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The number of people at the bar was beginning to wind down, and I couldn’t help but feel that I had really lucked out.

She had been chatting to me for an hour or so, and already it was clear that she wasn’t like most other women. She was a little older than most of the girls I went for – perhaps mid-thirties, compared to my twenty-nine – but that was a large part of what made her so attractive. She still had all the beauty of youth, but she held herself with a confidence unlike anything else I’d ever seen. She was self-assured and forthright, and seemed to know exactly what she wanted. If the way she kept playing with her hair and directing her body towards my own was anything to go by, what she wanted was me – for tonight, at least.

If I was honest, I hadn’t been expecting anything to come out of tonight. My trip to the bar wasn’t planned, but I’d had an incredibly rough day at work and the reaming I’d got from my boss – all a result of one of his decisions that had backfired horribly and that he’d managed to pin on me in the eyes of the board – had put me in the kind of bad mood that only a couple of beers with a few close friends can solve. Unfortunately, they had all been busy – worse luck – and so I was drinking alone.

I’d noticed her at the other end of the bar, but even when she had looked over at me I’d tried not to give her a second thought. It had proved impossible: the dress she was wearing more than saw to that. It was a rich black, low cut, and showed off her body to perfection, highlighting every curve and drawing the eye to all the right places. She’d smiled when she caught me looking, but the mood I was in I found it too easy to write her off as being out of my league.

I never would have approached her, not feeling the way I did. As it turns out, I didn’t have to.

‘You look like you’re having a rough night,’ she said as she walked up to me. Her voice ran like honey, sweet to the ear. ‘Mind if I join you?’

‘Not at all,’ I said, gesturing for her to sit. She smiled and perched herself on the next stool along. She called the bartender and ordered a vodka and cranberry juice – a simple, uncomplicated, classic choice – and we began to chat.

The more I talked to her, the more I began to realise she was something special. Everything about her was intoxicating, from the easygoing, flirtatious smile right through to the lilting tones of her accent – high-class and well-educated, but without seeming remotely pretentious. Beyond that, though, it was hard to get over just how beautiful she was. Her hair fell in soft brown curls over her shoulders, and her high cheekbones – cheekbones that could have so easily seemed aloof and cruel – gave her a model’s definition that didn’t stop her from coming across as extremely approachable.

I considered pinching myself, to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

‘What do you say we get out of here?’ she said as the bar began to settle down for the night.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. ‘What did you have in mind?’ I said, trying to play it cool.

She laughed. ‘Don’t play coy. It doesn’t suit you. You know perfectly well what I have in mind.’

Everything about this woman seemed unreal: I had to be sure. ‘Tell me anyway. Humour me.’

‘Fine. You. Me. My place.’ She played with the strap on her dress teasingly, drawing me in. It worked. ‘I like you, Jack. You’re smart and you’re funny and I’m willing to bet you’ve got a great body under that suit. I plan on finding out tonight. Just a little bit of no strings attached fun, you know?’

I nodded. That couldn’t have sounded more perfect.

‘My driver is waiting outside,’ she said. ‘I sent the call out a little while ago, so she should be there by now.’

Before I could wonder about just how rich this woman was that she had a driver to take her to a bar, she had grasped me firmly by the hand and was pulling me in the direction of the door.

I didn’t put up much of a struggle.

She had pretty much pounced on me in the car, her hands grasping eagerly at my body as her lips worked their way along my jaw line and down my collarbone. I hadn’t been kissed with such passion since I was a teenager, and it was too easy to let myself get caught up in it. The feel of her skin against mine was intoxicating: the more she kissed me, the more I wanted.

I was so focused on her that I didn’t notice where the car was heading. When it pulled up in The Cedars, I was shocked. I knew Emily was obviously fairly wealthy – the expensive dress and easy confidence had made that pretty clear – but The Cedars was the kind of community that only the crème de la crème could afford to call home. Whoever she was, she was beautiful, intelligent and rich. With all that behind her, she could have had any man she wanted.

And yet here I was.

As we stepped out of the car she pulled me towards the front door, fumbling with a key to let us in. Even as she did, I pressed my body up close against her, and she seemed to approve; with a grin, she began grinding her ass against the stirrings of my erection.

‘Patience, baby,’ she said as the lock clicked. ‘We’ve got all night.’

She led me by hand into the living room, pressed a button on the wall and stood back in satisfaction as the soft light of dancing flames began to flicker in the fireplace. They lit a room that reminded me of her: simple, classy and sophisticated. The furniture was ultra-modern, all clean lines and sharp edges. In fact, the only thing in the room that didn’t seem to be composed of right angles was a sheepskin rug down in front of the fire. When she sidled away from me, gesturing to follow, that was where she headed.

‘Impressive,’ I said, but she put a finger to my lips.

‘No talking,’ she said, her eyes glimmering with reflections from the fire. ‘Not yet. Just let me enjoy you. I don’t want to share you yet.’

It seemed an odd choice of phrase, but I didn’t question it. I was distracted by her kisses, and the carefree way she moved her hands up to her collarbone and slid the straps off. The dress slipped down to reveal underwear that was barely there: a wispy lace bra that seemed like little more than a trick of the light. She didn’t rest long on her laurels, however, and within a second or two she had slipped the dress down her body and left it in a crumpled heap next to her. The same lace material that covered her breasts also covered her pussy in a skimpy pair of panties that only highlighted her natural shapeliness.

Clothed, she had looked stunning. Like this, stripped and available to me, she was like a Goddess.

Slowly, I reached out to touch her, as if refusing to believe that she could be real without some tangible proof. Her skin was as soft as velvet and danced under my touch, her body responding to even the lightest pressure. I felt myself move closer, barely in control of my own muscles, and began kissing her: first on the lips, then moving ever-downwards. Her shapely collarbones gave way to the magnificent orbs of her breasts, and for a moment or two I was satisfied just to kiss them over the lace, but soon that ceased to be enough: I had to see them, kiss, them, feel them for myself.

As if she had exactly the same thought, she reached out towards me and began unbuttoning my shirt. In no time at all, it had joined her dress in a pile on the floor. 

‘Oh, yes,’ she said happily as she ran her fingers lightly down the contours of my chest. ‘I think you’ll do nicely.’

‘Well, I aim to please.’ I continued kissing her as I snaked my arm behind her, reaching for the bra strap that would release those wonderful breasts into the care of my lips. She curved her body towards me, making it as easy as possible, and nibbled gently at my collarbone as she did so. Our bodies intertwined in the light of the fireplace, skin sliding against skin.

‘Before this goes any further,’ she said as my fingers made contact with the clasp, ‘I have a confession to make.’

‘Oh yes?’

‘I’m married.’

She said it with such a blasé tone of voice that it took a moment to sink in. How could she be married? My fingers fell away as though I’d been burned.

‘Married? What do you mean, you’re married?’ I asked. ‘Separated, right?’

She shook her head. ‘Afraid not.’

Jesus, I thought. And there was me thinking it was going so well.

For a moment or two, I tried to rationalise it – to convince myself that I could still go ahead with it, that I would be comfortable being the other man, but it didn’t feel right. Whoever her husband was, he deserved better than to have his wife fooling around on him. How could I sanction that? How could I say it was OK, no matter how hot she was?

‘Listen,’ I said. ‘I’m flattered and all, and I really wish I could carry on with this, but the whole idea of seducing some bored housewife whose husband is out of town on business doesn’t really sit all that well with me. I just can’t...’

‘Nope,’ she said, cutting me off. ‘He’s not away on business. He’s upstairs, in fact.’

That was enough information for me. I began to stand up, and reached around to find my shirt, groping for where Emily had thrown it in the excitement of our meeting. All the while, a dozen questions filled my head. What had I got myself into? Why was her husband upstairs? Was this some voyeuristic sex game on her part, or was it for his benefit?

‘Aren’t you going to say anything?’ she asked eventually.

I shrugged. ‘What’s there to say? I’m not going to help you cheat on your husband, so none of it really matters.’

Emily sighed, as though this wasn’t the first time she had explained the situation – and, perhaps, that she didn’t expect it to be the last. ‘Don’t be so parochial, Jack,’ she said. ‘How can it be cheating if he knows everything about it?’

I paused for the first time: she had baited her hook, and I had bitten down hard. ‘You mean he’s OK with other men coming in to fuck his wife?’

‘I didn’t say that,’ she said with a cruel smile. ‘I said he knew about it. He knew I was going out tonight, and he knew I was going to bring another man home. I made sure of that.’

My mind was spinning. ‘I don’t follow,’ I said.

‘My husband used to cheat on me a lot, especially in the early years of our marriage,’ she said slowly, picking her words. ‘He’s your typical rich and powerful boardroom type, and he likes to believes that the fact offered him certain... well, let’s say “privileges” that I wasn’t happy to allow.’ She paused for a second, as though reliving a particularly unhappy memory, before continuing. ‘So I made the situation clear. I told him that either I’d divorce him and take everything he had, or I could give him a taste of his own medicine.’

‘What do you mean?’

She looked at me with one eyebrow raised. ‘Why do you think you’re here, Jack?’ she asked. ‘I want you to fuck me. And I want to make him watch.’

The idea of being used like this set me off; I could feel the itch of a white-hot irritation growing beneath my skin. ‘So I’m supposed to be his punishment, is that it?’ I snapped.

She gave another fierce shake of her head, angry at the suggestion. ‘You’re not,’ she said. ‘You’re here because I like you, no other reason. I can fuck you right here on this rug if I choose, or I can send you away. That’s my call, and if I’m honest, it looks much more likely to be the first one than the latter.’ There was another pause as she searched for the words. The light from the fire danced over her face, her features cool and impassive as she watched me for any trace of what I was feeling. ‘He hurt me, Jack. That’s all there is to it. I want to hurt him back, to teach him a lesson, to show him that what he did was wrong. And I want you to help me do it.’

No matter how I tried, I found myself incapable of figuring her out. Here she was, a woman who seemingly had everything she could want, and yet she found herself going out to bars in order to pick up strange men. She had a husband and all the money – it seemed – that she could ever need, but there was a sadness to her that lurked underneath the surface.

I thought of her husband waiting upstairs. Whoever he was, I didn’t know him, and he wasn’t my problem. Besides, if what Emily had told me was true, he sounded like a real piece of work. Why shouldn’t I enjoy myself at his expense? By all accounts, he only had himself to blame.

Except deep down, I knew that was just my arousal talking. With Emily’s touch still lingering on my skin, I knew I would have agreed to pretty much anything.

‘What do you want from me?’ I asked. ‘Exactly, I mean. What do you want me to do?’

She smiled. ‘I want you to make a decision. That’s all. Nothing scary. If you choose to, you can leave right now. I’ll call up the driver and you can be back wherever you live in half an hour. Or...’

She let her voice fade away to nothingness, perhaps hoping I’d fill in the blanks myself, but I needed to be sure.

‘Or what?’

She shrugged. ‘Or you can come upstairs and find out for yourself.’

Rationally, objectively, I knew I shouldn’t have gone. I knew that whatever was going on here was trouble, and that getting involved in the marital troubles of a woman and her husband – no matter how hot she was – was a mistake. I was about to speak up and ask for her to call her driver, but as I opened my mouth she stood up and walked to the door. Her hips, covered in nothing but the faintest trace of lingerie, swung from side to side as she moved, a hypnotic accompaniment in perfect time with the metronome beat of her heels clicking against the floor.

Those hips made the decision for me.

I followed behind like a good little dog, my mind and my body enraptured by her charms.

I had tried to prepare myself for what would be waiting for me upstairs, but it hadn’t worked. It was entirely new territory, and the minute I stepped into her bedroom I knew I was a stranger in a strange land.

A man sat on a large upright chair with his back to us, facing the bed. He was naked, or so it seemed; the skin of his tight back and broad shoulders was plain to see, and his legs – where they curved around the side of the chair, were also bare. He didn’t react as we entered the room, but even if he had it would have been limited. A pair of heavy steel handcuffs held his hands tightly behind him, looped around the back of the chair, and his ankles had been secured to the chair legs with what appeared to be strong leather straps.

If Emily had put him in this position, she had made it so there was no chance of him escaping. God only knew how long he had been there.

She bounced into the room excitedly, leant down next to the seated figure, and kissed the top of his head.

‘Hello, darling,’ she said playfully. ‘Did you miss me?’ The man didn’t respond. But for the steady rise and fall of his shoulders, he might as well have been a statue.

I didn’t want to take any risks, though. I circled him from a distance, the way a jackal might circle a wounded lion, fearful of getting too close. As I got a better look at him, I could see that it didn’t matter: his face was covered by a leather hood, like something out of a cut-rate BDSM flick, and in his mouth was stuffed a red rubber ball gag. His eyes were covered by an elaborate blindfold that left me in no doubt that it wouldn’t even let a sliver of light through.

The man was naked, completely and utterly, but as Emily fussed around him I could see that wasn’t quite the case. Around his cock and balls a steel contraption had been locked, a tight tube that seemed to serve no purpose other than to keep his genitals under control. It must have been agony for him: as tight as the cage seemed to be, he also looked – from one quick glance at least – to barely fit inside it.

‘Say hello, Jack. Don’t be shy.’

‘Erm... hi,’ I said. The word seemed small and pathetic and utterly inadequate, but what else was there to say to the man whose wife I was about to fuck?

Emily seemed to catch my reserve. ‘’Oh, you don’t need to worry,’ she said soothingly. ‘You’re not the first guy I’ve brought home. In fact, Richard’s pretty well used to the whole situation now. Aren’t you, sweetie?’

The hooded man said nothing, but even I could tell that behind the bright red ball he was seething. I was sure if I could have seen his eyes they would have been practically glowing with hatred, and I didn’t doubt for a second that if he could have somehow wriggled his way out of the bonds Emily had placed him in, his first move would be to try and beat me half to death.

‘I see you noticed the arrangements I have for him,’ Emily said playfully, reaching her hand between his legs and flicking the padlock. It made a soft clink against the steel, and he groaned. ‘And yes, I know what you’re thinking: he does look to be a little excited. I wouldn’t take it too personally, though. It’s been... oh, how long has it been now, honey?’ She looked across at her husband as if expecting him to answer. ‘I’d say two or three months now. Pretty much everything gets him turned on now, poor dear. If there was a strong breeze I’m pretty sure he’d just about explode.’

‘Two or three months since what?’

She laughed. ‘Since I let him get some relief, of course!’

‘It’s been three months since you last had sex?’

‘Oh, good Christ, no. I haven’t had sex with him in at least two years. Not since the last time I caught him cheating on me. No, we have a very particular arrangement. Every couple of months I buy him the services of a prostitute – his money, of course, but who’s counting? She deals with all of that.’

The man in the hood grunted for the first time, as if telling her to stop. It was the first noise he had made since I’d entered the room. A cruel grin crossed Emily’s face.

‘Oh, is there something wrong, honey?’ she said towards her husband. ‘Do you not want me to tell our new friend about your sex life? Does that make you uncomfortable?’

The man slumped his shoulders in resignation. He knew as well as I did that Emily was going to tell me no matter what.

‘I get him a prostitute,’ she continued, matter-of-factly. ‘She takes him to a hotel room, handcuffs him to a bed, and takes his pathetic little dick out from its cage. Then she rides him until he spurts his load – not that that usually takes long – and when she’s done she locks him right back up in his cage, leaves the keys to the cuffs somewhere he’ll be able to get free within twenty minutes or so, and then brings the cage keys right back to me. It’s a simple little arrangement that makes absolutely sure he never has access to his cock without my permission.’ With every fresh detail, the man seemed to sink further and further into himself. If anything, his discomfort seemed to strengthen Emily. ‘Do you, sweetie?’ she asked, her voice as light as spun sugar.

He gave a sad little shake of his head. Apparently he knew better than to try and argue.

She walked over to him and grabbed his caged cock in her hand. The tip of it pressed against the cage opening, and had turned a dark purple. ‘I don’t want you to feel sorry for him, Jack,’ Emily said, tracing her finger along the hole at the end of the cage. Her husband moaned at the contact, and I could see him struggle against his bonds, pushing forward with his hips in a futile attempt to get as much of her contact as he could manage. ‘Part of me thinks this little pervert has learned to like this. After all, it’s the closest he’s likely to get to my cunt any time soon.’

Even after seeing just what she was capable of, it still shocked me to hear her say that word. Despite the fact that she had her husband tied up just a few feet away from me – and that she was trying to convince me to help me torture him for his past misdeeds – she still looked sweet and innocent, and it was a hard mindset to get out of.

She came and sat next to me on the bed, and immediately her hands were all over me. One quick shove and I fell backwards; in less than a second, she had swung her leg over my body and was straddling my hips as she kissed me.

And oh, what kisses they were. Every touch of her lips on mine was electric, and collected together they stormed the part of my brain responsible for rational thought. My hands moved up the soft white smoothness of her arms, clutching her close to me. I managed to all but forget about her husband, safe in the knowledge that he couldn’t see what I was doing, but there was still a part of me that wondered what was going through his mind. For the first time – and completely to my surprise – I found myself almost feeling jealous of him. Sure, he was a complete bastard by all accounts, and he couldn’t have looked more pathetic if he’d tried, all tied up and desperate – but for a while at least, he had been the focus of Emily’s world. He had been the one who kissed her, who took her to bed every night. It was his body that had been pressed against hers under the sheets.

And he had lost it all.

I wanted to take this magnificent woman and make her mine, to have her all to myself. At least he had had that once, even if he had thrown it away. Even though I could have her for tonight, I’d never have her completely: there would always be someone else waiting in the wings.

I chased the thought away. For now, I had to force myself to live in the moment.

A hand slipped behind her back and uncoupled the links of her bra. Two pale pink orbs spilled out – the breasts of a twenty year old, despite Emily’s own age. I fell on them like a hungry wolf, kissing and sucking with an eagerness that came from somewhere deep inside of me.

‘Mmm...’ she moaned, playing up to both of us in the audience. ‘That’s right, baby. Play with me. Use me. Fuck me.’

She grasped one of my hands firmly in hers and guided it down between her legs. I slid it inside her underwear, and it came back soaked: whatever it was, something had got her absolutely drenched with excitement.

It seemed almost churlish not to explore further. Quickly, exploiting her natural lubrication, I slid two fingers deep inside her hard enough to make her moan. ‘Fuck,’ she said, with a breathless gasp that suggested no other words would do. ‘More, Jack. I need more.’

I reached up inside of her, my fingers seeking out that perfect spot that would send her into fits of pleasure. With my other hand I pulled her body close, kissing her softly. As I did I felt her tighten around me, her hips riding my hand, desperate for me to take her to the edge and past it, over into an orgasm that would make her scream out loud.

I pushed forward, my lips dancing with hers.

‘Wait,’ she said, pushing me gently away. ‘Not yet.’

Reluctantly, I let my hand fall, sliding my fingers out from the wetness of her cunt.

Was she having second thoughts? Could she have reconsidered the whole idea when it came to it? Despite my early doubts, suddenly I found myself praying I was wrong. Even with her husband watching, I wanted her. My mind was made up.

She stood up and sauntered over to him, the erection that strained between my legs apparently forgotten about.

‘What’s wrong?’ I asked.

She shook her head. ‘Nothing’s wrong, baby. I promise.’

‘So come back to bed.’

‘Not yet,’ she said with a smile. I wasn’t convinced, but she did her best to placate me even as she draped herself over her husband’s naked body. ‘Trust me, Jack,’ she said. There’s something I want you to see.’

She stood up and walked behind him, and then with a viper’s quickness she reached out and grabbed something at the back of his neck. A second later there came the sound of a zipper echoing around the room, and the hood slumped down over his face. The blindfold came with it, but the gag had been secured below the hood itself, and so he remained unable to speak.

‘I believe you two might know each other,’ she said simply.

She slipped the leather away from his face, and my eyes met his for the first time.

Seeing him outside of the office – seeing him like this – it took me a moment or two to recognise him. His hair had the same salt-and-pepper colouring that I knew so well, but the removal of the hood had left it wild and unkempt, completely at odds with its usual slick, perma-gelled appearance.

His eyes burned with fury when he saw my face. Suddenly he lunged forward, pulling at his restraints, but they held firm. It was in his anger that his face clicked in my mind.

It was Richard Sanderson, the head of my department and the bane of my career. He was the one who constantly berated me at work in front of the board, who took credit for my ideas and laid all the blame for the department’s failings firmly at my door – and then had the audacity to claim I should be grateful even to have a job. He was the one who had given me such a hard time at work that day, and who had put me in a foul enough mood that I ended up drinking in a bar – where of course, I had met Emily and the whole saga had begun.

I couldn’t help but grin. In front of me, tied and gagged, sat the man who had made my life at work a living hell – and next to him, his wife was begging me to fuck her. It was too good an opportunity to turn down.

Emily must have seen the smile that passed over my face; as she crossed back over to the bed she gave me a look that told me she knew exactly what I was thinking. ‘I think you should fuck me,’ she whispered into my ear, just loud enough to leave no doubt that he could hear us.

Knowing that it was Sanderson’s wife made my conquest all the sweeter. Knowing that he would be forced to watch was the icing on the cake.

I pushed her backwards without saying a word, pressing her body against the expensive silk sheets. She played her part to perfection, slipping off the delicate mesh of her underwear, spreading her legs and revealing her sex to both of us – her husband, and her lover. The sight of it spurred me on. If she could torment him, why couldn’t I?

I reached down and took my dick in my hand.

‘Do you want this?’ I said.

She nodded. ‘Oh, yes,’ she said, lingering on the word for his benefit. ‘More than anything. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me hard and fuck me deep.’

‘Beg for it.’

I didn’t know where the instruction came from, but it seemed to develop deep inside of me, erupting to the surface before I could even be sure what was happening. It was the truth, though: I did want her to beg. I wanted this gorgeous woman to tell me just how much she craved my cock inside her.

And then, when I was satisfied, I’d give it to her, safe in the knowledge that her husband was watching every second of it.

‘Please, Jack,’ she said, the urgency of her voice cutting through my thoughts. ‘I need it. Please. Fuck me.’

I unbuckled my trousers, and within seconds I was naked and on top of her. My cock waited at the entrance to her cunt, the head pressing gently against her flesh, waiting to take her for myself.

‘Please,’ she said again. ‘Show him. Show me.’

That was enough. I pushed into her in one firm, slow stroke that made her gasp. Her tightness wrapped around me, a perfect fit. Every time I moved forward, she brought her hips to greet mine – a perfect mirror of my arousal.

‘Do you see this, Richard?’ she screamed out as I ploughed into her, every thrust making her voice shake. ‘This is how a real man fucks. This is what you could never give me.’

I had thought Sanderson’s presence might have put me off, but in fact it was quite the opposite. Knowing I was being watched – especially by someone who I knew would absolutely loathe what was happening and yet deserved every second of it – just added to the thrill. I could imagine him behind me. Would he be watching, or would he be trying to keep his eyes averted? How would he deal with her moans, knowing that there was nothing he could do to stop them?

I fell forward onto her, pinning her to the bed – she was mine now, not his. Each thrust was met with a pornographic gasp of pleasure and a call for more, a demand for me to fill her.

She pushed me gently to the side, gesturing for a change of position. Within seconds, she was on top of me, sliding herself down onto my cock. Her body swallowed me, every bounce driving me deeper inside her and closer to an orgasm. As she raked her fingers down my chest, I moaned.

She grasped at my arms, digging her nails in. ‘You’re going to come inside me when you do,’ she said, leaving no room for doubt. ‘You’re going to show him exactly what he can’t have, do you understand me?’

I nodded, and she smiled. ‘Good boy,’ she said. 

It took almost no time at all. Her tightness around my cock was more than I could bear, and as I reached up to run my hands across her beautiful breasts, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to hold back for much longer. Every inch of me felt as though I was on fire; when I couldn’t stand it anymore, I let myself go. As I did, I felt her body buck and arch, her spine curving back on itself in ecstasy. She screamed in pleasure as I spilt myself deep inside her, grabbing at my shoulders and pulling herself close to me.

‘Kiss me,’ she gasped, as though even the simple act of getting the words out was too much for her to take. Her lips pressed against mine hungrily, alternated with biting little nips that made sure she had my complete and undivided attention.

We collapsed onto the bed together, exhausted and spent. Our heavy breaths mingled together as she gently stroked my chest with an idle finger.

I looked across at Sanderson, still gagged. His head had dropped down onto his chest and his eyes were closed, giving him the appearance of being asleep, but I could tell from the taut tendons in his chest that he was not only awake but silently seething at me.

Suddenly, I didn’t much want to stay in that room. Even with Emily’s naked body draped around mine, I felt too uncomfortable for words.

When she sloped off to the bathroom, I pulled on my pants and shoes and headed off down the stairs. I considered leaving a note, but I didn’t know what it would say. ‘Thanks for a great fuck, but I can’t believe I just did that and I’m going to head back to my mundane little life now’?

It seemed insane to even consider it.

That was the thing, though: it had been a great fuck, and not just because of Emily’s obvious skill. Having someone there to watch helplessly as I ploughed into his wife, as I used her like my own personal plaything... it had made the experience so much richer, somehow. The thrill had lingered even as I tracked down my shirt and buttoned it, ready to leave. I felt sexually fulfilled in a way I hadn’t in years.

But now what? How was I supposed to go into work on Monday, knowing what I now knew? There was no way I’d still have a job. If Sanderson didn’t fire me outright, he’d find some way to make my life miserable. I’d end up being forced out of the company for sure.

That was that, then. I’d ruined my career for one fuck. No matter how hot it was, there was no way it could be worth it.

‘Jack?’ a voice called out from the stairwell. It was Emily. ‘Where are you going?’

‘Home,’ I said. ‘I’ll call a taxi.’

‘There’s no need. I’ll get the driver to take you home.’ She paused for a second, trying to read my face. ‘What’s wrong?’

I shrugged. If she didn’t know, there was no way I could explain it – more to the point, I didn’t feel up to the challenge at that particular moment. I was tired, it was dark and cold, and I had just committed career suicide.

‘Is it because of Richard?’ she asked. ‘I thought you said you were OK with that.’

‘I was.’

‘But?’

I shrugged again. It seemed to be a perfect catch-all response. ‘I don’t know,’ I said.

There was an awkward silence. ‘I didn’t pick you because I wanted to humiliate him,’ she said eventually. ‘Well, not just for that. I admit, I thought he’d become a little too comfortable with me bringing strangers home, and I wanted to shake that up, but there was a reason I picked you in particular.’

‘Oh yeah?’ I said, a little more sarcastically than I’d intended. 

‘I know you don’t remember me, Jack, but I certainly remembered you. The office Christmas party, three years ago? I saw how he treated you – and, if I’m honest, it made me angry. I realised then that my husband wasn’t a particularly nice man. I always said that if there was ever anything I could do to make him less of a complete bastard to the people who worked for him, I would.’

I remembered the night she was talking about, vaguely. Someone had spilt a drink on him, and of course – as the youngest employee there – he’d taken his frustrations out on me, shouting at me right there on the dance floor. I wanted the world to swallow me up that night. Now it seemed that karma had balanced out. The universe is a funny old place.

‘I didn’t just do this for my enjoyment,’ she said.

I stayed silent. There didn’t seem to be too much left to say. My body was still caught up in a post-orgasmic glow, but it was rapidly winding down. All I wanted was to be out of this situation so I could take the time to think things over. It had been an eventful night.

She pressed something into my hand: a small black strip of plastic. It took me a moment to realise that it was a USB flash drive. ‘Here,’ she said. ‘Call it a souvenir.’

‘What is it?’

‘I filmed it,’ she said simply. ‘What just happened, I mean. I always do. It’s a kind of protection, to make sure Richard can’t go after any of my lovers professionally. I figured it was especially important in your case. I suspect you’ll find he’s much more pleasant to you around the office now. Perhaps you might even find yourself getting a raise sometime soon. If you ask nicely, I mean.’

I held the stick back out to her. ‘I’m not interested in blackmail.’

‘Who’s blackmailing anyone?’ she said with a shrug. ‘You haven’t threatened to release it. He just knows you have a copy. He knows you could – that for once, someone else has power over him. It’s good for him to know that, I think. It makes him less of an utter shit to people below him.’

The car pulled around behind me, and Emily’s driver – an attractive young woman, I saw for the first time – stepped out, holding the rear car door open for me.

Emily kissed me on the cheek. ‘Look after yourself, Jack,’ she said as she pulled away. ‘And who knows... maybe we can do this again sometime, eh?’

‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘Maybe.’

I stepped into the car, Emily’s scent still whirling in my head. Maybe, I thought again, but I knew for a fact that it wasn’t a night I would forget any time soon. The next time, though... the next time it would be just me and Emily, alone. It would have to be.

I smiled at the thought as the car started, taking me away from her and back to reality.
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