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Prologue

Kate was focused.

She’d opened the laptop quite a while ago, though she wasn’t sure exactly when. She sat on the couch, legs stretched out on the ottoman. Scrolling. Clicking. Ethan had given up and gone to bed.

The clothes weren’t outrageous. Just lean lines, confident cuts, pieces that weren’t afraid to hug the body.

Another tab open. Then another.

She wasn’t browsing aimlessly. She was narrowing. Refining. Paying attention to effect instead of novelty.

She moved on to lingerie. Pieces sexier than her typical choices. Some scandalous.

Comparisons made, decisions taken, purchases completed.

What excited her wasn’t the idea of wearing these clothes, exactly.

It was the idea of being seen in them.

The feeling of eyes tracking her when she entered a room—eyes that understood her without needing explanation.

She wasn’t trying to become someone else. She was becoming more of who she already was.

Kat.

Kat who understood intention. Kat who understood effect.

She thought of Ethan then. The man who knew her better than anyone and still looked at her like she was a revelation. She imagined his reactions to seeing her in these pieces — the appreciative smile, hands lingering a second longer at her waist, heat in his gaze. The thought warmed her from the inside. It anchored her.

And yet — even as that warmth spread — she knew the truth sitting right beside it:

She wasn’t shopping for him.

The test hadn’t been “Will Ethan like this?” It had been “What would it feel like to walk into a room wearing this and feel eyes that don’t already know me light up?”

The thought didn’t feel like betrayal.

It felt like affirmation.

She loved Ethan completely. That truth was solid, unquestioned. He was her real life, the place she returned to without effort or performance. The welcome tether she felt even now.

She closed the laptop, turned off the light and headed upstairs.

Wanting attention wasn’t the question anymore.

What she chose to do with it was.


Chapter 1 - After, Still

Kate and Ethan hadn’t been able to keep their hands off each other since her night with Damien.

It wasn’t intentional. They just kept finding themselves there—every other day, sometimes two in a row—like gravity had quietly recalibrated and their bodies had taken note before their minds did. Sex stopped being an event and started being part of the cadence of their lives again, as ordinary and as satisfying as sleep, as natural as reaching for each other in the dark.

Ethan, especially, seemed unable to help himself. He watched her more openly now, with more appreciation, as if something new had clicked into place. When he touched her, it wasn’t tentative. It was familiar, confident, and wanting.

Kate felt it too—the ease of it. The way her body responded without negotiation. Desire no longer felt like something she had to summon. It was simply there, woven back into the ordinary rhythm of their days, waiting for another moment to surface.

She’d gone back to the gym that next week, after Damien, easing into her routine like nothing had changed. Same mirrors. Same machines. Same low hum of bodies moving with purpose. She hadn’t run into him yet, and she wasn’t sure whether that was a relief or a disappointment. She had his number of course, but didn’t feel like using it was the right move. She preferred being pursued. In any case, there was no urgency, no need to push. Just curiosity, excitement, and possibility.

Ethan, for his part, was openly curious too.

“So,” he’d said one night, half-smiling as he pulled her close, “are you enjoying all this?”

“Yes.”

She didn’t add anything else. Not yet.

Kate half-expected him to ask—again—for details, for texture, for the way her night with Damien had unfolded. She found herself waiting for it, the familiar pause where the question usually lived.

But Ethan didn’t ask.

Instead, he pulled her closer, as if what mattered wasn’t what had happened elsewhere but what was happening now.

Whatever had shifted between them hadn’t made things fragile. If anything, it had made them more playful. Braver. Less careful about what might break.

For now, it felt like they were simply enjoying the aftereffects—embracing the warmth, laughing at how easily it returned, letting desire stretch out and take up space again.



Kate took her time getting dressed.

She stood naked in the mirror, evaluating herself for a moment, bare and unguarded. Her body wasn’t the same as it had been years ago—she knew that—but she was holding her own, and in any case she didn’t need perfection. She knew what she still carried was more powerful. Confidence. Courage.

She pulled on the leggings first, then paused, looking at herself, turning, and appreciating the tight tone of her thigh and glutes.

Next she pulled on her cropped top and considered the outfit. The way the thick white stripes drew the eye up the outside of each leg, curving seductively over her hips to draw the eye to the small of her back, and her toned ass. The way the criss-crossing straps of the cropped top accentuated her taut back.

The fabric slid into place and hugged her curves like it was made for her.

She didn’t need to remind herself why she chose to wear it today.

As she came downstairs, Ethan was on his way out, keys in hand. He slowed when he saw her. His eyes moved over her once—quick, instinctive—and then again, slower this time. Kate felt the pause register between them, felt the subtle shift in the air as recognition set in.

“That’s the…,” he said.

She nodded, casual, a gleam in her eye, “Uh huh.”

Ethan’s mouth curved, but his eyes didn’t soften. Something sharper flickered there first—jealousy, unmistakable and immediate. And beneath it, just as unmistakable, want.

Kate saw his reaction. Expected it.

He knew why she’d chosen it. They both did. That was the point.

“You look…” He stopped, exhaled through his nose, then shook his head slightly, amused and not at all amused at the same time. “dangerous.”

Kate loved feeling dangerous. Music to her ears.

She stepped closer, just enough to enter his space, just enough to let him feel the heat of her without touching her. She watched him take her in again, saw the way his hands flexed at his sides, like he was deciding what to do with them.

She liked that maybe a bit too much.

“Gym clothes,” she said lightly, adjusting the strap at her shoulder. “Relax.”

Ethan laughed under his breath, but it didn’t erase the tension. If anything, it sharpened it.

“Right…,” he said. “The gym.”

She leaned in and kissed him once—quick, soft, deliberately incomplete. When she pulled back, his attention stayed fixed, unsteady.

Kate saw it. Felt it.

The realization warmed her all the way through.

“I won’t be long,” she said, already stepping back.

Ethan watched her like he wanted to say something else, weighing it. In the end, he didn’t. He just nodded.

“Have fun.”

The words carried more weight than they used to.

Kate smiled at him over her shoulder as she opened the door, the smile easy, unbothered, just a little knowing.

Then she was gone, leaving behind the echo of blue and the wake of something new.


Chapter 2 - Familiar Heat

The music was already up when Kate slipped into the studio just a minute late, bass thudding through the floor as bodies moved through warm-ups in loose formation. Circuit day. Stations laid out in a wide arc, kettlebells and boxes and bands waiting their turn.

Damien stood at the front, assessing the class and the setup with easy authority.

She felt it before she saw it—the moment his attention landed.

“Well…,” he said, voice carrying easily over the music. “Look who decided to show up.”

A few heads turned, amused, relieved the spotlight had landed elsewhere. Kate smiled and took her place, feeling suddenly lighter, as if the room had tipped—just slightly—toward her.

Damien moved through the group as the timer started, correcting form, offering encouragement where it was needed. When he reached her station, he lingered half a beat longer than necessary.

“Very nice,” he said, eyes flicking briefly over her body before meeting hers again. “You’ve been working hard.”

“Trying,” she said, breath steady, pulse already elevated.

He grinned. A real one this time. “It shows.”

The class moved on. Station to station. Sweat built. The music shifted to something heavier, bass thrumming through the floor and into her bones.

Kate caught Damien watching her more than once. Not staring or leering, just checking in, appreciating. His gaze felt like a hand trailing down her spine, light enough to raise goosebumps under the heat.

She met his eyes when she could, feeling the current between them sharpen into something almost tangible, a shared awareness that hadn’t been there before.

As she dropped into the next station—kettlebell swings, hips snapping forward—the rhythm settled into her muscles, familiar and demanding. Her breath came quicker now, sweat slick at the base of her spine, trickling down in a slow line that made her hyper-aware of every inch of skin.

Her mind wandered.

Just pieces, flashes of memory. The scrape of his stubble against her inner thigh. The way his hands, those same strong hands now gesturing at someone else’s form, had pinned her wrists above her head while he took her. The heat of his mouth on her neck, whispering something filthy and reverent at the same time.

Giddy. The feeling surprised her with its intensity. Like she was playing a game she suddenly understood the rules to. Her core fluttered at the thought of what would happen if they found themselves alone again, no class, no audience, just that same certainty in his voice telling her exactly what he wanted.

Damien, meanwhile, was in his element—calling time, clapping encouragement, clearly enjoying himself. When their eyes met again during a rest interval, he gave her a quick nod, almost conspiratorial. But this time his gaze dropped to her mouth for half a second, then lower—to the rapid rise and fall of her chest—before flicking back up. The corner of his mouth twitched, like he knew exactly where her mind had gone.

After the final station, as the class cooled down and people began to drift out, he approached her with an easy confidence, towel slung over his shoulder.

“Good work today,” he said, voice low enough that it felt private, even in the emptying room. He stopped just inside her personal space—close enough she could feel the residual heat rolling off him, smell the sharp clean edge of his sweat cutting through the gym’s familiar mix of rubber and metal.

“Thanks,” she replied, still riding the high, voice a little rougher than she intended.

His eyes dropped briefly to the sheen of sweat along her collarbone, the way her sports bra clung, before lifting again.

“I’ve got some time later this week. If you want to come by.”

Not framed as a question. Not dressed up as a plan. Just an opening, casually offered, like it was obvious she’d step through it.

Kate felt a faint ripple of irritation at the assumption—how little effort he seemed to think she required, how effortlessly he assumed control of the rhythm.

What unsettled her more was how quickly her irritation dissolved, melting into something warmer, heavier: the pleasure of being drawn in, of letting herself be pulled without having to ask.

“Sure,” she said, like she was accepting a coffee date, or a lunch—like the word could wrap the whole thing in polite, daylight packaging and make it less obvious what they were really agreeing to. “When?”

“Thursday,” he said. “Late.”

She hesitated just long enough to notice she wasn’t inclined to resist, then nodded. “Okay.”

The word came out softer than she intended, almost breathy. Coffee date, she thought again, the phrase almost laughable now. As if Thursday late involved small talk over lattes instead of his hands on her hips, her back against a wall, no questions, no clothes.

Damien smiled, pleased, like he’d won something small but certain. He stepped back, breaking the energy bond between them, attention already shifting back to the room as if the matter were settled.

But she caught the quick flick of his gaze down her body one last time—possessive, appreciative—before he turned.

And that was it.

Damien moved on to the next thing—waving at someone across the studio, voice easy again.

Kate gathered her things slowly, awareness buzzing under her skin like static. She replayed the way he’d simply slotted her into his schedule, the way his eyes had traced her like he was already remembering how she felt under him.

Vanessa’s voice drifted back to her, uninvited. Easy as a Sunday morning. Kate felt the word settle in her gut, and this time, she let it.

And she realized—she didn’t care.

For now, it felt good to be seen again—to be wanted without effort, without explanation. To feel the slow burn of anticipation curling low in her belly.

She left the studio flushed and smiling, not yet noticing how little he’d actually tried.



Kate padded into the kitchen, hair still damp and sweet-smelling from the shower, comfortable in her soft t-shirt and sweats. Barefoot, the tile cool against her soles.

Casual.

From the other side of the counter came the clink of ice in a glass, the low murmur of the news Ethan wasn’t really watching—some talking head droning on about markets or midterms, background noise fading into nothing.

“How was the gym?” he asked.

“Good,” she said easily, reaching for a glass and filling it from the tap. She took a long drink, letting the pause stretch just enough to feel chosen. “Really good class today.”

He nodded, accepting that for a beat. “Yeah?”

“Mmhmm.” She leaned against the counter, crossing one ankle over the other. Loose. Comfortable. Like nothing in particular was coming next.

They talked for another minute—something about dinner (leftovers, probably), about a meeting he had tomorrow that might run long. Normal things. The ease of it made what followed feel sharper when it arrived, like a blade sliding out of its sheath, that Kate had been waiting for the right moment to wield.

“Oh,” she added, like it had just occurred to her, “Damien was there.”

Ethan’s hand stilled on his glass.

“At the gym?” he asked.

“Yeah. He was coaching.” She shrugged lightly, the movement casual, unweighted. “We talked after.”

Another pause. This one different—thicker, charged with the things neither of them was saying yet.

“And?” he said.

Kate watched him over the rim of her glass as she took another sip.

She liked this part. The way he was listening now—really listening. The subtle shift in his posture, shoulders squaring just a fraction. The way his eyes didn’t leave her face.

“I’m going to see him Thursday,” she said. Then, almost as an afterthought, “Late.”

The word dropped like a stone into still water.

Ethan’s mind did the math immediately. Late wasn’t drinks. Late wasn’t dinner. Dates didn’t start late.

Fuck started late.

Heat pooled low as the knot pulled tight—possession and its opposite woven into each other, each thread tightening the other—then the image: Kate at the door, keys in hand, dressed with purpose—going elsewhere with the permission he knew he couldn’t withhold, even if he wanted to.

He looked at her.

She wasn’t watching him anxiously. She wasn’t checking his reaction for cracks. She was relaxed, open, the information offered the way one might mention grabbing coffee with a colleague or signing up for an extra class—something already decided, already in motion.

That’s what hit him the hardest.

“Okay,” he said finally.

It came out steady, almost neutral, but he felt the roughness scrape the back of his throat.

Okay.

Not a protest.

Not a question.

Just… okay.

Kate smiled and kissed him once, slow enough to linger, light enough to leave absence in its wake. Her lips were still cool from the water; her skin carried the clean scent of her shower.

She stepped back, turned, and padded toward the hallway—bare feet silent on the floor.

Ethan didn’t move.

He stayed exactly where he was, glass cold against his palm, condensation dripping onto his knuckles.

Thursday was still four days away.

Four ordinary days.

And yet the word late had already rewritten them.

He felt the discomfort settle in his chest like a bruise he’d only just noticed. He was jealous. Of course he was. The image kept replaying: her keys in hand, her outfit chosen with care, the door closing behind her. Someone else’s hands on her later this week. Someone else hearing her laugh, her moan, in a way he wouldn’t.

The thought would make most men angry. Would make them stand up, follow her down the hall, grab her by the elbow, and say something possessive and final.

Instead it made him hard.

That was the part that burned—the arousal threading through the jealousy like wire through barbs. The thrill of her certainty. The way she’d offered the truth without apology, without needing his blessing. She hadn’t asked him to be okay with it. She’d simply assumed the conversation was over once she’d said it.

And he had let it be over.

He took a slow sip of his drink. Ice clinked, sharp in the quiet. He stared at the empty doorway long after she’d disappeared upstairs, the house settling around him as if everything and nothing had changed.

Discomfort and delight twisted together in his chest. He hated how exposed he felt—and loved it. Loved the way her casual authority had stripped away pretense, leaving him raw and awake in a way he hadn’t been in years. Loved knowing she was upstairs now, already drifting toward Thursday, while he stood here complicit, the word late echoing in his body as he began to count the hours until she walked out that door again.


Chapter 3 - Without Hesitation

Kate parked on the street, same spot as last time, and killed the engine. The house sat quiet under the streetlight glow, no welcoming beacon—just the low hum of suburbia at night.

She stepped out, the tight dark jeans hugging her thighs and hips, a vintage T tucked in just enough to show the curve of her waist and tight tummy. Long natural blonde curls spilled freely over her shoulders, swaying loose and easy with each movement. She shrugged into the black leather jacket she’d worn the night she met Vanessa at the casino, the familiar weight settling across her shoulders. Her high-heeled ankle boots clicked softly on the concrete as she walked straight to his door, wondering if he was watching her through the blinds. Nerves, yes, but no hesitation. Her decision had been made days ago; now it was simply execution.

She thumbed the doorbell and heard movement inside almost immediately.

The door opened. Damien stood there in a plain black T-shirt and loose jeans, hair still a touch damp from a shower, looking like a man for whom her arrival fit neatly into the night. His mouth curved—slow, satisfied, the expression of someone whose night had just clicked into place.

“Hey,” he said, voice low, stepping aside to let her in.

“Hey.” She crossed the threshold, close enough to catch his scent: sharp black pepper undercut with worn leather. It hit her low, familiar now, stirring the same quick heat it had the first time.

Kate bent and slipped her boots off by the entry mat. The hardwood was cool under her feet. She felt the amp of it in her veins, like a live wire hum: this was only the second time with Damien, and the memory of the first was still fresh enough to make her skin prickle.

Damien didn’t comment on her arrival. Didn’t ask how her drive was or what she wanted tonight.

“Scotch, right? I’m sorry, I’ve still only got bourbon.”

She smiled, small and knowing. “Bourbon works.”

He nodded once and headed for the kitchen, leaving her to follow or not.

She followed him into the kitchen, more aware of the space than she’d been before.

The house was clean, sparse—bachelor simple. Lights low but practical; a single lamp glowed on the side table next to the couch where things had escalated last time. The TV was off. The space felt ready, not staged.

Kate registered dimly that she’d chosen to be here tonight—Thursday, late, after leaving Ethan with a teasing kiss and a soft “Don’t wait up,” knowing he would anyway. She’d driven here with intention. She’d rung the bell. Crossed the threshold.

Damien, though… it was hard to read what the night meant to him.

He’d opened the door smooth and unsurprised, like her showing up was a given—no flicker of surprise, no spark of anything extra. Just that slow, satisfied curve of his mouth, as if it was the most ordinary thing in the world. Kate wondered, faintly, if it had ever really felt like a choice for him. Or if it was simply what his life was like. What beautiful women did when he left the door open, the pattern rolling forward on schedule, no questions needed.

He came back with two lowballs of bourbon, handed her one, and took a drink from his own before setting it on the coffee table.

Kate accepted the glass, took a sip and let the silence settle between them. She shrugged off her jacket, draping it over the arm of the couch, then sank into the corner of the wide, soft leather seat, legs crossed, glass cradled in both hands.

“So,” he said, settling in against the arm of the couch, “how’ve you been?”

The question hung there, simple and a little too polite for the context. Kate felt the faint awkwardness of it, the way it tried to fill space that didn’t need filling.

“Good,” she said, echoing her earlier answer. “Busy. You?”

“Same.” He shrugged one shoulder, mouth quirking. “Gym’s been packed. Clients keep asking for more circuits.” He paused, eyes flicking over her like he was remembering the last time she’d been one of those clients.

“So, no regrets?”

Almost teasing, but with a real question underneath.

Kate met his gaze, steady. “Nope.”

He nodded once, satisfied, like that closed the book on anything that needed saying. “Good.”

The silence returned, shorter this time, thicker. Neither of them moved to refill it. There wasn’t much else to say. The gym was the gym, the last time was the last time, and Thursday late wasn’t for small talk.

Damien smiled, set his glass down, and moved closer to her on the couch. One hand found the small of her back; the other brushed her hair off her shoulder. Simple. Direct.

Like picking up right where they’d left off.

Kate felt the pull sharpen, pulse kicking a notch higher. Even with the familiarity, this was still new enough to feel electric. She set her glass down and leaned into him, letting the night roll forward.

His kiss was firm, sure, no pause for permission. His mouth opened hers on the first breath, tongue sliding in like it had never left. Kate met him there, instant and hungry, a small sound slipping out as her hands found his chest, fingers curling into the soft cotton of his T-shirt.

His palms slid around her waist, pulling her tight against him, then one hand traveled up her back, the other cupping the nape of her neck—familiar grip, familiar angle. Heat rolled through her, sharp and immediate. She pressed closer, hips shifting, tasting bourbon on his tongue. The room narrowed to skin and breath and the low thrum of want she hadn’t quite shaken since the gym.

She liked how he kissed—direct, confident, no hesitation. Liked the way his fingers flexed against her neck, the way he tilted her head just enough to deepen it. Her body answered without thinking: arching into him, nails grazing his sides under the shirt, pulse racing ahead of thought.

Then, midway through the kiss, while his hand was sliding down to grip her ass the exact way it had last time and she was shifting her body to allow him better access, something occurred to her.

He wasn’t adjusting.

He wasn’t pausing to see how she felt tonight, how her mood had shifted, what she might want differently. He was just moving through the same sequence, same pressure points, same rhythm. It worked—God, it worked—but it was memory, not presence. He was reading her from the last map, not the one she was drawing right now.

It didn’t stop her.

Instead, she let the rails carry them forward, and told herself the familiarity was the best part, like lovers who know each others’ bodies.

His hand started downward, over her hip, then lower, slipping between her thighs from the outside of her tight jeans. She leaned in harder, kissed him deeper, uncrossed her legs and guided his hand where she wanted it next. Because the pull was still real. Because his touch still lit her up. Because wanting didn’t need analysis yet. His palm pressed warm and broad against her jeans, fingers stroking slow, deliberate circles along her inner thighs, then higher, tracing the outline of her through the soft denim with just enough pressure to make her gasp into his mouth.

God, it was good.

The friction was perfect—rough enough to tease, steady enough to build, every pass sending sparks straight through her. She felt herself getting wetter with each stroke, the heat blooming fast and insistent, her hips rocking forward without permission, chasing his hand. The jeans were in the way, but that only made it hotter, the barrier turning every touch into something maddening, something she couldn’t quite get enough of, and damn, she realized, she should have worn a skirt.

She moaned softly against his lips, thighs parting wider, inviting him to keep going, to press harder. Her whole body was humming, clit throbbing under the denim, every slow circle winding her tighter. She wanted more, wanted the jeans gone, wanted his fingers inside her, wanted the bedroom, the bed, anything that would let her give him everything. But the way he was working her right now, smooth and unhurried, was driving her out of her mind in the best way.

The bourbon sat forgotten on the table. The lamp cast long shadows across the room. And Kate stayed right where she was, completely caught up in how good he was making her feel, ready for whatever came next as long as it didn’t stop.

He kept the rhythm steady, fingers circling, pressing, teasing through the denim until her breath came in short, ragged gasps against his mouth. Kate felt herself unraveling as every pass of his hand sent fresh waves of heat, her hips rolling in helpless little circles, chasing more even as she knew he was controlling the pace.

Then, abruptly, he stopped.

His palm flattened against her, one last possessive stroke that made her whimper, before he pulled back just enough to look at her. His eyes were dark, satisfied, reading the flush on her cheeks, the way her lips were parted, the tremor in her thighs.

He smiled, slow and knowing, and stood.

Without a word, he offered his hand.

Kate took it, fingers sliding into his palm, letting him pull her up from the couch. Her legs felt unsteady, knees soft from the buildup, but the anticipation only sharpened everything. He led her down the short hallway, grip firm but casual, like this was the natural next step in a sequence he’d followed a hundred times.

The thought flickered: How many women had he walked into this room like this? How many had he undressed on this bed, under this same dim lamp? The answer felt obvious now, almost certain.

But she didn’t care.

The realization landed and dissolved in the same breath. It didn’t sting. It didn’t slow her down. If anything, it added a dark little thrill—the knowledge that she was part of a pattern, and that the pattern worked.

Damien turned to face her in the doorway of the bedroom, still holding her hand and stepped back to give her space.

The bed was there, sheets already turned down, waiting.

He didn’t rush her.

He just watched, patient, confident, like he knew exactly how this ended.

And she stepped forward anyway.

Because she wanted it.

Because he made it feel inevitable.

Because right now, none of the rest mattered.

Kate stepped forward into the bedroom, and she didn’t wait for direction.

She undid the knot at the hem of her soft T-shirt, pulled it up and over her head in one fluid motion, letting it drop to the floor. The black bra underneath was lacy and delicate, the cups sheer enough to hint at her nipples already tight from the buildup on the couch. She’d bought it two days ago, specifically so he’d see her in it. Take it off of her. The matching panties too. A small, private investment.

She sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping under her weight, and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans. She shimmied them down her thighs, kicked them off, left them pooled on the hardwood. The lace panties were high-cut, black, barely there. She glanced at Damien to see if he noticed.

His eyes did flick down, giving her a brief, appreciative look, but he didn’t comment. Didn’t pause. Didn’t say anything about how she looked or how much effort she’d put in. He just smiled that slow, knowing smile and started on his own clothes.

T-shirt first, peeled off in one easy pull, revealing the lean muscle she already knew by touch. Then the jeans, unbuttoned, shoved down. He left the dark boxer briefs on, the fabric stretched taut over his obvious arousal.

His motions were practiced, predictable. The way he walked toward her, steady, deliberate, eyes locked on hers without breaking contact. The same rhythm, the same magnetic confidence.

So she waited there, perched on the bed in her lace, legs slightly parted, eyes on the bulge in his briefs as he closed the distance.

When he stopped in front of her, close enough that she could feel the heat rolling off him, she slid slowly off the bed and onto her knees, and reached out without a word. She hooked her fingers into the waistband and peeled them off of him slowly.

He watched her do it like it was just what beautiful women did for him—calm, unblinking, the quiet certainty of someone who’d never had to ask.

She pulled the briefs down slowly, inch by inch, until he sprang free. Long, thick, hard, and already beading at the tip.

The sight of him stirred the same sharp pull she’d felt the first time — a thrill that came fast and sure, her body already remembering exactly what he would do to her.

Kate’s mouth watered.

She leaned forward, lips parting, ready to take him in.

As her mouth closed around the tip slowly, deliberately, tongue swirling once to taste the salt, a quiet realization settled in alongside the heat.

The dim lamp, the turned-down sheets, the way he stood there so calm and expectant while she knelt before him. This room had seen this exact scene before. Many times. Other women had pulled his briefs down just like this, had taken him into their mouths with the same hunger, had listened for that same low groan when they did it right.

It made her feel easy. One more beautiful woman sliding into the pattern he’d perfected. It stung a little, a faint, cool draft under the fire: she’d driven here, chosen this night, bought the lace specifically for him, and yet his motions felt worn smooth by repetition. She was part of a long line of conquests.

But the sting didn’t stop her.

It tangled with something sharper, hotter: the need to be the best one in that line.

She took him into her mouth wrapping her hand around the base of his cock to stroke in perfect rhythm with her mouth. Damien groaned, low and rough, as his fingers threaded into her hair, resting there like he knew she’d handle the rest.

She wanted that groan to belong to her.

She wanted him to feel the difference in the way she worked him: the slow drag of her tongue along the underside, the slight twist of her wrist at the base, the way she hummed low in her throat just to send the vibration through him. She wanted his breath to hitch harder, his thighs to tense more, his grip in her hair to tighten because it was her doing it, not just any mouth, not just another night.

She pulled back slowly, lips glistening, then sank down again—deeper this time, relaxing her throat until he hit the back, holding there a second longer than necessary before bobbing up with deliberate pressure. Her free hand slid up his thigh, nails grazing, then cupped him gently, rolling, teasing, layering sensation on sensation.

He groaned again, deeper, rougher. His hips rocked forward once, involuntary.

Yes.

That was hers.

She didn’t need to erase the others. She didn’t need to be the only one who’d ever knelt here.

She just needed to be the one he thought about later. The one whose mouth, whose rhythm, whose particular attention made him come undone in a way that lingered.

She let the need fuel her—sharp, focused, almost competitive—and took him deeper still, eyes watering just a little, but never slowing.

She wanted him to come undone for her.

And she wanted him to know exactly who’d done it.

Kate kept going, lips and tongue and hand in relentless sync, determined to leave an imprint he couldn’t shake. She felt him thicken further, his breath turning ragged, thighs tensing under her palms. She could tell she was close to pushing him over the edge, close to victory.

Then his fingers tightened in her hair—not hard, just firm enough to slow her.

“Stop,” he murmured, voice low and rough.

She stopped, mouth still around him, eyes flicking up to meet his.

He was looking down at her, dark-eyed, lips parted, breathing uneven. But he wasn’t lost yet. He was still in control.

She remembered that from last time. He had not let himself finish in her mouth. Not the first time, and apparently not now. He wanted to draw it out. Wanted more.

The knowledge sent a fresh pulse of heat through her. She pulled off of him slowly, tongue dragging one last time along the underside, savoring the way he twitched at the loss. Then she released him, wiped her lips with the back of her hand, and met his gaze.

He smiled, slow and approving, and stepped back.

Kate didn’t wait for direction.

She crawled onto the bed, knees and palms sinking into the mattress, lace still clinging to her skin. She moved with deliberate grace, settling in the middle, propped on her elbows, legs slightly parted. The lingerie was still on, bra sheer and lacy, panties high-cut and damp. She’d bought them for this, for him, and part of her hoped he’d notice, pause, say something low and appreciative about how she looked.

He didn’t.

He simply followed her onto the bed, smooth and unhurried, lowering himself beside her. He rolled half over her, one forearm braced beside her head, the other hand sliding up her side as he kissed her.

The kiss was good—deep, thorough. His tongue moved with the same confidence he’d used on the couch, tilting her head just so, drawing out the slow burn. His hand traced the edge of her bra, thumb brushing her nipple through the lace until it peaked harder.

Bra first—unhooked in one smooth flick, straps slipped down her arms, fabric peeled away and dropped. Then his fingers hooked the waistband of her panties. She lifted her hips without being asked; he tugged them down and off in a single efficient motion, tossing them aside without so much as a glance.

No pause. No lingering look. No low “fuck, you look good” or slow drag of his eyes over her like he was still discovering her. Just the calm, practiced removal of something that had already done its job.

She felt the air on her naked skin and suddenly understood: she was no longer something being seduced. She was something being taken. A beautiful, willing wife unwrapped and ready for use. The thought should have stung. Instead it sank low and hot between her legs, undeniable.

His mouth was on hers again, hand sliding between her thighs now—no denim in the way this time, fingers finding her slick and ready, stroking once, twice, slow and sure.

She arched into his touch, breath hitching, legs falling open wider.

He knew what he was doing. He always did.

And right now, with his fingers curling inside her, thumb circling her clit, she was too far gone to care about the pattern.

She just wanted more.

Wanted him inside her.

Wanted the rest of the night to keep rolling exactly like this—smooth, inevitable, and so damn good.

She kissed him back harder, hand sliding down to stroke his thick cock, urging him closer.

Ready for whatever came next.

He worked her with his fingers for a while longer, slow and deep, curling just right to make her arch and gasp, but he didn’t linger on anything else. No kisses trailing down her neck, no mouth on her breasts, no tongue between her legs. He simply kept her wet, kept her open, kept her trembling on the edge, then withdrew his hand and positioned himself.

Damien shifted over her, settling between her thighs with the same smooth confidence he’d carried through every step of the night. His weight pressed her into the mattress—warm, solid, familiar—and Kate felt the blunt head of him nudge against her entrance, slick and insistent.

Ready.

Exactly like last time.

Kate’s breath caught as he pressed forward, the thick tip breaching her just enough to stretch. The anticipation was electric—her body desperate for the full slide of him.

Her hand came up to his chest, palm flat, gentle but firm.

“Condom,” she said, voice low, steady despite the tremor in her thighs.

He paused.

There was a beat where neither of them moved. His eyes met hers, dark and unreadable, the smallest flicker of something crossing his face: hesitation, maybe irritation, maybe just surprise that she’d interrupted their rhythm again.

Kate felt her own hesitation mirror his. Part of her wanted to pull him in, to feel him bare, to chase the raw intensity that had been building since the couch. The thought flashed hot and reckless: just once, just tonight, what could it hurt?

Another thought followed just as quickly. Ethan. Their rule. The line she hadn’t crossed.

She held Damien’s gaze.

She didn’t drop her hand.

Damien exhaled once—short, quiet—and pulled back. No argument. No coaxing. Just the same practiced ease as he reached for the nightstand drawer, fished out a foil packet, tore it open with his teeth.

He rolled it on without comment, fingers quick and sure, then settled back between her legs.

This time, when he pressed forward, there was no pause. No hesitation from either of them.

He slid in slow at first, letting her feel every thick inch stretch and fill her completely. Kate’s breath caught in a sharp, relieved gasp—finally, God, finally that thick cock back inside her, heavy and perfect, giving her every inch she’d been aching for. Her head tipped back on a low, grateful moan, legs wrapping tight around his hips, nails digging into his shoulders as he seated himself fully.

The rhythm was deep, steady, exactly what her body had been craving.

Damien thrust in deep, slow at first, letting her feel every thick inch stretch and fill her completely. Then he picked up the rhythm—steady, powerful, hips thrusting forward with just enough force to make her gasp each time he bottomed out. Kate’s world narrowed to the slick, perfect slide of him inside her, the heavy drag against every sensitive spot, the way her body clenched around him like it never wanted to let go.

She just loved to fuck.

No thoughts of patterns or playbooks or who’d come before. No questions, no comparisons, no quiet splinters of doubt. Just the raw, overwhelming sensation: the weight of him pinning her to the mattress, the heat of his skin against hers, the wet sounds of their bodies meeting over and over. Her legs wrapped tighter around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, urging him deeper, harder. Each thrust sent sparks racing up her spine, building that bright, coiling pressure low in her belly until she was trembling, moaning openly, fingers clawing at his shoulders.

She felt deliciously, stupidly full, and every time he pulled back almost all the way and drove in again, she arched up to meet him, chasing the next hit of pleasure like it was the only thing that existed. Her mind went blissfully quiet. No analysis. No second-guessing. Just the glorious, animal rhythm of being fucked exactly right, body singing, breath ragged, completely surrendered to how fucking good it felt.

She didn’t think about anything at all.

She just took it. And took it. And took it.

Damien slowed his thrusts, hips rolling to a deliberate stop deep inside her. For a second they stayed locked like that—bodies slick, breaths mingling—then he pulled out slowly, the drag making her whimper at the sudden emptiness.

Without a word he rolled onto his back beside her, one arm tucked behind his head, the other resting loose across his stomach. He didn’t speak. Didn’t guide.

He just looked at her expectantly, and waited.

The message was clear in the quiet confidence of his posture: he knew she’d know what came next.

And she did.

Kate shifted, climbing over him in one fluid motion, knees bracketing his hips. She reached down, wrapped her fingers around him—still rock-hard, slick with her—and lined him up. Then she sank down in one long, slow glide.

The stretch was exquisite. Full. Perfect.

She let out a low, throaty sound as she bottomed out, hips settling flush against his. For a moment she just sat there, savoring the thick pressure, the way he filled every inch of her. Then she started to move.

Grinding first—small, tight circles, rocking forward and back, finding the angle that made her clit drag against his pelvis with every pass. The friction was electric, building fast. She braced her hands on his chest, nails digging in just enough to leave faint crescents, and picked up speed.

Harder. Deeper.

She rode him with purpose—lifting almost all the way off, then slamming back down, taking him to the hilt each time. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, mingling with her breathy moans and his low, appreciative groans. Every downward stroke hit that spot inside her, the one that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

She chased it.

Faster. Relentless. Hips rolling, grinding, fucking him like she needed to wring the orgasm out of both of them.

And then—she found it.

The exact rhythm, the exact pressure, the exact depth. The coil inside her snapped tight and then shattered.

Kate came hard, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as her walls clenched around him, pulsing in fierce, rhythmic waves. Her thighs trembled, vision blurring, whole body locking up in that blinding rush of release. She ground down one last time, holding him deep as the aftershocks rolled through her, hips stuttering, breath ragged.

She rode it out on top of him, lost in the sweet, shuddering high, not thinking about patterns or playbooks or anything else.

Just feeling.

Just coming.

Just exactly where she wanted to be.

Kate’s orgasm left her trembling, body still pulsing as she collapsed forward, palms flat on his chest, breath coming in shaky waves. She felt the afterglow hum through her limbs, warm, liquid, and satisfied, but already the want was creeping back in. She shifted her hips, grinding once more against him, slow and teasing, ready to start the climb again.

She wasn’t done.

But Damien moved first.

He sat up in one smooth motion, hands on her waist, pulled her off of him, and flipped her over onto her stomach with effortless strength. Kate let out a surprised huff of air as her breasts pressed into the mattress, the sudden shift sending a fresh spark through her oversensitive nerves.

Before she could brace herself, he pulled her hips up, guiding her onto her knees. No pause. No gentle adjustment. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips—rougher than before, possessive—and he lined himself up behind her.

Then he thrust in.

One hard, deep stroke, burying himself to the hilt without preamble. Kate’s buried her face in the sheets, a sharp moan tearing from her throat as the angle hit new places, stretching her wide and full all over again. He didn’t ease in this time. He just started fucking her—fast, forceful, hips snapping forward with a steady, relentless rhythm that rocked her forward on her palms.

They weren’t connected in the intimate way they’d been when she was on top. No eye contact. No murmured words. No shared breath. Just bodies colliding. His grip tight on her hips, the slap of skin on skin loud in the quiet room, him taking what he wanted.

And God, it felt great.

His cock hit deep, dragging against every sensitive spot with brutal precision, the force of each thrust pushing small, helpless sounds out of her. Her arms trembled, fingers curling into the sheets, ass pushing back instinctively to meet him, chasing the pleasure even as her body protested the intensity. She was still slick from coming, still swollen, and every plunge sent fresh shocks rippling through her core.

She didn’t need the connection right now.

She just needed this—the raw, animal feel of being taken, being filled, being fucked hard enough that thought scattered and dissolved.

She let go.

Let him use her.

Let the rough grip, the deep thrusts, the complete lack of tenderness carry her straight back toward the edge. She was close to coming again, the pressure building fast, but before she could tip over, he changed.

A rough groan tore from his throat—low, primal, satisfied. His hips slammed forward one last time, burying himself to the hilt as he came, pulsing deep inside her, body locking up against hers. He stayed locked there, shuddering, then gave a few more slow, deep strokes, emptying himself completely, before exhaling long and ragged and finally pulling out.

They collapsed onto the bed together, him rolling onto his back, her dropping onto her side, both panting, skin damp with a light sheen of sweat. For a minute there was nothing but the sound of their breathing, heavy and uneven, the air thick with afterglow.

No words at first.

Kate stared at the ceiling, chest rising and falling, body still humming. It had been just what she needed. The roughness, the intensity, the way he’d taken control. Her thighs ached in the best way, her core still fluttering with faint aftershocks.

But it had felt a little rushed at the end.

She’d wanted more—another round, slower this time, maybe with her on top once more, drawing it out until they both shattered slower. She’d been ready. Her body was still buzzing, still wanting.

Instead, he’d come, and that was that.

She turned her head slightly, watching him in the low light. Damien lay there, one arm flung over his eyes, chest still heaving, looking utterly sated. Relaxed. Done.

She supposed this was what a “late” Thursday night looked like for him.

And for the women who came here.

Quick build, intense finish, no lingering. No drawn-out second act. Just bodies doing what bodies did, then the quiet aftermath.

She didn’t feel used, exactly. Just… part of the pattern again.

She shifted closer anyway, letting her leg drape over his thigh, her hand resting on his stomach. He didn’t pull away. Didn’t reach for her either.

They lay like that for a while—panting less, breathing more evenly—saying nothing.

Kate closed her eyes.

It had been good.

She told herself that was enough.

For tonight, at least.

They dressed without hurry, and moved back into the living room together, the bedroom door left open behind them, the hallway light spilling a thin stripe across the hardwood.

The afterglow still thrummed low in her body, but the air in the living room had shifted, flattened. The lamp cast the same soft glow, the bourbon glasses still sat on the coffee table, untouched since the kiss, but the charge was gone, compressed into memory.

She watched him from the corner of her eye as he picked up his phone from the side table, thumb flicking across the screen in a quick, habitual scroll. No rush. No lingering glance at her.

She glanced up. “So…”

He looked over, attentive enough. “Yeah?”

She shrugged lightly, the gesture casual, almost offhand.

“We should do this again sometime. Maybe when it’s not so late.”

It wasn’t quite a question. More an opening, left ajar.

Damien smiled—easy, agreeable, the same smile he’d given her on the couch, at the door, everywhere.

“Yeah, for sure.”

She waited. Just to see if he’d take the hint.

He didn’t.

“We’ll figure it out,” he added, already stepping toward the entryway, subtly ushering her out. “You know where to find me.”

The words landed soft. Nothing wrong with them. Nothing unkind. Just… shallow.

Kate nodded, returning the smile he offered.

“Yeah. I do.”

She finished zipping her boots and stood. The leather creaked faintly as she straightened. He walked her the few steps to the front door, kissed her once—quick, familiar, pleasant—and opened it for her without ceremony. The door closed behind her with the same quiet click as when she’d arrived.

Outside, the night air hit her skin, cooler than she’d expected. Kate walked to her car, still warm inside, still satisfied, still wanting him. The sex had been great. Raw, intense, exactly what she’d craved. As she slid into the driver’s seat and started the engine, the faint undercurrent registered again.

She’d reached out.

He hadn’t met her there.

It didn’t sting. It didn’t feel like rejection. It felt like… a small asymmetry, a slight tilt in the frame she couldn’t quite straighten yet.

Next time will feel different, she told herself, pulling away from the curb.

And because the sex had been that good, because her body still hummed with it, because nothing had actually gone wrong—

She believed it.

For now.


Chapter 4 - The Space She Left

The house felt too quiet while he waited. Ethan had tried to pass the time with some late-night rerun he didn’t care about, but the laugh track grated, so he muted it. Then he paced: living room to kitchen, back to the couch, past the front window where he glanced out at the empty street.

He wasn’t worried exactly. But he was anxious to hear from her, to know she was ok. So here he sat, phone in hand, thumb hovering over the screen every few minutes as if willing it to light up.

When it finally buzzed, he snatched it up immediately, heart kicking against his ribs.

From Kate:

–On my way home. Love you.–

He stared at the words. 10:47.

Surprise hit first—sharp, almost disorienting. She hadn’t been gone that long. Not even close to what he’d braced for. His mind had spun worst-case loops all evening: her being gone for hours, maybe all night, her phone silent while she was… with him.

The text had come too soon.

–Everything ok?–, he responded.

–Yup, all good–, came her simple reply.

He exhaled, shaky, and set the phone down on the coffee table. His hands were clammy. His cock was already half-hard, had been on and off since she kissed him goodbye and left. The thought of her out there, doing what she was doing, had kept him wired, restless, aching in a way that felt dangerous and alive at the same time.

He wondered, had something gone wrong? Had they broken the date off early?

The date.

Interesting word, he thought. It wasn’t so much a date as a fuck date. Maybe that’s why she’s already on her way home?

Then he felt something hotter, tighter: relief she was coming home early, yes, but also the raw, immediate knowledge that his beautiful, delicate wife now went on fuck dates.

Ethan swallowed, throat dry. He adjusted himself through his sweats—pointless, the pressure only sharpened. He certainly wasn’t angry. And he wasn’t scared, not really.

He was just… on edge.

Turned on beyond reason.

Waiting for the sound of her car, for her key in the lock, for the moment she stepped inside smelling faintly of where she’d been and what she’d been doing.

He checked the time again: 10:49.

Soon.

He sat on the couch, leg bouncing, phone dark on the cushion beside him, and reminded himself to breathe. The quiet pressed in again, and in the space it left, a memory surfaced—unbidden, but not unwelcome.

College Kate. Kat.

She was so sexually alive back then—comfortable in her skin, already experienced in ways that made lesser guys stutter but only made him want her more. He’d known she “got around”; she didn’t hide it, dropping casual stories about other guys from her past, nights before they’d met.

Back then, before they chose each other and settled down, her past had never bothered him. Not once.

He didn’t analyze why back then. Didn’t need to. It simply was: Kat was Kat, and he wanted her exactly as she was—bold, hungry, unashamed. The fact that other men had her before him didn’t diminish what she gave him when she chose to give it. It just made the moments she did choose him feel sharper, more real.

And he didn’t analyze it now.

He just recognized it.

The Kate who had walked out the door tonight—still confident, still sexually alive, still comfortable in her skin—was the same Kat he’d fallen for all those years ago. The same one who’d always had appetites bigger than one person could fill.

And here he was, waiting for her to come home.

Still hard.

Still not bothered.

The clock ticked past 10:53. He exhaled once, slow, and let the memory settle back where it belonged.

She’d be here soon.

Then the image crashed in uninvited, sharp, vivid.

Kate flushed, cheeks and chest pink, lips parted, hair tangled from hands that weren’t his. Undone—eyes half-lidded, gasping, moaning, body arched in that way she did when she was close to coming. Completely given over to the moment.

His cock jerked hard in his sweats, fully erect, straining against the fabric. Heat flooded low in his gut; his pulse thudded in his ears. He could almost hear the sounds she made—the soft, broken moans, the way her breath caught when she was right on the edge.

He didn’t chase the image.

He didn’t let it unfold into full fantasy. Didn’t picture details—Damien’s hands, the bed, the rhythm. He simply let it exist for the three or four seconds it took to flash through him, bright and hot and undeniable.

Then he exhaled slowly, deliberately, through his nose.

The arousal didn’t vanish, but it eased, receded to a low, steady throb instead of a roar. He shifted once on the couch, adjusting himself without shame or hurry, and the pressure stayed—present, insistent, but contained.

Something else remained in its wake.

He checked the time: 10:55.

The headlights would sweep the window any minute now.

He stood, walked to the front door, and waited there in the dark hallway—heart steady, body still humming, ready to open it the second he heard her key.

Headlights swept across the front window, bright and quick, and a moment later the garage door rumbled open, then settled into silence as she cut off her engine.

Ethan moved toward the kitchen—automatic, drawn to the connecting door.

It swung open with a rush of cool night air. Kate stepped through, warm and alive—cheeks flushed, eyes bright, a loose, satisfied energy rolling off her like heat from sun-warmed stone. Her hair was slightly mussed, her lipstick was gone, the leather jacket still slung open over the untucked vintage T. She looked glowing in a way that filled the kitchen without trying.

She saw him standing there and smiled—small, real, the same smile she’d given him for years—and closed the distance in two steps. She kissed him: affectionate, soft at first, then deeper, her hands sliding up his chest to his shoulders. Her lips tasted faintly of bourbon and something else, her body pressing close enough that he felt the residual warmth radiating from her skin.

He kissed her back, hands settling at her waist, and Damien’s cologne hit instantly—clinging to her hair, her neck, the open jacket. He recognized it faster than he expected, the same trace he’d caught the last time she went to him.

It turned Ethan on—hard, immediate—the evidence right there, proof she’d been close, skin to skin.

He kissed her back harder, hands at her waist, letting her feel exactly how much the scent and warmth affected him.

She made a small, surprised sound—then melted into it.

He didn’t flinch. Didn’t push for details. Didn’t feel the need to override or erase what she’d done.

He simply held her, let the kiss linger a second longer, and when she pulled back to look at him, he met her eyes with the same quiet steadiness he always had.

“Welcome home,” he said, voice low, steady.

She smiled again and rested her forehead against his for a beat.

“Yeah,” she murmured. “I’m home.”

“How was it?,” Ethan asked with quiet expectation.

Kate’s eyes were bright in the low kitchen light.

“It was good,” she said softly, the words light, almost casual—like she was sharing the high of a really solid workout. “We’ll talk later, okay?”

Ethan nodded, smiling, trying not to look disappointed.

“Yeah, sure. Whenever.”

He let her go, hands sliding off her waist as she stepped back. She shrugged out of the leather jacket, draping it over a chair, then kicked off her boots by the door—same spot she always did.

“I’m gonna get comfortable,” she said, already heading toward the hallway, voice trailing behind her like she was already halfway to the bedroom.

He watched her go, the sway in her walk loose and satisfied.

He accepted it all easily. The words. The promise of “later.” The smile she’d given him.

But something didn’t quite land.

It wasn’t resentment. It wasn’t even hurt.

The glow was real.

Bright, unmistakable—the loose limbs, soft exhale, the way she leaned in like she was still riding the high.

It just wasn’t sourced here.

Not withheld. Just… brought home.

And the recognition that the connection he felt in that kiss was layered—hers and his, yes, but also hers and someone else’s, still lingering on her skin.

He exhaled once, slow, and turned to flip off the kitchen light.



The bedroom door was half-open, light spilling from the lamp on her side of the bed. Kate was already there—jacket and boots kicked off somewhere in the kitchen, still wearing her vintage T while peeling her jeans off, revealing the black lace panties she’d bought specifically for Damien.

She looked up when he stepped in, smiled—small, tired, content—sat on the bed and patted the bed beside her.

He sat next to her. Close enough that their thighs touched.

He reached out first—slow, deliberate—sliding his hand along her arm, feeling the residual warmth still radiating from her skin. He traced up to her shoulder, then to the back of her neck, fingers threading gently into her curls.

She leaned into the touch, eyes closing for a second.

He caught it again: Damien’s cologne, unmistakable, clinging to her hair, the hollow of her throat, the open collar of her T. Mixed with her own scent—sweat, skin, the faint sweet trace of her shampoo—and something deeper, muskier, unmistakably post-sex.

Ethan felt it viscerally: she’d been touched. Fucked. Marked in ways he could smell and feel.

He didn’t tense. Didn’t pull away. Didn’t ask.

He just stayed present.

His thumb brushed the side of her neck, slow circles, feeling the pulse there—steady, elevated. She sighed, soft, and tilted her head to give him more access.

He leaned in, kissed the spot just below her ear—gentle, lingering.

His cock was already hard again, aching in his sweats, but he didn’t rush.

He kissed her jaw, then her mouth—slow, deep, no urgency.

She kissed him back, hands sliding up his chest, under his shirt, palms flat against his skin. She pressed closer, thigh sliding over his, then straddling him without breaking the kiss.

He wrapped his arms around her waist, and pulled her firmly into his lap, letting her feel how hard he was, how ready—but he didn’t push. Didn’t grab. Didn’t try to erase anything.

And she answered—leaning in deeper, hips rocking once, slow, deliberate, grinding against him through their clothes.

Contact.

He broke the kiss, just enough to speak against her mouth.

“I can smell him on you.”

The words came out quiet, matter-of-fact, no accusation, no edge. Just truth.

Kate stilled for half a heartbeat. Her eyes opened, searched his, surprised. Not surprised that he’d noticed; but shocked that he’d said it. Out loud. Without flinching.

She could feel his cock, harder now, pulsing against her through the thin layers of fabric, hips lifting instinctively to meet her next slow roll.

Her breath caught.

Her surprise shifted—deepened into something hotter, sharper. Recognition.

He liked it.

The evidence was unmistakable: the way his hands tightened on her hips, the way his cock throbbed beneath her, the way his eyes stayed locked on hers, dark and steady and hungry. Not jealous. Not repulsed.

Turned on.

Kate’s lips parted on a soft exhale. A tiny, private smile curved the corner of her mouth, small, knowing, almost triumphant.

This was real power.

Not the kind she’d chased tonight with Damien. The other kind. The kind that lived in being wanted exactly as she was—used, glowing, carrying another man’s scent—and still being craved this fiercely by the man waiting for her at home.

Her hips rolled harder this time, teasing, grinding down until he groaned into her mouth.

She pulled back just enough to whisper against his lips, voice low and husky.

“Good.”

No explanation. No apology.

Just authority.

Ethan’s hands slid under the hem of her vintage T, palms flat against the warm skin of her back. He peeled the shirt up slowly, reverently, breaking the kiss only long enough to lift it over her head and toss it aside. Kate’s curls tumbled free across her shoulders, framing her flushed face and the black lace bra that still clung to her breasts.

She kept grinding into him, slow circles that dragged her damp panties across the rigid length of his cock through his sweats. Each roll pushed a low groan from him, and she felt the sound vibrate against her lips. She leaned forward, and he shifted beneath her, letting her weight guide him back until he was lying flat on the bed, her straddling his hips, thighs bracketing him.

She dragged herself slowly up his body, her breasts brushing his chest, then hovering over his mouth. Ethan’s lips parted immediately, kissing the soft swell above the lace, tongue flicking out to trace the edge of the bra.

She reached behind her back without a word, fingers finding the clasp. The black lace loosened; she slipped the straps down her arms and tossed the bra aside. Her breasts spilled free—nipples already tight, flushed dark from earlier attention. She lowered them to his mouth.

Ethan took one in, sucking gently at first, then harder, tongue flicking the peak in quick, insistent circles. Kate moaned low, arching to press herself deeper into his mouth. He switched to the other, giving it the same slow, wet worship—sucking, kissing, teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp and grind harder against his chest.

She kept moving upwards until she straddled his shoulders, knees on either side of his head, her damp panties hovering inches above his mouth.

Ethan’s hands settled on her hips, thumbs stroking the crease of her thighs. He didn’t recognize the black lace panties—they looked new. The realization landed with a sting: she’d chosen them for tonight, for Damien, and now she was bringing them, damp and fragrant, to him.

He didn’t hesitate.

He hooked two fingers into the tiny bit of lace covering her and tugged it aside, exposing her glistening pussy. Kate ground down immediately, pressing herself against his mouth with a soft, needy sound. Ethan’s tongue dragged slow and flat along her slit, tasting the heady mix of her arousal—musky, tangy, warm. He circled her clit, then sucked it gently, feeling her thighs tremble around his ears.

Kate rocked against his face—slow at first, then harder—fingers threading into his hair, holding him where she needed him. Ethan devoured her: tongue dipping inside, lapping up every drop of her slickness, lips sealing around her clit to suck and flick until her hips stuttered and her breath broke into sharp, desperate moans.

Kate looked down at him—eyes closed, intent, mouth and tongue working with unbroken focus—and the power of it landed harder than before.

Not the act itself. The way he was in it.

There was no hesitation, no pullback, no trace of recoil at what she carried with her. He didn’t rush, didn’t skim past anything. He was patient, thorough, like this was exactly where he wanted to be, exactly what he wanted from her.

She felt it then: not just that he wanted her, but how he wanted her.

Not diminished by where she’d been. Not threatened by it. Drawn to it.

Her wam, open body wasn’t something he needed to overcome or overwrite. It was the thing that held him there. The softness of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the heat between her thighs, the way she smelled and moved when she was fully awake in her skin. He returned to it without question, without hesitation, like this was the truest version of her.

And he met it with devotion.

She didn’t need to name it yet.

She just knew this: he wanted her like this.

And he wasn’t afraid of what she brought home.

The knowledge settled deep, potent, waiting.

She ground down one last time and came with a sharp, broken cry, walls pulsing against his tongue, flooding his mouth with fresh slickness. Ethan licked her through it, slowly, gently, until her thighs shook and she collapsed forward, forehead resting on the bed, breath ragged.

She stayed there a moment, panting, then slid back down his body until she was straddling his waist again. Her eyes found his—bright, triumphant, tender.

Ethan’s hands tightened on her hips, the slow worship shifting into something hungrier. He broke from her mouth just long enough to flip her onto her back in one smooth, decisive motion—her curls fanning across the bed, legs falling open instinctively. Kate gasped, a soft laugh of surprise turning into a moan as he rose above her.

He pulled off the panties she’d bought for Damien and tossed them aside. Then he shoved his sweats down and off in a single impatient tug, kicking them away. His cock sprang free, hard, flushed, and leaking at the tip from the hours of buildup and the taste of her on his tongue. No pause, no hesitation.

He kissed her again, deep, devouring, tongue claiming every corner of her mouth as if he could drink the night from her lips.

Then he plunged.

One hard, deep thrust—burying himself inside her slick, welcoming heat. She was looser than usual after Damien, and Ethan felt the difference, the easy give of her body, but he was too far gone, too on fire, to fully register it. All he wanted was her: warm, wet, welcoming, home.

Kate’s back arched off the mattress with a low moan as he filled her. Not as completely as Damien had earlier, but the heat of him, the familiar shape, the simple fact of Ethan inside her again, sent a rush of pure, aching relief through her body.

She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him closer, heels digging into the small of his back. This was home. This was the man she loved, the one who waited, who wanted her exactly like this—no matter where she’d been or what she’d done. The reunion felt electric: his warmth, his scent, the steady beat of his heart against hers. She moaned into his mouth, hands clutching his shoulders, savoring every inch of him as he started to move.

Ethan thrust hard, fast, abandon in every snap of his hips. He didn’t last long.

The buildup had been too much—the scent of sex on her skin, the taste of her pussy laced with the aftermath of another man’s cock, the reality of her letting her wildcat out, and still choosing him. It all crashed through him at once.

He groaned against her mouth—low, broken, raw—and came hard, hips slamming forward one last time as he emptied into her, pulse after thick pulse flooding her depths. His whole body locked up, trembling, fingers digging into her hips as he rode out the massive release, shuddering through every aftershock.

Kate held him through it, nuzzling his neck, legs locked around him, inner walls fluttering softly around him.

He collapsed over her, breath ragged against her shoulder, heart hammering in sync with hers.

For a long moment they stayed tangled, sweat-slick, spent, breathing together.

Ethan lifted his head slowly, eyes finding hers, sated, but still burning with something deeper than just release.

He kissed her again, slow this time, tender, reverent.

No words.



Later, the room was dark except for the faint glow from the clock on the nightstand: 1:17 a.m.

Kate slept on her side, facing him, one arm tucked under the pillow, the other resting loosely across his waist. Her breathing was slow and even, curls spilling over the sheet, lips slightly parted. The flush had faded from her cheeks, leaving only the soft, peaceful look she wore when she was completely at rest.

Ethan lay on his back, one arm behind his head, the other hand resting lightly on her hip. He hadn’t slept yet. He was just… watching her.

He felt grounded.

The mattress beneath him, the familiar weight of her leg next to his, the warmth of her body curled against his side—everything anchored him here, in this bed, in this life they’d built. Necessary. Chosen. The word home meant everything, or maybe it fit too perfectly: she came back to him because she wanted to, because he was the place she returned to after she’d gone out to burn bright somewhere else.

And faintly, almost at the edge of thought, another feeling brushed past:

He was the place she returned to.

Not the place she left from.

She didn’t start all her nights here anymore. Some she started elsewhere, with someone else’s hands, someone else’s body, someone else’s rhythm. And then she came back.

He didn’t resent it.

He just watched her sleep, felt the steady rise and fall of her chest against his side.

She was his.

She was also more than his.

He closed his eyes, hand still resting on her hip, and let himself drift toward sleep—connected, steady, waiting for whatever came next.


Chapter 5 - Remembered Heat

Kate poured herself a second cup of coffee and sat at the small table by the window, one leg tucked under her. Ethan had left ten minutes ago. A kiss at the door. A hand at her waist. Whatever they were doing right now, it was working.

She wrapped both hands around the mug and took a slow sip.

Her phone sat face-up on the table. Dark. Silent.

Her mind drifted to Damien.

She hadn’t thought about him in days—three weeks, she realized, since the last time. Three weeks since the gym, his house, the heat, the way it had ended.

She remembered the text she’d sent a few days after that. Casual. Open-ended. A light feeler, nothing loaded.

He’d replied hours later. Short. Pleasant. Vague.

No question back.

She’d let it go. Real life had filled in easily—work, home, Ethan, the way things had tightened and warmed between them. Damien had slipped out of her focus.

Until now.

She took another sip of coffee, eyes unfocused. The itch stirred. Just a small tug of curiosity mixed with something sharper.

Not about sex. Well, ok, not just about sex.

About whether he’d noticed her absence.

She considered picking up her phone, texting him. Instead, she just stared into her coffee, the steam curling up in thin wisps that caught the morning light.

She didn’t want Damien as a boyfriend. That thought felt almost comical. She didn’t need another man to text good morning or plan dates or meet her parents. She got all the love she needed from Ethan. And the sex with Damien, fine as it was, had never been irreplaceable. She could live without his cock. She was living without it.

So what, then?

She turned the mug slowly between her palms, feeling the warmth.

She wanted to be pursued. Just a little.

Seen. Chosen. Desired enough that someone noticed when she wasn’t there, reached out first, asked a question instead of just answering one.

She wanted to matter. To be worth a delayed reply that still carried heat, or a follow-up message that said “I was thinking about you.” Worth the tiniest bit of investment that said: you’re not just here when I want you—you’re someone I want to keep wanting me.

She realized she had been the one holding the momentum. She had been the one reaching, texting first, showing up, offering herself. And he had been… receiving. Graciously. Skillfully. But passively.

That wasn’t what she wanted anymore.

She wanted reciprocity. A little hunger on the other side. A little proof that she registered as more than an available body on a Thursday night.

She wasn’t going to text him again.

Not today.

Maybe not ever.

And it didn’t feel like a big loss. It felt like stepping out of a role she’d outgrown—without resentment, without regret. Just… done.

She picked up her phone, opened the thread one last time, and looked at his last message.

-Hey. Yeah maybe. Busy weekend tho-

She locked the screen, turned it face-down, and went to get dressed for the day.

Whatever came next, it wouldn’t be more of the same.

She was ready for someone that wanted her more than that. That appreciated what she was offering.



Kate was already halfway through tying her ponytail when she realized whose name was on the whiteboard.

Damien.

Her pulse jumped—just a quick skip, reflexive. Stupid, maybe. Automatic, definitely. She rolled her shoulders once, loosened her neck, told herself it meant nothing.

Still.

Being in the same room again did something. The familiar pre-class energy, bodies gathering, music low but insistent. The smell of rubber mats and sweat and anticipation. She took a spot near the front, caught his eye as he moved through the room setting up stations.

When their eyes met, they held each others’ gaze for a few seconds. The old awareness hummed—just beneath the exertion, beneath her breath.

He smiled at her, then looked her up and down. Like she was just there for him to enjoy looking at.

As the class started, the rhythm took over. Jump rope, kettlebells, circuits that burned fast and honest. Kate moved well—strong, controlled, breath steady. She felt good in her body, felt the heat build, felt the old awareness hum just beneath the exertion.

Damien moved through the room, correcting form, calling out reps. When he passed her station, his hand brushed her elbow lightly as he adjusted her stance. Familiar. Efficient.

Their eyes met again.

Knowing, yes.

But thin.

The looks came and went. Little flickers. Recognition. The workout stayed the workout. Her focus stayed on her breath, her muscles, the count in her head.

By the final round, she wasn’t thinking about him at all.

When the cooldown started and everyone dropped to mats, she lay back, chest rising and falling, sweat cooling on her skin. Damien called time, his voice steady, professional.

Kate watched him from the floor as he wiped his hands on a towel, already half-turned toward the next thing.

The room emptied slowly, as Damien made his way over to where Kate was stretching on the floor.

They drifted toward the edge of the room as people filtered out—towels grabbed, bottles refilled, the low chatter of post-class decompression filling the space. Kate wiped her neck with her towel, skin still flushed, pulse elevated in that pleasant, floaty way that came after a hard workout.

Damien came up beside her, close enough that she felt his heat.

She glanced at him, then said lightly, “Haven’t heard from you.”

He gave a short exhale that might’ve been a laugh. “Yeah. Sorry. It’s been crazy lately.” His eyes dipped briefly, then came back to hers. “Work, life. You know.”

She nodded. She did know. Or thought she did.

For a moment they just stood there, breathing slowing, sweat cooling, the familiar awareness settling between them. Being in the same room again, bodies warm and loose, did something after all. Not a spark exactly. More like a remembered heat.

Damien reached out, fingers brushing her forearm as if to steady her while she bent to pick up her bag. When she straightened, he didn’t move his hand right away. Instead, he helped her up—easy, natural—and for a second their bodies aligned the way they always had.

Close. Comfortable. Charged just enough.

She felt it then, the way her body still responded to his proximity, to the knowledge of what he could do to her. The itch stirred, sharper now with sweat and familiarity layered over it.

He leaned in slightly, voice low. “You good?”

“Yeah,” she said.

His hand slid from her arm to her waist, drawing her in just enough that she felt his breath against her cheek. The gym around them faded to background noise.

Then he tilted his head toward the hallway that led to the storage room.

“Got a minute?”

It wasn’t really a question. It was an offer—casual, offhand, like grabbing a protein shake on the way out.

Kate hesitated, wondering: What is this supposed to be?

But she was intrigued. Bodies still warm from the workout. Sweat cooling on her skin. The familiar closeness of him at her side—the way the gym collapsed time, stripped everything down to breath and muscle and memory.

And beneath that, something stirred.

Pride.

That despite his recent indifference, he didn’t get to rewrite what was real. That if he’d grown lazy, it didn’t mean she’d disappeared.

There was a bit of defiance in it too. A willingness to step into something beneath her standards just out of curiosity, to feel how it fit now. To see whether taking control could replace being pursued.

The itch wasn’t about him.

It was about proving she could still light the fuse.

So she followed him.

The door of the storage room clicked shut behind them. The space was narrow—towels stacked high, the faint sting of bleach in the air, the hum of ventilation. No lock. No ceremony.

Damien turned toward her, already reaching—

But Kate moved first.

She dropped to her knees on the thin rubber mat, fast and decisive, before he could guide her.

Up close, he still smelled clean, and that was enough.

She didn’t stop.

Her hands went to his waistband, tugged his shorts and briefs down just enough. His cock sprang free—thick, heavy, already leaking at the tip.

This time she didn’t wait for instructions, or permission.

She wrapped her fingers around the base, looked up into his eyes, and took him into her mouth.

Damien groaned low, hand coming to her hair, but she was already in control. She sucked him deep on the first stroke, tongue flat along the underside. She used her hand in sync with her mouth, twisting lightly at the base, taking him as deep as she could into her mouth.

He tried to slow her once, fingers tightening in her hair, with a soft “easy”, the same way he’d stopped her before from finishing him this way.

But this time she didn’t let him.

She took him deeper, relaxed her throat, let him hit the back until her eyes watered. She reached around him and grabbed his ass firmly with both hands, holding him closer against her. She hummed around him—low vibration that made his hips jerk forward involuntarily. His breath turned ragged, thighs tensing, the hand in her hair no longer guiding but holding on.

She felt the power surge, sharp, hot, and intoxicating. This was her victory. He’d always stopped her before, always wanted to draw it out, to fuck her instead. Now she was taking what she wanted: his release, on her terms, in her mouth, in a fucking storage closet because she decided to.

His hips bucked once, twice. A choked groan ripped from his throat—“Fuck, Kate—” and he came hard, pulsing thick and hot across her tongue. She kept sucking, not releasing him from her mouth, and swallowed every drop, slow and deliberate, milking him through it until he shuddered and his grip loosened.

She pulled off with a soft pop, swallowed deliberately, tasting salt and satisfaction.

Damien was breathing hard, eyes half-lidded, a lazy, satisfied smile curving his mouth. “Damn,” he said, voice rough. “That was…”

He didn’t finish the sentence. Didn’t need to.

Kate stood slowly, smoothing her workout leggings, adjusting her hair. The thrill was there—naughty, dirty, the quick rush of having made him lose it in a place like this. But it faded fast.

No afterglow. No lingering touch. No “when can we do this again.” He was already tucking himself back in, glancing at his watch like the time was the only thing that mattered now.

She felt the hollowness of it all settle in.

This was it. This was all he ever offered: a quick hit, a fast finish, no pursuit, no curiosity, no real want beyond the moment.

She’d won the small victory. She’d made him come in her mouth, on her her terms, but the prize tasted cheap.

She stepped past him, opened the door, and walked out without looking back.

The hallway was empty. The gym noise filtered in from the main floor—clanks, music, voices—but none of it reached her.

She was done.

She didn’t text him later.

Didn’t need to.

The door on Damien was closed.

And she’d been the one to shut it.



Kate almost told him.

It came up in the kitchen, of all places—Ethan leaning against the counter, shirt half-tucked, telling her about something annoying at work. She was rinsing a mug, warm water over her hands, nodding at the right places, but her mind was on one thing:

The closet.

Her knees on the mat.

The way she hadn’t hesitated.

She dried her hands, folded the towel once, then again. Ethan was watching her now, smiling, relaxed, the way he’d been lately.

“You okay?” he asked, sensing that something was on her mind.

“Yeah,” she said too quickly. Then softened it. “Just tired.”

He leaned in and kissed her temple.

She leaned into him. Let herself breathe.

The words stayed where they were.

Later, alone in the bathroom, she stared at herself in the mirror. Ponytail half-fallen. A faint flush still clinging to her cheeks, though she couldn’t say from when. She rinsed her mouth, once, then again—unnecessary, reflexive.

Swallowing.

The thought flickered and vanished before it could settle.

She hadn’t broken anything. She knew that. The rule had always been about bodies, about risk. And still, there was a small, private heat in knowing she’d crossed some invisible line that existed mostly in her own head.

She crawled into bed beside Ethan and let him pull her close. His arm draped over her, heavy and sure. She fit there easily, like she always had.

But sleep took longer than usual.

Her mind didn’t replay Damien. Not his body, not his face. What lingered was the way she’d moved. How fast she’d gone to her knees. And how little she’d needed from him to do it.

That was the part that unsettled her.

She turned onto her side, facing Ethan, and watched him breathe.

Steady. Uncomplicated. Home.


Chapter 6 - Elsewhere

Kate set the plates down on the dining table—simple grilled salmon, asparagus, a bottle of white they both liked. The house smelled faintly of lemon and herbs, the windows open to let in the evening air.

Three weeks had passed since the gym closet, since Damien had become a closed chapter. Life had slipped back into its familiar rhythm: housework, errands, workouts, dinners like this one, Ethan’s hand brushing hers as they passed in the kitchen. The heat between them hadn’t cooled; if anything, it had become more a part of their everyday lives.

They ate quietly at first, the kind of comfortable silence that didn’t need filling.

“So,” he said casually, like they were discussing the weather, “you haven’t seen Damien lately.”

Kate shook her head gently, “No. I think I’m done with that.”

A beat. Ethan’s brows lifted just a fraction, genuine surprise flickering across his face.

“Really?” He leaned back slightly, fingers tracing the stem of his glass. “I figured… I don’t know. Thought that was still going.”

She set her fork down, shrugged one shoulder. “Nope. It’s not.”

He exhaled through his nose, not quite a laugh, more like processing. “Why not?”

The question was honest, curious, a little thrown. He’d braced for continuation, for the pattern to keep rolling. For the gym stud to keep fucking his wife. The sudden stop didn’t compute yet.

Kate picked up her wine, took a slow sip, buying the second she needed. “It just… ran its course.”

She kept it light, minimized it, let the words sit without elaboration. No details about the closet. No need to share the hollowness that had followed, or the clarity that had settled in afterward.

Ethan watched her, head tilted slightly. “Ran its course,” he repeated, testing the phrase. “Okay.”

But Damien had been the known quantity, the simple, predictable outlet. The sudden absence of him left a blank space Ethan hadn’t expected, and required a recalibration.

“So, you’re done with that? Or with him?” Ethan wasn’t ready for this lived fantasy to come to an end, and he braced for her response.

Kate searched his face and saw the mix of hope and uncertainty flickering in his eyes. She knew they were both savoring her new freedom, her new boldness, even if she didn’t fully understand why it lit him up so much.

For her, though, it was simple. The sex with Damien had been good—really good. It had burned off years of pent-up tension, fucked it right out of her. She wasn’t about to invite that tightness back in. And she sure as hell wasn’t going to lock away the bolder version of herself she was finally getting to know again.

“No, I think just done with him,” she replied simply, with a small, knowing smile.

He returned her smile, relieved and excited, the message and shared intention clear between them.

Ethan leaned forward, elbows on the table, voice low and thoughtful. “You know… there’s this thing—some women wear an anklet as a signal — married, but open. Hotwife code. Only people who know what it means would even notice.”

Kate’s brows lifted. “A signal? Like… follow me home from the grocery store?”

He laughed softly. “Yeah, that’s the riskier side I suppose. But it could be more context-specific. Events, vacations—places where the rules are loose and the people are right.”

Kate tilted her head, considering. “Doesn’t that feel… awfully public?”

“Could be. Or private. Depends on how we do it.” He shrugged one shoulder. “Just a thought. No pressure.”

She smiled, thoughtful and curious. “You’ve been thinking about this.”

“I’ve been thinking about you,” he said simply. “About what you want. What feels right.”

A small silence settled. Kate swirled the wine in her glass, watching the legs trail down the sides.

Ethan leaned back again, voice still calm, but the curiosity had sharpened.

“Who then?”

The question hung there, light but pointed.

Kate felt the flutter in her chest—what a think to be talking about with her husband. Who to fuck next. She didn’t answer right away.

“Don’t know yet,” she said finally.

But Ethan’s eyes narrowed just a touch—he’d always been able to read her pauses.

“You’ve thought about someone,” he said. Not a question.

Kate exhaled a soft laugh, self-conscious but not defensive. “No. Maybe.”

He leaned forward again, gentle. “C’mon, who?”

She hesitated. Naming it made it real.

“Brad.”

Ethan’s brows lifted higher, zero recognition, “Brad?”

“The guy from Casino Night. With Vanessa. We talked for a few minutes by the bar. Tall, young-ish, easy smile. I’m sure I mentioned him to you after.”

Ethan nodded slowly, piecing it together. “Ah, right. The one who bought you the drink when Vanessa stepped away.”

“Yeah.” She met his gaze, steady now. “I haven’t spoken to him since, but, I mean he was kind of cute.”

“And you know how to contact him?”

“Yes, we exchanged phone numbers that first night.”

Ethan processed that—she hadn’t told him she given him her number. This had been building in her, apparently for a while. It only turned him on more.

“Brad,” he repeated, considering the situation. “He’s… different from Damien.”

“Very different,” Kate said.

A small silence settled between them—not tense, but charged.

Ethan exhaled softly. “That’s… interesting.”

Kate watched him carefully. “What do you mean? You’re still okay with this, right? With me…?” She didn’t finish the sentence. It was still hard to say out loud sometimes.

“I’m okay with you being honest. With us talking about it. With you coming home to me after.”

A small smile curved her lips. “Always.”

He smiled back. “Then yeah. I’m okay.”

Ethan exhaled slowly, held her gaze for a moment longer, then asked a question she hadn’t quite expected. The practical side of Ethan taking control.

“What do you know about him?”

Kate blinked. The words caught her a little off-guard—not because they were harsh, but because they were so direct, so practical. She opened her mouth, then closed it again, realizing how little she actually had.

“Not much,” she admitted. “I have his number. But I don’t even know his last name.”

She laughed once, short and self-conscious. “Jeez. That sounds bad when I say it out loud.”

Ethan’s mouth curved—just a small, knowing quirk. “Yeah. A little.”

He didn’t sound judgmental. He sounded… careful. Like he was mapping something out in his head.

Kate leaned back in her chair, still holding his hand. “I could text him. Get his full name, where he works. Make it innocent. ‘Hey, we should grab coffee, what’s your last name so I can add you on LinkedIn?’ or something.”

Ethan nodded once, slowly. “You could.”

But his tone carried the unspoken follow-up: and then what?

He picked up his wine glass, took a sip. When he set it down again, his voice was calm, measured.

“Look, Damien was a known quantity. Been at the gym for years. No great mystery. Brad… I don’t know him. You barely know him. I’m not saying no. I’m just saying… I’m not going to let you walk into something with a guy we don’t know anything about.”

Kate felt the shift—subtle, but real. This wasn’t jealousy. It was Ethan being Ethan: protective, practical, quietly firm. Not controlling her choices, but insisting on visibility. On safety.

She nodded. “No, right. That’s smart.”

He reached across the table again, this time covering her hand with his. “Look, I trust you. You know that. But trust works both ways. If we’re doing this—if you want to see where Brad goes—I want to know who he is. Not after. Before.”

Kate turned her hand over, laced her fingers through his. “Okay.”

Dinner had gone cold, but neither of them moved to clear the plates.

She exhaled softly, a small smile tugging at her lips.

“I’ll text him tomorrow,” she said. “Get the basics. Last name, job, whatever. Then we can talk about it.”

Ethan squeezed her hand once. “Good.”

Kate felt the flutter again, but this time it wasn’t just the itch.

It was something warmer.

Something shared.

They were doing this together.

And that made all the difference.


Chapter 7 - Calibrating

Ethan sat alone at the kitchen island, the house quiet except for the low hum of the refrigerator. It was late afternoon on a Saturday, and Ethan was focused entirely on one thing.

Kate had gone to meet Brad for coffee.

She’d texted twenty minutes ago:

–Just got here. He’s cute even in the daylight!. Talk soon xo–

He thought about her first text exchange with Brad—how he’d replied fast, eager, full name (Brad Whitaker), job (junior associate at Howell & Hale), single, “really glad to hear from you.” Polite. Interested. No games.

Ethan had looked him up that same night. LinkedIn first: clean profile, headshot with the classic frat-boy mop of hair, easy smile, tailored suit. Firm bio confirmed mid-market brokerage, local office. Dartmouth undergrad. Instagram was public—group shots with guys who looked like they summered in places with yacht clubs. Silver spoon polish, but nothing flashy or red-flaggy. Legit. Stable. The kind of guy who knew how to hold a conversation and pick up a check.

Ethan didn’t love the look of him. Too smooth. Too practiced. The kind of face that had probably never had to try very hard to be liked.

But if Kate liked him… well, that’s what mattered.

He stood, walked to the sink, rinsed the coffee mug he’d been holding for no reason. The water ran cold over his fingers. He shut it off, dried his hands on a dish towel, and leaned against the counter, staring out the window at the backyard.

He wasn’t jealous—not the burning, possessive kind. But he was… on edge. Brad wasn’t a gym ghost. Brad had a last name, a LinkedIn, a life that could intersect with Kate’s in real ways. Brad had replied fast.

Ethan exhaled slowly.

He trusted her. Completely.

He didn’t trust the world quite as much.

Not because Brad was dangerous. Because Brad was possible.

Kate would come home in an hour or two. She’d tell him how it went—casual, probably laughing about something he’d said, maybe mentioning if he’d asked her out. She’d be honest. She always was.

And he’d listen.

He’d stay alert.

Because that was his job now—not to stop her, but to see clearly. To know who was coming toward her. To make sure the man who pursued her was worth the pursuit.

He walked to the fridge, pulled out a beer, cracked it open.

The first sip was cold, sharp.

He leaned against the counter again, bottle in hand, and waited for the sound of her car in the driveway.

Because whatever happened next—Brad or no Brad—she was coming home to him.

And he’d be here.

Steady.

Watching.



Kate came through the garage door just after four, the faint scent of coffee shop espresso clinging to her jacket. She kicked off her boots by the mat, hung the leather jacket on the hook, and padded into the kitchen in socks—hair still in loose waves, cheeks pink.

Ethan was on the couch, beer bottle empty now, phone face-down beside him. He looked up as she entered, expression open, easy.

“Hey,” she said, smiling small but bright. “I’m back.”

He stood, met her halfway. Kissed her hello—soft, lingering a second longer than usual. He inhaled without meaning to; caught the espresso, her shampoo, no trace of anything else. Just her.

“Good?” he asked, voice low.

“Yeah.” She leaned against him for a beat, then stepped back to pour herself a glass of water. “Really good, actually.”

Ethan leaned against the counter, arms crossed loosely, watching her move. “Tell me.”

Kate took a sip, then set the glass down. “He’s… easy to talk to. A bit shy maybe, but charming without trying too hard. Asked about my week, remembered details from the casino night I didn’t even think he’d caught. Laughed at my jokes. Paid. Walked me to my car after.”

Ethan nodded once. “Attentive.”

“Very.” She smiled again, a little self-conscious. “He asked if I wanted to have drinks next week. Somewhere nice. Made it clear he was asking me out.”

Ethan’s mouth curved—just the smallest quirk. “So he’s pursuing.”

“Yeah.” Kate exhaled a soft laugh. “It felt…like he was actually trying to impress me. Not just coasting.”

Ethan watched her for a second longer. “That’s different. You like that?”

“I do.” Her voice was quiet, honest. “I like feeling…pursued. Not just convenient.”

The kitchen was quiet except for the faint tick of the wall clock. Ethan didn’t interrupt. He just listened—really listened—the way he always did when she was sorting something out.

Kate tilted her head. “You’re not freaking out.”

“I’m not freaking out,” he confirmed. “I’m listening.”

She smiled, small and real. “I know.”

He pushed off the counter, stepped closer, hands settling lightly at her waist.

“What do you want this to be?”

She exhaled through her nose. “I don’t know yet. I just… want to see where it goes. If it’s real. If it’s worth it.”

Ethan’s thumbs brushed slow circles over her hips.

“Then see where it goes.”

She looked up at him—bright, a little vulnerable, a little excited.

He kissed her forehead, then her mouth—slow, grounding. When he pulled back, his voice was low.

“Text him back. Set the date. Let me know when and where.”

Kate’s brows lifted. “You want to know the details?”

“I want to know you’re safe,” he said simply. “And I want to know what kind of man we’re dealing with. That’s all.”

She studied him for a moment—steady, calm, protective without possessiveness.

“Okay,” she said softly. “I’ll text him tonight.”

Ethan squeezed her waist once, then let go. “Good.”



Kate lay in bed that night, the ceiling fan whirring softly above her, Ethan’s steady breathing beside her like a anchor in the dark. The house was quiet, but her mind wasn’t.

The conflict twisted in her chest—not sharp like a knife, but dull, insistent, like a knot she couldn’t quite untie.

She wanted this. Wanted the flutter, the itch, the heat of being pursued by someone new like Brad—attentive, intentional, the kind of man who asked questions and remembered answers. It made her feel alive, seen in a way that Damien never had, in a way that scratched the restless part of her that had always been there, even in college.

The wildcat, Ethan called it once. She loved that he loved that part of her. Loved that he got hard smelling another man on her, that he devoured her like she was a prize brought home from the hunt.

It was intoxicating. Knowing she had the power to step out, get what she craved, and come back to a man who wanted her more for it. No judgment. No resentment. Just desire, amplified.

But the knot tightened.

Was it fair? To Ethan, who waited, who vetted, who held the tether without pulling too hard? He said he was okay, and she knew he meant it, but every time she felt that warmth from him, the grounding, the home, a small voice whispered: You’re risking this. For what? Another thrill? Another man who might not see you any deeper than Damien did?

She turned onto her side, watching Ethan’s profile in the dim light. He was solid. Safe. The man who’d always let her be herself—confident, sexual, unapologetic.

But now, with the lights so bright on her choices, the vetting, the talking—it felt less like wild freedom and more like a carefully mapped plan. Exciting, yes. But the dimmer switch called to her sometimes: the thrill of something just hers, in the shadows, no analysis, no shared plan.

She reached out, brushed her fingers over his arm. He stirred slightly, hand finding hers in sleep.

Home.

The knot loosened a fraction.

But it didn’t untie.

Not yet.


Chapter 8 - Her Terms

Kate arrived at the Overlook bar inside the casino a little after eight, the same spot where they’d first met months ago. The room was warmly lit, EDM music pulsing under the murmur of voices and the clink of glasses.

She’d chosen her outfit carefully: tight black jeans that hugged her thighs and hips, high heels that lifted her ass and gave her that confident click on the tile, a sheer off-white blouse that revealed just the faintest outline of her black lace bra underneath—subtle, teasing, nothing overt. Her hair was down in loose waves, and she’d spritzed the perfume she knew turned heads: warm amber, faintly smoky.

She’d considered not wearing her diamond wedding ring, but she’d been wearing it the first night they met, and at their coffee date, and he’d either not noticed or just didn’t care. In any case, she wasn’t going to hide the fact that she was married. If they had to have “the talk,” about hotwives and the men who gave them permission, then they would.

She spotted Brad at the bar before he saw her—tall, easy posture, dark mop of hair, tailored blazer over a crisp blue shirt. He turned as she approached, and his face lit up—genuine, a little boyish, the smile of someone who’d been waiting and wasn’t pretending otherwise.

“Hey,” he said, standing to greet her. “You look… wow.”

Kate smiled—small, knowing. “Thanks. You clean up nice too.”

He laughed, pulled out the stool beside him. “What are you drinking?”

“Scotch, rocks,” she said, sliding onto the seat. “Thanks.”

He ordered for her, added a vodka soda for himself, and turned back to her.

They talked. He was easy to talk to. Polite, attentive, asked about her week, laughed in the right places, leaned in, kept eye contact. He told stories, mostly about college, his frat buddies, Dartmouth pranks, his first job in finance. Unrehearsed and charming in a practiced sort of way.

Kate listened, smiled, nodded. The conversation flowed pleasantly, lightly, with no awkward silences.

After the second drink, Brad set his glass down, turned toward her more fully.

“Hey, I was thinking… there’s a comedy club a block over. New act tonight. Could be fun.”

Kate swirled the ice in her glass.

She was getting a little concerned that if she waited for him to make the move, they’d end up at that comedy club, laughing at someone else’s jokes while the real question stayed unasked.

Brad was charming, and trying hard, but she was ready to cut to the chase. To test the chemistry she’d been curious about since they’d met.

So she changed the direction.

She looked at him—open, eager, waiting for her answer—and let a slow, knowing smile curve her lips.

“Or…” she said, voice low, deliberate, “we could just go to your place.”

Brad’s eyes widened for half a second—surprise, then delight. “Umm, yeah,” he said, voice low, almost laughing. “Yeah. Let’s do that.”

He paid the tab, stood, offered his hand. She took it.

And now they were moving—his hand warm around hers, his step a little quicker than before, the eagerness finally showing through the careful charm.



Brad’s apartment was clean but provisional: a gray sectional that looked like it came with the lease, a paused PlayStation game frozen on the TV, adjustable dumbbells and a bench in the corner where a dining table should have been. There was minimal art on the walls, just generic prints, nothing personal.

Kate stepped inside, heels quiet on the hardwood. She looked around and thought this was someone still assembling himself. Functional, but not finished.

“Nice place,” she said, smiling and stretching the truth as she slipped her jacket off and draped it over the arm of the couch.

“Thanks. Want a drink? I’ve got wine, beer…”

“Wine’s good,” she said. “Whatever you’re having.”

He nodded, eager, and disappeared into the kitchen. She heard the clink of glasses, the soft pop of a cork. When he came back he handed her a generous pour of red.

They settled on the couch—close, but not touching yet.

Kate felt the faint buzz of flattery—he was clearly pleased she was here. She sipped her wine, smiled, nodded as he told her something about how long he’d lived here. The room felt warm, comfortable, but perhaps not yet fully charged.

Brad set his glass down, turned toward her more fully. “I’m really glad you texted,” he said, voice lower now. “I’ve been thinking about you since we met at the casino.”

Kate smiled—small, encouraging. “Me too.”

He leaned in, slow enough to give her time to pull back if she wanted. She didn’t.

The kiss was nice—warm, unhurried, searching. He smelled and tasted good. His hand found her waist, tentative at first, then firmer. He checked in without words: a pause, waiting for her to answer with her body.

She did—leaning into him, parting her lips, letting her hand slide up his chest. He took the cue, kissing her deeper. Kate felt her body responding, pulse quickening.

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes. “Bedroom?” she asked, voice low.

Brad’s smile widened—relieved, excited. “Yeah.”

He stood, offered his hand. She took it.

As he led her down the short hallway, she felt the faint, almost amused awareness: he was treating her like a prize he’d won. She was the event. The guest of honor.

And while that flattered her, it didn’t quite satisfy.

Not the way she wanted to be satisfied anymore.

Brad kicked off his shoes by the door and moved straight to the bed, standing next to it, and reaching with his hand to pull her in closer.

Kate came closer to him, but stopped just out of his reach, heels clicking once on the hardwood as she paused. She met his eyes, and held the gaze steadily while she kicked off her heels, and started unbuttoning her blouse. One button at a time, slow enough to make the moment stretch. The fabric parted gradually, revealing the black lace bra underneath—delicate straps, sheer cups that barely concealed anything. She shrugged the blouse off her shoulders, let it slide down her arms, and dropped it to the floor without looking away from him.

Kate unbuckled her jeans next—slow pop of the button, slow tug of the zipper. The tight black denim loosened, framing the matching lace panties beneath. Then she closed the distance between them, hips swaying just enough, jeans open but still on, the waistband riding low on her hips.

She moved closer to him—close enough that her knees brushed his, close enough that she had to tilt her head back slightly to keep eye contact. The air between them thickened, charged now, the polite distance from the bar and the couch gone.

She didn’t speak. She just stood there—in her bra, jeans open—letting him take her in.

Brad swallowed hard, eyes wide. His hands lifted—tentative at first—then settled on her hips, fingers sliding under the open edges of her jeans, thumbs brushing the bare skin above her panties.

Kate felt the shift: the temperature rising fast, the room suddenly smaller, hotter. Then she leaned in and kissed him—deeper this time, hungrier, her body pressing forward as the heat between them built.

She was raising the temperature on purpose.

And he was following.

Brad’s demeanor shifted. The polite, careful host from the living room faded; the eager, knowing look returned, eyes darkening. He unbuttoned his shirt and shrugged it off urgently. Underneath, he was lean but defined: narrow waist, visible abs from consistent gym time, shoulders broader than the blazer had suggested. Not bulky like Damien, she thought, but athletic in a well-maintained way. He unbuckled his belt, shoved his jeans and briefs down together, kicked them aside. His cock was already hard, flushed, curving upward slightly—eager, ready.

Kate watched him, pulse kicking up a notch. No hesitation now. No tentative pauses. He knew what this was, and so did she.

She fully unzipped her jeans, shimmied them down her hips and stepped out—leaving her in just the black lace bra and matching panties. The same set she’d bought for Damien weeks ago—high-cut, sheer in the right places, delicate straps that framed her breasts and hips. Brad’s gaze raked over her, appreciative, hungry, no longer bothering with the polite “you look beautiful” script.

He again pulled her flush against him. Skin met skin—his chest warm against her breasts through the lace, his erection pressing insistently against her belly. He kissed her harder now—less searching, more claiming—tongue sliding against hers, one hand sliding up to cup the back of her neck, the other gripping her ass.

Kate kissed him back, hands roaming his back, feeling the lean muscle flex under her fingers. The heat between them rose, bodies aligning quickly, his mouth warm and eager on hers. She eased backward toward the bed, guiding without force, until the backs of her knees hit the mattress.

She sat, then scooted up, pulling him with her. Brad followed, crawling over her, kissing down her neck, across her collarbone, then lower—mouth closing over one lace-covered nipple, sucking through the fabric until she arched and sighed. His hand slid between her thighs, cupping her through the panties, fingers pressing against the damp lace.

She was wet. Ready.

She removed her bra while Brad removed her panties, her hips rising to make his task easier.

Brad groaned low against her breast—appreciative, hungry—then kissed his way downward: slow, deliberate trail across her sternum, her ribs, the soft plane of her stomach. When he reached her mound, he paused just long enough to meet her eyes.

Then he lowered his head and licked her.

His tongue dragged flat and warm along her slit, tasting her fully—musky, slick from arousal. He circled her clit gently at first, then sucked it into his mouth with steady pressure, flicking the tip while his hands gripped her thighs to hold her open. He was attentive, responsive, clearly trying to please: adjusting when she arched, humming softly against her when she moaned, lapping up every drop like he wanted to savor her.

Kate’s breath hitched. It felt good—solid, attentive, the kind of touch that built fast.

Brad lifted his head, eyes dark. “Fuck, you’re wet.”

She smiled—small, knowing—and pulled him up for another kiss, tasting herself on his lips.

They moved together—bodies slotting, hands exploring, heat rising without rush or hesitation.

Without being asked, he stopped, reached under his pillow, and pulled out a condom, ripping the packet open with his teeth, and rolling it down over himself… because of course he did.

Kate felt a small, quiet exhale of something—not disappointment certainly, just the soft click of confirmation. He hadn’t even tried to push bare. Hadn’t tested the boundary. Hadn’t let the moment carry them past caution. He’d just… done the responsible thing. Automatically. Politely. Tame.

She hadn’t had to stop him. Hadn’t had to ask. He’d even staged the condom there in advance, in case he got lucky.

And that was the signal, clearer than any words: Brad was safe. Considerate. Careful.

She already had safe, considerate, and careful at home in the man she loved - and that was the exact opposite of the edge she craved, and why she was here.

Brad rolled on top of her, settling between her thighs. His cock—perfectly adequate, nice even, a bit longer than Ethan’s but not quite as thick, certainly nothing like Damien’s—nudged against her entrance. He pushed in slowly at first, letting her feel him slide home, then deeper until he was fully inside her.

Kate’s breath caught. It felt good. Solid, hard, the stretch pleasant but familiar, no shock of new territory. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, urging him deeper.

He started moving steadily, with smooth thrusts, finding a rhythm. His hands roamed her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples, mouth finding her neck, her collarbone. He was attentive, responsive, clearly trying to please: adjusting angle when she gasped, slowing when she tightened around him, whispering “you feel so good” against her skin.

One thing remained true - Kate had always loved to fuck, even when she’d questioned it and been made to feel bad about it. No longer. She arched into it, hands on his shoulders, nails digging lightly. Her body responded, wet, warm, and chasing the friction, but her mind stayed a half-step ahead. He hit the right spots, kept the pace steady, made the right sounds.

But there was no edge. No gravity. No sense of being taken or overwhelmed. He was happy to be invited inside her, eager to perform, but he never quite claimed the moment. This was like so much of the sex young Kat had experienced after Jax, as she’d searched for something to replace him, until she’d met and fallen in love with Ethan.

She guided him subtly—hips rolling to meet him, hand sliding between them to circle her clit, small shifts to change the angle—and he followed every cue without hesitation. It felt good, though she strongly suspected she wouldn’t come, and she didn’t.

Brad groaned, thrusts turning erratic, then deep and hard as he buried himself one last time, pulsing inside her, shuddering through his release.

He collapsed over her, breathing ragged, then rolled to the side, pulling her against his chest.

“That was… incredible,” he murmured, kissing her temple.

Kate smiled softly, resting her head on his shoulder. “Yeah.”

It had been good. Nice. Competent.

And already fading.

She lay there a few minutes longer—skin cooling, breath evening—a polite length of time, then gently disentangled herself.

“I should get going.”

Brad blinked, surprised but not upset. “Already? Stay. We can—”

“I’ve got an early morning,” she said, already reaching for her bra. “But this was fun.”

He watched her dress—jeans, blouse, heels—smile still lazy and satisfied. “Next time?”

Kate smiled back, small, noncommittal.

“Yeah, for sure.”

She leaned over and gave him one quick, affectionate kiss, then let herself out.



Kate slid into the driver’s seat of her car in Brad’s apartment parking lot, the door closing with a quiet thud behind her. The engine started with a soft hum, dashboard lights glowing low in the dark.

She tapped out a quick message to Ethan.

–Heading home. Love you–

The phone buzzed almost immediately in the cup holder—Ethan’s reply, fast as always.

–Drive safe. See you soon ❤️–

Kate glanced at the screen, the words glowing soft in the dark car. Warm. Steady. Predictable in the best way.

She exhaled a small, quiet breath of half-relief, and half something she couldn’t quite name.

Kate pulled out of the parking lot, windows cracked just enough to let in the cool night air, but it didn’t cool the restless energy still humming under her skin. Her body registered it first and then her thoughts followed.

A low, unfinished buzz in her chest, in her thighs, in the places Brad had touched her in ways that hadn’t quite been enough. Residual frustration coiled there, like a song cut off mid-chorus, the note hanging without resolution.

She wasn’t upset. She wasn’t even disappointed in the way she’d expected. Brad had been perfectly pleasant, attentive, and eager. He’d followed every cue she gave, matched her rhythm, and it had felt good. Technically, everything had worked.

But it had felt like she was conducting an orchestra. She’d had to lead. Every step. Every shift. Every moment where she’d arched or guided his hand or sped up the pace. He’d followed happily, but never once taken the baton.

The contrast hit her like cold air through the open window.

With Damien, his direction had carried them; she’d only needed to show up.

With Ethan, the heat was steady, mutual, grounded in love—no one had to steer at all.

With Brad… she’d had to steer the whole damn thing.

She gripped the wheel a little tighter, eyes on the road.

She didn’t regret going. She just didn’t want to do it again.

The highway stretched dark and quiet ahead, headlights carving clean tunnels through the night. Kate kept the radio off, the only sound the low hum of tires and her own steady breathing.

Her mind drifted, not to Brad’s body or the bedroom or the polite way he’d followed every cue she gave, but to Ethan.

She thought about how attentive he was, protective, and how much she loved him. How he checked in, never demanding, never crowding, just a quiet “you okay?” or a hand at her waist that said I’m here without needing words. How he gave her space to roam, to explore, to come home late, while still carefully protective, present, but never possessive.

She knew, with absolute certainty, that when she walked through the door tonight he’d want her.

The uncomfortable part wasn’t that she didn’t want him. It was that she didn’t want to give him this—the leftover edge, the thin frustration, the version of herself that would be half-reaching and hoping he’d carry the rest.

She loved him too much to let that be what they shared tonight.

But she didn’t want to disappoint him either.

From the space between what she wanted and what she knew he wanted, a deliciously naughty idea emerged.



Kate stepped into the kitchen without breaking stride, keys set down neatly, jacket draped over the chair. She looked composed, hair still loose, makeup mostly intact, but there was a brightness and gleam in her eyes.

Ethan was waiting there, leaning against the counter in sweats and a soft T-shirt, bare feet on the tile. He straightened when he saw her, expectation flickering across his face before he could hide it. Hopeful. Ready.

She met his gaze,

“Hey,” she said, warm, easy.

She crossed the space between them without hurry, close enough that he could smell her perfume before she reached him. She leaned in and kissed him—soft, sure, familiar.

Ethan exhaled into it, hands settling at her waist by instinct, grounding himself in the feel of her there. He kissed her back the same way, steady and unguarded. Clearly this was the part of the night he’d been most waiting for.

When she pulled back, she stayed close, forehead resting briefly against his chest.

“I missed you,” he said softly.

She smiled, small and private.

“I know. Me too.”

He tilted his head toward the counter, “Drink?”

She smiled, the corner of her mouth lifting first. “For sure.”

Ethan moved past her to the cabinet, the familiar sounds following—glass on granite, the soft clink of ice, the measured pour. Kate headed for the couch, heels kicked off by the time she reached it, settling into the corner like she belonged there. She tucked one leg under herself, the other stretched out, watching him over the rim of the room.

He brought the glasses over a moment later, handed one to her before sitting next to her, close enough that their knees brushed. She took a sip, eyes still on him.

Ethan took a sip of his drink, eyes on her. “So…?”

The word was casual, but the question wasn’t. He leaned back slightly, giving her space to answer.

Kate didn’t rush it. She took her time with the drink, let the silence stretch just long enough to be noticeable. Then she exhaled, soft and deliberate.

“Well…”

She tipped her head back against the couch, eyes half-lidded, like she was replaying something vivid. A small, crooked smile tugged at her mouth.

“Wow.”

Ethan’s brows lifted before he could stop them. “Wow?,” he repeated, carefully neutral.

She glanced at him sideways, catching the reaction, and let the smile deepen—subtle, knowing.

“Yeah. Just… a lot.”

She shifted slightly, crossing one leg over the other, the movement slow, careful. As if she was dealing with some lingering discomfort.

Ethan watched her, alert now. Curious. The hope was still there, but it had changed shape—turned inward, edged with imagination.

“A lot how?” he asked, voice even.

Kate shrugged one shoulder, deliberately vague. “You know. Intense. Long… big.”

She took another sip, then added lightly, almost offhand, “I’m pretty sure I’m still going to feel it tomorrow.”

The words landed exactly where she wanted them to.

Ethan didn’t respond right away. He just looked at her—processing, recalibrating—desire shifting gears into something more edgy, more attentive.

Kate felt the familiar warmth bloom low in her belly.

It was working.

She leaned her head back again, eyes closing for just a second, like she was spent. Like she was done for the night.

Which, of course, was only half true.

Kate shifted closer without comment, curling into him. She tucked her head against his chest, cheek resting over his heart, her body fitting into the familiar hollow of him. Ethan’s arm came around her automatically, hand settling at her shoulder, thumb brushing slow, absent circles.

For a moment, she stayed there, still, content, breathing him in. The steady rise and fall of his chest. The warmth. Home.

She knew he wouldn’t stay still for long.

Sure enough, after a few quiet seconds, his fingers slid under her chin, tilting her face up toward his. Not demanding. Just asking.

She opened her eyes and met his gaze.

The kiss that followed wasn’t tentative. It wasn’t urgent either. It was warm, unguarded, familiar in the way only long love could be. She kissed him back fully, lips soft but sure, letting it deepen just enough to remind him that she was his. That she wanted him. Always.

His other hand tightened slightly at her back.

Kate stayed right where she was, letting the kiss linger, letting him feel the pull. She didn’t move to escalate it. Didn’t guide or redirect.

She simply waited.

Because she knew him.

And she knew what he wanted.

Ethan didn’t wait long.

The kiss deepened, more urgent—his mouth firmer now, tongue pressing, hands roaming with familiar confidence. One slid along her back, the other settling at her hip, pulling her closer as if by instinct alone. It was easy to let it happen. Easy to melt into the heat of him, into the way he knew her body.

Kate let it build for a few breaths more, just long enough for him to feel the shift, the promise.

Then she placed her hand flat against his chest.

Not a stop. A pause.

He slowed, forehead resting against hers, breath warm and uneven. She stayed close, didn’t pull away.

“Baby,” she said softly, apologetic and intimate. “I’m sorry. I just… don’t think I can tonight.”

His brows knit, concern flickering in before disappointment could even form.

She pressed a small kiss to the corner of his mouth. “I’m too sore.”

The effect was immediate.

His desire didn’t fade—it sharpened. She felt it in the way his chest lifted, in the tension that stayed coiled instead of releasing. His jaw tightened, just barely, like he was bracing against something that had nowhere to go.

“Oh,” he said. Just that.

She stayed close enough that he could still feel her warmth, her weight, the undeniable fact of her, while denying him the one thing he was primed for.

“I want to,” she added softly. Not apologetic. Honest enough to make it worse. “I just… can’t tonight.”

Ethan exhaled through his nose, slow, controlled. His hand stayed at her waist. He didn’t push. Didn’t pull away.

“It’s okay,” he said finally.

Ethan didn’t move right away.

He stayed frozen where he was, arm still around her, body unmistakably aroused beneath the calm he was forcing. After a moment, he huffed a quiet, disbelieving breath.

“I mean…” He shook his head once, a crooked half-smile tugging at his mouth. “Wow.”

Kate felt it—the curiosity blooming now that the door had been closed.

“Like,” he added, searching for the edge of it, “really?”

She didn’t answer right away.

Instead, she shifted slightly, settling more fully against his chest, fingertips idly tracing the seam of his shirt. As if she was deciding whether to say more.

“Yeah,” she said finally. Soft. Casual. Dangerous.

“I mean… the way he—”

She stopped there. Just stopped.

Ethan’s breath caught before he could help it.

“The way he what?” he asked, voice lower now, attention fully locked in.

Kate lifted her head just enough to glance up at him, eyes warm, unreadable, lips curved like she hadn’t decided yet whether to finish the thought.

“You sure you really want to know?” she asked quietly, eyes searching with feigned concern. She had shared details of her dates with him before, but she was acting as though these details might be too much for him.

Ethan didn’t hesitate. His arm tightened around her, just a fraction.

“Yes,” he said. Too fast. Then, softer, “Yeah. I do.”

She smiled to herself and settled back against him, cheek to his chest, voice drifting like she was recalling something half-formed.

“Well… we had a couple drinks at the casino. Not a lot. Just enough.”

She shrugged lightly. “He kept touching my leg and my back when he laughed. Like he couldn’t help it.”

Ethan’s breathing changed—subtle, but she felt it.

“He suggested going back to his place,” she went on. “I said yes. I was just drawn to him.”

Her fingers moved then, resting on his thigh, brushing just near enough to his cock to sense the heat and the hardness there. She didn’t look at it. She didn’t need to.

“When we walked in, he didn’t even bother with the lights,” she continued. “Just pulled me into him. Hard. Like he’d been holding back all night.”

Ethan swallowed.

“We were kissing on the couch,” she said, voice slower now, less certain. “And then, honestly I don’t remember exactly what happened. I just know the next thing I realized, we were in the bedroom.”

She gave his cock a gentle, deliberate stroke through the fabric of his sweats—not enough to satisfy, just enough to confirm.

“Enjoying this, are we?,” Kate teased, playfully. She gave him another, deliberate stroke through his sweats, feeling him harden further under her touch, and her tale.

Ethan sucked in a sharp breath, hips betraying him before he could stop them.

“Uh huh,” came Ethan’s low reply.

Kate tilted her head, lips brushing his collarbone as she finished, softly:

“He was… very thorough.”

She let that land.

And then she went quiet again, perfectly aware of what she’d just done.

Her hand slid higher, slipping under the waistband of his sweats. Ethan sucked in a sharp breath as her fingers found skin, wrapping around his bare cock—hot, thick, already slick at the tip. He lifted his hips instinctively, helping her tug the sweats and boxers down just enough to free him completely.

Kate stroked him slowly—firm, deliberate, thumb circling the head on every upstroke.

After a long moment, she spoke again—barely above a whisper.

“He took his time with me. Hands everywhere. Mouth everywhere. I didn’t even have to tell him what I wanted. He just… knew.”

Ethan made a low sound, half groan, half exhale. His hand slid up her back, fingers threading into her hair, not pulling, just holding.

Kate kept going, voice soft, almost dreamy.

“I came on his tongue. Twice. He didn’t stop until I was shaking.”

She felt him throb hard in her hand.

“Then he stood up… and he pulled it out.”

She paused, letting it hang.

“I was shocked. I mean… I’d felt him through his jeans, but seeing it? I didn’t know if I could handle it. So big. So thick. I could barely get my mouth around the head.”

Ethan groaned, hips lifting into her grip. His breathing had gone ragged, shallow against her hair.

Kate smiled against his chest, stroking him firmer now—slow, twisting pulls that made his thighs tense.

“I tried, though,” she murmured. “Took him as deep as I could. He just held my head. Firm. Like he knew I’d figure it out.”

Ethan’s cock jumped, leaking steadily, slicking her palm.

“He just… fucked my mouth,” she continued. “Slow at first… then deeper. I gagged a little. He liked that. Groaned so loud when I did.”

She squeezed the base, thumb pressing the underside.

“Then he flipped me over… pushed me face-down on the bed. No warning. Just took me.”

Her stroke tightened, pace quickening just a little. She knew Ethan was close.

“He was huge. I thought he’d split me in half when he thrust in. I could barely breathe. So deep, so thick, I thought I’d break.”

She drew on her memories of Jax—just the raw sensation: that overwhelming fullness, the burn of being stretched to her limits, the helpless gasp as her body had to surrender completely to take it all. The way it had hurt just enough to tip into ecstasy, every inch claiming her without mercy.

“I screamed into the pillow,” she whispered. “He didn’t slow down. Just fucked me harder. Deeper. Until I came again.”

Ethan’s hips bucked hard into her hand, breath ragged. Then his whole body locked—hips jerking once, hard, a choked sound ripping from his throat as he came. The first spurt shot up, landing warm and thick across his stomach and t-shirt, streaking high. The next pulses followed, spilling over her fingers in hot, messy ropes, coating her hand and dripping onto his skin.

His head fell back, eyes squeezed shut, shuddering through every wave until the last tremor faded.

Kate kept stroking—gentle now—milking him through it until he finally went limp against the couch, chest heaving.

She kissed his jaw, soft, affectionate.

Then she wiped her hand on his sweats with a small, wicked smile.

Ethan opened his eyes—dazed, wrecked, staring at her like she’d just rewritten gravity.

Kate leaned in, kissed him once—slow, sweet.

“Welcome back,” she murmured against his lips.

He laughed—breathless, disbelieving.

“Jesus, Kate.”

She smiled, settling back against his chest.

“You okay?” she asked, voice playful but soft.

He wrapped both arms around her, pulled her close.

“More than okay.”

She rested her head over his heart, listening to it hammer.

She took note.

The story had been a lie.

But his reaction was very real.


Chapter 9 - Better

Saturday night, date night. The little Italian place on Martin Street, the one they always came back to.

Kate slid into the booth across from Ethan, smoothing her dress as she did. He smiled at her and set his phone face-down. She noticed that. He always did that when he was really here, fully present.

Bread arrived. They ordered. Wine followed.

They talked about small things at first. His work, a movie they half-watched the night before, a friend’s ridiculous text, laughing easily, just enjoying being with each other. Ethan reached across the table at one point and caught her hand, thumb brushing her knuckle as if to anchor the moment.

Kate looked at him then, really looked.

Steady. Comfortable. Perfect.

The server came back to refill their glasses, and the moment loosened just enough to breathe again.

Ethan leaned back, exhaled, the kind of satisfied sigh that only came when his shoulders finally dropped.

“We needed this,” he said, glancing around the room. “Just… us.”

Kate smiled. “We did.”

Their food arrived, pasta steaming, cheese grated. They ate, traded bites without asking, laughed when Ethan stole a forkful off her plate and pretended not to.

Normal. Easy.

Then Ethan glanced up at her, casual but curious, like the thought had finally found its way to the surface.

“So,” he said lightly, swirling his wine, “how sore are you actually feeling tonight?”

Kate didn’t answer right away.

She just smiled into her glass.

She’d told him the truth the next morning—over coffee, with a small, guilty smile.

Admitted she’d made it up. The details. The soreness. All of it.

Brad had been fine.

And that was the problem.

Ethan had blinked, then laughed, more relieved than anything, and waved it off with an I figured something was up. The lie hadn’t been the point anyway.

What lingered wasn’t the lie, it was why she’d bothered to invent it.

“Tell me again,” he asked her now, “why the story time?”

Kate laughed softly, shaking her head. “You already know the answer to that.”

Ethan smiled, a little crooked. “I know the facts,” he said. “I’m asking about the motivation.”

She set her fork down, and considered him for a beat.

“I told you,” she said. “Brad was… fine. That was it. Fine doesn’t do much for me.”

She paused, then added, lighter, “And I didn’t want to bring that energy home and pretend it was something else.”

Ethan nodded slowly, absorbing it. “So you created the something else.”

“Yeah,” Kate said. A small smile. “I wanted to have fun with you. But I really was in no mood for more sex.”

He took a sip of wine, then glanced up at her, amused.

“And you figured lying to me and getting me off on the couch was the cleanest solution?”

She lifted one shoulder, with a sly smile, “You didn’t seem traumatized.”

He laughed, real and unguarded. “No. Definitely not.”

A quiet settled between them—not awkward, just thoughtful. The kind that meant they were circling something true without rushing it.

Ethan looked at her again, voice softer. “I guess what I’m trying to understand is… why that worked so well for both of us.”

Kate met his gaze. She didn’t dodge it this time.

“Well, maybe,” she said carefully, “sometimes I like being the one who decides. And sometimes you like not having to.”

Ethan didn’t answer right away.

He leaned back in the booth, eyes drifting to the window for a moment like he was buying time, turning the thought over carefully instead of grabbing at it. When he looked back at her, his expression was open—but a little exposed.

“Yeah,” he said finally, a quiet breath of a word. “I guess… that’s true.”

He gave a small, self-conscious smile and shook his head once. “I don’t know how to explain it without sounding like I’ve overthought it.”

Kate stayed silent. Let him have the space.

“I spend most of my life,” he went on, slower now, “making decisions. Managing things. Being the one who’s supposed to have a handle on everything.” He lifted his glass, turned it once between his fingers, then set it down untouched. “And with you, most of the time, I love that we’re equals. That we meet each other right in the middle.”

He paused, then added, more quietly, “But there’s something about… letting go of that. About knowing you’re the one choosing. Deciding. For both of us.”

Kate just watched, and listened.

“It does something to me,” he admitted. “Not because I want to own you or control you.”

He met her eyes, steady now.

“Really almost the opposite. Because I don’t have the control. Because I don’t get to decide where you’ll go, or what you’ll do, but I know you’ll still come back to me.”

He let out a short breath, half a laugh.

“It makes me want you even more. Makes me feel… alive.”

Kate watched him for a long beat, then nodded slowly.

“Yeah,” she said softly. “I think I get it.”

Kate took a small breath, eyes dropping to the table for a second before coming back to him.

“For me… it starts with you letting me be free,” she said simply.

“Not monitoring me, not managing me. Just… trusting me.”

Ethan nodded, quiet.

“But in those… moments,” she went on, a little softer now, “I don’t actually want to be in charge anymore either.” A faint, self-conscious smile. “I spend a lot of my life deciding things. Holding it together.”

She shrugged one shoulder. “Sometimes I just want to stop doing that.”

She traced the edge of her plate with her fingertip, then glanced up at him again.

“I like being able to give in. Not think so much. Not have to steer or explain myself.”

A beat.

“And I can only do that because I know who I’m coming back to.”

She met his eyes, steady now.

“Because of you, it’s safe to let go.”

Ethan let out a slow breath and nodded once. “Yeah,” he said quietly. “That actually… yeah. I get that.”

Kate smiled, small and relieved, and picked up her fork again — like they’d both just set something important down between them, and didn’t need to pick it apart any further.



Dessert menus landed between them with a soft thump. Tiramisu to share. Espresso they didn’t need but would order anyway.

Ethan glanced down at the list, then back up at her.

“So,” he said lightly, like it was just another course. “If not Brad… any other ideas?”

Kate hesitated, not performative, just honest. She shrugged. “I’ve thought about it. A little.”

“Anyone specific?” he asked, casual but alert now.

She took a sip of wine, then set the glass down carefully. “Do you remember that speaker at your brokers event in Phoenix last year?”

Ethan didn’t answer right away. His brows knit for half a second—then his eyes shifted, recognition clicking into place.

“…The black guy,” he said slowly.

Kate watched his face. She saw the spark. Subtle, but unmistakable.

“Yeah,” she said. “Him. He seemed really nice.”

Ethan leaned back slightly, letting out a quiet breath.

“Marcus Hale,” he said. “I didn’t realize you’d met him.”

“We didn’t really,” Kate said. “Not like that.” A small smile. “I was at the bar getting a drink. You were working the room. We just… noticed each other. He came over. Introduced himself.”

Ethan hummed, half a laugh. “You think he’s good looking?”

“Oh yeah,” she confirmed. “And he was confident. Smooth. Not inappropriate, but…”

Ethan glanced at her over the rim of his glass. “But?”

She shook her head. “No… I just… remember him. He seemed to really like me. That’s all.”

A beat passed. Not awkward. Charged.

Ethan set his glass down.

“Huh.” Then, after a second, “So you think he was interested?”

Kate tilted her head, considering. “Well, he certainly acted like it.”

Ethan smirked.

“Well, I have his number, but I can’t exactly just reach out and ask if he wants to fuck my wife.”

She laughed, genuine, a hand lifting briefly to her mouth.

“You never know. That might work.”

He shook his head, amused, then sobered just enough to ask, “Seriously, though?”

She met his eyes. “Yeah. I think he was.”

“And you?”

A small smile curved her mouth. “Oh… yes. Very.”

A thrill rushed through Ethan as it struck him how oddly exciting it was for his wife to be casually chatting with him about a man she’d like to fuck.

The server came back with the dessert and coffee, but Ethan barely noticed. His mind was on her. On the admission still hanging between them, on the way her voice had softened when she said “very,” like she was tasting the word.

He set his glass down slowly, thumb brushing the stem.

Marcus Hale.

Tall. Confident. Black. The kind of man who commanded rooms without trying. As a former professional athlete turned corporate wellness consultant, it was literally the man’s job.

The kind of man who’d look at Kate and see everything Ethan saw: the wildcat, the heat, the woman who could burn bright and still come home steady.

Ethan’s cock throbbed again—harder this time. He exhaled through his nose, slow, controlled, forcing his body to stay calm while his mind ran hot. His gaze stayed on her a moment longer, searching her face. Whatever he found there settled him.

He gave a small nod, almost to himself.

“Alright,” he said simply.

Kate raised an eyebrow. “Alright, what?”

He reached for his glass again, taking a measured sip, then set it down with intent.

“I’ll reach out to him. Just… see what’s what. If there’s even an opening there.”

Her smile was a bit like a kid’s at Christmas. Real. A little dangerous.

“Okay, great!”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself! We’ll take it one step at a time.”

She nodded. “That’s all I’m asking.”

They turned to their dessert and the moment eased back into the rhythm of the night, the unspoken thought lingered between them—quiet, electric, unresolved.

Marcus Hale.


Chapter 10 - Preparing Her

Ethan had reached out two days later—Monday afternoon—with a reason that was just plausible enough to pass without scrutiny. He asked about the executive conference center outside Phoenix—the one they’d toured after the broker’s event. Desert Ridge? Or was it the Boulders facility farther north? He framed it as something that had come up in a planning conversation, the kind of detail that made sense to check with someone who’d actually been there.

Marcus answered easily, filling in the name without hesitation, the exchange sliding into small talk as naturally as Ethan had hoped. Travel. Cities. The rhythm of work.

There was a pause—just long enough.

“Yeah, Phoenix was great,” Ethan said then, casual, almost offhand. “Kate and I were out at dinner this weekend, talking about how much we enjoyed that trip. I hadn’t realized you two had met.”

Another pause. Shorter this time.

“Had we?” Marcus said, mildly curious, not defensive.

Ethan smiled to himself. “Yeah. Blonde. Petite. She was probably wearing that gold wrap dress she likes to wear to those events. I think she said you met waiting at the bar.”

Silence stretched—then a low, surprised laugh.

“Oh,” Marcus said slowly. “Yes, I remember her.”

Ethan just waited.

“That was your wife?”

“Kate,” Ethan said easily. “Yeah.”

A beat passed. When Marcus spoke again, his tone had shifted—warmer, more engaged.

“Right,” he said. “It’s coming back now.”

Another pause. Then, amused, thoughtful:

“You’re a lucky man.”

Ethan felt the click of it—subtle, but real.

“Well I certainly think so,” he replied. Then, lightly, “She was saying how much she enjoyed meeting you.”

Silence again. This one wasn’t neutral.

“Well,” Marcus said at last, measured but pleased, “the pleasure was definitely mutual.”

Ethan let that sit before adding, “We’d both love to see you if you’re ever in the area,” hoping the word both would do some heavy lifting for him.

Marcus didn’t answer right away.

“Actually,” he said finally, “I’m scheduled to be in Atlanta next month. That’s not too far from you, is it?”

Ethan leaned back in his chair, phone warm in his hand.

“No,” he said. “Not far at all.”



The house felt different that evening—charged.

Kate was on the couch when Ethan came in, one leg tucked under her, phone idle in her hand. She looked up immediately.

“So?” she asked, not bothering to camouflage her interest. “You talked to him?”

Ethan smiled, bemused.

“Yeah,” he said, setting his keys down. “I talked to him.”

“And?” She sat up a little straighter. “What did you say? What did he say?”

He moved closer, perching on the arm of the couch instead of taking a seat.

“He remembered you.”

Her mouth curved before she could stop it. “He did?”

Ethan watched her reaction, and saw the way her eyes brightened, confidence surging.

“What else did you say?”

“Well, I didn’t come out and say anything obvious,” he went on. “Just… framed it as catching up. Talked about the Phoenix event. I mentioned you.”

She nodded. “And?”

“And when I said both of us would love to see him sometime,” Ethan said, “he didn’t ask me to clarify.”

Kate laughed softly. “That’s a good sign, right?”

“It is,” he agreed. “He said he’d be in Atlanta next month.”

That did it.

Kate leaned back against the cushions, exhaling slowly, like she’d been holding that breath without realizing it. “Wow.”

Ethan tilted his head. “Good wow?”

She met his eyes. No pretense now. “Very good wow.”

They sat with that for a second—letting it settle, letting it feel real.

“So,” she said finally, quieter but unmistakably excited, “you do think he picked up what you were putting down? I mean, he could think this is just business.”

Ethan shook his head, “No, I don’t think so. I think he got what I was hinting at.”

Kate smiled to herself, eyes drifting for a moment—not inward, but forward. Anticipatory.

“There was something about him,” she said. “When we talked. Like he knew exactly who he was.” She glanced back at Ethan. “I remember thinking that.”

Kate’s eyes drifted, and the flicker of a cloud crossed her face.

“You okay?”

“Yeah,” she said immediately. Then, softer, “I’m just… excited. And a little nervous.”

“About him?” Ethan asked.

She considered it.

“About us doing this on purpose,” she said. “Not just letting it happen.”

Ethan smiled. “I like that part.”

She searched his face. “You do?”

“Yeah,” he said simply. “Feels like we’re setting the hook together.”

That landed.

Kate’s smile widened—slow, deliberate.

“Okay then,” she said. “Then let’s see if he bites.”

Kate caught it in the quiet that followed—the way his attention lingered, the way his body hadn’t quite settled. It pleased her more than she expected, that shared spark, that he was already feeling the pull of what they were setting in motion together. She filed it away with a small, private smile, already thinking she’d owe him something too when this finally unfolded.



The St. Regis in Buckhead was exactly what they expected—quiet, efficient, expensive and discreet. Polished stone, low voices, no one rushing. And it was just a short drive from Marcus’ club, where they’d arranged to meet him.

The front desk offered an upgrade—larger corner suite, better light, more space. Three-fifty more. Ethan didn’t hesitate. He took it.

Kate checked the time on her phone, again, then slipped it back into her purse. She felt the clock now. She wanted a shower. Wanted to take her time putting herself together. Wanted to arrive to the evening feeling like her best self.

Their keys slid across the counter. Another quick look passed between them, that shared, conspiratorial smile they’d been trading all afternoon. Like they were skipping class together.

As they headed for the elevators, Kate felt the excitement, and the edge.



She slid the bathroom door open softly.

Her dress—a deep red somewhere between garnet and ruby—perfectly complemented her golden hair. At five-four and just over a hundred fifteen pounds, Kate maintained a petite, well-toned frame, and the fabric skimmed her curves with precision. The deep V-neckline framed her full C-cup breasts beautifully: inviting without ever crossing into exposure. From the softly gathered waist the skirt flowed light and fluid to mid-thigh, moving gracefully with every step she took.

The loose sleeves gave it ease, keeping the look elegant but unforced. From behind, the line was clean and smooth, the gentle cinch at her waist accentuating her hips and the length of her legs in heels without trying too hard.

On her feet, the shoes finished the picture perfectly. Deep garnet patent leather caught the light with every step, glossy and dark as wet wine, the sharp point of the toe elongating her already toned legs. The delicate ankle strap traced a clean line around her skin while the stiletto rose high and unapologetic behind her, the flash of red sole a private signal meant for anyone close enough to notice. The shoes were unmistakable: elegant, dangerous, and designed to be seen.

Her diamonds caught the light when she moved, white gold flashing at her wrists.

She didn’t look dressed up.

She looked weaponized.

Ethan looked up at her with a low, involuntary whistle.

“Well,” he said, voice rough with amusement, “that’s it. I’ve changed my mind. You’re mine tonight.”

She laughed, warm and easy, walking toward him.

“How about,” she said lightly, “I’m yours too?”

He smiled—but didn’t move closer. Not yet.

“Anyway, this is just drinks,” she added, softer now. “We don’t know where this goes.”

“Sure, I know,” he said, but he was thinking there wasn’t a man on the planet who wouldn’t want to bed this goddess. Then, after a beat, “Actually… on that note, I’ve got something for you.”

She raised an eyebrow as he reached into the bedside drawer and pulled out a small blue box and handed it to her.

Tiffany.

Her breath caught despite herself.

She opened it carefully.

White gold. Fine links. Pavé diamonds that caught the light without flashing. For half a second she assumed it was a bracelet—then her fingers stilled.

She looked up at him, something dawning in her expression.

“That’s not for my wrist,” she said quietly.

Ethan didn’t smile. He just shook his head slowly.

He took it from her, knelt, and fastened it around her right ankle. The chain settled against her skin—subtle, delicate, unmistakable once you knew what you were looking at.

She looked down at him, searching his face. “You weren’t kidding.”

“No,” he said quietly. “I told you we’d know when the moment felt right.”

She hesitated—considering. Then nodded.

“Well, it is pretty, and I suppose if there’s ever a right context,” she said, voice steady but eyes bright, “it’s tonight.”

He looked up at her from there. “Ready?”

She exhaled, a smile breaking through her nerves. “Sure.”

“Nervous?”

“Very.”

As he rose, his fingers traced a slow path up the smooth length of her leg, skimming the cool silk of her dress until his palm settled firmly on the curve of her ass, pulling her gently against him. He leaned in, nuzzling the warm hollow beneath her ear, breathing her in—perfume and skin and that faint, private heat that was only hers. She was so fucking perfect: every line, every breath, every inch of her tuned to devastate.

The thought flickered through him, soft and potent.

Another man would get to enjoy her tonight.

The realization twisted low in his gut, equal parts ache and heat.

He pressed one last kiss to the pulse at her throat.

“Don’t be,” he murmured against her skin. “Just be you. Just be Kat. And have fun.”

She took one last look in the mirror—at the woman staring back, composed and electric—and imagined Marcus’s reaction: eyes widening then narrowing with hunger as he drank in every detail she’d perfected to draw him close tonight. Heat curled low in response.

She slipped her hand into his, cool fingers curling around his warmth.

Her heels clicking against the floor, his pulse hammering in silence.


Chapter 11 - Measuring the Fit

Streetlights slid past the windows of the Uber in quiet succession, Buckhead polished and restrained at night. Ethan sat back, relaxed but alert, one arm resting easily along the seat, his eyes mostly on Kate.

She watched the city instead—glass, stone, valet stands—feeling the familiar mix of nerves and anticipation hum just under her skin.

Neither of them talked much.

There was no need to.

This wasn’t a drive filled with questions or last-minute recalibration. It felt decided already—not in outcome, but in intent.

When the car slowed and pulled up to the curb, a small, knowing smile passing between them.

“Ready?” he asked.

Kate inhaled, slow and steady, then nodded.

“Yeah,” she said. “Let’s go.”

The building itself didn’t announce anything.

No velvet ropes. No neon. Just a clean façade tucked between a high-end restaurant and a private fitness club, the kind of place you’d walk past a dozen times without ever wondering what was inside. If you didn’t know, you didn’t know.

Inside, the front room looked like any other upscale cocktail bar. Low ceiling. Dark wood. A nice bar running along one wall. A handful of well-dressed people talking quietly over drinks. Polished, pleasant, almost forgettable.

Marcus had said this was a private club. Ethan thought that perhaps this room wasn’t the point—but rather the filter.

They approached the hostess stand where two striking young women, likely mid-twenties, stood side by side. One brunette, sharp and elegant. The other a beautiful black woman with smooth, composed confidence. Both in simple black dresses that read professional, not decorative.

“Good evening,” the brunette said, smiling easily. “How may I help you?”

Ethan returned the smile. “We’re meeting Marcus Hale.”

There was a brief glance between the two women. A quick look down, then up—professional, assessing, not unfriendly.

The brunette smiled and stepped out from behind the stand. “Right this way.”

She led them along the side wall at an unhurried pace, her movement smooth, hips swaying just enough to read as confidence rather than invitation. The noise of the bar softened as they went.

A carpeted staircase rose ahead—quiet, discreet.

Kate went first. Ethan followed a step behind her as they climbed, hand on her hip, the room below fading with each measured step upward.

At the top, the hostess from downstairs slowed just enough to gesture left, her arm sweeping open in a smooth, practiced motion before she peeled away.

Another young woman was already waiting there. She smiled once, met their eyes, and stepped forward to guide them through the open doorway, a seamless handoff as they crossed into the room beyond.

Inside the private bar, the lighting dropped lower—warmer, honeyed, touched with gold. A backlit bar glowed at the far end of the room, rows of bottles illuminated like carefully curated artifacts rather than inventory.

The seating was plush and inviting. Gold velour. Deep ruby red. Chairs and low sofas gathered in small, intimate clusters around narrow tables, arranged for conversation, not crowds.

There were only a dozen or so people inside. Mostly men. A few women. Voices stayed low, overlapping in soft murmurs. Ice in glasses clinked gently.

They were guided towards three black men standing at the bar at the far end of the room—a short walk, but long enough that Kate became aware of every step she took.

Her pulse picked up as they moved, the soft carpet quiet underfoot, the low light catching the red of her dress and the faint glint at her ankle. She was acutely aware of herself in motion—of Ethan at her side, of the way the room seemed to subtly reorient as they passed.

Heads turned. Not abruptly. Not rudely.

A pause in conversation here. A glance held a beat longer there. Men looked up, then looked again—measured, appreciative, curious.

Her heart thudded, steady and loud in her ears.

She kept her pace even, her posture relaxed, letting the moment stretch instead of rushing through it. If this was her entrance, she wasn’t going to waste it.

Marcus Hale turned as they approached, mid-conversation, a glass in his hand. The change in his face was immediate—recognition first, then pleasure, then something brighter that lingered.

He was tall, mid-forties, lean and athletic in a way that hadn’t softened with time. The lines of him made sense once you knew he’d been a Division I soccer player: long limbs, relaxed balance, a body that still knew exactly where it was in space. His hair was short, clean, framing a handsome face of a rich, brown complexion that complemented his bright, winning smile—one that arrived quickly and put people at ease. He wore a crisp royal blue dress shirt, subtle detailing at the collar and buttons catching the light, dark slacks tailored close, a gold watch resting heavy and confident at his wrist. Standing a good foot taller than Kate—and a several inches taller than Ethan—he looked solid, and unmistakably comfortable.

“Ethan!,” he beamed, stepping forward with an easy smile, extending his hand. The shake was firm, relaxed. Familiar without being presumptive. “Great to see you.”

Then his attention shifted.

“And Kate.”

He said her name like he’d been waiting to use it. Not rushing. Not lingering too long either—but long enough that she felt fully seen. He leaned back just a fraction, as if to take her in properly, eyes traveling with polite appreciation from her face to the line of her dress… and then, lower.

His gaze caught on her anklet.

Only for a beat.

Then his eyes returned to hers, smile widening, controlled but unmistakably pleased. “It’s so nice to see you again.”

He opened his arms, inviting a polite welcome hug.

Kate felt her pulse jump. She smiled back, warm, steady. “You too.”

Kate leaned into the space he offered. It was the kind of hug meant for rooms like this. Brief, polished, and entirely appropriate. His hand rested lightly at the small of her back, hers at his shoulder. Close enough to register warmth. Far enough to pass without comment. Kate caught his scent: clean, unmistakably masculine. Sandalwood, she thought.

They both held the hug for just a beat longer than necessary.

Not enough to be noticed. Just enough to be enjoyed.

Marcus pulled back first, his hand leaving her back reluctantly but cleanly, eyes meeting hers again with that same composed smile. Kate felt the echo of the contact linger, already feeling a shared and unspoken spark.

Ethan saw it all. The ease of it. Their mutual interest and enjoyment carefully kept inside the lines.

Marcus turned to introduce Kate and Ethan to his friends, Andre and Mike, both well-dressed, composed, unmistakably comfortable in rooms like this. Names were exchanged, hands shaken. Polite. Efficient.

Andre’s eyes lingered on Kate. Mike’s too. Not leering or rude. Just taking her in with the same unhurried appreciation Marcus had.

Kate felt her pulse jump as she shook their hands in turn, aware now of being fully seen. Their gazes moved over her, then to Ethan, then back again, as if placing the two of them and Marcus into the same subtle equation.

She shifted her weight slightly, suddenly very aware of herself.

The thought came fast and unfiltered.

They know! They’re thinking I’m the white wife who fucks.

Heat bloomed low in her belly—nerves, thrill, a flash of self-consciousness that burned off almost immediately. She decided to just own it.

So she lifted her chin and locked eyes with Andre first, then Mike—slow, steady, almost brazen, returning their gaze just long enough to say yes, that’s exactly right.

In her head the thought sharpened to a fine, wicked point: Look all you want. Your friend gets to fuck me tonight, and you both know it.

The corner of her mouth curved—just a flicker, private and devastating.

Andre’s gaze darkened a fraction, a faint, knowing glint answering hers. Mike’s eyes narrowed just enough—amused, appreciative, the spark returned in kind. Neither blinked first. The understanding passed between the three of them in perfect silence, electric and sealed.

Ethan stood beside her, calm, smiling politely, completely unaware of the current that had just arced across the small circle.

Marcus glanced back toward the bar, then toward his companions, offering an easy smile.

“Excuse us, gents.”

Polite nods as they peeled away naturally. Conversation resumed behind them in low murmurs while Marcus gestured deeper into the room, his hand brushing the small of Kate’s back—light, guiding, proprietary.

The reserved table sat in a pocket of warm light—low, round, intimate. Gold velour on one side, ruby red on the other. Marcus took one of the gold chairs, Ethan one of the red, and Kate settled between them.

She smoothed her dress as she sat, then crossed her legs, her body open toward him. Her foot rested angled inward, the delicate chain circling her ankle, coming to rest just shy of his knee.

A cocktail waitress appeared almost immediately, poised and unhurried, “Cocktails?”

“Scotch,” Kate said. “Neat.”

“Bourbon,” Ethan added. “On the rocks.”

“Vodka Martini,” Marcus said. “Up.”

The waitress nodded and disappeared.

For a few moments, the three of them just settled in—low music, murmured conversations around them, the soft glow of the bar reflecting in glass.

“Glad you made it over easily,” Marcus said. “Traffic here can be unpredictable.”

“No trouble at all,” Ethan replied. “We’re close by. The St. Regis.”

Kate smiled. “It’s a great spot.”

Marcus nodded. “I end up in Atlanta a lot. Events. Clients.” He glanced at Ethan. “You?”

“Not often,” Ethan said. “This was more of a… opportunistic trip.” A beat. “Kate wanted to do some shopping.”

Marcus’s smile was easy, but there was something knowing in it. “Makes sense.”

The drinks arrived. Glasses touched the table softly.

Marcus lifted his glass—not high, just enough to gather them.

“To good timing,” he said easily, eyes moving from Ethan to Kate.

A brief pause. A small smile.

“…and to company that makes the night more interesting than it was ten minutes ago.”

Glasses touched, they all drank, and Kate welcomed the heat of the scotch and the liquid courage.

Marcus’s attention shifted—subtly but decisively—toward Kate.

“So,” he said, tone warm, curious. “What do you do, Kate?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Oh I’m spoiled,” she said lightly. “Retired. I just take care of us.”

His eyes lingered this time—tracking the line of her dress, the way she held herself, the confidence in the answer.

“Yes,” he said, smiling. “I can see that.”

Kate lifted her glass and held his gaze as she drank—unhurried, unapologetic.

Ethan was pleased with how the evening was going.

Admittedly a bit strange, when he let himself name it plainly.

Sitting here, actively hoping that a man he’d only ever known in conference rooms and green rooms would want to fuck his wife.

Would see her the way Ethan saw her. Would handle this moment without forcing it, without making it crude or awkward or small.

And Marcus was doing exactly that.

Nothing rushed. Nothing sloppy. Just an ease that made the whole thing feel comfortable.

We picked the right guy, Ethan thought, as the conversation continued.

He watched Kate with fascination. The way her body had angled toward Marcus. The way she repeatedly adjusted her hair, the way she lightly touched Marcus’s arm when she laughed at something funny he’d said, and the way her attention kept drifting back to him, even when Ethan spoke. Not dismissive—just magnetized.

There it was: the small twist in Ethan’s chest. Jealousy, yes—but threaded with something hotter. Pride. Anticipation. The charged pleasure of watching her be wanted and knowing she was still his.

Marcus met her gaze again, said something low and easy that made her smile—really smile—and Ethan felt the room tilt just a degree further.

That was his cue.

Ethan set his glass down, casual, unhurried. “Restoom,” he said easily, already half-rising.

Marcus glanced up, nodding without missing a beat. “Just outside to the left.”

Kate looked at Ethan then—just for a moment. Something passed between them. A knowing look. Permission. Trust.

Ethan returned it with a small, private smile.

As he walked away, he felt it clearly: he wasn’t leaving the moment.

He was giving it oxygen.

Marcus watched Ethan stand and walk away, unhurried, deliberate. Not an accident. Not nerves.

A choice.

That settled it.

He’d suspected as much the moment Ethan’s voice had shifted on the phone—guarded, friendly, carrying just enough implication to make the shape of the call clear without naming it. This wasn’t business. Not really. This was a couple testing the water, seeing whether the man on the other end knew how to swim without thrashing.

And yes—he had definitely remembered Kate.

Not just the way she looked in Phoenix, though that had been striking enough. It was the way she’d reacted when he’d introduced himself in the bar line. The quick flash of obvious interest before she’d smoothed it away. The polite warmth layered over something restless. A proper wife with a barely contained energy beneath the surface—something very familiar to him.

They’d parted cleanly that night. Cordial. Appropriate.

But this woman, sitting across from him now, was not contained.

Marcus had spotted it immediately. The confidence in the way she held her glass. The ease of her smile. The anklet—subtle, but intentional and unmistakable when you knew what you were looking at. The way her attention didn’t flicker or retreat now that Ethan had stepped away, but stayed right where it was.

She’s chosen this, he thought. And she knows exactly where she is.

He also noted Ethan’s role with quiet approval. He hadn’t hovered. Hadn’t postured. Hadn’t forced the moment or fled from it. He’d created space and trusted it to hold.

Marcus respected that.

He shifted slightly in his seat, getting closer to Kate. Just enough to increase the current between them.

Marcus let the quiet stretch just long enough to feel intentional. Then, casually, like it was a question he asked all the time:

“Have you done this before?“, his deep voice low and luxurious.

Kate laughed before she meant to—soft, reflexive.

“This?” she said. “What do you mean?”

He didn’t smile wider. Didn’t retreat either. Just held her gaze.

“You know what I mean.”

She took a sip of her drink, buying herself a second.

“I mean,” she said lightly, smiling, “we’re just here shopping.”

“Uh huh, shopping.” Marcus replied, amused. The words landed gently, but carried weight.

They shared a look. A quiet understanding. The heat of their private connection, of shared attraction, building. Kate felt her pulse pick up.

She smiled then, more openly. “Do you?”

Marcus lifted an eyebrow. “Do I what?”

Kate met his eyes, no longer pretending she didn’t know what they were talking about.

“Do this. A lot?”

Marcus leaned back slightly, considering her.

“Enough to recognize you,” he said. “And enough to know when someone’s new to it.”

Kate felt the words settle—exposing without being unkind.

“And?” she asked.

“And,” he said, smile returning, “New doesn’t mean unsure,” he said. “It just means you’re open.”

The distance between them felt suddenly smaller.

He smiled—leaned in closer.

“You don’t have to have it all figured out yet.”

Ethan slowed as he re-entered the room.

He spotted the shift right away—not laughter, not polite ease. Kate and Marcus leaning toward each other, heads close, voices low. Their faces were a bit serious now, intent, like something had dropped away between them. No performance. No surface charm.

Kate wasn’t smiling.

She was listening.

And Marcus wasn’t entertaining her—he was speaking to her, steady and unhurried, like he already knew he had her attention.

Ethan felt it land in his chest, that sharp, electric recognition.

Kate looked up when she saw Ethan approaching and her face softened, a genuine smile appearing—warm, familiar, grounding the moment.

But then she turned back to Marcus, and her hand settled on his forearm. It stayed.

He kept walking toward the table, pulse ticking louder with every step. This wasn’t flirtation. Wasn’t curiosity.

It was connection—quiet, already rooted, already claiming space.

He reached them and slid into his seat. The moment settled around him without a word.

Kate’s hand remained on Marcus’s forearm. Her thumb traced the smallest circle against his skin, almost invisible. A yes only she and Marcus would know was there.

Ethan glanced down.

His wife’s delicate white fingers, slender and manicured, rested against the thick, corded muscle of Marcus’s dark forearm. The diamond on her wedding ring caught the low light and glittered, sharp and cold and bright. A perfect, unmistakable symbol of vows still technically intact.

“So,” he said, voice low, easy, “you folks… have done this before?”

Kate and Ethan glanced at each other—quick, wordless. A small nod passed between them.

“Yes,” Ethan said.

Marcus smiled, small and approving. “Do you have much experience?”

Ethan exhaled lightly, “It’s new for us. Not for her. Well, no, I mean… before we married.”

Marcus’s gaze shifted to Kate—measured, interested, already understanding.

“Got it,” he said, the corner of his mouth lifting. “That’s usually how it goes.”

He leaned back slightly, relaxed now.

“I’ve noticed there tend to be two kinds of women who end up here. The ones who never really got to explore… and the ones who did, before they decided to settle down.”

His eyes stayed on Kate.

“The second group tends to know exactly what they want.”

Kate felt the warmth rise, a tiny bit embarrassed, but not ashamed. She met his gaze without flinching.

“Yes, we do.” she said simply.

Marcus smiled, unmistakably pleased. “Good. That’s my favorite kind.”

Marcus gently extracted his arm from Kate’s touch as he took a slow sip of his martini, then set it down.

“And what have you experienced in the lifestyle?”

Ethan almost answered, but he was enjoying watching Kate open up to Marcus, so he just waited, silently.

Kate blinked. “The lifestyle?”

“Yes,” Marcus said patiently. “You know… this sort of thing. Other men. Besides your husband.”

Kate laughed softly, surprised. “I didn’t know it was a whole category—with its own name.”

Marcus nodded. “Well it is.”

She tilted her head, curiosity sharpening. “So you’re… in ‘the lifestyle’?”

Marcus met her gaze directly. “Uh huh.”

He leaned forward slightly, elbows on his knees, voice dropping to match the intimacy of the moment.

“Look, everyone does this differently,” Marcus said easily. “I just like to know where the edges are. Any boundaries I should be aware of?”

Kate answered before Ethan could open his mouth.

“No,” she said simply. “We’re pretty open.”

Ethan felt her words in his gut. He opened his mouth, then closed it again. He was enjoying watching Kate—her confidence, her ease, the way she leaned into the moment without apology. But the words “pretty open” tugged at something practical inside him.

Ethan cleared his throat, “Well, condoms, of course.”

There it was. Plain. Practical. A necessary boundary stated without apology.

Kate met Ethan’s eyes, then looked at Marcus with a brief, rueful smile—faintly resigned, as if accepting what she wasn’t going to argue.

Marcus caught her look.

He nodded once, unbothered. “Fair.”

He took a slow sip of his martini, then set the glass down.

“For what it’s worth, I get tested regularly.” A beat. “Most people I spend time with do.” He reached for his phone, already unlocking it. “I keep results handy.”

He turned the screen toward them—clean, dated, unambiguous.

Kate glanced at it briefly, then passed it to Ethan without comment, as if the logistics bored her compared to the moment itself.

Ethan studied the screen longer than she had, realizing that the moment was moving faster than he could process his racing thoughts.

He handed the phone back. “Thanks,” he said. “Good to know.”

Marcus nodded once—respectful, unhurried. “Of course.”

Marcus smiled—satisfied—and leaned back.

“Well there you go.” his eyes surveying Kate, perhaps for the first time thinking solely about what he was going to enjoy with her.

He lifted his glass again, this time just to Kate.

“To good decisions.”

She raised hers in return, eyes locked on his.

“To good decisions.”

They drank.

The shift was unmistakable. Whatever ambiguity had lingered was gone. The air between them felt clean, focused—less like possibility, more like inevitability.

Marcus set his glass down first.

“Before we go further,” he said lightly, as if suggesting another drink, “I like to make sure the chemistry we think is there… actually is.”

He didn’t move yet. Didn’t reach. He just looked at her—giving her the space to decide.

Kate felt the room fall away. The low hum of voices, the bar behind them, even Ethan at her side—all of it dimmed at the edges as she leaned in towards him, almost imperceptibly.

“Good idea,” she said simply.

Marcus leaned in towards her and closed the distance at her pace, not rushing, not testing. Their mouths met in a kiss that was unhurried and sensual—curious rather than consuming. His hand settled on her knee, warm, steady, the touch confident without being possessive.

Kate didn’t care who might be watching.

She was aware only of Marcus—the way his attention held her, the calm confidence of his presence, the heat building where his hand rested, and in her center.

Across the table, Ethan felt a sudden, dizzy flash of self-consciousness. The sharp awareness of the room beyond them. The men at nearby tables. The possibility of eyes turning, of someone witnessing the kiss and understanding exactly what it meant.

This is happening. Here.

His pulse kicked, a reflexive urge to scan the room, to measure how visible they were, how far this moment extended beyond the three of them.

But he stopped himself. He just watched them kiss. Let the fear crest and pass.

Because Kate hadn’t hesitated. Because Marcus hadn’t rushed. Because this—being seen, exposed, and choosing it anyway—was part of what he’d said yes to.

When Marcus pulled back, it was with a look that said everything he needed to say.

“Well,” he murmured, eyes still on Kate, “that answers that.”

Kate’s smile was slow, broad, unmistakable.

“Yeah,” she said softly. “It definitely does.”

The air between them was crackling now—charged, clear, decided.

And all three of them knew exactly what that meant.

“Well,” Marcus said easily, voice low, eyes still locked on Kate’s, “what do you say we get out of here?”

Kate didn’t answer right away.

Her gaze never left his.

A slow smile curved her mouth—soft, certain, private.

“Yeah,” she said quietly, “I’d like that.”


Chapter 12 - Exactly That

The black SUV glided through Buckhead’s polished streets, streetlights sliding across the tinted windows in slow, golden streaks.

Kate sat between the men on the wide bench seat, the steady motion of the vehicle rocking her in the space they all shared. With each turn and gentle sway, she felt held there, desired, protected, and cradled by their nearness as if it were the most natural arrangement in the world. No one spoke much; the low thrum of the engine and the faint bass bleeding from the sound system filled the quiet, but the silence between the three of them felt alive and electric.

Kate felt Marcus turn toward her. His shoulder nudged hers, a small, intentional contact, and when she tilted her face up, he leaned in, confidently claiming a kiss without asking for permission he already knew he had. Her lips parted for him, soft and eager, a small sound of pure want slipping into his mouth as his tongue found hers.

Without breaking the kiss, Kate reached blindly to her right. Her fingers found Ethan’s hand resting on the leather seat and closed around it, squeezing once—firm, grounding, a silent tether: I’m here. You’re here. This is ours. She didn’t open her eyes, didn’t pull away from Marcus’s deepening kiss, but the message landed clean and clear.

The squeeze of her fingers sent a jolt straight through Ethan—simultaneous belonging and exquisite exclusion twisting together in his chest. His cock thickened against the fly of his slacks before his brain could even name the feeling: pride, yes, but threaded with a sharper, hungrier ache he hadn’t expected to feel so soon, so fiercely. He didn’t pull his hand away. He just watched them kiss, and turned his palm up instead, lacing their fingers together.

Marcus’s hand settled high on Kate’s thigh, slowly stroking the soft, bare skin of her inner thigh under her dress. She parted her legs instinctively for him as the sensation washed through her, nipples already tight and aching beneath the thin ruby fabric of her dress. The kiss turned hungrier, wetter; she drew his tongue in with a soft, deliberate pull.

The SUV slowed, tires whispering over the hotel’s circular drive. Reality pressed back in—cool night air, the click of the doors unlocking—but the heat between them didn’t dissipate. It simply coiled tighter.

They all stepped out into the crisp night. Kate threaded her arm through Marcus’s without hesitation, her body angled toward him as naturally as breathing. Ethan followed half a step behind, pulse loud in his ears, giving them the space they both wanted—and burning to know exactly what else they would choose to do with it.

The hotel lobby glowed with quiet luxury—marble floors reflecting soft amber light, the faint scent of citrus and polished leather hanging in the air. Kate’s arm stayed looped through Marcus’s as they crossed the space together, her body angled toward him like a compass needle finding true north, heels clicking in soft, confident rhythm against the stone.

As they crossed the lobby, Ethan felt it before he fully saw it—the slight hitch in the bellman’s smile, the way his eyes slid past Ethan and settled where the energy was.

Ethan’s stomach tightened. A hot, prickling awareness crept up his spine.

This is visible, he realized. Legible.

He imagined what it must look like from the outside and felt the rush hit all at once: exposure, heat, a sharp edge of self-consciousness that tipped immediately into arousal.

They know, his body told him, even if no one had said a word. And you chose this.

Part of him wanted to shrink, to fade into the background and pretend he wasn’t burning with the need to watch every second of this. Another part—the louder part now—felt the opposite: pot committed, pulse hammering, cock already half-hard against his thigh because seeing her claim that attention, seeing her own it without apology, was doing something irreversible to him.

Near the bank of elevators, Ethan slowed. Kate felt the subtle change in the air, the slight tug of space opening between them. She turned her head just enough to catch his eye.

“I’m going to grab a nightcap,” he said, voice low and steady, the casual words carrying layers she could read like braille. “You two go on up.”

She searched his face, finding no hesitation, no shadow of doubt, only that bright, hungry certainty she loved so much. She nodded once, small and sure, letting him see everything in her eyes: trust, love, and raw anticipation.

“Have fun,” he said, the two words simple, devastating, perfect.

Kate stepped to Ethan without letting go of Marcus, leaned in and brushed a soft kiss against his mouth—brief, tender, tasting faintly of scotch and shared secrets. Then she turned fully back to Marcus, his hand settling lower at the small of her back. When the elevator doors opened with a quiet chime, they stepped inside without looking back, her dress catching the light as she moved deeper into the car. As the doors slid shut, the last thing Ethan saw was Kate looking up at Marcus, smiling—already with him.



The elevator doors parted with a soft chime, releasing them into the hush of the top floor. The corridor was quiet, carpeted, softly glowing. Kate felt her pulse high in her throat as she walked, Marcus close behind her.

She swiped the keycard. The lock released with a muted click and the door swung open, letting a wash of warm air spill out over her flushed skin. She’d turned the heat up before she and Ethan had left—Kate hated the cold, especially when clothes were going to come off—and the suite greeted them now with that soft, enveloping warmth, scented faintly with clean linens and polished wood.

They stepped inside together. The door closed behind them with a low, cushioned thud, sealing the hallway and the rest of the world quietly away.

The suite had wide windows framing the glittering city, a plush sectional in the living area, the faint glow of bedside lamps already lit in the bedroom beyond. Neither of them paused to take it in. None of it mattered.

She turned to him in the entry hall, decisive, rising onto her toes as her arms slid around Marcus’s neck. Their mouths met again, harder this time, less exploratory and more urgent—teeth grazing lips, tongues sliding deep, a low hungry sound rising from her throat as she pressed her body flush against his.

His hands moved over her back, tracing the curve of her waist and the gentle flare of her hips, drawing her closer until there was no space left to wonder about. Their kiss deepened, slower and heavier now, until she broke it just long enough to murmur against his mouth, her voice low and sure.

“I’ve been thinking about this since the moment I met you.”

Marcus’s smile was unhurried, satisfied. “Then let’s stop thinking.”

They didn’t rush. Still close, still touching, they moved together through the entry hall and into the living room, the space opening around them as if it had been designed for exactly this. The sofa sat to one side, the lights low, the warmth of the suite wrapping them both as Marcus guided her gently to the right, through the open double doors toward the bedroom beyond.

The bed waited there wide and inviting, framed by soft light. They reached it without breaking stride, knees brushing the edge of the mattress as Marcus drew her back into him. His mouth found hers again, unhurried and intent, the kiss carrying them forward naturally.

After a long, liquid minute she broke the kiss just enough to draw breath, then turned in his arms with graceful decisiveness. She gathered her long blonde waves in both hands, lifting them away from her neck and letting them fall over one shoulder. She dipped her chin slightly, exposing the vulnerable line of her nape and the hidden zipper at the back of her dress—a quiet, unmistakable invitation.

“Do you mind?” Kate asked.

Marcus’s fingers found the tiny pull without hesitation. The zipper parted with a soft, metallic whisper, tooth by tooth, cool air kissing the newly bared skin of her spine as he dragged it all the way down to the small of her back. Kate shrugged first one shoulder, then the other; the silk bodice slipped free with a slow, sensual glide, pooling at her elbows before she let it fall entirely, the fabric whispering down her body to puddle at her feet in a crimson heap.

She stepped free without looking down, standing before him in only her red lace panties, her heels still on, and the delicate anklet that caught the low lamplight with every small shift of her weight.

Marcus looked at her openly, appreciatively, dark eyes tracing the flushed swell of her breasts, the taut line of her stomach, then lifting, meeting her gaze again, as if he didn’t want to miss that part of her either.

“You are truly a beautiful woman, Kate,” he said quietly, the words carrying a note of genuine wonder rather than polish. A faint shake of his head followed, almost disbelieving. “I’m half convinced I’m going to wake up any second.”

She smiled at that—warm, a little crooked—the compliment buzzing low in her chest.

“Well, that’s two of us then.”

That earned a soft huff of laughter from him, the tension in his shoulders easing as if the moment had just become real enough to touch.

He shed his own clothes with the same calm efficiency: shirt unbuttoned and shrugged off to reveal the muscular, sculpted planes of his chest and shoulders; belt unbuckled, slacks kicked aside until only black boxer briefs remained, the unmistakable strain against the fabric impossible to miss.

They stood for a heartbeat, inches apart, breathing each other in—before she closed the distance again, palms sliding up his bare chest as their mouths met once more, slower this time, savoring.

They didn’t lay on the bed right away. Instead, they sat on its edge, close enough that her knee brushed his thigh as he reached for her foot and drew it gently into his lap. He took his time with the ankle strap, fingers unfastening it with unhurried care before easing the heel from her foot, setting it aside as if it mattered. Then the other—same slow attention, his thumb grazing her anklet, pausing just long enough over the fine chain before letting the shoe slip free.

Only then did he guide her back, one steady hand at the small of her back. The mattress dipped softly as she sank into the cool, crisp sheets, blonde hair fanning across the pillow in a bright spill. He settled beside her, propped on one elbow so he could keep his eyes on her face. The shift drew them closer, skin brushing skin, heat radiating between them, and she felt the solid weight of his thigh slide over hers, pinning her gently, possessively.

She reached up, tracing the strong line of his jaw with her fingertips, marveling at the contrast of his rich brown skin against her paler hand, the way his pulse beat steady and visible at the base of his throat. Kate’s breath came shallow and quick as she let her gaze travel down the powerful planes of his chest, past the taut ridges of his abdomen, to where the thick ridge of him strained against black fabric, promising everything she’d been silently craving since the moment she’d first seen that winning smile and hard body in Phoenix.

Marcus leaned in again, capturing her mouth in a slower, deeper kiss—less urgent now, more savoring—as his free hand drifted up her side, thumb brushing the underside of her breast before cupping it fully, rolling her nipple between smooth fingers until she arched and whimpered softly into his mouth. The sound seemed to please him; she felt the subtle curve of his smile against her lips, felt the answering flex of his thigh between hers, pressing just enough to grind the damp lace of her panties against her swollen clit.

Marcus’s mouth continued its slow, deliberate path downward, lips brushing the flushed skin just below her breasts, then lower still, tracing the delicate curve of her ribs, the soft dip of her navel. He paused at the lace edge, nose grazing the damp fabric, inhaling deeply, taking in the sharp, intimate scent of her arousal like it was something precious. A low, appreciative hum vibrated from his throat straight into her core, making her clit throb in response.

Marcus hooked two thick fingers under the waistband of her panties and tugged the red lace down her thighs with unhurried care, Kate’s hips lifting off the bed in silent plea. He peeled them slowly away until she was bare beneath him, glistening and open.

He laid down and settled between her legs, broad shoulders and strong hands spreading her thighs wider, and for a long moment he simply looked—dark eyes drinking in the sight of her flushed, slick pussy, the neatly trimmed narrow landing strip of dark blonde hair arrowing down to where her lips parted slightly, swollen and begging.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, voice rough with want, before he lowered his head and dragged the flat of his tongue along her slit in one slow, savoring stroke.

Kate’s back bowed off the mattress as the wet heat of his mouth enveloped her. He took his time—lapping at her entrance, circling her clit with firm, patient pressure, then sucking gently until her thighs trembled around his ears. Every flick and swirl felt deliberate, masterful; he read her body like he’d studied it for years, adjusting his rhythm the moment her hips began to chase his tongue, drawing out the pleasure until she was drenched and shaking, small desperate sounds spilling from her lips with every breath.

He knew exactly when to ease off, when to press harder—sucking her clit gently between his lips while two thick fingers slid inside her, curling upward to stroke that sensitive patch that made her vision spark white. The combination—his tongue circling relentlessly, fingers pumping slow and deep—pushed her over the edge in a sudden, shuddering rush. Kate’s soft thighs clamped around his ears as the small, bright orgasm bloomed low in her belly, pulsing through her clit in sweet, fluttering waves that left her gasping, grinding against his mouth, toes curling against the sheets.

When the aftershocks ebbed, she tugged weakly at his shoulders, too sensitive now, clit throbbing with that exquisite post-climax ache.

Marcus lifted his head slowly, lips and chin glistening with her arousal, eyes locked on hers with quiet satisfaction as he crawled back up her body, the heat of his body radiating down like a promise. He lowered his head and kissed her deeply—slow, tasting, letting her taste herself on his tongue again while his hips settled between her spread thighs, the rigid length of his cock brushing her slick folds in a teasing glide that made her gasp into his mouth.

Kate’s hand slipped between his legs, fingers wrapping around his cock, marveling at the sheer thickness, the way her thumb and fingers couldn’t quite meet, the velvet heat and rigid pulse that made her inner walls flutter with anticipation. She stroked him slowly from base to tip, feeling every vein, every subtle throb, her breath catching at how perfectly he filled her palm—long enough to promise deep penetration, thick enough to deliver the stretching ache she’d craved for years.

The need to taste him surged through her, sharp and greedy. She squirmed beneath him, hips shifting, scooting down the bed inch by inch until her head rested lower on the pillow, blonde hair fanning out in disarray. Marcus understood immediately; a low, approving sound rumbled from his chest as he rose higher on his knees, shifting forward until his cock hovered just above her lips—thick, glistening, beautifully presented for her worship.

Kate’s hands slid up the backs of his powerful thighs to grip the firm curves of his ass, pulling him down gently but insistently. She opened her mouth and took him in—slowly, deliberately—lips stretching wide around the head, tongue swirling as she drew him deeper, deeper, until the blunt crown nudged the back of her throat and her eyes watered with the delicious effort.

She wanted to please him, needed him to feel every ounce of her hunger; she sucked with reverent pressure, hands kneading his ass in rhythm with the slow bob of her head, moaning softly around his girth so he could feel the vibration all the way to his spine.

Marcus groaned above her, hips rocking in the smallest, controlled thrusts, letting her set the pace while his fingers threaded gently into her hair—not guiding, just anchoring—as though he understood exactly how much this moment meant to her: not just the act, but the freedom to give herself to it completely.

Kate moved her left hand to cup the heavy weight of his balls—warm, full, drawn tight against his body—rolling them gently in her palm while her right stroked the thick base she couldn’t quite get her mouth around. The dual sensation drew a deeper, rougher groan from Marcus; she felt the subtle tremor ripple through his thighs, felt his sac tighten further under her careful touch as though every gentle tug and caress pulled more pleasure from him. She hummed low around his shaft again, the vibration traveling straight up his length, and let her tongue press flat against the underside on the next slow withdrawal—dragging wet and deliberate—before plunging back down, taking him as deep as her throat would allow until tears of delicious strain pricked the corners of her eyes.

The act felt sacred in its rawness: her mouth stretched wide, jaw aching sweetly, throat working to accommodate his girth while her fingers cradled and teased the most vulnerable part of him. She poured every ounce of her gratitude and hunger into it—gratitude for the way he let her lead, for the way Ethan had given her this freedom, for the fierce certainty that every moan she pulled from Marcus would only make him fuck her more thoroughly.

She wanted Marcus to remember this moment as clearly as she would: this beautiful blonde wife on her back, eyes shining up at him through damp lashes, worshipping his thick black cock with reverent, greedy devotion, utterly unafraid and completely alive.

Marcus’s breathing grew ragged above her, the controlled rhythm of his hips faltering for the first time as his fingers tightened just slightly in her hair—not pulling, never forcing, only holding on as though anchoring himself against the rising tide she was building inside him. Kate felt the first telltale pulse against her tongue, thick and insistent, and knew he was close—knew she could push him over the edge if she wanted. But she eased back instead, releasing him with a slow, wet pop, lips swollen and shining as she looked up the long line of his body, voice husky and sure.

“Not yet,” she whispered. “I want to feel you inside me.”

Marcus eased back down her body with deliberate care, settling between her thighs once more, his weight braced on forearms planted to either side of her head. He kissed her deeply, letting her taste the lingering echo of her own arousal on his tongue while the thick head of his cock nudged her entrance, parting slick folds without yet pressing inside.

Kate’s breath caught at the blunt pressure; she hooked one leg over his hip, opening herself wider, and reached between them to guide him, stroking the bare, heavy shaft, wet from her ministrations, once more before notching the broad crown exactly where she so desperately wanted it.

He pushed into her on the next slow exhale—inch by thick, stretching inch—filling her with a steady pressure that made her eyes flutter shut and her mouth fall open in a soft, helpless moan. The stretch was exquisite: a bright, burning fullness that bordered on too much before melting into perfect, aching rightness, every veined ridge dragging against her sensitive walls.

Marcus continued easing into her with slow strokes, each a bit deeper than the last. Kate’s inner muscles fluttered greedily around him, trying to pull him further, and when he finally bottomed out—hips flush to hers, balls resting warm against her ass—she felt utterly claimed, split open in the best possible way.

Marcus held still for a long heartbeat, letting her adjust, letting her feel every pulsing bare inch buried inside her while he brushed sweat-damp hair from her forehead and murmured against her lips,

“You good?”

Kate nodded, eyes shining, voice trembling with wonder and want.

“So, so good. Don’t stop.”

He began to really, properly fuck her then—long, measured strokes that withdrew almost to the tip before gliding back in, each thrust grinding the base of his cock against her swollen clit and sending sparks racing up her spine. Kate met him on every downstroke, hips rolling up to take him deeper, nails scoring lightly down his back as the pleasure built in thick, molten waves.

Kate’s world narrowed to the slick glide of him inside her, bare and hot, the velvet heat of his skin sliding against hers, every re-entry stretched her open again in that perfect, pleasure-pain bloom she’d been chasing since Jax first taught her young body what fullness could mean.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, ankles locking at the small of his back, heels digging into the flexing muscle there to try to pull him deeper on every stroke. The new angle tilted her pelvis just right; the base of his cock ground relentlessly against her clit with each bottom-out, sending bright, electric pulses radiating outward until her vision hazed at the edges. Kate was lost in it—dazed, floating, every coherent thought dissolving into pure sensation: the stretch that bordered on overwhelming, the slick heat of their joined bodies, the faint salty musk of his sweat against her tongue when she turned her head to bite softly at his shoulder. Her hands roamed his back, nails tracing lazy paths down his spine, then clutching his ass to urge him harder, faster, deeper—greedy for more of this specimen of a man who was filling her so completely, so perfectly.

Marcus groaned against her neck, voice rough with restraint.

“Fuck, Kate—that pussy is so wet. You feel so damn good.”

She could only whimper in answer, thighs trembling around him as another wave of molten pleasure coiled tighter in her belly, building toward something bright and inevitable.

Kate’s cry broke free the instant the coil shattered—high and ragged at first, then fracturing into breathless, trembling gasps:

“Oh—God—yes—fuck—Marcus—fuck—me”

Her voice cracked on his name, raw and reverent, as the sharp, sweet waves crashed through her, every clench of her walls around his thick cock pulling another helpless sound from her throat.

“So full—so good—don’t stop—don’t—”

The words dissolved into a long, shuddering moan as the pleasure-pain of the stretch bloomed brighter with each involuntary flutter, her body arching hard beneath him, heels digging into his lower back.

Marcus’s rhythm faltered for the first time—hips stuttering as her pulsing grip milked him relentlessly. A low, guttural groan tore from his throat; he buried his face in the crook of her neck, shoulders bunching, and thrust once, twice more—deep, erratic—before he followed her over the edge.

His heat flooded her in thick, pulsing spurts, filling her so completely she felt every twitch of his cock as he emptied himself inside her. The sensation—raw, intimate, claimed—sent a final, soft aftershock rippling through her core, her body welcoming every drop with quiet, greedy flutters while her arms wrapped around his back, holding him close as they rode the shared afterglow together.

For a long moment they stayed locked like that—sweat-slick skin pressed flush, breaths mingling, his weight a comforting anchor over her—until Marcus lifted his head just enough to meet her eyes. His gaze was soft, reverent, almost wondering.

Kate smiled through the haze, lips swollen and trembling, and whispered against his mouth,

“Stay inside me… just a little longer.”

Marcus lowered his mouth to hers again, the kiss starting soft—but quickly deepening into something urgent, hungry, as though the aftershocks still trembling through both of them needed somewhere to go. His tongue slid against hers in long, claiming strokes, tasting the salt of their shared exertion, the faint sweetness of her earlier cries still lingering on his lips.

Kate met his kiss with equal fervor, one hand sliding up to cradle the back of his neck while the other clutched his shoulder, nails biting just enough to anchor herself as she kissed him back like she was trying to pour every last pulse of pleasure into his mouth.

She felt the final, lazy twitches of his cock still buried deep inside her—softening slowly, still thick enough to keep her deliciously full—and each small movement sent another ripple of warmth through her core. The intimacy of it—his seed slick and heavy within her, his tongue mirroring the slow glide of his softening length—made her feel profoundly taken.

Marcus finally eased the kiss to something slower, gentler, resting his forehead against hers as their breathing began to even. His voice came low and rough against her lips.

“You’re incredible, Kate. I could definitely get used to this. To you.”

She smiled, eyes still half-lidded, voice a husky whisper.

“That was just… wow. I’d almost forgotten I could feel like that.”

He rolled onto his back with a quiet exhale, one arm sliding up behind his head, chest still rising and falling slow and heavy. Kate shifted with him turning onto her side and settling against his chest like it was the most natural thing in the world. Her cheek rested over his heart; her leg draped lazily across his thigh.

Marcus’s free hand came to her back, broad and warm, resting. She felt the steady beat beneath her ear, the way his body stayed open to hers instead of turning away, and something in her softened further, melting into the quiet of it.



The lobby bar was brighter than Ethan would have preferred.

Warm pools of light spilled across polished wood and stone, catching the edges of glassware, the soft sheen of the bar top. It was tasteful, expensive, calm. Too calm.

There were only a handful of people scattered through the space: a couple murmuring over drinks, a man scrolling his phone with practiced disinterest, a woman nursing a glass of wine and watching the room the way frequent travelers do. No one paying him any particular attention. And yet he felt uncomfortably visible.

He slowed as he stepped fully inside, the quiet thump of his heart louder in his ears than it had been in the lobby. Part of him wished for dimmer lights, deeper shadows, something that would let him blur into the background instead of arriving so clearly as himself, by himself. This wasn’t a place to disappear. It was a place to be noticed sitting alone.

It’s fine, he told himself. And it was. The bar was nice. The atmosphere relaxed. Nothing about it suggested scrutiny or judgment.

Still, the thought crept in uninvited: they know I’m alone.

Not why—just that the empty space beside him meant something. That he wasn’t waiting for someone who was late, or killing time before dinner.

He wondered if anyone had noticed them earlier—Kate and Marcus arm in arm, the way Ethan had peeled off near the elevators instead of following. The idea that someone might have connected those dots sent a flicker of self-consciousness through him, followed by a small, illicit thrill. Exposure without confirmation. A secret that lived entirely in his own body. Probably.

He took a seat near the end of the bar and rested his hands on the smooth surface. His posture stayed loose, controlled, even as his curiosity deepened into something heavier and warmer beneath his ribs. The wondering didn’t make him anxious. If anything, it grounded him. Anchored him in the present moment, in this strange, chosen in-between, as things unfolded without him upstairs.

He slid onto the stool and gave the bartender a small, polite smile. She looked young—early twenties maybe—hair pulled back, movements efficient but unhurried, the kind of calm competence that came from working a hotel bar where nothing ever really went wrong.

“Maker’s,” he said. “Neat.”

She nodded and reached for the bottle, pouring with practiced ease. She set it down in front of him, then paused just long enough to glance at the empty space beside him.

“Anyone joining you?”

The question was completely normal. Routine, even. A logistical check—how many waters, how many coasters, whether to set one napkin or two.

Still, it pained him like a small, precise blade slipped between his ribs.

Ethan felt the brief flicker of heat behind his eyes, the absurd sense of being caught out by something no one could know he’d done. He knew she didn’t mean anything by it. She wasn’t prying. She certainly wasn’t guessing. And yet his mind raced ahead anyway, filling in implications that didn’t exist.

Calm down, he thought. It’s all fine.

He shook his head once, easy, casual. “Just me.”

She smiled, pleasant and professional, and moved on without a second thought, already reaching for another glass at the far end of the bar. The moment passed as cleanly as it had come, leaving nothing behind except the faint echo of his own awareness.

As he nursed his bourbon, it loosened the leash on his imagination just enough to let it roam.

He couldn’t help it. His wife was upstairs.

Right now.

Not an abstraction, not a future fantasy. In this moment, unfolding while he sat at the bar pretending to be just another man having a drink. The proximity made it different. Sharper.

Before, the distance had given him space to frame it, to keep it theoretical.

This was not theoretical.

His mind kept reaching upward, like a hand testing a wall it wasn’t supposed to touch.

Were they kissing? Slowly this time, unhurried now that the edge was gone. Or faster—hungrier—because the edge was exactly what they wanted back? Was she laughing softly, breathless? Was she standing, pressed close… or already stretched out on the bed, hair loose, skin warm?

The images came without detail but with weight.

He swallowed and shifted on the stool, the arousal unmistakable now—strong, insistent, impossible to dismiss. He felt almost foolish for how strong it was, how quickly it had taken hold. He told himself not to go further, not to sharpen the pictures—but his curiosity didn’t listen. It never had.

Was she naked yet?

Were they fucking?

The thought alone made his pulse jump.

He thought about the way she’d looked when she kissed him earlier, like she was choosing something, not being pulled into it.

That was what undid him.

Whatever was happening upstairs, it wasn’t tentative. It wasn’t accidental.

She was all in.

He took another measured sip, slower this time, grounding himself in the taste, the weight of the glass. This was part of it too. The not-seeing. The knowing, but not knowing. The ache of curiosity stretched just far enough to hurt.

Upstairs, something was happening.

And downstairs, under too-bright lights, Ethan sat with the unavoidable, intoxicating fact that he wanted it to.

He set the empty glass down, paid the check, and didn’t linger.

There was no point pretending anymore. The curiosity had tipped into something sharper, an urgency that sat just beneath his ribs and refused to be reasoned with. He’d given it its moment. He’d done his part. Now his body had made the decision his mind was pretending not to.

The soft chime as the elevator arrived. The mirrored walls catching his reflection. His own face looking calmer than he felt, eyes a little brighter, jaw set with quiet resolve. He stood alone, hands loose at his sides, heart thudding steadily as the doors slid shut and the bar disappeared below him.

The elevator ride passed in fragments.

By the time he stepped out onto their floor, the hallway felt unreal—too quiet, carpet swallowing the sound of his footsteps, lighting muted and intimate in a way the lobby hadn’t been. He moved on instinct now, the distance to the suite collapsing into a few quick strides he barely registered.

I’ll just slip in quietly, he thought.

It was a big suite. Plenty of space. He didn’t need to announce himself. Didn’t want to. The last thing he wanted was to intrude, to break whatever rhythm was unfolding. This wasn’t about inserting himself. It wasn’t about being seen. And he refused to be the guy that watches so intrusively that he makes it about himself. This was for her.

He’d just take a quick look.

Just enough to see where they were. To ground the images his mind had been spinning into something real. He could stay near the door, keep to the edge of things, a presence without weight. Quiet. Respectful. Invisible, if possible.

He eased the door open and quietly slipped inside. He quietly closed the door behind him, and crept as silently as he could towards the living area. He didn’t immediately hear anything, and for a moment had the fleeting, panicked thought that maybe they weren’t here at all.

He approached the living area, careful to stay out of sight, just peering around the corner through the double doors to the bedroom.

He saw them in one heart stopping moment.

Kate was naked and stretched along Marcus’s body, her bare white skin against his deep brown, her leg draped over his thighs in an easy, intimate pose. Marcus lay naked on his back, one arm bent behind his head—open, unguarded. Kate leaned over him, kissing him slowly, and deeply.

They’d been up here long enough that the warm air felt thick with something already spent, something he couldn’t name yet, and the sight of Marcus’s cock—soft now, heavy and dark against his thigh, still thick enough to make Ethan’s stomach twist with a confusing rush of awe and heat—told him more than words ever could.

He didn’t know the details, didn’t know how many times or how thoroughly Marcus had already been inside her, but the relaxed sprawl of their bodies, the lazy confidence in Marcus’s hand resting low on Kat’s ass, the faint sheen of sweat still clinging to her skin—it all screamed that something irreversible had happened. That Marcus had fucked his wife.

The intimacy of it hit Ethan harder than anything else.

Not the nakedness. Not the proximity. The ease. The way they fit together like this was already familiar, like the space between their bodies had forgotten how to exist. Kate shifted slightly, her mouth lingering at Marcus’s, and Ethan felt the sharp jolt of realization—

They weren’t finished.

They were just getting started again.

Neither of them had noticed him, and Ethan felt the moment sear itself into his memory: his wife, radiant and unafraid, mouth moving over another man’s in a rhythm that looked intimate, endless, earned.

He stepped back silently, easing onto the edge of the living-area couch—still with a clear line of sight through the open double doors—pulse loud in his ears, cock already straining against his slacks as arousal coiled tight and undeniable in his gut.

Kate broke the kiss. She shifted, trailing her lips down the strong column of Marcus’s throat, lingering at the pulse point there, then lower—open-mouthed kisses painting a slow path across the broad plane of his muscular chest. Her tongue traced the shallow valley between his pecs, then drifted down the defined ridges of his abdomen, his muscles flexing visibly under her mouth, his large hand massaging her ass.

As she reached lower, her hand slid down his body and wrapped around his softened cock—still thick, heavy against his thigh, dark and glistening faintly from whatever had happened before Ethan arrived.

She stroked him lazily at first, fingers barely meeting around the girth, coaxing him back to life with unhurried, confident pulls while she kissed her way down the taut line of his stomach. The shaft thickened steadily in her grip, lengthening, hardening, veins standing out as blood rushed back in; by the time her mouth hovered just above the flushed head, it was fully erect again—long, impossibly thick, curving upward in perfect, sculpted symmetry.

Ethan watched, absolutely transfixed as Kate’s tongue swirled slow and deliberate around the thick crown of Marcus’s cock—her lips stretching wide, glistening, the faint bead of pre-cum she licked away catching the lamplight like liquid gold. Her left hand gripped the base firmly, fingers barely meeting around the dark, veined shaft, her diamond wedding ring flashing bright and defiant with every slow stroke she gave to what her mouth couldn’t yet take.

The sight hit Ethan like a physical blow—his wife’s delicate pale hand wrapped around another man’s cock, ring gleaming against rich brown skin, the contrast so stark and erotic it made his throat tighten and his own cock throb painfully behind his zipper.

Marcus groaned low, a deep rumble Ethan could almost feel in his chest, and his fingers threaded gently into Kate’s blonde waves—not pulling, just holding—as his hips gave the smallest, instinctive lift. Kate hummed around him in response, sucking reverently, eyes closed in pure focus, lashes dark against flushed cheeks.

Ethan’s breath came shallow, ragged—he could see the way her throat worked, the subtle bob of her head, the way Marcus’s cock thickened and pulsed against her tongue with every pass.

Then, perhaps sensing Ethan’s energy or hearing his ragged breath, her lashes fluttered open.

She looked straight at Ethan—eyes locking across the distance, wide and shining with recognition, love, and a wicked, unashamed spark that stole what little air Ethan had left.

She didn’t miss a beat, and her gaze never wavered as she dragged her tongue along his cock in one long, wet stripe from base to tip, a thin string of saliva stretching between her swollen lower lip and the glistening crown before she sank down again, taking him deeper with slow, worshipful pressure. The corner of her mouth curved in the tiniest smile around his girth—small, loving, filthy—and Ethan felt the moment brand itself into him forever: his radiant wife, unafraid and glowing, eyes locked on his while she worshipped this thick black cock with the same fierce devotion she always brought home to him.

Kate’s eyes lingered on Ethan’s for one final, searing heartbeat—love and wicked promise flashing bright—before she let her lashes drift closed, shutting him out with deliberate gentleness. She turned her full attention back to Marcus, the world narrowing once more to the heat of his body beneath her, the thick pulse of his cock still heavy in her hand. With a soft, decisive exhale she released him from her mouth, a thin string of saliva stretching and breaking as she rose onto her knees.

She swung one leg over his hips, straddling him in a fluid motion, thighs spreading wide around his waist. Marcus’s large hands settled instinctively on her hips—steady, encouraging—as she reached between her legs, fingers wrapping around his slick, rigid length once more. She guided the broad head to her entrance, parting her swollen folds with a slow, deliberate drag, feeling the blunt pressure kiss her opening, already slick and open from their earlier round.

Ethan watched, frozen on the couch edge, heart slamming against his ribs as the realization hit like cold water.

No condom.

Bare.

The memory of their conversation in the bar surged back—the quick flash of Marcus’s phone screen, the clean results, Ethan’s own murmured “Thanks… good to know,” the casual nod that had felt sufficient in the moment.

He hadn’t said more. Hadn’t clarified.

And now his wife was lowering herself onto another man’s bare cock, initiating, claiming, her breath hitching in soft anticipation as the thick head began to breach her.

There was nothing he could do—nothing he really wanted to do. They were in control now, this moment theirs, and all Ethan could do was watch as Kate sank down inch by thick, stretching inch, her head tipping back on a long, trembling moan while Marcus’s cock disappeared inside her.

A long, trembling moan spilled from Kate’s lips as she felt every veined ridge seated deep inside her, the blunt head kissing her cervix with delicious pressure.

“Ohhh… God, yes… so full,” she breathed, voice husky and wrecked, hips already beginning to roll in slow, greedy circles that dragged his cock along every sensitive inch of her walls.

She braced her palms on his chest, nails digging lightly into the hard planes of muscle, and started to ride him—long, languid grinds at first, savoring the slick glide of him bare inside her, the wet sounds of their joining filling the room with every downward press. The base of his shaft ground relentlessly against her swollen clit on each circle, sending bright sparks racing up her spine until her thighs trembled and her head tipped back, blonde hair cascading wild over her shoulders.

“Fuck… Marcus… just like that… you feel so good… so deep…”

Her pace quickened, hips lifting and dropping now in earnest, the slap of skin on skin growing louder, wetter, as she chased the building heat coiling low in her belly. Every thrust pulled a fresh, needy sound from her throat—half moan, half plea—her body already slick and open, welcoming him completely while the knowledge that Ethan was watching, silent and rapt from the shadows, only made the pleasure burn hotter, sharper, more undeniable.

Kate was lost in the moment, eyes closed, mind and body fused. God, he’s so thick… still stretching me open even after the first time… filling places Ethan can’t reach, and it feels so fucking good.

Every thrust pushed her closer to the edge, hips snapping faster, breath coming in sharp, needy pants as pleasure wound tighter and brighter inside her.

Kate’s hips snapped down one final time, burying Marcus to the hilt as the coil inside her shattered. A sharp, broken cry tore from her throat—

“Oh FUCK—Marcus—yes!”—her walls clamping down in fierce, rhythmic spasms around him, milking him with greedy pulses that drew every inch deeper. Pleasure crashed through her in blinding waves, thighs quaking, nails raking his chest as she ground her clit hard against his base, soaking him with fresh slick heat. Her head fell forward, blonde hair curtaining her face, body shuddering through the long, shattering release until she collapsed onto him, trembling, breathless, still fluttering around his buried cock in soft, helpless aftershocks.

Kate’s chest heaved in ragged pants for long seconds after the orgasm ebbed, her body still trembling in soft, involuntary aftershocks around Marcus’s buried cock. She pressed her forehead to his shoulder, lips brushing his skin as she murmured something low and private—words too soft for Ethan to catch, but the intimate tone carried clearly across the quiet room, followed by Marcus’s deep, approving rumble in reply.

Without warning Marcus’s hands slid to her hips, strong and sure, and he lifted her off him in one smooth motion. He turned her effortlessly, guiding her onto hands and knees so she faced the open double doors, facing the shadowed living area where Ethan sat frozen on the couch edge, watching them fuck.

Marcus settled behind her, one broad palm smoothing down the elegant arch of her spine while the other notched his still-hard cock at her dripping entrance. Kate’s arms trembled as she braced herself, damp blonde hair falling forward to curtain her face for a heartbeat before she lifted her head and flipped her hair back, brown eyes finding Ethan’s across the distance—wide, glassy, shining with raw love and unashamed hunger. She held his gaze as Marcus pressed forward again, thick head parting her swollen folds, stretching her open once more in a slow, deliberate slide.

Her lips parted on a silent gasp, brown eyes widening at the fresh stretch—pleasure-pain blooming sharp and bright as he filled her again. The exquisite ache of being opened so completely painted itself across her face: brows knitting, mouth falling open in a trembling O, cheeks flushed crimson, eyes glassy with raw, overwhelmed bliss.

For several long seconds she kept her stare locked on Ethan—unblinking, vulnerable, radiant—letting him see every flicker of sensation ripple through her: the burn of fullness, the way she surrendered her body to him without hesitation.

Then, as Marcus bottomed out with a low groan and began the first deliberate thrust, Kate’s head dropped forward. Blonde hair spilled over her shoulders like a curtain, her palms pressing hard into the mattress as she arched her back and gave herself entirely to the rhythm behind her, lost in the slick glide, the slap of skin, the overwhelming heat of being taken so thoroughly while the man she loved watched every shuddering inch of her surrender.

Marcus tightened his grip on her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh just enough to hold her steady, and began to fuck her with firm, deliberate power, each thrust deep and measured, driving his thick cock to the hilt with a wet, resounding slap that echoed through the room.

Kate’s breath punched out of her in sharp, rhythmic gasps—

“Ah—fuck—yes—Marcus—” every plunge forcing the air from her lungs as he filled her completely, the blunt head battering that tender spot inside her until pleasure-pain sparked bright behind her eyes.

Her arms trembled, elbows buckling until her forearms hit the mattress, cheek pressed to the cool sheet while her ass lifted instinctively to meet every hard stroke, the stretch so intense it bordered on overwhelming, every withdrawal dragging slick friction along her walls before he slammed back in, claiming her deeper than she thought possible.

She moaned loud and broken, voice rising into desperate cries—

“Oh God—right there—so deep—don’t stop—fuck me—” thighs shaking, core clenching greedily around his bare length with every punishing rhythm, the wet sounds of their bodies colliding mingling with her helpless whimpers and the low, guttural groans Marcus let slip above her.

Marcus slowed, then withdrew with a slow, deliberate drag that left Kate gasping at the sudden emptiness.

In one smooth motion he flipped her onto her back, head toward the open doors where Ethan sat frozen in shadow, and settled between her thighs again. His large, muscular frame loomed over her petite, delicate one—dark skin against pale, broad shoulders eclipsing her, powerful arms caging her as he notched himself at her entrance and sank back in with a single, deep thrust that made her arch and cry out.

Marcus adjusted his hold, sliding his hands under the crooks of her knees and lifting her legs high, folding them upward until her calves rested along the powerful lines of his forearms. Her feet pointed toward the ceiling, thighs spread wide and tilted back so her hips angled perfectly upward—completely open, utterly vulnerable, her sex presented like an offering he could claim to its deepest point.

She moaned openly now, voice rising in broken, needy waves—

“Yes—God—deeper—fuck me just like that”—as pleasure-pain bloomed bright with every bottom-out.

Then Marcus leaned down, capturing her mouth in a deep, filthy kiss—tongues sliding, lips parting wetly, the kind of slow, consuming make-out that belonged to lovers who had all the time in the world. Kate melted into it, one hand cradling the back of his head while the other clutched his shoulder, kissing him back with the same fierce devotion she’d once reserved only for Ethan, even as Marcus kept thrusting—steady, relentless, owning her body while their mouths devoured each other.

Ethan could scarcely process how hot this was—his perfect, radiant wife locked in a deep, lover’s kiss with another man while he held her open and fucked her bare and deep, claiming her mouth and body with equal hunger, the sight searing straight through him like fire.

Marcus’s rhythm faltered moments later; he braced up on straight arms, shoulders bunching, face twisting in raw ecstasy as the first deep groan tore from his throat. Several final, powerful thrusts rocked her beneath him—hips snapping forward, burying himself to the hilt—and he came hard, pulsing thick and hot inside her, flooding her already-full core with fresh heat. Her legs, still hooked high behind Marcus’s arms, trembled violently in the air, toes pointed toward the ceiling, every muscle locked in exquisite tension while her inner walls clamped down in fierce, rhythmic spasms around his thick shaft, milking him with greedy, fluttering pulses that drew his release deeper still.

The pleasure was so overwhelming it stole her voice entirely; no cry, no moan—just the raw, trembling hush of her body surrendering completely.

Marcus held himself deep inside her for what felt like an eternity—ten, fifteen seconds stretching into slow, suspended time—his weight a warm, solid anchor over her trembling body while their breaths synced in ragged harmony.

Marcus released Kate’s legs and she loosely wrapped them around him, her inner walls giving soft, lazy flutters around his softening length as the last pulses of his release settled warm and heavy inside her.

Neither spoke; the room held only the quiet hush of their breathing, the faint wet sounds of their joined bodies, and the electric awareness that Ethan was still watching from the shadows.

Then Marcus exhaled once, low and satisfied, and a small, shared smile curved between them—private, conspiratorial, full of the easy afterglow that comes from giving and taking exactly what was needed. He dipped his head to brush a final, lingering kiss across her lips, soft and unhurried, before easing off her with careful slowness. His cock slipped free with a gentle, wet sound, softening but still impressively thick and heavy against his thigh, glistening with their combined release as he stood.

He glanced toward the doorway—toward Ethan—and offered a single, calm nod, the corner of his mouth lifting in quiet acknowledgment, no challenge, no judgment, just simple masculine respect for the man who’d trusted him enough to let this moment happen. Then he turned and padded toward the bathroom, leaving the bedroom door open behind him.

Kate rolled onto her side, brushing sweat-damp strands of blonde hair from her flushed temples with shaking fingers. She looked gloriously well-fucked—skin glowing, lips swollen, thighs slick and trembling, the faint red marks of Marcus’s grip still blooming on her hips. When her eyes found Ethan’s across the distance, a bright, breathless laugh bubbled out of her—half delight, half giddy embarrassment—and she buried her face in the rumpled sheets for a heartbeat, shoulders shaking with silent mirth before she lifted her head again, cheeks pink, eyes sparkling.



The door to the suite clicked shut softly behind Marcus after a quick, firm handshake in the living area, his low voice carrying just enough for Kate to hear: “Let’s connect again soon.”

Ethan stood motionless for a beat, the echo of the words settling into his chest like warm lead, a memory already crystallizing: the easy confidence in Marcus’s grip, the calm nod, the unspoken understanding that this night had been exactly what everyone wanted, no edges, no regrets.

The bedroom felt quieter, softer. Kate lay back against the pillows, the white sheet drawn up to her chest, clinging to the damp curves of her body, her skin still flushed, hair a wild halo against the linen. She looked utterly spent and utterly radiant, brown eyes heavy-lidded but bright when they found him in the doorway.

Ethan crossed the threshold slowly, pulse still loud in his ears. Kate’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile—tired, wicked, loving—and she lifted one hand, crooking her finger in that familiar come-hither gesture, the sheet slipping just enough to reveal the soft swell of one breast.

“Come here, love,” she murmured, voice husky from crying out. “I need you.”

Ethan shed his shirt in one fluid motion, the fabric whispering against his skin before dropping to the floor. His slacks followed quickly, belt unbuckled with quiet efficiency, then his boxers.

Naked now, he crossed the room quickly, eyes never leaving hers.

Kate flipped the sheet open with a soft rustle, the cool linen sliding down her flushed body like an invitation. She lay back against the pillows, legs parting just enough to welcome him, one hand extended, palm up, fingers curling gently in beckon.

Ethan slid beneath the sheet beside her, settling on his side and propping himself on one elbow so he could look down at her. His free hand rose slowly, fingertips brushing the damp curve of her cheek—warm, flushed, still carrying the sheen of exertion—then tracing the line of her jaw with reverent tenderness.

Kate turned her face into his palm, eyes half-lidded and shining, the last traces of her lipstick long gone. Strands of blonde hair clung messily to her temples and neck, wild from fingers that weren’t his, yet the disarray only made her more beautiful to him—raw, unguarded, utterly alive.

He gazed at her like she was the only thing in the room that mattered, thumb stroking the soft skin beneath her eye as a quiet, awed smile tugged at his mouth. She looked wrecked in the most exquisite way—sweaty, mussed, marked by another man—and to Ethan, she had never been more beautiful.

Ethan leaned down, closing the small distance between them, and kissed her tenderly at first—lips brushing hers in soft, familiar reverence—then deeper, opening to her with a slow, deliberate slide of tongue that tasted like everything she’d been doing. The scent of Marcus lingered on her: sandalwood, salt, the musk of his exertion and release, layered over the warm, unmistakable flavor that was purely Kate—her breath, her skin, her desire. There was no shock in it anymore; he knew this taste and smell now, had learned to savor it as part of her, part of them, and the quiet arousal it stirred in him felt as natural as his own heartbeat.

Ethan’s hands moved with slow, reverent purpose, palms gliding up the damp curve of her waist, caressing and squeezing her perfect ass. He kissed down the salt-slick column of her throat—soft, open-mouthed presses that lingered where her pulse still raced—then lower, lips brushing the flushed swell of her breasts. When his mouth closed over one sensitive nipple, warm and gentle, sucking lightly, Kate’s breath hitched; she cradled the back of his head with both hands, fingers threading into his hair, holding him there as a soft, trembling moan slipped from her lips.

Ethan’s hand drifted lower, palm gliding over the soft swell of her belly, then between her parted thighs until his fingers found the heat at her core.

He registered it instantly—she was open, swollen, the lips of her sex plump and inflamed from use, slick with the thick, warm evidence of Marcus’ release still leaking slowly from deep inside her.

The sensation hit him like a quiet thunderclap: velvety wetness coating his fingertips, the musky scent rising to meet him, the subtle pulse of her inner walls fluttering against his touch as though still remembering the stretch that had left her so beautifully wrecked.

Kate felt the subtle hesitation in Ethan’s touch—the way his fingers stilled against her, tracing but not pressing, exploring but not claiming. She knew what was happening, and she recalled the earlier moments he’d enjoyed her taking control.

He wants this, she thought. He just needs me to make it ok.

She lifted one hand from the back of his head and threaded it gently but firmly through the hair on the top of his head. With slow, gentle, deliberate pressure she began to guide him downward—past the flushed curve of her breast, over the soft plane of her belly, toward the glistening heat between her thighs.

Ethan tensed for a heartbeat, a small instinctive resistance in the set of his shoulders, his breath catching against her skin, knowing what awaited him there, and not knowing if he was ready for that.

He lifted his eyes to hers—blue gone dark with conflict and hunger—and Kate met his gaze without flinching. Lust shimmered in her expression, raw and unapologetic, but the tiniest, tenderest smile curved her swollen lips: love, permission, promise, and dominance all at once. She nodded once, slow and certain, the motion almost imperceptible, and kept guiding him lower, her touch steady, loving, unyielding.

Ethan exhaled—a soft, surrendering sound—and let her lead him the rest of the way, his mouth brushing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh as the first musky trace of Kate and Marcus’s shared experience reached him.

Ethan lowered his mouth slowly, breath warm against her inner thigh for a heartbeat before his tongue made the first tentative contact—soft, careful, tracing the slick seam where her swollen lips parted. The taste hit him immediately: thick, warm salt layered over her familiar tangy sweetness, now deepened and sharpened by Marcus’s release—musky, faintly metallic, earthy in a way that coated his tongue like heated cream. She was inflamed, pussy hot and puffy against his lips, slickness coating them in glossy abundance; every gentle lap drew more of the mingled essence forward, pungent and intimate, the scent rising sharp and heady to fill his senses as he pressed just a fraction deeper, savoring the raw, living heat of his wife’s well fucked core.

And then, in a suspended heartbeat the truth landed soft and absolute:

This was Kate.

Not a trace of another man to accept or reject.

Simply his wife, carrying the raw, living proof of the pleasure she’d claimed tonight. The wildcat he’d always loved—the free, fearless woman who fucked with unapologetic joy—was right here, glistening and open beneath his mouth, and the realization flooded him with a fierce, reverent tenderness that erased his hesitation.

He exhaled once, warm against her swollen sex, then pressed forward with slow, worshipful certainty, flattening his tongue to lap a long, deliberate stripe from her entrance upward, gathering every drop of the mingled essence she offered. The taste layered over her familiar sweet-tang wasn’t foreign; it was hers now, woven into the woman he adored. Kate’s fingers tightened in his hair, a soft, trembling moan escaping as she arched into his mouth, feeling the shift in him: not reluctant acceptance, but full, hungry devotion to the goddess she’d become.

This was reclamation in its purest form—not erasing what Marcus had given her, but cherishing it as part of the woman he worshipped, loving her more fiercely for every shudder, every sigh, every slick inch she let him taste.

Kate’s breath hitched sharply as Ethan’s tongue circled her oversensitive clit once more, the pleasure spiking too bright, too sharp against the deep, lingering ache Marcus had left. She couldn’t take any more. Her fingers tightened in his hair and she tugged gently upward, a soft, pleading sound escaping her throat.

“Ethan… come here,” she whispered, voice hoarse and trembling with need.

He lifted his head immediately, eyes dark and searching, lips glistening. Kate shifted onto her knees at the edge of the bed, patting the mattress beside her in silent invitation. Ethan understood without a word; he slid back, reclining against the pillows, thighs parting slightly as she leaned over him.

Her hair fell forward like a curtain as she bent, one hand wrapping around the base of his cock—hard, hot, familiar—while the other braced on his thigh. She took him into her mouth slowly, reverently, lips stretching around him as her tongue swirled along the underside in long, languid strokes. The taste of him—clean, salty, hers—grounded her, and she moaned softly around his length, the vibration traveling straight up his shaft as she hollowed her cheeks and sucked with deliberate, worshipful pressure, eyes lifting to meet his, letting him see every ounce of her devotion in the slow bob of her head.

Kate took Ethan deeper into her mouth, lips stretching around his familiar girth as her tongue pressed flat along the underside in a slow, deliberate drag.

This is him—my Ethan—hard for me, leaking for me, after watching me fuck another man.

The thought sent a warm, possessive thrill through her core, even as the deep ache from Marcus still pulsed sweetly inside her, a lingering reminder she carried like a secret gift. She hummed low around him, feeling him twitch against her palate, and the vibration drew a rough groan from his throat that made her thighs clench.

He tastes like home, she thought, swirling her tongue around the sensitive head, savoring the clean salt of his pre-cum mixed with the faint trace of her own arousal that still clung to him from earlier touches. Every slow bob of her head felt like worship, because this was the man who’d given her the freedom to burn so bright tonight, who’d sat in the shadows and watched her come apart on another cock without a flicker of resentment.

She hollowed her cheeks on the next downward slide, taking him to the back of her throat until her nose brushed the crisp hair at his base, eyes watering slightly from the effort but never breaking contact with his.

Look at me, love, she thought, lashes lifting so he could see the raw adoration shining there. This mouth was just wrapped around Marcus, and now it’s yours again—because everything I take out there comes back here, to you, to us.

Her free hand slid up his thigh, cupping his balls gently, rolling them in her palm as she sucked with steady, loving pressure, drawing out every shudder, every ragged breath, pouring all her gratitude and desire into the slow, worshipful rhythm until she felt him thicken impossibly harder against her tongue.

Ethan pulled back gently from her mouth with a ragged breath, his hand cupping her cheek as he shook his head once, eyes dark and pleading.

“Kate… I need to be inside you. Now.”

She released him with a soft, wet pop, lips swollen and shining, and eased back onto the pillows, legs falling open in silent welcome. The sheet slipped away completely, revealing the flushed, well-used beauty of her body—thighs still slick, sex swollen and glistening—and she reached for him, fingers curling around his wrist to guide him between her thighs.

He settled over her, weight braced on his forearms, and kissed her deeply, tasting the faint echo of himself and Marcus on her tongue while the head of his cock found her entrance.

She was so open, so silky-warm, the slick glide of her walls welcoming him without resistance, enveloping him in a molten heat he’d never felt before. He knew exactly why, and yet the knowledge didn’t sting; it simply was.

This was Kate, his wild, radiant wife, sharing every drop of her pleasure with him, and the thought only made him sink deeper with a low, reverent groan.

He began to move—hard, fast, abandon overtaking him almost at once—hips snapping forward in desperate rhythm, reveling in the exquisite, slippery heat of her. Kate’s legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his ass, pulling him deeper while soft, broken moans spilled from her lips against his mouth. It was too much, the sight of her beneath him, the feel of her so thoroughly used and still so perfectly his, and within a dozen frantic thrusts Ethan shattered. His orgasm tore through him in a blinding rush, cock pulsing thick and deep as he flooded her already-full core, hips jerking with every hot spurt until he collapsed over her, trembling, spent, breathing her name like a prayer into the damp curve of her neck.


Chapter 13 - It Was Always Her

Monday morning arrived with a strange, welcome softness.

The house was quiet in that familiar post-weekend way—sunlight angling through the windows, the faint hum of the coffee maker finishing its work. Atlanta already felt a step removed, not distant exactly, but folded neatly into memory, like something that could have simply been a dream.

Ethan moved through the kitchen with practiced efficiency, pouring another coffee, the rhythms of a workday slipping back into place.

Kate was still dressed for the morning, not the day. She was nestled comfortably at one end of the couch, legs tucked beneath her, phone abandoned face-down on the cushion beside her.

There was nowhere she needed to be yet. Her day lay open in front of her, unclaimed and unhurried, and she felt no impulse to fill it too quickly. She watched Ethan move, the ease of him, so familiar, registering differently now, like the same melody played a half-step lower.

When he leaned down to kiss her goodbye, it wasn’t rushed the way weekday mornings often were. His mouth lingered an extra beat, the contact warmer, more deliberate, charged with something unspoken that passed cleanly between them. Kate felt it spark low and steady, not demanding attention, just reminding her it was there. She smiled against his lips before he pulled back, his thumb brushing lightly along her jaw as if neither of them were quite ready to let go of the moment.

“Have a good day,” she murmured, voice soft but sure.

Ethan smiled, turned, and took a few steps toward the door before Kate spoke again, the timing so easy it almost sounded like an afterthought.

“Hey—” she said lightly. “Will you send me Marcus’s number?”

He paused.

The space between them seemed to tighten, the air shifting by a degree. He glanced back at her, something flickering across his face. Surprise, maybe, or the brief reflex of a question forming before he decided whether to ask it.

“You’re… going to text him?” he said, tone careful, neutral.

Kate didn’t answer. She just looked at him calmly, waiting. Not challenging him. Not reassuring him. They both knew he would do what she asked.

After a beat, Ethan swallowed, nodded. He pulled out his phone, thumb moving without fuss, and sent the contact through. The soft chime of her phone receiving it felt louder than it should have.

“There,” he said.

“Thanks,” she replied easily, already settling back against the couch, like the matter was closed.

Ethan lingered a second longer, studying her with something like new awareness, then shook his head once—almost to himself—and smiled. “See you tonight.”

As the door closed behind him, Kate glanced down at her phone, Marcus’s name glowing calmly on the screen.

Kate settled back into the cushions, a quiet sense of satisfaction curling through her. Life was resuming, with errands, a household to run, and ordinary hours, but underneath it all ran a new current, steady and alive, and she had all the time in the world to decide how to use it.

She hadn’t asked to test him. She’d asked because she wanted Marcus’s number. And she was certain Ethan would do as she asked, just as he had. No bargaining. No resentment. No loss of himself in the doing. He was still steady. Still grounded. Still the man who carried the weight of the world without complaint and came home wanting her just as fiercely.

That was the part she held gently.

Ethan was her rock—competent, capable, solid in a way she trusted down to her bones. Her tether to all that was good and stable in her life, even as she explored the deeper edges of the woman beneath the wife.

And what she gave to him in return wasn’t challenge or chaos. It was release. Space. Permission. She felt it clearly now, the way she always had: she wasn’t competing with his strength. She was the place it went to rest.

The power between them wasn’t adversarial. It was complementary. He moved through the world armored; she was where he laid that armor down. And the knowledge that she could tilt the balance whenever she chose didn’t weaken him, it freed him.

She didn’t need to pull the thread to know it was there.

This worked. Better than before. Better than either of them had ever named.



Later that night, the house settled into its familiar quiet. Dinner was long finished, the kitchen dark, the day folded neatly away. Down the hall, Ethan was in his office with the door half-closed, tying off the loose ends of his work day, focused, steady, exactly where he belonged.

Kate curled into the corner of the couch, legs tucked beneath her, phone resting loosely in her hand. She wasn’t hiding it. She didn’t need to. This wasn’t secrecy; it was separation. She liked that this moment was hers.

Marcus’s name waited on the screen.

She typed.

–Hey stranger–

She set the phone down, smiling faintly, and waited.

His reply came a few minutes later.

–Stranger? We were just together–

–I know. Still feels too long–

There was a pause—not absence, just space.

–I get that. And… wow. That was something–

Kate felt a small, warm bloom of pride.

–Yeah. It really was–

Marcus continued,

–That kind of chemistry doesn’t happen often. When it does, you notice–

Another pause. Kate imagined him busy, composed, not hovering over the screen.

–I should say this up front—my schedule’s rough. Travel. Long days. I don’t disappear, but I’m not always easy–

She appreciated the clarity.

– :-( –

Kate couldn’t resist letting him know, she wanted him again, and soon. But she also didn’t want to come across clingy. She knew what this was. So, she added,

–No, it’s totally fine. I get it. I’m not in a rush–

The reply came faster this time.

–Fair warning—people tend to get attached. Even the ones who swear they won’t–

She smiled to herself. She imagined how easily women could get attached to a man like that.

–I promise, I’m good–

–I believe that–

Then, gently,

–Ethan ok?–

Kate glanced down the hallway. Light spilled beneath the office doorframe; the steady murmur of his voice continued, untroubled.

–He is. Right where he wants to be–

–Good. That matters–

Another pause.

–You know—you’re in the lifestyle now. You don’t have to wait on me–

She laughed out loud.

–Do I get a membership card?–

–Undoubtedly. You earned it–

–I don’t really know anyone else–

–You do, actually. Andre and Mike—from the club–

She pictured them dimly—confident, easy, familiar in hindsight.

–Ahh, right. I thought there was a vibe there–

–I can make introductions. Other men. Couples. Mostly good people–

–Mostly?–

–Still real life. But I can help you navigate if you want–

She considered that—guidance offered, not assumed.

–Thanks! I’ll keep that in mind–

A final message came through, clean and unpressured.

–I’ve got to run. Don’t be a stranger, stranger–

–Night, Marcus. xoxo–

Kate set her phone down, the quiet hum of possibility settling comfortably in her chest.

She smiled, perfectly at ease.



By midweek, Kate was back in the gym.

The routine slid over her easily, her body moving with a confidence that felt earned. She finished her last set and stretched, heat still humming through her muscles, skin warm, pulse steady. She felt good. Loose. Awake. She knew before she looked that Damien was watching.

He always did.

His attention landed on her the way it always had, open, lingering, familiar. Once, it would have pulled at her, invited something. Now it simply registered, like a sensation she could pick up and set down at will. She didn’t mind it. She enjoyed it, actually, the quiet acknowledgment of what they’d shared before, and what he still remembered.

They’d fucked. Well. More than once. That history lived in his eyes when they tracked her, and she felt a small, private thrill at how easily it still surfaced.

He waited until the room thinned out before approaching, towel over his shoulder, posture casual but intent.

“Hey,” he said. “You’ve been missed.”

She smiled, slow and easy, letting the warmth in her body show without giving anything away.

“Have I?”

His gaze dipped—just for a second—then lifted again, hopeful. “Good to see you.”

“It is,” she agreed, holding his eyes a beat longer than necessary before breaking away.

Kate slung her bag over her shoulder and headed for the locker room, aware of his attention following her. The heat from her workout lingered, mixing with memory, with possibility. She didn’t close the door on it.

She didn’t need to.

Some pleasures were better savored as options—warm, waiting, and entirely hers to claim when she felt like it.



A few weeks later, it felt settled.

Not in the sense of fading or cooling, but in the way something good does when it proves it can hold its shape. Life moved forward again: workdays and workouts, dinners planned and unplanned, the easy logistics of being a couple who knew each other almost too well. Only now there was an added current running beneath it all, steady and bright.

They were out to dinner on a Thursday night, nothing fancy, just good food, low light, the comfortable hum of other people around them. Ethan sat across from her, talking easily about a problem at work he’d already half-solved in his head. Kate listened, chin resting in her hand, enjoying the way he filled space when he spoke.

When his hand found hers across the table, it lingered.

Their sex life wasn’t something they discussed a lot, not explicitly. It didn’t need airtime or analysis. It simply was—better, freer, more frequent than it had ever been. Ethan still took her the way he always had: decisive, sure, loving. And she still gave herself to him willingly, gladly, savoring the way they moved as one.

Kate knew that she held the key to him in ways he didn’t fully understand. Desire, admiration, surrender… all of it braided together. What she enjoyed now wasn’t the power itself, but the way it surfaced in small moments: choosing when to lean in, when to wait, when to let him think he was deciding, and when to quietly decide for them both.

If anything, it made him stronger.

The difference was subtle, but it changed everything.

Ethan squeezed her fingers lightly, catching her smile, his eyes darkening just a shade with promise. Kate leaned back in her chair, warmth blooming low in her belly, perfectly at ease.

This worked.

It always had.

They just knew it now.

And she suspected that was only the beginning.


Epilogue

The text came late.

Kate was already in bed, the house quiet, Ethan asleep beside her, warm, familiar, steady in the way she’d come to take for granted. She glanced at her phone without thinking.

A message from Vanessa.

–Hey Kat! Guess who I ran into? We talked about you!–

Kate’s thumb stilled.

She didn’t ask who.

She didn’t need to.

Something low and certain stirred in her, not surprise so much as recognition. A small smile touched her lips as she stared at the screen, the moment stretching, unremarkable and full all at once.

She told herself she was fine.

That she understood herself better than she used to.

Kate typed back, easy.

–Oh?–

She set the phone down and turned onto her side, fitting herself against Ethan’s back, his presence grounding and unquestioned. He shifted slightly in his sleep, then went still again.

Kate closed her eyes.

This time, she didn’t think of the door as closed.
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