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Chapter One

The Door They Didn’t Shut
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Three Saturdays after the hands left the tease and became a first message, the chair was still not quite against the wall, and Sarah still sat down carefully, remembering his hands holding her open.

The house smelled like laundry soap. Coffee. One soft orange at the bottom of the bowl. Miles’s gray shirt on the hook. HDMI still a little loose. Café lights still in the paper bag. They hadn’t put them up. They weren’t decorating a feeling. They were living inside one, a real week, not a mood.

Miles was at the kitchen table with his laptop open, which usually meant spreadsheets. This morning it meant a hotel site with a photo of a lobby far fancier than anywhere they’d stayed, and a map pin three hours west.

Sarah leaned on the counter by the coffee maker, bare legs, wearing only the gray shirt she’d pulled off the hook, and she could feel the fourth rule pressing on her the way it always did when she had something she hadn’t said yet.

Tell everything.

She wasn’t about to confess a number. The number had left the car. The number was a private joke between them now, and it still made her wet when Miles said it over toast. This was a different sentence forming.

“Can I tell you something before you go to work?” she asked.

Miles glanced up from the screen, and the small chip in his front tooth showed when he almost smiled. He’d already gone a little tight around the eyes, because he knew that tone of hers meant Monday was about to get honest. His mint tin sat next to the salt shaker. “Go ahead,” he said.

“I want to travel with it,” Sarah said, and once it was out she let it stay out. “I keep picturing a hotel. Not our hall, a long one with carpet and numbers on the doors, and people walking by. I want them to look. I don’t want them to touch. This morning in the shower I pictured you and Jordan walking me through a lobby, and I had to put my forehead on the tile because I was so turned on.”

Miles closed the laptop slowly, with both hands, like he didn’t want to scare the idea off. Behind the fridge the ice maker let go of a load of cubes. He didn’t grab his phone and he didn’t look away from her.

“How long have you had that one?” he asked.

“Since Tuesday,” she said. “I did my seven at the gym and texted you from the parking lot, and then I started thinking about a different parking lot, the kind under a hotel. I thought about a dress I’d never wear in this kitchen, and about strangers watching me walk out of a bar between the two of you, and none of them getting a finger on me.” She squeezed her thighs together without meaning to. She wasn’t deciding anything yet; she just wanted it, and the want had settled low in her belly. “I’m not asking to go bare, and I’m not asking for anybody new. I’m asking if we can take the pass somewhere else and still bring the marriage with us.”

Miles got up and walked around the table to her. He slid one hand under the shirt and laid it flat and warm on her stomach, the way he did when he wanted to feel what she meant instead of only hearing it. She’d gotten wet just from saying it out loud, and when his hand drifted lower he found that out and let out a slow breath.

“Tell me the hallway rules,” he said.

“Eyes only. Strangers can look, but they don’t touch. You and Jordan stay with me, and I can leave whenever I want. Upstairs we use latex. Hands from the first stroke if I ask. And when we get home we can still cancel.”

Miles pressed his thumb to her clit and held it there without moving until her knees went soft against the cabinet door. “I’m not upset you dreamed up a hotel without me,” he said. “I’m glad you said it here at the counter instead of sitting on it for a week. And you’re going to tell me exactly what dress you’re thinking about, so I don’t have to guess.”

“Okay,” she said.

“One more thing,” Miles said, close to her ear, his breath smelling like the mints he kept by the salt. “Jordan doesn’t hear about this yet. You and I sit with it first. After that we decide whether he gets a room key.”

Sarah nodded against his neck. He moved his thumb in one slow circle, and she made a low sound she couldn’t help. Then he took his hand away before she could push into it, because it was Monday and he had a meeting at nine, and leaving her wanting was part of how they did things now.

“Tonight I want all of it,” Miles said. “I don’t want the short version. Tell me the dress and the bar and the elevator, what you want people to see and what they don’t get to have. I’m going to be inside you while you tell me.”

“Bossy,” Sarah said.

“Your husband,” he said, and the chipped tooth showed. “Severe chance of an open door today. Don’t you dare take care of it yourself before I get home.”

She thought about arguing and decided not to. She kissed him beside the sink until he got hard against her hip and his fingers were slick from her, and then she pulled back and licked her own taste off the hand that wore his ring. It was new, and it was hers: the hallway, saved for later.

“The hallway,” she said once more, mostly to hear it in their kitchen.

“The hallway,” Miles said back, and the pass leaned a little toward the road while the marriage that paid the electric bill stayed right where it was.

He didn’t make her wait for tonight for everything. He backed her up against the fridge until the magnets pressed into her shoulder blades, pushed the gray shirt up over her breasts and took one nipple into his mouth, already thinking about the lobby. She grabbed a fistful of his hair. He sucked hard, then let go before it could leave a mark and moved lower, sinking down onto the kitchen tile on his knees in his work clothes at seven forty in the morning as if the spreadsheets could fend for themselves.

“Miles, my bus…” Sarah said.

“Give me five minutes,” he said against her belly. “I want to taste the hallway before you walk out that door. I’ve spent a whole week watching you sit down like you were still in my hands. Now I want to start on the next thing.”

He lifted her leg over his shoulder. She hadn’t put on underwear, so there was nothing between his mouth and her. He licked her slowly at first, tasting what talking about the hotel had done to her, then found the spot just left of center that made her thigh jump against his ear. She rocked into his mouth and he followed, his tongue flat and then pointed, staying on whatever made her shake. The ice maker dropped another load. Her stomach went tight, and the word eyes came out of her on a hard breath. She came on his tongue hard enough that he groaned into her, soaking his chin, and her free hand knocked a Texas magnet onto the floor while the other stayed in his hair. He didn’t back off to be polite. He kept going until her knees were shaking and a second, smaller orgasm pulled a sound out of her that she tried to bury against the freezer door. When he finally stood up his face was shiny and he was hard inside his work pants. She rubbed him once through the cloth, felt him jump against her palm, and stopped there, because the bus wasn’t going to wait and leaving him aching was part of the deal.

“Tonight,” she said. “All of it, I promise. And you fuck me while I tell you.”

“Tonight,” Miles said, wiping his mouth with the back of his wrist, and he grinned with the chipped tooth. “Don’t you dare do it on the bus, either.”

She went to work with the hotel still slick between her legs, and the chair in the bedroom was still sitting at the angle they’d left it. On the bus she thought about patterned carpet, and the way Jordan’s canine showed when he smiled, and Miles’s hand on the small of her back somewhere that wasn’t their kitchen. She crossed her ankles so tightly that the woman across the aisle looked over at her.

She didn’t text anyone. She didn’t have to. The hole in the rule had closed weeks ago, and this wasn’t a hole anyway. It was a door, and she’d put her hand on the knob in broad daylight on purpose so the daylight could see her do it.

That night Miles got everything on the couch, with the television off and HDMI still loose. She told him what she’d pictured in the shower: the lobby, a dress cut so the mark would show if there was a mark, a bar stool with some stranger’s eyes on her thighs, an elevator where another man’s cologne mixed with mint and skin, and a long walk down a hallway that wasn’t theirs while the two men who were hers kept pace beside her, steady and unhurried. She told him she didn’t want any stranger’s hand. She wanted a stranger’s look, and after that a door that closed because she said so. She didn’t dress it up, because the fourth rule had never wanted it dressed up.

Miles kept his hand between her legs over her cotton underwear while she talked. He wasn’t rubbing yet; he was only holding the heat. When she said eyes only out loud in their living room, his fingers started to move in slow circles over the cotton. She kept going while he did it until the words turned into a moan, and he said, “Tell me what they’d see.” She told him a dress, a wedding ring and two men who weren’t fighting over her. He pushed the cotton aside and slid two fingers into her, thick and familiar, curling them until her forehead sank onto his shoulder. The wet sound was louder than the dark television. Whenever her breathing broke, he went still and let her get it back, and then he built her up again. Her stomach went hard and her heel dug into the couch cushion. She clamped down on his fingers and soaked his wrist and the cushion under her, with the word hallway caught in her open mouth. He didn’t rush her. He took her through both orgasms like he had the whole night to spend.

After that he laid her on her back on the rug. He dragged the head of his cock through her wet, coating himself, almost slipping in and stopping just short until her hips begged for it. He had the curve she knew by heart. When he pushed in slow she was still twitching, and they both groaned at how easy it went. He made her describe the elevator on every other thrust, until “elevator” was just a word that belonged to the two of them. She told him about a stranger’s cologne mixing with mint. She told him about counting
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