open against the mattress, a soft cry catching at the back of my throat as my body stretched to take him. He filled me in a way that felt impossibly deep, thick and hot and heavy, and still he kept going, inch by inch, until his hips met mine and I could feel the fullness all the way up my spine.
I had never felt anything like it. Not even close. He stayed still once he was fully inside me, one hand gripping my hip, the other sliding up to rest between my shoulder blades. The weight of him behind me, inside me, around me, it quieted everything else. There was no sound in the room except my breath and the quiet hum of the building outside. I let my forehead rest against the sheets, my hands clutching the bedding, and tried to understand what I had just done.
I was a wife and a good one, too. Faithful, quiet, composed. I made dinner, I did laundry and packed our suitcases and texted him every morning without fail. I had built my life around stability, around predictability, around not needing more than what I had.
And now I was on my knees in another man’s bed, legs wide, ass high, being taken in a way no one had ever taken me, not with force, but with a kind of unshakable confidence that made resistance feel irrelevant.
His hips rolled slowly, pulling back an inch, then sliding deeper again. The friction made my body tense, then soften, and I exhaled hard, my breath trembling against the sheets. I felt him reach under me, hand slipping between my thighs to stroke me where I was already slick and swollen. My hips jolted. I moaned into the mattress, ashamed of how fast I responded, how wet I had already become again with him inside me.
It should have felt wrong. Every instinct should have pulled me back. But all I could feel was the way he was breaking me open, how every part of my body was adjusting to take him, how I kept tipping forward with each slow thrust, how I was giving him everything without a single word of protest.
I thought of Nora. Of Marissa. Of the way they had changed afterward, quieter, calmer, more sure of themselves, like some secret had been unlocked. And now I could feel it too. That shift. That surrender. That realization that there was no going back.
Gavin wasn’t just inside my body. He was inside something deeper, something I had kept untouched even in marriage.
And now he had it. He had opened me. He had broken this wife.
Gavin began to move with more weight now, drawing his hips back in a long, smooth line before driving forward again with steady, grounded force. I could feel every inch of him, not just inside my body but throughout my entire frame, my ribs, my jaw, the tips of my fingers where I clenched the sheets. His hand never left my lower back. He held me there, not with brute strength, but with quiet authority, as if he knew exactly how much I would take before I begged for more.
I didn’t speak. I didn’t ask for anything. I just stayed on my knees, my thighs shaking, my mouth open, my breath caught in a rhythm that didn’t belong to me anymore.
He moved slowly at first, then deeper, then slower again. He didn’t chase a finish. He controlled the tempo like he was drawing something out of me with each thrust.
I had never been taken like this. Not once in all my careful years. My husband made love to me with tenderness and loyalty, with soft kisses and murmured praise. He was good to me. He trusted me. He never once asked me for anything like this, and I never offered it.
But Gavin didn’t ask. Gavin took. I arched my back more, offering the full curve of my hips, needing him to stay that deep. I felt my breasts sway beneath me with every push, heavy and sensitized, my nipples dragging softly against the bedding. He reached down and cupped one breast, pulling me backward against his chest. The shift made his cock slide even deeper, and I gasped again, my hand flying to his wrist, not to stop him, but to hold on.
He spoke then, low in my ear.
“You feel exactly how I knew you would.”
His voice carried no arrogance. It was calm, factual, as if he were simply acknowledging something that had always been true. I shivered at the sound of it, at the implication that he had known this would happen from the start.
I let my weight fall back into him, my back against his chest, my head tilting to the side. He kissed the line of my neck while his hand moved down again, stroking me with practiced rhythm as his cock filled me with unrelenting precision. My mouth dropped open, my thighs tightened around him, and I could feel the heat rising again, low in my belly, then flooding outward, stronger than before.
I was going to come. I was going to do it this way, with his body wrapped around mine, his fingers working me open from the front while he took me from behind, and my husband nowhere in my mind at all.
The realization did not stop me. It pushed me over.
After I came, he didn’t stop. He held me through it, hips still moving in slow, powerful strokes, his chest against my back, his hand between my legs until the aftershocks left me trembling and breathless. But when he finally eased out of me, I felt the absence of him like a hollow.
He stood, his hands brushing my sides as he withdrew, then reached down to grip my waist and guide me upright. I stayed kneeling for a moment, dazed, legs parted, my skin damp and flushed. When I turned my head, I saw him walking away, naked, composed, and half-hard still. He didn’t look back to see if I would follow. He already knew I would.
I pushed myself off the bed and stood on shaking legs, my body sore and warm, my thighs slick from the last half hour. I felt exposed walking through the hallway nude, but I didn’t reach for a sheet. I wanted to feel the air on my skin. I wanted to feel what it meant to walk bare in a man’s home who wasn’t my husband.
He was in the kitchen, standing at the island, pouring two glasses of water. The lights were dim, and the marble counters gleamed in the soft glow. He handed me one without a word. I drank. My throat was dry. My lips were swollen. I felt my pulse between my legs with every breath.
“This place is too clean,” I said, my voice rough but steady.
He smiled faintly, just once, and leaned back against the counter.
I stepped in front of him and pressed my chest to his. I felt the heat of him instantly, the slow return of his arousal against my stomach. I reached down and wrapped my hand around him again, slower this time.
He watched me closely and didn’t stop me. His hands rested at my hips as I began to stroke him, not tentatively, but with a growing confidence that startled me.
“Take me bent over your counter,” I said, barely recognizing my own voice.
He lifted his chin, and I saw the shift in his eyes, the flicker of approval, maybe even respect. He took the glass from my hand, set it down, and turned me. I braced myself against the stone, legs wide, breasts pressing into the cool surface. He stepped behind me again, dragging the head of his cock slowly between my folds.
I looked at my reflection in the dark window across the kitchen. I looked at the way my back arched, the way my hips jutted out, the way my hair fell wild around my face. I looked like someone else. And for the first time, I didn’t flinch.
I had stopped being passive. I was starting to want everything.
He pushed into me again, harder this time, no teasing, no pause. The sound of it echoed off the kitchen walls, flesh against flesh, wet and fast and deep, and I didn’t try to quiet myself. I moaned as his hips slammed against my ass, louder than I ever had in my life, the kind of sound I would have blushed at before. Now I welcomed it. I wanted to hear exactly what I had become.
My breasts flattened against the cold stone as he fucked me fast, his hands gripping my hips, thumbs digging into the soft skin above my thighs. I stared straight ahead at the window, unable to look away from the reflection of my body taking it, bending for that big man, opening for him without shame.
I had never moved like this. I had never let anyone take me like that. I was pushing back into every thrust, grunting with the force of it, my face slack and flushed, mouth open, hair sticking to my chest. I didn’t care what I looked like. I didn’t care what it meant.
This wasn’t a mistake. This wasn’t a secret kiss or a moment that got out of hand. This was me, ruined.
I had never been wild. I had always been controlled, composed, careful. I spoke softly. I dressed modestly. I stayed in my lane. And now I was panting into a stranger’s kitchen counter, soaking wet and begging him not to stop, because the feeling of him splitting me open was more real than anything I had allowed myself in years.
He leaned over my back, chest to my spine, and reached forward to grab my throat, not hard, just enough to hold my head up and make me look into the glass. I saw my eyes go wide, then flutter half-shut. I saw the muscles in my stomach contract every time he bottomed out. I saw myself taking every inch of him and giving nothing back but raw, animal need.
When I came again, I didn’t say anything. My body just collapsed. My legs buckled. My arms shook. I let out a broken gasp and nearly slid off the counter. He caught me under the arms and pulled me upright, holding me to his chest while my body convulsed around him, still gripping him tight inside me.
And then he lifted me. He picked me up like I weighed nothing and carried me back down the hall, still inside me, still hard, my legs wrapped around his waist, my face buried in his neck. I was shaking. Laughing and gasping. I had no language for what I was anymore.
He carried me into the shower. The light was already on. The tile was warm under our feet. He set me down and turned the water on, never pulling out. We were soaked within seconds, our bodies pressed together under the spray, and I realized I would never leave this apartment as the same woman who walked in.
The water poured over us, hot and heavy, running down my face, my chest, between our bodies as I rode him against the shower wall. I had wrapped myself around him with no instruction, no hesitation. My legs gripped his waist, my heels dug into his back, and my arms locked around his shoulders as I moved up and down on his cock, taking him fully, again and again, each thrust harder, wetter, louder than the last.
I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to. I was doing it, I was fucking him, not being fucked by him. I was grinding down, lifting with my thighs, angling my hips to get him deeper. I had never felt anything like the power that was running through me now. I moaned directly into his mouth. I bit his lip. I licked the sweat from his neck and whispered things I didn’t know I could say until I heard them come out of my own mouth.
“You want to break me?” I said, panting, wild-eyed, laughing. “Then fucking really do it.”
He slammed me against the wall, hands under my thighs, spreading me wider. I cried out as he drove into me, the sound echoing off the tile. I welcomed the sting of it, the rawness. I wanted the marks. I wanted the soreness. I wanted to feel tomorrow exactly how hard I had been taken tonight.
And all the while, I knew what I was doing. I knew this wasn’t temporary. I knew I couldn’t go back to soft Sunday mornings and polite, married sex where I folded my nightgown afterward and cleaned up in the dark. I was drenched, open, shaking from orgasm, and still demanding more.
I wasn’t obeying a man like Gavin anymore, I was matching him.
He kissed me again, open-mouthed and deep, and I sucked his tongue into my mouth while I moved faster on him, faster than I thought I would. My legs burned. My arms trembled. My nipples dragged against his chest. I lost every part of the woman I used to be in that shower and I didn’t care where she went.
I came again, biting his shoulder, not from pain but from the sheer electricity of release. My whole body seized and pulsed, and I felt him groan low in his throat, not finished, but close. He set me down, finally pulling out, his cock heavy and dripping, and I dropped to my knees on the wet tile.
I looked up at him through the water. I took him in my mouth, slow at first, then harder, deeper, working him like I had done it all my life. I used both hands, twisting, stroking, moaning around him as I sucked. He let his head fall back. I watched the muscles in his stomach tighten. I felt his hand grip my hair.
He was going to come, and I wanted him to. I wanted all of it.
His hand tightened in my hair as I worked him faster, sliding my mouth down his shaft and pulling back with a wet sound each time. I wanted it sloppy. I wanted the mess. I used my tongue without restraint, tracing the underside, flicking the tip, tasting the salt and heat of him with every stroke. My hands pumped him as I sucked, twisting at the base, guiding him deeper each time until I felt his legs stiffen.
“Fuck,” he muttered, voice tight, head dropping as his abs clenched.
He pulled back, holding himself in his fist, and I looked up at him, mouth open, tongue out, ready. His release came in a rush, hot and thick, spraying across my mouth, my lips, my chin, then painting my neck and chest in heavy, pulsing streaks. I closed my eyes and laughed, tilting my head up to take more, letting it hit wherever it landed.
I had never felt anything like it. I had never even imagined it.
His last spurt landed just below my collarbone, and I stayed kneeling, soaked, panting, completely undone. I opened my eyes and met his. My chest was heaving. My thighs were still wet with our sex. His cum dripped down between my breasts, clung to the curve of my neck, and pooled at the edge of my lips.
I swallowed and wiped my mouth with my fingers, licked them clean, then ran both hands over my breasts and rubbed his cum into my skin. I looked at the mess he’d made of me and smiled, not shyly, not in apology, but with something close to pride.
“I fucking love how that felt,” I said, voice low and rough.
I leaned forward and licked the head of his cock, slow and careful, cleaning him with my mouth, kissing the underside, pulling every last drop from him while his body twitched from overstimulation. He watched me with something between awe and amusement, his hand still resting loosely in my hair, his breath finally slowing.
I knelt back on my heels, cum smeared down my chest, dripping onto the tile, and I knew I had crossed into something I couldn’t undo.
This wasn’t about cheating anymore. This wasn’t a betrayal in the way I had feared it would be. This was a rebirth. I felt alive in my skin. I felt wild and feminine and terrifying. I had swallowed another man’s cum while my husband slept in our quiet house, and I didn’t feel broken by it.
I felt chosen. I felt like a woman who had taken something for herself that no one had ever offered her before. I had waited my whole life to be this free, this ruined, this shamelessly full. And now I knew I would never go back.
Later, I stood in his kitchen. I had found one of his dress shirts folded neatly in a drawer. I put it on without a bra, leaving the buttons undone low enough that the swell of my breasts showed easily with every movement. The sleeves were rolled past my elbows, the hem just long enough to brush the tops of my thighs.
I didn’t wear panties. I felt like a sex object, like his sex object. I felt feminine to the core.
He sat on the couch, relaxed, half-watching the news with one arm draped across the backrest. His body was loose now, spent, satisfied. He hadn’t asked me to bring him anything. I just did.
I brought him water first, and then poured him a fresh drink, something brown and smooth that I didn’t know the name of. I brought it to him kneeling on the couch, holding it steady, watching his hand wrap around the glass just inches from my bare chest. He took it without a word, and I stayed there at his side for a few seconds just letting him look at me.
I should have felt embarrassed. I had never played this role before, not with my husband, not with anyone. I had never been the girl on her knees, dressed like an afterthought, serving a man with nothing beneath her but bare skin and good intentions. I had never imagined I would enjoy it.
But I was smiling. I loved how it felt to fuss over him, to bring him things, to brush invisible lint from his chest and run my fingers through his hair while he leaned back and let me. It wasn’t obedience. It was pleasure. Feminine, beautiful, dangerous pleasure. The kind of pleasure I used to associate with weakness, until now.
Now it felt like power.
He didn’t praise me. He didn’t thank me. He just let me do it, and that was even better. I wasn’t looking for approval. I was doing it because I wanted to, because I liked the way he looked at me when I came back from the kitchen with nothing on under his shirt, and bent forward just enough when I handed him something so that he had a full view of the body he had already taken apart.
I curled up beside him after that, head in his lap, cheek resting against his thigh while he stroked my hair absently. His cock was soft now, still damp from earlier, and I kissed it once without needing to be asked. Just a small kiss. Like gratitude.
He let out a slow breath and rested his hand on my neck. I stayed there for a long time, quiet and half-naked and completely at peace.
This wasn’t who I had ever been. And yet, it felt like who I was always supposed to be. Not less than. Not degraded. Just finally unguarded. I had never felt so completely like a woman.
He stretched out across the couch, his arm draped behind his head, eyes closed, body loose with satisfaction. I watched him for a moment from where I sat on the edge of the cushion, then climbed over him, one knee on either side of his hips. I straddled him gently, not to initiate anything, but to care for him.
He didn’t open his eyes as I leaned forward and pressed both hands to his back. I began to knead the muscles at the top of his shoulders, working downward in long, slow strokes. His skin was warm under my palms, broad and smooth, with that deep, carved tension still lingering across his upper back. I used my thumbs to dig in, loosening the knots.
My thighs gripped his sides as I moved over him, taking my time, adjusting my angle with every shift of his body. The hem of his shirt, the one I was still wearing, slid up around my waist. I knew he could feel the press of my bare sex against him, but he didn’t move. He just let me touch him, let me serve him like this.
It didn’t feel humiliating. It felt intimate. I had never done this for my husband. Not like this, not straddling him half-naked with my hair falling over my shoulders and my breath warm against his neck. I had never seen the point in it. But now, with Gavin under me, muscles slack, breath slow, I couldn’t imagine anything more natural.
After a while, he rolled onto his back beneath me. I shifted with him easily, legs still straddling his hips, my hands resting on his chest. His eyes opened for the first time in minutes. He looked up at me without speaking.
I leaned down and kissed his chest once, then his stomach, then slid backward until I was kneeling between his legs again. He was already starting to harden. I took his cock in both hands and lowered my head slowly.
I licked first, soft, reverent strokes from base to tip, then sucked him into my mouth, deep and steady. I didn’t rush it. I worshipped him. I let my hands move with my mouth, cupping, stroking, pressing as I worked. I wanted him to feel how much I loved doing this. I wanted him to feel how much I had changed. I was a broken wife now.
I moaned around him as he thickened I my mouth, savoring the way he filled me. I closed my eyes and focused on every movement, my tongue flattening against the underside, my lips sealing tight, the slow pull as I drew back and slid forward again. I gave him everything.
When he came, I kept going. I swallowed him greedily, pulse after pulse, until his hand settled on the back of my head and held me there gently. I stayed like that, mouth full, body bare, heart wide open.
I turned the key slowly, easing the door open inch by inch like silence could erase everything that had just happened. The hallway was dark. The living room was quiet. Only the soft glow of our kitchen light spilled across the floor, the kind Gary always left on for me when I stayed out with the girls.
I stepped inside and shut the door gently behind me.
My shoes were in my hand. I didn’t dare wear them walking in, not with how unsteady I still felt. Every muscle between my thighs ached. My hips moved differently now, looser somehow, slower. I tried to walk normally, but the soreness made me hesitate with each step, like my body remembered him too clearly to let me pass for untouched.
I had practiced my story on the drive home. The night ran late. Marissa got emotional, Nora didn’t want to leave her alone, and we ended up back at her place watching old movies and drinking wine. I even texted it ahead of time to make it sound real. I was ready to smile, ready to kiss him softly on the cheek and make my way to the shower.
But now, with each step down the hall, I felt the lie crack.
The inside of my thighs were still sticky. My skin still smelled faintly like his cologne, his sweat, his body. My chest was flushed. My lips were swollen. My hair was tangled. I hadn’t looked in the mirror before leaving Gavin’s apartment. I hadn’t wanted to see the difference.
But I felt it. I felt it in the way my core tightened with each movement, sore and stretched from how thoroughly he had taken me. I felt it in the heat that pulsed low in my belly when I remembered his hand in my hair, his voice in my ear, the weight of his cock filling my mouth while I moaned like a woman I didn’t recognize.
I paused outside the bedroom door and touched the doorknob softly. The house was still. I didn’t know if he was asleep. I didn’t know if he had waited up.
I knew only one thing. I didn’t feel like a wife. I felt like something else now, someone else. A woman who had been used, praised, worshipped, and filled in every way a man could take her. A woman who had begged for it. A woman who had swallowed another man’s cum on her knees and licked him clean while wearing nothing but his shirt.
I turned the knob and slipped inside. The bedroom was dim, the covers rustled on his side. I couldn’t tell if he stirred. I crept across the room, trying not to wince with each step, my thighs brushing together, my center raw and wet again just from the memory of it.
I climbed into bed slowly, easing the covers back over me. And I wondered if he could smell the truth.
He shifted under the covers as I settled in beside him. The mattress dipped gently with my weight. I turned onto my side, facing away, hoping he would stay asleep. My skin was still warm, flushed from the drive, from the air on my thighs, from the memory of Gavin’s cum drying between my breasts in the car before I wiped it off with tissues and trembling hands.
But his voice broke the quiet.
“How was it?” he asked, barely above a whisper. Sleep clung to the edges of his words, thick and soft.
I froze for a second, then tucked myself deeper into the blanket and let my voice come out light, casual.
“It was good,” I said. “Long. Marissa needed to talk. Nora ended up driving us back from her place. I almost just crashed there.”
He hummed, a small, sleepy sound. His hand reached out under the covers and landed lightly on my hip. I flinched before I could stop myself, but covered it by shifting slightly, letting his hand rest where it was. He gave my hip a gentle squeeze, then stilled.
“She okay?” he asked.
“Yeah,” I said. “Just the same stuff with her guy. She’s a little all over the place right now.”
I could feel him nod against the pillow. He didn’t question it. He never did. He trusted me. That had always been part of what made our life so easy, his calm steadiness, his assumption that I was honest because I always had been.
I blinked slowly into the dark, my throat tight.
His hand drifted down slightly, grazing the curve of my backside under the blanket. I had showered at Gavin’s, but not thoroughly. I had rushed. I had been more focused on wiping off the visible evidence than on erasing the feeling. My body still smelled faintly like sex. I knew it. My thighs still ached. I could feel the soreness in the deepest part of me, the stretch of it, the fullness that wasn’t from him.
I smiled quietly, just enough for him to hear it in my voice. “It was a good night,” I said again, warmer this time. “I’m glad I went.”
He made another soft sound, already drifting again. His hand stayed where it was. I didn’t move.
I stared into the darkness and felt the heat rise in my chest, not from guilt, but from the realization that I could lie this easily. I had expected it to be harder. I had thought there would be trembling, second-guessing, panic. But instead I felt calm.
I had fucked another man. I had sucked him until he came in my mouth. I had kissed his stomach afterward and asked if he wanted more.
And now I was home, under clean sheets, beside the man who had never seen this version of me. I exhaled slowly, then closed my eyes.
“I’m tired now,” I said, and meant it. Truer words never spoken, I thought with a smirk.
The café was tucked into a quiet corner near the park, all wood and windows, with light pouring in through the tall glass panes. I wore a dress that brushed the tops of my thighs, loose enough to hide the tenderness in my walk, soft enough not to remind me of last night every time I shifted in the seat. I had applied just enough makeup to cover the dark circles under my eyes, though part of me didn’t care if they saw how little I’d slept.
Marissa was already there when I arrived, stirring a splash of cream into her coffee, her hair pulled up in a messy knot that looked too good to be accidental. Nora walked in just behind me, sunglasses still on, lips already curled into a knowing smile. They were both looking so different, and I realized now that I did too.
We ordered quickly, then sat back at the corner table, our heads leaning in, shoulders angling toward each other like something sacred was about to be confessed.
Marissa spoke first. “So?” she asked, voice soft but pointed. “Are we talking about it, or are we pretending you just had wine and went home?”
I looked between them for a moment. They were both watching me closely, but not with judgment. There was something else in their eyes, something like recognition. Understanding.
I didn’t deflect. I didn’t delay. “I was there till 2,” I said. “I didn’t want to leave.”
Nora let out a quiet breath and gave a small nod.
Marissa’s eyes didn’t waver. “What did he do to you?”
I smiled, but it didn’t feel performative. It felt like release.
“I’ve never felt that way before,” I said. “It wasn’t just the way he fucked me, it was everything. He didn’t ask for anything. He just touched me, moved me, opened me. Like he already knew how I would respond.”
Marissa leaned forward slightly, her chin in her hand. “Like he was inside your body before he was even inside you.”
I nodded slowly. “Yes. And when I gave in, it wasn’t guilt I felt. It was something closer to joy. This wild, deep joy I didn’t know I had in me.”
Nora pulled off her sunglasses, set them on the table, and looked at me directly. “That’s exactly how it was for me.”
Marissa laughed softly, but her eyes were serious. “He changed something in me too. Just like that. The first time, I thought I was being reckless. But afterward? I felt feminine in a way I hadn’t let myself be in years. Like I had finally stopped pretending to be smaller than I was.”
I looked down at my hands on the cup. They were still trembling slightly.
“I was worshipping him,” I said. “I did things I’d never even imagined I could want. And I didn’t want to stop.”
They both nodded and chuckled The silence that followed wasn’t awkward. It was full. It was a shared understanding.
We had all been claimed by the same man. And none of us wanted it to be the last time.
Marissa rested her elbow on the table and traced the rim of her cup with one fingertip, her gaze distant but focused, as though replaying something in her head she wasn’t quite finished with. "I think what scared me most," she said, her voice quieter now, "was how fast I stopped caring about the fact that I was cheating. It didn’t feel like betrayal when it was happening. It felt like I had been waiting for someone to give me permission to be that woman, and he didn’t even need to say the words. He just made space for it, and I stepped into it like I had belonged there all along."
Nora stirred her coffee slowly, her spoon clicking softly against the sides of the mug. She didn’t rush to respond. When she did, her tone was measured, thoughtful. "I didn’t think I could let someone take over like that. I’ve always been the one in control, careful with my boundaries, careful with my image, always one step ahead in every room. And then he looked at me like I wasn’t hiding anything at all. Like I didn’t need to. When I let go of that, when I gave him control of my body, something in me relaxed that I didn’t know was always tight."
I listened to them and felt a kind of reverence settle in me, an understanding that what happened between each of us and Gavin wasn’t just sex. It had pulled something forward from the parts of us that had been taught to stay composed, to stay loyal, to stay small. I never would have imagined sitting here, speaking freely about how another man had bent me over his counter, how I had begged for more, how I had licked him clean like I was meant for it. But I wasn’t hiding from it. I wasn’t trying to shrink it down to something I could rationalize. I felt bigger in the telling, not smaller.
"I loved serving him," I said at last, the words strange but solid as they left my mouth. "I loved taking care of him afterward. Not because he demanded it. Because I wanted to. I felt beautiful like that. I felt honest. I didn’t even recognize myself in the mirror this morning, and instead of being ashamed, I just smiled at her. At me. At who I became with him."
Neither of them spoke for a few seconds. We sipped our drinks, the sounds of the café soft around us, cutlery on plates, casual conversation, the occasional burst of laughter from another table. But we weren’t in that space. We were in something else now. Something we had all crossed into quietly, independently, and now shared in a way no one else around us could see.
Marissa looked at me again and asked, without sarcasm or restraint, "Are you going to see him again?"
I answered without even needing to think. "Yes. I want to see what else he can unlock."
Marissa tilted her head and looked out the window as though checking for eavesdroppers, though we all knew no one around us cared. When she spoke again, her voice was low but certain. “I already texted him the morning after. Just a thank you, nothing suggestive. But I wanted him to know that what happened wasn’t casual. Not to me.”
Nora sipped from her cup, watching Marissa closely, then leaned forward with both elbows on the table. “I’ve been back twice. Once after work, once on a weekend when I said I was getting a massage. Each time, I thought it would feel worse after, like something was building up and would break, but it never did. I walked out of there clearer than I walked in.”
I felt the weight of both their confessions settle around my shoulders like a warm, heavy coat. I wasn’t ahead of them or behind them. I was exactly where they were, standing at the same edge, looking over the same drop, and realizing none of us wanted to climb back up.
“I thought I’d feel sick after,” I said, speaking more slowly now, watching the cream swirl in my cup as I stirred it. “When I was in the shower at his place, I kept waiting for the guilt to land. But it didn’t. All I could feel was how alive I was. Not in a dramatic, midlife crisis way. Just in my skin, in my body, in how much I’d been touched and wanted and used.”
Marissa smiled, not with amusement, but with something like recognition. “It’s not the same thing as cheating. Not the way it usually happens. This isn’t emotional manipulation. It’s not secret texting or slow detachment from our men. It’s pure physical. It’s isolated. It doesn’t threaten what we have.”
Nora nodded. “We’re not leaving anyone. We’re not falling in love. It’s not about the absence of love. It’s about the presence of something else, something we don’t get from anyone else. Something we didn’t know we were allowed to want.”
I breathed in deeply and let the air sit in my chest before exhaling. “It felt like I was stepping out of my life for a few hours, and stepping into myself. The part of me that isn’t a wife or a friend or someone’s dependable girl. The part I buried so deep I forgot she existed.”
We all sat for a moment, not uncomfortable, not searching for the next thing to say, just letting it settle. Marissa broke the silence with a slow smile and said, “He’s addictive.”
Nora laughed softly. “He knows exactly what he’s doing. He makes you feel like it’s not wrong because he never pushes. You give it to him willingly, and once you do, you understand why.”
I looked at both of them and said, calmly, “So when are we going again?”
Marissa raised her cup. “Whenever he says,”she cuckled.
Marissa set her cup down carefully and leaned in, her voice lowered just enough that only we could hear it above the soft clatter of plates and the murmur of other conversations. “We have to be smart about this. Whatever this is, whatever it’s becoming, it can’t slip. Not to anyone. Not even in a joke.”
Nora nodded immediately, her expression losing its softness. “Agreed. Not a single word to anyone outside this table. No vague comments, no teasing. If it leaks, it doesn’t just blow up one of us, it blows up all three. This only works if we treat it like a pact.”
I felt the shift in tone and welcomed it. There was something grounding in the way they spoke now. We weren’t just playing around the edges of danger, we were stepping into it deliberately. Fully awake. I folded my napkin in my lap and met both their eyes in turn. “He’s not a boyfriend. He’s not a man we’re flirting with behind anyone’s back. He’s Gavin. And that’s different. I don’t want to explain that to anyone. I don’t even want to try.”
Marissa exhaled, not with anxiety, but with decision. “We protect this. If anyone ever found out, it would sound like recklessness. Like we’re out of control. But we’re not. We’re choosing this.”
Nora gave a soft laugh, not out of amusement, but out of shared awe. “He has us all wrapped around him, and he barely even speaks. It’s not like he promised us anything. It’s not emotional. It’s just . . . ” She trailed off, then smiled and finished, “ . . .  so fucking necessary.”
I laughed too, quietly, because she was right. It didn’t feel like we were being taken advantage of. It felt like we had stumbled into a sacred kind of indulgence, one we didn’t want to share with the world because it wasn’t meant to be understood by anyone but us.
“We rotate,” Marissa said, matter-of-factly, brushing a crumb from the table as if she were suggesting a carpool schedule. “We don’t overlap. We don’t get possessive. We each have our time, and when it’s someone else’s, we don’t ask questions.”
I cleared my throat and smiled behind my coffee. “I want him again. I want more of it. Everything I didn’t let myself ask for the first time.”
Marissa grinned, but there was no smugness in it, just heat. “Then you go next. I can wait my turn.”
It didn’t feel cheap. It didn’t feel degrading. It felt reverent, like we were caretakers of something powerful and wild, something too dangerous to be left unguarded.
“This never leaves us,” I said, steady and sure. “Not now. Not ever.”
They both agreed without hesitation.
“But isn’t he so huge?” Marissa said and Nora and I both burst out laughing and leaned back in our chairs and nodded with our eyebrows high up our foreheads. 




Bounced

Derek crossed the motel room floor, snatched a grab at Lena’s big toe in passing, said “shake with that?”
“Um . . . no,” Lena said, propped up on the bed, ankle dangling over raised knee, scrolling her phone. The TV droned with some show nobody was watching. “Burger, fries, that’s good.”
He paused halfway out the door. “Final answer.”
“I’m good, you’re sweet. You check with Tod?” she said, not looking up.
“We’re all getting the same thing,” Derek said. “Burger, fries, classic, don’t overthink it.” He slapped the doorframe, the wall shuddered, he snorted looking up and down at it. “Cheapest one yet, I just love this shit.”
“You both always get the same thing,” Lena said. “Go, before I change my mind about joining the both of you.”
He went out and twisted the key in the lock behind him, tapped on the door to say bye. She saw the headlights hit the back of the curtain and slide across the window as he backed up and drove away.
She took a deep contented breath and settled lower into the bed, happy, carefree. She pulled the sheets up over her waist, but remained for now in her shorts and tank top. Tod would probably come over to eat with them when Derek got back. It had been a long day in the car cooped up together and she scrolled now mindlessly through vids.
A breeze passed over her and she twisted around, alarmed to find a door previously unnoticed in the wall behind her swing open.
“What the hell?” she said, and she chuckled, sat up, and stared at Tod like an apparition appearing as though out of thin air.
“Adjoining rooms,” he said, and he stepped inside her’s and Derek’s room, hands casually in the pockets of his vintage dress pants, button up shirt untucked and unbuttoned, hanging open, bare feet. She lingered with a glance at his exposed physique for half a beat before untwisting back into her previous repose.
She pulled the sheets up over her chest now and settled back down against the pillows pushed up against the headboard and pretended to put her attention back on her phone. “Come on right in, make yourself at home there, Tod.”
“Way you carry on in the car,” he murmured with grin pulling up the side of his face.
She smirked but refused to give him the satisfaction of looking at him. “We both know what you want,” she said. “But one of us still has to learn the golden rule.”
He sat on the edge of her bed. She ignored it. “Sure I want it, but what you don’t know is, it’s the can’t have it part that really gets me worked up.” He put his hand down on the lump under the sheets, her shin, and he ran his fingers up over it, not gently either.
She ignored that too. “Aw, poor Tod, all worked up from just a few innocent glances? It’s only going to get hard, you know,” she said, and she chuckled at her accidental double entendre.
He lifted the edge of the sheet tenting up over her raised knee and her crossed ankle beneath. She stopped scrolling. 
“Can’t have, you just said so yourself,” she said, still not looking up from her phone. 
“You know exactly what you were doing in the backseat, every time I turn around,” he said. “Look at you.”
She snorted now. “You choose to turn around. You choose to torture yourself. Nothing to do with me. Just the way I am.” She drew a hand down the length of her body and smiled.
He pulled the sheet harder now and Lena looked up from her phone, tugged back on it, and he grinned more crookedly at her.
“Not much time, we gonna do something,” he said. He pulled the sheet off her. She shrugged. “Look all you want,” she said, and she went back to her phone. “I’m a one man girl.”
Derek got up, paced around the end of the bed. She watched him without raising her eyes to him, wiped her tongue across her teeth, her lips parting. A grin spread over her mouth. She dangled her ankle in a circle. Curled her toes.
He knelt on the foot of the bed and she dropped her arms down at her sides, let her head tilt when she raised it to him, sighed.
“Somebody asking for a lesson to learn them real hard?” she said.
He snickered, waddled forward on his knees, laid his hands on her knees, now both raised side by side, she having dropped her hanging foot down to the bed. He grinned at her with narrowed eyes. She grinned back, poking her tongue in her cheek.
“You wish,” she said slow and low.
He pulled on her knees, pressed them out sideways.
“Tod!” she said in a hushed voice, and she widened her eyes at him. “I can’t believe you,” she said through her teeth. But what she didn’t do was push his hands off her.
“You’d never tell him,” he said casually. “You forget, I know you.” He pressed her knees further down.
“Never telling him because never going to happen again, so give it up, already, it was a one-off,” she said. She left herself exposed to him. “And a big mistake at that.”
He smirked looking down at her entire body, even as he opened her knees further apart, and she squealed and laughed and shot her feet down to clamp her legs together straight, muscles straining.
“You better think twice about your next move,” she said. “Don’t be funny.”
“Come on baby,” he said, now waddling on his knees further up her body and he reached for the button in her white shorts.
“You don’t call a person ‘baby’ unless you’re having ongoing sex with them, word of advice. It’s creepy otherwise.”
“In my mind, all day today, very ongoing,” he said, his fingers worming with her hands.
She laughed bordering on uncontrollable, clenching her hands around his hands, twisting and bucking like he was tickling her. “I’m sure you’ve done everything possible to me in your mind today,” she said.
“Ever since I first laid eyes on you,” he said. “I knew I had to have you.”
“You are cornier than a fajita,” she said, and she laughed at her own joke, but she also gasped and huffed when he squeezed her hand. His free hand took its time pushing the button out its hole in her shorts.
Her body squirmed, it rolled side to side, it strained up from the bed hips first, and plunged back down.
“What do you think you’re doing dumbass?”
“What does it feel like?” he said.
“Derek’s going to be pretty pissed at you.”
He opened her shorts, drew down the fly, began to tug all around the bottom edge of her shorts. They eked down from her writhing hips.
She clenched her teeth, sucked breath in sharply, looked down her body at what he was doing. Her chest heaved and her hips rocked side to side. Her legs strained under his weight.
“You better not make noise,” she said softly as though someone could hear in the other room. But it was only the TVs.
He slid her shorts down her legs, lifted them off her ankles, and yanked them over her feet.
Her legs free, she pawed at his chest, used her heel to press him in his ribs. Her head rocked side to side and her hair flew over her face. “Tod,” she said.
“Tod,” he said, and he grinned. 
She laughed too, but then she cried out with pleasure as he tucked her feet back under himself and spread his hand flat over her exposed stomach, felt her there, rubbed her there.
He had pushed her tank top up her body even as she pressed against him with her feet. She blew loose flying hair off her face, breath heavy now, chin jutting. “Look at that, you finally got a girl’s pants off,” she said, and she laughed pointedly at him.
He ignored her taunts, brushed the backs of his fingers over the skin of her abdomen, and down over her bared hips, her thighs.
“You can look all you want,” she said. “But just look.”
He curled his fingers into the waist of her low-riding sky blue lace panties.
“You don’t have the nerve,” she said and she narrowed her eyes at him.
He pulled on them. Her hips now pressed up off the bed, her knees pulling up, her arms flexing, her whole body stretched out and rolling side to side under him.
“He’s going to get back soon,” she said, groaning, her chest heaving with breath.
“The order will take time,” he said. “Place is super slow, super busy.”
She tried to push her head up to his arm to bite him. He pulled the waist of her panties down her thighs.
“Oh my god, you’re in so much trouble with him,” she cried out, her eyes bulging at him now.
“Shh,” he said. “Neighbors are going to get the wrong idea.”
“It is the wrong idea! Derek is going to be super pissed!” she seethed at him.
“Derek,” Tod said, and he sneered. “What a man doesn’t know,” he said. “Thought I heard you say that at some point.
“I was talking about work!” she said.
He slowly drew her panties further down her now relaxed legs, but she continued breathing hard and fast. When he slipped them over her feet, she pressed up, twisted around under him, strained hard under him. He laid his entire body down over her now.
He kissed her surprisingly gently on her stomach.
“Tod,” she said in an expiring voice. He kissed lower, too, over her hips. Her breathing drew more rapidly. He kissed the top of her thigh, then over the area where her pubis mons rose, bare, smooth, white. 
“Tod, I mean it,” she said. Her eyes fluttered shut against her will, and her head drove back into the yielding pillows. “We can’t, it’s not fair to him.”
“He could catch us,” she said in a hushed voice.
But he only rocked himself on her side to side until her legs parted enough that his body slid down between them. He kissed her now inside her thighs and her knees rose half-way up, her chest heaved, her head pushed further back into the pillows. “What are you doing?” she whispered to the headboard behind her.
“Having my appetizer,” he said.
She was unmoved by his joke. But he dragged the tip of his tongue through the crease between her leg and abdomen, and she arched even more deeply in her back. Now her hands free, her back lifting so high off the bed, rather than push him away from herself down there, she pushed her fingers into his hair, gripped him, pulled on him. 
He eased her knees up higher, pressed them wider down and opened her. He blew a narrow stream of breath on the folds of her glossed flesh there.
“This is so fucking good,” she groaned, and her hips, shaking, pushed up to chase his tongue so much, he needed to press them down, hold her in place. Her frustration with his teasing tongue infuriating her to greater levels of seepage. When he finally touched his tongue directly to her lips, she gasped sharply as though stabbed, and flung her hands out to her sides, gripped the sheets, pulled them free of the bed. He did know his way around a woman, she remembered.
“I can’t believe you’re actually doing this,” she said in a tight, breathless growl. “Easy, easy,” she said, as though wavering over the edge between pleasure and too much of it.
He wrapped his arms around her thighs, pressed her hips down more firmly under his hands, and began to go down on her with a rhythm and pressure that brought her more rapidly to the edge than she was prepared for. And even then he backed her off from it, holding her over it, controlling her body entirely, teasing her in the most maddening way.
“Tod,” she cried out in a voice with no breath and her head whipped side to side. He followed her straining, rotating hips with his mouth, and she arched deeper in her back and cupped her hands around her tits, felt her nipples through her top and bra, pinched them, rolled them.
He reached up and pushed her top up, pushed her bra off her tits, twisted and pulled on her nipples harder than she liked, and made her cry out too, loud even for a motel room.
When he pushed his tongue inside her she dug her heels into the bed, twisted the sheets around her fists, gasped at the headboard upside down behind her clenched face. “Oh fuck, Tod!” she groaned with expired resistance, “so fucking good!”
She inhaled one more time, held her breath, and her body vibrated under his tongue. She hovered over the bed, until her damns burst and she fell heavily and rolled sideways and pulled her knees up to her chest, hugged herself.
He pulled himself up to standing at the foot of the bed looking down at her body now disheveled and in disarray, and he opened his pants, let them fall to the floor, and stepped out of them.
She opened her eyes and looked down the bed at him. She nodded, she knew. Of course. When he came up onto the bed on his knees again, his shirt falling off his shoulders, she rolled onto her stomach. “I’m trying to be Derek’s” she tried.
He let her know with a touch on her back. Her hips pushed up as he came over her on his hands and knees as steady as a predator, and she squeezed her fist into the pillow that she held in front of her face. His weight came down heavy on her and burning heat pressed down between her thighs. 
He jerked his hips, she clamped her teeth into the pillow, and he thrusted into her in one firm, rapid stroke. She was by then leaking with such readiness for him, there was no friction for him, just smooth tightness.
He proceeded to pound her down through the bed, but when, exhausted, he rolled over onto his back to get his breath, she flung herself over top of him, pinned his wrists down under her hands, and snapped her hips and rolled her pelvis, captured his wet leaking cock back inside her, and slammed herself down on him just as hard as he did her, her matted hair sweeping over his face.
He gripped her hips from behind and jolted her body till her teeth felt like they were going to fly out. She rode him backward, slapping her ass down on his hips with echoing claps. He threw her over the table, bent her down into it, she gripping its edge with one hand to keep from being fucked right through the window, her face pushed into the glass through the curtains, her other hand, spread, smearing down the cool glass with a jerked squeak.
He carried her around impaled on his erection, stood her up on the bed on her rubbery legs, and held her hips while he stood on the floor and lifted and dropped her body down on him. When he tired, she dove down on him, sucked him back to hardness, and straddled him, stretched back on him, made him rub her there with his thumb, showed him how to best, and she grunted at the ceiling when he quickly got it.
She knew him, of course, and when it was time, she got on her elbows and knees, waved her ass up for him, a wavering cape to a bull, and she reached with her hand through her legs, grasping at him there with her curling fingers, “Cum inside me,” she begged.
It didn’t take him long once he got there, and the volume and pressure of his spurts deep inside her gave her a body orgasm that nearly winded her.
Recovering, she pulled him into the shower, and sucking him in there under the sheets of steaming hot water, he lifted her leg and took her again against the tile wall, surprising her, delighting her, in how he came again inside her. He got out and left her on the tub floor barely conscious in the soothing hot rain.
They fell holding each other through the door and into the room naked, wet, kissing all over and rubbing and teasing and laughing when headlights shone through, sliding over the curtains. The key was in the door even while she yanked up her shorts. It opened while Tod was turned back to it, fumbling and flailing with the button of his pants, snickering over his shoulder at Lena’s terrified face where she scrambled to do up a button in the shirt she randomly pulled on.
She leapt back in bed, Tod tossed her curled-up panties at her face at the last second, and she stuffed them down the front of her shorts. Derek came through the door teasing with the bag of food. Tod, caught shirtless in the adjoining doorway, turned around as though just coming in rather than leaving, and he looked up and around at it, and said, “The rooms have an adjoining door!” and he raised his surprised eyebrows at Derek.
“Not sure I like that,” Derek said, gazing up and around at it too as he came in, put the bag on the table, pulled it back into place with a confused frown, and stopped and stared at the chair that was rocked back against the wall as though thrown there.
“You shower?” he said to Lena, seeing her hair wet.
“Yeah,” she said, still catching her breath. “Felt good, too,” she smiled at him, “you should get in on some of that.” She shot a glare at Tod
“Just got out too,” Tod said, pushing his hands through his still dripping hair. They both noticed the dual track of footprints. “Mine’s not working,” he said.
“So you make a mess of mine?”
Derek shook his head and went into the bathroom. “Long line-up at the burger place,” he called back through the nearly closed door.
Tod stepped up to the edge of the bed and pulled on Lena’s hair. Alarmed, she rolled over the side of the bed, he pulled her hard, yanked down his pants, and fed his slumbering cock into her mouth that opened for him without resistance this time.
“You got our stuff though, right?” Tod called back, even as he caressed Lena’s cheek and raised her chin with his finger, the better to sink deeper through her yielding, open mouth.
The bathroom light flicked off, the door opened, and Tod spun around and pulled his pants back up. Lena rolled back onto her back on the bed, her lips burning.
“Jesus, Lena, you even use the shower curtain in there? Place is flooded!” Derek said, and he laughed. He gestured at Tod. “This girl, can’t control her,” he said.
“No, you can’t, once she gets going,” Tod said. Lena, now behind Derek’s back, glared with beading eyes at him, and she pushed up, walked on her knees to the side of the bed, and came down to see inside the bag of food on the table. She shut the curtains to hide her handprint there, enhanced by the fog of the shower. Her curled-up blue panties fell to the floor directly behind Derek’s foot.
Tod bent quickly and snatched them up and shoved them in his pocket. They sat around the table and spread the food out. As they talked about the plan for the next day, Lena instinctively darted her napkin to Tod’s mouth, dabbed a drop of juice there. She looked at Derek when she caught herself and nodded at him, listening, taking in what he was saying as he looked down at his food. Tod’s bare foot climbed her leg, but she pushed it down and off, not taking her eyes off Derek.
Done and both men reclining back in their chairs, hands clasped over satiated stomachs, legs stretched out, ankles crossed, Lena, leaning over the table, slid her hand over Tod’s thigh, twisted the fabric of his pants in her fingers, pulled on him, all of it hidden.
“We should all get in bed and watch a movie,” Derek said. Lena glanced at Tod who grinned and looked down at the floor.
Derek stripped down to his shorts and tee.
“Well, Derek . . . “ Lena said.
“Tod,” Derek said, and Tod smirked and went through to his room. Lena bit her lip, but Derek urged her down onto the bed, touched his mouth to hers, put his tongue against her lips.
“Just get under the sheets,” he said. “Take your clothes off under.”
She glanced at the open adjoining door, but Derek steered her face back to his and kissed her again. “Later, okay?” he said very quietly, and he grinned. “Just you and me.”
She smiled back and licked his face. She knelt up over him and unbuttoned the single button of the shirt she had managed to do up when he came in, and tossed it over the chair at the table.
Derek clasped his hands around her bare breasts, squeezed her. “Isn’t that Tod’s shirt?” he said privately, confused.
“I wanted to try it on, see if you like me in that kind of thing,” she said, and she dove under the sheets. She found his thing, squeezed it, sank her mouth over his, penetrated him with her tongue.
Tod came in wearing only undershorts and Lena squealed and pulled the sheets up over her mouth. Derek caressed the back of her head.
“Ahem,” Tod said, as he settled into the bed on Lena’s other side.
Lena twisted around to find him behind her. “Sorry to break it to you, champ, but mommy and daddy have relations with each other.”
Tod smirked and cycled through the channels on the TV, his arm folded under his head, the sheet falling down to his waist.
Derek pulled on Lena’s leg until her thigh slid over his and her knee nestled into his groin. His hand slowly drew up and down her skin there. She pushed her hand under the waist of his shorts, found his cock, caressed it.
“Lights,” Derek said and Tod rolled over and reached to pull the chain on his bedside lamp.
Having settled the debate and started the show, all three fell silent. Derek pulled on Lena’s hand under the sheets and she came down lower in the bed with him. They rolled their faces together, and while Tod stared at the TV, Lena and Derek necked, Lena on her back, Derek on his side, carefully, sneakily, sliding his hand over her tits.
But that’s not why Lena’s eyes flickered opened and closed. Tod’s hand had slipped down under the sheets, too, and without sneaking, moving slowly, or edging around her at all, he wrapped his hand around her thigh, gripped her there.
She gasped, and on her side now facing Derek, held his face in her hands and kissed him more deeply, determined to make a point.
“What about Tod?” Derek whispered quietly.
“Don’t worry about that prick,” she said.
“Why do you hate him so much?”
She opened her mouth to answer, but her breath caught and she bit her lip and clenched her eyes shut. Derek, caressing her tits under the secrecy of the sheets, widened his eyes at her, and grinned. He lightly dragged the back of his fingers over her nipples and found she emitted an escaped cry and covered her mouth and raised her eyebrows higher over her forehead.
Tod had reached between her legs from behind, had wormed a finger over her skin there, had touched her there, had entered her. She breathed hard through her kisses with Derek, even as she lifted her leg, slid it back over top of Tod’s hip, allowed herself to open more for him, took his finger inside her deeper.
“Nice?” Derek said to her still whispering.
“Uh-huh,” Lena replied instantly, rapidly nodding. He rubbed her nipple gently. She strained in her neck, covered his mouth with her mouth to muffle her breathy cries, and pushed her hips back, arched in her spine deeply.
“Oh fuck,” Lena whispered, losing her breath. Her hips now rotated and quivered on Tod’s probing fingers. She clutched at the pillow Derek and her shared, pushed her head back, and Derek kissed her throat, rubbed her nipples more, widened his eyes and his grin.
Her body began to spasm. “Yeah, right there,” she barely cried out. Derek focused himself on his rhythm with his thumbs circling her nipples, until she clenched her hand around his wrist. She held her tits and shook violently and stretched her body out hard as a plank and grimaced.
She reached down between her legs and found Tod’s cock hard against her and her hips involuntarily coiled in and out, rubbing her clitoris up and down over his shaft.
Derek closed his eyes and focused on her breath. She held it and dug her nails into Derek’s bicep, turned her face down into the pillow between them, bit it. The tension peaked in her, broke, and flowed out of her, leaving her spread flatter than she’d ever felt before.
Derek kissed her lovingly. She pushed Tod’s cock out from between her legs, rolled onto her back between the two men, and tried to regulate her breathing. She looked out the corners of her eyes at Tod, who smiled, watching the show, his arms folded under his head again.
“That was beautiful,” Derek said with a whisper into her ear and he kissed her neck. She patted his arm. He stretched and closed his eyes, rolled away.
When his breathing was that of a man sleeping, she looked again at Tod on her other side. He refused to look at her, though. Instead, he reached his arm over her face, sank his fingers into her hair, and pulled it.
“Mm,” she whispered, but he ignored her, pulled the sheet from his body, showed his nakedness to her, his semi-erection arching up from his groin, a waking monster.
She stroked at him, rolled further over enough to look back under herself at the back of Derek, sleeping soundly. Tod guided her, pushing his hips up to her face.
She kissed him on his chest, and he pushed her down. She wrapped her hand around his cock, he stroked it.
“Would you like,” she whispered at him, but he took her head in both his hands and played her face down his hard body.
She petted his finger, played it backward, and she laid her body down on top of his, pushed herself up to his ear and sucked on it. “If you just let me, then,” she said, and she pulled his hands from her head, pushed them under his back the same way he had.
She crouched between his legs, looked over at Derek one last time, and pulled the sheets over her head.
She licked him, she sucked on him, and she swirled her tongue around him inside her mouth. She got into it, closing her eyes, focusing on his breathing, surprising him, teasing him, pleasing him. She wanted to show him, leave him gasping. Teach him he didn’t have to beg her all the time, he could ask, he could show patience, and she could treat him.
Too hot, she pulled the sheet from over her head. Derek stirred, but she didn’t stop, just glanced up at him with Tod’s cock stuffing her mouth. Tod’s body strained and leapt under her control and she knew she was bringing him there. She wanted to swallow him. Make him feel it down her throat. She moaned on him, her body squirmed on him, she wanted so bad for him to lose it in her mouth. She wanted him to run down her chin, she wanted to show him she could take it all, that she wanted it all, too, if he would just let her show him.
She came off him and looked up at him, drew the head of his cock all over her face, her eyes, her cheek, her forehead and her chin, she lashed at him with her tongue, she blew on it and chuckled with renewed confidence. When Derek rolled over, she threw the sheet over her head again, but she plunged her mouth down Tod’s shaft and pumped him with hand and mouth together.
Tod’s hips pushed up and she pressed him deeper. Serves him right, what he did to her. When he strained, she curled her finger around his base, squeezed him hard there. When she let him, he erupted powerfully into her mouth and she tried to swallow all of it, she really did, but there was so much, it gushed out and down over her chin and hung down from there and spilled onto the bed.
Derek suddenly woke up. “You still here?” he said, lifting his head to find Tod lying on his back, his head pressed back into the pillow. Lena shot up between them, wrapped her arms around Derek’s neck. He sighed and tried to kiss her. She turned her closed mouth away from him. so he kissed her cheek instead. “You awake too?” he said.
“Mm-hmm,” he said, not opening her mouth. He rolled over and she dragged herself over Tod’s body unnecessarily heavily, being sure to clench her fist around his limp cock for what he did to her with it and, cupping her hand under her chin, she stumbled to the bathroom and shut the door.
She spit and rinsed her mouth out. When she came back, she was crestfallen to find Tod had left to return to his own room. She was going to kiss him and pass a mouthful of water into his mouth to refresh him too. Kiss his beautiful cock goodnight.
She climbed in bed and avoided the wet area where he gushed from her mouth too much. Derek wrapped himself around her and hugged her to him, spooning her. She clasped his arms around her chest tighter. He pushed his cock against her ass cheeks, but she half rolled over, kissed him on the mouth now, and said, “In the morning, maybe.” She kissed his nose and he grinned and fell asleep, as did she, finally.
But at 3 in the morning, she woke up to find Tod in their room. “Fucking cave man!” she whispered. But she came anyway and followed him, padding barefoot and holding him now with both her hands around his arm that he trailed for her behind him.
No words were spoken. He eased her body onto the bed, plunged into her, fucked her, her biting on her finger, looking away, letting him have her. Ramming her from behind, the bed bumping the wall, she bit down on his balled up shirt and clenched her eyes, holding her breath and hoping not to scream, but it was close. 
Tod hardly even acknowledged that she orgasmed, and it might have been more than once, too, he had got her into such a state so quickly all over again. She clutched her hands around his hips, dug her nails into his flesh, encouraged him, and he emptied himself into her, and she gasped with a deep satisfaction.
He was already asleep by the time she paused closing the doors between the rooms, and she carefully got back in her own bed.
“Mm, baby,” Derek said. “Where’d you go?”
“Bathroom,” she whispered and she clenched her eyes shut.
He pushed himself into her ass cheeks from behind.
“Sh-sh,” she said. “Let’s sleep, big hike tomorrow, right?”
Two hours later, she woke up, flustered. Derek slept soundly facing away. She stared at the cracked open adjoining door.
In the morning, that closed door opened, and Derek, confused, wiped his eyes and stood in the frame. Lena slowly drew the messed-up sheets over her sprawled and completely naked body. Glancing over, she drew it further up and over Tod’s sprawled and completely naked body as well.
By the time Derek stretched his eyes open all the way, she had gathered the sheet around herself and deftly pulled the blanket over still-sleeping Tod.
“You were snoring, I couldn’t sleep,” she said to him, and she steered his shoulders back through the doorway and shut it behind her.
“I snore?” he asked, stumbling with her push.
She sat him down on the bed, pulled Tod’s sheet over herself, and crouched between his legs. She licked him, picked him up in her lips, swirled her tongue around him, took him in her mouth.
“You snore,” she said.
He stretched out under her, played in her hair, pushed up with his hips. She pumped him with hand and mouth and he quickly came into her mouth. She swallowed all of him and wiped her hand over her chin. “See?” she said, “all clean!” and she came up over him and kissed him on the nose. 
They headed out to the hiking and camping spot they had been aiming for. “I’ll drive,” Tod said. They needed gas early. Lena slept in the back seat and Derek went to get coffees from inside. Tod stopped him at the pumps on his way back to the car.
“Buddy,” he said quietly and he caught his arm. Derek stopped with a grin. “You should get in the back with your girl,” he said.
“What do you mean?”
Tod checked over his shoulder inside the backseat to make sure Lena wasn’t hearing them. “Do your girl in the back while I drive, you ever done that before?”
Derek laughed.
“I’m serious man,” Tod said, pulling his shirt with a pinch at the shoulder. “It’s hot man, I won’t look.”
“You’re fucking crazy, you know that?” Derek said.
“When you going to get another chance? I mean it, you get in the back with her, get down with her, fuck her,” he said. “You should, man. Girl like her, she needs to be fucked on the regular.”
“She’s not going to want to.”
“I’m telling you man, girl like her, she needs to be fucked, you can take her, she likes it like that. She wants to be taken, trust me on this.”
Derek stared at him a few beats. “And you’re just going to drive?”
“I’m just going to drive.”
“What if she’s not comfortable doing that with you in the car?”
“Try her. You’d be surprised what she can get into.”
“Tod, seriously, you don’t want us fucking behind you while you’re driving,” Derek said.
“Man, I might like it, you ever think of that?”
“That’s just crazy.”
“Hey, I know what you did to her while we were watching the show last night,” Tod said. “You think I didn’t notice her breathing hard?”
“You knew?”
“I figured it out. She got off on it, too, I think. Man, I think she came, even, you see that?”
“All I was doing was rubbing her tits, too,” Derek said with a grin.
“That’s all?”
“That’s all it took.”
“You got to get in the back with her, you got to try this with her. I told you she was that kind of girl. She’s obviously into you. Make the girl cum just rubbing her tits!”
“I’ll get in the back,” Derek said. “We’ll see what she says.”
“Try.”
“I’ll try,” he said.
“That’s my man,” Tod said, and he slapped his back.
As Tod pulled the car back onto the road, Derek kissed Lena in the back seat and whispered things in her ear.
Lena demurred, however. She gestured with her eyes bulging at the back of Tod’s head.
“Tod,” Derek called to him.
Tod lifted his chin, eyes on the road, seemingly oblivious.
“You don’t mind if me and Lena get a little shut-eye in the back, do you?”
Tod pressed himself up to see down into the backseat through his rearview, and he found Lena’s eyes. “A little shut-eye?” he said.
Lena grinned, nearly laughed, and turned sideways out the window and covered her mouth with her knuckles.
“I am only the driver sir,” Tod said with a fake accent. “Perhaps a little  . . . “ he paused for dramatic effect. “ . . . shut-eye music.” He put on a track of highly sexualized rap tunes and turned it up loud.
Lena snickered more, turned further away. “You’re okay if we do it back here?” she said.
“You’re okay if I see it a little?” he replied. Lena stretched up to find Tod’s eyes in his rearview mirror and she smiled at him. Tod smiled back which Derek didn’t see, being engaged with lifting her shirt and rubbing the front of her bra.
In about 15 minutes Derek worked Lena’s shorts off. Ten minutes later, he got her panties off. Lena closed her eyes and leaned back, spread her legs, pulled her knees up, caught her heels on the edge of the seat. Derek came down on his knees between her legs. Lena wrapped her arms around his neck, dropped her calves down his back.
In another 5 minutes, Derek bumped the head of his cock at her pussy. She nodded to him, urged him, kissed him. When he slowly, carefully, entered her, her eyes opened directly on the rearview mirror, and Tod’s eyes hanging there watching her face. She closed her eyes. “Not inside baby,” she said. A few minutes later, Derek pulled out and she wrapped her hands around him and stroked him until he shot on her stomach. “That was nice,” she said in a soft voice and she kissed his chin.
When they parked and headed out on the trail, Derek caught up to Tod leading the way, Lena enjoying peace and quiet for a change of walking by herself for awhile. “That was so fucking hot,” Derek said to Tod.
“You liked that?”
“Loved it, what a great idea,” he said. “Thanks man, you set that one up.”
Tod’s knee buckled just then and he went down. “Oh, fuck, I think I sprained my ankle.”
“Jesus, you okay?”
“Going to be okay, I think, it’s not that bad,” he said.
Lena caught up to them.
“Tod twisted his ankle,” Derek said. 
“You going to be okay, baby?” she said, and she clenched her eyes and looked away at the slip. “Let me see,” she tried again. She squatted beside him, took his foot in her hand, carefully rotated it around.
“You should go on ahead, Derek,” Tod said, looking at Lena. “Get to that lookout on the trail, set us up for lunch.”
“Can’t just leave you,” he laughed.
“Lena can help me, that way we’re not too late getting to the campsite. Go on ahead,” he said, staring at Lena still who could tell, from the way his ankle turned, he wasn’t hurt at all.
“I’ll go ahead and set up lunch,” Lena said. “Derek can help you better.”
“Derek is safer going on ahead by himself,” Tod said.
Lena jutted her jaw at him.
“I’ll go on ahead then,” Derek said, “set up lunch. We won’t get too late that way.”
“You go on ahead,” Tod said. “I’ll get back up in a minute.”
“We should all stick together,” Lena said.
“We’ll get to the campsite too late,” Derek said, and he started off up the gentle climb, winding up through the trees.
As soon as was out of sight, Tod stood up, checked once more up the trail over his shoulder, and took Lena by the shoulders, turned her around, slipped his hands around her hips from behind steered her off the trail.
“What are we doing?” she said in a hushed voice.
He wrapped an arm around her waist, pushed her neck down, doubled her over. She propped herself up with her hands catching a tree. “Tod, yes, for fuck sakes!” she said.
He said nothing. He eased her shorts and panties down in one stroke, urged her hips out with both hands, and pushed his own pants half way down his legs.
“You . . . !” Lena said. But she wasn’t straightening herself.
He licked his hand and wrapped it around her pussy. She grunted and arched her back and stuck her ass further up. “ . . . fuck me so good like this,” she finally groaned the rest of her sentence.
She shut her mouth and clamped her teeth down on her bottom lip. Tod had entered her hard, fast, and deep from behind.
“God damn it!” she groaned and she held tighter to the tree. Her entire body jolted from how hard he slammed his hips into her from behind. She was, of course, quickly wet for him, it came on instantly now, she knew his look.
She pushed her ass back into his hips when he nearly pulled out. She reached down between her legs and tightened her finger around the base of his cock. He slapped her ass too hard and left his hand print on her. She pressed her cheek into the bark of the tree and cried out loud. “Oh fuck, I’m gonna . . . “ she groaned, and her pussy fluttered madly inside, stroked him as he fucked her, and together they exploded.
She sank down twisting around and sprawled on the forest floor, a mess of limbs, her clothes half off. “I think you fucked my brains out this time,” she said. “Fucking guy.”
Tod laughed and held out a hand to help her up. He even helped her pull her shorts up, she was so without strength, and she leaned over him and gently kissed the back of his neck as he struggled to do the fly and button in her shorts. “You’re so mean,” she said. “You treat me no good. I could never be your girlfriend.”
“Don’t think so, either,” he said. In one swift move, he loaded her up onto his back and carried both their bags too. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locked her ankles in his abdomen, and nearly choked him with her arms around his neck. She kissed his ear, his neck, and drew her tongue around his cheek until he turned enough for her to enter his mouth and she moaned inside their kiss.
“I want to again already,” she said, and she squealed and buried her face in the back of his neck.
They came across the clearing sooner than expected. “Holy shit, your ankle must be feeling better!” Derek said, looking up.
“Oh shit, yeah,” Tod said, and he lowered Lena down from his back.
“He stretched it out, then I guess I was too slow for him,” she said, and she snuck a glaring look at him as she went past him and up to Derek, whom she leaned into and kissed on the cheek. She turned around and leaned her ass back into Derek’s shoulder where he knelt on the grass and stared at Tod, wagging her tongue out her mouth at him.
They ate lunch and rested. “I’d just love to see what you can see up the top of that hill,” Tod said gesturing with his chin.
“Thought we were going to get to the campsite too late,” Lena said with dead eyes at him.
“Go on, have a look,” Derek said, “we got time.” He glanced at Lena, winked at her, put his finger to his mouth, grinned.
“I don’t want to set up the tent in the dark,” she said.
Derek took her hand, squeezed it, sent a message. “We have time, go on Tod, check it out.”
Tod got up and began to jog up the trail alone.
Derek turned to Lean. “How you feeling?” he said.
“Sleepy.”
“You didn’t sleep well?”
“I didn’t sleep at all.”
“We have probably 10 minutes,” he said. “Just you and me.”
“Tod is going to be back.”
“You made me cum in the car,” he said. “I want to repay you.” He grinned and found her shorts already unbuttoned.
“Now could be a good time,” she said, letting them go.
“Come on, I love it when you cum,” he said. “So fucking hot last night.”
She laid back. “It’s a good time,” she said.
“We’re alone, we’re out in nature,” he said. “You told me how much that turns you on.”
“We should,” she said, and she didn’t hold her shorts up when he worked them down her hips. “He’s going to come back,” she said.
He laid down on the grass, spread her legs, kissed the front of her panties.
“Derek,” she said. But she only breathed. She pushed her panties aside. She could feel how wet they were and not from her, either.
He tugged them further aside and kissed her flesh there. “Holy shit,” he said. “You’re soaking!”
Lena leaned her head back and bit her lip. “I think you should do it,” she said.
“Baby, you’re running, you’re so wet, why didn’t you tell me?” He closed his mouth on her pussy. Pushed his tongue inside. More of it ran out as she lost her ability to clench herself there anymore.
In truth, she was still buzzing from the way Tod had so completely stormed her. Derek’s tongue and mouth brought her right back to where she was earlier with Tod, and she tore up the grass in her fists.
“Derek,” she exhaled. He hit a spot, and she clenched her hands around his head. “Right there baby, don’t stop,” she said, and he lapped at her even as her stomach clenched, and her hips pushed up. He didn’t hold her down, but that was okay, she was going to crest anyway.
She sank down and rolled sideways and eased his head out from between her legs. They heard Tod calling them, and Derek turned to Lena. “I’ll hold him off,” he said, and he left her in the clearing sprawled on the ground, her shorts and pants between her ankles.
“You find a good spot?” Derek said.
“Really sweet up there,” Tod said,
“Hey, get a shot of me on the trail, I always get shots on all our trails.” He pushed his phone into Tod’s hand. “This way,” Derek said, and he went further from the clearing. Tod took his shot and Lena came out onto the trail, dressed.
Derek lead the way and Lena held Tod back. “We can’t keep doing this,” she said in a low voice, her eyes on Derek’s back. “It’s not fair to him.”
“You love it, you know you do,” Tod said.
She smirked and turned away to hide it. “I do even though it’s wrong.”
They got to the campsite in good time after all. After a glorious sunset and an evening around the fire, they ran out of talk, finished the wine, and decided it was time to turn in.
They all wore loose shorts, Lena in a long basketball shirt. She didn’t leave her bra on.
“Risque,” Tod said inside the quiet intimacy of the tent.
Lena snorted at him with disdain. “A little late for modesty, don’t ya think?” she said. She made a point of drawing her gaze down his torso to his groin.
“Tod, no peeking,” Derek said half heartedly and he chuckled. “We’re all friends,” he assured Lena.
“I don’t trust your friend,” Lena said to Derek, but she was looking at Tod.
He smirked and took off his t-shirt. As Derek dropped to his knees to spread bags out, Lena looked down at the back of his head, drew her finger over Tod’s bared chest behind her, down the line between his abs, and even under the waist of his shorts.
“Make it separate bags, or one big bag?” Derek said.
“Three,” Lena said.
“One big bag,” Tod said, and he laughed. “All three of us together.”
“Unlikely,” Lena said, rolling her eyes at him. They got in bed, Lena overruled. Tod rolled away and breathed like someone sleeping. Derek guided Lena’s and down between his legs. She glanced over her back but Derek assured her, Tod was sleeping. He stroked her hair.
“What are you doing?”
He pushed his hand in again, saying nothing, pushing his hips up.
“You’re ridiculous,” she said, and she bent at her waist, went down his body with light kisses, and took him in her mouth.
Tod rolled over. Lena felt him and closed her eyes and tried to hurry Derek into her mouth. But Tod’s hand slipped slowly over her hip. She tried to push him away with her free hand, but she felt him nudge her between her legs, and not with his fingers.
Her body arched involuntarily. The head pressed into her, and she leaked around him. He slid through her, and she moaned, muffled with Derek’s cock around which her tongue began to dance and curl.
Tod’s hips bumped her ass and she grunted and pumped her mouth on Derek with an overwhelming need seizing her. She felt Derek’s cock stiffen harder in her mouth, Derek groaning, his breathing hard and uneven, and Tod’s cock, just as hard inside her, just as deep, Tod groaning just as loud, his breathing just as caught and jagged as Derek’s. 
Soon Tod rocked her from behind so hard, so insistently, he propelled her mouth down Derek’s cock deeper, harder, her whole body now bounced between the two bodies in the three bag bed in the tent.
She left her body in that moment, no longer required, it seemed, to respond its own, Tod jolting her body hard from behind, Derek bumping her from in front just as hard, Tod seizing her hips, Derek seizing her head, and she bounced back and forth between them, passive.
Tod erupted first, flooding her below and causing her to lose it, the sensation of him flooding her too much, and in losing it around his cock, Derek shot into her mouth, and she swallowed him whole. They both pulled out of her at the same time, leaving her hung there, a flattened slab of inert flesh between them lying on her back.
“You let me cum in your mouth,” Derek whispered to her and he kissed her cheek. He touched her pussy, and pulled his hand up. “Jesus, look how wet that made you, too,” he said. She rolled her head toward him and let his cum run from her mouth, even as Tod’s cum ran from her pussy. “It was so hot, baby,” she murmured. 




My Best Friend’s Hotwife

Brock got the call he said he feared he would. He had to turn around and go back into work.
He and I were driving up to my houseboat. It was going to be the four of us, but that was before my girlfriend and I broke up, so now it was just three of us, him, his wife Melissa, and me.
I pulled over and he pulled up beside me, driver door to driver door. “You go on, take Melissa,” he said, gesturing with his head over to his wife beside him. “I’ll call when I’m able to come up. Might be nothing — false alarm, they usually are.”
“Brock, no, we’ll just turn around,” I said.
“Buddy, you no,” he said. “I’m not letting some greasy pipe sensor wreck everyone’s weekend, just take her.”
She leaned over to find me through the windows. “I don’t mind,” she said with that double-dimpled smile of hers.
Fuck me, I thought. Let me tell you about Brock’s wife. When we all told him that chick was way out of his league, we weren’t joking. She was out of all our leagues. Brock’s a great guy and I love him to death, but how he ended up with a girl like Melissa, that’s something we josh with him about all the time.
We thought he was only joking right back at us when he got a couple in him and started talking about her, about what she’s doing to him. She won’t leave him alone, he said, she’s always wanting to do it, upstairs, downstairs, in the kitchen, in the car. It was non-stop, or so he said.
Now, Brock tells a good story and he always leaves us in stitches with his routines. We’re barely able to finish our poker hands most of the time.
But I started calling him on it, saying shit like, Well, if she needs more than you can handle, let me give her a try, shit like that.
It’s part and parcel to his kind of humor that he’d look at me like a guy seriously considering something like that. Like I said, he had us in stitches half the time. But I said shit like that more than a few times, and every time, he just looked at me like he really was wondering about it.
This wife of his, she must have had the biggest collection of sundresses outside Macy’s, and she loves super tall platform pumps, too, thin chains hanging from all over her body, thumb rings, earrings, even when it was just us guys over for a game or something.
Man, you couldn’t even think straight, she comes around behind you. She knew too, distracting us like that.
I said to Brock, Man, you got to make sure to keep that one happy, she’s going to be a target for every guy out there. He concurred — he had stories every time they came back from some Mexican resort, any trip on holiday. Made us laugh.
I’ll tell you how hot Melissa was: even I got nervous around her. And it wasn’t just how she looked or how she dressed. She loved football, she talked shit, you couldn’t piss her off without her just laughing at you, and get her way in the end. Tough, funny, totally great to be around. She was fun, you know?
So now he’s getting called back to work, he says. It wasn’t completely out of the blue. He did pipeline inspections, and when a sensor goes off, he’s the one have to okay it before they flipped it on again. But the timing was too perfect — too close to the houseboat for everyone to turn around.
“Seriously,” I said, “we can easily do it next weekend.”
But he was already getting out of his car and opening my back door and throwing her bag in the back. I turned away when his wife kissed him goodbye and wagged her finger at him playfully about being a good boy.
“You be a good girl,” he said to her, to which she snorted and did not reply.
“Take good care of her,” he said leaning through my window.
“I don’t like this,” I said to him under my breath.
“Keep her happy,” he said, and he slapped the roof of my car, turned around, and climbed back in his seat. I watched him all the way down the road. He didn’t look back once. 
“How far are we going to go?” Melissa said. I looked over to the passenger side.
Her dress was half way up her thighs. “We don’t have to go at all,” I said.
“Oh come on,” she said. “Just us two? It’s going to be fun!”
I pulled the gear down to drive with some reluctance and went back out onto the road. We knew each other well enough from her being around our game nights. But I’d never been alone in a room with her. Still, with her personality and my general ease around people, I can’t deny we were chatting up a storm in no time. I began to relax, in other words. She was like that, too. Easy to be around, like too easy.
She started asking about how I knew Brock, and that brought up early days about hanging out as teenagers and blowing things up and speedboating at nights on the lake with no lights, crazy-ass shit like that.
Maybe she was thinking she had to hold up her end of the convo, so she started telling about crazy shit she got up to as a teen, and maybe some of it was embellished, but we all do that.
But her stories started leaning into tales of making out in different places with different guys, and then she started implying it was more than just making out, and then the places she did it with different guys in were getting more and more outlandish.
Now I don’t know how they talk to each other and what they talk about, but given how she was surprised about my stories about Brock, I began to guess he doesn’t tell her everything, which lead me to believe that she had no idea about how he talked about her at poker night when he had a couple.
So there I was in the driver’s seat sitting on that knowledge about her excessive appetites, thanks to Brock, and now she’s telling me stories from younger years that seem to corroborate everything Brock told us about her, only she didn’t know I knew what she was like, even now. Which didn’t sound a whole lot different, did it.
I’m trying to not give away what I already know about her, but that’s only making me react less and less to her stories, which is only making her tell them in greater and greater detail. I’m just hanging on trying not to lose my mind before we even get to the houseboat.
We finally got to the cut off and the path through the bush is very bumpy and curvy, dipping down and flying up and bending around tress and rocks and shit before you get to the river.
She’s whooping and laughing every high bump and hard turn we hit and I slow down to keep her from hitting her head on the ceiling. But she looks at me and she says, deep dark eyes, high cheekbones, wild, windblown hair all over her face, she says, “Faster, Glen! Harder!”
I’m gritting my teeth and fisting my steering wheel. She’s laughing uproariously because the bottom of her short dress flew up and she accidentally flashed me her gleaming white panties. She just laughs it off.
But she looks at me, too, like, I know you know I know.
We get to my houseboat. When you haven’t seen it before, it elicits pretty strong reactions — and I’ll say it, it’s about the most romantic place I know of. There’s a few of them along the river there, sort of a community, but it’s very private and people stick to themselves. We’re all there for the same reason — to keep away from other people. It’s quiet and private.
We climb aboard and I open the door for Melissa and she goes inside and ooh’s and ahh’s and twirls around and takes off her shoes, and inside a minute, she’s flopped on the bed spread-eagled telling me she loves it here.
I sit on the couch. She’s like, “Come on, lie on the bed with me, I want to see what it’s like.”
I say, “Melissa, you’re married to my best friend, fuck sakes.”
She gasps and covers her mouth and pops her eyes wide open at me. “What are you thinking? Oh my god!” she says, like now its me been leading things on.
Just when she waits for me to stammer and panic, she starts laughing out loud and throws a pillow at my head. “Don’t be an idiot, get over here and tell me about your first time, and bring that wine bottle, too.”
So now we’re propped up next to each other on the bed alone in my houseboat sipping wine and talking about not just first times, but best times, unusual times, funniest times, times we almost got caught — the whole thing, both our complete sexual histories.
Now she wants to know if I think men feel orgasms the same way women feel them, and because I’m increasingly reluctant to go there, she thinks I’m shy or something, so she says she’ll go first, and begins telling me in minute detail how it feels when she cums.
I’m sipping my wine going “oh yeah, uh-huh? Is that so?” like I’m a talk-show host and she’s talking about making a movie or something.
She says, “Do you get hard talking about this stuff?” Before I can react, as I’m sipping wine at the moment, she says, “I do. I get so wet!”
So then I do cough it up. Just as my phone goes off.
It’s Brock, the woman’s husband. My best friend.
Melissa’s laughing too loud at the timing of it and I try to shush her, but she snatches at my hand and while I’m trying to cover her mouth to shut her up, she starts sucking my fingers in between her lips like she’s blowing them.
“She loving it there?” Brock says.
I glare at her with wide eyes, but her eyes are closed as she sucks on my finger. She’s digging her nails into my wrist to keep me from pulling my hand away. She’s moaning. She’s playing her tongue out and swirling it around the base of my fingers, she’s playing with the webbing between them with the tip of her tongue.
“She’s having a pretty good time, I guess, yeah,” I say and I swallow hard.
“Bad news,” Brock says. “Not a false alarm this time, we actually have a pressure leak, I’m going to be here overnight. Going to have to call you probably noon tomorrow before I can head back up,” he says.
“We should head back down,” I said.
“No,” he says and he says it firmly, too. Like, “No!” He says, “Show her a good time, I mean it.”
“Brock, what the fuck you saying?”
“What are you saying?”
“I’m serious, bro,” I say.
He says, “I’m serious too.”
“You need to be clear here,” I say.
“Is she happy?” he says.
I look over at his wife lying beside me on my bed. The bottom of her dress has ridden up over her hips. Her panties are completely exposed to me. I’m pretty sure she knows and she doesn’t care. She’s writhing on the bed sucking my fingers off one by one. She’s breathing hard. She’s making little chirping sounds. You’d think it was me sucking her fingers, or worse.
“I guess she’s happy,” I say.
“I trust you man,” he says, and he hangs up. That’s it. Call over.
I swallow hard and watch her some more. I can see her eyes very slightly open just a slit. She’s peeking at me, checking the reaction.
“We should eat something, you want to eat something?” I say to her. “I’ll cook you something.”
I pull my hand out of her grip and slide down off the end of the bed.
She sits up and half grins, lips pursed, like she knows she’s been bad. “Does that shower work? I’d love to take a shower — why don’t you make dinner for us while I do that?”
So that’s what we did.
I was glad to get her away from me for a bit. Clear my mind, figure things out. I’m a pretty good cook. I set a table out on the deck on the top of the boat and I have everything ready including wine just as the sun is setting.
“Come up when you’re out,” I shout through the door.
She opens the door but she’s curling around behind it to hide, but not good enough, because I can tell she’s naked. “I’ll be right up,” she says.
I beat it out of there.
She comes up a few minutes later in a hoody and gym shorts, a towel around her neck. “God, this is so incredible here,” she says. She sits down on the sectional up there right beside me facing the blazing sun, and she pulls her legs up to sit cross legged, her knee now draping over my thigh. She doesn’t care that we’re touching. I try to ignore it.
She sees me having trouble with a prawn shell. “Here, I have nails,” she says, and she takes it from me and peels it expertly away, butter dripping down her fingers. I go to take it back from her but she retracts it. “Nah-uh,” she says, and she insists on feeding it to me.
But she has to tease me with it first, doesn’t she, touching my lips with it, pulling it away when I try to bite it, until I seize my fist around her wrist and make her drop it in my mouth.
“You have to feed me now,” she says, and she closes her eyes, leans her head back, opens her mouth, and lays her tongue out.
Jesus. I’m just staring at that.
She gives me three seconds, but she knows I’m mesmerized and frozen, staring at her the way she looks doing that.
“Such a dirty mind!” she finally says when she opens her eyes. “I know exactly what you’re thinking too, you know.”
“What was I thinking?” I say.
I’m not immune to her flirting. I tried my hardest to keep the convo on track, but the pressure was constant, and I was cracking. My mind was spinning with ways I would be able to explain myself to Brock, where this was going.
But girls like her, it’s very hard to not push things, to not keep the ball rolling.
She laughs. “Like I’m going to just say that,” she says, and she rolls her eyes at me. “You’re the one thinking it, I hardly have to describe it to you,” she says.
So we went from naming it to describing it in two seconds flat.
I wasn’t going to survive, I knew I wasn’t. She kept taking it there pushing things further.
“You like this with Brock too?” I say.
She spins her face to me and raises her shoulders all coy-like. “Why? What did he tell you?”
I say “Nothing,” but she guffaws at me, sucking another prawn through her lips, and she leans over very close to me. “You’re a liar,” she says. “And you were thinking about how my mouth might feel doing it, sucking you off.”
“Fuck me,” I say, looking around like maybe someone is out there to hear us talk like that.
Now she pulls her legs up under herself and physically leans against me and she laughs like it’s all a game. She’s just having fun. “Anyway, I don’t mind that he talks about me. I’m sure you and the boys just love it.”
She was getting comfortable. I have to admit, so was I — the wine, the sunset, relaxing on the top deck of the boat, nobody around, and me with the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen curling up tighter and tighter against me.
However, there was that one small detail, she being wife of my best friend.
“He just likes to talk about you — he’s proud of you,” I say.
I didn’t know where else to put my arm with her up against my side like that, so I let it come down around her shoulders and my hand falls around her hip.
“Funny thing is,” she says, “he’s been talking to me about you a lot lately, too.”
Now we both get intrigued — both silently swirling our glasses of wine, both staring into the last of the sun, both of us jutting our jaws out crookedly.
“Like what?” I finally say.
“But I asked you first,” she says.
“You tell me what he said about me,” I say, “and I promise I’ll tell you what he’s been saying about you.”
She twists around and is now nearly in my lap and she gazes from far too close back and forth into my eyes like you do when you’re trying to decide to trust someone or not, and then she laughs a little.
She straightes back out, but now she’s leaning so far out over my lap, I can feel her breasts pressing into my thighs. I know I was getting pretty hard down there, and there is no way she didn’t notice.
She drinks back a bigger gulp of wine like someone steeling their resolve, and she says, “He said you’re not getting any these days, since your girlfriend left you.”
I snort. “Well, I left her, first of all, mutual really, the way it played itself out,” I said.
She twisted around again to look up at me. “You’re evading things,” she said.
I had to look down and hold her eyes in my eyes. She let her hand fall down to cup it — lightly — around my groin. She even — lightly again, just so it remained on the border between clear intent and mindless accident — pressed her finger and thumb down as though to trace the outline of my hardness through my jeans.
“Well of course not, I’m not running around chasing one-night stands and shit,” I said.
She turns back to the sun, now a sliver on the horizon, and it grows dark on top of the boat with only the tiny point-lights giving both of us a dim glow. But she presses her finger and thumb down harder around my stiffy leaving no doubt anymore about intent.
“This isn’t right,” I say softly.
“Not really doing anything,” she says just as softly.
“Still,” I say.
“But I mean,” she starts up again in a normal voice, like nothing’s going on, “he keeps talking about that, like more than just a buddy-buddy concern for a friend,” she says. She twists around and widens her eyes at me and drops her mouth open in a big, scandalized grin. “He said he wants me to make sure you’re happy,” she says. “Last things he said to me, I’m getting out of the car.”
I snort and she catches it.
“What?” she says, now very interested. She couldn’t tear the grin off her face.
“He said the same thing to me,” I tell her, “bringing you up here, about making sure you’re happy,” I said.
“What do you think he meant?” she says. Her eyes dart from my eyes to my mouth and back to my eyes again. She was close enough I could smell her scent, feel her breath. Her skin so smooth and clear, her eyes so deep and dark. Her voice, too. Man, I was losing control.
“There’s context to it,” I said, and I clench my eyes. I kept digging myself deeper in the more I tried to dig myself out.
“So what’s the context?” she says, and she pulls herself up to slip a leg over my lap and now she’s sitting on my thighs facing me, her hands gripping the back of the couch behind me.
I didn’t dare to look down. I knew her dress was pulled up around her hips. I knew her thighs were spread around my legs. I knew her white panties would be plainly visible. She made it seem like she was just pressing me to answer her question.
She’s one of those ladies, you can never be sure if she’s just like that, like the way some guys don’t care about walking around, their dong hanging out in the change room, or if she’s pulling something, trying to cause something, make you look down there.
I stared at her with my lips pursed.
She leans her forehead down into my forehead and rocks it side to side over me. “You better tell me or you’re going to be in big trouble,” she says.
I wrap my hands around her waist, half to hold her, half to keep her away. “It’s just . . . “ I start, but I clench my whole face and hold back.
She reaches down between our bodies and clamps her fist around my balls, through my pants. “Tell me,” she says in a warning tone. “Or the little guy gets it.” She holds it two beats and finally bursts out laughing. But she keeps her hand right there all the same.
It’s warm. She’s slowly squeezing and releasing.
I drag my hands up her sides, even running my palms over the sides of her breasts where her dress hugs them tight. She doesn’t notice or doesn’t care. A guy want’s to feel her boobs, why not, more innocent fun, right? Maybe she thinks that.
“Don’t try to distract me,” she says. Her eyes flutter a moment. I catch it and she knows I caught it.
“Well what do you think you’re doing to me?” I say.
“But I have way more self-control than you,” she says. “I know how to play.”
I laugh but maybe too hard. “Not what he says about you,” I said, and I immediately regretted it.
“He tells you about that?” she says, her mouth falling open with alarm. She wasn’t laughing this time. Her face goes serious. But she was also drawing her fingers out over the length of my cock the whole time, where it made a clear impression under my pants.
“He just says your sex lives are pretty good, like pretty often,” I said. “That’s all.”
She sighs and sinks into me. Now her breasts are mashing against my chest and I’m stroking my hands up and down her back and sides, and over the bulging sides of her breasts, too.
“I do probably want it more often than he does,” she says.
“Yeah, it’s kind of what he implies.”
“So he mentioned this about me more than once?”
“When he’s had a couple, poker nights. I used to think he was just talking shit, like making us jealous.”
“Does it make you jealous?”
“What does?”
“Him telling you about how much I always want it?”
I puff my cheeks out and exhale hard. She wasn’t denying it, so there was that: Brock wasn’t lying.
She laughs and rocks her forehead against mine again. “Well does it?” she says. She keeps squeezing it and releasing it.
“I refuse to answer on the grounds it may incriminate me,” I say.
Her tongue snakes out between her thick, soft lips and her mouth parts. “I told you already the last thing he said to me getting out of the car this morning was to make sure to keep you happy. I don’t think making you jealous is any way to keep a man happy.”
“You know, that’s what I said to him too, back when I was trying to get him to shut up about fucking you all over the house, like in every room, several times a day,” I said. “I told him, girl like that, you got to make sure to keep her happy.”
She laughs languidly, rolling her hips over my lap, openly stroking my cock through my pants now, poking her tongue around her lips, her smile so close to my lips, I can touch her.
“Well I told him I did,” she said.
“Did what?”
“Like you,” she said in a small, nearly inaudible voice. “Do you think that’s okay? I just feel bad, though, I’ve made you all hard, and now you’re all bent up inside your pants, talking like this. We don’t have to be ridiculous about it, it’s not like I haven’t seen one before. I’m just going to let it out, I feel bad, cramping you all up inside like that, is that okay?” she says rapidly with no pauses or even giving me a chance to answer before she pops open my jeans, draws down my fly, spreads my pants open, and stretches her hand down inside the waist of my shorts.
“Come out, come out wherever you are,” she says and she chuckles, even as she carefully wraps her cool hand around my cock and pulls it up free of my pants and shorts.
“Are you sure we should be doing this?” I say, swallowing hard.
“I mean,” she says, sitting back on my knees and now wrapping both hands around my cock in front of her stomach, entwining her fingers around it, looking down, her mouth hanging open. “What does ‘make sure to keep him happy’ even mean?”
I snort. “Same thing I was wondering the whole rest of the way up here — what did he mean, keep you happy?”
“It’s true, by the way,” she says.
“What is?”
She squeals and covers her face as though suddenly shy. And then she returns her hands to my cock and tilts her head sideways with her eyes locked on mine. “That I always want it,” she says.
“Lucky guy,” I say.
“And that I like you,” she says. “And that I told him that, too.”
“Well, there’s liking a person and then there’s . . . “ I begin, but she suddenly covers my mouth with her mouth and penetrates me with her tongue.
“Do you know he asked me who I’d most like to fuck if I had a choice?” she says.
“What the . . . !?” I say, and now it’s my turn to drop my mouth wide open.
“It was just a game we were playing, silly,” she says, and she kisses me deeply and longer again. “Who we’d want a pass for, among movie stars, and then we kind of got carried away talking about my friends and his friends. It was innocent though,” she says. “Just talking I swear,” she groans, and she shifts in my lap and slides further up against me so that now she presses my cock against the front of her panties under her dress.
“And you said me?” I say.
“He forced me to say it,” she says, now breathing harder, now slightly rising and falling in my lap, now dragging the front of her panties up and down the underside of my cock.
“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I say. “What did he mean?” 
“Thing is,” she says, her mouth right against my ear. “I’m not sure he didn’t want this to happen. Maybe he meant exactly this,” she says. 
I flinch and grimace.
“Oh, sorry!” she says. “Was that too hard?”
“Just scratches a bit,” I say.
“I should go a little softer.”
“It’s okay.”
“Let me just,” she says, and she slides off my knees. Now standing in front of me, her silhouette impressed upon the dying of the purple light of the sky behind her, she reaches up under the skirt of her dress and draws down her panties from inside. She stumbles forward and catches her hand on my shoulder for balance as she lifts one bare foot and then the other, pulling her white lacy panties off.
“My fanciest ones, but maybe not the softest,” she says, and she lays them on the cushion beside us. Now she climbs back into my lap and slides forward, but then she slides off me again.
“You too, though,” she says.
“Me too what?” I say.
“Pants, mister.”
I didn’t have a moment to protest before she pulls up my legs by the ankles and tugs until I raise my hips and she pulls my pants off. My shorts came down with them.
Now she slides herself down my bare legs. “Better?” she says softly against my ear. She presses my cock with her palm, and instead of the front of her panties against the underside of my cock, I feel only her flesh, and it was soft, warm, and wet. Her dress falls around my lap. Nobody could see anything. I was glad to not see myself. It was too dark anyway.
She chuckles over my shoulder. “Sorry, but I told you I get very wet!” she says.
“Did he mean this, though?” I say.
She leans back from me, and with her legs, she raises and lowers her hips in my lap, brushing her bare pussy up and down the length of my cock, all of this hidden under her dress like she doesn’t want to see it either. “Just don’t come all over me down there, alright?” she says.
I can feel my cock become coated in her wetness. “We’re just playing around,” I say. “Isn’t that what you said?”
“Just keeping each other happy,” she whispers. She’s the one who flinches this time.
“Hurt you?” I say.
She inhales sharply through her teeth. “Did he also tell you I cum very easily?” she says, struggling to squeeze the words out.
“Not exactly, no,” I say.
“We should probably go inside,” she says. “I’m afraid you’re going to try to fuck me.”
“Not going to deny the feeling crossed my mind,” I say.
She holds my hand as we walk. “And your best friend’s wife, too,” she says and she tsk-tsks me.
We go down and pass directly through to the bed up the far end. “Better take this off, don’t want you staining it,” she says, and she pulls her dress up and over her head.
“Aren’t you the one who cums too easily?” I say.
“There’s fucking and then there’s cumming, two very distinct things,” she says.
“Not sure what’s worse,” I say.
“Anyway, I bet I can make you cum before you make me cum,” she says, and she squeals and laughs and leaps up onto the bed, now naked but for her white French lace bra.
“I don’t think that’s a game we should play,” I say, but I kneel on the foot of the bed just as she falls onto her back in front of me.
Her knees come up and she pushes her hand down to cup it around her bare pussy, covering it. “Do you think it’s sex if a girl sucks on a man?” she said. “Makes him cum in her mouth, swallows him?”
“I don’t know, is it sex if a man goes down on a lady?” I say. “Makes her cum?”
“What I think is sex,” she says, and I notice her middle finger is curling and pushing up inside her. “Is if a husband says to his wife to make sure to keep his best friend — his most trusted sidekick — happy, and he tells that same friend to keep his wife happy, and then concocts some drama where they end up together and alone in some romantic place for the whole night. Now, he isn’t necessarily saying to go and have sex, but I think playing around is kind of what he might be suggesting. Just maybe?” she says, and she grimaces and shrugs. “I mean if we’re being rational and thoughtful adult humans here?” she says. “His wife being the type who wants more than he can give, his friend being left high and dry lately? I mean, he trusts you more than anyone.”
I waddle on my knees to come up closer to her and I sit back on my calves. My cock, raging hard now, rests on her pubic rise. “I don’t think he meant we should fuck,” I say.
“Absolutely not!” she says. “Nobody would want that. I don’t want that. Ew! But . . . “ she pauses and she bites her lip. “We talk, as you know,” she says. “He knows I have a lot of fun flirting when we’re out on a trip or at a resort, and he loves it too, cause I fuck his brains out back in our room. He finds it fun. I know he does. That much is not in doubt. He loves showing other guys what he has for a wife. ”
I think about it a moment. “I mean he knows what I think about you, I’ve told him enough times, we even joke about it,” I said. “But no, I don’t want to fuck you. I mean, I do, of course I do, I would love to fuck you, but I’m not going to do that.”
“No,” she said. “We must not fuck.”
“No fucking!” I say to her sternly, and I nod down at her underneath me. My cock is dragging down and pushing up over the leaking lips of her pussy the whole time.
“In fact,” she says, after thinking about it for a moment, “you touching it  against me there, just proves we won’t fuck,” she says. “It’s just more flirting, obviously,” she says, and she shrugs, her eyes big, round and innocent. “He loves me telling him about how I felt flirting all night, around the pool, in some tropical bar, whatever. Then he really bangs my brains out,” she says, and she laughs.
“Just push it in a bit, just to test ourselves, you mean?” I say.
“Just to test ourselves, exactly, make sure, you know?” she says. “So we know we won’t do it.”
“Like we were almost doing up top,” I say.
“See if you can touch it harder against me without going inside,” she says.
“It’s you I’m worried about, I touch it harder against you down there, you’re liable to go off like mad and start grabbing at me.”
She laughs and jiggles on the bed under me. “As if. It’s you who won’t be able to control yourself. I give you a taste of my tight little puss, you’re going to lose your mind and stick it right in me all the way.”
“You’re going to lose it way before I lose it,” I say.
She holds her hand up to shake mine. “How much you want to bet?”
I snort. “What does the loser have to do?”
She shrugs. She also pulls on my cock, dragging her fingers from both hands up the length of it, scratching her nails lightly around it. The head of my cock is poking and touching the lips of her pussy.
“Make breakfast for the winner?” she says.
I pull my hips back to pull my cock out of her hands. She reaches and pouts. “You’re going to cheat, I know you,” I say.
“How can I cheat, don’t be ridiculous.”
“You’re going to pull my cock into your pussy and then say I fucked you,” I say.
“How do I know you’re not just going to ram me down through your bed and say I fucked you?” she says.
“Because you’re the wife of my best friend,” I say.
“And look what you’re doing to her already,” she says.
She was right. As we were talking, I was holding my cock in my hand and pushing the head up and down deeper through the wet, warm lips of her full pussy. “At least I’m not fucking her. Not exactly.”
She gasps and clenches her teeth and shuts her eyes lightly. “No, but you’re coming pretty close,” she says.
The head of my cock now catches in the top of her pussy and I slip inside her half an inch before I pop back out.
She grunts and moans and a tiny cry escapes her. She sucks in a short, sharp gasp. “That’s at least a glass of orange juice in the morning, just for that,” she says breathlessly, and she squeezes her hands around my thighs and draws her legs up so her ankles drape over my shoulders.
“That doesn’t help, you know,” I say, equally breathlessly.
“I’ll have bacon, and eggs, and toast . . . “ she says, and she laughs and flings her head side to side so that her hair flies over the bed.
I slide my cock down through her lips and up again. The head catches at the top once more and she clenches her eyes. “That’s fucking me,” she squeezes out. “Stay out of my puss, will you?” she says.
“It has to be more than an inch to count,” I say, also squeezing the words out.
I’m now dipping myself into and out of her by a hair short of an inch.
“I had a boy once, this was him just giving it to me for all he was worth,” she says, and we both burst out laughing so hard, I accidentally sink all the way into her.
I pull back out, but by then it was too late and she’s gasping and crying with surprise and shock and pulling on my legs and lifting her hips off the bed, her pussy seeking my cock, her body shaking. She was already on the verge.
So then I drill her. I slam my hips into her so hard the boat starts rocking to help us. She scrambles to climb out from under me, and with near-anger on her face, she straddles me, kisses me sloppily.
“I warned you not to fuck me!” she growls at me. Now her hair is all over my face, and she starts fucking me so hard, I have to push her off to keep from ejaculating inside her then and there.
“Why’d you stop?” she says like she was losing her mind. She’s crying in high pitches, barely able to breathe.
I roll her over, kneel behind her, and haul up her hips in front of me.
She goes down on her elbows and knees and wraps her fists in the sheets.
I slam her from behind as hard as I got it in me.
She screams and her pussy contracts hard around my cock and her body goes tense as a board. There’s nobody out there, thankfully.
I manage to hold off just long enough before I erupt hard inside her.
When we catch our breath, we both stagger up and waver on wasted legs to the fridge to raid it for food and drink.
Leaning back against the counter naked together, satiating ourselves, I had to say it.
“I won,” I say. “You came first.”
She gasps in fake outrage and turns around to push her naked body into mine. “It was who would fuck first, not who would cum first! And you most definitely fucked me first!”
I pick her up and turn her around to sit her down on the edge of the counter and she spreads her legs and locks her ankles in my back. We feed each other and I enter her like that, fucking her all over again.
“Best two out of three?” I say.
She throws her head back and laughs so hard, she amazes me.
We fucked on the counter, we snuck up to the top of the boat and fucked on the sectional up there under the stars, we fucked in the bed, and even on the floor. I licked her into orgasm and she sucked on my cock so much, I was sore and didn’t want it anymore.
We hardly slept at all. We’d doze and start fucking each other still half asleep. I woke up to find her riding me, already cumming, too.
It was nearly noon when I lifted my head from the bed. The sheets were torn up, our bodies were sprawled, the place was a mess. It smelled like sex.
It wasn’t until the fog cleared from my mind I realized what had woken me up: my phone, buried somewhere in the other end of the boat.
When I staggered up and found it, I found five missed calls on it — Brock had been calling over and over. There were texts too, the last one saying, “Okay, now I’m actually worried something happened. Call me the minute you see this, I’m going to be there in 30.”
I checked the time of the text. It was 25 minutes earlier.
I didn’t have to cry out to Melissa. She was already up and snaking her hands around my body from behind, pressing her bed-warmth against me, moaning into my neck and kissing me there.
I showed her the face of the phone.
You never saw two people scramble faster. We pulled on clothes, straightened the bed, hid the bottles of wine, I put a blanket and pillow on the couch, we checked ourselves in the mirror.
If I didn’t wake up when I did, we’d have been caught wrapped up with each other naked in bed. Maybe even fucking.
Brock came on board while we were still racing through the place hiding discarded clothes.
I quickly got breakfast going. Melissa grabbed her book and, though breathing hard still, she relaxed into the couch as though reading.
“Thank god you’re safe!” he says, coming inside.
I look up as though surprised. “Hey welcome!”
“I called you a million times,” he said.
I feign confusion and look for my phone. I slap my head when I pick it up. “Oh crap, I didn’t plug it in last night — no juice!”
I plug it in and pretend to turn it on. “Holy shit, buddy, sorry I missed all your calls and texts!”
He shook his head. “Thought something happened,” he said.
“Nothing happened here,” Melissa says.
“Go on upstairs,” I say. “Just about got breakfast ready, you’re just in time.”
“Can I help?” Melissa says.
“Thought you were going to make breakfast, actually,” I say to her and we both laugh too hard right in front of Brock.
He goes up and Melissa and I widen our eyes at each other as I load the plates. “You lost,” I said.
“You fucked me first!” she murmured.
“You fucked me better,” I said.
She chuckled and kissed me on the nose taking plates from me. “I’ll give you that,” she said. “You made me cum more, though,” she said.
I followed her up and we came walking together to the sectional up top. There, on the cushion right beside Brock, were Melissa’s fanciest white French lace panties.
She sat on them and eventually scrunched them into her hand and hid them away. Nothing was said about anything the rest of the time.
A week later, it was poker night again and Brock has a couple in him again and one of the other guys who knows how to provoke it out of him got Brock going on again about his wife the nymphomaniac.
Only this time, Brock changes the story. He reports that things are a lot more tolerable around the home-front these days. It’s better now, things are more at peace.
The other guys laugh like it was all a big joke to begin with, just more story telling, and I dare not ask him why its better now, but I didn’t have to. One of the other guys asks him.
He shrugs. “She’s happy now, I guess,” he says. Then he turns to me. “Maybe we should try again to get up to your houseboat for the weekend.”
I clear my throat and loosen my shirt at my neck. “Could do,” I said.
“Hopefully I don’t get called back to work again,” he says, keeping his eyes steadily on mine.
“Yeah, that would suck,” I said.




Holiday Resort Hotwife

I lifted my welder’s face-shield to see the screen of my vibrating phone on the workbench. It was Graham, my banker friend.
I put my sticker down and worked my thick leather gloves off and took the call.
“Buddy, you’re supposed to be getting on a plane with Jessica,” I said.
Jessica is his wife — which proves that high income does indeed draw the top-tier girls. Long, wavy, dark brown hair, dark brown eyes, high cheekbones, tall forehead, smart and funny, and absolutely great to be around, she had it all. Graham had . . . . a high income.
The other thing about her was, she’d flirt with me right in front of him all the time, only he just ever laughed about it.
“I actually love it when she does that. I get exactly the same feeling when guys are looking at my house, looking at my car,” he said.
“But what about when I’m flirting right back with her?” I said. “You still don’t feel anything then?”
He looked at me a few beats saying nothing, and finally glanced down. “I just fucking love it, Holden,” he said. “Told you that already.”
I always wondered how that could be. It wasn’t out there for everyone to see, granted, and was pretty much just with me. But still.
Sometimes that hot wife of his pushed the boundaries too far for my comfort, pushing up against me in the kitchen, feeding me stuff right in front of him, making comments to me and glancing at him while doing so, him just laughing the whole time, or ignoring it, or grinning to himself.
She had a running joke she’d tease me with, or tease him with, hard to say which it was: “If it weren’t for him, you can guess where I’d be sleeping tonight,” she’d say, and then she’d laugh seductively and lick her lips and shit.
She was always brushing against me, flashing eyes at me, making a big thing about checking me out.
It was starting to get to me, I can’t lie. I began sneaking a grab of her ass, or letting her catch me checking her out right back.
This was wrong and I know that. But Graham could see me checking his wife out, too, I made sure he could. And he wasn’t stopping it. I even caught him and her smirking at each other more than once over it.
“Last minute call back to work, fuck!” Graham shouted down the phone to me. “Big client, it’s all hands on deck back at the office. I can’t go,” he said
Graham makes an absolute stash every bonus time, but in return, the company owns him — doesn’t matter if you’re already on holiday, if they call, you go back in. They have corporate clients with deals in the 11 and 12-digit range. He was paid a lot to drop what he was doing and go to work for the client.
“Jessica must be pissed,” I said.
She set this trip of their’s up — a four-day stay at a Cancun resort where she thought it’d be a gas pretending to be newlyweds and get all the perks.
“Well that’s just what I’m calling you about,’” he said. “No need for her to go home too, right? — everything’s already paid,” he said. “But she’s not going to go alone, that’s no fun.”
“Can’t she call a friend?” I said.
“Well that’s what I’m doing, buddy,” he said. “I’m calling a friend. Her idea.”
“Meaning?” I said.
“You feel like going to Cancun all expenses paid and pretend to be my wife’s newlywed husband?” he said, and he laughed hilariously. I could hear Jessica laughing in the background too — they were calling me from the airport.
“Do it!” I heard Jessica shout into his phone. “Come on, Holden, just you and me buddy!”
“I can’t go to fucking Cancun with your wife on some honeymoon special,” I said to Graham, and I laughed, too, at the sheer absurdity of it.
“Just get down here now,” he said. “I’m gonna change up names, lady already said it can be done,” he said. “She’s working on it as I speak.”
Truth is, and he knew it, I can pretty much go anywhere anytime I want. I own my company — a metal fabrication outfit where I mostly do contract jobs for artists and high-end clients looking for pieces for their walls or coffee tables, type of thing.
“This isn’t safe,” I said to Graham. “There’s only going to be one bedroom.”
“It’s a fabulous room, too, it’s big, you’re going to love it,” he said.
He wasn’t getting my point.
“Dude,” I spoke to him more quietly, more firmly. “Your wife is too fucking hot for me, okay? I already told you. I can’t make it more clear.”
The fact was, I was worried. I was already not stopping myself from grabbing her, wrestling with her, brushing against her all the time right back. She was getting to me and I was getting weak with it. My capacity for decency and restraint was running thin.
He spoke more quietly back to me. I could tell he was curling his hand around his phone, muffling his words. “This one is out of town,” he said.
“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” I shouted back at him.
I knew exactly what it meant. He and I were college roommates. We got up to some wild shit back in the day, but we had a phrase for it: “Out of town,” meaning, it didn’t count. You couldn’t break a rule if it was done “out of town.”
“Graham, don’t do this to me,” I said to him. “This isn’t fucking fair.”
“I’m leaving her here, you just get to the AA member client desk, lady’s expecting you,” he said, and he ended the call before I could flat out refuse.
I unscrewed the clamp and lifted my shield off my head and wiped the sweat from my forehead and leaned back against the workbench. This can’t be happening, I thought. I didn’t trust myself around his wife anymore. She was upping the ante lately, too, taking way more liberties, little pinches, giving me looks on her face, making eyes. It was almost as if they were working together on me.
My phone buzzed again. This time it was Jessica texting me. I didn’t wan to open it.
“Get down here now!” she wrote. “Gonna be a blast, just you and me!”
Jessica didn’t know how stunning she looked. She was an elementary school teacher. She was a lot of fun, too, but she was also — how do I say it? — possibly naive about men and how their minds work. She considered flirting to be just ordinary fun, just a form of socializing.
More than a few times she’d laugh about some dad or male teacher or some admin guy saying or doing something that she’d think was simply funny or a somewhat odd, but Graham and I would glance at each other and know it was plain as day they were flirting with her.
It would be just like her to see absolutely no issues with me taking her husband’s place on a four-day honeymoon trip to a resort. Of course it would be just plain fun. What could possibly go wrong? She thought grabbing my hips and humping me from behind like a guy would a girl was just a laugh, and she’d shriek with hysterics.
She was either completely innocent and naive, or over-the-top begging for it, and I wasn’t sure what it was anymore. Graham was no help, just sitting there smirking and snorting the whole time.
“Give me a sec to think,” I wrote her back.
“No thinking!” she wrote. “Just doing!”
Ominous words, given what ended up happening.
I found the desk. As promised, Graham had it all set up for me. I was still in burnt jeans and ratty tee-shirt and laceless runners coming through security.
“No bag?” The guard said.
I just shrugged. How do you explain what I was doing there?
I found Jessica already standing at the boarding gate waving me over, beckoning me to to run. They were already down to the last couple of people going through to the plane.
“Glad to see you dressed for the occasion,” she said smoothly in my ear as she wrapped her arm through my arm and took me to the gate with her. We were the last to board.
She was in a flouncy blue and white sundress and platform pumps, with makeup and jewelry like she was off to a wedding. We made a couple of a kind for the boarding crew to look us up and down. “No carry on?” she said to me.
“I’ll buy what I need down there,” I said.
“Won’t be needing much,” Jessica said to the airline staff.
She looked at me with a smirk and returned my passport to me.
Naturally, it was first class.
“Don’t you want to pretend I’m your wife?” she said, when I pulled my arm away from her. She forced the issue, and curled her arm around mine and entwined our fingers. “Don’t you fantasize about that? Graham told me you do.”
I bulged my eyes out and looked away.
“Oh come on, Holden,” she said, and she pushed herself up tighter against me. “Graham says you probably jerk off thinking about me,” she said, and she burst out in bales of laugher.
“It’s one thing to joke around,” I said. I didn’t finish my sentence.
She snickered and pulled my hand up to her mouth and kissed the back of it. “I already told the flight crew it’s our honeymoon,” she said, and she laughed some more, everything a joke to her.
“I’m only doing this because Graham’s my friend,” I said.
She pushed herself up to bring her lips right against my ear, brushing me there, and down my neck. “And friend’s share everything,” she groaned to me in a low sultry voice, and chuckled softly. She brought our hands, still wrapped up together, into her lap and looked up at me shifting her jaw side to side at me. And she spread her legs but slightly.
So this was how it was going to go for 4 days, I thought.
Jessica snickered and leaned back to get more comfortable, rolling her head over the back of the seat, smiling with a blissful expression.
I texted Graham. “You said this was out of town?” I wrote him.
It took him a while, but he wrote back finally. “Out of town, brother,” he said.
“Are you fucking sure?” I wrote him.
“Sure about what?” he wrote back, unhelpfully.
Was he making me say it?
Jessica snatched my phone out of my hand and turned her shoulder to keep me from grabbing it back before she wrote and sent him a text.
“I’m going to duck your word,” she wrote him.
“Wife!” she cried out, now laughing too hard to talk.
“Duck your wife?” I said, before I realized what I was saying.
“Out of town,” he wrote back before I could tell him Jessica sent that.
“What does out of town mean?” she said.
“Auto-response,” I lied. “His phone is off.”
She pushed her lips back up to my ear. “You’re so full of shit,” she said, and she let our hands fall down in my lap this time, the back of her hand resting on the lump in my pants. She made big round eyes at me, too.
She was just as handsy in the taxi from the airport to our resort. She hung from my shoulder at check in, kissing my face and making comments to the concierge about being newlyweds and probably not getting out of the room, shit like that.
She texted her husband after check in, and as we strolled across the resort property, and I snatched her phone out of her hand because she did that to me on the plane.
“What does gone to Vegas mean?” I asked her. It’s what Graham had written her.
“We talk sometimes about hall passes and which movie star we’d do,” she said, laughing. “Or who we’d run off to Vegas with for a weekend, in short,” she said.
“Does that guy have a secret phrase for everything?” I said.
“I think he’s trying to say something that might be difficult for him to say,” she said out the corner of the mouth like we were spies now.
I twas the first sincere thing she said the whole time. “Meaning?” I said.
She looked at me with those deadly eyes of hers. “We tell each other our fantasies,” she said. “No matter what they are.”
“He told you a fantasy?” I said.
“I actually think he’s trying to tell me one right now,” she said. “But he’s struggling with it.” We were holding hands strolling casually around pools and palms on a curving lane looking for our cottage.
“He’s been acting strange with me, too,” I said.
“I mean, he did sort of check in with me, in a way,” Jessica said.
“Meaning?”
She snorted and rolled her eyes, now suddenly too bashful to say anything more. 
“You should probably tell me straight up, I think we should be really clear here,” I said.
“He said, and don’t you even tell him I told you this, but he asked me about you,”she said.
“Asked what about me?”
“Okay, so don’t laugh, but I told you him and I, we sometimes talk about who we’d do, like on shows or movies,” she said. “It’s just . . . “ she shrugged. “Sexy time talk, nothing more.”
“And?”
“And so,” she said, and we found our number and turned up the narrower path to our door. “One time, not long ago, he says, what about any of my friends? and I said, like who? and he says, well is there anybody you’d do there?”
She looked up at me with deep dark eyes. I had a feeling I knew what was coming. “What did you say?”
“I told him there was one, sure,” she said, and she shrugged and looked down.
I brushed the card by the reader and the door light went green, but we paused on the doorstep.
“You told him what?”
“I didn’t think I had to spell it out for him, I think he can tell, I mean, I flirt with you right in front of him all the time,” she said.
“He just laughed about it?” 
“He just laughs — but he also gets . . . “ she started, but she stopped herself.
We had swung the door open to find ourselves entering a place of exquisite luxury. We went to the patio door and pulled the curtains open together. An inviting private swim-out pool awaited us. The bathroom was like the garden of Eden. The bed was huge.
“One bed,” I remarked.
“He trusts you,” she said, and she turned toward me close enough I had to hold her by her waist to keep her from pressing herself against me in that suddenly-intimate setting.
“Yeah, but trusts me to do what?” I said.
“I had the same question,” she said. “Last thing he said at the airport was, ‘I trust you.’”
“What does that even mean?” I said.
We were standing so close together, I could smell her scent. I didn’t even notice she had draped her arms over my shoulders. I didn’t mean to pull her by her waist so that our hips bumped. We rocked together like that.
“You know already that I kind of get a little turned on around you,” she said nearly whispering.
“I told him you do that to me,” I said to her. “He was asking, I felt I had to admit it.”
“Do I do that to you?” she said full of pretend-innocence again, and she curled back from me and laughed deep and sultry. She played her hand into my groin and whooped and hollered and went out the patio doors to the pool there.
I came out to look at it with her and she instinctively drew back into me backward, rolling her shoulders against my chest, and her ass swayed side to side against my abdomen.
“Well do I?” she said to the pool.
“I think you know the answer to that,” I said. “But I’m not going to say it to the wife of my best friend.”
“So you’re making me say it to the best friend of my husband?” she said staring into the gently lapping water.
“Maybe he couldn’t say to his best friend what he maybe wanted to happen out here,” I said, taking her hair in my hand and lifting it to kiss the back of her neck.
I was weakening by the second. I was losing it.
“He couldn’t say it to his own wife, either, and we say everything to each other,” she said, reaching behind her back and sliding her palms up and down my thighs.
“Okay, well, in the interest of transparency, I’ll say it, yeah, I’m really turned on by you,” I said. “Which I feel terrible about, being my friend’s wife.”
She snorted and pushed her ass backward harder into my groin. “Well, I don’t think it comes as a surprise to you that I’m very, like very-very, turned on by you,” she said, and she bent forward, covered her face with her hands, and laughed. “Which I feel even more terrible about.” She straightened back up.
“The thing is,” I said, and she turned around inside my hands to face me, but still with her hips pressing into my hips, her chest into my chest, her face nearly up against my face. “I think maybe we’re not the only ones turned on by the idea.”
“I know we’re not,” she whispered, and our lips met. The kiss was brief, but then it came again, longer, and a third time, much longer yet.
“I think,” I said, pushing her back from me, “that I should shower and change and we should go over for dinner.” I had picked up pants and shorts and shirts at the resort store.
She curled her lips in and nodded, stepping back from me. “Good thinking,” she said and she nodded firmly. She paused a second, and then she said, “Want company in there?” and she gave it a beat before bursting out laughing. “Kidding,” she said. “Kidding!”
“We still have to pretend to be newlyweds, though,” she said, when we dressed and checked ourselves in the mirror. She turned around to face me. “The whole time,” she said, and she bit her lip. “Are you going to be okay with that?”
We kissed again, but this time, there was no regret about it, and nothing furtive or stolen about it, either. We walked close together through the winding path, stopping to kiss more. Things were becoming natural between us, easier.
Whatever was shocking or surprising about being alone in a resort far from home was quickly becoming light and casual. We fed each other forkfuls from our plates — not the first time, but this time, we weren’t goofing around or laughing, we were tasting each other.
We strolled along the beach at sunset with her head falling back and resting on my shoulder. We found a row of cabanas with their thin curtains down and we climbed into one and stretched out. With pillows piled up behind us and lazily crashing waves in front of us, we began necking again, and this time, our hands wondered over each other’s bodies.
She petted the lump in my pants and I cupped her breasts in my hand. She sat up and I swung my legs over the side.
“Whew, we better get out of here,” she said, and she made a joke of flouncing her hair back up.
“Normally I have to pretend it’s an accident to cop a feel of you,” I said as we walked back up to the winding path.
“Me too,” she said.
But we weren’t laughing anymore. We stopped where it was darkest along the path and this time, her hand came up and squeezed me between my legs.
I massaged her breasts in my hands. We kissed more deeply and longer than before, too. Things were advancing too fast. Things were becoming too easy.
“Not sure it’s safe to go back inside, actually,” she said, and she cleared her throat.
“I’m going to text him,” I said.
I tried but he didn’t respond.
She watched over my shoulder where we sat on a park bench within view of our cottage. I don’t think I was alone in seeing it in silhouette against the night sky looming over us, beckoning us, arrows and marquee lights flashing and pointing down and into the door.
“Fuck, Jessica,” I groaned.
“I know!” she said, and she gasped with an inhalation and shook my hand a moment. “What are we going to do?”
“Let’s find one of the bars,” I said.
“Good idea, because a drink or two never lead to two people doing what they shouldn’t do,” she said, and she laughed. But she pulled me up from the bench and made an exaggerated show of dragging me away from the path to our cottage.
The place we found had a dance floor with a live band.
“Come on!” she said. “No fear!”
I knew dancing wouldn’t help at all, but I was powerless to pull away. We danced together and necked on the floor. We were going down that road ever faster.
“God I want to fuck you so bad,” she groaned in my ear as we swayed together, pressed into each other’s bodies.
“I’m about to throw you down on the floor right here and now and throw a hard one into you,” I said to her.
She squealed and bit my neck and squeezed me between my legs. It was dark enough. But still.
“You ready to go yet?” she said.
I didn’t even answer her, I just dragged her — willingly — out the door and across the property ignoring the paths to drive a bee-line to the door of our private, luxurious cottage.
“Maybe if we leave our clothes on?” she said.
I agreed, and we tried that, lying on the incredible bed together, clothes on.
“Kind of uncomfortable,” I said.
“Look, we keep our underwear on, but listen,” she said. “I thought I was going to be here with my husband when I was packing, so don’t get funny ideas,” she said.
She turned her back to me and bit her lip the way she does, and I helped her with her zipper. She climbed out of her tight dress and made a silly show of covering her body with her arms, the way she turned to me in only her bra and panties.
“I told you,” she said softly, dropping her arms to her sides. “I thought I was going to be pretending to be on a honeymoon with my husband,” she said and she shrugged. She was wearing incredibly beautiful red and lacy underwear, fancy and expensive.
The way she just stood there in the dark room presenting herself to me, it was all I could do to stop myself attacking her. It was like she knew the effect she was having on me, too, letting me take all the time I wanted staring at her form up and down.
“Now you,” she said softly.
I had little choice. I stood in front of her and peeled off my clothes. My underwear tented far out in front of me, and she laughed.
“I mean, if you’re under the sheet, what’s the difference?” she said. “Might as well be comfortable.”
“There’s a huge difference between lying in a shared bed, and being naked in that bed with the wife of my best friend,” I said.
“It’s you we need to be worried about,” she said. “I can control myself.”
I shook my head and sneered. But I pushed them down anyway and sank on my hip with my hands on my waist.
She snickered and put her hand in front of her mouth. “Aw,” she said and she stepped up close to me. “Poor thing,” she said, and she cradled her hand around my cock.
“Jessica,” I said in a broken voice.
“But you’re so hard, what are we going to do with you?” she said. She closed her other hand around it, too, and with both hands, she gently, softly, stroked me.
“We’re going to get in bed, we’re going to behave like two reasonable and intelligent adults, and we’re going to go to sleep,” I said. I pulled myself back from her and got in bed, pulling the sheet up over me.
It did nothing to hide my enormous erection and she snorted at it the way it poked up under the sheet and she covered her mouth again as she knelt on the edge of the bed and walked on her knees.
“Anyways,” I said, “it’s you I’m worried about, if anyone is able to control themselves it’s me,” I said.
She gasped as though what I said was some unfathomable lie. “You do not control yourself!” she shouted-whispered. “Grabbing me like that, pinching me, tickling me! And my husband right there in the living room, too!”
“Oh my god, Jessica!” I said. “Are you serious right now?”
She thrusted the sheets off both of us where we laid side by side down the length of the bed. “Fine, a contest then. Whoever touches whom first loses,” she said, and she proceeded to lean her head back into her pillows and arch her back up — before she drew her knees up half way and slid her hands down the insides of her thighs.
“That is hardly fair,” I said.
“You’re the naked one,” she said.
She then hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, pulled her feet up, and stripped them off. She dropped them on my chest and laughed.
I picked them up and tossed them onto the nearby chair. “You’re such a cheater,” I said.
“No,” she said breathily to the ceiling, “I’m a winner.”
She spread her legs wider and ran her two fingers down the outside of her pussy lips and gasped.
I was unable to stop myself stroking my cock, watching her.
“Now who’s cheating,” she said, her eyes studying my hand clenching around my shaft.
I realized I might in fact be equal to her in that regard. The way she looked at me down there, the way she breathed, the way her hips shifted, it sure seemed we were equally able to distract each other.
“Jesus that’s hot, Holden,” she said quietly.
“Makes you want to suck it, don’t it,” I said.
She laughed but stopped herself. “Actually kind of yes,” she said. “In the interest of transparency.” Her mouth dropped open and her chest pushed up higher. “I don’t think you lose just by touching the other person, it has to be more serious than that, right?” she said.
“Like if a wife confesses to a husband that she touched a man, is that grounds for losing his shit?” I said.
“Exactly,” she said, and she tentatively drew her palm over the head of my cock, before she closed her fist around it and stroked me.
“I still think,” I said, but I also dropped my hand in her lap, and I felt her pussy with my middle finger. I sucked a breath through my teeth. “I still think he’d have reason to be mad at least,” I finally managed to get out.
“Doesn’t it have to be actual fucking to really count?” she said, and she rolled up and onto her knees. She knelt in front of my pulled-up knees, and pushed them apart and down.
I pulled my hand away from my cock and watched, amazed, stunned, as she twisted her long hair into a rope, pulled it over a shoulder, and ducked down between my legs.
She pushed her full, soft lips down over the head of my cock and came back up. She tilted her head at me and put on those innocent eyes of hers. “Do you think sucking is real actual sex?” she said.
I was breathing hard and ready to start punching the bed. “Maybe as long as you don’t make the guy cum?” I tried.
She crouched down and drew the tip of her tongue up the underside of my cock, before she enveloped the head inside her mouth, and pushed down until I felt the back of her throat.
“Fuck me,” Jessica, I said.
“No, I don’t think I will do that,” she said, and she burst out laughing. She threw herself down on me, straddling my hips with her knees and laying her hands over my chest, her chin on the backs of her hands, and she kissed my lips.
“As long as we don’t fuck, I’m going to say we’re safe,” she said.
“That’s a fine line.”
“I can keep you out, what do you mean?” She said. She squirmed over top of me. She could obviously feel my erection under her stomach. She stretched behind herself and unclasped her bra, and she sat up on my lap to shake her arms and let the straps fall down to her hands.
Now completely naked sitting on me, she twisted around to find the chair to toss her bra to, where I threw her panties.
I gazed at her nakedness and shivered I was so struck by her. She turned back to me and leaned down with her palms pressing into my shoulders and she kissed me.
“Question is,” she said, “Can you keep it out of me?”
She then curled her spine in, drew her hips up, and dragged her groin over the underside of my cock where it was trapped up against my stomach.
“Jessica,” I groaned.
“What?” she protested full of that innocence again. She laughed, too. She sat up on her calves and dragged the puffy lips of her pussy up and down over the ridged underside of my cock. “This isn’t actual fucking,” she groaned in a whisper.
I raised my head from the pillow to look down at our bodies. Her pussy lips were full and wet. She was lubricating me to the point of soaking me. Her lips folded around the sides of my cock and her body shook from strain the way she held herself up, barely, over me.
I took her bare breasts in my hands and squeezed her, I had to. I felt her waist in my hands. She hung her head back and pinched her own nipples and gasped at the ceiling.
“I don’t trust you,” I said, and I bumped my hips up into her and threw her off me.
She yelped and rolled onto her back on the bed flopping there like a thrown rag-doll.
I knelt between her legs and she pulled her knees up.
She reached for my cock with both hands and petted it down against her pussy, spread open and hot.
“I don’t trust you,” she said and she lifted her legs and locked her ankles in my back.
I held my cock in my hand to draw the head through the lips of her pussy, all grasping and milking at me. She was so wet, she was dribbling.
“How much before it’s fucking verses not fucking yet?” I said.
She was breathing just as hard as I was breathing. Her back was arching and falling, her head was rolling side to side, her mouth was dropping wide open.
“Depends I think,” she said.
I accidentally poked the head of my cock under instead of over the top of her pussy, and entered her for a split second by a fraction of an inch.
She flinched. “That wasn’t,” she said. “Yet. But close,” she groaned.
I caught the head of my cock at the top of her pussy a second time and this time, neither of us said anything about it.
“Maybe you have to cum inside a girl for it to be fucking, you know?” she said. “Isn’t that what one assumes, if you say you fucked a guy?”
“I don’t know,” I said, equally out of breath. I was catching the head of my cock in the stretch of her pussy with each stroke now. I was wet with her half way down my cock.
I collapsed a moment on my arms trying to hold myself up and shaking throughout my body, and my cock accidentally slipped deeper inside her.
She flinched and dug her nails into my biceps where she was hanging onto me tightly. “That was close,” she said. “Be careful.”
But in the very next moment, she pulled on me and thrusted her hips up off the bed in one motion, and before I could react, my cock was plunged all the way deep inside her pussy.
We both gasped. I pulled out only far enough to slam myself into her even deeper.
She arched deeply in her back and thrusted with her hips at my hips, and we smashed our bodies together. Just like that, we were full-on and completely fucking.
She pushed me over and rode me, hanging her head down, her hair hanging around my face, her tongue penetrating my mouth, her hips rocking me, her thrusts hard and deep and tight.
Whatever restraint had been there earlier was gone. We fucked all over the bed, taking turns til the other got tired, and slamming ourselves together ruthlessly and without constraint. And she screamed, too, because it was our honeymoon, wasn’t it.
I knelt behind her and she positioned herself on her elbows and knees in front of me, and she wagged her ass at me and laughed. I mounted her and threw myself into her from behind, and she clenched her fists into the sheets and bit the pillow.
I held her hips and jolted her body. Neither of us were thinking anymore, and when she clenched up tightly and released with a deflating orgasm, I erupted deeply inside her to the point I was gushing out of her pussy and running down her legs.
We fell apart and rested our pounding hearts and struggled to catch our breath.
“Oh oh,” she said, and she laughed.
Starving all over again, we realized we had time to make the cafeteria, and we got dressed and hurried over.
Eating meat and bread, we agreed that it would be treated as a one-off, a mistake, the kind of thing, given the circumstances, we weren’t completely guilty of.
“It happens, you get over it,” she said.
“Got it out of our systems,” I said.
“Exactly.”
“Now we’re able to relax the rest of the time, and be adults about it,” I said.
“Phew, it’s a relief, to be honest,” she said.
“I mean, one time of anything is really guilty of nothing,” I said.
“I am so down with that,” she said, and she nodded.
We got back to the cottage and shut the door behind us.
About three seconds of stillness and silence passed between us, before our clothes flew off like a tornado, before we flung our naked bodies at each other, and before we were back on the bed breaking springs and skidding the feet over the marble floor.
We fucked in every position known to man. We fucked in the kitchenette, in the shower, and outside, on the round bed there by the pool. We slept a bit and fucked some more and slept again and fucked again. When the sun was well and truly up, we fucked one more time before we had to rush to make the end of breakfast on the other side.
We tried to relax poolside like other couples, but we barely got to five minutes in the sun before we held hands and scooted back to our cottage where Jessica cried out loud at the ceiling again, legs up and parted, me flailing away at her, pounding her through the mattress.
People could hear, they looked at us like they could when we made our way back out. We didn’t care anymore.
We went for lunch, came back and fucked. We read books poolside, went to the cottage, fucked, slept, fucked, went for dinner, came back, fucked, went out to dance, fucked in the washroom, danced some more, had a drink, went back and fucked, and strolled through the resort to the late night cafeteria, and ended up on a beachside cabana, and fucked again.
We got back ready to keep on fucking when we heard her phone. That’s about when I realized I hadn’t had my phone on me all day, either, not since the previous night.
We both looked and we both popped our eyes wide open. There were 12 missed calls on Jessica’s phone, and 20 some messages, 10 on mine, and the same number of messages, all missed.
“Oh fuck,” she said.
Did he encourage it? Did he want it? Did he create the conditions ensuring it?
Or had we convinced ourselves of that because we wanted it? Did he send me with his wife to a resort holiday because he trusted me not to give in to temptation, or because he trusted me as a man to be with his wife and not steal her from him?
Was he living a fantasy and getting what he wanted? Or had he only been playing along having fun with a silly idea, getting off, even, on the thought of it, but far from ever imagining it could come true?
Had his wife slept with his best friend — slept, we call it, for non-stop fucking in every conceivable position in every possibly place throughout the resort and the room — and had his friend slept with his wife with his permission  and encouragement, or were we guilty of the worst thing possible?
“The reason we call it ‘Vegas,’” she said, hair pushed back, forehead resting in her palm, eyes closed. “Is because it’s supposed to stay in Vegas, meaning we don’t talk about it,” she said in a sigh. “Neither talking about it nor hearing about it was anything we would be able to take.”
“That’s funny,” I said, not laughing. “We had the same rule with ‘Out of town.’ Not a word spoken to each other or anyone else, no matter what it was,” I said.
“Was it ever something like this?” she said.
“What? No! What?” I said. “No nothing like this, of course not. It was just shit talking, we just had fun with the idea.” I looked at her. “You?”
She shook her head and chuckled. “No of course not, we just teased each other with it, it was just talk, we just played with ideas.”
“What are we going to do?” I said.
“Our rule is, the other doesn’t even get to ask,” she said. “Because you know how not answering is an answer in itself?” she said.
“Somebody has to call him,” I said.
“I’ll call,” she said.
I left the room to give her privacy.
She found me down by the main pool a while later and sat on the next lounger over. “Just wanted to check in with us, he heard of a gang thing, police, something, I don’t know,” she said. “He was worried.”
“Should we go home?” I said.
“If we already did what we did,” she said, “kind of hard to control the damage now.”
“Are you saying . . . ?” I started.
It took about three seconds for us, eyes on eyes, lips curling up in their corners, to bolt up from out loungers and race off back to the cottage.
We fucked day and night all four days, each day at some point phoning him, checking in, telling him about the temperature, the pool, the day trips we went on, how great the food was, everything but what we were mostly doing all day and night.
And he never asked.
About two weeks after we got back, Graham and I went to a bar to watch a game and have a couple.
He said, “That trip to the resort?”
I didn’t take my eyes off the screen in front of us and I sipped from my bottle.
“Yeah?” I said.
He grinned all the way up one side of his face.  “You liked that?”
I looked at him. It could have been the resort he meant. It could have been the food, the trip, the spontaneity of it, the luxury. But I knew what it was he was asking. The man was asking me if I liked fucking his wife.
I was about to speak, but he put his hand up.
“No matter what I ask, never tell me,” he said. “Ever.”
I squinted at him.
He leaned toward me and spoke privately to me.
“It’s not the knowing, one way or the other,” he spoke like a he was revealing a cryptic riddle. “It’s the suspecting, but never being sure.”
He drew his eyes back up to the screen and drained half his bottle down through his lips knowing I was staring at him.
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