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I checked into the Meridian Hotel just after midnight, the lobby quiet and dimly lit, with only the night clerk tapping away at his computer. He handed me the keycard for Room 312 without much fanfare, third floor, corner suite overlooking the harbor. I was in Boston for a marketing conference, traveling alone as usual, my suitcase heavy with work materials and a few personal indulgences. At thirty-two, these trips were my secret reset, a break from the daily grind where I could unwind, sip wine, and let my mind wander to fantasies that stayed locked away at home.

The room felt welcoming in its anonymity, king bed piled with fluffy pillows, a sleek desk by the window, curtains parted just enough to let the city lights twinkle in. I kicked off my heels, shrugged out of my blazer, and unbuttoned my blouse slowly, enjoying the cool air on my skin. Underneath, a black lace bra and thong hugged my curves, the fabric sheer enough to show my hardening nipples. I poured a glass of merlot from the bottle in my bag, took a long sip, and stood in front of the mirror, tracing my fingers over my hips, down to the lace edge between my thighs. The ache there was familiar, building from a day of fleeting glances and unspoken tensions at the summit. I pressed lightly against my clit through the fabric, a soft moan escaping, but I held back, wanting to savor the buildup.

A knock at the door broke the silence, three firm raps that made my heart skip. I set the glass down, pulled on the hotel robe loosely, and peeked through the peephole. A man stood there, tall and broad-shouldered, early thirties, with dark tousled hair, stubble shadowing a strong jaw, and piercing blue eyes that seemed to stare right back. He wore a fitted black coat over a white shirt, unbuttoned at the collar, and jeans that hugged his muscular legs. A small smile played on his lips, confident, intriguing.

"Yes?" I called through the door.

"Sorry to bother you so late," he replied, voice deep and smooth, carrying a hint of an accent, maybe French. "I'm in 310 next door, keycard's not working. Front desk is backed up with the conference crowd. Mind if I use your phone to call them?"

I hesitated, but his easy demeanor and the spark of curiosity won out. I opened the door, stepping aside. "Come in."

He entered, coat brushing my arm, his cologne wafting in, woody and masculine, like sandalwood mixed with fresh rain. "Thanks. Name's Alex."

"Sara." I closed the door, suddenly aware of how the robe gaped slightly, showing lace and skin. He hung his coat on the chair, revealing broad shoulders under the shirt, sleeves rolled up to expose strong forearms.

I handed him the phone. He dialed, waited, then shook his head. "Busy signal. Figures." His eyes met mine, lingering a beat too long. "Mind if I hang out for a minute, try again?"

"Sure." I poured him wine, our fingers brushing as he took the glass. We sat on the bed's edge, knees close, talking about the city, the summit, travel woes. But tension simmered, his gaze dropping to my lips, my crossed legs where the robe slipped to reveal thigh. Heat flushed my skin, my nipples tightening under the lace, a pulse starting between my legs.

"You here alone?" he asked, voice dropping to a husky murmur as he leaned in closer, his breath warm against my cheek.

"Yeah," I whispered, the word catching slightly in my throat. "Gets lonely sometimes."

"Lonely can be exciting, if you let it." His large hand settled on my knee, palm warm through the thin fabric of the robe. His thumb began a slow, deliberate stroke along the inside of my leg, tracing tiny circles that sent electric sparks racing up my thigh and straight to my core. The touch was light, almost casual, but the intent behind it was unmistakable. My pulse hammered in my ears. I did not pull away. Instead, I shifted deliberately, uncrossing my legs so the robe parted wider, the silk sliding off my thighs like water, revealing the black lace thong clinging to my already damp folds and the soft inner curve where thigh met hip.

His gaze dropped instantly, pupils dilating as he took in the sight. A low, appreciative sound rumbled in his chest. He set his wine glass on the nightstand with careful precision, never breaking eye contact, then shifted closer until our thighs pressed together, heat radiating between us. The air felt thicker, charged, every breath pulling me toward him.

He lifted his other hand to my jaw, thumb brushing the line of my lower lip, parting it slightly. "Tell me to stop if you want to," he said, voice rough with restraint, "but God, I hope you don't."

I answered by closing the last inch of distance myself. Our lips met softly at first, exploratory, testing. His stubble grazed my chin in a delicious scrape that made me shiver. I tilted my head, deepening the kiss, and he responded immediately, tongue sliding against mine in a slow, wet glide. The taste of him, merlot, faint salt, pure masculine heat, flooded my senses. I moaned quietly into his mouth, the sound swallowed by the kiss.

His hand on my knee slid higher, fingers splaying across the sensitive skin of my inner thigh, inching upward with agonizing patience. Every centimeter he claimed made my clit throb harder, my hips shifting restlessly. When his fingertips finally brushed the edge of my lace panties, I gasped against his lips. He smiled into the kiss, a wicked little curve I could feel, then traced the scalloped trim along my hip, teasing without dipping beneath.

The robe belt was next. He tugged the knot loose with one smooth pull, the silk whispering apart to pool around my waist and hips, leaving me fully exposed except for the lingerie. Cool air kissed my skin, tightening my nipples into aching peaks beneath the sheer black lace bra. Alex pulled back just enough to look at me, eyes dark and hungry as they roamed over my body, breasts rising and falling with every quick breath, stomach fluttering, thighs parted just enough to show the damp spot darkening the center of my thong.

"Fuck, Sara," he breathed, voice gravel-rough. "You're stunning. Look at you, already so ready for me."

His palms slid up my sides, warm and sure, thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts before cupping them fully through the lace. The friction of the fabric against my sensitive nipples was maddening. He circled the hard peaks slowly, deliberately, watching my face as I arched into his touch, lips parting on a soft whimper. Then he hooked his fingers under the bra straps and tugged them down my shoulders, freeing my breasts completely. They spilled into his hands, heavy and sensitive.

He lowered his head, stubble scraping the soft swell as he kissed the top of one breast, then the other, working his way inward. When his mouth finally closed over my nipple, sucking hard, I cried out, fingers tangling in his dark hair. His tongue flicked the peak in rapid strokes while his teeth grazed just enough to sting sweetly, sending jolts of pleasure straight between my legs. He switched sides, giving the other nipple the same attention, sucking deeper, pulling until it popped free from his lips, glistening and even more
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