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CHAPTER ONE


I never thought I would ever write you a letter. Not a love letter, not a dirty letter, and definitely not this kind of letter.

I’ve kept all of this secret from you until now, just like we talked about. At least, I think I have. And if I really did pull it off, I’m kind of amazed. You were like a dog with a bone at the start, but when it started to get real, you backed off and gave me my space—so I’m glad that, finally, I can reward you with what you wanted.

I hope it’s still what you wanted, because I can’t exactly take it back now.

I have a feeling it might be more than you bargained for…

When it came time to finally install that app, my thumb hovered over the button for so long my phone actually locked itself before I worked up the courage. Infidelity, powered by GPS and encryption. There was all this marketing spiel about privacy and anonymity, but we all know nothing is totally secure. And there’s no going back once you’ve signed up for an adultery app.

I thought of you—what you’d said that night, near the bottom of a bottle of pinot grigio.

“Why not just see? It’s not like you have to do anything unless you want to.”

Well, we both knew you’d change your tune pretty quickly about that. I rolled my eyes and told you so. But I thought about it. For weeks, I thought about it.

And eventually I went for it.

It took me ten minutes to pick a profile photo. I didn’t want to look ‘hot’, exactly, but I also didn’t want to look like someone’s mom at a school drop-off. I tried a few: one from my cousin’s wedding last summer, an old (way too old) Halloween selfie, a beach shot from Hilton Head where I had to carefully crop you out.

In the end, I settled on a vacation picture you probably remember: sunglasses, sundress, hair blowing in the breeze like I was Beyonce in front of a wind machine, a small, closed-mouth smile that could be interpreted all kinds of ways in another context.

For a while I debated what to write in the bio, and ultimately I settled for three words: “Looking for trouble.”

At first I had to giggle at that—it either sounded too badass for me, or just pretentious—but when the matches started rolling in I figured I must have read the room pretty well.

Then there were the search filters, the first dozen conversations all opening with the same dumb question (“Why are you here?”), and the thumb-numbing flick through profiles that all looked exactly like you’d expect. There were men who looked like they’d never been told no, men who had never been told yes, men who knew what they wanted and men who wanted what they didn't know.

Well, the guy who really got me talking knew exactly what he wanted.

He was single, and I believed him as much as I could—which immediately put him above ninety percent of my matches. I’d explicitly said ‘no married men’ at the bottom of my bio, but if there’s one thing about guys on apps, it’s that they always have to try to be the exception.

This guy, though… from the photos in his bio to his effortlessly flirty messages, he was an exception. And then came the clincher.

He wanted to find a woman who was cheating on her husband and staying with her husband

Sweet, right?

I almost told him our situation—your ‘request’—but I got the feeling that it wouldn’t seem so real if I did. At this point I’d been toying with this idea for so long that I wanted it to feel like real cheating, and I wanted him to feel like I was straying for him. I always got the sense that was kind of what you wanted, too.

It started with flirty banter. The messages went back and forth at odd hours, especially because I was navigating a busy schedule while trying to keep my extramarital texting a secret from everyone around me, and I’d spend the time in between waiting for my phone to buzz again. I found myself watching for the triple dots, feeling the flash of anticipation, coming up with little rationalizations that justified each reply

Every new text was a flicker of electricity. But it wasn’t the same as that excitement in the early stages of real dating—like I had with you. It was something else, something more dangerous, an adrenaline rush.

Sometimes he’d vanish for a while, and sometimes he’d reply in under two minutes. But that kind of worked: I could slip into the ‘affair’ here and there, whenever I felt like it.

His name is Caleb. He’s an engineer, or something similarly technical; I still don’t really understand what it is he does, but he seemed proud of it. He lives in the city, just a few blocks over from my old apartment, and it felt like that gave his world an aura of plausible deniability.

He wasn’t a neighbor, or a friend of a friend—just a blip on the map who could easily be erased.

It was exciting, but that didn’t mean I didn’t freak out when it became more than just talk. When the conversation started to tilt toward meeting up, I didn’t reply to him for almost two days. I guess I was just putting off the moment when things would stop being a game; all those doubts and insecurities I used to get from dating were exponentially bigger now, with so much more on the line.

He was blunt about it: So, is this where you ghost me?

There was just something about his confidence—not arrogance exactly, but the way he seemed to already know I’d write back. I was never good at this dance, but I was quite proud of my response then:

Not yet, you’re still on probation.

And then he just came out with it. He suggested a day, a time, and a place.

I said yes, and it all started to sink in: me, a married woman, going on a date while my husband was out of town.

With one thing and only one thing in mind.


CHAPTER TWO


The plan, such as it was, involved a corner cocktail bar hidden beneath a florist. You had to walk past windows lined with buckets of lilies and eucalyptus, then down a staircase into this cramped, dimly lit interior. It was trendy, but not too trendy, like he knew just the right place and didn’t need to try too hard.

It was Friday evening. I arrived early—absurdly early—because I couldn’t stand the idea of him already being there and watching me come in. It felt like he’d have some kind of advantage.

I wore that red dress you like, paired with the denim jacket I’ve had since college. The outfit was a calculated choice: if anybody I knew saw me, I could claim I was just meeting a friend to catch up. I’d even brought a book just in case, though I hoped I wouldn’t need to open it.

The place was nearly empty—just a distracted bartender, one other pair on a date, and two hipsters at the far end engaged in a muted board game session.

Okay, maybe it was a little too trendy.

I picked a corner booth, faced the door, and ordered a gin fizz, more as a distraction than anything.

Caleb was six minutes late. I counted, compulsively, the way you always say I do. When he finally walked in he didn’t hesitate—he just found me with a glance and threaded his way through the tables, hands sunk in the pockets of his windbreaker.

He looked exactly as I expected, thank God. Brown hair, short at the sides. A nose that was probably broken in high school. His jeans were clean but not new.

He sat down opposite me without waiting for an invitation, said my name in a low, deliberate voice, and immediately asked what I was drinking. Then without missing a beat he turned and asked the passing bartender for a negroni to match me.

It probably sounds like a bit much, but it came across as damn smooth.

For a few minutes, it was just easy talk—a little about work, a little about living downtown, with him sprinkling in drops of wit to keep things interesting. And then, just as I started to wonder how we were supposed to address the elephant in the room, he brought it up like it was the most normal thing in the world.

He asked me what I wanted, just like he had on the app, only now the question meant much more. He was basically asking me how I wanted our night together to end. I could feel my ears burn right away—I was sure that the bartender could hear, that the board game guys were eavesdropping, that anyone with half a brain could see exactly what was happening.

But I figured that was kind of the point. If someone nearby could figure out this was no ordinary date, all I could do was own it. That was the game, that was what you wanted—wasn’t it?

So I just said it. I was looking for fun, no strings attached. I’ve never said that in my life.

We stayed at the bar for almost two hours. At first I kept a safe distance, leaning into the booth’s corner with my arms crossed. But slowly, as the gin did its thing, the energy between us started to show.

Caleb started punctuating his stories by touching my hand, my wrist, or brushing my knee under the table. I returned the favor, at first almost out of obligation, but then out of an admission to myself that I wanted to, and an acceptance that I could.

I let him steer the conversation past what was “appropriate” and into the forbidden. This time, he was looking for what really brought me here—he asked the questions I knew he wanted to ask since the beginning, but was too polite to bring up over text message. I answered them all, albeit a little vaguely to mask the truth about us.

I told him I needed something new but that I still love my husband, and I told him what I would or wouldn’t do if tonight went somewhere.

His expression was hard to read, but I couldn’t pretend I didn’t see the flicker of hunger across his face when I told him I’d never done anything like this before.

He said, “That can be a good thing,” and then, “You seem nervous.”

“I am,” I said, though at that point it was an understatement. But it turned out that was the right thing to say, because he reached across the table and squeezed my hand. For a moment, it did calm me, but it also upped the intimacy. More and more I was getting the sense that this was really going to happen.

It felt like there was a clock running under the table, counting down. By the time the board game ended and the two men shuffled out of the bar, I’d finished my second cocktail but barely felt the alcohol.

There were a few other dates unfolding around us, the night still young, but we didn’t linger after that. He stood and offered his hand, and I took it. Neither of us said anything about where we were going—we both knew what this was, and I already knew he didn’t live far away.

So I walked with him to the door, the realization sinking in that I was going to another man’s place to break my wedding vows.

Out on the street, the air was a little cool and the sky had turned deep blue, and everything came into sharper focus: the passing headlights, the cinnamon smell from a bakery across the road, the click of my heels on the sidewalk. I felt so exposed and so brazen at the same time.

A little further, and I’d have total privacy with him.

We walked side by side, not saying much. I let him lead the way because I didn’t know exactly where we were going, but also because I liked the feeling of surrender. I could see how easily a night could slip out of someone’s hands if they got too carried away—how someone could really cheat on their spouse.

His apartment was in one of those newer buildings with the big glass windows and a concierge. I got the feeling he wasn’t bringing women here all the time, but I also got the feeling he’d done something like this before. The elevator ride up was silent except for my breathing, which sounded embarrassingly loud to me. He didn’t touch me, but I could feel the anticipation in the way he stood, the way his reflection stole glances at mine in the doors.

Inside, the apartment was tidy but lived-in: plants on the sill, a bike propped near the balcony, a row of shoes by the door. He offered me a glass of water, which I took mostly to have something to hold. I took a sip to steady myself, then set it down on a side table as he came to stand in front of me.

He didn’t ask. He just pressed his lips to mine, softly at first, then harder as I responded.

It was nothing like kissing you—he was more insistent, more practiced, more like someone who knew the rules of this particular game and wanted to see how far I’d play along. I let him push me against the wall, and I let him slip both hands under my jacket and up my sides. He kissed me like he was trying to convince me—like he knew it wasn’t a sure thing yet, and he wanted it to be.

I didn’t realize my jacket was falling until it hit the floor. His mouth moved to my neck, just below my ear, and that’s when it started to hit me: all the heat and urgency, the way my skin was buzzing.

His hands were on my waist, then my hips, then the small of my back. Everywhere at once. I could feel his heart hammering through his shirt, though it was nowhere near as fast as mine.

For a split second I was tempted to say something—to slow things down and clarify exactly what I was doing here. But I pushed past it. It didn’t matter, and a part of me knew it would be so much hotter to just keep playing the part of a cheat.

Instead I let him press me against the wall, and then a few moments later I let him push the straps of my dress off my shoulders. I let myself enjoy the small grunt he let out, like a caged animal, when my breasts came free.

He was so hungry. I’d expected him to be in control, to be measured, but he was a little wild. He tugged the rest of my dress down, leaving it around my ankles, and I kicked it to the side like it was an afterthought. The shock of being so exposed burned through me. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath except a pair of plain cotton panties, and I caught him looking, properly looking, his eyes devouring every bit of me.

He kissed down my neck, across my collarbone, his hands everywhere. Then, without warning, he kneeled in front of me, like I was someone to be worshiped. He ran his hands up my thighs and hooked his fingers in the waistband of my underwear, then paused and looked at me for permission.

I nodded. I wanted it.

He pulled them down so slowly it almost made me ache. He kissed my belly, then lower, then paused again and said, “You’re beautiful.”

It probably doesn’t sound like much. But the way he said it, low and barely controlled, had a real effect on me. Again, I got a taste of how people must feel when they actually stray from their marriages.

The temptation I felt in that moment wasn’t the contrived, preordained kind that I was waiting for—it was genuine.

After that, I needed him.


CHAPTER THREE


When he started touching me, it was careful at first, precise. But it didn’t stay that way.

He kissed and sucked and—finally—licked like he had been dying to taste me all night. As he buried his face between my legs I braced myself against the wall, trying not to crumple to the floor. Every few seconds I’d look down at him, just to check that this was really happening. Every time, I’d find him staring straight up at me with this feral intensity, like he was daring me to stop him.

I didn’t. I don’t think I could have if I tried.

It felt so different to what I was used to. For one thing, I was standing up—I’ve never experienced that, and I never thought I would. It would have felt so unlike me, so futile, had he not caught me by surprise and showed me how good it could be.

He was skilled at it, and he had me shivering and weak. But I wanted more than his tongue, and I think he could sense it.

Eventually he stood, and for the first time I realized how hard he was, even through the thick fabric of his jeans. He pressed his hips into mine, and I reached for him without thinking, running my palm along the long, broad shape of him through the material. He sucked in a breath, like he hadn’t expected me to be so bold. I smiled at that—I hadn’t, either.

I was holding the cock of a man who wasn’t my husband. Even if there was still that barrier, if this was all I did that night, it was already a huge transgression, something I could never undo.

He guided me to his bedroom without a word. It was barely lit; he flicked on a lamp on the dresser and closed the blinds against the city lights, leaving us with the kind of soft glow that hits a body just right.

Except I was still the only one without any clothes.

He moved me toward the bed, but I held out a hand to stop him. Keeping my gaze locked on his—it took me a few moments to work up enough courage not to look away—I took a step closer and began to unbutton his shirt.

He just let me, standing still while I fiddled each button open, top to bottom, feeling the shallow heat radiating off his skin. There was a patch of dark hair across his chest, and the line of it arrowed down his torso and disappeared beneath his waistband. I ran my flat palm down him, over the hard planes and the faint, excited shiver in his stomach. When I looked up at him, his eyes bore into mine—patient but expectant.

I undid his belt, then the button, then the zipper, each move with exaggerated care, like I was opening a present that was much too expensive to be reckless with. When I tugged down his jeans, he stepped out of them.

And then I found myself kneeling in front of him.

I couldn’t believe it. I did it without thinking, without any pressure to do it. I just… wanted to. For a moment I was caught between that sudden impulse and a feeling like vertigo, but the sight in front of me overpowered any apprehension or doubt.

His underwear was tight, and the outline was completely unmistakable—long, thick, and already straining at the fabric. My hands shook a little when I peeled them down. His cock sprang free, all flushed and angry, and I reached for it before I’d even finished pulling off his briefs.

Holding him felt like an out of body experience and something completely familiar all at once. The heat, the weight… and then the faint saltiness of his skin against my lips when I leaned in, barely kissing the tip at first...

When I first made up my mind and decided to pursue this, I still didn’t know if I was doing it because I wanted to, because you wanted me to, or because I felt compelled to prove something. But when I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock and took him into my mouth, the sensation—the shock of it—short-circuited any remaining thought, or doubt.

I was doing this for you, yes, but I was mostly doing this for myself.

You did always say that I should only do this if I wanted to. I just hope you can handle the fact that I very much did want to.

When I sank my lips over his head he let out a sound—not quite a moan, but much more than a gasp. I looked up and he was watching me, mouth half-open. I wondered what was going through his head; I got the sense that the fact a married woman was down on her knees for him was at the front of his mind.

I closed my eyes and focused on the rhythm, trying to remember what I liked to do when it was you, and then letting my thoughts drift to what I’d always been afraid to do. I went slow at first, then pushed deeper, letting the tip press against the back of my throat, until I started to gag and had to pause for air. His hand found the back of my head, not pushing, just resting, and I let it stay there.

There was a power in it, in having him vulnerable and off-guard, and I drew it out, teasing him with my tongue, my lips, even grazing with my teeth at one point. I felt his body tense, felt him twitch and pulse in my hand, and for a second I thought he might lose control right then.

But he didn’t. He gripped my hair and pulled me up, his breathing ragged. I let him push me backwards onto the bed, and I didn’t care that I was bare and exposed—because by then all I could think about was having him inside me.

He climbed on top of me, kissing down my neck, over my breasts, his hands greedy and searching, and when he settled between my legs I parted them without thinking. He guided himself to my entrance, and there was a moment of pure, suspended terror: this is the line, this is the point of no return.

I was about to sleep with a man who wasn’t my husband. I could never take it back.

That thought only made it hotter.

He eased himself forward, the head of his cock pushing against me, and for a breathless moment neither of us moved. I realized I was so wet he could just slip out, but then he thrust forward, filling me all at once, so long and deep that my back arched away from the bed. Nothing about it was gentle or careful or sweet—it was raw, primal, and so, so much more than I’d let myself imagine.

I heard myself make a sound, a little too loud, and I clamped a hand over my mouth—but then he caught my wrist and pinned it above my head. He pressed into me again, harder, his whole length grinding against places in me that I didn’t know could feel so good.

It was like I’d been wound up for days, weeks, and now that I was finally doing it, my body didn’t want to wait any longer.

He grabbed my thigh and hitched it high on his hip, spreading me wider. I felt totally on display, and totally powerless to do anything but let him take what he wanted, all while knowing I was supposed to belong to someone else. He never broke eye contact—he just watched me, his jaw flexing, like he was memorizing every reaction. The sheer intensity of it all caught me off guard, but nowhere near as much as what happened next.

I came. With a stranger’s cock inside me.

It was a full-body thing, sharp and sudden, and I think I actually yelped. It kind of rumbled through me, a totally different sensation to any orgasm I’ve ever had. I wouldn’t say it felt better—just unlike what I was used to. Less natural and even emotional than it is with you, but definitely more physical.

And he didn’t slow down. He just held me there with his hand clamped on my hip and kept fucking me throughout.

From the way he was watching me I got that sense again, the sense that he couldn’t stop thinking about my marriage. He seemed to grow in confidence and become more relaxed, while at the same time having this strange smile. It looked triumphant, almost as though he had ‘won’ by getting me into his bed and making me come.

At some point he flipped me onto my stomach and pulled my hips up, yanking me until I was on my hands and knees on the edge of the bed. And as if it wasn’t already enough that I was now on all fours for him, I practically watched it happen; the lamp cast both of our shadows on the wall, and I saw the outline of him behind me, broad and dark, driving into me again and again. I felt his hand on the back of my neck, flattening me down, and then his palm on my ass, leaving a warm, stinging print.

He asked if I liked it—if I liked being fucked by someone who wasn’t my husband.

I didn’t need to answer, but I told him yes, and I felt his body respond to it, his cock throbbing right up into me.

And if there was any doubt, I know he could feel the truth in the way I pushed back against him, the way I let myself shout when I came a second time. I didn’t even think about you for those few minutes that I was bent over for him, except as a distant echo, a reminder that I was free to do this.

He pulled out just before he finished, grabbing my shoulder, and I felt the hot splash as he came across my lower back, my ass, my thighs.

In an instant he made a mess of me, and I loved it. It already felt so wrong, but now it was just sordid.

He caught his breath, and then, with zero hesitation, leaned down and kissed my shoulder, then my cheek, then my mouth, teasing my tongue out. That kiss wasn’t just a conclusion, some formality after we had just used each other. It was real.

Neither of us said anything for a long while. I lay on his bed, sticky, shaking, spent, not even bothering to cover myself. I felt sore in the most satisfying way.

He went and got a warm towel, cleaned me off, then tossed it aside and pulled me on top of him. He closed his eyes and caressed my bare hip and thigh, just basking in the afterglow.

While I tried to pretend I wasn’t thinking about taking this further.


CHAPTER FOUR


We lay tangled together for a while, my head on his chest, his palm drawing slow, idling circles at the base of my spine, and I could feel the heartbeat in his wrist as clearly as the pounding in my own body.

For a while there was an unspoken pact in that silence not to break the spell, but of course it didn’t last. He broke first.

“So is this the part,” he said, “where you cry and say you regret it?”

He framed it as a joke, but when I looked up I saw a flicker of actual concern in his eyes. I rolled onto my side, my leg still draped over his, wishing I could be as breezy about all of this as him. But the ache between my thighs, the post-orgasmic bliss settling into my belly, made me feel reckless.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to do any of that,” I said. “I just… I don’t know. I thought it would feel more transgressive.”

That’s honestly what I thought. I didn’t really feel any of the guilt I’d expected.

He laughed, a low, disbelieving rumble, and traced his finger along the curve of my ass. “It’s pretty fucking transgressive, isn’t it? Sleeping with someone outside of your marriage.”

“It probably seems that way for you,” I said, realizing too late I was on the edge of self-pity. “You’re the one who gets the whole ‘forbidden fruit’ thing, without any of the baggage. I get the feeling this is the biggest turn-on in the world for you.”

“You aren’t wrong,” he said, chuckling. But then he thought about it, head back, looking at the ceiling. “You don’t think it’s the same for you?”

I shifted my weight, the sheet dragging across my bare hip. “It is, I guess. But it’s like—it’s not just that I wanted to cross that line. It’s that I wanted to feel what it would be like to do something I’m not supposed to want at all. I did exactly that, but it was… easier than I thought.”

He propped himself on an elbow, looking at me with a lazy, satisfied smile. “Well, we only just got started.” He tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, his fingertips lingering at my jaw. “So… what do you want to do next?”

That question hit me hard. All the things I’d ever fantasized about, the things you and I have talked about in the heat of the moment but never did, flickered through my mind. For the first time I felt a wave of embarrassment.

“I should go home soon,” I said, a pathetic response.

“We have plenty of time,” he said. “Your husband’s out of town, right?”

I hesitated. “He’s not coming back until Sunday.”

Caleb grinned, more wolfish than before. “Then you get to decide what kind of cheater you want to be.”

I swallowed. I could still taste him on my tongue, and the memory of his cock in my mouth made me flush with a fresh surge of heat. It was as if he could read my mind, because he shifted, the sheet tenting at his lap, and I realized he was getting hard again.

I reached for him before I could think better of it. He was already swelling in my palm, the skin satin-smooth and impatient, and I slid down the bed until I was already nuzzling his length, letting it brush against my cheek, inhaling the scent of myself on him mixed with the heady salt of his skin.

I didn’t hesitate—I licked him slowly from base to tip, letting the vein along the underside throb against my tongue. He shuddered with a sharp intake of breath. His cock was rigid and pulsing in my hands, and I wrapped my lips around the head and slid down, working him deeper on every pass.

I wanted to see how far I could go this time, how much of him I could take before I had to pull back. The first time I gagged, I could feel his thighs flex beneath my palms. I looked up through my lashes and saw him watching, his mouth slack, his eyes gone dark. The power that gave me was almost overwhelming—I could make him beg, if I wanted to.

I bobbed my head, twisting my wrist at the same time, and let spit drip from my chin and down his length. There was nothing polite about it; I didn’t hold back, didn’t try to look pretty. I wanted him to see how much I wanted this, how much I wanted to make him lose control.

I pressed on until my nose was buried against him and I could barely breathe, then pulled back and did it again, and again, until my eyes were watering and I was dizzy with lust.

He started to twitch, hips jerking on their own, and I could tell he was close. He tried to warn me but the words came out broken—a stutter of my name, a curse, the word ‘close’. I kept at it, even when he started to pull himself back against the bed, but when his hand tightened in my hair I pulled up and opened my mouth wide, my tongue flat.

I’ll never forget the look on his face for that split second before it happened. Pure shock.

I thought about you at that moment, how you told me you didn’t want to know what I had in mind until I’d already done it, how you wanted the element of surprise. Well, I hope this surprises you as much as it surprised him.

He came hard, and I let him empty himself all over me—a hot pulse hitting my tongue, then another against the back of my throat, and again. Some went astray and clung to my cheeks, and as the blasts weakened they splattered against my chin and left a thick glob oozing down it.

When he was done he just stared at me, dumbstruck. I scooped up what I could with my finger, dragged it over my tongue, then swallowed it all, that strange and unfamiliar flavor, with my eyes locked on his—before sticking it back out, spotlessly clean.

All he could say was “Holy shit".

Then he collapsed backward, arm flung over his eyes, chest rising and falling like he’d just run a race.

I used his ensuite to wash my face, then came back and crawled up next to him. He looked at me like he didn’t know what to say, so I kissed him and flicked out my tongue against his, just to hammer the point home. He smiled, dazed, and held me.

We fell asleep naked in his bed.


CHAPTER FIVE


I could have left his apartment as soon as I woke up—I could have said this had gone as far as I wanted, then left on a high note and never looked back.

But I didn’t want to. The more I tasted of this, the more I wanted to taste.

I was on my side, pressed up against him, my arm draped over the flat of his stomach. I didn’t remember rolling over, or pulling the covers up, but I must have. He was already awake—breathing quietly, and when I shifted, he turned his head, smiled, and reached to grasp my hip with his hand.

For a while we just lay there, not speaking. I was aware of a cramp in my calf, and the lingering soreness between my thighs. My hair was a mess, my makeup was long gone—but even as the morning clarity set in, I couldn’t remember the last time I had felt so confident.

He turned to face me, blinking in the sunlight. His eyes were softer than they had been before, less hungry but even more curious, like he was trying to gauge what version of me had woken up in his bed after everything we’d done.

We exchanged an awkward “good morning” and he asked how I was feeling. My throat was still a little raw, my limbs heavy, but I felt… satisfied. I just smiled.

He kissed me, slow and deliberate. In my single days I was used to morning-after kisses being shy or maybe a little apologetic, but this wasn’t either. I don’t know how he’d done it, but he tasted like toothpaste. I opened my mouth and let him in, pulling him closer so that our legs tangled and his morning erection pressed insistently against my hip.

I felt him before I saw it, the thick and unmistakable length of him stirring against me. I couldn’t help but laugh—there was something funny, something adolescent, about a man’s cock getting hard before the rest of him was even awake. But when I reached down and wrapped my fingers around it, he didn’t laugh. He closed his eyes and let out a sound that was half sigh, half groan.

I stroked him gently, watching his face, the way his lips parted just a little at the sensation. I felt so free, so un-self-conscious, that I surprised myself by whispering, “I want you inside me again.”

He opened his eyes—this time, definitely hungry—and rolled onto his back, pulling me up onto his chest. I straddled his hips, my knees pressing into the mattress, and carefully guided him into me. He was hard and hot and slick, and the fullness hit me all at once, drawing a gasp from my mouth loud enough that I was briefly embarrassed.

I sank down on him, setting a slow, grinding rhythm, letting him fill me completely on every stroke. The angle was perfect. I rode him with my hands on his chest, feeling the muscles flex under my palms with every thrust.

He watched me with such an intense focus that it almost made me shy, but I didn’t look away; I wanted him to see exactly how much I was enjoying this, enjoying him, enjoying myself.

I was so wet I could hear it, which would have mortified me once, but now it only spurred me on. I sped up, grinding down in circles, feeling the friction build. His hands slid up my thighs and around to cup my ass, squeezing and guiding my rhythm. I could feel every inch of him inside me, and this new position—the way he bottomed out, the way the base of him rubbed just right—made it almost impossible to pace myself.

He whispered, his voice still raw at that early hour, and told me I was incredible.

I leaned forward, hair falling around my face, and kissed him hard while I rode him. He met my movement with his own, lifting his hips in perfect time, and soon I was right at the edge, teetering, trying to draw it out and failing. He seemed to sense it—maybe from the way I started digging my nails into his shoulders, or the choked way I was breathing—because he reached up and grabbed my face with his hand, making me look him dead in the eye as I came.

I was left quivering helplessly on top of him, the climax rippling through my whole body, all the while staring back at him in a daze. A few moments later I sank lower and just clung to him, my cheek pressed to his neck, my body shuddering with aftershocks.

He didn’t stop; he fucked me through it, his cock so hard, so deep, that every thrust only prolonged the end of my orgasm. I thought I might come again, even though I was so sensitive by this point it almost hurt.

Eventually I pulled myself together enough to sit upright, hands braced on his pecs, and then I rode him even harder, letting my tits bounce, letting him watch all of it. I wanted him to remember this, to remember all of me.

I could tell he was getting close—his hands tightened, his jaw set, his eyes went wild. I waited right until the last moment, then slammed down on him and held it, feeling him pulse and jerk inside me as he came.

The warmth flooded me, so much I could actually feel each individual blast of his come. He gasped, arms wrapping around my waist, burying his face in my chest. I held him there, stroking his hair, feeling the heat of his breath as he came down from it.

We stayed like that for a long time, still joined, his arms around me and my body bent over his. I felt him soften and slip out, and with it the slow trickle of him seeping down my thigh.

I was full of another man—so completely, so obviously, that I almost started to laugh.

This was actually happening. I had never in my whole life experienced anything like it.

———

We didn’t talk about the situation right away.

I hung around his apartment, drinking coffee from his chipped mug, thumbing through the books on his shelf, watching him move in and out of the shower with breezy, half-naked indifference. We ate bagels he’d scrounged from his freezer, sitting half-dressed in the kitchen, both of us pretending this was normal.

Every so often I’d catch him staring at me—like he still couldn’t get over the fact that somewhere out there, I had a husband, even while I slept with him, stayed the night in his apartment.

I almost didn’t want to leave. I couldn’t believe the simplicity of it—the anonymity, the blank-canvas intimacy. There was none of the context or expectation there had been when I slept with someone in the past. There was no history, and there didn’t need to be a future; only that scandalous, charged present.

It was intoxicating.

It was a while before either of us broached the subject of what came next. He looked up from his coffee and, with that same directness that had first drawn me to him, asked, “Do you want to do this again?”

I probably should have played it cool. Instead, I felt my cheeks heat and said, “Yes. Definitely.”

He grinned, but not in a way that made me feel like some doe-eyed conquest. He just nodded, like he’d known it already. I suppose he had.

“We’ll be as careful as you need to be,” he said. “Or not. Up to you.”

I had to smile at that—all kinds of wicked thoughts started swirling around my head. I chewed my lip and shrugged.

“I don’t know what I want. I just know I want more.”

The words sounded so risky, so permanent. Even this conversation was turning me on.

“Same,” he said, and then, “If you aren’t needed at home… you’re welcome to stay as long as you want.”

I knew I shouldn’t. I had to go home, had to shower, had to carry on with the usual weekend routines and errands. But I also knew there was no urgency to any of that other than the fact it was what I was supposed to do.

I was helpless to resist. I wanted to see what would happen if I just let myself fall a little further into the life of a straying wife.

So I stayed.

The rest of the day was a blur of strange domesticity. We watched bad television, we fucked on his living room rug, we ate takeout burritos and then, somehow, I ended up sleeping over again.

The pleasure on demand, the curiosity, it had all become addictive. I let it happen. I came more times than I think I’ve ever come in one day—and Caleb filled me with more come than I’ve probably been filled with in a week.

There was a moment, late at night, when I couldn’t let go and drift off. For a while I just lay awake and watched him sleep. Reality was starting to hit me, and I had this fear that maybe this was going to unravel our marriage after all, that this was the massive mistake that literally anyone would probably tell me it was.

But I thought of you, how much the sight of me lying there would blow your mind. You were so sure you wanted it, and I trusted you not to misjudge your own desires. We’d talked about them long enough, tested them enough times with the role play, all those late-night conversations.

I did wonder if I was supposed to feel guilt. But there was only a sense of possibility, a wondering at what could happen if I made this—or even made Caleb—a part of my life.


CHAPTER SIX


I didn’t go into this with fantasies about it continuing. What it might look like to have a regular thing—a “piece on the side,” as the cliché goes.

I’d always figured that sort of arrangement belonged to people very unlike us, people who lived by different rules, who were capable of keeping whole secret lives compartmentalized from their weekday routines. I didn’t see myself as one of them.

Not until that Sunday, when you walked in our front door and found me waiting for you in my sweats with my hair freshly washed.

You didn’t seem to notice anything. You came in and kissed me, and I hugged you with a little happy sigh, the way I always do when you come back from a day out or a weekend away like that one. At one point you gave me a look like you were trying to read me, to decide if something was off, but you seemed to shake it off pretty quickly. I watched you drag your suitcase to the washing machine and start a cycle right away like you always do, and I realized you had absolutely no idea what I’d spent my weekend doing.

There was a part of me that wanted to tell you everything right then—every detail, every strange and obscene moment. But there was another part that wanted to keep it to myself, as if by holding it back I could keep it alive a bit longer, and make all of the deceit feel real, more exciting.

You changed into the clothes you wear to lounge around in, and you asked me if I’d remembered to do the food shop. I nodded and watched you rummage through the fridge for a snack.

“Anything exciting while I was gone?”

I shook my head and smiled, trying not to give myself away. “No. Just the usual.”

It felt both completely normal and, at the same time, like I was living a double life. I felt a savage pride at how well I could play it off—how I could step from a stranger’s bed into a shared domestic scene without missing a beat. I went about the rest of my Sunday afternoon—folded laundry next to you, answered some emails, and the whole time there was this undercurrent of anticipation. I imagined Caleb doing his own weekend errands now that I was gone, maybe thinking about me in the same way.

I wanted to see him again soon—I’d felt constantly horny ever since I’d left his place. The sheer audacity of what I’d done, the shock to my own system, was more than enough to make me open the app as soon as I got the chance and check if he’d messaged.

He had. Three times, in fact. Each message more direct than the last: he wanted to see me the next night you were out, or after work the next day before I got home, or any night at all.

This brought it to a new level. You were back home, probably disappointed, after rightly assuming I’d take the chance to do what you’d asked me to do while you were away, but wrongly assuming I’d tell you as soon as I did it. And this time I was going to sneak around for real, right behind your back.

I hesitated. I never thought I’d be the kind of person who could orchestrate something like this, but I realized it wouldn’t be so difficult. You had that standing poker night on Tuesdays, and my whole evening was free.

“Tuesday works,” I wrote. There was a thrill in how easy it was to arrange.

That night you made dinner, and we sat together on the couch watching Netflix. I felt like a spy, an actress playing the part of myself, but you didn’t seem to notice. If anything, you were more affectionate and attentive than ever, as if my little secret had somehow inadvertently made us closer rather than pulling us apart.

The only giveaway—if there was one—was that I was hornier than usual, and you seemed almost relieved by it. We fucked that night with a kind of lazy satisfaction, and I got the sense that you, too, found the whole thing kind of comforting.

I had missed you that weekend, obviously, and you must have missed me. But for me, it was also a return to the safe and familiar. For you, perhaps it was a kind of reassurance that everything was still fine, that I was still only yours, even if you didn’t actually want me to be. There must have been solace in the thought that I hadn’t gone ahead with your crazy idea and risked it all, at least not yet.

Afterward, I lay in bed and stared at the ceiling, replaying scenes from the weekend, testing myself to see if I could remember every single detail.

I could. And I couldn’t wait until you knew everything.

———

On Tuesday morning I woke up before our alarm, my body wracked with anticipation. I could not stop thinking about what the evening held, the casual deceit of it, the certainty that you would never expect it.

I played the good wife all day—answered your texts promptly, added things to our shared calendar, even sent you a meme or two to keep up appearances.

I got a manicure at lunch. I found myself checking my phone for Caleb’s messages every hour, even though I knew exactly what time and where we were supposed to meet. It was like I was in high school again, counting down to the dance.

I left work early to give myself a head start on you at home. As soon as I got back, I took a shower and lingered in the hot water, concentrating on preparing my body for total surrender to him all over again. Then I dried off and went into the bedroom, closing the door even though you weren’t due home for another hour.

I opened the little bottom drawer of my dresser and pulled out the one nice set of lingerie I own—the black-and-gold lace that you bought me two birthdays ago, stored away in the tissue paper because, even though I wore it once or twice for you back then, it had made me feel like a fraud. But now, for that night, it felt exactly right. The demi-cut bra, the high-waisted thong, the garter belt and stockings. The effect in the mirror was… striking. Maybe a little over the top, but I looked at myself longer than I meant to. I tried to see myself as Caleb would see me, and I liked the idea.

I put on my sweats over it until it was time to go. The whole time, I was paranoid that you might come home early and catch me getting ready, but when the front door finally opened, I was just sitting in the kitchen, pretending to be on my laptop, a glass of water in hand.

You said you didn’t need dinner, that you were picking up pizzas and going over to Mark’s early to help set up for poker night. You didn’t seem to notice the tiny tremor in my voice as I said, “Okay, have fun.”

You kissed me, and it was natural and unassuming—completely unsuspecting. The way your lips met mine, the way you casually wrapped an arm around me in that quick hug, I could tell you felt that there was still no threat to the sanctity of our marriage.

And I thought, if only you knew. The thought made my skin tingle.

The second you were down the block, I stripped the sweats off and tossed them on the bed. The high heels went on, and then the coat—your Christmas gift from last year, the full-length black one with the satin lining that makes me feel like I’m in a movie.

I fixed my lipstick, fussed with my hair, and stood in front of the mirror for a few breaths. The coat concealed everything but my face. Just knowing that beneath it I was nothing but garters and silk gave me a pulse of power so strong I almost couldn’t tear myself away from the reflection.

When I finally left, I had no intention of coming back looking so presentable.


CHAPTER SEVEN


By the time I got to Caleb’s place, I barely remembered any of the cab ride. My nerves had gone from high to electric, and when I buzzed up, he answered instantly. The elevator doors had only just shut behind me before a message vibrated onto my phone: Just walk in.

I did. He was waiting for me in the kitchen, leaning against the counter island with a glass of wine in hand, like he’d been there all evening. He had the easy, unbothered look of a man who expected a married woman to come back to him for more, and it made my whole body spark with impatience.

“Hey,” I said, my voice smaller than I meant it to be.

Caleb’s eyes moved from my face to the hem of my coat, then to my heels, and back up again. He smiled, not smug but approving, as if he was already planning what to do with me. “You dress up like this for work?”

I dropped my purse on a chair and shrugged. “No, just special occasions.”

He set the glass down, walked over, and took me in his arms without a word. The coat was thick, but I could feel the heat of his body radiate through. For a second we just pressed together, breathing each other in, then he reached up and cupped my jaw, tilting my head so he could kiss me hard.

I let the coat slip from my shoulders and fall into a heap on the floor. The effect was immediate: Caleb’s hands went from my face to my waist, then down, tracing the lines of my lingerie all the way to my thighs. He pulled back just enough to take it in—the black lace, the gold trim, the garters biting gently against the pale skin of my legs.

“Jesus Christ,” he said, and it landed somewhere between reverence and craving.

He took a step back, eyes running over my body like he was trying to peel away that lingerie with his gaze alone. I’d been nervous about being so exposed, but in that moment it only made me want to be seen more.

I nudged him backwards until he sat down on a bar stool, and I stood between his open knees, his face staring up at me with a focus that was almost clinical. He dragged his fingertips along the inside of my thigh, and I shivered, hands braced on his shoulders. He pressed a slow, lingering kiss against my cleavage, then traced a line with his lips up to my neck, right up just below my ear. His fingers caught the waistband of the thong, but I pulled them away and whispered to him to be patient.

Except I was struggling even more to stay patient. He definitely liked what he saw, but that in itself was a serious turn-on for me.

With his face so taut and tense, his imagination clearly running riot, I wanted to know what was going through his mind. I wanted to let him do to me whatever it was that he was quietly picturing—but I wanted to tease him a little first, and see just how far I could push him.

I straddled one of his thighs, like I’ve done a couple of times with you when you were on a conference call with your camera off, when I wanted to be a little bratty and wind you up. But this was not a game, and he was not you. He was far less reserved.

He grabbed my hips, planted me right in his lap, and spread his knees wide so that the backs of my thighs pressed flat to the barstool, the cold vinyl making me shiver. I could feel his cock stiffening beneath his jeans, the heat of it rising even through the thick denim.

He slid his hands up my legs and into the gap between stockings and panties, his palms hot on my bare skin, and he squeezed my ass so hard I gasped. His hands are a little bigger than yours, and by that point they were less hesitant, as if he’d decided that the second time with me would not be shy, or polite, or even anything like the first. He kneaded my flesh until I squirmed, the insistent pressure of his cock growing between my legs, and then he angled me forward, grinding himself up against me.

I got bolder, too. I leaned in and kissed him, deeply and without reservation, winding my arms around his neck and rolling my hips until the friction made me dizzy. My hands found his chest, his shoulders, the back of his neck, each of us exploring the other like we had all the time in the world, like I had no husband to get back to.

I bit his lower lip and then drew back, just so I could see the look on his face: the raw hunger, the anticipation, the confidence that I was about to do anything he wanted.

He whispered something low into my ear—something filthy, enough to make me blush even after everything we’d already done together—but I didn’t need the words to know what he wanted. I could feel it, literally, straining and pulsing beneath me.

So I slid off his lap, let my knees hit the kitchen floor, and set to work.

I made a show of it. I smoothed my hands over his thighs, up to the button of his jeans, pausing so I could feel him twitch in anticipation. I looked up at him, and he was watching with a kind of reverent awe, like he couldn’t believe this was real. I popped the button and dragged the zipper down, exposing a line of skin and the bulge of his cock, pressing hard against the fabric of his briefs.

I palmed him through the fabric first, slow and deliberate, feeling him throb and swell in my hand. He felt bigger than I’d remembered—or maybe I just still hadn’t come to terms with his size. Either way, I wanted to take my time, to make him really feel it.

I teased the waistband down, inch by inch, until his cock sprang free—already leaking, already flushed a deep, furious red. I wrapped my hand around it, squeezed just enough to make him inhale sharply, then kissed the tip, letting the bead of pre-come smear across my lips. I dragged my tongue around the head, savoring the taste, and then took him into my mouth, letting the weight and heat of him fill up every inch I could manage.

He stifled a strangled groan, but I wanted to hear it. I bobbed my head, taking him slow and deep, letting my lips slide all the way down the shaft and back up again, swirling my tongue under the crown each time. I loved the way he twitched in my grip, the way his thighs tensed and unclenched with every stroke, the way he would murmur my name like he was begging every time I let the tip hit the back of my throat.

I reached up to cup his balls, rolling them gently in my palm, and the look that spread across his face was one I wanted to frame. I went faster, then pulled off to drag my tongue along the vein on the underside, letting a line of spit hang from my mouth to his cock. I used my hand to stroke him, slick and tight, and then licked him clean before taking him back in, savoring the stretch and the ache in my jaw.

I wanted to see how long I could keep him there, right on the edge, begging for release.

But Caleb was done being patient. He tangled a hand in my hair and pulled me off, his cock bouncing against my chin, shiny and swollen. He lifted me up with surprising strength, spun me around, and bent me over the kitchen counter, spreading my legs with his knee. The bare flesh of my upper chest was pressed to the cold stone, my ass in the air; with my heels still on, it was presented to him at just the right height.

I felt his hand slide up the inside of my thigh, fingers finding the wet heat between my legs and tugging the fabric aside. He didn’t bother with finesse this time—he just lined himself up and pushed into me in one thick, hard motion, burying himself to the hilt. I cried out, the sound echoing in the open kitchen, and braced myself with both hands on the counter’s edge.

The angle was different from last time—more urgent, more animal. He fucked me with hard, punishing thrusts, his hands gripping my hips tightly. I could hear the slap of skin on skin, the ragged sounds he made as he drove into me, and the obscene, wet noises coming from where we were joined.

It was relentless, and it was exactly what I wanted.

He pulled out briefly, just long enough to slap my ass—so hard that I gasped and jerked forward—then rammed back into me, the force of it knocking a salt shaker off the counter and sending it spinning across the floor. I loved it all, the loss of control, the realization that he was taking what he wanted without asking. I pushed back into him, desperate to feel him deeper, harder, and the way my body responded was a shock even to me. I came just like that, bent over and used, my orgasm blooming hot and fast and leaving my legs shaking and my vision blurry.

He didn’t slow down. He fucked me through it, his hands kneading my ass, his hips pistoning until I thought I’d collapse. He started talking, low and filthy, telling me how tight I was, how wet and eager, how he couldn’t believe a married woman could fuck like this. I moaned aloud when he slammed in all the way, his cock throbbing and thick, a solid pressure against my walls. I could feel him swelling, the hard pulse of his need, and I knew he was about to finish.

He hissed my name and slowed just enough to make it last, grinding deep until he bottomed out inside me. He grabbed my hair, yanked my head up, and growled into my ear, “I’m going to come in you.” The words alone nearly made me lose it all over again.

He held me flush against him, thrusting short and deep, and once again I felt the first scalding jet of his come shoot up into me. Then another, and another, in thick, wet pulses. There was so much of it, and he was so deep, that I could feel it flooding my insides, hot and slippery and impossibly full. I whimpered at the sensation—part shock, part delight, all debauchery.

He stayed buried in me for a long time, gasping, one hand still caught in my hair and the other clamped around my hip. When he finally pulled out, there was a vulgar, wet pop, and I felt the rush of his load dripping out of me almost immediately, running down my thighs in sticky rivulets. I could feel it, warm and slick, soaking into the tops of my stockings and the garter belt.

I stood there, bent over and breathing hard, as he admired the mess he’d made of me. He traced a finger along my inner thigh, collecting a string of his own come, and then brought it to my lips. I sucked it clean, and he watched with the trace of a smirk. The taste, the smell, the evidence of what we’d done—it made the whole thing so real, so shocking that I wondered if you’d ever really grasp just how wild it was.

I finally turned around, legs trembling, and looked at him. His cock was slick and softening, his jeans around his ankles, his face flushed and open. He looked at me with something almost like affection, but I could tell the main feeling was pride—pride at having ruined me, at least for the night.

“Jesus,” he said, “You ever do that with your husband?”

I wiped the back of my hand across my mouth, still catching my breath. “Never,” I said, and then broke into a smile. “I can’t believe I’ve been letting you come inside me.”

He shrugged, shameless and still catching his breath. “Neither can I.”

I hiked my panties back up, feeling the cooling stickiness between my legs, and realized with a smile that I was going to have to come home like this—thoroughly, unmistakably fucked by another man, with his come still leaking from me. I decided I didn’t care.

———

We cleaned up, but not too much. I liked the lingering evidence, the memory clinging to my skin. We finished his bottle of wine, and then we ended up on the couch—where I couldn’t resist sinking to my knees and going down on him once more before it was all over.

It was different this time, more deliberate: I wanted to feel every twitch, every shiver, every pulse of him in my mouth. I settled onto my knees, palms flat against his thighs, looking up so he could see in my eyes that I was here on my own terms, that this was exactly how I wanted to finish the night.

I opened wide and took him deep, letting the head brush the back of my throat, then dragging my lips back up with a twist and a flick of my tongue under the ridge. He groaned, loud and unguarded, his hips rolling up to meet me on every downstroke.

I lost myself in the rhythm for a while, squeezing his shaft with both hands, working my mouth in tandem with my grip. My jaw ached, my throat burned, but I pressed on, determined to take him all the way, to drain him completely. I felt him swell, the skin going tight and hot, and he grabbed the back of my head—not rough, but with enough force to keep me there, face-to-groin, as the pressure built.

He warned me, a stammered “I’m gonna—” but I didn’t stop. I wanted it all. When he came, it was sharp and sudden, a first thick spurt hitting the roof of my mouth and then a second and third, each one hotter than the last. I tried to swallow as fast as he gave it to me, but it overflowed, leaking out the corners of my lips, dribbling down my chin and onto my knuckles. I didn’t let him go until the spasms stopped, until I knew there was nothing left.

After, I sat back on my heels, wiped my lips with the back of my hand, and swallowed again, making a little show of clearing my throat. He stared at me, spent and slack-jawed. I smiled, the smugness uncontainable.

He helped me up—my knees were wobbling, my thighs jelly—and pulled me onto the couch. I curled up there, head on his chest. I was dizzy with satisfaction, and a feeling between excitement and apprehension about finally telling you all of this. We didn’t talk for a while. We just sat there, and I let the seconds drag out as if I could freeze myself in this moment, the afterglow, the silence, the feeling of being wanted by someone who had no claim over me whatsoever.

Eventually, too soon, I looked at my phone. There were three texts from you:

Hope you’re having a nice evening in

Hello? Everything ok?

On my way back, see you in a bit x

I stared at them for a long time, then simply wrote back, “Love you”. I had lost track of time—I had planned to get back before you, to be ready and waiting for you, but in that moment I decided I liked this outcome better. You’d come home to find no trace of me, just my sweats flung across the bed, and your mind would start to wander.

I left Caleb’s apartment with the taste of him in my mouth, the memory of his hands still pressed into my hips, and the remnants of his load deep inside me. The city was getting washed clean by a sudden rain; I climbed into the first cab I could find, ignoring the driver’s side-eye as the bottom of my coat slipped apart and revealed my stockings, at the way I quickly clutched it tight around myself as if I could hide what I’d just done.

My phone buzzed in my hand—another dirty missive from Caleb, followed by a “Can I see you again soon?” that I didn’t answer, not yet.

Instead, I finished writing this email on my phone.

———

Sitting in the back seat now, my knees knocking together, I’m typing this furiously with both thumbs—as though if I don’t finish it and send it to you by the time I step through that door, I might forget some of what I’ve done, and it might all be in vain.

I’m imagining you waiting in the kitchen, arms crossed and mind already racing through all the places I might have been, all the things I might have done in your absence.

A part of me hates that this is probably driving you crazy, but a bigger part of me loves the tease of it all, the fact that you hoped for this—or, at least, you thought you hoped for it. It’s all such a rush. It’s exhilarating to me that by the time I let myself in, I will be coming back changed, coming back to a marriage that will never be pure again.

And that you’ll know all of it.

I’ll leave you with this. It took a while for me to get on board with this whole idea; at first, simply to accept that what you were asking me wasn’t some kind of trap, then to trust that you were sure you wanted this, and then finally to allow myself the freedom you were granting me.

But I loved every part of it. I loved the secrecy, the sneaking around, the thrill. I loved becoming a whore for another man, being so thoroughly used. I loved being a woman with such a massive secret—a married woman with a loving husband at home and another man’s come leaking between my legs.

And now that I’ve had a taste… I want more.

I’m not done with Caleb. I want to try more with him. I want to sneak away to his apartment at any time, and I want you to know that I might. I want to wake up with you one morning, and then spend that evening sucking his cock; I want to wake up and be fucked like a ragdoll in his bed, and then crawl into ours late that night, sore and weak.

I’m sending this to you now, and I’m texting you to make sure you read it. I’ll give you time to make sure you do.

I love you.

But I never want to belong to only one man ever again.

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

For alerts on new releases, be sure to hit the Follow button on my Amazon author page.
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