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Chapter 1
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Anna stood in front of the full-length mirror in their bedroom, the soft glow of the bedside lamp casting warm shadows across her face. It was late—nearly eleven—and John was already asleep in the living room recliner, the television flickering with some late-night sports recap he’d dozed off to. She should have been getting ready for bed, slipping into the cotton pajamas he liked, the ones with the little stars that made him smile and call her his “night sky.” Instead, she lingered, studying herself as if she were a stranger.

She was thirty-four, still turning heads when she wanted to, though she rarely wanted to anymore. Her dark auburn hair fell just past her shoulders, framing a face that friends called “classically pretty”—high cheekbones, full lips, green eyes that John swore changed color with her mood. Tonight they looked stormy. She wore only a thin silk slip, the kind she’d bought on a whim last year and rarely wore because John preferred her in something softer, something that felt like home. The slip clung to her curves, accentuating the gentle swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. She turned slightly, watching the fabric shift against her skin, and felt a flush creep up her neck.

It wasn’t vanity driving her scrutiny. It was something far more dangerous.

Mark.

The name alone sent a shiver through her, equal parts dread and illicit thrill. Mark Thompson, senior account manager, thirty-eight, divorced, charming in a way that felt deliberate, like a weapon he knew exactly how to wield. He’d joined the firm six months ago, and from the very first team meeting, Anna had felt his eyes on her. Not in the casual, appreciative way some men glanced at women in the office. No, Mark looked at her like he was already undressing her, like he’d already decided what she would sound like when she came undone.

She hated how much she noticed.

Anna pressed her palms to her cheeks, trying to cool the heat rising there. She had always been the good one. The faithful one. She and John had met in college, married at twenty-six, built a life together brick by careful brick: the small but cozy house in the suburbs, the golden retriever named Max who snored at the foot of their bed, the shared calendar filled with date nights and weekend hikes and quiet Sunday mornings with coffee and the newspaper. John was steady, kind, the kind of man who still held her hand in the car and kissed her forehead when he left for work. Their sex life had settled into something comfortable—predictable, yes, but loving. She had never wanted more than that.

Until Mark started looking at her like she was something wild that needed taming.

It had started innocently enough. A shared laugh over a client’s ridiculous request. A brush of fingers when he handed her a file. Then came the comments—low, murmured compliments when no one else was listening. “That dress should be illegal, Anna.” “Do you have any idea how distracting you are?” Each one delivered with a half-smile that made her stomach flip, even as she laughed it off and changed the subject.

But the comments had escalated. Last week, during a late-night prep session for a big pitch, the office had emptied out, leaving just the two of them in the conference room. Mark had leaned back in his chair, tie loosened, sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms corded with muscle, and said, “You know, if you weren’t married, I’d have asked you out the first day I saw you.” He’d said it casually, like commenting on the weather, but his eyes had burned into hers, daring her to respond.

She’d stammered something about needing to get home to John, gathered her things, and fled. But the words had followed her all the way home, echoing in her mind as she lay beside her sleeping husband, her body restless and aching in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

Now, standing in front of the mirror, Anna closed her eyes and let herself remember the way Mark had looked at her tonight. They’d all gone out for drinks after landing the new account—team celebration at the bar downtown. John had encouraged her to go, told her she deserved to let loose. She’d worn the black dress she rarely pulled out anymore, the one that hugged her body and dipped just low enough to be daring. Mark’s gaze had tracked her all night. When she’d bent over the pool table to take a shot, she’d felt his stare like a physical touch on the backs of her thighs. Later, when she’d excused herself to the restroom, he’d followed a minute later, catching her in the narrow hallway outside the bathrooms.

“Having fun?” he’d asked, voice low, stepping close enough that she could smell his cologne—something woody and expensive.

“Yes,” she’d managed, her back against the wall, heart hammering.

“You look incredible tonight,” he’d said, eyes dropping to her mouth. “I’ve been thinking about you all week. About what it would be like to kiss you right here, where anyone could walk by and see.”

She’d frozen, breath caught in her throat. For one terrifying, exhilarating second, she’d imagined it—his mouth on hers, hard and demanding, his hands sliding under her dress while music thumped from the bar. Then she’d ducked past him, muttering something about needing air, and spent the rest of the night avoiding his gaze.

But she hadn’t avoided the thoughts.

Now, alone in her bedroom, Anna opened her eyes and stared at her reflection again. Her nipples were visible through the thin silk, hardened not from cold but from the memory of his words. She hated herself for it. Hated the way her body responded to the mere idea of him. She was married. Happily married. John was everything a husband should be—loyal, affectionate, safe. The life they had built was good. Solid. Real.

So why did the thought of doing something wrong, something reckless and forbidden, make her pulse race like this?

She turned away from the mirror, unable to look at herself any longer, and sat on the edge of the bed. Her hands trembled slightly as she picked up her phone from the nightstand. There was a text from John, sent an hour ago: Miss you. Come wake me when you get home? ❤️

Guilt twisted in her gut like a knife. John trusted her completely. He’d never once questioned her late nights at the office, never checked her phone, never doubted her when she said she was just working late with the team. He believed in her the way she used to believe in herself.

She typed back quickly: On my way soon. Love you.

Then, before she could stop herself, she opened her work email on her phone. There, at the top, was a message from Mark, sent twenty minutes ago.

Subject: Tonight

Anna,

I meant what I said in the hallway. I can’t stop thinking about you. About how you looked in that dress. About how you’d feel under my hands.

I know you’re married. I know this is wrong. But I also know you felt it too—the way you looked at me when I got close. The way your breath caught.

Just once. No strings. No one has to know.

Think about it.

—M

Her heart slammed against her ribs as she read it, then read it again. The words blurred slightly as heat pooled low in her belly. She should delete it. Block his work email. Tell HR he was harassing her. End this before it even began.

Instead, she sat there, phone clutched in both hands, imagining it. Imagining saying yes. Imagining meeting him somewhere dark and private, letting him pull her against him, letting him kiss her the way he’d described. Letting him touch her in ways John hadn’t in years—roughly, hungrily, like he couldn’t get enough.

She pressed her thighs together, mortified by the ache building there. This was insane. She wasn’t this person. She didn’t cheat. She didn’t lie. She didn’t fantasize about other men while her husband slept downstairs.

But God help her, she was fantasizing now.

Anna set the phone face-down on the bed and stood, pacing the room. She tried to summon images of John—their wedding day, the way he’d cried when she walked down the aisle; the night they brought Max home as a puppy; the quiet mornings when he made her coffee just the way she liked it. Those memories should have been enough to drown out the temptation.

They weren’t.

Because beneath the guilt, beneath the shame, was something else. Something electric and alive and hungry. For years, she’d been the good wife, the responsible one, the woman who put everyone else’s needs first. And somewhere along the way, she’d stopped feeling desired. Truly, wildly desired. John loved her, yes—but his love was gentle, familiar. Comfortable.

Mark looked at her like he wanted to devour her.

The thought sent another shiver through her, and this time she didn’t fight it. She let herself imagine it fully—his mouth on her neck, his hands sliding up her thighs, pushing her dress higher. His voice in her ear telling her exactly what he wanted to do to her. The risk of it. The wrongness of it. The sheer, exhilarating thrill of stepping over a line she’d sworn she’d never cross.

Just once, he’d said.

Anna sank onto the bed again, head in her hands. She could feel herself teetering on the edge of something dangerous, something that could destroy everything she’d built. One choice. One moment of weakness. And her entire life could unravel.

She thought of John asleep downstairs, trusting and unaware.

She thought of Mark waiting for her reply.

And for the first time in her marriage, Anna didn’t know which way she would turn.

Anna finally turned off the bedside lamp and slipped under the covers, the sheets cool against her overheated skin. John had woken when she came downstairs, given her a sleepy smile, and shuffled off to bed ahead of her. Now he lay on his side, breathing slow and even, one arm draped loosely across the pillow where her head would soon rest. She eased in beside him carefully, as though any sudden movement might wake him and force her to explain why her eyes were wide open in the dark, why her heart still raced like she’d run up three flights of stairs.

She stared at the ceiling, the faint glow of the streetlight filtering through the curtains painting soft stripes across the plaster. Sleep should have come easily—she’d had two glasses of wine at the bar, laughed with her coworkers, danced once to an old song the DJ played. A normal night out. A celebratory night. Yet every time she closed her eyes, she wasn’t in the bar anymore. She was back in that narrow hallway outside the restrooms, Mark’s body inches from hers, the thump of bass vibrating through the wall behind her back.

He hadn’t touched her. Not really. Just the brush of his fingertips against her wrist when he’d steadied her as she tried to slip past him. But that brief contact had burned like a brand. She could still feel it now, a phantom heat circling her pulse point.

Anna turned onto her side, facing away from John, and pulled the blanket higher. She tried to focus on the familiar: the faint scent of John’s shampoo on the pillowcase, the soft whistle in his breathing that appeared only when he was deeply asleep, the way Max’s tags jingled faintly downstairs as he shifted in his crate. These were the sounds of her life. Safe sounds. Loving sounds.

But her mind betrayed her, drifting to an earlier moment that day—the “innocent” coffee break that had started everything spiraling.

It had been mid-afternoon, the office in that post-lunch lull when productivity dipped and people wandered to the break room for caffeine. Anna had been standing at the counter, waiting for the single-serve machine to finish its noisy gurgle, when Mark appeared beside her. Close enough that she caught the warmth radiating from his body.

“Rough day?” he’d asked, voice low, amused.

She’d laughed lightly. “Just the usual. Deadlines breathing down my neck.”

He’d leaned against the counter, arms crossed, watching the coffee drip into her mug. “You handle pressure well. Always so composed.” His gaze had flicked up to meet hers. “Makes me wonder what it would take to rattle you.”

The words had been playful on the surface, but the look in his eyes had been anything but. She’d felt her cheeks warm, had busied herself adding cream she didn’t really want. When she turned to leave, he’d moved just enough to block her path—not aggressively, just enough that she had to pause.

“Careful,” he’d murmured, reaching past her to grab a stir stick from the canister behind her. His arm brushed her waist, deliberate or accidental—she still wasn’t sure. But the contact had sent a jolt straight through her, and she’d frozen for half a second too long.

“Sorry,” he’d said, stepping back with a smile that said he wasn’t sorry at all.

She’d mumbled something incoherent and fled back to her desk, coffee sloshing dangerously in her cup. And she’d spent the rest of the afternoon trying not to notice how often he walked past her cubicle, how his eyes lingered when they met across the conference table during the four o’clock meeting.

Now, hours later, lying in the dark beside her husband, Anna replayed every second of that coffee break. The way his voice had dropped on the word “rattle.” The way his body had angled toward hers, claiming space. The way her own body had responded—nipples tightening beneath her blouse, a sudden rush of warmth between her thighs that had made her press her legs together under the conference table later just to ease the ache.

Shame flooded her, hot and bitter. She squeezed her eyes shut and tried to summon guilt strong enough to drown the desire. She pictured her wedding vows—John’s voice cracking slightly when he promised to love her in sickness and in health, till death do us part. She pictured the way he’d looked at her that day, eyes shining with tears he wasn’t ashamed to shed. She pictured their honeymoon in Maui, lazy mornings in bed, his gentle hands mapping her body like he was memorizing holy ground.

John had never been demanding in bed. Never rough. He made love to her with reverence, always checking in, always prioritizing her comfort, her pleasure. And she had loved that—loved feeling cherished. But lately...lately she’d found herself reading books with darker, more possessive heroes. Watching movies where the sex was urgent and messy and loud. Wondering, in the privacy of her own mind, what it would feel like to be taken, not asked. To be wanted so fiercely that manners and caution fell away.

Mark looked at her like he would take.

The thought sent another pulse of heat through her, and Anna shifted restlessly, thighs rubbing together beneath the sheets. She bit her lip hard, trying to stifle the small sound that threatened to escape. John stirred beside her, murmuring something unintelligible in his sleep, and she froze, terrified he’d wake and see her flushed and trembling.

He settled again, breathing deepening.

Anna exhaled shakily. This was madness. She was a grown woman, a married woman, fantasizing about a coworker like some restless teenager. She needed to stop. Delete the email. Ignore him at work. Go back to being the Anna she’d always been—content, loyal, satisfied.

But even as she made the silent promise, her mind wandered further. She imagined replying to his email. A simple yes. Meeting him somewhere neutral—a hotel bar, maybe, somewhere they could talk without risk. And then...what? A drink. Conversation. His hand on her knee under the table. His mouth on hers in the elevator. His hotel room door clicking shut behind them.

She imagined him pushing her against that door the way he’d crowded her in the hallway tonight. Only this time there would be no interruption. His hands would slide up her thighs, pushing her dress higher. He’d kiss her like he was starving—hard, claiming. He’d lift her, pin her to the wall, and she’d wrap her legs around him, feel how much he wanted her pressing against her core.

Anna’s breath came faster now. She clenched her fists in the sheets, fighting the urge to touch herself. This was wrong. So wrong. John was right there. Her husband. The man who loved her without reservation.

But the fantasy wouldn’t stop. In her mind, Mark carried her to the bed, stripped her slowly, eyes devouring every inch of skin he exposed. He’d tell her how long he’d wanted this, how many times he’d imagined her spread out beneath him. He’d taste her—slowly, thoroughly—until she was writhing and begging. And when he finally entered her, it would be deep and deliberate, each thrust a promise and a threat. He’d make her say his name. Make her admit she wanted this as much as he did.

A soft whimper escaped her lips before she could stop it. She slapped a hand over her mouth, eyes flying open in panic. John didn’t stir this time, thank God. But her body was thrumming now, every nerve ending alive. She could feel how wet she was, how ready, and the knowledge shamed her even as it thrilled her.

Tears pricked her eyes. What kind of person was she, lying beside her sleeping husband, soaked from imagining another man inside her? She didn’t recognize this version of herself—this restless, hungry woman who craved something darker than the gentle love she’d always known.

She turned onto her back again, staring at the ceiling through blurred vision. She tried to pray—something she hadn’t done sincerely in years. Please help me stop this. Please let me be content with what I have. Please don’t let me ruin everything.

But even the prayer felt hollow, because part of her didn’t want to stop. Part of her wanted to know how far this could go. Just once, the email had said. No strings. No one has to know.

Anna wiped at her eyes angrily. She was stronger than this. She had to be. Tomorrow she would delete the email. Tomorrow she would smile at Mark politely and professionally and keep her distance. Tomorrow she would come home to John and make love to him with all the passion she suddenly felt surging through her veins, and maybe that would be enough to purge this madness.

But tonight...tonight she lay awake long after the clock ticked past midnight, body aching, mind spinning. The seed Mark had planted with one look, one brush of fingers, one daring email had taken root. And though she fought it with everything she had, she could feel it growing—dark and insistent and impossible to ignore.

She promised herself it was just fantasy. Harmless. Fleeting.

But deep down, in the place where truth lived unvarnished, Anna knew better. The line she’d sworn never to cross was already blurring, and the thrill of standing at its edge was more intoxicating than anything she’d felt in years.

Sleep finally claimed her near dawn, restless and fitful, filled with dreams of strong hands and whispered filth and the sound of her own voice begging for more.
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Chapter 2: The Initial Surrender
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Anna stood outside Room 512 of the downtown Marriott, her hand raised to knock, trembling so violently she had to press it against the doorframe to steady herself. The hallway was quiet except for the low hum of the ice machine at the far end and the frantic thud of her heart echoing in her ears. She had told John she was meeting an old college friend for drinks after work—her first outright lie about something like this. The guilt had sat like lead in her stomach all day, but it hadn’t stopped her from replying to Mark’s follow-up email that morning with a single word: Tonight.

He had sent the room number an hour ago. No pleasantries. No questions. Just 512. 8 p.m. I’ll be waiting.

Now it was 8:07, and she was here, dressed in the black wrap dress she’d worn to the office, the one that tied at the side and could be undone with one tug. Underneath, the lace lingerie she’d bought on impulse two weeks ago and never worn for John—black, sheer, scandalously expensive. She’d told herself she was only wearing it because it made her feel confident for drinks with a friend. Another lie.

She knocked once, softly.

The door opened almost immediately. Mark stood there in a white dress shirt, sleeves rolled up, top two buttons undone, dark slacks hugging his hips. His eyes raked over her slowly, possessively, and the corner of his mouth lifted in a smile that was pure satisfaction.

“You came,” he said, voice low, as if he’d half-expected her not to.

Anna couldn’t speak. Her throat was tight, her mouth dry. She nodded instead, stepping inside when he moved aside. The door clicked shut behind her, the sound final, irrevocable.

The room was dimly lit—just the bedside lamps casting a warm amber glow over the king bed, the curtains drawn against the city lights. A bottle of red wine and two glasses sat on the small table by the window. Soft jazz played from his phone on the dresser. He had prepared for this. Planned it. The realization sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

Mark didn’t speak again right away. He simply looked at her, letting the silence stretch until it was almost unbearable. Then he stepped closer, close enough that she could smell his cologne—same as always, but stronger now, mixed with the warmth of his skin.

“Tell me to stop at any time,” he said quietly, eyes locked on hers. “Say the word and I open that door and you walk out. No questions. No hard feelings.”

Anna’s breath caught. The offer was genuine—she could hear it in his voice—but it also felt like a challenge. Like he already knew what her answer would be.

She didn’t say stop.

Instead, she whispered, “I shouldn’t be here.”

“No,” he agreed, lifting a hand to brush a strand of hair from her cheek, his thumb lingering against her skin. “You shouldn’t.”

Then he kissed her.

It wasn’t gentle. There was no slow build, no tentative exploration. His mouth claimed hers with the hunger he’d been holding back for months—lips firm, demanding, tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her knees weaken. Anna made a small, helpless sound and gripped his shirt to stay upright. His hands were already moving, one sliding into her hair to angle her head exactly how he wanted, the other settling at the small of her back, pulling her flush against him.

She felt him—hard, insistent—pressing against her belly through their clothes, and the knowledge that he wanted her this much sent a bolt of pure lust straight to her core. She arched into him instinctively, her body answering before her mind could catch up.

Mark groaned into her mouth, the sound raw and approving. He walked her backward until her legs hit the edge of the bed, never breaking the kiss. His hands moved to the tie of her dress, fingers deftly pulling the bow loose. The fabric parted easily, sliding from her shoulders to pool at her feet, leaving her in only the black lace bra and matching panties.

He pulled back just enough to look at her, his gaze dark and heated as it traveled over every exposed inch. “Jesus, Anna,” he muttered, voice rough. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined.”

The words sent a shiver through her. John called her beautiful too, but always softly, reverently. Mark said it like a man staring at something he intended to devour.

His hands followed his eyes, tracing the lace edge of her bra, then dipping lower to skim over her ribs, her waist, the curve of her hips. When his thumbs brushed the sensitive skin just above her panties, she gasped, her body trembling with a mix of nerves and desperate want.

“You’re shaking,” he observed, lips brushing her ear. “Nervous?”

“Yes,” she admitted on a breathless laugh that sounded nothing like her usual composed self.

“Good,” he whispered, nipping her earlobe. “I want you to feel everything.”

He kissed her again, deeper this time, while his hands worked the clasp of her bra. It fell away, and cool air hit her breasts a second before his warm palms covered them. Anna moaned into his mouth as he cupped and kneaded, thumbs circling her nipples until they ached and tightened into hard peaks. Every touch was deliberate, skilled, nothing like the familiar, loving caresses she was used to. This was possession. Worship. Hunger.

Mark broke the kiss to trail his mouth down her neck, sucking lightly at her pulse point, then lower, until he took one nipple into his mouth. Anna’s head fell back, a sharp cry escaping as his tongue flicked and teased, his teeth grazing just enough to make her hips jerk forward. His hand slid down her stomach, fingers slipping beneath the lace of her panties, and when he found her already soaked, he growled against her skin.

“So wet for me,” he murmured, voice thick with satisfaction. “You’ve been thinking about this too, haven’t you?”

She couldn’t answer—could only whimper as one finger slid through her folds, teasing her entrance before circling her clit with maddening precision. Her legs threatened to give out. He caught her, guiding her down onto the bed so she was sitting on the edge, him standing between her thighs.

Mark dropped to his knees without hesitation, hands spreading her legs wider. He looked up at her once—eyes locked on hers, dark and intense—before hooking his fingers in her panties and dragging them down her legs. Then his mouth was on her.

Anna’s back arched off the bed as his tongue swept over her in one long, deliberate stroke. He didn’t tease for long. Within seconds he was devouring her—lips and tongue working in perfect rhythm, sucking gently on her clit, then sliding lower to thrust inside her. One finger joined, then two, curling just right to hit that spot that made her see stars. Her hands fisted in the sheets, then in his hair, hips rocking against his face as pleasure built fast and overwhelming.

It had been years since anyone had gone down on her like this—like it was a privilege, like he couldn’t get enough of her taste. John was attentive, but always careful, almost polite. Mark was ravenous. Every lick, every suck, every thrust of his fingers felt designed to unravel her completely.

When the orgasm hit, it was sudden and shattering. Anna cried out—his name, a broken plea, she wasn’t sure—her body convulsing as wave after wave crashed through her. He didn’t stop, drawing it out until she was trembling and oversensitive, tugging weakly at his hair to pull him up.

Mark rose slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, eyes never leaving hers. His lips were swollen, glistening with her, and the sight sent a fresh pulse of arousal through her exhausted body.

He shrugged off his shirt, revealing a chest and abs that spoke of discipline and time spent in the gym—lean muscle, a faint trail of dark hair leading downward. Anna’s mouth went dry again. He unbuckled his belt, the sound loud in the quiet room, and stepped out of his slacks and boxer briefs in one smooth motion.

He was beautiful—hard and thick and unapologetically ready. She reached for him without thinking, fingers wrapping around his length, stroking once, twice. Mark hissed, hips jerking forward, his hand covering hers to still her movement.

“Careful,” he warned, voice strained. “I’ve wanted this too long to lose control in the first five minutes.”

Anna looked up at him, emboldened by the raw need in his eyes. “Then don’t,” she whispered.

Something flared in his expression—surprise, approval, pure lust. He pushed her gently back onto the bed, following her down until he hovered over her, weight braced on his forearms. Their mouths met again, slower this time, but no less intense. She could taste herself on his tongue, and the intimacy of it made her moan.

Mark shifted, nudging her thighs wider with his knee, positioning himself at her entrance. He paused there, forehead resting against hers, breathing ragged.

“Tell me you want this,” he said, voice rough.

Anna’s heart pounded. This was the last moment. The final chance to stop. She thought of John at home, probably watching a game, trusting her completely. Guilt flared sharp and bright.

But the ache inside her—the need he’d awakened—was stronger.

“I want this,” she breathed. “I want you.”

Mark entered her in one slow, steady thrust.

They both groaned at the sensation—her tight and wet and welcoming, him stretching her perfectly. He stilled for a moment, letting her adjust, then began to move—long, deep strokes that had her clutching his shoulders, nails digging in. Every thrust sent sparks through her, building that exquisite pressure again.

Their bodies found a rhythm quickly, urgent and perfect. Anna wrapped her legs around his waist, meeting him thrust for thrust, the sounds of their joining filling the room—skin against skin, breathless moans, the creak of the bed. Mark’s mouth found her neck, her breasts, whispering filthy praise against her skin.

“You feel so fucking good.”

“Been dreaming about being inside you for months.”

“Come for me again, Anna. Let me feel it.”

She did—harder than the first time, clenching around him as pleasure tore through her in relentless waves. Mark followed moments later, burying himself deep with a guttural groan, pulsing inside her as he came.

They collapsed together, sweaty and breathless, his weight a delicious anchor on top of her. For a long minute, there was only the sound of their breathing and the faint jazz still playing.

Reality began to creep in slowly—guilt, panic, exhilaration all tangled together. But for now, Anna let herself stay in the haze, Mark’s lips brushing lazy kisses along her shoulder, his hand stroking her hair.

She had crossed the line.

And God help her, it had been everything she’d feared—and craved.

Anna lay beneath Mark, chest heaving, skin slick with sweat, every muscle in her body humming with the aftershocks of the orgasm that had just torn through her. His weight pressed her into the mattress, grounding and possessive at once. She could feel him still inside her, pulsing faintly as the last tremors of his release faded. Their breathing was the only sound in the room for a long moment—ragged, uneven, slowly syncing as reality seeped back in around the edges of the haze.

Mark lifted his head from the crook of her neck, eyes dark and unreadable in the low light. A slow, satisfied smile curved his mouth as he brushed damp strands of hair from her forehead. “You okay?” he asked, voice husky, almost tender.

Anna nodded, not trusting her voice yet. Okay didn’t begin to cover it. She felt shattered and remade at the same time, like he’d reached inside her and flipped every switch she’d spent years keeping carefully dimmed. Her body still trembled with small aftershocks each time he shifted even slightly.

He kissed her—slowly this time, almost reverently—then eased out of her and rolled to the side, pulling her with him so they lay face-to-face, legs tangled. One of his hands traced lazy circles on her hip, as if he couldn’t stop touching her now that he finally had permission.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” he said quietly.

A hundred answers crowded her mind at once: I just cheated on my husband. This was the best sex of my life. I’m terrified. I already want you again. Instead, she whispered, “I don’t know how to go home after this.”

Mark’s expression softened, but only slightly. He brushed his thumb across her lower lip. “You don’t have to decide anything tonight. Just be here. With me.”
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