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“I

 had the most awesome day!” Alanis shouted down the hall even before the condo door hissed shut behind her. She squatted on the low stool and struggled to quickly unzip her over-the-knee shiny black boots.

Hayes stepped backward three steps and turned his head up the long hallway. He dragged one moist hand thoughtfully over his apron and held a spatula up in his other hand like a surgeon interrupted in mid-operation. “Somebody’s happy,” he muttered just loud enough for her to hear.

She unfurled her pastel pink infinity scarf from around her neck with her hand pirouetting over her head and bit off her tight shiny black leather gloves like a hyena cleaning a bone. She skated in her stockinged feet over their gleaming hardwood floor up to and into Hayes. “Baby!” she cried out loud. She pressed her cheek into his chest and wrapped her arms tightly around his lower back. “I can’t wait to tell you my news!”

Hayes stiffly allowed her to hug him drawing the sauce-coated spatula higher and away from her cinnamon blonde hair all layered down her back.

“Mm, love you so, so much,” she said in a baby voice, coming apart from him. He gestured to a glass of wine already for her on the counter. The turned her back to him and gulped a swig of the wine. “Soooo,” she teased him with her deep dark eyes set in their corners with her secret-to-tell grin. “Guess who’s getting a free trip to a Playa del Carmen resort, and it’s all for work!” She gulped a self-satisfied second swig of her wine.

“Holy shit,” Hayes’s mouth gaped open. “You’ve only been working there two months.”

“I know!” She pressed her tongue between her glossy pink heart-shaped lips. “Guess I’ve been catching somebody’s eye, you think?” She shrieked and raised her shoulders up to her ears. “I’m so excited!” she yelled. She hopped and skipped over to Haye’s phone playing 50 Cent on the Bluetooth and cranked the volume. She danced seductively across the kitchen gesturing with beckoning fingers to Hayes. She pressed herself against him again and slid down his body like a coating of oil and pushed the apron and t-shirt up to reveal his lower stomach and kissed it. She looked up at him and she said, low and gutturally, “Gonna suck your dick like I’m mad at it!”

“Whoa!” Hayes backed up against the counter.

“What’s the matter hon, ain’t you never been with a woman all heated up like this?” She giggled as she tugged and peeled away his jeans and then his boxers. His semi-stiff cock flopped out onto her face still made up like Sunday or for a night at the clubs. She played with the head of his cock on her outstretched tongue and laughed deeply with some menace in her tone before closing her soft, full lips under the ridge of his head. She moaned on him and scratched at the underside of his testicles with her super long sparkly-painted pink nails before plunging him deep into her throat. She pulled off with tightly pressing lips to make a loud sucking pop sound and stroked his cock with her tiny, cool fist. “Babe, I know you’re busy, but I just gotta!” She shoved his now-fully hard cock deep into her mouth again and this time swirled her stiff tongue all around it like a water snake under a murky pond.

“Not so busy,” Hayes managed to eke out, pushing the spatula away from him on the counter. He plunged his hands into her hair.

She pulled off and away from his touch. “Not my hair, hon, I have to look after it.” She licked lightly up the side of his cock and kissed it. “Okay?” she whispered up to him. Her eyes went sleepy and her voice soft and full of breath. “And tell me when you’re going to come, I don’t want any getting on me. Get it all in my pretty little mouth, okay?” she looked up blinking her big, deep eyes and pointed to her pouty pink mouth. She pushed her lips back over his head and, pressing them tightly closed, she slowly stroked his length inside her mouth and whimpered like it was her who was nearing the edge.

Her cool hand and long, elegant fingers pulled and pushed on his cock and her tongue swirled around his head and shaft inside her burning hot mouth. Hayes looked down at her hair swishing and waving and at her closed eyes, deep dark eye shadow giving her exotic tones of mystery, and her pink lips, frosted and shining, gliding over his cock. He’d have been able to last longer if she hadn’t been whimpering and moaning with his cock stuffed in her throat. As it was, he was quick to the rise and groaned like a man stabbed which gave Alanis all the warning she needed to clasp his ass in her hands and shove him hard into her mouth so even if he went totally spasmodic, his dick wouldn’t slip out of her mouth. He shot hard, lifting himself up on the counter with his hands pressing down behind him stiffly. She went “Mmmm” long and deeply the whole time, until he breathed again and slumped.

She finished licking him clean she laughed and pushed away, dancing across the floor and through the living room to the bedroom. “When’s dinner, hon?” she called over her shoulder.

Hayes blinked at the floor, exhaled a long sigh, and pulled his pants back up. “About 15,” he called to the bedroom. He caught sight of her striding from the closet to the bathroom, naked, slender, athletic, and toned. She caught him watching and smiled and waved. “Gonna shower quick,” she called out from inside the bathroom.

Hayes put the plates out: a veal parmigiana with prosciutto and a tossed arugula. He was working on a new career. “So,” he gestured to dinner.

“So!,” Alanis bit down. “We’re adding a big resort in the Mexican Riviera to our list of deals,” she swallowed and took another forkful. “This is incredible Hayes!” He nodded with his eyes in a humble blink. “But we don’t know which one yet.” She looked at Hayes’s eyes with her own so sparkling and alive, it felt to Hayes he was looking into the Milky Way. “Annnnd,” she smiled looking down unable to contain herself, “Rowan wants to take me.”

“Rowan?”

“My boss, silly. You know Rowan — I’ve talked about Rowan.” She shook her head at him like someone dim on the uptake with a joke. “The expensive suits? The $1,000 coffee machine?”

“Oh!” Hayes rolled his head back. “Rowan. Of course.”

“Yeah, Rowan,” Alanis said softer, gathering up another forkful thoughtfully. “We have to assess a resort and see if it meets our standards for quality before we put it on our list.”

“List of what?”

“You don’t understand,” she shook her head. “This is how the event planning industry works. There are contracts with places, because they want our clients. So we get to pick and choose!” She smiled curtly and full of self-satisfaction.

“How many are going?”

“Oh, just me and Rowan,” she shook her head seriously. “Really, Hayes, this lasagna is crazy good!”

“Veal parmigiana,” he pursed his lips and shut his eyes briefly.

“Whatever, love it!”

“Kind of odd though isn’t it, I mean you just started there. I’d think going on a junket to check a resort out would be something everyone would fight over.”

“I think what you want to say is, congratulations on making yourself stand out in a highly competitive field, Alanis.” She tilted her head and fixed him with narrowed, cold eyes.

“Of course, of course. But just you. Just you and the owner.”

“He said he trusts my eye. He said anyone who dressed like I do isn’t going to miss anything on a renaissance trip.”

“Reconnaissance,” corrected Hayes.

“Mm?” Alanis opened her eyes wide and doe-like to him.

“How long is this  — renaissance — trip?”

“We’re leaving Friday morning,” she replied, her eyes dropping to her plate and not meeting Hayes lingering gaze.

“And?”

“Mm?”

“And returning?”

“Sunday night,” she murmured.

“A weekend,” Hayes put his fork down on his plate.

“It’s not like that,” she shook her head.

“Okay,” Hayes said. “Take me along. I’ll cover my flight.”

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

“Why is that ridiculous?”

“Because you can’t let me excel in my chosen field while you flame out in yours, and you’re going to say he’s trying to come on to me, that it’s my body or my good looks or how I dress and lead him on.”

“I wasn’t saying that.”

“Look me in the eye and tell me you weren’t thinking Rowan invited me just because I’m hot.”

“You are hot.”

“I know that Hayes. But it’s a bit sickening when even you deny I’m smart and try to bring me down and tell me I’m only getting ahead because men want to fuck me.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that.”

Alanis dropped her fork and left the table. “I called you on it so don’t deny it. Don’t worry, I’m used to it.” She pushed the bedroom door closed. Hayes got up and strolled to the big windows overlooking the city below, the roads, the river, the hills beyond, all covered in snow, bare black branches lifelessly reaching up like an exhumed gravesite. Maybe she was right, Hayes reflected. Since his IT office scaled back to him and one other hanger-on kept on part-time contracts, he’d been irritable.

Friday came and Alanis stayed home in the morning.

“You’re going to be late?” Hayes poked his nose in the bathroom, rapping his knuckles lightly on the air.

Alanis was in her panties and bra, black, dressy, special, leaning over the counter to carefully do her makeup. “I’m getting picked up,” she intoned flatly trying not to move a muscle in her face. She looked incredible. Sevres blue eye shadow, crimson red lipstick, the tiniest stones in her ears making flashes of light and otherwise invisible.

She seemed nervous. “You look nice,” Hayes said. She didn’t reply. “Really nice — for a plane ride.”

“Don’t be like that,” she said still holding her hand stiffly over her lips.

She sank her head sideways at him and sighed. “Go look at the dress on the bed, tell me if it’s okay or too flirty.”

Hayes looked over his shoulder and gulped a mouthful of coffee. “That white one?”

“Too much?”

It was a dress she wore only once before — to a birthday party with her girlfriends at one of the biggest clubs downtown. They wanted to see how many men they could make hit on them.

“It’s a bit flirty,” Hayes stared at it nodding. He remembered the feeling in his lower stomach the night she flew out the door in it, down to the cab with her friends.

“I have to impress,” she said, stepping out of the bathroom and walking up to him with her eyes half-lidded. “How’s my face?”

She held it an inch from Hayes eyes. It was pretty enough his cock hardened in his sweats. “Makes me want to throw you on the bed right now and take you.”

“Uh-uh-uh!” she teased. She had a tiny bottle of perfume that she misted her neck with — and then between her breasts and, when Hayes stared, she opened the top of her beautiful crimson Brazilian panties and shot a spritz of perfume on her pussy and laughed gutturally before letting them snap on her stomach.

“Who’s that for?” he said, stepping up and reaching out for her.

But she pulled away. “Seriously, no,” she held up her finger at his face. “He’s my boss, I hardly think he’s going to try anything.”

“It’s just . . . “

“Just what?” She tussled with the dress and threw it over her head and stuck her arms up so it fell down around her. “Help me.”

He pulled it down and straightened it. It was tight on her. He zipped up the tiny zipper at the back of her neck. She went to her closet and came out with black stockings and more silvery ones. She held them up one at a time and tick-tocked her head looking at him. “This? Or this?”

The black one’s looked crazy good on her with the white dress but he didn’t want to say.

“Baby?” she stepped to him.

He hung his head.

“It’s just two nights.” She lifted him with a finger on his chin and almost kissed him. “What can happen?” Her phone just then buzzed with a text. “Oh!” She ran to her purse and pulled out her phone. Hayes looked at her. Her eyes suddenly had that sparkle of life in them again and she smiled evilly sending a text back by rapid thumb strokes. When Hayes stepped over beside her she subtly turned the face of her phone away from him and closed the screen the second her text sent. “Car’s coming!” she announced.

“Bye honey, see you in two days, muh, muh!” she imitated the sound of kissing goodbye. Alanis fled the condo without even getting her coat and scarf on.

Hayes looked over the railing of the balcony. There was a stretch limo idling down below. He pulled his hoody around his neck the wind from the lake blew so piercingly cold. “Surely not,” he mumbled. But a driver got out in full livery uniform and opened the back door. Out came a distinguished type of man — a sharp suit, coifed grey hair at the sides, shoes expensive as cars you could tell even from way up there. And in went his Alanis, all smiles and high heels and bouncing hair. The man — Rowan, Hayes surmised — climbed in behind her and pulled the door shut so hard the thud reached Hayes ears even over the howl of ice-laced lake wind. He stepped back over the sliding rails and shut the balcony door and looked around wondering what to try to cook today.

Alanis for some reason she didn’t know went to the backward facing seat against the drivers compartment and laughed full of nerves and excitement. “Mexico here we come!”

Rowan chuckled. His hands were on his thighs and his legs were outstretched. He looked at Alanis as though he could take all the time in the world. “Nice Louboutins,” he nodded looking at her gleaming black pumps.

Alanis giggled and stopped herself, looking down herself and shifting them sideways to admire them with him. “They fit perfectly. How did you know my size?” She looked up at him and pursed her lips to stop her smile from erupting too broadly.

“I’m a man built to observe the little things?” he said as though guessing.

“I think so,” she raised her eyebrows and bit her lip. He patted the seat beside him. She sighed and looked hard sideways as though advice might be found in the dark corner of the car floor before pushing herself up and settling herself beside Rowan.

“We have a couple brochures to look at — it’s about 20 minutes to the airport doors.” He nodded at her as though he needed her permission.

“Sure,” she said, feeling respected and attended to. But when she finally got her eyes up to his eyes, which stayed stock still on hers, she burst out in a tiny giggle. “What?” she asked full of embarrassment.

“Can’t a man just enjoy what you prepared so long and hard for him?”

“What are you talking about?” she squeezed out in a tiny, squeaking voice she hated — her uncontrollably shy voice.

“You’re using a new shade of blue on your eyes I haven’t noticed before.”

She closed her eyes lightly and said softly, “Sevres blue. Do you like?”

“Perfect name,” Rowan said admiringly.

“I thought so,” she agreed, sticking her feet straight out and squeezing her legs together with her hands on her laps. She became suddenly conscious of just how short the dress was. She turned to face out the window as though interested in the passing light poles. She mouthed, silently, to the awakening sunrise, “Oh my god!”

Rowan pulled out of his briefcase a glossy file full of sunny pictures that contrasted so harshly with the passing scene out the window. He opened and settled it on Alanis’s lap. He reached over to flip the pages forward and back giving them both an overview. He rested the side of his hand on her thigh as his agile fingers flipped the sheets and he leaned over near her shoulder so they could both see.

He spoke in a deep, resonate and quiet voice. “I really think we’re going to like this Cala de Mar place. What do you see here?”

The intimacy caught Alanis off guard but she steadied herself with a big inhalation, slowly letting it out so her nerves would settle. “It’s an impressive entrance,” she turned her face to his with her eyes still on the picture a moment, before turning them to him as well. His face was too close but pulling hers away would state that, so she didn’t. They were two inches apart.

“I thought you’d see that, that’s good, that’s what sells it, that’s what people remember the most, did you know that?”

“I’ve never been to a resort,” she replied unable to not drop her eyes to his lips. She didn’t mean to speak so low and softly.

“You deserve it, don’t you know that?”

She rolled her eyes and puffed air out her nose and said, “I hardly think so.” She wrapped her hand around the handle above the door in the ceiling.

“Hanging on for a rough ride?” he smiled at her.

“No!” she scoffed and smiled against her will. A moment later she lowered her hand from it but she still didn’t know where to put it and it just laid palm up in the dip of her dress between her legs. “Show me more,” she said, looking back at the pictures in her lap. When Rowan looked too, flipping through the photos, she snuck a sideways peak at his face, his nose, his mouth, his chin. She breathed in deep and her chest heaved. She bit down on her tongue and clenched her eyes — she noticed her nipples were erect enough to poke through her special bra and show on her dress.

“Tell me,” he intoned, spreading five 8 x 11’s out on the floor of the car around her feet, “which room shall we try?”

She looked at them each in turn as though pondering deeply as requested, but she was thoroughly distracted by his singular use of the word “room,” and his use of “we,” as well. Her heart began to beat hard and she licked her lips. “That one, maybe,” she nearly whispered, and she touched the toe of her gift-shoes to the biggest one.

“Expensive tastes,” he said, sliding down to his knees on the floor of the car in front of her to gather up the pictures.

“Yes,” she nodded. “Don’t you?”

“I do,” he replied. He paused looking up at her, his face in inch from her knees. She struggled nearly to the breaking point to keep them perfectly still and not let them part a fraction of a millimeter. Their eyes met and she felt it for a moment: she felt she could.

The window to the front cracked open and glided down. “Terminal just ahead,” the driver announced like a pilot.

Rowan fit the sheets together in the folder and slipped it back in his briefcase. “Leave your coat here,” he said to Alanis, patting her arm as she leaned forward to get it on. “It’ll be here when we return. If you can handle the dash across the sidewalk,” he nodded out the window at the airport doors.

It wasn’t the airport that she knew. When she dashed looks out both sides and even out the tiny back window like a captured hostage, Rowan patted her thigh and chuckled softly. “West Terminal — the private one.”

The door was opened and the driver extended his gloved hand to help her out. They were right in front of some doors that instantly swished open. Rowan strode around and caught up, giving some quiet instructions to the driver and a tip. She saw it was a hundred but gave him no reaction.

Inside, they were greeted by a woman who calmly gestured for them to follow her. Alanis turned to Rowan beside her and couldn’t stop her face from showing she was terribly impressed. Rowan shook his head and snorted. “It’s just money, Alanis,” he said quietly to her. “Otherwise, it’s all the same.”

‘No it isn’t” the voice in her head screamed.

They were ushered out to a heated hanger and straight to the steps extending from a tiny jet. “Lear?” she turned to him as she glided gracefully up in front of him, trying to sound sophisticated.

“A Hawker 400,” he said. “A smoother ride, I think.” There were only four seats that face each other — it was no bigger inside than the limo. “I had the engines customized, though,” he said, scanning around like an inspector. “It goes much faster than any Lear.”

Alanis chose a seat and leaned back to cross her legs. “How fast, Mr. Athens?” She bit the tip of her pinky finger.

“Rowan, always,” he stated with finality, if even with a slight smile. “545 miles per hour.”

“Is that fast?” she asked in as innocent a voice as she could put on. The plane jerked and began to slowly roll out of the hanger into the morning light.

“Well,” he showed her his watch, set to the stopwatch function with the hundredths flashing by. “I’m seeing if we can do front door in downtown Minneapolis — your place — to the concierge’s flutes of champagne being handed to us at the resort in under 5 hours.”

She nodded and gazed out the tiny window as though that meant something to her.

“Why don’t you relax, I’ve got some calls to make, there’s WIFI on board,” he used his foot to pop open a small fridge, “drinks, coffee machine,” he used his thumb to point over his shoulder. “In a minute the pilot is going to set the auto and come get us our breakfast.”

“The coffee machine of course,” she looked at him slyly. She didn’t know anyone would be joining them in the passenger cabin.

He caught her look. “Don’t worry,” he said to her quietly. “Once breakfast is out of the way,” he said, and he gestured with his hand to suggest the door to the cockpit would be closed.

“Can I use the washroom?” she said.

“Alanis, mi plane su plane,” he said.

“Pardon?”

“Make yourself at home,” he chuckled. “It’s just you and me for the next several hours.”

She went in the washroom and shut the door behind her. The lights and fan came on. She leaned on the small counter unable at first to lift her face to the mirror. But when she did, she gazed at her face and sighed and tilted her head sideways. She buried her face in her hands and said outlaid, “What am I going to do?”

She taught she needed to remove herself from his presence long enough to ask herself would she or wouldn’t she, but instead, the only question forcing itself to the front of her mind was, Can I lie good enough or not? Because she knew without a doubt the first question was nailed as a butterfly to cork. “Alanis, Alanis, Alanis,” she said to herself. She ran the water to make noise so it seemed she was in there for a purpose. She hiked her skirt and pulled out her panties. Soaked, of course. She pulled the door open and slipped back out. Rowan caught sight of her and gave her a silent smile and wave. He was otherwise engaged on his phone with a laptop open to an spreadsheet full of dancing numbers. She pulled her bag from beside her seat and went back. She changed her panties.

When she came out again, she bumped right into the pilot who was just then making his way to the breakfasts. “Sorry!” she said.

“Not a problem, ma’am,” he intoned deeply. He didn’t even check her out.

She returned to her seat and pulled out her phone. Even without asking, Rowan had anticipated her and scrawled out the password for the jet WIFI. He stayed engaged with his phone call otherwise — a serious, fact-finding call, it sounded like, about invoices, payment terms, bank rates and who knows what else.

She looked out the window. She didn’t even realize they’d climbed so high. Below in the spreading sun of morning, she could see endless fallow fields mite-like cars crawling along stems of roads. Rowan’s call ended and she looked at him with her eyes bright and her feet kicked out. But he paused her with his finger and called someone else. He gazed out the window reciting numbers and hearing other numbers back. Alanis got up and walked around, checking out the back, the various secret cubby holes and little doors, and peeked up front, cracking open the cockpit door. The pilot spun around.

“Everything all right, ma’am?” he shot back in short clipped military precision.

“Sorry!” she said, easing the door closed again. She tried the two other seats. Rowan replaced his phone with earbuds and studied his screen only momentarily speaking in staccato to someone about something happening on the screen. She leaned over and made it obvious she was peeking. He noticed her and instead of turning it away, he turned it toward her. He flicked his thumb to mute his phone and pointed at graphs that jerked and grew like spreading cracks in so many tiny windows.

“This one is . . . “ he began, but Alanis snapped his finger in her tiny fist and brought it to her lips. She closed her eyes and pressed his finger to her lips that she at first kept pressed closed, until the slight pressure popped his finger inside her mouth. She pushed it all the way in and wrapped her pretty pink tongue around it like a snake.

When she opened her eyes, Rowan was transfixed by the sight of his finger disappearing between her lips. She moaned and sucked, pulling his finger back out and pushing it back in.

Rowan seemed startled by his earbuds. “Yes, yes,” he said, “Here, just a sec.” He fumbled with his one free hand to unmute his phone. “Yeah got all that,” he said. His eyes stayed on her mouth. “Roger that, yeah, when we get together we can review that,” he said to the person on the phone.

Alanis pulled his finger out of her mouth leaving it glistening wet from her saliva. She pulled up the edge of her dress as high as her waist revealing her panties — already showing wet again. She opened the top of them and she shut her eyes half way staring into Rowan’s eyes as she pressed his wet finger inside her panties. She exhaled when she forced his finger to curl and to enter her pussy. She was so wet, he slipped right in.

Rowan stayed on the line clarifying numbers and correcting percentages as his eyes darted from the screen of his laptop to Alanis’s lidded eyes and opening mouth, and lower, to her panties and his hand beneath, and back again. He began to rub her infuriatingly lightly and grindingly slowly. She couldn’t help rotating her hips, lifting them and chasing his finger with her pussy. She smiled at him and he smiled back at her.

“I should go, got some business to attend here,” he said on his phone, but Alanis shook her head and pointed at the phone to insist he keep on the call. She placed his laptop on the table of the next chair and turned it so he could see it, and she moved away the table in his lap. Rowan sank back with his phone in his hand and the wire going to his ears. “No, second thought, let’s keep going and get this number shit done once and for all,” he said to his wire.

Alanis stood in front of him and spread her feet around his outstretched legs. She reached over and found her phone and her own earbuds. She paused straddling her legs, scrolling on her phone, letting Rowan gaze up and down her body she presented to him full on. She found her music, classic Dead Prez, Mind Sex. She closed her eyes and began to find the beat with her body. She leaned over and replaced one of Rowans wired earbuds with one of her own Bluetooth ones. She found another for her other ear.

She ran her fingers, stretched and straight, bending backward, from her chest up her neck, over her cheeks and ears and over her scalp, pulling out her long cinnamon hair out before letting it fall, stretching her arms high over her head. With her arms straight up, she began to swivel her hips and torso in opposite directions and slowly bent her knees till she came down all the way to squatting on the floor between Rowan’s knees.

She glanced out her eyes and giggled and lost her nerve but only momentarily — she knew to keep her eyes closed. She turned around and moved her body like a reed in the shallow sea swayed by slow currents. She reached around her back and drew down the zipper that Hayes had done up only a couple of hours earlier. She shifted her shoulders and rotated them one at time in time to music she knew Rowan could hear too. When he didn’t talk for a while, she turned around and gave him a disapproving glare and stopped moving till he began talking again to his phone mate. When he did she turned away again and began to move again. She pushed one shoulder off and then the other. She took her time working it down her body till it fell the rest of the way and crumpled like a white cloud at her shoes. She lifted it with her foot and threw it to one of the seats. She stepped over to the seat facing Rowan and sat slumped deeply. She lifted her legs in the air and made a show of slipping off her shoes — the ones Rowan gifted her. She lifted her hips and began to slide her stockings up her legs one at a time.

Down to just her panties and bra, she reached down and put her shoes back on and stepped over close to Rowan again. He reached out to touch her stomach but she slapped his hand and shook her head at him, slowly, confidently. She began to dance for him as though she had rehearsed, as though she were at least an serious amateur, if not professional. She knelt one knee on his seat and brought her belly close to his face. When he leaned forward, she pressed her finger into his forehead and pouted her lips and shook her head again. He asked his contact to repeat what he’d said and gazed at her taut stomach, the rise of her breasts inside the bra, her neck.

She reached inside her panties and he watched closely as she found her way to her lips inside. Her hand came back out a moment later and she brought her glistening finger to his lips and pushed her finger inside his mouth. He was losing concentration but she wouldn’t let him hang up. She turned around and pushed her ass up into his chest and slowly grinded it against him there. She slapped his hand again when he grabbed.

She reached down between her legs and found his fly. She pulled it down and fumbled inside until she found what she was looking for: his erection. She lifted it out of the slit in his underwear and began to rub her own breasts as she slid her hand up and down his hot, throbbing cock.

She turned around and leaned over him to run her tongue into his ear. He cleared his throat and loosened his tie. She licked the side of his face and when he pressed his hand into her breast, she let him with no protest this time. When she pushed his head gently to the side and licked his neck, he pushed her cups down and her tits fell out for him. He rubbed her nipples and she moaned and reached behind herself to unclasp her bra and shake it down her arms. She tossed it on top of her dress on the other seat.

She pulled his shirt out of his pants and danced lower and lower till she was licking the line of his stomach at the top of his pants. She slid further down to her knees. She studied his belt and pants and opened him like she was engaged in a delicate operation. He ran his hand over her forehead and into her luscious hair and she moaned approval. She pulled up his cock and kissed the head. She turned her face sideways to consider him as she licked it. Their eyes met and she held his gaze as she wrapped her tongue lightly around his shaft, dragging it down and up to the head. Finally she closed her eyes and engulfed him completely, her lips meeting his pubis.

With his cock completely crammed in her mouth, she wondered where this had come from. She felt free to do whatever she wanted — and both parts were new to her, both what she wanted and the freedom, the confidence, to not think it, but just do it. Was it being in the sky at 44,000 feet? Was it zooming to Mexico at 500 something miles per hour? Was it the attention of a man who had more than everything she had ever known was possible? She ground down on him, pushing her tongue up and down the underside of his cock, her delicate fingers squeezing and releasing, her long pink painted nails lightly scratching his shaft and his belly and his legs. When he held her cheek in his hand, she shivered and sucked him harder. When he reached to cup her bare breast in his hand, she felt her inner foot twitch. It was a sign since she was a little one, masturbating with the shower head. But what was going on? She wasn’t even touching herself, and yet the unmistakable point of no return was rushing up on her. She moaned and cried with his cock in and out of her mouth and his hands — one on her breast, the other in her hair, tugging and twisting. She reached between her legs unbelieving and found herself so wet, she worried she peed. But it was real — the slightest touch of her fingers made her crunch her core and sink down arching her back.

She lifted her mouth off his cock but only to catch her breath and cry out loud. She tried to stop it but it had gone too far. She squeezed his cock hard to hold on and her pussy felt like it began to gush. She dove her mouth back down on his cock with a hunger that surprised her. She wanted almost too much to make him come. Her body twitched and spasmed and tears filled her eyes. She squeezed his cock as hard in her fist as she could and jerked him like a jack hammer, following her fist with her mouth, fast, deep and hard. She whimpered as she lost that momentary lapse of consciousness that only happens with the most powerful of them, and she felt weightless as her entire body seized and released with everything. She almost hadn’t noticed that her mouth filled with warm honey. She pulled off in surprise only to have Rowan’s cock shoot repeatedly in her face and chin and neck and bare breasts. She saw him stretched out like a board and gripping his arm rests like a dying passenger, his eyes clenched, his mouth in a grimace and when she realized he was coming took she pushed her pretty little mouth back over his cock and sucked and milked what he had to give her, the whole while trembling in her body like it was being electrocuted.

She picked herself up and flopped in the seat beside Rowan, passed out in his seat. She struggled back to the washroom and cleaned herself up, replaying her make up and straightening her hair. When she came out, she found Rowan also decent again, chatting with the pilot who was gentlemanly enough to not even glance at her. Rowan turned to Alanis and said, “Descending, better get our seatbelts on.”

At the airport, they were ushered to another waiting limo. At the resort, they didn’t have to check in — flutes of champagne were handed to them, but they didn’t stop walking till they got to the door of their suite. The whole time from the blowjob to the hotel door closing behind her was a dream or an out of body experience. She opened the curtains and gazed at the private pool surrounded by lush ferns and palms. Rowan stepped behind her and she turned as though on trigger alert and pressed her mouth to his, her tongue to his, and her hips, to his. She ground against him and he undressed her smoothly, even as she undressed him frantically.

He opened the door and they fell out together locked in an embrace. Naked and private they held hands stepping down into the pool. She swam and rolled and frolicked and swam back to him, finally awake again. She floated up to him, wrapped her arms around his neck and head and her legs around his waist. She pushed her breasts into his neck and face and came away to dip down and kiss him like lovers do. “I like this one,” she said to him low and gravelly.

“Shall we recommend it, or do you think we need to check a couple more out next month?”

She giggled and fell away from him to float on her back. The sun was hot and felt good on her skin. She came out of the pool and shook water from her foot at his face where he sat on the steps with his eyes closed. She lounged on the large round bed outside with pillows everywhere. She and never rolled around in such luxury. Rowan came out of the pool after her.

“I’ve planned a special dinner for just us two on the private rooftop,” he said, taking her heel in his hand and kissing her toes. She let him, watching him take each one at a time in his mouth.

“How do you know what I like?”

“You’ll like,” he said with an affirmative nod and knowing chuckle. He set her foot gently down and knelt on the bed with his hands rising up her calves to her knees that she pulled up. She bit her finger considering him and giggled. He began to press her legs apart. She entered that state again and felt more than saw his head duck down, slowly kissing a trail up both inner thighs inexorably reaching both too slow and too fast to the top where she knew what awaited him. But he enraged her body by kissing and poking with his tongue everywhere but where her button, enraged and throbbing, lay. Everywhere he kissed and licked, her hips rose and fell and swiveled trying to catch him. Her delicate fingers twisted in the sheet and her head thrashed side to side. She kicked and writhed. She knew she was leaking all over the bed but she didn’t care. He didn’t bring the woman out of her, he brought a prehistoric animal out of her. Her back arched and her chest heaved. She moaned and yelped and cried his name. When he finally took her clit under his tongue, she went rigid like someone impaled and she arched so far her face was backward toward the room. He had brought her to such a high edge, that when he licked her clit directly, she lost it for the second time that day, more powerfully even than the first time.

At dinner, she marveled at how he had gained utter control of her body with  not only a minimum of words and so little time, but also without even haven fucked her yet. She couldn’t listen to him describe all the food, all she could hear was the deep dulcet tone of his voice, and her mouth fell to the seductions of the food no less than her twitching and raw pussy had to his tongue. Her chest heaved and her body could not sit still. Sunset over the ocean beckoned her gaze, but she couldn’t take her eyes off his. When he finally suggested it might be time to saunter back, she bolted out of her chair and grabbed his hand and nearly ran him back to their suite. She whispered in his ear as he tried to pass generous tips to anyone of the many people involved in setting the perfect dinner for them, “I have to fuck you right now.” She chewed at his ear and pressed her leaking body against him. When he stopped again to tip the maître d, she clutched at his crotch and rode his hip with her dress riding up over her own hips. She didn’t care. “Baby, fuck me now!” she cried against his face she licked. He just smiled demurely at the man who nodded and politely looked away.

In the suite, Alanis rode Rowan till she came on him, her pussy clutching and releasing his cock deep inside until he filled her. A few hours later, she backed into him and took his cock again until he came and then she did again — four times? she thought to herself. By dinner Saturday, she had completely lost count. He fucked her against the glass window, in the huge walk in shower, on the bathroom counter, in the pool, on the lounger, in a cabana on the beach, one side open to the roaring waves, and in the back of the private car touring them around to local sights. The flight back she rode him in his seat even when the pilot excused himself and squeezed by them to get their dinner prepared. By the time the limo pulled up in front of her condo, tires crunching on the ice, she couldn’t imagine how many times they fucked, sucked, orgasmed and kissed.

She squeezed her top lip in thought as the elevator whisked her back up to their floor. She came in and dropped her bag and sagged against the wall halfway down the hall. She leaned against it and sank her head back and stared into the middle distance through the ceiling and exhaled with an gaped mouth smile. “Oh wow,” she breathed.

“Honey?” Hayes stepped backward into the hall with is apron on. “You home?”

She wanted to say “No, not really,” or “How the hell should I know?” Instead she only nodded completely drained of energy. She smiled like a stoner at him and her eyes closed. It was hard to get the memories, all wrapped up as one, out of her mind.

“Got a cacciatore just about ready,” he offered.

“Ate on the plane,” she moaned, unable to move.

“You okay?” He stepped up to her, but not closely, as though he were slightly afraid.

“I think so,” she said. “I’ll eat. Did you study this one?”

“I’m proud of it, yes.”

It was impossible to hide from him, even as dense as he was. “You seem pretty different, Alanis. Did something happen?”

She thought long and hard and she realize that even thinking long and hard was going to be more evidence for him that something had occurred.

“Was there something wrong?” he asked, full of genuine concern.

She realized he couldn’t tell the difference between a woman worn out from a traumatic event, and one who had been so thoroughly fucked, she didn’t know or care what day it was. “It’s nothing,” she whispered, trying to swing the balance to the negative to keep him from uncovering that she’d been fucking Rowan since the moment she got in the limo till the moment she climbed back out fifteen minutes earlier — literally. She was riding him in front of the building, bouncing the car, if only Hayes had looked down from the balcony.

“Did he try something?” he asked slamming his fork down.

There were so many ways to answer that. “It’s nothing,” she tried. She stared at her plate with her face straight down hoping to god she could obscure the damned smile she couldn’t get off her face.

“Did that guy try to come onto you?” Hayes was angry.

Alanis realized that she wouldn’t be able to make it go away, and if he was destined to be angry, it was better it be at “that guy” for coming onto her, than at her for fucking his and her brains out the last 72 straight hours. “I controlled him,” she didn’t lie.

In bed, she explained that she was still a little traumatized by it, and Hayes understood, and comforted her till she fell asleep. In the morning, he had presented her, on his computer screen, phone numbers to call to report the boss/predator. It took her a few moments to remember what he was talking about.

“I don’t know, Hayes,” she said. “I controlled it. Let me just go back into work and I’ll let you know if he got the message.”

“But Alanis!” he protested.

“Trust me baby?” she said, kissing the air in front of his lips.

Three weeks later, Alanis had to break it to Hayes that another trip was on them. “It’ll be fine,” she said.

“I don’t want you to go,” he was firm.

“You have to let me do my thing,” she insisted. “I’ll be fine,” she said, “Rowan looks after me well,” she accidentally said. She immediately knew she had slipped and turned away from Hayes to think hard and fast.

“He looks after you?” The confusion was thick in the air.

“I mean, he protects me.” She realized she only made it worse.

“What the hell, Alanis?”

“I have to go to bed. I’m leaving tomorrow morning.”

“Alanis”

“Hayes, it’s okay.”

“How close are your rooms going to be?” he shook his head like he was trying to get the picture.

She looked at him and her head tilted to the side in sympathy. She bit her lip. She so wanted to be a better liar. She only pursed her lips.

“You’re not sharing a room.” He stated it like a logical puzzle. But when Alanis only continued to stare at him, the realization dawned on him that something important was being conveyed. “You are sharing a room?” he whisper shouted.

She closed her eyes and ever so slightly nodded.

“How does that work, Alanis? What, they have suites with rooms, separate beds, like?”

The poor man, she thought. He doesn’t get it. She shook her head no. “I have to get to bed, the car is going to be here early.”

Hayes, in protest, slept on the couch. By the time he awoke, she had already left, without even saying goodbye.

She returned two days later more shagged out than even the first time. “Are you leaving me?” he confronted her in the hallway before she even got her shoes off.

“What? No,” she shook her head at the absurdity. “Rowan’s not the marrying type, believe me.” She pushed past him into the kitchen. “What you got cooking this time?” she called over her shoulder.

“A bouillabaisse but that’s beside the point!” he shouted from the hallway.

“Come on, baby,” she came out and took his hand in hers and brought it to her lips to kiss it. “Don’t I give you enough, hm?”

He fumed.

“Baby,” she leaned close and whispered in his ear. “I can make it all better for you right now if you just get in bed for me when I come out of the shower.”

Sitting up in bed after, Hayes said, “Are you in love with him?”

She sighed and kissed his hand again to think. “Define love,” she said. “Right?” she added, and chuckled. “He’s no threat to you, though. You should know that.”

“You haven’t told me exactly what’s been going on,” Hayes watched her lips on his hand.

“You don’t want to know,” she said, and in her mind, she added, “believe me.”

“But you’re going to see him again?” Hayes asked hoping it was no but knowing if she didn’t say yes, she wouldn’t deny it either.

“We’re going away Thursday.”

“What?” Hayes was despondent.

“We settled a big contract with the right resort, he wants to celebrate.” She tried to kiss his hand again but he pulled it away.

“This isn’t even business anymore!” he protested. “Where this time?”

“Paris,” she smiled because she couldn’t stop. She’d never been.

“Paris? What the fuck, Alanis?” Hayes shot upright.

“Baby,” she tried to cup his cheek. “You have to understand.”

“Understand what?”

“Poor baby,” she said. She shook her head and smiled weakly at him.

“What is he to you, Alanis?” He folded his arms over his chest.

“He’s,” she began. She picked his hand up again and pushed it into her chest between her breasts. “He’s my boyfriend, Hayes. You need to understand that now.”

Hayes shot his head around at sharp angles rapidly and gasped three times before giving her his best shocked and appalled expression. “You’re what?”

“He’s my boyfriend, baby,” she explained again.

“You can’t have a boyfriend, Alanis, you already have a husband!”

“Yes I can,” she nodded like she was easing him into a difficult truth.

“I’m not going to live with it!” He jutted his jaw and glared at the opposite wall.

“Yes you will, silly,” she said.

He narrowed his eyes and bore them into hers. “Why would I?” his voice rose to a shrill cry.

“Because I’m telling you to,” she cooed back. She reached under the sheet and carefully lifted his flaccid cock off his leg and gently squeezed it. “Because I need you to,” she nodded to him. His eyes bugged out. “And besides, who are you going to practice your chef wizardry on, hey?” She laughed lightly, trying to lift his spirits.

“I can’t,” he said.

“Would you like me to suck you, honey? Would that help clear your mind?”

He closed his eyes and gritted his teeth. He clenched his jaw till it hurt, but finally he angrily yanked the sheets off and left himself exposed to her. He looked away and she went down between his legs with a knowing smile. After taking him deeply in her mouth a few times, she rose up to his face. “Baby, you’re my husband, I can’t live without you, you know that.” She went back down on him and dutifully finished him off.

On Thursday morning, he helped her pack. “Got your bathing suit?”

She giggled at him. “Silly! Rowan just buys me one when we get to places. He likes to,” she said, kissing his nose.

As she threw the bag strap over her shoulder and put her hand on the door, she turned to him. She looked stunning in her Suri Alpaca coat and lush thick scarf and sharp red beret. She was made up to the nines, as well she ought to be, he thought, she spent hours getting ready.  He even helped her into her new panties — “Rowan likes me in hipster thongs,” she explained.

“Does he fuck you on these trips? Be honest with me!” he demanded.

She stood at the door uncomprehending how he could ask such a question. Her eyes squinted slightly. Did he not know that that was hardly the beginning of it? “It’s going to be Christmas in Paris for me!” Her eyes widened at the thought and she turned and opened the door, happy to escape the awkwardness.

“What am I to you?” Hayes asked her in his grey sweats and hoodie.

She paused in the open door only half turning her head so he could only see her eyelashes and lips. They were stark red. She wore Rowan’s pearl drop earrings. “Why, you’re my husband of course,” she said, stepping away and letting the door hiss closed.
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