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CHAPTER ONE


I grit my teeth as the worst possible words crackle from my cell’s speaker. “you have until the end of the week, Maxwell. That’s all I can give. I’m sorry.”

I clutch my phone tightly, holding in the sigh. “Right. Okay, thanks Frank. I’ll get it to you by Friday.” Today’s Wednesday, and in two days — if I can’t somehow find the cash — I’ll not only be out of business, I’ll be homeless.

Frank hangs up, and my mind’s reeling. I don’t know what else I can do.

Sell my car - check.

Get rid of my apartment and live in my office - check.

Let my assistant go - check.

Christ, that last one really hurt. Fuck, I miss Violet. Not only was she incredible to look at, she was damn good at getting assholes to confess. At using her looks to get where she wasn’t supposed to be, and working her magic.

I’d never tell her, but I don’t think I can do this without her anymore. I should have asked her out, not let her go. That burning infatuation went up in smoke.

I drop my cell on the desk and wince as it clatters across the old oak. I really need to be careful — I can’t afford to replace it. I can’t afford anything. Hell, I had to sell my camera. I’ve been using the app on my phone.

Is it too much to ask for some married jobsworth that can’t keep it in his pants, giving me the payday I sorely need?

I kick my feet up and lean back in my chair, worried my old faithful’s gonna break as she creaks beneath me, but she holds. I close my eyes and sigh. “What the fuck else can go wrong?”

The sound of my cell ringing makes me jump, and mud flicks across my desk as I scramble to answer.

I don’t even check to see who’s calling. “Yes, hello, Maxwell investigations.”

“Hey, Jay.” A smile creeps onto my lips. It’s not a job, but it’s not some asshole coming to repossess my organs either. It’s the perfect thing I need right now.

“Maggie.” I say her name with reverence. The image of her long tanned legs wrapped around me a couple of weeks ago floods my mind. Christ, has it been that long? “I’m so glad you called. This day couldn’t get any worse.”

I almost hear her wince, and my heart drops. “Yes, it can.” She sounds cold and distant. “I’m sorry, Jay. But it hasn’t worked out between us, you know?”

A pit opens up in my stomach.

“What?” My voice is more shaky than I’d like. “What do you mean? Sure we don’t get as much—”

“Don’t do that,” she says with a frosty edge. “Don’t pretend. We haven’t been intimate in forever.”

“It was two weeks ago—”

“It’s been two months, Jay.”

No, it hasn’t. Has it? “You’re always busy with work. Whenever it was, I had to beg you, so don’t you dare try to blame me for—”

“I met someone.” She drops the bomb strategically. Calculated. Planned. “He’s everything you’re not. He’s rich, successful, and happy I don’t enjoy giving head.”

My mouth flaps open to protest, but the only argument I have is, “what kinda man doesn’t enjoy getting head?”

“That’s your problem, Jay. It’s all about you.”

“That is so not fucking true—”

“Then why would I seek someone else to meet my needs for the past year?”

Somewhere a foghorn blares in my mind. A year? A fucking year? “Year?” I screech like a cartoon character.

“I’m sorry, Jay. I’ll miss your fat cock, but it just wasn’t enough. Please don’t call me. You can keep the Britney CD. Good bye.”

“Wait!” I shout. Of course, the last thing she leaves me with is the image of my shaft pushing deep inside her freakishly small entrance. “Fuck!” My cell clatters on the desk. This time I grimace.

I lean back and scream.

“Uh, hum.” Someone pretends to clear their throat. A soft sound. Musical, almost. Sensual. I freeze mid venting and slowly open my eyes. They almost bulge out of their sockets. There is a woman standing in my doorway. She’s still holding the door, like she hasn’t quite decided if she’s staying or going, but I have never seen a woman like her. That’s not true. I’ve seen women like her in magazines, clinging to the arms of tech billionaires, or on those damn ‘wives of’ reality programs. Older than me by a decade, I’d wager, so fortyish, and glorious as hell. “Is this a bad time?”

I scramble to get my muddy feet off the desk. “No, no. No, no, no, no. No.” I try to say something else, but I’m transfixed. I can only add, “not at all.”

Her plush red lips crease into a smile. A dazzling smile that makes the flakes on her lipstick glisten under my flickering overhead light. Carefully, like she’s afraid to break it, she closes my door, presenting me with a view of her perfect ass in a tight black skirt that cuts high across her thighs. The material stretches as she turns and I realize it’s not a skirt, but a dress, one that reveals a deep cleavage between the lapels of her fashionably short white jacket. A tiny purse hangs by her narrow waist on a gold chain, hooked over her arm. Her grin widens as she notices I’m practically drooling like some simpering idiot.

Something this hot hasn’t waltzed through those doors since Violet wore that tiny bikini to spy on a senator at the beach.

This woman is dressed like most girls would be for a night out, and it’s not even lunch yet. “Mr. Maxwell, I presume?”

“Please call me Jay,” I say on reflex. Normally it’s to put a potential client at ease, but I want to hear my name on her lips. I want her purring it as I—

“Jay?” she says with a smile, lighting up her bright green eyes like twin traffic lights, telling me to go. Her hips sway with every step. Unseen heals clunk on the hardwood floor. They must be damn high, judging by the way she’s walking.

“It’s Jason, but I never liked that.”

“Jay,” she purrs like I imagined. “I like it.” I scoot my chair under the desk to hide the tent steadily growing in my pants. Fuck, this woman is dangerous. I normally don’t get hard from just being near a someone hot, I’ve seen many cheating wives in my time, and you kinda get used to it, but her? “I’m sorry if I was interrupting your... screaming?” Carefully, she lowers herself into the chair in front of my desk with a smirk that makes her look more than dangerous. Indecent even. She settles in, trying to get comfy in the crappy chair — probably used to better. She deserves better than my second hand seat with virtually zero padding and a god-awful squeak.

“Having a bad day,” I say, trying to brush it aside. My life is falling apart, but silver linings and all that. I stop myself from asking what a goddess like her is doing in a rat-shit excuse of an investigators like mine. Christ, I used to have a coffee machine for clients. Now I can’t even offer them water. “What can I do for you..?” I ask, fishing for her name. The name I’m gonna be wanking off to later as I spit on old photos of Maggie, the cheating slut.

“Eden.” She smirks. “Well, if I’m being honest, it’s Edith, but I hate that, too.”

“Eden,” I whisper, tasting her name on my lips. “Like the garden?” She’s definitely a source of temptation leading to paradise.

“Or Eee, if you like.” She crosses her legs, giving me a glimpse of her pale knee as it peeks up from behind the desk. “That’s what my friends call me. Though friends are a stretch,” she says under her breath, scooping her wavy light-brown hair over her shoulders, then plumping her bosom as she drapes her arms over the armrests.

I recover enough, trying to ignore the squished throb in my pants. “So, Eden. How can I help?”

Her smile falters into a scowl. Even then, she’s a picture of perfection. Her skin is as smooth as silk — not a wrinkle or blemish — and her makeup is seductively simple. Dark lashes and liner, with a hint of blue on her eyelids. Combined with the glossy shade on her lips, she strikes an almost impossible balance between elegance and sex kitten. “Well,” she starts, shifting in her seat.

I wince, hoping it’s the reason she’s here and not the crappy chair giving her pause. I’d offer my lap as an alternative, but we’ve only just met.

“My understanding is you are the kind of man I need to see if I think my husband is cheating on me?”

I scoff. I can’t help it. What kind of crazy bastard would cheat on a woman like this?

“You were the only private investigator I could find.”

Oh, she’s serious. “Ah,” I say, trying to be sensitive. This is probably traumatic for her. “Unfortunately, with social media being what it is these days, most cheaters are stupid enough to reveal themselves, which,” I lift my palms in surrender, “has left guys like me as a dying breed.”

Eden makes this choked gurgle in her throat. “Yes you are,” she purrs, then catches herself. “Private dicks, I mean.” Her eyes widen, and a delicious crimson blooms across her cheeks. “Not that you are a dick, or that I’m thinking about your dick... or its public status. Oh, balls.” She takes a breath and I can’t hide my grin at this incredible woman. I suddenly don’t give a shit about the other stuff. The world could end, and I wouldn’t care as long as I got to sit here with her. I don’t think that’s sad, it’s appreciating the value of a thing.

“It’s okay. I know what you meant. But can we step back a little? I don’t mean this disrespectful like, but what kinda numpty would cheat on a woman like you?” I twirl my finger around my temple. “It don’t compute.”

The wide-eyed panic shifts into a sultry smile. “That’s kind of you to say.”

“And I don’t mean that because you’re gorgeous. I have a sense about people. Do this as long as I have and you learn what folk are like. But you? You feel easy to talk to. Warm. Loving. Not someone to pass up lightly.”

Her grin widens, and I pat myself on the back for making her feel at ease. “Thank you... Jay.”

She says my name with that sultry purr again, and I’m kicking myself for not wanting to charge her. I’ve gotta make the damn rent, and my wayward cock is not helping. “No problem, love. Now. Tell me why you think your lesser half is cheatin’?”

She looks down at her lap, and the rosy hue deepens. “Okay.” She takes a breath. “We... we haven’t been intimate for... years.”

I scoff a laugh. I can’t help it, it just slips out at the preposterous thought. If it wasn’t considered morally wrong, I’d take her out back to my make-shift bedroom and compensate her for her dry spell. As I’ve recently been reminded, it’s been a while. “Sorry. Just seems criminal, that’s all. Please continue.”

She smirks at me, boring deep into my soul for a second before she does. “Peter has shown no interest in me. Not that he was ever the most attentive husband, but he changed in the past year. He’s always working late. He doesn’t even kiss me any more. Do you know what that’s like? I’m starving here.”

I clear my throat as I shift my shaft to a more comfortable position. “I’m sorry to hear that, Eden. I—”

“Say that again.”

“I’m sorry to—”

“No, my name. Say it again in that gruff tone of yours.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, Eden, I really am,” I say, adding an extra layer of gravel. “It sounds like he could be having an extramarital affair, but I would need to catch him in the act to know for sure.” I ignore the name thing. She’s probably stressed. It sounds like love was thin between them, and now that fragile thread has snapped.

“Yes!” she says, brightening. “We should. He’s with the slut right now, in a hotel.”

My brow raises. “You know he’s with another woman?”

She sits up straighter. “Yes. I saw his texts last week. The slut was going to break up with her boyfriend and they were going to meet today. I didn’t want to believe it, but... even I can’t ignore reality forever. I need to protect myself.”

“Okay,” I say, piecing it together, realizing a job has materialized at the ninth hour. “My—”

“Will this be enough for an initial payment?” She slips a check from her purse and slides it across the mud-flecked desk.

I pick up the sheet, not having seen a check in a while. My eyes snap to the amount. “Five-thousand dollars?”

Eden winces. “I’m sorry. It’s all I have in my personal account. I can get you more—”

“This is fine.” I clench my jaw to stop myself from cheering. “As a retainer. We can sort the business end out once we know what we’re dealing with, okay?” My hand moves across the desk and cups the dainty palm still resting on the wooden surface. I almost wince as I do, but she doesn’t seem to mind, so I give her a reassuring squeeze that makes my cock flex. I should not be touching her. As I think that, her fingers curl tightly around my palm.

The smile returns to her face. “Thank you, Jay. Shall we go? I don’t want to miss the opportunity.”

“We? You don’t have to come,” but I’d love it if you did. “You probably don’t want to see—”

“No, I’m coming. I want to see the brazen little tramp he’s holed up with. Besides, the hotel is members only and well hidden. It would be quicker to show you.”

I push my chair out and stand. “Well, okay then.” And instantly regret it.

Her mouth drops open as she comes face to face with the enormous bulge in my worn jeans. My cock has never been harder with the way Eden has been eyeing me this whole time, and her look of shock quickly morphs to that of hunger.

It’s been a while... for both of us. It’s not that this goddess wants to fuck me, I remind myself. And I’m hard. Really, really hard. It’s probably shocking to an elegant woman such as Eden. Except she’s not wearing the look of shock. Oh, Christ, she’s biting her lip, gawking at the denim bar.

“Do you drive?” I ask, my own cheeks heating.

“Cock?” she says, transfixed. Her gaze snaps up, her cheeks going beet red. “I mean, what?”

I smile, loving the look she’s giving me. Like I am actually desirable, and not something to kick to the curb. Thank you, Maggie, for that. “Do you drive, love?”

She chews her lips for a second. “You want me to drive?”

“If you have a car parked nearby, then yes. I had to sell mine.”

“Peter never lets me drive. Before today I hadn’t driven in months.”

“Well,” I say, scooping up my long black coat. “I have no qualms about lady drivers. And we need to be getting a move on if we’re to catch that cheating prick of a husband.”

“Yes. Yes,” she repeats, like she needs to convince herself. “I’m parked right outside.”

“Great. Shall we?”
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CHAPTER TWO


I expected Eden’s car to be a family saloon, not a damn sport convertible in a deep metallic red. The wind whipped our hair under the bright midday sun as we speed from the cheap industrial area of my office to the up market glitz of glass towers and expensive stores. As much as I liked the wind in my hair, I enjoy watching Eden’s wavy locks dance around the headrest more.

She catches me watching her. “What?”

I smirk, looking away. “Nothing, love. Just enjoying the view.”

“Which view?” Her fingers tap impatiently on the wheel while I decided how to answer.

“Is that it?” I ask, pointing to a hotel.

“No. It’s a couple of blocks yet. What view are you enjoying, Jay?”

Relenting, I let my gaze trail over her thighs where her skirt’s ridden up. Her tiny waist to the swell of her chest peeking from her jacket as it flaps, and... She's biting her lip again, one eye on the road, the other squarely on me. “I think you know, love.”

She laughs. “Are you normally this forward with your clients?”

I scoff. “No, I am not.” I just don’t know why I am with you.

The laugh flows into a giggle, making her sound so youthful compared to how sullen she was when I met her. “Then I’m honored. But why?”

“I told you. I have a sense about a people.”

She laughs again. “Or you’re following your dick.”

It's my turn to laugh. “Got me there, love.”

“Why do you keep calling me love?”

I puff my cheeks. “Sorry. Old habit. My dad and his brother raised me while mom was away with work. To both of ‘em, hot… eh, attractive women were loves. I’ll try to contain—”

“No, I like it. No one’s used that word for me in a long time.”

I lean closer. “Okay then, love.”

We slow. “There.” Eden points to a tall square monolith that looks more office block than hotel. “He usually takes a room on the sixth floor, but I don’t know which one. His emails were passworded.”

“Snooping in your hubby’s belongings, were we? Naughty,” I joke, taking in the area. “Is that also a hotel?” I ask, pointing to a fancy-looking building across the street with a guy on the door wearing a silly hat.

“Yes. That’s where I stayed while Peter was—”

“Wait,” I say as she pulls over and parks. “You stayed in separate hotels?”

The engine fades, and she turns to face me, swiveling in her seat. It is almost impossible to not look at the silky-looking fabric shadowed between her thighs. “Yes. He always said he wanted me close for the dinners, but he needed to concentrate on work.”

I peer at the dark tinted windows of the monolithic hotel. “What does your husband do exactly? If you don’t mind me asking?”

“He’s a higher up in a tech company,” she says vaguely with a dismissive wave of her hand, like she doesn’t want to tell me. That’s okay, I don’t need to know. I know enough about the clueless idiot as it is. She turns the other way, looking at the same thing. “How are we going to see him if the windows are blacked out?”

“Oh, there not blacked out. They’re tinted. Just need to remove whatever they’re using and we’d be able to see right into their dirty den of debauchery.”

“Oh,” she smile. “But how do we do that?”

I sigh. “I need to make a call.”
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Twenty minutes later, I’m tapping my foot, downing the last of my coffee on the hotel corner. After buying us refreshments, Eden left to get us a room facing the husband’s hotel, one exactly opposite — hopefully giving us a good view.

As I stare vacantly into traffic, my mind wanders to my new brunette client. I shouldn’t have been so forward with her. I was bloody flirting, and she’s emotionally fragile — we’re investigating her cheating husband for crying out loud. I never do that. What is it about her that has me so spun around? It can’t just be that she’s gorgeous. Violet is a stunner, and I kept it nearly one-hundred percent professional with her for the past two years... much to my cock’s dismay.

No. I need to rein it in. She’s not the only one who’s emotional. I keep forgetting Mags broke it off. Over the bloody phone, for Christ's sake. I get lost in the case, and then I remember, and it hits me like a truck, like I’m trying to forget, but fail spectacularly. Fuck’s sake, Maggie.

I need to keep it professional with Eden… before I do something impulsive.

“Mornin’ handsome,” a seductive twang cuts through the rumble of midday traffic.

I keep my head down, not ready to face her. I need to be professional with her, too. I’ve almost crossed the line with Vi too many times, and now with this bullshit with Mags... I look up.

Fuck.

“Who’d have thought I’d find you waiting on me for a change? I like it.”

You are a professional. You are a... fuck, I’m not. I live in my office. I’m fantasizing about my client. I’ve held a burning torch for my employee for years. I’m not even that down about my girlfriend cheating on me. Okay, maybe I am, but I’m trying to not dwell on that. “Hello gorgeous. Coffee?” I hold out my empty cup.

She grins, spreading her pink lips wide in the smile that’s greeted me almost every morning for the past two years. “Thanks, but you know I don’t drink that after eleven.”

I grin at her, my resolve crumbling. “That’s good, because it’s empty,” I say, tossing the paper cup into the trash.

Her grin widens. “Ass.” Then her arms are around me. Her plump breasts press against my chest — firm and full. She smells of a warm summer day. Her fingers interlock around my neck and she presses her face on my shoulder. “I’ve missed you, Jay.”

Against my better judgment, my hands slip to the silky fabric covering her waist and pull her closer. Shiny blond strands drape down my back from her ponytail, and she sighs, breathing me in. I expected an angry scowl. A slap. Hell, a bloody cuss. Not this. Not the affectionate way she’s nuzzled against me. It’s suspicious. I don’t tell her I’ve missed her more than Maggie. “It’s only been two weeks, Vi. I doubt you missed me that much?”

She takes another breath, then pulls away. “You asshole!” Her tiny fist thumps against my chest, but she doesn’t pull away completely. Her hips are still pressed tightly against the growing hardness in my jeans. Christ, my cock is getting a workout today. “I can’t believe you!”

“Oi,” I hiss as she thumps me again. “What? What I do?”

“You? You made me think you were replacing me! I was so mad at you, Jay. I didn’t know things were so bad.”

“Oh.”

“Why didn’t you tell me you sold your car? Got rid of your apartment? T-that you’re on the verge of getting evicted? I’d have taken a pay cut. You were paying me way too much when the clients dried up. I thought you’d found someone else!”

My thumb brushes away the tear that rolls down her delicate cheek. “Vi, love. I paid you what you were worth. Didn’t seem right paying you any less than that.”

“You dumbass.” She thrusts her chest against me again, pushing her face into the crook of my neck. “We could have worked something out. You didn’t have to push me away.”

I don’t know what to say. Christ on a cracker, this feels more intimate than we’ve ever been — and we’ve both been naked together in a brothel. “I-I’m sorry, love. I did what I... Hang on. How do you know about the car? The apartment and the eviction deadline?” I narrow my eyes at the tight blond mop below me.

“Ummm.” She pulls away and winces. “So, don’t be mad—”

“You little snoop.”

She wrings her hands, looking away. “I’m sorry”

“You went through my things? How’d you do it?”

Her high cheekbones scrunch her eyes. “I didn’t go through your trash and find the sale notice, if that’s what you’re thinking. I didn’t follow you when you moved your stuff into the office.” Her mouth morphs into a mixture of a grimace and a smirk. “And I absolutely didn’t leave a bug under your desk—”

“You sneaky little—”

“Hey, I learned from the best! B-but you didn’t leave me any choice. I thought you were cheating on me!” Her eyes widen, and her neck flushes. “I m-mean replaced me. I thought you’d found someone hotter to run point.”

I pinch the bridge of my nose, looking skyward. “Violet.” I bring my gaze down to her deep blue eyes that are like two simmering swimming pools, dark at the center, but bright at the edges. “I wasn’t replacing you. It killed me to let you go—”

“I know that now!” she huffs far too loudly.

I take a breath, noticing she’s not wearing her usual tank top and teasing tiny shorts. “What are you wearing?” Her slender thighs are wrapped in a mid-thigh length pencil skirt and a silky black blouse is pulled taut around her waist, barely containing her ample breasts. It has a familiar pink logo on her left tit. My eyes linger there for a second longer than necessary, remembering how spectacular her breasts are.

“Hey pervert, my eyes are up here.” She prods my chin, lifting my gaze, but it narrows as I recognize the logo on her breast.

“You didn’t.”

She grins, giving her chest a shake. “How do you think I got here so fast? I was already on the job. Heard everything. Snuck in and borrowed a uniform.” She narrows her gaze at me. “Were you flirting with her? The client?”

“No,” I scoff. “Clearly, she was flirting with me,” I say absentmindedly, still marveling at the sneaky, amazing blond.

“I won’t be mad if you were.”

“Why would you care if I was?”

She folds her arms and looks away. “Professionalism, obviously. So what’s the play?”

I let it go, pull my phone from my pocket, and find Eden in my contacts. She insisted she add her number, and now I’m grateful she did. It’ll save me a trip. I dial her and give Vi a smirk as she makes a kissy-face. Some times I forget she’s only twenty-years-old with how conniving she can be. “Eden, love?”

“Who’s the blond, Jay? She’s cute,” the buxom brunette answers.

“I didn’t know you were—”

“I mean, she’s cute for you. The poor girl’s clearly enamored with you.”

I look up and see a shadowy female figure peeking through a window a few floors up. “Got a room, I see.”

Vi squints, looking up, placing her tongue between her lips, and her hands on her slender hips.

“No problem. I used an alias just in case.”

“Great thinking, love. What’s your husband’s last name?”

There’s a moment of silence. “W-why do you need to know that?” she asks, sounding cagey again.

“So we can find out which room he’s in?” I say, my eyes wandering down to Vi’s breast where the hotel logo is stretched — just like how the buttons are straining to stay together and contain the black lacy bra peeking out.

Eden sighs in what I assume is relief. Her avoidance of her husband is making me concerned. He’d better not be a damn mafia boss or something. I dislike the idea of my nipples meeting jumper cables. I hope that’s something they only do in the movies... nah, they’d probably just break my legs. “Oh, he will have used Heston. He is obsessed with the actor, and likes to pretend.”

“Really?” I hate this pathetic wretch even more. Not only is he betraying a goddess like Eden, he’s sullying Charlton’s good name.

“He would go to this club and—”

“T. M. I,” I say, stopping her before she puts an image in my head I’ll never get rid of. “Okay, sit tight love, I’ll be up soon. What alias did you use?”

She giggles, sounding much younger. “Oh, I’m Mrs. Lovelace.” Her voice changes, becoming husky. “I’ll be waiting for you... Mr. Lovelace.”

“Fuck me,” I groan as she hangs up.

“What? What?” Vi asks, scrunching her face in either worry or jealousy. It’s probably the former. Why would she be jealous?

Get your head out of the gutter, Jay, and get that paycheck.

“Nothing. Just our client having a little fun.” I grip Violet’s shoulders, letting my thumbs rub her bare collarbones. Christ, her skin is smooth. “Okay. Standard Downed Pants Catcher.”

Vi grins, excitement sparkling in her eyes. “Great. Guess you’ll need this, then?” She pulls out a camera from her bag. The camera. Our camera. The one I had to sell last week so I didn’t starve. “I can’t believe you tried to sell this.”

I hold the camera in my hands, and check for the ‘V/J’ we’d scratched on the underside one stakeout when we’re were bored and lost ourselves in a discussion of workplace relationships and item ownership. I guess it was the closest we ever came to carving our initials on a tree. “Vi, you didn’t. You shouldn’t have.”

She grins, looking more spectacular than ever. “I wasn’t gonna let you get rid of our baby. I would have brought you groceries, but I was still mad at you. So what’s the name?”

I grin at her. She really is an angel sent down from on high to watch over my dumb ass. “Heston.” I hold in the wince of disgust at the image in my mind of a club where... Nah, not gonna go there.

“Kay. Just have to come up with a reason to peel some film off their windows. Easy.”

A horrible feeling washes over me. I don’t want to let Violet go. I want to pull her closer and taste those glistening pink lips — now more than ever. Fuck, they weren’t kidding when they said absence makes the heart grow fonder, and Christ, I’ve never been fonder of my stunning blond cohort. I shake it off. We have a job to do. I can’t dwell on how tight she hugged me. How well she fit against me, and how hard she pressed against my cock. “Be careful. She’s being cagy about her husband’s name. Something feels off about that.”

Vi tilts her head. “You worried about me, Jay?”

“Of course I’m fuckin’ worried about you, love,” I say, spinning her around and spanking her voluptuous ass. “Now get in there and do me proud.”

She giggles, looking over her shoulder. “That’s sexual harassment, you know?”

I crinkle my eyes. “Yeh? And you love it.”

She shrugs. “Yeah, but I wouldn’t tell HR that.”

“Lucky we don’t have no interfering human resources then, ain’t it. Barely any resources at all, you cheeky little minx.”

“I’m your best resource,” she says with a flick of her hip. I watch that hip and the fantastic ass connected to it sway from side to side in that little skirt as she hurries into the hotel, making the doorman take notice. I watch his gaze follow her and have to suppress a growl — like some possessive caveman. I shrug. I’ve been called worse.
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CHAPTER THREE


The doorman to our hotel pays me no mind as I swan in like I own the place, wipe my feet on the thick mat and lean against the desk. “Morning fella... or is it afternoon?” I ask the kid, tapping away on the little computer. He barely looks up. “The wife’s already checked in.” I give him a chuckle. “She likes to play games, used the name Lovelace. Kindly tell me the room number?”

“Lovelace?” he asks. Yeah, that got his attention. The longing in his eyes tells me he knows who I’m talking about. His gaze roams up and down, like he’s deciding if I’m good enough for her. The cheeky little shit. Well, I’m not, and neither is her husband, apparently. “Mrs. Lovelace is in room Two-one-two. She told me to expect you, Mr. Lovelace.” He slides a room card across the desk.

I take it and give the judgmental, horny little sod a nod. “Thanking you kindly,” I grin, letting him think I’m about to go upstairs and fuck Mrs. Lovelace’s brains out.

Chance would be a fine thing.

I make my way to the elevator and marvel at how smooth it is. A little too smooth, making me question if I’ve actually moved. It’s not like the bone shaker in my old apartment that would shriek and vibrate as it stopped. That thing was like the world’s most unsafe amusement park ride.

The ding as the doors open is as classy as the carpet. I’m glad I wiped my feet. I pass a bunch of pristine white doors before I find room two-one-two, and stand outside, giving myself a moment. I don’t know what that was with Violet, but it was not professionalism. I need to do better. I can do better. I may have a bit of trouble processing my apparent break up — it doesn’t even feel real — but that’s no reason to flirt with our client. She’s a vulnerable woman who’s going through a traumatic event.

I tell myself this as the door lock beeps. I step inside and gasp. Christ alive, it’s like I’ve stepped into the Hilton. Plush clean carpets, gold metallic trims — bit tacky, but whatever — and plush leather furniture spread out before me. Not an awful place to stage our little operation. “Eden, love. It’s Jay.”

“In here... Mr. Lovelace.”

A wicked grin makes my face lopsided as I stomp into the bedroom. I don’t make it past the doorway. Mrs. Lovelace is looking out the tall bedroom window, bent over, arms spread on the windowsill, swaying her ass from to side to side. “I can’t believe you made me say that name to the snot-nose kid on the desk. I can only imagine what he thinks we’re up to.”

Eden turns and sits on the sill. Slowly, like she has all the time in the world, she crosses her legs, but not before spreading them, making sure I see the back silk panties hidden within. “Let him wonder. Poor boy, sat at that desk all day. I think we could all use a little excitement in our lives.”

I take a step towards her, eyeing the delicious cut of her cleavage — now free of the jacket — but force my eyes over her shoulder to the facing block of darkened windows. “Is that what this is? A little excitement?” I carefully place the camera on the bed.

She spreads her arms out on the sill, leaning back against the window, drawing my gaze to her fantastic rack. “Don’t you find this just a little exciting?”

I take another step, trying to figure her out. “If it were me in your position, I’d be doing my damnedest to not go over there and beat the sod that’s fucking my wife. Luckily, this is just a job, and my girlfriend just left me for some shit she’d been fuckin’ for a year, so I don’t have that to worry about.”

“Oh, Jay. I’m sorry.” Her voice softens, but somehow it’s still seductive.

Like I’m not in control, my feet drag me right to her. Her brown curls gather over her shoulders as her emerald peeps twinkle up at me. I shift my gaze to the windows. “It’s fine. Let’s focus on your problem.” Violet will come through, but it will take some time. When we last pulled this, she talked her way into the office and nicked some paperwork. She used that to convince the guest to let her check the windows. Those just had sliders that needed to be pulled, and she pretended to clean them in a special fluid that needed to be ventilated for an hour.

“But I feel guilty,” Eden says, shifting back to that seductive tone. “Here you are, hurting because some foolish girl can’t see how amazing you are—”

“I don’t know about that—”

“And I’m making you worry about my shit-bird of a husband. I can make it up to you.” I can’t help but notice her gaze has returned to the growing hardness in my jeans.

“There’s no need. It’s what you pay me to do.”

Her fingers trail up my thighs like tingling touches. “But what if I wanted to?”

I clench my jaw, looking at the windows, hoping for some movement — something to distract me. “To? To what?”

She bites her lip, trailing her deep red painted nails over the unmistakable tent in the denim. “Peter never let me suck his cock once we were married. I’ve never cheated on him. It’s been a long time since I felt a man’s hardness in my mouth.”

“Christ alive,” I grunt. Come on Vi, save me. I do not have the willpower to resist this.

Slowly. Teasingly slowly, her fingers reach for the button of my jeans. The fabric pops aside as she works her deft fingers. “I love sucking cock, Jay. So much, and I’ve really missed it. Silicone is no replacement for the real thing.” The zipper is next. Slowly, the teeth part until she pulls the flaps aside. “The taste of a man.” She hums. “Musky like no other.” Her fingers reach in and slither their way to where my cock is trapped to the right. “The way a cock twitches when it presses against the back of your throat. It makes me wet, Jay.”

“Bleedin’ Christ,” I gasp, looking skyward, trying to distract myself with the pattern decorating the ceiling.

Then her lithe fingers wrap around my cock like vipers coiling their prey. “Is it bad I’ve thought of nothing else but this cock since we left your office? Of putting my lips over the tip and sucking?”

My heart’s thumping in my chest. My palms are sweaty and I have this lump in my throat I can’t swallow. “Bad?”

She pulls my cock free, and a gasp leaves her throat. “Oh, baby, you’ve been holding out on me.” She mewls, gently stroking my length up and down. “But the thought of that prick getting what he wants made me realize I should have what I want, too.”

I take a deep breath as a pleasurable tingle moves up and down my shaft. “A-and what’s that?” I ask, slowly losing the ability to think.

She grins. “Your cock, Jay. I need it. I want you to put your fingers in my hair as I suck your cock.”

The small part of my brain still capable of thought, protests. “This goes a bit beyond my normal services, love,” I stammer. One squeeze and I’d give this woman the world. It’s like she’s a siren calling me to my doom.

“This isn’t about service, Jay, darling. It’s about pleasure.”

I take a shaky breath as she slowly glides her fingers up and down my rock hard length. “I thought you didn’t cheat?”

A sneaky grin slips on to her plump lips. “I don’t. This isn’t some tryst with the pool boy. Can’t you feel it?”

Oh, Christ, she’s doing this thing with her thumb, sending pulses of pure bliss through my cock. “Feel what?”

Eden leans in and gives the crown of my cock a lick. I shiver. “This attraction between us? I know you feel it.”

Another shaky breath leaves my mouth as I struggle to breathe. I gaze down at this woman holding my shaft. Making sure my words are true. Her green eyes are like a forest — glimmers of light glinting from above. So alive with mischief, like she’s been rejuvenated to someone half her age. Her light-brown tresses are immaculate, flowing down her back, framing her bare, creamy shoulders in the strappy black dress. I can’t ignore the deep swell of her cleavage as she leans forward — partially obscured — but mouthwateringly tempting. “I’d be lying if I said you weren’t incredible.”

A devious grin pulls at her moist lips. “Go on,” she says, then swirls her tongue over the sensitive underside.

I gasp, trying to hold on to a coherent thought and not just blabber nonsense. “Eden, love. It feels like you’ve got my brain in a vise.”

She titters to herself, then squeezes my cock. The tower of flesh and blood flexes in her hand and I have to grit my teeth so I don’t come like a bleedin’ teenager on prom night. Christ, what is this woman doin’ to me? “Can you feel it, Jay?”

I scoff. “Of course I can fucking feel it.”

The titter deepens into a throaty giggle. “Not that.” She squeezes again and my hands fist the worn leather of my coat. I have to grit my teeth, stare at the ceiling and think of granny Maxwell. Old biddy’s ten years dead, rotting in— “Us,” she purrs, slicking that delicious tongue over my crown, foiling my plan. “When I entered your office, it hit me.”

She pumps my cock twice, flicking her wrist at the top, rubbing the tip. “What did?” Old socks. Empty bank balance. Standing in line at the DMV. Milky Tea. Don’t come. Don’t come.

She parts her lips wide, places her tongue over her bottom teeth and slips the head of my cock just inside her mouth.

Bleedin’ Christ. I thought I’d had my dick sucked before. Clearly I was wrong. That was just putting a cock in a mouth. This is a blowjob.

Her tongue swirls around the tip as she sucks on the flared head — just the head — hollowing her cheeks, sending a surge of I don’t know what the fuck. Just that it feels incredible. A loud pop echoes around the room like she’d sucked off a lollipop as she comes off my shaft. “You taste so good,” she whimpers. “And you make me work for it. Mmmm, so thick.”

Focus on something. No, not her breasts. Distract yourself. “What hit you, love?” I grunt out like it’s my dying breath.

“You,” she says, like that explains it. “I just knew I had to have you.” She pumps my shaft again, spreading the saliva from her worship.

“Sorry,” I groan. She’s sucking again. “I don’t get involved with clients.” I deserve a damn medal for just being able to say that. I think Vi would be proud. Thinking of Vi, I glance at the windows, but a grunting wail rumbles in my throat. “Ah, fuck!” Eden’s lips travel down my shaft, sucking all the while, and I don’t mean a little. The brunette pushes my cock deep. All the way until her nose presses against my thatch, and my cock is buried in her throat. “Fuck.” Any resolve I have goes out the window as my dick betrays me — seduced by this vixen — and with a shocked grunt, I come.

Eden moans as my shaft tightens — going ridged in her throat — then kicks as a rope of cum erupts inside her. My hands shoot to her hair, sliding through the silky strands, then fisting great big clumps as I hold her there impaled on my cock. Another wave washes over me as my shaft clenches, squirting more in her throat. Her neck is stretched. She gasps through her nose. I twitch again, flexing as a third burst leaves my shaft. “Fuck. Fuck,” I chant as the white hot sensation fades, and I release her.

I expect her to pull away, but she holds herself there for another second, looking up at me, straining around my shaft, blinking through her long, dark lashes. Then, sucking like a vacuum, she slides off my cock, sucks harder at the tip, and pulls off.

Fuck me, I’m delirious. I don’t know what I’m feeling, but I’m certainly feeling something for the buxom brunette as she licks her lip like the damn cat that got the cream.

“Wow,” she says, hiccupping. “That—”

I run my fingers through her hair, pushing the strands back over her shoulder after I’d mussed it up. “Sorry, love. I should have warned you.”

“Warned me? Why? That was delicious.” She narrows her eyes and leans forward, giving my glistening cock another lick. “For a man that doesn’t get involved with clients, you certainly have a lot of your cum inside your client’s tummy, Mr. Maxwell.”

I pinch the bridge of my nose and reacquaint myself with the ceiling pattern. “This don’t normally happen. Getting involved with clients is messy.”

Thoughtfully, she slots my dick back in my jeans and gently zips me up. “But I won’t be your client forever, though, will I?”

That thought is derailed as movement across the street snatches my attention, and I spy a certain little blond peeling the away darkness.
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CHAPTER FOUR


“Hold that thought,” I tell Eden, and scramble to the bed for the camera. I shake away the blowjob fog and flick the power on, praying it’s charged. It’s full. Vi, you angel. “I think we’re in business.”

Eden wipes a drop of cum from her plush red lips and grins. “Fantastic.”

Snapping the viewfinder to my eyes, I search the monolithic building for the sixth floor and the spunky blond. I search the entire floor, not finding her, then realize I’m looking on the wrong one. Christ Eden has scrambled my brain... or possibly sucked it out my shaft. I can’t be thinking about her right now. I have a job to do, rent to pay. But her words linger in my mind. Did she mean she wanted more? I can’t process that.

“Ah, ha. Violet, you beauty.” Staring at me from across the street is a gorgeous, young, blond hotel employee, peeling away layers of film, revealing the room. It’s not the bedroom. Not yet. She’s probably sold them a story about dangerous chemicals in the film covering the windows, and having to remove them all so they don’t get suspicious.

“Well? Can you see him and the little tramp?” Eden asks as she pulls one of my hands free from the camera. I’m not paying attention as I snap a pic of a man in a bathrobe behind her, scowling down his upturned nose.

“Not yet, I think I’ve got him...” My words trail off as my fingers press against something exquisitely silky, and... damp. I pull my attention away from Vi and realize Eden has my hand between her thighs.

She bites her lip and squeezes her legs together, trapping my hand. “I told you it would make me wet, Jay.”

“Is now really the time?” I glance back through the viewfinder and quickly snap a shot of the man in the bathrobe with a similarity dressed woman through the bedroom door. The angle’s bad, and I can’t make out any details, but he’s definitely cheating... assuming that’s Eden’s husband. I hold the camera out for her to look at the freeze frame on the LCD as my fingers flex against the damp black silk, feeling less guilty.

Her eyes narrow. “That’s him, the shit stain.” She brings the camera to her face, squinting. “Can’t see his little tramp, though. Can you get a better shot?”

My fingers rub slowly up and down the material between her clamped-together thighs. “Not yet. Need to wait for Vi to work more of her magic.”

She puts the camera down on the windowsill and beams up at me with a glint in her eyes. Normally I’d think that a dangerous look from a woman like Eden, especially with my hand between her dripping thighs. But with her, somehow — I don’t understand how — it’s different. “So, are you saying we have a little time to kill?” That grin returns to her lips and I imagine my cock between them.

“Eden, love. I can’t help but notice you’re not exactly beat up about this?” I rest my free hand on the window for support as my fingers don’t stop. If anything, their rubbing of her silk-covered slit becomes more instant.

She smirks up at me. “Don’t think me cold or empty, Jay. If anything, I feel relief... and anger. I gave that selfish prick the best years of my life and what does he do? Ignore me for most of it and then trade me in. I’ve long suspected, and now?” She sighs, clutching my arm with both hands, closing her eyes. “I’m just relieved I know for sure. That it wasn’t me being paranoid and… desperate for attention.” The pout on her lips parts. “I like what you’re doing.”

I lean down and press my head against her silky hair, breathing in her lavender scent. “And what am I doing, love?” My cock is hard again as she mewls, breathing in gentle, breathy gasps. “You’re making some right scandalous noises.”

She grins, looking up, but keeps her eyes closed. “I can’t help that,” she whispers. “Not when you’re touching me like that.”

I grin as the tables have turned. “Like what? What has you makin’ those sexy little noises?”

“T-the way you’re... touching my wet panties. Rubbing my pussy.” She moans. “But like a man who knows how to touch a woman.”

I guess the dickless husband didn’t. This is a mistake, and Violet is gonna be pissed, but I can’t help myself. “Do you want more?” I press harder, pushing the sopping fabric between her lower lips.

“Please,” she moans. “Please touch me.”

She’s barely finished breathing her words before my fingers trail up the damp material, slide over the hem and dip inside. My digits descend into a warm, wet pocket, trailing over her smooth skin. Eden is completely bare and waxed to perfection.

“Mmmm,” she moans, opening her legs. Her skirt rises the rest of the way, giving me a view of her inner thighs and my hand delving inside her black panties. “More. I want you inside me.”

Christ, this woman. My cock is throbbing to do just that, making a mess inside my jeans. That would be spectacularly bad. I Put aside her talk of us — I can’t deny there’s something between us — but it could just be emotions running high and good old-fashioned lust. Fucking this married woman — even if her marriage is effectively over — would break my rule of not mixing business with pleasure. A rule that, as I slip two fingers inside Eden’s hot, wet heat, I’m seriously questioning the merit of.

“Oh, yes,” she gasps, clutching my arm tighter. “Just like that.”

I contort my hand, curling my fingers up, looking for her magical spot while ruffling my thumb through her folds to find her clit. I find that rough patch first and her legs snap open as she inhales.

“Oh, fuck.” Her eyes bolt open, glaring at me in shock. I give her a dirty grin, trying to get to her clit, but the angle stops me. I give up. It’s not worth breaking my wrist over, and push another finger inside her instead — stretching her tight pussy wide. She pants as I rub that patch deep inside her, loving how she twitches. How she’s breathing so damn hard. The look in her eyes is one of worship, of hunger and of bliss. All three I want to see forever in her eyes and as she comes on my hand. I work to make it happen.

“Is this what you want, love?” I growl, fucking her slick hole with my digits, rubbing that spot inside her that makes her twitch, gasp and cry out.

“Yes!” she cries, “yes.” Her hips writhe on the sill, trying to fuck me back. “You’re gonna make me come.”

I grin. “That’s the idea, love. Come on my hand like I came deep in your throat.”

“Oh, fuck,” she says, shuddering on my palm. “It’s too good, Jay. I want it to last, I want to enjoy it, but...”

Tell me about it. Best blowjob of my life and I pop before she even gets going.

Eden snaps her head back, looking skyward in a silent scream. Her muscles clench around my fingers as she shakes. It’s one of the most beautiful things I’ve ever seen.

Then I’m in this moment, where time’s paused. Her muscles lock her in the pose of pleasure. Legs spread, back arched, mouth open — not breathing. But she is looking directly into my eyes, and I feel it. I don’t know what the fuck I’m feeling, but I spiral down into her emerald gaze. Drift on that look, and she settles somewhere in my chest.

Her gasp pulls me back, and she floods my hand with her release, breathing hard, like she’s just run a marathon. I can’t remove my fingers. It feels wrong to let her go. I don’t want to let her go. The severity of the thought, of the need, is shocking... and going to make this whole affair so damn messy — just like my hand. A warm sticky substance coats my fingers, and I do something I’ve never thought to do. Something that would normally have me question my sanity. I drag my fingers from her drenched pussy, and, staring deep into Eden’s eyes, suck her spend from my digits.

A salty musk explodes across my taste buds, and her eyes flash. “That’s filthy... I love it.”

“Delicious.” I suck my fingers like pop goes the fuckin’ weasel, and grin. I don’t think I’ve enjoyed a job nowhere near as much as this one. Maybe I’ve just given up on professionalism. Maybe it’s just more fun this way? Maybe it's her?

Eden sighs, slumping against the window. “Would you think I’m greedy if I asked for more?”

I chuckle. She looks so beautiful sat there, dress hiked up to her waist, curls mussed over her shoulders. Like something out of a dream. “That depends. You gonna give me a good review on the feedback form?” I pick up the camera and check on Vi, hoping she can’t see what we’re up to while she’s working.

Eden titters, sounding light and happy. “That’s depends,” she says, parroting my words.

“Oh, yeah?” Vi’s just started on the bedroom windows. “On what?”

Eden claws at my jacket, pulling me down to her level. “If you fuck me with that fat cock of yours and come deep inside me.”

I don’t get time to be speechless. Her plush red lips press against mine in a hungry kiss. The taste of lipstick and Eden flood my mouth. Her intoxicating smell envelops my senses. My shaft roars back to life. The needy minx has my coat off my shoulders before we finish the kiss. My hands latch to her breasts, thumbing through the layers of material, trying to find her nipples. But Eden has other ideas.

She pushes me away and rises onto her heels like a sexy, shaky Bambi, and turns. “No time for more foreplay. I need you inside me.” She spreads her legs, arches her back — presenting her ass — and splays her fingers against the glass. “And I’m gonna stare at that prick while you show me how a real man treats a woman.”

I freeze, staring at her. Her glistening pussy — so pink and tight — neglected for years. Those smooth, long legs — arched in the skyscraper heels. Shiny brown curls bounce as she looks at me over her shoulder. She’s biting her lip, clenching her fingers against the glass. “Christ, you’re a vision.” She’s got maybe ten years on me, but to me, Eden’s not a day over twenty-five. Some women — just like men — age better, and she is a fine wine, matured to perfection.

“I’m yours Jay. You just have to take me.” She turns and stares at the peeling window panes across the street. She’s talking to me as much as that waste of space husband when she says, “claim me.”

Something primal snaps in my mind. If that shit doesn’t want a goddess like Eden, then I’ll have her. As I unzip my fly and take my cock in hand, I growl those primitive caveman words, “mine.”

I give my shaft a couple of pumps and then turn my attention to the decadent panties between her glorious rear. Her butt is toned, but full, and I lean in as I curl my fingers in the waistband and kiss her fleshy globe. The kiss becomes a bite as I pull the lacy silk down over her hips. The padded fabric is sodden as it stretches between her thighs.

I don’t waste time, I can’t. Not because time is short — we’re on the clock, on the job — but because I can’t wait. I need inside her puffy pussy yesterday.

She whimpers as the meaty crown of my shaft glides through her folds, coating my flesh in her desire. My cock glistens in the early afternoon light drifting in through the big window. I place my crown at her entrance, spreading her pussy lips, and Eden gasps, taking a big follow up breath as I push a little inside her. Maybe Mags was right, and my cock is fiendishly thick, because it’s a tight fit. The buxom brunette pants in throaty gasps as I push an inch inside her silky channel — enough that I don’t have to guide it anymore — then grip her curvy hips. “You sure this is what you want, love? Can’t un-cheat after this.”

Eden scratches her nails against the glass. “Don’t care,” she moans. “You’re stretching me so fucking good. I’m yours, Jay. Claim me. Use me.”

My grin is a mile wide as I slowly push deeper inside her. Spreading her open, pushing aside her inner walls to accommodate my girth.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck,” she pants, taking a deep breath, then bangs her fist against the window. “Fuck. You’re going to ruin me for other men.”

I push the rest of the way, right until my pelvis presses against the fleshy globes of her ass.

Eden wails. Her pussy clenches, squeezing my shaft like a fist, and I love it. “Oh, God. Fuck, Jay, don’t just stand there. I need you to move.”

My fingers dig into her hips as I hold her in place and pull out. Her channel flutters. I fix my gaze on the building across the street, to the distant windows where Vi is doing her thing. I fixate on that, on that no good waste of space husband as I push back inside Eden’s silky snatch.

Her hips buck. Her legs wobble until she spreads her legs more, pulling her panties taut. She shakes, scrunching her fists again. “I almost came. Fuck, Jay. Just one thrust. What must you think of me?”

I pull out and push back inside. “You’re an incredible woman who’s been neglected far too long.” I pull out and slam back inside her, unable to be gentle anymore. Unwilling to go slow. I fuck her with all my might. The debaucherous sound of fucking fills the hotel room. Slapping, grunting, gasping. Eden comes instantly, flooding her channel with more of her delicious release. It’s lubrication and fuel for the fire, because I don’t stop.

“Oh, Mmmmmmmm,” she hums in between guttural gasps. Her back arches, her ass pushes back against me — wanting it deeper.

I do my best, arching up and fucking her harder, pushing against her ass to go further. Eden cries out at my rabid pace. She’s not the only one who’s been neglected.

Her brown curls dance over her back, and the scent of her pussy — her cum foaming around our joining — fills my nose. She goes ridged again. “Oh, fuck... how?” she gurgles, struggling to swallow, unable to breathe. I’m jealous of the pleasure she gets to experience. Body shaking, muscles locking. Breath stealing ecstasy. But I’m not a greedy lover. I love how she comes for me, thick and fast. Fluttering her tight grip around my shaft.

I don’t have long. That great tightness is building again. Already coming has its advantages, but it doesn’t make me immune to Eden’s feminine wiles. Wanting more, all of her, I reach around and grab her breasts. They’re still covered by the dress. That won’t do. Reaching lower, I push the fabric up her lithe, mature body and over her bountiful mounds. Silky fabric greets me. Good enough, I don’t have time to be picky. I push up into the cups and hold her breasts. They’re so warm and smooth. Her nipples press against my palms like blunt, fat needles, and now I’m happy. Now I can come.

I pull her back with my grip on her chest. Forcing her to arch more. She’s eager, pushing her ass out in time with my slapping thrusts. “Christ, love, you’re incredible,” I grunt. “Fuckin’ insatiable.”

Eden can’t talk. She’s far too busy mewling these sexy little gasps, building, breathing faster, becoming ragged. It mirrors my need as the tightness continues to build. My balls are coiled and ready. My cock is hard as steel as it pushes inside her silky, wet heat over and over like a piston. Spreading her wide. Plunging deeper and deeper. Her unprotected womb waiting for my... fuck! We should have used—

Eden cries out just as a mighty wave of ecstasy crashes into my shore and I come deep inside her. Biology takes over. I pull her tightly against my groin as I push up, impaling her on my girth, shooting my load and filling her with weeks of sexual frustration.

A loud croak escapes her as she shakes again. I try to think which orgasm that is, but my mind’s gone to mush — consumed by a great nothingness. Tranquility for just a second. It stretches out before me. Just me, Eden and her pussy swallowing my length. Pleasure. Calm. I’m drifting as my cock shoots its last and Eden slumps against the window.

A surge of accomplishment fills my mind. A warm reward from my subconscious for doing my duty to humanity.

You're welcome.

“Oh, my... fuck!” Eden cusses. She does that a lot during sex, it seems. “You fucked my brains out. I can’t think. I’m so full of you.”

I grin wider than ever. Her thighs are soaked. My cock is covered in a white creamy froth — the bit at the base I can see anyway — and I’m actually sweating.

Movement across the street catches my attention. Not wanting to disturb her enjoying the post-fucking fullness, I snatch up the camera — while still inside Eden — and take a peek.

Vi’s removed the tint, and I have a clear view into the room. I’m miffed it’s much nicer than this admittedly pleasant room. Cheap bastard sent Eden to the lesser hotel when they stayed there. Treating his little tramp to the good life right under her nose. I have an urge for him to meet my fist the... “I see him.”

“Who?” Eden says, sounding adorably drunk on her post climax haze.

“Your dirtbag husband.”

Her pussy clenches, making me hiss. “He’s there with her. Can’t see her yet, though.” I can see Vi. Wait, what’s she doing? The husband is moving to greet the other woman who’s returning from the bathroom, and Vi is... hiding in the bedroom closet? What the hell?

“What’s happening? Can you see her?”

I pan the viewfinder across to the bedroom doorway where the woman enters, and the breath leaves my lungs. It’s a good job Eden snatches the camera from my grasp, otherwise I’d have dropped it.

“Oh, I see her, the little tramp. How do you use this?” She jabs the shutter button while I stand there — cock still inside her — in disbelief.

“I don’t believe it.” Now I know why Vi is hiding in the closet. “She’d recognize her.”

“Who?”

“The other woman.”

Eden growls, trying to take more pictures. “Why? And what does no memory card mean?”

“Because,” I say, slipping from her silky depths. “Your husband is fucking my ex.”


CONTINUE THE ADVENTURE IN PART #2
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