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  Chapter One


  


  “Looking at the latest polls, and starting with the state’s biggest race, gubernatorial challenger Jason Mahoney, with just one week before the election has increased his lead by six percent over incumbent, Reggie McKay.”


  Gabe Wilson, NBC’s political; analyst, turned to the anchor, Melinda Ramos.


  “Who could have seen this one coming?”


  “Six months ago? No one?” Ramos flashed her made for TV perfect smile at the camera, and gave her head a slight toss, showing off her equally perfect long curly blonde hair that someone had spent at least an hour on before they went live.


  “But it seems Mahoney’s campaign of getting back to basic family values, and promising aid for middle to lower income families to help them spend more time together and have a better quality of life, is really striking a chord with working class voters.”


  “Well said,” Wilson’s smile was as pristine as hers. “He definitely has the vote of the everyday man and woman, and with a fraction of the backing McKay has from the big corporate donors.”


  “Hence the ‘eat the rich’ bumper stickers being passed out at all his events,” Ramos laughed. “Heard that was his wife’s idea.”


  “Seeing she’s his campaign manager, I’m not surprised.”


  “Behind every great man is a great woman,” Ramos’ laugh was as contrived as the rest of her persona. “But stick around folks, after the break we’re going to be airing a portion of Jason Mahoney’s speech from last night’s fund raiser.


  “Which, by the way,” she went on “A portion of each donation to attend is going towards helping the new day care center being built in Garden City.” Ramos smiled, and this one seemed genuine. “Something to be said for a candidate already helping the community and out of his own campaign fund.”


  “Either very sincere, or a very good tactic.” Wilson seemed more skeptical.


  “Little of both,” Keira Mahoney mumbled while lifting her glass of Jameson’s and draining it.


  She signaled to the bartender for another, then let her eyes roam the bar. To be more accurate, the right side of the bar, because she already knew what was on her left, and it was nothing but trouble.


  But intentionally or not, that’s what she was looking for. Coming to Finnegan’s, the bar attached to the convention center, by herself. A bar full of men in town for an Investor’s summit.


  Men who were either single or married and playing single while out of town. Wolves of Wall Street with money and arrogance commensurate with their positions, and exaggerated self-worth.


  The type of assholes who paid a thousand dollars for a lap dance because they could, then bragged about it to the other jack offs in their firm. But mixed in with them were the more down to earth type.


  Still on the make, but younger, or just better looking. Flashing their smiles rather than their wallets and looking to score with someone they’d never see again. Those were the type Keira considered trouble.


  The high roller had no appeal to her, she’d had enough of them back in college when she’d been an exotic dancer to pay her way through school. She had to play up to them, and sometimes do more than that, back then to get the tips to be able to eat, and now that she ate just fine, they could take their money and entitlement and shove it up their ass.


  “You driving, ma’am?” The bartender, a good looking young man with brown hair and matching eyes asked while deftly swapping out her empty glass for a full one. “This is number four, and you’re drinking them straight.”


  “Trust me,” she peered at his name tag, “Steve, I’m Irish, I haven’t even gotten started yet.”


  “I bet,” he gave her a smooth smile she was sure earned him not just tips from the ladies, but a lot of chances to slip them his. “But we have policies and I have to ask.”


  “I appreciate that, and I’ll be taking an Uber home,” she flashed him her best smile, one that she knew could not only open doors, but shut off the lights once inside. “If it makes you feel better, I’ll let you call one for me, deal?”


  “No need, I trust you.”


  “Trust can get you in trouble, Matt.” She’d know seeing she was lying; her car was in the garage of the convention center. It might stay there all night though so maybe she wasn’t lying.


  She lifted her glass and saluted him with it. “Learn all you can before you decide you trust someone because blind faith causes way more harm than no faith.”


  “I’ll remember that one,” he gave her an awkward smile and looked relieved when a man at the other end of the bar called his name.


  Maybe she was feeling the strong whiskey more than she thought, because she’d just sounded bitter, and bitter was not an appropriate attribute for the soon to be first lady of Rhode Island.


  That and she didn’t have the cause to be, at least that’s what she told herself. She and Jason, both coming from humble beginnings, and neither afraid of hard work, had built a nice life from themselves.


  Keira met Jason at Goodwill in Jacksonville, Florida, a nonprofit organization that ran multiple programs for people and families down on their luck and supplied them everything from food and clothing to GED classes as well as courses on how to reenter the work force for those who had been on welfare or disability for some time.


  Keira’s expertise was marketing and finance and she was brought on to help promote Goodwill and drum up donations. Jason was still in law school, but had enough expertise, and fit the low budget the company had, to work in their small legal department.


  Both rapidly moved up in the company, partly due to their ideas and performance, partly because it didn’t pay the greatest and was always on the cusp of going broke, and because of that, many people left for better opportunities.


  But where others saw a dead end, Keira and Jason, who by that time had been dating for two years and living together, saw chances to advance high enough through attrition to make a difference.


  Keira began running booths at job fairs and even a table at a popular flea market where she spoke about the good they could do in the community with more support, and Jason always attended with her.


  They were a perfect example of the company, both growing up poor, and both their families at times surviving on food and help with heat and rent from places like Goodwill. Now both educated, driven, and looking to give back


  Or, as Keira saw it, take back.


  They hustled for corporate donations from rich pricks and every time they obtained a sizable amount from one of them, she saw it as her taking from the rich to give to the people who needed it, especially young women, to try and keep them in school and get scholarships.


  So they didn’t have to swing from a pole, both of the steel and flesh variety, the way she had. When Will Billings, the man who had franchised that branch of Goodwill, decided to call it quits, the plan was to close its doors, despite it doing well, and send everyone willing to move to the branch in Tampa.


  Seeing an opportunity, Keira and Jason, recently married at that point, offered to take it over, and after securing a loan to do so, ran it not just as a nonprofit, but as their personal means to show the world what a couple of ‘street rats” could do.


  In the ten years they ran it, their branch became one of the most successful in the country and despite being a nonprofit they still earned salaries which grew in proportion to the branch’s success.


  That’s when Jason decided he wanted to venture into politics, to make a difference for the same people they helped now, to be an advocate for those who needed a second chance or worked hard just to keep their families barely afloat.


  The next five years Keira ran Goodwill alone while Jason ran for city council, and two years later landed a spot in Florida’s House of Representatives. In both positions he had a good track record of helping those who needed it and resisting the corrupt millionaires who tried to buy his vote.


  Jason wanted to keep going but didn’t see a chance to go any further in a state that large and full of people who had aspirations of a federal position because at that level, the money, not the man or woman, made the decisions for who even had the chance to run.


  That’s when he got the idea to come back to Rhode Island where his family was originally from and start over there. Keira wasn’t thrilled with moving to a much smaller state, let alone leave Goodwill, but as Jason had argued, it had been fifteen years, and maybe it was time to help somewhere else.


  In a great demonstration of being able to pay it forward, they sold the franchise to the current VP, Marla, who had just reached a large settlement on an accident that had put her out of work for six months and took out a loan to buy them out.


  Once in Rhode Island, Keira took a position, she’d interviewed for ahead of time, with the RI chapter of Goodwill and worked there while Jason worked with a small law firm until they’d lived there for a year.


  He ran for RI congress and managed a narrow victory due to a cheating scandal by the incumbent that didn’t go over well with his more conservative leaning base. It was a pyrrhic victory because it landed Jason in position to serve four years before making his current run for Governor.


  But became the one thing in their life Keira was bitter over and putting herself in this position was bringing it out of her. The downside to Jason’s win through the indiscretion of his opponent, was it became the end of hers.


  For up until then, Keira had been a hot wife.


  As early as her teens Keira had learned that she could use her body to get what she needed, which back then was usually money, but occasionally other things as well. Like the time she agreed to fuck the owner of a car dealership every day for two weeks to get a free used car. Her getting the car first, but not the title to put it in her name until the end of the deal.


  When she was old enough, she began dancing, but at places where the stage wasn’t the only place the girls would swing on a poll. Keira had sex in the back rooms, or sometimes at motels after work, and when the guys were actually single, back at their place.


  She usually got into it, mostly because she found being onstage a turn on and enjoyed men looking at her. It was more of a thrill that they wanted her bad enough to offer her money.


  She’d taken to advertising on an escort site “Skip the games” and making some money on the weekends selling sex, or more often the case, just blow jobs. She used to tell herself she did this out of need, and she wasn’t lying, because she did need it.


  Keira had a legit job waitressing but danced three nights a week to make real money, then her last two years of school, hooking on the weekends. Between all that and studying, she never didn’t have much of a social life, so her sex life was never a boyfriend, just a series of one night lovers who paid for her company.


  Unlike many girls who did the same, Keira was not into drugs or partying. She drank her fair share, but her drinks at the club were always free, and she never had an issue going without when exams rolled around and she needed to be sharp and focused.


  Because she didn’t indulge in the bad habits so many others did by senior year she had an impressive savings account and quit her two sex related jobs. Keira wanted to focus solely on school at that point and try to put some distance between her sleazy jobs and looking for gainful employment.


  Due to how casually she saw sex, Keira didn’t consider it part of love, it was a separate physical act one could enjoy with anyone. When she dated Jason she was loyal to him, but after discussing her past with him, she noticed he seemed turned on by the thought of her being with so many men, and the way men desired her.


  That led to a night at a party where she teased Jason by dancing lewdly with a man and letting him grope her. She was going to end it at that, but when Jason told her she could go all the way, but only if the guy let him watch, it was the beginning of a game that lasted years.


  They didn’t do it often, but at least once a month they’d go out to bars or clubs with Keira dressed up to get messed up, and letting it be clear she was in play, but Jason had to be part of it.


  Most of the time he watched, and when the man left, the door would barely close, and Jason was taking her with a force and passion that she adored. Occasionally he would join in, sharing her with that night’s lover.


  Once Jason moved into politics however, she noticed him not showing as much interest. He started hinting to her, that with his new career, it could be damaging to say the least if anyone found out about their exploits.


  Keira compromised, saying they would do it less, and they could go out of town on weekends to Miami where they weren’t known, and the nightlife was one of the wildest in the country.


  That worked for a while, but Keira noted his less than enthusiastic participation. In the past he’d either pick the man he wanted to see her with, or they’d agree. At that point he told her ‘do who you want’.


  Not too much further down the line the words “you will anyway’ were added. He was right about that, because Keira loved being with other men, and yes, Jason being into it was part of it, but truth was, with or without him she was never going to be a one cock woman.


  It all came to a head when they came to RI and after telling her he was done with her lifestyle, and demanding she be as well, Keira began going out alone. She’d prowl the bars, find someone that caught her eye and take him for a wild ride.


  When she came home, she’d tell Jason about it, and he’d act pissed, but then he’d follow her into the bedroom and fuck her as hard as he always had. She was smart enough not to tell him he was still into it, and just enjoyed the sex. Knowing he was turned on.


  As he forged his reputation around family values however, he became far more conservative than he had been in the past. Like Jason, Keira was a big believer in families needing to get back to spending more time together and to have a far better quality of life than her and Jason had in their youth.


  But beyond that, her philosophy was live and let live, and if it felt good do it, as long as you weren’t hurting yourself or others. She considered herself, and anyone else, free to do as they chose, and in her case, who she chose.


  But Jason was becoming preachy, talking about how family values needed to be what they were decades ago, and that included sex staying within the marriage. His speeches became aimed at morality as much as they were about people in need getting those needs met.


  He claimed it was to appeal to more voters, but she had her doubts. To her, Jason was becoming entrenched a little too deeply in his job and persona he was creating. However, it started in him, it reached a point he told her they’d been wrong all those years and even apologized to her for letting her demean herself for his ‘sickness’


  Their open sex life was now a sickness.


  Keira, not happy with being told that decided to continue to spread her sickness, by spreading her legs, except now he’d become contentious about it, claiming she didn’t respect him, their marriage, or herself.


  But she wasn’t stupid and knew the added risk of being in a small state. Her dalliances took place in Boston, New Jersey and New York City. Driving up on a Friday after work, going out on the town, scoring and coming back Saturday night to always be able to attend church with Jason.


  Church was another thing he’d taken too seriously. Keira had what she referred to as basic faith. There was a God, someone greater than humanity had created this world, and for that deserved some respect and praise.


  But Jason was now shifting from the same to a more hardcore evangelical belief. Whether it was real, or another play for that base, she wasn’t sure, nor did she care because after a year in RI she’d begun to care less and less about his plunge into the belief the 1950’s had it right.


  She still loved him, and hoped this was a phase, one created by a sincere drive to be a force for good, and he had been. Just as he had in Florida, Jason fought for the people who needed it, not the ones who already had more than their share.


  But sleeping with other men had become a form of rebellion to her. Jason had smartly dropped any talk of ending their marriage because he loved her, that and divorce wasn’t big in the morals crowd…but she hoped it was more the former.


  He knew she still played and they agreed not to discuss it, he just asked she be careful, and she was. But three years ago, while attending a fundraiser for a fellow congressman, Keira spotted a man she’d slept with in Connecticut.


  They were supposed to sit at that table, but after seeing him, she told Jason he had to come up with a reason to sit somewhere else and was honest about why. In the moment, he didn’t give her any shit, he made an excuse that he needed to sit at the table of an up and coming young politician to help him make some connections.


  That table was on the opposite side of the room, but after an hour of constantly watching her one night stand, who was with his wife, his very attractive wife, but men were men, and who was she to judge, he looked over and spotted her.


  The look of instant fear on his face told her she had nothing to worry about. He was in the same boat as her, and it wouldn’t benefit him to say anything. But it was a wakeup call.


  When they got home, Keira braced herself for the tirade and I told you so, she admittedly deserved at the time. Instead, Jason, with the air of a man begging for his life, asked her to please stop.


  When he saw her considering it, he threw in the guilt trip of how much good they could accomplish with him as governor and her by his side, and not just for appearance’s sake, but helping him make decisions that would help the people and not fatten the wallets of the corrupt.


  His soft approach and reminding her of what their original mission was when they met back at Goodwill, hit her hard, and she saw that it could all go up the way his opponent’s career had, and for what? Her craving cock that wasn’t her husbands?


  Truth was it had lost some of its appeal already with him not being part of it, and the last few months her encounters had been spite fucks rather than her truly desiring the men she hooked up with.


  Keira gave her word she wouldn’t do it again, she’d sacrifice her ‘hobby’ and curb her desires for the greater good of both the people they could help as well as her marriage.


  She became a good woman. The type that fit the mold of the dutiful wife of a politician, with the exception that she was far more active than them. Using her experience marketing and fund raising for Goodwill to become Jason’s campaign manager, as well as managing the finances.


  Keira might have to play the good woman, but it would be a cold day in hell before she played the meek one who looked good on her husband’s arm and who smiled and laughed anytime a camera was pointed at her.


  But being a good woman was harder than she’d expected. Not as much the first few months, but after that she began to get the itch, then the itch became a craving, one that was harder and harder to abstain from.


  The last year, she felt like a dry drunk, remaining on the wagon, but wishing she could jump off it and wallow in strange cock. Just once, she’d tell herself. After all, who would recognize her if she went full “Ebony Rose” her stage name while dancing,


  Ebony Rose, Club Inferno’s darkest, yet most succulent, flower.


  Keira’s long black hair, ice blue eyes and porcelain skin leant her the perfect Goth look and not just back then. Often when she went on the prowl with Jason in tow, she sported that look down to the heavy black make up and flying the tattoos that as a good wife of a good politician, she always covered.


  Fortunately, they were all on her upper arms and torso, and nothing below her elbows because life would suck wearing long sleeves all the time. Thank you, Aunt Vicky, who had advised her back in her teens that if she wanted to use herself as a doodle pad to never get any you couldn’t hide.


  If she went to a club like that, a club like Baby Head, RI”s largest goth club, no one would recognize her, and she highly doubted anyone that traveled in political circles would be there to do so.


  It would be easy, just slip out at night, or even the day, and Jason would never know. Which was a bigger problem than the risk of being caught because her husband always knew.


  Even near the end when he was against it, Keira told him she was going out of town and offered him to come. He’d disgustedly turn down the invitation and would give her the ‘you do what you want’ which was still permission.


  As bizarre as most would find her way of thinking, she had never cheated on her husband, it was just a matter of if he were going to watch, or sit home and pretend he didn’t want to, because part of her still believed part of him knew he missed it.


  But the game had changed and now there could be no game.


  Yet here she was at a bar by herself, filled with men, and for that matter women, on the make. Here she was drinking more than she had in sometime and wearing a blood red dress that she wouldn’t describe as a free lunch sign but was a bit much for someone in her position.


  The dress went to mid-thigh leaving a lot of leg visible. Those legs, which she was proud to say looked every bit as good as they had in her dancing days, ended in a pair of black Jimmy Chu four inch pumps trimmed in the same crimson as her dress.


  Like the dress, they were a bit higher than she favored as a professional woman, and good wife, but weren’t her definition of fuck me heels. Those she kept in a rack at home that looked as if it belonged in the wardrobe of a porn studio.


  But they were high enough to add definition to her legs and boost her height of 5’5” to a more impressive one. The dress wasn’t painted on, but snug enough to hug her slender waist, do flattering things for her small, but well-rounded ass that had remained as tight as her legs, and her smallish, but high, perfectly shaped and still delightfully firm breasts.


  If she were to look at herself the same way she was the other patrons in the bar, Keira would rate herself a ‘maybe’. Not blatantly advertising, but more playful than the women who were making it clear by mode of dress, they were off the table.


  Keira killed off drink number four and could feel the warm flush and slightly fuzzy feeling of a comfortable buzz. She knew she was playing with fire right now, because one more drink could be enough to push her from telling herself she really wasn’t going to do it, to ending up in someone’s room in the hotel above her.


  She lifted her hand and pointed to her empty glass when she had Steve’s attention. No, one more wouldn’t be enough to make her that reckless, to break her vow of monogamy she’d made years into their marriage.


  While waiting to tempt fate with another drink, Keira went back to surveying the room. The groups of men and women together were there for drinks, some food and talking shop.


  But the people who were alone, Keira assumed were either there to score for sure, or perhaps it would depend on the offer. Not many people came to sit and drink alone. But if that were the case, wasn’t she drinking alone?


  “Here you go,” Steve put down her drink. “This one is on the gentlemen across the bar.”


  “Thank you,” she nodded, and after Steve walked away, she sighed and stared at the drink.


  She knew exactly who it was from. The man who was the reason she’d deliberately kept her gaze to her right. Keira had glanced at him several times when he was either checking his phone or his own eyes were wandering the bar, in the same appraising way hers were.


  Short dark hair, light brown eyes, and the type of scruff on his cheeks and chin that appeared deliberate and probably trimmed to never be any more or less. He looked to be in his thirties and judging by the way his shoulders stretched his charcoal gray shirt, Armani, she guessed, he had a solid build.


  The last time she caught herself looking his way, he had been looking in her direction, and they made eye contact. It was brief, but in that moment, a moment she’d experienced countless times over her years of looking for fun in places like this, she felt a connection.


  They were each exactly what the other was looking for, at least in the sense of attraction. He was good looking, and she was sure knew it, just as Keira knew she had what men wanted.


  He gave her a small smile, or maybe it was going to be a bigger one, but she looked away so quickly, she didn’t see the full effect. Keira wanted to smack herself. The way she’d quickly turned from him made her seem like a nervous flustered amateur.


  The type of woman who was looking, considering, but not quite sure. Again, wasn’t that her current state of mind? Should I, shouldn’t I? But unlike most people in that mindset, she had years of experience in the realm of being confident, not hesitant.


  She’d avoided looking over at him after that, but knew it was a matter of time before the drink showed up, and soon after he would follow. Yet she’d remained there rather than finishing her drink at the time and leaving.


  She could refuse it. He didn’t know her, who cared if he thought she was a tease, or a shy woman trying to play big girl, then got nervous and backed out? But she’d stayed and here was the drink.


  The difference between playing a game with herself, and that game becoming reality were about to collide head on, and she questioned her ability to leave it at just reliving her favorite past time, but only to a certain point.


  Keira lifted the glass, looked in his direction and after a quick smile, took a sip. She put the glass down and turned her attention to the TV mounted over the bar. It didn’t matter where she chose to look, she’d just invited him over.


  “A clip of Jason Mahoney from last night’s find raiser,” Melinda Ramos announced.


  “Timing is everything,” Keira whispered as the scene cut from Ramos to a shot of Jason standing at a podium.


  “My grandfather came here in the forties, worked his ass off for pennies on a damn dollar,” Jason, looking good in a white dress shirt, no tie, and black slacks, his thick wavy black hair sporting its usual deliberately tousled look, began.


  “No unions, no respect, used and abused by his employer and the system. But the man went to work every day to support his family even though he was being treated like a dog.


  He paused, his piercing blue eyes doing a quick left to right, to make eye contact with as many people as possible before continuing.


  “My father had it better, labor laws making it so he had to be paid a certain amount of money, some vacation time, and medical. But despite a middling income he was taxed to the max. 30% going to the government while people making seven figures paid a fraction of one percent.


  “My mother worked, my father took a second job, and myself and my two older sisters all worked part time as soon as we could to help keep afloat. My sisters never went to college because their grades weren’t good enough to get full boat scholarships, and my parents after working their entire life, couldn’t afford even a portion of their education.”


  Another pause to allow people to let his words take hold.


  “My parents felt shame that they couldn’t provide for that for their daughters. I remember hearing my mother crying at night over it. Even at 15 I knew how wrong this was, that America, the land of opportunity had become the land of the wealthy opportunist.


  “So many people in the same boat as my folks, and not for lack of trying but for working to support the soft and entitled who’s names and bank accounts opened doors that were then slammed shut in the face hard work and determination.


  “I vowed I would make the difference. I would prove there was still a place for those who earned it on their back, not daddy’s bank account!”


  Cheers filled the room as he paused to sip from a bottle of water.


  “I graduated top of my class, I went to law school, and even before graduating began working for Goodwill because I wasn’t waiting six years to help people like my parents, I wanted to start then, and doing that gave me more drive to study, earn that degree to be able to do more.


  “In that time, I met my wife, Keira, a woman who’s passion to help not only rivaled but exceeded my own. We became a force in the community. We saw to it people were fed, clothed, had heat in the winter, we worked tirelessly alongside other good people to see this happen.


  “But” he sighed dramatically. “Know what I saw that saddened me? I saw the people who helped us at work, who volunteered their time, and most importantly, those who donated money and food and clothing?


  “Many didn’t have much more than the people they were helping. The ones with some, gave some to the ones with nothing, but the people who had everything? They held onto every bit of it.


  “Seeing that, and knowing it started at the top of a flawed system, is when I decided to get into that system. I turned to politics, not to be one of them, but to be the outsider who gave a damn about the people’s whose votes they begged for, then turned their backs on.”


  More cheers and Keira found herself nodding at the speech as if hearing it for the first time, even though she’d helped him write it.


  “I talk about family values and people think I just mean things like church and dinner together on Sundays, and those things are important. But what I truly mean is working class families being able to afford to work less.


  “Make it so mothers and fathers aren’t working two jobs, that they can be home to make dinner, that they’re not too tired to help their kids with their homework, to spend quality time with them, to be the role model in their child’s life, and not have them growing up in a house where it was just parents working to the bone and having nothing left to give to their kids.


  “Kids don’t need money, they need their parents, but their parents need money to provide and so much of that money is sucked away from them by tax mongering, family breaking products of corruption and systemic greed, people like …McKay!”


  The applause was long and loud as Jason, now red faced and out of breath, lifted his water bottle in salute. “I’m not asking you to vote for me, I’m asking you to join me! To make all our voices heard, to be the change people talk about, but we’re going to be the ones to do it!”


  The camera panned to dozens of people raising their glasses.


  “And before I step aside, and let you get back to your meal and enjoying each other’s company, I need to recognize the real driving force behind this campaign, A woman who has done as much if not more than I have for people in need.


  “A woman who’s tenacity and desire to put families first is only matched by her beauty. A woman who kicks my ass anytime I get tired and start to slow down, and who I am proud to call my wife. Please give it up for the soon to be first lady of the state, Keira Mahoney!”


  She appeared to his left, dressed in a long black dress, her dark hair swept up on one side, exposing the creamy white skin of her neck. Slipping her arm around his waist, she smiled and waved at the crowd as he kissed her cheek.


  “Blowhard,” Steve appeared in front of her, and changed the channel to the Bruins game. “Those guys are all full of shit.”


  Keira shook her head at the fact he didn’t seem to realize the woman on screen as he changed the channel had been sitting at the bar for over an hour. With her hair down, and heavier make up than she wore in public appearances, she didn’t look quite the same, but not so different she was unrecognizable.


  Better off that way, she picked up her glass, taking a longer swallow.


  “Takes a strong woman to handle a strong drink,” a soft smooth voice spoke next to her. “If I’m counting correct, this is number five.”


  “Been watching me that long?” she turned on her stool to see her admirer had slid into the one next to her.


  “I have.”


  “Five minutes is flattering, fifteen is infatuated, an hour is stalking,” she told him, but with a smile, her eyes meeting his.


  “Or just trying to get up the nerve to punch above my weight class.”


  “Clumsy,” she shook her head. “You’re good looking and you know it,” her smile widened. “Better to assume I already know it.”


  “If there’s a compliment in there, I’ll take it,” he offered his hand. “Brian.”


  “Nice to meet you.” She briefly took his hand, trying not to notice how large it was and the restrained strength she felt in his grip.


  “You have amazing eyes, miss nice to meet you,” he gave the joke a second to land. “I don’t get your name?”


  “Do you need it?” she asked.


  He frowned, her comment throwing him off for a moment, but he bounced back.


  “Be kind of rude to call you lady, or hon, don’t you think?”


  “You looking for what to call me or what to call out later?” She was going too far and far too fast.


  “Wow, you’re not playing around,” he whistled.


  “Playing around is what this is about, right?” she gave him a slow up and down, her eyes lingering on his crotch long enough for him to take notice of it. “Or are you going to tell me you’re looking for conversation,” she laughed. “Or even worse, love.”


  “I’m…”


  “Part of the conference, not from around here and looking for some fun,” her gaze dropped to his left hand which rested on the bar next to the beer he’d brought over. “Going by that missing ring tan line, some fun you shouldn’t be having.”


  “Okay,” he nodded. “You’re not wrong, but women don’t sit alone at a bar for over an hour in a dress like that because she has nothing better to do,” he pointedly stared at her left hand. “You didn’t bother to take your rings off.”


  “Nope,” she lifted her hand showing off her white gold wedding band and matching diamond engagement ring. “No need to.”


  There had never been a need to because her wearing it was yet another thrill. She loved seeing her wedding rings while her hand wrapped around a nice thick cock. Even better if she jerked them off after they removed their cock from her wet cunt, and warm sticky cum flowed over the white gold.


  She could see that in less than an hour if she wanted to. Just finish her drink then get started in his room. In a matter of seconds, everything she’d wanted and craved the last three years blurred through her buzzed mind.


  Going upstairs, having his lips on hers, on her neck, on her pierced nipples, which she kept that way as like her tats, were a fun dirty little secret from the people who assumed she was a stuck up prig of a politician’s wife, down her flat ivory stomach and fastening to her swollen pink clit. Her full red painted lips then returning the favor.


  Her nipples stiffened at just the thought of having her mouth stuffed with cock that wasn’t her husbands. Sucking him off, warm salty cum flowing down her throat, then having that cock inside her in every position.


  Her on top of him, beneath him, on her knees in front of him. A quick nasty fuck to start, then a slow sensual enjoyment of all they both had to offer. Keira blinked as Brian said something and realized she didn’t understand it because she was lost in her lust addled and whiskey fueled thoughts.


  The idea of her undressing for him, his eyes devouring her body and licking his lips at the thought of what she’d taste like. Maybe she’d tease him with a quick dance, something she enjoyed doing in her younger days.


  No, the dance was more for Jason, who loved watching another man watch his wife, then take her. Her husband sitting there with his cock in his hand, sometimes telling the guy to fuck his wife, to give it to her good.


  Telling him what she liked and how she liked it, telling him where to come on her. Sometimes her tits, other times her as, and other instances when he was really into seeing her be used, shooting it all over her face.


  Keira’s favorite was when he demanded the other man come inside her, then quickly take his place between her legs and fuck her. That was the hardest Jason ever fucked her; when he was shoving his cock into her sloppy and recently filled cunt.


  Adding his cum to her previous lover, filling her to overflowing, cum spilling out and down her thighs. She’d often orgasm just from him fucking her that way. But none of that would happen tonight because…


  Jason wasn’t here.


  Not only not here, but didn’t know s where she was, what she was doing, or that ‘what’ was going to turn into ‘who’. This would be cheating on him, betraying his trust, something she’d never done before.


  And days before an election, the worst time possible to be seen with another man. Everything they’d both worked for down the drain because she was struggling with monogamy, and the desire for another man’s cock.


  “You okay?” Brian asked.


  “Yes, sorry,” she gave him a rueful smile. “Strong woman or not, I’m feeling my liquor.”


  “In that case I’d love to be the licker you’re feeling.” He smiled, proud of his oh, so clever remark.


  When she frowned, the smile vanished.


  “Sorry, I’m not usually crude, but you seem pretty bold.”


  “About my rings,” she lifted her hand higher. “I don’t need to take them off because I don’t do anything that would require me to.”


  “Wait,” he looked confused. “You just all but said let’s go, now you’re saying no?”


  “I never said yes to anything.”


  “No,” he now sounded annoyed and she couldn’t blame him. “You said…”


  “Replay the conversation,” she slipped into cool bitch mode. “I described you and what you were looking for, I never said I was that something.”


  “Okay,” he was past annoyed, venturing into pissed, but took a breath before he continued in a low voice. “I get it. You’re married but come to places like looking for attention so you can feel like you still have it. Cock tease, then run home to your boring ass husband feeling like you’re something.”


  “Yeah,” she said softy. “That’s me, a tease.” She dipped into her red purse on the bar, and opening her wallet, dropped twenty between them. “That’s so you can’t bitch that I took you’re drink.”


  She removed three more and slipped them under her empty glass to cover her tab with Steve.


  Sliding off the stool, she gestured to the twenty. “Give the change to Steve or use it towards the escort you’ll be calling later if you keep striking out.”


  “You’re a real piece of work, know that?” He got off his stool, and without another word walked away.


  “I’m something alright,” she muttered, disgusted by the way she’d had to blow him off because he hadn’t done anything wrong, she’d given him more than enough reason to think she was in play. “But I’m not a cheat.”


  At least not tonight.




  Chapter Two


  


  Keira pulled into the driveway, parking her three year old Infinity next to Jason’s 2017 Cadillac escalade, both were nice cars, but being a couple years old and them able to afford better if they chose was partly due to neither of them being that materialistic, and it played well when your opponent drove a six month old Mercedes.


  Likewise, their house, a three bedroom colonial located in North Kingstown was nice, and the neighborhood mostly upper middle class, but nothing posh, and their neighbors far from elitists.


  They lived well, better than either of them could have dreamed of when they were kids, but still below their means, saving a lot of the substantial income they’d made over the years, which allowed Keira to leave her job six months ago to take over Jason’s campaign.


  In the event he lost, he’d given up his seat in congress to run and for a brief time be without a job, but with his legal and political background he’d be hired in no time, and the door was wide open for Keira to go back to Goodwill or have her pick of nonprofit organizations that would line up for her services.


  Something she might do anyway part time as being the Governor’s wife wasn’t what she wanted to do full time. She put up the window, which despite the cool night, she’d had down the ride home.


  Window down, and the ac on, using the cold to clear her head. Back in college, she’d referred to this method of getting home after a party as “Using the force” and fortunately for her, it was still strong in her after all these years.


  A DUI would be close to as damaging to Jason’s campaign as her caught with another man, and she again chastised herself for being stupid. Yet most of the ride home she played out how the night could have gone.


  Going up to Brian’s room and showing him that beneath Keira Mahoney, an attractive woman in her own right, Ebony Rose still existed, and she was the ride of a lifetime.


  The name didn’t die when she quit dancing, it became her persona on some of her exploits, not just because she liked gothing out, but once Jason learned of her past he said he wished he could have seen her on stage with a club full of men ogling her.


  It also helped as a disguise because even before his city council days, being spotted going to a room with her husband and another man wouldn’t look good in the eyes of Goodwill’s board


  Once he was on the city council, they’d drive to another city on a Friday night and have fun over the weekend before coming back. But not anymore. Nope, three years ago poor Ebony went into retirement.


  She didn’t have to, Keira tried bringing her back into the bedroom for Jason, but part of his increasing morality seemed to include acting like the prudes he was wooing for their votes.


  Their sex life had slowly declined since they stopped the lifestyle, and Keira felt part of it was he missed the game as well. But whatever the reason, sex had become less often, and when they had it, it was never as exciting, despite her best efforts.


  Even playing daddy’s little girl for him, one of his favorite role plays when it was just the two of them, got an eye roll followed by a lecture of how he realized it was twisted, and there were people out there really molesting their daughters.


  It felt like a lame excuse, but she wasn’t going to argue. But the last few months had seen their sex life border on nonexistent and she knew that was part of her getting so close to crossing the line tonight.


  He blamed the stress of the election and the exhausting campaigning, public appearances, and fund raisers for his lack of drive, and Keira supposed that was part of it, but was beginning to wonder if he were simply losing interest.


  Once he won and he was settled in enough to take a vacation, she’d talk him into going out of town and maybe reviving the game, it would be good for both of them. Or he could just start fucking her again, but one way or another, she needed more than toys and her fingers.


  Keira looked at her phone as she exited the car. It was only seven thirty, and she was surprised to see Jason home. She thought he had scheduled dinner with some representatives of local unions tonight.


  They seemed to want it to be “just the guys” and Jason asked if she minded if he went alone, and she said it was no problem. Which was the moment the idea of stepping out came to her.


  An early start, a couple of hours of fun, and home early enough to if not be in bed before him, use an excuse of stumping at the convention as there were plenty of locals there as well.


  Yes, that was the story, doing some networking, ran into a couple of friends, had a few drinks. Drove home, which she would admit was a mistake, but not owning the far bigger, and harder, mistake she wanted to make.


  But hadn’t. Let’s hear it for family values, she’d only thought about fucking around behind his back. Keira entered the house and after hanging up her leather jacket and putting her purse on the table by the door, she went into the living room.


  Jason was there, sitting in the dim light thrown by the single lamp by the entrance to the hallway. He was on the couch, his legs stretched out, and feet on the coffee table. Next to his feet, still shod in a pair of black shoes, was a bottle of Jim Beam.


  His hands were in his lap, wrapped around the glass, and when he raised his head and looked her way Keira’s stomach twisted, something was wrong, she could see it in his eyes.


  Normally a vibrant blue, they looked dull and lifeless, as did his entire face for that matter. He looked like someone had just given him awful news, and her heart skipped a beat.


  What if someone they knew saw her at the bar, drinking, and in this dress. Saw her talking to another man? The dress was the one part of her plan, she hadn’t considered, but it wasn’t that revealing, she could say…


  “Hey,” he said softly. “Where you been?”


  “I figured I’d haunt the convention center, talk up some of the local people there. I ended up having a couple of drinks at Finnegan’s with some others” No lie, there were other people there, she just left out she didn’t know anyone.


  But badly wanted to know at least one of them.


  Keira was going to continue but noticed as she spoke he didn’t seem to be listening. His eyes were on her, but definitely not seeing her.


  “What about you?” she walked over and sat down on the edge of the couch to his right. “Did dinner fall through?”


  “I…went but had to leave early.” He looked down at his phone next to him on the couch. “Got some bad news.”


  The last part came out in a barely audible whisper as if he were talking more to himself than to her.


  “What happened?” she put her hand on his leg. “Your parents okay?”


  “Not that kind of bad news,” he answered while staring straight ahead instead of looking at her. “It’s about the election.”


  “What about it?”


  Still not looking at her, he lifted the glass and knocked back the last of its contents.


  “It’s over,” he whispered.


  “Over?” she asked incredulously. “Did you see the news? Our lead is increasing, and Ramos on NBC talked about how we’re already helping by donating from our own campaign fund.”


  “That’s going to change,” he leaned forward, reaching for the bottle. “What’s that insurance commercial say? Life comes at you fast?”


  “You going to tell me what happened that you think is so bad?” she asked. “I mean, I am only your campaign manager, not to mention your wife.”


  “Neither for much longer, I imagine.” He lifted the bottle, then gasped in surprise when she grabbed it and yanked it away from him.


  “What the hell is going on?” Keira demanded. “What’s with all this cryptic bullshit?”


  “This isn’t going to be easy,” his eyes met hers, and she was taken aback by the look of not just defeat, but sadness on his face.


  Jason wasn’t perfect, no one was, but the one thing he’d never been was a defeatist or a quitter. They were both fighters who took challenges and adversity head on, and so far had always prevailed.


  “Lot of things in our lives haven’t been,” she voiced her last thought. “That’s why we are who we are. Whatever it is, we’ll beat it like we have everything else.” She took his hand. “We’re in this together, but you need to tell me what it is.”


  “Right,” he squeezed her hand, then eased his away. “This is the hardest thing I’ve ever had to tell you, but if I don’t, you’ll know soon enough.”


  “I don’t like the sound of that,” she took a breath. “What did you do, Jason? Take money from the kind of people we say we won’t? Make a promise you know we can’t keep?”


  “I wish it were that easy.”


  “Just tell me,” she forced herself to stay calm in light of how upset he already looked. “What did you do?”


  “I love you Keira.”


  “I love you too,” Jesus, what was going on he felt he needed to say that?


  “I…I don’t know how it happened, or why I did it. I wish I had an answer, but…”


  “But?” she prompted him.


  “Keira,” he lowered his head. “I cheated on you.”




  Chapter Three


  


  “What…did you just say?” Keira had to have heard him wrong.


  “I cheated on you, and more than once, and…and with more than one woman.”


  “I…” she shook her head. “I can’t believe I’m hearing this.”


  “Honey, I love you, I’ve always loved you! I just…”


  “You just what?” Keira’s voice rose. “Tripped and your cock fell into a line of women?”


  “You have a right to be mad,” he put his hands out in a placating manner.


  “Nice of you to allow that!” she snapped, shooting up from the couch and turning away before she did what she really wanted, which was to haul off and smack him. “How could you do this to me? To us? To our future?”


  “I didn’t mean too,” he swung his legs down from the table and went to stand, but she pointed her finger at him.


  “No! You stay right there; I don’t need you near me right now! I don’t know if I ever want you near me again!”


  “Keira, please…”


  “Please what? You have balls asking or begging for anything from me!” she shouted at him. “I want to know who they were! Some of those cute little interns from URI helping with the campaign. Volunteers?”


  “No, they were, uh…” he shrugged. “It doesn’t matter who they were, it’s that I did it.”


  “It matters to me, and you need to man the fuck up and tell me!”


  “Okay,” he held his hands up once more. “I’ll tell you, just please sit.” He gestured to the table. “Have a drink.”


  “I’ve already had a few drinks!” she snapped. “Now…”


  Keira stopped in mid shout as something dawned on her. Something that if she were right just made this nightmare even worse.


  “Wait,” her voice lowered as she reigned in her anger in order to focus. “You would have never told me this a few days before the election. You wouldn’t jeopardize it.”


  Before he could respond, she snapped her fingers. “No, scratch that, you would have never told me, unless…” she closed her eyes and her shoulders slumped. “Someone else knows don’t they?”


  “You’re right,” he sighed. “About both.”


  “Not confessing to me because of guilt, but because you were caught,” Keira looked away so he wouldn’t see her eyes welling up. “Classy, Jason, real classy.”


  “Okay, I know you’re mad, and you have every right to be, but let’s be real here.”


  “This feels pretty real.” She put her back to him as she wiped at her eyes.


  “I mean real as in perspective.”


  Keira stiffened, but remained silent, because now that her mind had slipped into the same icy calm, she used when faced with any other issue, she knew what was coming, and couldn’t believe he’d be that bold.


  But up until a minute ago she’d never have imagined he’d cheat on her.


  “You spent years banging any guy you wanted, and I was fine with it, and…”


  “You hear yourself?” Against her better judgment, the cold turned to steam in the wake of the red hot anger his words triggered. “You were fine with it! You encouraged me to do it because you loved watching me get fucked!


  “Now you’re trying to say you doing this is some kind of get even that you’re entitled to?”


  “Well, you were the one screwing other guys,” he spoke more slowly, choosing his words as if they’d matter at this point. “Yeah, I liked watching, but…”


  “Don’t even try that shit on me. I remember after you told me you wanted to see me with other men me asking of you wanted to do the same.”


  “And you said you really didn’t get into watching like I did, or did you forget that?” He folded his arms over his chest, as if he were now on the attack.


  “Apparently you forgot the conversation,” she countered. “Because I said I didn’t have the urge to watch you, but if it’s what you wanted, I’d be happy to let you be happy and was sure I’d get into it.”


  “You said that, but I could tell you really didn’t want to so I didn’t bother.”


  “Piss off,” she waved her hand angrily at him. “You loved me being with other men. Loved being in the batter’s box. In the beginning I always let you decide when we did it because I always wanted to make sure it was you who wanted it, not just me.”


  Jason scowled at her and she laughed humorlessly.


  “I see you remember now. I never cheated on you, Jason. Not once.”


  “Not true, before we stopped for good after that close call at the dinner you went out by yourself and did it.”


  “But I told you every time, and you didn’t say no.”


  “I said do what you want,” he corrected her. “Which you should have taken as no but didn’t.”


  “Don’t play word games like a child. If it was no, you would have said it. Thing was you still liked the idea of it but your new friends, all those pole up their ass old school conservative types were getting to you, making you feel bad you enjoyed something they condemned.”


  “Maybe I grew out of it. Maybe I reached a point where I just wanted my wife to myself.”


  “You could have had that, all you had to do was say it like that,” she tapped her chest. “Unlike you, I can be honest. I would have missed it, but if it was playing the game or you? I’d have always chosen you, just like I did three years ago.”


  “Only because of what happened. If that guy hadn’t had to keep it quiet like you did, everything would have been over back then.”


  “Would have been better off because it would have saved us three years of hard work. Now,” she pointed to him. “That we’re done with your lame fucking attempt to blame your infidelity on me, let’s talk about you being a cheating dog and a fucking hypocrite.


  “Because that’s what you are Jason. You just proved yourself no better than the rest of them. Playing hot shot finally went to your head, then to the other head. Big men like you can’t just fuck the boring wife, right?


  “Keira…”


  “The wife is for photo ops, the wife is for the campaign posters, and to look good on your arm. Maybe give her a pity fuck once in a while in between banging your fucking mistresses.”


  She paused and grunted. “Guess I know why you haven’t been fucking me the last few months, you don’t have anything left for your stupid wife after you’re done with your girls.”


  “Keira, I’m sorry, I really am.” He reached for her, but she swatted his hand away.


  “Sorry you were caught.”


  “All the men you were with all the years I shared you. I’d think you could understand that maybe I wanted…”


  “If you wanted it, you should have asked for it!” she gave up trying to be calm. “Know what makes this worse? That if most men told their wife they were interested in being with another woman they’d be out on their ass, you’re married to someone who would have discussed it and probably let it happen.


  “And because of our past and feeling that you did it for me, so it would only be fair. But you went behind my goddamn back!”


  “You’re right.”


  “I know I’m right! I give up my lifestyle for you because we did have a close call and I know how much your career means to you, and to both of us. Then you do this, and” she took a breath just so she could yell louder “You fucking get caught!”


  “How do I know you haven’t been doing the same thing and just haven’t been caught?” he gave her a deliberate up and down look. “What’s with that dress? Little sexy to be working the crowd for votes, or were you working them for something else?”


  “You have nerve. You cheat, get caught, now you’re projecting your infidelity on me?” Keira asked. “But I’m going to show you the difference between us, Jason. Because I’m going to tell you the truth.”


  “Truth?” His eyes went wide. “You slept with someone?”


  “You’d like that because it would get you off the hook.” She gave him a nasty smile. “Maybe even ask for details or take me in the bedroom and then take me because I still think you want to see me with someone, you’re holier than thou friends have you denying that.”


  “It’s not right, I…I used you and I degraded you and myself. We should have never done it.”


  “That works if it was once, not close to fifteen years.” She rolled her eyes. “You’re turning into one of them, Jason. What’s next? You want to bring back the Housewives handbook?”


  “Knock it off, with that. People change as they get older, and I woke up to the fact I no longer felt comfortable with my wife being a damn turn style.”


  “And you watched every turn I took until the last couple of years, and even though you pretended you didn’t want me to, don’t think I didn’t notice how you fucked me as soon as I came home.”


  “I…”


  “Matter of fact, our sex life began to die when I stopped. Seems my cuck husband can only be a man after another man’s had me.”


  “I am not a cuck!”


  “No, you’re a cheating douche bag. But back to what I was saying. I did wear this while I stumped for votes, it’s not slutty, but shows I’m not a dud old lady or one of those frumpy politician’s wives who smile and organize bake sales.


  “Then I went to the bar and had a few drinks, and know what? I’ll admit I wanted to be looked at. I wanted to feel attractive because you haven’t made me feel anything lately.”


  “You were trying to get picked up,” he smirked. “Now who shouldn’t be acting outraged?”


  “If I wanted to get picked up, I wouldn’t be home right now.”


  “Modest as always.” Jason grunted.


  “I’m an attractive sensual and seductive woman. These days I have to settle for just the first because in order to be the last two I’d need a man in my life who wants me, not other women.”


  “But you were out there trying to get other men just now!” he retorted.


  “I said I wanted to be noticed, and I was, and here I am. Won’t lie and say I didn’t think about it, but I promised you I wouldn’t and unlike you, I’m not a hypocrite so I came home.” Her face scrunched up in disgust. “So glad I did.”


  “Keira, I made a mistake. We can come back from this; you just have to be willing to let us.”


  “Who knows and what do they have?”


  “What?”


  “You heard me. You said we can come back from this. I need to know what this is.”


  “Okay, well…”


  “Before you answer, by this I mean the campaign.”


  “I was talking about us,” he told her. “You’re more important to me than the election.”


  “Obviously neither is more important to you than getting your dick wet in someone else’s cunt.”


  “That’s a little crude don’t you think?”


  “I’d say it’s what you deserve but losing the election and a divorce is what you really deserve.” She turned and walked slowly around the couch.


  “Instead, we’re not going to discuss our marriage because your wife is done talking to you.”


  “Okay,” he nodded, a look of relief on his face. “But tomorrow I’m going to have to call a press conference, try to get ahead of this.”


  “But I will talk to you as your campaign manager because we worked too hard for this to let it go because you’re a dog in heat.”


  “There’s no way out of this, trust me.”


  “If I were you I’d never say those two words to me again,” she told him, spinning on her heel to walk back across the room.


  “Duly noted.” He sat on the arm of the couch, watching her pace.


  This was a familiar scene for them. Keira needed to move around while she thought, and he usually tried to find a place where he could see her as she prowled the room.


  “I need to see what they have, and more importantly, who they are.”


  “I’m not going to show you. I admitted what I did, that’s enough.”


  “You admitted it because I was going to hear about it,” she turned back and stalked angrily up to him. “Last time I speak as your wife. Give me that fucking phone or I’m packing a suitcase, walking out of this house, and calling Melinda Ramos and telling her I left you for infidelity.”


  “You…” The look of disbelief on his face would have been comical if it weren’t under such awful circumstances. “Wouldn’t dare do that.”


  “I’d rather be the one who breaks the story, then look like the victim all the other wives of men like you are. I am no one’s fucking fool, especially not yours.”


  She put her hand out. “Phone, or I leave,” she stared daggers into him. “In fact, I’ll call her now and tell her to get a damn cameraman here in the next fifteen minutes to film me walking out.”


  She raised her eyebrows, challenging him.


  “I bet she can get someone here, and she’ll be right behind them, and if she is? I’ll be happy to give her an exclusive, because end of the day? This is my campaign and career as much as it is yours and if it’s going to blow up, I’ll be the one to do it.”


  She tapped her palm.


  “Phone, or I call, and knowing Ramos, she’s not waiting for the eleven o’ clock news, she’s going to push them to break into whatever crap show they’re airing.”


  Jason tried to stare her down but couldn’t hold her gaze more than a few seconds. With the air of drowning man going down for the last time, he turned, picked the phone up from the couch and slid his finger across the screen to open it.


  He punched in his code to unlock it and handed it to her. As soon as she took it, he went to stand, but she put her free hand on his chest.


  “No, you stay right here while I see the,” she cleared her throat. “mistakes you made.”


  Keira turned away from him so he wouldn’t see her hand shaking, because as calm and businesslike as she now sounded, her stomach was roiling, and his betrayal had her caught between wanting to cry or smash his phone against his head.


  His phone opened directly to the texts, and noticed they were from a local area code, but not a name in Jason’s contacts.


  “Hello, Mahoney, hope this isn’t a bad time. If you’re currently relaxing, you can call me back later.”


  The next text was a picture of Jason on a massage table, completely naked. He was on his stomach, and straddling him was a woman, equally nude, rubbing his shoulders.


  The picture was grainy and there wasn’t much visible other than the table to the point the upper part of the girl’s head wasn’t in the shot, just her chin and long blonde hair flowing down her shoulders.


  But her large breasts were, and even with the picture quality lacking, Keira could see her entire body glistened with oil. The next picture she was leaning over, rubbing her tits on his back, and Keira focused on her face, noting how young she was.


  In the next picture, she had her knee between Jason’s legs so she could grind her cunt into his thigh. Keira, her finger trembling slowly kept scrolling. In the last two pictures there was an odd white border on the top and bottom of the picture.


  In the next one, it was more prominent on top, and there was something flesh colored to the right edge…a finger. Once she recognized that Keira realized the white borders were blinds.


  Someone had followed Jason to some sleazy Nehru massage parlor and was taking pictures through the window, or glass door, of the booth he was in.


  And more than once, because the next picture showed Jason with a different girl, this one Asian with a tight little petite body and small perky tits. She was, however, just as young looking, and equally lubed up.


  But in this one, Jason was on his back, his hard cock in her hand. The next text was another message.


  “I know what you’re thinking, Mahoney. This is not going to end happily for you. But that’s what happens when you’ve already had so many happy endings, isn’t it?”


  The next several texts each featured a different girl, with two things in common, all were on the young side, as in barely legal looking young, and all either had Jason’s cock in their mouth, or inside them.


  Some were sucking him, and one, a young dark skinned beauty, sported his cum on her chin and flowing down her hand. Whoever took these was good with a camera, because the shots of them sucking him were zoomed in.


  Other pictures featured the girls riding him, his hands on their breasts. She kept scrolling, and by the end counted eight different girls, and as bad as that was, what was worse is these were just who the stalker caught him with.


  How many before whoever this was caught on to Jason’s nasty little habit? How many in between these girls?


  “Keira,” he spoke behind her. “Let me have the phone back. You get the point.”


  “You’re disgusting,” she spoke softly in an effort to not completely lose her shit on him. “You pay them extra to call you daddy?”


  “I never meant for it to happen. I went to a place with a couple others and just got a massage, but they got a lot more and told me about it. I knew better than to go back there, but…”


  “But” she repeated, at this point her anger and hurt shifting over to a numb feeling that she gratefully embraced.


  “There’s sites where girls offer them and…other things.”


  “They’re escorts who give erotic massages.” She closed her eyes. “How fucking stupid can you be? You don’t think if you won, none of these girls would see you on TV? Tell someone, or try to get money from us?”


  “They’re hookers, they can’t get me in trouble without bagging themselves. I used a pay by minute phone from Wal-Mart, never told them my real name, paid cash.”


  “Looks like the same room in every picture. You have an apartment somewhere I don’t know about?”


  “It’s that cheap motel in Johnston, they take cash, don’t even ask for ID. They’re hooked up with a lot of the girls. Couple of the rooms already have a massage table in them.”


  “Jesus fucking Christ.” She slapped her forehead. “You think no one would recognize you?”


  “The girls get the room and see guys all day. I just park behind the motel and go in the back and to the room.”


  “And got followed several times, pure genius you are.”


  “I don’t know what I was thinking. It was like a damn addiction, and like I said, the stress was getting to me.”


  “I could have relieved your stress!” She hissed at him. “I never shut you off, Jason. I always wanted you. You were the one who turned me down!”


  


  She paused to ask herself if she really wanted to ask the next question. “Have you done this before these pictures?”


  “The first time was last year and I felt awful, but…the stress of everything and I just…I started doing it three months ago and…once a week.”


  “Once a week for three months,” she nodded slowly. “Never the same girl twice from the looks of it.”


  “Didn’t want them to get used to what I look like. Look, I know there’s no excuse. I’d never thought about stepping out on you. I just had a weak moment.”


  “You had a lot of weak moments.” She still kept her back to him. “Good to see you’re not lying when you talk about how important diversity is, because you look like you’re really tasting the rainbow here.


  “Honey,”


  “You call me by my name and nothing else, and you might not even be doing that much longer.”


  “Okay, this is all on me, and I need to own it and…”


  “Looks like it was all on them, or in them.” She took a breath, and when she didn’t see another text, she went to his call history.


  “You called the person who texted you and spoke to them for ten minutes, who is it?”


  “Grayson Dobbs.”


  “Dobbs,” she frowned. “It sounds familiar.”


  “He’s a reporter for the Warwick Sun.”


  “That tiny little paper? It comes out once a week and it’s free.” Keira turned and threw his phone at him.


  He wasn’t fast enough and it hit him hard in the chest before falling to the floor.


  “He,” Jason winced and rubbed his chest through his shirt. “Does some freelance work for the Providence Journal too but can’t latch on. That is until after this, he thanked me in advance for the job this is going to land him.”


  “At least someone will have a job after this. You’re done in politics if this breaks, and it’s going to hurt my opportunities as well. The wife of a guy with happy ending addiction and with jailbait on top of it.”


  “I know.”


  “I don’t understand, Jason, I really don’t. I’m attractive woman! I was a stripper for God’s sake and there’s nothing I won’t do for you! Why would you do this?”


  “Because they weren’t you,” he replied quietly. “You had all those guys for all those years. Before you say it, I know I wanted you to. I enjoyed it with you. But near the end I was starting to get jealous that you had the fun.”


  “I told you I would have given you the chance, so don’t give me that.”


  “But it was years of it being that way. Then when we stopped I figured okay, past is the past. But I kept thinking about it, then I…I guess I decided it was only fair I get something on the side, sink into some strange pussy, feel another woman’s mouth.”


  “A lot of other women, or maybe I should use the term girl. You card these little twats? Because if just one of them is under 18 you’re looking at more than disgrace, you’re looking at fucking jail time.”


  “They all say they’re…”


  “Just stop.” She put her fingers to her throbbing temples “You did this for revenge when it was never me that held you back from anything. That’s bullshit, Jason. You just got too big for yourself, became what we always hated.


  “The big man, the hotshot. Money, power, and what always comes with those? Women. I know that because I blew and fucked a lot of men like you in college.”


  “Classy, and speaking of dirty secrets…”


  “Fuck off,” she sniped. “You never worried when we went out looking for a guy for you to watch fuck me. We were careful, and never shit where we ate when you got into politics, we’d go out of town and cut way down. But if we were ever outed? At least it would be both of our faults and something we did together, not you doing this to me.


  “I don’t get it, Jason. Some of these guys the excuse is the wife is getting older, or she’s a dud. He can’t get the nasty porno sex he wants from her. That’s not you. I’ve done anything and anyone you’ve wanted, and still would.


  “Instead, you pay these girls to slide all over you, then suck or fuck you. This gets out, I’m going to look like the typical naïve stupid wife who didn’t know her husband was sticking girls young enough to be their kid.”


  “You didn’t deserve any of this, I’ll say that when I give the speech to bow out of the race.”


  “You’re not bowing out of anything,” she warned him. “Let’s get back to Dobbs. Why was he following you?”


  “To prove everyone’s dirty. He thought I was the usual self-righteous asshole with skeletons in the closet.”


  “And you were nice enough to prove him right.”


  “I’m done with this, I was wrong, I threw everything away, maybe including you and I’ve had all I can handle for tonight.”


  “We’re done when I say we are,” she informed in. “But you’re right about you’re done handling this, because I’m taking it from here.”


  “There’s nothing you can do.”


  “You spoke to him, what does he want?”


  “To see me burn. It’s not about party, he wants to see all phonies go down. McKay’s corrupt business dealings and connections are why I was winning, now he has this on me,”


  “Which means he prefers McKay, so this is about a side.” She folded her arms over her chest and stroked her chin in thought. “One of you has to win and he’s deciding who he wants it to be.”


  “I tried that angle, he said McKay’s corruption has been public for months, and he tries to spin it. His issue with me is the harping on being the face of family values in Rhode Island”


  “And finds out you’re spraying your family values all over as many faces in the state as you can,” she snorted.


  “I…I offered him twenty grand to just lose the pictures, that’s why I called, so there would be no text record of it.”


  “He’s a fucking reporter. The minute he saw your number on his phone he could have turned on a recorder.” Keira sighed. “How can a smart man be so stupid?”


  “How can a woman who spread her legs for more men than she can count at this point be so preachy?”


  “Because I spread them in front of you, for you, and when you said you were done watching, still let me go out, then fuck me senseless when I came home, didn’t even let me shower first.


  “Consent and transparency are the difference, now enough about putting your fuckery on me. Did Dobbs say anything other than “I gotcha?”


  “He laughed at the bribe, said true journalism isn’t for sale. Claims he’s the real version of me and wants to see values restored and will expose any fraud he can.”


  “How very noble,” she scowled. “But everyone is for sale.”


  “I upped it to fifty, and he still said no.”


  “And how the hell were you going to explain that to me? Or were you going to confess even if he ate the pictures?”


  “I didn’t think that far ahead, I was worried about the election.”


  “Before your marriage,” she nodded. “You just keep walking right into it, don’t you?”


  “You just said you’re putting the election before talking about us.”


  “Because in this moment it matters more than our marriage.”


  “Thanks.”


  “If we lose this, you lose me.” She told him point blank. “But if we can salvage the election, I stay because to get divorced right afterwards would be damning in its own right.”


  “Then we need to get to him somehow.” he gave her a relieved smile.


  “Me staying doesn’t mean you’re forgiven, just means we’re under the same roof and play nice for the press.” She warned him. “Don’t get all happy about it.”


  “But we could work on it?” he asked hopefully.


  “Dobbs is young, right?”


  “I don’t know, he hasn’t been around long in RI. But I think he worked in New Hampshire for a couple years out of college before coming here to his home state. I’d peg him for late twenties, maybe thirties.”


  “And writing for free papers and freelancing.”


  “I tossed that at him, telling him he could use the money I was offering seeing he doesn’t make much. Guy lives in a two room rat trap in Olneyville.”


  “Sounds like our first place,” she poked at her lip in thought. “He’s like us. He has something he believes in and has disdain for money and what it does to people,” she flicked a finger in his direction. “Case in point.”


  “If he’s a moral crusader then I’m the first major notch in his belt and this is over.”


  “Why did he send you the pictures, and just not blindside you then?” Keira posed. “Wouldn’t this cause more damage to you, and us, if I just saw this on the news tomorrow?”


  “He said he wanted me to know it’s coming. Make me squirm and sweat and feel the hopelessness everyday people feel all the time.”


  “Preachy thing, isn’t he?” Even as she asked the question her mind raced. There was something there that she wasn’t seeing. Dobbs had an angle, what was it?


  “You ever do this kid wrong? Humiliate him at a press conference?”


  “You’re at most of them, I’m always courteous and fair with all the reporters, even the ones in McKay’s pocket. I only remember Dobbs asking a couple of questions and I gave him an answer. McKay and others ignore him completely because he’s nobody.”


  “Then maybe someone like you burned him at one point. Maybe cost him a job or discredited him.” she resumed pacing as she tried to sort through it. “Did he say when he’s releasing the pictures?”


  “Told me he’s bringing them to the Journal tomorrow morning to make the evening edition. Like I said, he thanked me for the job he’ll get out of this.”


  “Can’t be too much of a white knight if he’ll work there, they’ve done their share of shady shit. Sitting on stories that could damage their favs.”


  “Yeah, if he believed in the little guy he’d give it to the Sun, let them have a moment to shine.”


  “So he does have self-motivation.” Keira noted. “But why not send them right now? Get it in for the morning?”


  “Said he was going to be writing the story because that’s going to be his deal with the Journal, they only get the pics and proof if they publish his breaking story and he pens all follow ups.”


  “I wonder if we called Joey,” she referred to the PI they’d used several times since moving to RI to try and dig up dirt on rivals. “If he could find anything on him from New Hampshire before tomorrow.”


  “Think I didn’t already think of that? How do you think I knew he’s from here originally and went to school and lived up north for a few years?” Jason shook his head. “Not much he could do on short notice, but he ran his name here, and called someone up there, and other than a speeding ticket, Dobbs is clean. If there was any drama around him we’re not finding it out in time.”


  “Time,” she spread her arms out. “Why is he giving you time, or even the warning? Why give you t even slight chance to figure something out? Why let you tell me about your indiscretions instead of just surprising me?”


  “I see what you mean, it’s like he is looking for something.” Jason rubbed his hands over his eyes and face. “But he had me on the phone, if he wants something that was the time to ask.”


  “He had utter contempt for me, I could hear it in his voice. I hate to say it, Keira, but I think he just wants to make me suffer first, and its more about the type I am, than me personally. I don’t think we have anything he wants.”


  Keira walked to the end of the living room and stared out the window overlooking the street. Dobbs sounded like them. Still young, idealistic, wanting to make a name for himself, but the right way, not by kowtowing to a corrupt system.


  No, more than a name, he seemed to want to make a difference. Just like her and Jason had, and despite his fall into adultery, she knew he still did when it came to helping the everyday family.


  “Keira, I think we…”


  “Shhh.” She put her hand up, so he’d stop.


  “Whatever.”


  She heard him mumble the word, but distantly as her mind traveled further down its current path. The two of them had made a difference, but only when they found a platform to give them that chance.


  The platform of Goodwill, then Jason’s foray into politics, which he was now trying to take to a higher level. Dobbs most likely knew the Journal wasn’t exactly a bastion of integrity, but it would give him a voice, a chance to take back and control a corrupt narrative.


  Take back…control…narrative.


  Keira nodded to herself as the pieces fell into place. If that’s what he wanted, then what if she had a better option for him to make a difference? If she could convince him of that, it could save the election.


  Put Jason in the position to make the difference they wanted to see, and now that he’d royally fucked up, she knew he’d try even harder to make it up to both her and to himself.


  But on that note, was she just going to forget what he did to her? All those young girls he’d paid to fuck. Insult to injury would be her continuing to be the good woman and never take the stupid chances he had.


  Keira’s first order of business was to try to secure the election she’d worked just as hard for as Jason had. But after that some form of payback was in order, something as humiliating to Jason as this was to her but wouldn’t get attention.


  She spun on her heel and walking into the hall, plucked her phone from her purse, while ignoring Jason asking where she was going. Keira went to google and typed in Grayson Dobbs Warwick Sun.


  A picture and small bio came up, and according to it, Dobbs was 29 years old. He had writing credits from a couple of papers in Nashua New Hampshire as well as the Sun and a few articles posted in the Journal and one picked up by the AP that ran in Boston.


  She used her fingers to expand the picture. Dobbs, shown in a T-shirt and jeans, holding up a sign declaring “Free speech, not paid for speech” looked to be on the taller side, with a rugged build, and a face just as easy on the eyes.


  Keira dropped her phone back into her purse and walked back into the room, almost bumping into Jason who had been coming into the hallway to see if she’d left.


  “Hey, what were you…”


  He stopped when she put a finger to his lips.


  “Here’s what we’re going to do,” she walked forward, causing him to walk backwards into the living room. “We’re going to make Dobbs an offer better than anything the Journal can match, and one that will give him a chance to really make a difference.”


  “What are we offering?”


  “You’ll see. I’m going in my office to draft it up. You’re going to sign it, and I can notarize it.”


  “And I can call him and try to meet with him about it, as soon as I know what it is,” Jason’s eyes held a spark of hope. “Maybe he is waiting for something and that’s why we have time.”


  “You’re not meeting him. You’ve done enough.” Keira told him. “I’ll go talk to him. I’m a victim to your bullshit so there’s a better chance he listens to me.”


  “You might be right,” he admitted. “You think whatever your idea is will be enough?”


  “If he’s what he says he is, it will be. If not?” she shrugged. “I’ll sweeten the pot.”


  “What does that mean?” The look on his face told her he knew exactly what she meant.


  “I have work to do,” she brushed past him. “Send me his number so I can call him if I need to”


  “You meeting him in the morning?”


  “No, for better or worse, this all ends tonight,” she bored her ice blue eyes into his. “Better hope he agrees or part of what’s ending will be us.”


  “




  Chapter Four


  


  “We’re here, ma’am,” The Uber driver, an older man with a thick grey beard, but thinning hair announced.


  “Thank you,” Keira put her hand on the door handle as she eyed the tall run down three story house located on Manton Ave, just on the edge of Olneyville square, one of the more rundown, and dangerous areas of the state.


  “You know,” the driver continued, voicing her thoughts. “This is a pretty rough place. Would you like me to wait for you?”


  “I appreciate that,” Keira’s eyes moved to the small lot alongside the house where several cars were parked. She spotted the ten year old Honda accord that belonged to Dobbs, confirming he was home. “But I’m not sure how long I’m going to be.”


  “Okay, well, would you like me to walk you to the door?”


  “You’re very sweet,” Keira smiled at him as he turned to look into the back seat. “But I’ll be fine.”


  “I know it ain’t my place to say anything, but you working girls need to be careful about who you see and where you go.”


  Keira laughed, and he frowned.


  “Sorry, not laughing at you,” she told him. “You’re right.”


  “Then why are you laughing?”


  “Because I’m not a working girl but thanks for thinking I still have what it takes.”


  She reached out and handed him a twenty.


  “Thank you for the ride, and for proving chivalry isn’t dead yet.”


  He took the twenty and nodded.


  “Okay, miss, you stay safe.”


  “Where’s the fun in that?” she winked and exited his SUV.


  Keira walked toward the two doors at the entrance, each marked with what apartments they led to, by the old, battered mailboxes alongside them. She learned from Joey, the same source who told her what car Dobbs drove, that he was number nine on the third floor.


  Her stiletto heels clicked on the cracked cement, and she deliberately avoided eye contact with the three young men walking across the street who had stopped to watch her.


  She noticed the Uber driver hadn’t pulled away yet, waiting for her to get into the building. A good man, and one that looked past retirement age, and she wondered if he did this for something to do and extra money, or if he needed to.


  Too many older people still needed to work, and that was something that needed to change. If everything worked out tonight, she’d get the chance to try and affect that change.


  Keira ignored the wolf whistle from the young men and the call of “Hey, baby, how about you come party with us?” and walked up the cracked cement steps.


  She was relieved to find the main door unlocked and stepped into the hallway, closing it behind her. Keira went up the wooden stairs whose once vibrant carpeting was a faded and stained remnant of its former self.


  The plaster walls were cracked and pitted, and it really did remind her of one of the first apartment her and Jason had down in Florida, and that had been a step up from the one room efficiency she’d once lived in where you had to share a bathroom with two other tenants.


  She tightened the belt of her black overcoat around her waist, as she climbed the stairs and thought she couldn’t blame the driver, or the kids outside for thinking she was working or looking for a good time.


  Keira’s hopes were to play this straight, her deal for the pictures and Dobbs silence, but if more was wanted or needed, she had ensured the thought would enter his mind. Keira Mahoney, hopeful future first lady of the state was here to negotiate.


  But Ebony Rose had come out of retirement to potentially seal the deal with a kiss, and whatever else was required of her.


  Keira’s lips were painted black, and her eyes sporting the trademark black eyeshadow and thick black mascara favored by the Goth crowd. Her long black hair was down, and although she’d added some curl, she hadn’t styled of even brushed it.


  Instead, it hung about her face in a wild look as well as flowing down past her shoulder blades. She’d added a pair of black cross earrings, and a black choker with a silver skull buckle, accentuating the creamy white flesh of her neck.


  Beneath the coat, she’d dressed the way she had when visiting the sugar daddy’s, she’d met at the club and would then meet at local motels. She’d quickly painted her long fingernails and toes black while Jason looked over her proposal and stewed because he’d seen her putting on her make-up and the dress she’d laid out on the bed, as well as the leather knee high fuck me boots.


  He tried some lame argument that she was giving Dobbs even more ammunition that they weren’t who they said they were, but her counter was Jason had damned them to the point of no return, how much worse was she going to make it?


  She’d given him some assurance that he didn’t deserve saying she was hoping to distract him, and keep him off balance, but she doubted he bought it, and she wasn’t sure she did either, because she was angry, hurt, and betrayed.


  The perfect storm of emotions to lead her to returning the favor of Jason’s infidelity.


  Keira reached the third floor landing and frowned when the door on her left didn’t have a number. Fortunately, she could make out a faded eight on the peeling paint of the one across from it.


  She could make out a sliver of light from underneath the door in the poorly lit hallway and could hear the distinct sound of someone rapidly pounding away on a keyboard.


  Dobbs working on his defining moment, and their ruination.


  Keira knocked, and the typing stopped, but she didn’t hear anyone approaching the door. She knocked louder and a deep voice called out.


  “Who is it?”


  “Mister Dobbs, its Keira Mahoney. I was hoping you would speak with me.”


  She heard footsteps on the creaky floorboards and stepped back so if he peered through the peephole he could see her.


  A moment went by and she heard the sound of two deadbolts being thrown back, and a chain being unhooked. The door opened, and Grayson Dobbs stood in the doorway.


  He wore a sleeveless black t-shirt and ripped blue jeans; his feet bare on the hardwood floor. As he took a second to appraise her, Keira did the same. He was better looking in person than in his picture, enough that she might not mind at all, if she needed to be persuasive.


  He had beautiful light green eyes, set beneath a shock of thick black hair that was a currently a mess, as if he constantly ran his fingers through it. Dobbs had good cheek bones, and a strong jaw currently covered in a couple of days’ worth of dark scruff.


  There were small black gauges in each of his ears, and both his upper arms were decorated with tribal style tattoos done in black ink, the broad points and angles appearing to be some type of Celtic symbols.


  Beneath the ink, the definition in his muscular upper arms was easy to see, and his forearms were thick, and coated in a fine mass of dark hair, as was the visible part of his upper chest.


  She couldn’t help dropping her eyes below his waist, and the bulge outlined in his tight jeans hinted at a cock that was proportionate to the rest of his impressive physique.


  His eyes lingered on her face, granted the coat had her covered from just below her neck down to the tip of her boots, and after a moment, they narrowed, and he cocked his head slightly.


  “Interesting look, Mrs. Mahoney,” his voice was deep and melodic, perfect for radio, or considering his looks, just as good for video. “I thought Halloween was a couple days ago.”


  “What can I say?” she flashed him a smile, her perfect ivory teeth a sharp contrast to her black lips. “Sometimes a girl gets tired of putting on the professional air and likes to be herself.”


  “So, Keira Mahoney’s idea of herself is dressing like Lily Munster?”


  She ignored the dig and kept up the playful act.


  “I did pretty well as Lily back in college, and every once in a while it’s fun to feel young again.”


  “Okay,” he shrugged. “I have to say, I’m surprised to see you here.”


  “Are you?” her smile turned coy. “Considering what you sent my husband, I’d think you’d be expecting me.”


  “If you need those pictures in court I’ll be happy to send you copies,” he told her. “But not until after the paper publishes edited versions of them.” His smile turned nasty. “If you saw them you know most of them aren’t exactly PG.”


  “I saw them,” she gestured past him. “Do you think we could talk inside?”


  “Not sure what we’re going to talk about that needs more than a minute,” Dobbs folded his arms and leaned against the doorway. “Told your husband I’m not for sale, the truth never should be.”


  “I agree, but sometimes overlooking a small wrong, can lead to a much greater good.”


  “I don’t consider being a pompous jack ass telling everyone how society’s moral decay is tied to the absence of family values while his favorite hobby is banging women who aren’t only not his wife but could be his daughter.”


  Keira didn’t respond to the remark, after all, what could she come back with?


  “Speaking of, I find it funny someone who talks so much about family doesn’t have any kids. Little contradictory, don’t you think?”


  “I can’t have children,” she told him. “I had uterine cancer at a young age, they had to take everything.”


  “Oh,” he frowned, and ran his fingers through his hair, proving her guess about the way it looked correct. “I’m sorry to hear that. Apologizes for the crude comment.”


  “No need to be sorry,” her dark lips curled into a smirk. “I’m lying. I just wanted to slow your self-righteous roll.”


  “Lying,” he repeated slowly, then after a few seconds, bowed his head to her. “Well played!” To her surprise he clapped his hands. “You’re right, I was getting preachy, can’t help myself sometimes.”


  “Real answer is I’m too career driven to have children, and a big part of my career has always been helping people who do have children, take care of them.”


  “Now that I’m done sounded like a righteous tool, how about a do over?” She extended her hand. “Keira, it’s nice to meet you, Mister Dobbs.”


  “Grayson is fine,” he took her hand which all but vanished in his large grip. “Come on in,” he stepped aside to allow her to enter.


  As she walked past him, she heard him throwing the bolts behind her, and realized she’d put herself in a bad position. No, that was stupid, what was he going to do to her? Or maybe the words ‘that she’d mind” could be added to that thought.


  “Bad neighborhood, the damn door downstairs is broken and doesn’t lock, slum lords too cheap to fix it. Would you like something to drink?”


  “No thank you.” She surveyed the room, which was a living room with a small counter near one end that featured a small stove, fridge and sink behind it: the kitchen.


  There were two doors visible, one she imagined his bedroom the other the bathroom. The living room was sparsely furnished with mismatched couch and chairs that looked like he’d picked up at a thrift store or yard sales.


  There was a small flat screen TV on a scarred end table, and an equally battered desk near the wall with an open laptop. Next to it was the only expensive looking item in the room aside from the laptop, a Nikon camera.


  “I guess I should apologize for what’s going to happen,” Grayson walked past her to sit in the blue armchair, the front of which was water stained. “You didn’t do anything wrong, and I’m sure you didn’t know what, or who, your husband was doing.”


  He raised his eyebrows. “Or did you, and you’re just one of those women who think the money’s worth being made a fool of and getting sloppy seconds?”


  “First rule of this conversation is you’re going to stop with the generalizations,” she sat on the couch across from him. “I came here to talk, not listen to your working class bullshit.”


  “Nasty1” he raked his fingers through the air, making a meowing sound. “But fair enough.”


  “If you’re any type of reporter, Grayson, you’ve done research on Jason, and probably me as well.”


  “I have.”


  “Then you see the history. Working for shit money at Goodwill, helping people, moving up through the ranks, and continuing to help people.”


  “I saw that,” he nodded.


  “All of Jason’s work as a city councilmen and congressmen have been pro working class and pro-family. I’m sure you saw how much smaller our campaign funds always were because we were choosy about who we took money from.”


  He nodded.


  “That continued up here, both with my work in nonprofits and his political record here. Our last fundraiser 10% of the proceeds went to the building of a day care.”


  “All true.”


  “So you see Jason isn’t lying, he wants to help and his track record shows nothing to contradict that.”


  “But he’s a liar. He talks this game of family, yet shits on his wife, and that’s also shitting on his voters. They think he’s a good man, he’s not, and they deserve to know that.”


  “And by exposing him, you put the state back into the hands of a on the take career politician who has driven this state to the brink of bankruptcy, and not put any money in anyone’s pocket but his and his corrupt backers. How is that a win for the state?”


  “It’s a win for the truth.” He told her. “McKay is a world class D-bag, but people know it, and if they choose to vote for him, they’re making a mistake, but it’s an educated one, they know who and what he is.


  “They vote for your husband because they think they’re getting a good man. I’m showing them they’re getting a womanizing dog in heat.” He put his hands out. “Maybe they still vote for him, who knows? But they’ll know who they’re voting for.”


  “My husband is a good man who had a lapse of judgement.”


  “Once is a lapse, he has a goddamn harem of lapses.” He leaned forward and clasped his hands between his knees. “I’m sorry because I know these sucks for you, but I sent pictures of different girls. He’s seen some a few times.”


  Jason had told her it was never the same girl twice. Another lie, even when he was fessing up. She swallowed a fresh wave of humiliation and kept to the matter at hand.


  “You been following him for months and just writing the story now? Why wait?”


  “I wanted the fall to be more dramatic. Teach anyone else out there like him, that no matter what you think, you’re never safe. Your sins will always catch up to you.”


  “I don’t buy that’s the only reason,” she leaned back and crossed her legs. “Don’t insult me, Grayson, I’m far from the little woman who smiles in photo ops.”


  He didn’t respond, but she could see the wheels churning behind his eyes. She’d taken a shot in the dark, and apparently hit something.


  “Grayson, that’s an odd name,” she said, swapping gears to not make him feel she was pressing him. “I like it, but never heard it before. You named after someone?”


  “My dad was a big Batman fan.”


  “I thought that was Bruce Wayne.”


  “Yes, but Dick Grayson was Robin, then he became Nightwing and Dad really liked him so…” he grinned. “I’m named after a comic book character.”


  “That’s fun at least. I’m named after my mother’s favorite aunt.”


  “That true or do you not have any aunts?” He kept a serious look, then lost the battle and smiled.


  “Touché!” Keira laughed. “You’re quick.”


  “Hopefully that’s not what you heard about me,” the smile still played around his lips.


  “Quick is okay first time out, takes the edge off for round two.” She smiled at the way his eyes widened. “I’m sorry, I figured an innuendo was looking for one in return.”


  “I was hinting, you were pretty direct.”


  “I always am. I’m a non bullshit kind of girl. That’s why I’m here Grayson, because you doing this is bullshit.”


  “What your husband did was bullshit, so if you have a problem with this talk to him.”


  “I get where you’re coming from,” she explained. “I do. When I was young I had nothing, neither did he, and we had the same angst and bitterness about well to do people that you do.


  “We still do, which is why we’re in this game, to win it, and take the playing field back for people who deserve it. But along the way, you learn that there are good people with money and influence, but also no one is perfect, no one ideal is flawless, and sometimes you can spite yourself by being too strict with your values.”


  “Meaning what? Because he can do some good, his lying and cheating is okay? You did know, didn’t you?”


  “No, I only know because of you, so no matter how this ends, I owe you a thank you, because he was making a fool of me. Now, thanks to you, the entire state will see me as a fool, or think what you did, that I just turned a blind eye to it, like so many women do.”


  “I’m sorry if this affects you, but again, I didn’t do this, he did.”


  “Very true, but this is my dream too, Grayson. I have worked as hard as him through this whole journey. I’m not the supportive wife. I handle the finance, I help him with strategy, help write his speeches, I’m running his campaign.


  “This loss will be mine as much as his and I have worked too hard and given up too much to see it come down because end of the day Jason couldn’t keep his dick out of the mouth of a bunch of barely legal sex workers.”


  “Interesting word choice, I was waiting for sluts or whores.”


  “When you were once one of them you tend not to judge.”


  “What did you say?” His eyes widened.


  “I told you Lily did well by me,” Keira paused. “Where’s your phone?”


  “On my desk, why?”


  “Go get it, and put it down,” she pointed to the cheap coffee table between them. “I want to see its off, and you’re not recording.”


  “Slick one, aren’t you?” he got up and after retrieving his phone, came back and put it down so she could see it.


  “Top give you an idea of how slick I am I drove to a hotel in Kingston and has Uber pick me up there so the driver didn’t know who I was. Keira Mahoney coming to a place like this late at night is the type of thing the Grayson’s of the world like to find out.”


  “You’re smarter than he is, I see,” he told her.


  “Anything in your pockets?” she immediately answered. “Never mind, those jeans are so tight, I can see everything in them.


  The look on his face was one of surprise, but she kept going, not giving him a chance to remark on her comment.


  “Keira Mahoney, formerly Keira Gannon is pretty dull on paper. No drama, no trouble, daughter of a single mother after my father died of a heart attack. Good student, gained a scholarship, worked through school as a waitress to make ends meet. But you know all that.”


  “I do.”


  “But Keira had an alter ego. A hot little Goth named Ebony Rose. Exotic dancer who fucked for extra tips in the back room, went home with high rollers, and became the sugar baby to more than a few guys during her career.”


  “Holy shit.”


  “That’s right, if you want to know how full of crap Jason’s morality is, he married a sex worker, and that’s why I use that term. We use what we have to get what we need and we provide men with what they need in exchange for that which we have.”


  “You…made that sound pretty damn fancy.” He laughed. “Ever think of writing?”


  “I prefer living to making things up.”


  “And he knew your past?”


  “Yes, I told him because we met not long after I quit and I was afraid of being recognized by someone I’d been with when we were out together.”


  “And he was fine with it?”


  “More than fine, he loved it. He loved the fact men had paid to watch me dance, paid to fuck me.”


  “You’re screwing with me.”


  “Know what a hot wife is?”


  “Like a swinger, right?”


  “Swingers are usually couples who swap. A hot wife fucks other men, often in front of their husband who gets off on watching. From a few months after we were dating until our first year here, Jason watched other men fuck me.”


  “No way.”


  “And it got him so hot, that they’d barely have their cock out of me, then he’d be taking their place.”


  Grayson shook his head.


  “I don’t believe this, and if it’s real, why tell me?”


  “He’d fuck me with their cum all over my tits, my face, my ass, or sometimes they’d shoot deep and he’d shove his cock right into the mess and add his own.”


  Keira spoke slowly, letting him imagine it, think about it, and to open his mind to see her in a sexual way, prepping him to know that if she offered, she meant it.


  “I know that’s a lot to believe. If you’re not wired that way you’ll never get it. But I was an exhibitionist who learned to use sex to get what I want and developed very casual attitude towards it, and he was a voyeur who got off on seeing men use his wife.


  “It’s a way of bragging. If you have a pretty girlfriend, you like if your friends tell you that. Take it to the next level. You think she’s so hot, and such a good fuck that you want other men to experience her, to walk away thinking that lucky bastard gets her anytime he wants.”


  “I’ve heard of it,” he wiped at his face which she noticed had reddened. “Seen some stuff like that in porn, but never seen anyone like that for real.”


  “Well,” she pulled her phone from her purse. “Seeing you were nice enough to send some pics, I’ll show you a couple.”


  She tapped the couch, “Come sit with me, unless you’d rather me come sit in your lap?”


  He rose faster than she had hoped and came over to sit beside her.


  “I shouldn’t have these, but memories are all I have left, so I kept some on my laptop and sent them to my phone when I knew I was going to come talk to you.”


  She opened her phone and went into her photos. The first one she showed was of her bent over a bed, her skirt over her hips while a powerfully built man took her doggy. She’d chosen this one because she was still completely dressed, and she wanted to leave what was under her jacket to his imagination, at least for now.


  “Look in the background,” she made the picture larger and there was Jason, standing by the side of the bed, shirtless, but his cock out of his jeans and in his hand, stroking while watching her get nailed.


  “This was a good time.”


  The next picture was her on her back, legs behind the shoulders of a man as dark as the thigh highs she wore, her feet over her head and her blouse was still on, just wide open.


  “The first round was always hard and fast, most of the time I never got undressed until the bull of the night needed to catch his breath, then I’d get naked and suck him hard again.”


  “Oh,” she snapped her fingers, while watching Grayson stare at the photo.


  The look on his face a blend of disbelief and arousal as his eyes darted rapidly from the phone to her face, as if refusing to believe this was the same woman, and the feelings realizing she was inspired in him.


  “This is the main reason to show you,” she again enlarged the picture with her fingers to show Jason in the background, sitting in a chair, a glass of wine in his hand while watching his wife get fucked.


  Keira took in the expression on her face, eyes wide, mouth open as she was pounded by her lover’s huge cock.


  “One more,” she told him, and could hear a tremor in her voice as she took in the pictures from when their sex life had been at its peak.


  This one, showed her bent over once more, but a close up of just her ass and hips and Jason behind her. There was a large puddle of cum all over her ass and the person who’d left it there, stood beside her, his cock still semi hard while watching Jason take his turn.


  “That’s who my husband and I were for years, and who we’d still be if not for his push to be governor in the countries smallest state. This is mister moral majority in action.”


  “Wow,” Grayson whispered. “That’s insane.”


  “Now, you might notice I sound more than a little bitter because what you saw, and all the other times we did that, he was there, and helped pick the guy I’d fuck. Later we had a phase where I went out without him, then came back and told him the details and we’d have sex on the spot.


  “But all of it was with his consent, I never cheated on him. I offered him to be with other women and I’d watch, but he always said no. Now I find out he’s cheating on me, and it’s because his new buddies and his new life have him convinced he needed revenge, that his wife got to play, why can’t he?


  “Except you didn’t know,” Grayson nodded. “I get it.”


  “Do you? This is another reason why if this gets out I’ll be so angry I’m a free, open minded, sexual woman, who still is all those things and one hell of a fuck if I say so myself, and I’m going to be the laughingstock?


  “I’m going to look like the boring housewife whose husband, the real man went out and got his, then came back home and kissed the wife after who knows where his lips had been?”


  She shook her head and glared at the phone. “I don’t deserve that. My career will take a huge hit, my reputation ruined professionally and as a woman, and the worst is it looks like every other case of the stud player husband and the dutiful wifey.”


  “I don’t know why you’re telling me this.” He admitted. “I feel for you, but I can’t not do this. Everyone like him deserves to be exposed.” Grayson paused, and then sighed.


  “Seeing you’re being so upfront, my father cheated on my mother. Did it with her best friend and for years, then left her for that bitch for good. I grew up helping my mom take care of my younger brother and sister.


  “Put my career on hold a bit because I worked construction for a couple years out of school because it was good money, and I wrote on the side and sent her money every week. But past the financial strain, he broke her heart and I have no tolerance for cheats.”


  “I can see why.”


  “Thing about cheats?” he continued. “Think about it this way. These are people who will lie to, hurt, and betray people they love. What would they do to someone else?” He shook his head. “Never trust a cheat,” he pointed to her. “You’ll never trust him again.”


  “You’re not wrong, but there’s a prize to eye, and that prize is helping people. You can trust me when I say he is going to pay for this. He loses, I leave, but if I convince you not to do this, I stay but its name only, he won’t have a wife, he’ll have a roommate for as long as I decide it stays that way because I won’t let him ruin my chance to be the change we all want.”


  Grayson didn’t respond, but the pensive look on his face told her he was considering her words, and not dismissing them.


  “I told, and proved, all these things to you because it’s going to be part of the deal I’m now going to propose to you.”


  “I told your husband I don’t want money.”


  “That sounds nice, but come on, Grayson, look around. You want to live here the rest of your life?”


  “No, and part of why I do is I refuse to write lies. Makes a job with a newspaper harder than it should.”


  “Jason said your goal is to get a job out of this.”


  “The Journal will hire me for this. It’s the biggest scandal in twenty years, and I did the work on it. If they don’t make an offer, I let the Sun do it, I might get a small bonus, but oh well, a fraud is still shown for who he is.”


  “You think the Journal gives you a chance to have a voice? A bright spot of truth in an otherwise fake industry that pushes agenda over facts?”


  “Yes.”


  “But there will be push back because their name is behind your opinion. What if someone were to offer you a better position, one that would help you control the narrative, give you the power to truly affect change?”


  “I don’t know where you’re going, but I know the only way I get it is to pretend I never saw him do the things in the pictures.”


  “True,” she put her hand up. “Now before you tell me all about how moral you are, I’ll ask you this. Do you really care about seeing real change for those who deserve it? Or you full of shit, like most of the rest of them?”


  “I would be living a lot better if I was a sell out,” he cracked. “Truth doesn’t pay much these days. But you have nerve putting that to me after what Mahoney did with those girls.”


  “My husband lost his way. He bought into the power trip, the boy’s club, being a man’s man like the others. Yes, he played do as I say, not as I do. But…whose business is where he sticks his dick other than his and mine?”


  “Like I said, the voters should know the man they’re voting for.”


  “So you expose him for being a cheat, and in so doing, the state loses someone who will make needed changes. Just because he committed adultery doesn’t mean he’s lying about everything he’s going to do for people.


  “And remember, I am right there with him, and at this point that dog knows if he slips up, if he doesn’t listen to me? I will blow the whistle on him myself. Either with your pictures or my own. But this way? I control how I’m perceived, and it won’t come to that because what the two of us have is the sword of Damocles.”


  “Now, as for you?” Keira reached into her jacket and removed a manila envelope, handing it to him.


  “What’s this?” he looked at the blank envelope, then worked the brass clasp open.


  “That’s a contract stating you are the press secretary of the Governor’s office. Guaranteed for the four year term, or if something happens, you’re paid anything owed to you in severance.”


  “Press secretary?” Grayson slipped out the two page document, his eyes gliding over it. “I’m not qualified.”


  “You are, you’re wanting the truth and accountability is what qualifies you. You will not stand there and spin and lie. You will tell the reporters exactly what the Mahoney administration is up to, and that’s not going to be a problem because it will all be good.


  “If it’s not? If Jason doesn’t do the right thing? You will not cover for him; you will admit what the mistake was and own it. Our spin is the reason we chose you is integrity.”


  “Spin,” he frowned.


  “Bad choice of words,” she put her hands up. “It was what he and I discussed, but after talking to you, I’m convinced you mean it. You’re just like me, and like Jason still is other than his midlife crisis affairs.”


  “I’d be a hypocrite if I took this,” but he kept reading. “Seventy five thousand the first two years, eighty the next two.”


  “Goes up if we’re reelected.” Keira liked the way he said the numbers and the look on his face accompanying his words. “Medical, and a state issued car. You can ditch that ten year old Honda.”


  “This is one hell of an offer.”


  “All legit, second page has Jason’s signature and I notarized it. I have my notary stamp in my purse. You sign tonight I do my thing, and its official. Providing we win, which we will.”


  “If I sit on this story,” he put the contract down and ran both his hands through his hair. “But I’m selling out.”


  “To do so much better! You see anything you don’t like; you say it at a conference, or if there’s a reporter in the state you trust, give it to them. You get to be part of the new narrative, Grayson.


  “You and me, and Jason, three kids that clawed for everything they have, now on the same team and taking it to the establishment. Tell me that doesn’t help more than a damn take down piece.”


  “It does,” he sighed. “But how do you know I won’t use the pictures, you want them, right?”


  “If you sign this, you give me your phone, the camera, and your laptop.”


  “No way,” he bristled.


  “Joey, a PI we use and trust, is going to transfer all your files, everything but those pictures or any docs about them to a new laptop and you get it tomorrow afternoon. We’ll buy you a new camera, and the phone?”


  She reached into her purse and brought out a brand new I-phone still in its box. “This is on our plan and activated. You can use it tonight, and tomorrow we go to the Verizon store and transfer all your data, except for the pics which you’ll delete in front of me before I take the phone.”


  “This is getting cloak and dagger,” he grunted. “I should just trust you with my devices?””


  “There’s another form in the envelope explaining all of this, signed by me. You sign, I notarize and all this is binding.”


  “But the pictures are gone. Why wouldn’t Jason…”


  “Not gone,” she held up her phone. “I made Jason send them to me, then deleted them from his phone so the idiot doesn’t somehow lose it.”


  “You’ll have the only copies.”


  “I will, and trust me, Grayson, not as a politician’s wife, but as a scorned woman, that if he sticks his dick out in front of any woman that’s not me?” she laughed nastily, “And that won’t be for some time, he is going down. I will send you the pictures back, along with the ones of him watching me with other men and you can blow it all open.”


  “We are going to control him as a candidate and a man.” Grayson slipped out the other form and looked it over. “That’s hardcore.”


  “I’m hardcore, and in every way.”


  “I see it, and I saw it.”


  “What do you say Grayson? We can all do what we’ve always been wanting to, and you will have a great job where you’ll tell people the truth, not the spin, and all there will be is truth, I swear it.”


  “I don’t know if I can live with myself for looking the other way.”


  Keira bit back the desire to smack him, ideals were one thing, but the white knight shit was getting old.


  “Try looking at yourself in a nice place, with a new car, new suits, going to work in a position of importance. All those reporters who looked down at you writing for a free paper now have to respect you and if there’s some you don’t like? Who says you ever have to take their questions?”


  “I…like that,” he said softly. “Man, they’d be pissed.”


  “Yeah, and so will Jason because every time he sees you he’ll know why you have the job and that you’re going to be his downfall if he screws up again.”


  “More like you will be, miss hell hath no fury.”


  “I’ll be the judge, you’ll be executioner.”


  “Very dramatic,” he chuckled. “You really should look into writing.”


  “Like I said, I like to live fantasies, not write about them.” She gave him a sly smile. “I haven’t gotten to the best part yet.”


  “There’s more?” he blinked. “Damn, you’re making this hard.”


  “If that’s what I need to do, I will.” Keira felt she had him with just the offer, but damn he was fine, and he still hadn’t said yes yet, and so far everything about this had been ultimately for Jason, where was her payback for what he’d done?


  She rose from the couch and plucking a pen from her jacket pocket handed it to him.


  “There’s one more perk to the position that isn’t listed on there.”


  “What’s that?”


  Keira untied the jacket.


  “You see as of now, you’re getting a dream job, and Jason gets to be governor. But what do I get? Where’s my reward for saving his ass, and my revenge for what he did?”


  Grayson’s eyes widened as she eased the jacket from her shoulders.


  “Tell me something, mister press secretary, what better way to stick it to a dog like Jason?” she let the coat fall to the floor. “Then sticking it to his wife?”




  Chapter Five


  


  “Holy shit,” Grayson whispered, his eyes raking up and down Keira’s body as she stood before him.


  Her outfit, a simple spaghetti strap, one piece black micro dress so tight it appeared painted on, was just part of his reaction. The sleeveless dress showed off her heavily tattooed upper arms.


  Both the grim reaper on her right, and the winged she-devil on her left were done in black ink, the two main images surrounded by an array of small skulls, bats, and behind both the creature’s heads was a pentagram.


  Across her upper chest in gothic lettering were the words “Takers take until they’re taken” and below the hem of the dress, which ended only a few inches below thighs exposed a large image on the outer part of each of her thighs.


  The left featured Medusa, her reptilian face surrounded by the snakes which made up her hair. The right, a silhouette of a witch on a broom in front of a red moon with the words, ‘Ride of Die’ over it.


  “This is why you’ll never see the future governor’s wife in anything sleeveless or short.” She told him. “No place for Ebony Rose in the statehouse now is there?”


  “Jesus, you’re fine,” his eyes lingered on her chest where the painted on dress made two things apparent, that she was braless, and her nipples were pierced. “How the fuck did a guy like that end up with you?”


  “Because he wasn’t who he is now. Back then Jason loved being with the bad girl, now? A picture of me like this would ruin him to his new friends almost as fast as those pics.”


  She smiled down at him, “But enough about him, let’s talk about us.”


  “Us.” He repeated, making no attempt to stop blatantly looking her up and down.


  “I told you I needed to get something out of this. That something is going to be you, Grayson.”


  “I’m listening,” he said softly.


  “I’ve been a good woman for three years, my reward for that is in those pictures you have. I want revenge, Grayson. You’re going to be that revenge, and I’m going to be a benefit not listed in that contract.”


  She slipped her thumbs under the straps and eased them down her upper arms.


  “But I can’t just go out and find fun, girl like me has to be careful, so maybe I just find one guy to fuck me whenever I need it.”


  She slipped her arms through the straps and didn’t hesitate to pull the top of the dress down, exposing her breasts.


  Her milky white tits were on the smaller side, but round, firm, and sitting high and proud on her chest. Black spikes pierced her pale pink nipples and on the ivory skin between her breasts was a tattoo of a black lotus.


  Grayson, wet his lips, and a glance between his legs disclosed a much larger bulge than what she’d seen earlier.


  “That’s going to be you, Grayson, and when I say whenever I need it? That’s most of the time. I have three years and many affairs to make up for.”


  Keira pushed the dress down to her hips, exposing the onyx stud in her navel and the black flames tattooed around it. She put her back to him, showing off the black skeletal wings inked on each side of her back that ran from the tops of her shoulders to the curve of her ass.


  She pushed the dress over that curve, showing off the black string of the skimpy thong that separated her well rounded and tight white cheeks. She bent over to push the dress over her boots and to the floor, showing her ass off to him.


  Kicking the dress away from her, she hooked her fingers into her thong while still speaking.


  “You hate cheats, you hate men like Jason?” she worked the thong down over the sweet curve of her ass. “Imagine while he’s giving a speech, you in a back room with his wife on her knees for you, sucking your cock.”


  She bent over once more, slowly peeling the thong from her smooth, pink, and extremely sticky cunt.


  “Bending her over the desk, face down, ass up, fucking her while he talks all about family values.” She pushed the thong to the floor, and stepped out of it, then turned to face him.


  “In case you’re wondering? We won’t be cheating. Jason will know what we’re doing, and he’s going to put up with it,” she flashed a nasty smirk. “I’m willing to bet it might even turn him on, but he won’t ever admit it.”


  “He knows you came here to fuck me?”


  “I told him I would do anything to sweeten the deal.” Keira put her right hand between her legs, and opened her pink slit, showing off her swollen clit beneath its hood.


  “I’ve been told I taste pretty sweet,” she stroked her clit, and a visible shudder went through her. “Want to find out?”


  “You do want this election,” he whistled.


  “I do, but right now what I really want is your cock in my mouth.”


  She stepped up between his legs, and slowly sank to her knees. Her hands went to his jeans, deftly unsnapping them and pulling down his zipper.


  “Hmm,” she whispered, her pink tongue gliding over her black lips. “You’re not wearing any underwear.”


  “I was just hanging around the house,” his eyes were fixed on her opening his jeans and sliding her hand inside.


  “Not hanging now,” she gripped his hard cock, and tugged it out into the open. “Seems like I have your full attention, do I?”


  “Yeah,” he breathed as she slowly pumped his cock.


  He was long, thick and so hard her mouth was literally watering at the thought of having his cock inside it.


  She turned her eyes up to meet his.


  “Do we have a deal, Grayson? Great job, chance to see things done right, and?” she flicked her tongue across the head of his twitching cock. “This bad girl anytime, anyplace, and anyway you want her.”


  He groaned when she swirled her tongue along the sensitive ridge beneath his swollen purple head.


  “Yes,” his hips jerked when Keira briefly took his tip between her lips, and sucked hard, slurping his precum into her mouth.


  “Prove it,” she told him, nodding her head towards the contracts on the table behind her.


  He hesitated and she asked. “You think I’m teasing? That I’d get naked and on my knees for you, and then leave when you sign?”


  She pumped his cock faster and made him squirm when she rubbed her palm over his tip, working his precum around his head, before using it to lube up his shaft when she resumed stoking him.


  “You saw those pictures of me getting fucked. You see me now; you know I owe him this. You sign and I am going to fuck you until your balls hurt and you blow dust the last round.”


  She took him into her mouth, and bobbed her head, giving him several long slow sucks, before releasing him from her dark lips.


  “Come on, baby! You’re teasing both of us! I need this cock in my needy little cunt! But not until you shoot a big messy load down my throat,” she giggled. “Down his wife’s throat and knowing I’m going to tell him you did it.”


  “He’s going to know he’s getting nothing while I keep him shut off for a while, and know every time he sees you, you’re riding his ride and doing it so much better than he can.”


  She opened wide, putting her mouth over his head, and let a long glob flow from her mouth and onto his tip where is slid down his shaft and over her hand.


  “How do those wedding rings look around your dick,” she licked her spit from his shaft. “I’m a nasty little thing, Grayson, the wildest fuck you’ll ever have, and I want you to be my stress relief, and baby?” she pushed her lips into a pout. “I have soooo much stress!”


  “I…I can’t take this anymore.” He leaned forward, picked up the pen, and as Keira pumped his cock he signed both forms with a trembling hand. Before the pen was out of his hand, his cock was in her mouth, and she moaned, her eyes rolling back as she rapidly bobbed her head.


  “Fuck,” Grayson leaned back as Keira opened wider, taking him deeper and now making sloppy gurgling noises as she pushed his impressive girth further down her throat


  He stripped his shirt off as she happily sucked and slurped on his beautiful cock, and after throwing it to the side, put his hand on her head, while the other brushed her hair to the side, giving him a clear view of her black lips sliding along his shaft.


  Keira angled her head and forced his full length down her throat, pressing her lips to the base of his shaft. She gagged, and her eyes began to water, but she held him there, her tongue sliding out to glide over his balls.


  “You are a nasty thing, aren’t you?” he asked while wrapping his fist in her hair. He yanked hard on it, the brief fiery pain in her scalp eclipsed by the warm gush of moist heat it caused between her legs.


  Spit and drool flowed from her mouth as his cock fell from her mouth, and she smiled up at him threw her sticky lips.


  “Your nasty thing,” she said through her ragged breaths. “Now how about you show me what a bad boy you are and fuck the first ladies’ mouth?”


  She took him deep in one smooth suck, gagging when she pushed her mouth harder onto him, forcing him further down her throat. Grayson didn’t hesitate to give her what she wanted, putting his other hand on her head, and holding her still, thrust his hips.


  Keira gurgled and gagged, drool squirting from her mouth as he pounded his cock into it. He eased her head back a few inches to be able to watch more of his length violate her mouth and laughed as he thrust his hips even harder.


  “That’s right, Mahoney,” he whispered. “I’m using your wife’s mouth, face fucking her while you stay home and pray I don’t ruin you.”


  His words caused her to moan around him, as her cunt flowed causing her to grind her hips in tight circles while he punished her mouth with his big dick.


  “Glug, glug, glug!” the sounds of her sloppy slurping and gagging sounded through the room as he repeatedly jammed his cock down her throat.


  Keira’s cheeks, now flushed red in exertion, were streaked with black tears as her make up ran down her face. She put her hands on his stomach, her long black nails digging into his hard muscular flesh as he ravaged her helpless mouth.


  His breathing was getting heavier and his thighs trembling alongside her arms, and not wanting him to cum yet, she pushed against his chest, and lifted her head in his hands.


  He didn’t try to jeep her head down, but his hands remained entangled in her hair, and she was thrilled to feel them there. Keira spit a sticky glob of pre cum laced spit onto his balls, and eagerly lowered her head, and slurped up the mess


  Grayson moaned and moved his hips as Keira swirled her tongue over his swollen balls, then sucked the left one into her mouth. She sucked it hard, and eased her head back, stretching his sac while teasing him with her tongue.


  “Damn,” he gasped. “Look at the first lady of the state working my nuts.” He smiled when his words elicited a moan from her. “Going to go home and kiss your husband with that mouth?”


  Keira’s answer was to suck on the other side of his sac, while now slowly stroking his sloppy wet cock. She opened as wide as she could, now sucking his both his balls into her mouth as he moaned and his fingers tightened in her hair.


  Keira let him fall from her mouth, warm drool now flowing down her chin and onto her chest. When some of it slid over her aching left nipple, she whimpered at the sensation, god she needed this!


  She ran her tongue back up his cock, then while holding it in her left hand, rubbed her cheek along his shaft like a kitten nuzzling against someone’s hand.


  “God, this is such a nice cock,” she moaned, turning her head to do the same to the other side.


  Grayson removed his left hand from her air, and gripping the base of his cock, whacked it hard into her cheek.


  “Yes!” she moaned. “Oh, fuck yeah!”


  “Like that?” he pulled her head back and whipped his cock back and forth, striking both side of her face. “Getting beaten with another man’s dick?”


  “Love it!” she gasped as he continued to strike her face with his big hard cock so hard that it stung but had her clit throbbing and her cunt gushing. “Make his wife your whore!”


  She stuck her tongue out and groaned when he whacked his cock hard against it. Her face was splattered with pre cum and spit, and as he continued to assault both her tongue and face, she grabbed the sides of his jeans and yanked on them.


  He lifted his hips and as she pulled his jeans over them and pushed them down his legs, she sucked his cock into her mouth the next time he slapped it on her tongue. She sucked him hard and fast while pulling his pants from his feet, then went into overdrive.


  “Jesus!” Grayson gasped as she repeatedly deep throated him, easily rediscovering the oral mastery she hadn’t been able to fully turn loose in three years.


  Keira put her hands behind her head, and taking her hint, he slid his over them, pinning them to the back of her head. Keira released high pitch squeals and widened her ice blue eyes, looking at him imploringly as if he were forcing her to take his cock.


  Grayson surprised her by rising to his feet so he was now standing over her, and she rose higher on her knees to accommodate him.


  “On your knees looking up at me, while I fuck your mouth,” he spoke in between his deep breaths. “Maybe we should send pictures of this to your husband.”


  Keira moaned in agreement, while driving her face down onto his once again thrusting cock. This time he wasn’t holding her head, just her hands as she shoved her face down into rising cock.


  He released her hands, and she squealed when they went between them, grabbing her tits. Her small breasts fit into the palms of his large hands as he roughly fondled them.


  When his fingers captured the spike in her nipples and twisted them, she squealed, and that sound went up an octave when he twisted them back the other way. Grayson was neither shy nor gentle and it was exactly what she needed, someone unafraid to take a woman.


  She shifted her now free hands to his cock, rubbing his balls with her left while slipping two fingers around the base of his shaft and now jerking him into her mouth. His hands trembled against her tits and his hips rocked, matching the timing of her sucking, and meeting her descending mouth.


  She switched from caressing to lightly tickling his balls with her nails, and with a low guttural growl, Grayson erupted into her mouth. Keira emitted a gurgling moan as her mouth flooded with warm sticky cum.


  A shiver of pleasure went through her as the first slippery slimy spurt flowed down her throat. Keeping just his tip in her mouth, she pumped him furiously in her first, as he gasped and groaned.


  Several thick spurts splashed against the back of her throat and she eagerly swallowed all of it while working him for more. She squeezed his balls to coax everything he had from them.


  When the spurts turned to dribbles that puddled on her tongue, she resumed sucking, slurping and licking to get every drop from his twitched cock. Grayson moaned, and put his hands on her shoulders, pushing to get her to stop.


  She hollowed her cheeks, managing to get a few more drops and an uncharacteristic whimper from him. Keira eased him from her lips, and looking up at him, showed him the mess on her tongue, then closer her mouth and blew several cum bubbles, causing them to burst and ooze down her chin.


  “I…I got nothing to say,” he shook his head while staring down at her as she pushed her tongue through the frothy mess on her lips.


  She gripped his cock tightly. His long, thick shaft now smeared with black lipstick felt so good in her hand, and most importantly?


  He was still hard.


  Keira shot up to her feet and shoved him in the chest. Caught off guard he fell back onto the couch. His ass had barely touched the cushion when Keira was climbing on top of him, one leg on either side of his, she quickly straddled him, gripped his still twitching cock, and guided it to her aching cunt.


  “Fuck yeah!” she cried out as she drove down onto him, impaling herself on his long cock.


  He was thick enough to cause a brief moment of discomfort as her recently neglected cunt was forced to stretch to accommodate him. But that didn’t stop her from bouncing on his lap, riding him hard and fast, crying out in not just pleasure, but pure joy as she pounded down on him.


  “Oh, Oh…shit,” Grayson grimaced as his still sensitive head was engulfed in her snug warm heat.


  “Stay hard for me!” she demanded, gripping his shoulders and digging her nails into his shoulders hard enough to leave small red crescents in his skin. “Don’t you dare go soft! I’ve waited a long time to get a cock that’s not attached to my husband!”


  She bounced harder, pushing on his shoulders for leverage and leaning over him, shoved her left tit in his mouth He eagerly opened wide, sucking not just her nipple, but a good portion of the firm flesh of her breast into his mouth.


  His hands went to her hips, gripping them tightly as she now moved them in a circular motion, grinding on his lap, and working his cock around her sloppy cunt.


  “How do you like your lap dance from the soon to be governor’s wife?” she asked, then laughed and threw her head back, letting her long hair fly out behind her. “Ebony Rose rides again!”


  “You’re as wild as you look,” he said around her breast, then got busy tonguing her nipple. He turned his head to tease her by flicking the spike with his tongue before sucking her pink flesh between his lips.


  Keira rode him wildly, switching from up and down to moving her hips side to side, front to back, sliding along his lap and cock, and going in grinding circles, changing from fast to slow.


  Grayson remained still beneath her, letting her do the work as his hands roamed along her back, sliding over her smooth and now sweat slicked and flushed flesh, They ran up into her long soft hair and his mouth continued to move from one delighted nipple to the other, giving them both ample attention.


  His hips had begun to move beneath her, his powerful thighs flexing as he pushed his cock into her descending cunt.


  “Your new boss is riding you hard, isn’t she?” she grabbed his face and kissed him hard, cutting off any response.


  Her lips were still sticky from his cum, but he didn’t seem to care as his mouth pressed hard to hers and his tongue plunged into her mouth. She moaned as their tongues danced over one another and slowed her movements to a more sensual caressing of his cock with her tight cunt.


  “I don’t work for you,” he whispered against her lips. “I work for the people.”


  She cried out as his hands shifted to her ass and he surged to his feet. She wrapped her hands around his neck, yelping as he effortlessly lifted then lowered her along his cock.


  “I don’t care who you work for, just keep working me!” she moaned as he fucked her standing up, her long legs now around his waist, her ankles crossed, locking him into her.


  He squeezed her ass harder, spreading her cheeks wider and allowing him to penetrate her even deeper. She leaned back, extending her arms and arching her back, pushing her tits at him. Grayson lowered his head, devouring her right breast while bouncing her on his deliciously inexhaustible cock.


  He spun around and bending over let her go, dropping her onto the couch. Her back had just met the cushion and he was on one knee between her legs, his other foot on the floor, and his cock still inside her.


  He lifted her right leg and thrust his hips, fucking her with long slow strokes that had her purring and making happy little sounds as he made her feel every inch of him. Grayson held her leg above the boot and lifting it higher unzipped the boot with his other hand and pulling it off, tossed it behind the couch.


  “I want you completely naked,” he told her, draping her foot over the couch and lifting her other leg to remove her boot. “Only thing I want on you is me.”


  “Until you fuck me in my office, with my dress up and thong to the side,” she told him as he held her bare foot pushing her leg out and gripping the one on the couch. “Or better yet? In his office.” She giggled. “Maybe when he’s there, make him watch.”


  “He’d like it.”


  “No, because he won’t be getting any sloppy seconds, those will be yours too.”


  “Sloppy seconds,” he gave her a wicked smile. “I’m getting hungry.”


  He slipped his cock from inside her and sliding off the couch buried his face between her thighs.


  “Hmm, that’s it!” she grabbed his hair in her fingers, pressing his face to her smooth slick slit, “Get a good taste of what you’ll be getting for lunch,” she giggled, “Hope you don’t get tired of it like my husband did.”


  “Your husband is an idiot for a lot of reasons,” he paused to blow on her clit, making her hips jerk. “Biggest one being thinking he was going to get better than this.” He lowered his head and plunged his tongue inside her.


  “You are a smooth talker,” she moaned when he placed his hands on her thighs, and using his fingers spread her lips wide. “You’ll make a great spokesperson for the administration with that talented tongue.”


  “Only as good as my source material,” he pressed his lips to her and made a loud slurping sound, making her eyes roll back. “And this is one hell of a source.”


  “Source of trouble,” she sighed as he swirled his tongue inside her.


  “Or inspiration,” he quipped, before shoving his tongue deep and moving his head, using his rigid tongue to fuck her.


  “I’ll take that,” she let her head fall back on the couch, and lifting her right leg, draped it over his shoulder while the right remained along the top of the couch. “I’ll take anything you want to give me.”


  “Careful what you wish for,” he whispered as he eased his tongue from inside her, making her groan when he replaced it with two thick fingers. “You might keep getting it.”


  “I’ll take my chances, ohh, honey, that is sooo good!’ she cooed as he traced a slow circle around her throbbing clit.


  Grayson’s reply was to repeat the move, the make her gasp with several hard sucks on her clit. He resumed using his tongue flicking her up and down, then side to side. Keira moaned softly, and let her body relax, enjoying having a good looking man slaving between her legs.


  Her hand left his hair and gripping the spikes in her nipples she twisted them back and forth. For the next few minutes, the only sound in the room was her soft moans and contented sighs of pleasure as Grayson worked her clit with a skill that already had her thinking about the next time, and the time after that.


  He wasn’t just good, he was patient. She was wound up enough he could have made her come in two minutes if he really went at her. Instead, his fingers barely moved inside her, just remained there, making her cunt feel scrumptiously full.


  His tongue was quick, but gentle, light flicks across her excited flesh in varying speeds and directions. Her thighs trembled and her hips rocked under the tender ministrations of his tongue and the slow building orgasm she felt brewing within her promised to be the best one she’d had in years.


  “Like that,” she breathed, her foot shifting from his back to his shoulder, her black toes curling into them. “Make me cum, baby. Make his wife come for you, show her how a real man takes care of a woman instead of paying little girls to moan for him.”


  His fingers thrust hard into her, making her gasp, and when he shook his wrist side to side, roughly working them inside her, her hips thrust and the slow build up now turned into a roaring heat deep inside her.


  “Going to come in your face, and then you’re going to fuck me again! Shove that big cock into my hot cunt, and fuck me as hard as you want, anyway you want!” she twisted the spikes hard enough to make her breath hiss between her teeth.


  “Oh, I want to!” she squirmed, pressing her hot flesh to his face. “I need to! Please, baby, please make me…fuck!”


  She howled when he plunged a finger into her ass, sending her exploding over the edge. Her cunt tightened around his still moving fingers and her hips rocked in a hard circular motion, smearing her cunt in his face, and keeping his tongue pressed to her clit.


  Keira twisted the spikes back and forth as she yelped several times before releasing a long low guttural groan as her orgasm tore through her. Grayson pressed his fingers against each other through the thin membrane between her ass and cunt as both her holes tightened around them.


  She bucked her hips, pushing his fingers deeper as she yipped and squealed, writhing on his cheap couch two feet away from the paperwork that had saved the election, and this beautiful man still licking and fingering her well-deserved icing on the cake.


  “Oh, fuck, baby,” she sighed as the last of the orgasm flowed through her “ I needed that so b…Oh!”


  Like a man possessed, Grayson shot to his feet and grabbing her hips pulled her to the edge of the couch. Grabbing her ankles, he lifted her legs and plowed into her. Unlike the last time, he wasn’t taking his time.


  This time he was simply taking her.


  He spread her legs wide as he leaned over, pounding his cock into her hot, sloppy and still quivering cunt. She could feel herself gushing each time he plowed into her, warm sticky juices dripping down her thighs.


  She put her hands behind her, bracing them on the back of the couch so she’d remain on the edge of it while his big dick repeatedly plundered her pink slit. He slipped her knees behind his shoulders, and leaned forward, his face now over his.


  Keira squealed and yelped, unable to form words as her feet where now above her head and she was practically bent in half. His cock plunged straight down into her going so deep her eyes were rolling like a slot machine and her mouth open in a silent O as she couldn’t get out anything but ragged breaths.


  Above her Grayson looked amazing, muscles in his upper arms and shoulders bulging, and glistening with sweat, his hairy chest damp with it, and his face wet and sticky from her cunt.


  His light green eyes were wide and bright with lust and his mouth open, his breathing deep and heavy from the effort of seemingly trying to drive his cock out of the top of her head.


  The couch rocked and protested under the force of his fucking and he small breasts bounced and jiggled as he took her harder than she could ever remember being taken. He stopped as quickly as he’d started, pulling out of her, and straightening.


  He grabbed her arms and yanked her forward. Keira yelped when she came off the couch and landed on her ass. Grayson gripped her shoulders, and with a wrench of them, spun her to the side.


  His hands went to her hips, yanking them up so she was now on her knee. Kneeling behind her he plowed into her with enough force to pitch her forward, her hands just getting down in time keep her face from being planted into the floor.


  Grayson pressed one hand in the middle of her back, pushing, and she obediently lowered her upper body to the floor, her tits pressing against the cool wooden floor. She turned her head, letting her cheek rest on it as well.


  Behind her, Grayson fucked her with a frenzied force that bordered on violent. Keira cried out repeatedly under the assault, as well as the stinging in her knees as they slid on the floor as he pushed and pulled on her hips.


  She wouldn’t be wearing skirts for a week after this, that was for damn sure. “Mrs. Mahoney, how did you get skinned knees…well, you see…”


  “Take me!” she groaned, egging him on despite the fact her cunt was getting sore for the power of his relentless fucking. “Make me yours! Make his woman yours! Show me what you do to snotty little rich bitches, Grayson!”


  Her words earned her a hard slap to her ass, then one to the other side, adding a stinging burning pain to her list of things she’d feel later, but in the moment felt better than she could ever imagine.


  He dealt her several harder smacks that had her gritting her teeth even as her cunt flowed and clutched at him.


  “Punish him by punishing me! Use his wife, treat her like the slut she is! Leave marks on me and let him see them! Let him know what you did to me and that its all his fault!”


  She yowled when he grabbed her hair and yanked on it, while squeezing her rapidly swelling ass hard with his free hand.


  “Face down, ass up, that’s how I deserve to be, isn’t it? That’s how I’ve been for a lot of men, but you’re going to be the only one to have me more than once, have me as many times as you want, have me for the next four fucking years!”


  “Oh, yeah,” he moaned, than managed a weak laugh. “Then four more years, four more years!”


  “I love it!” she tried to laugh, but it turned into a squeal as his hips went faster and his fucking became downright savage.


  “Yeah,” Grayson gasped. “I…you…oh, god!”


  “Inside!” she demanded. “Come inside his wife’s cunt! Send me home with you dripping down my thighs! Ohh…”


  His cock jerked and flooded her already sopping slit with his warm cum. He sent several long spurts deep inside her delighted cunt, painting her pink walls white, and giving her the ultimate thrill of having another man’s cum inside her.


  “Jesus Christ,” Grayson moaned as he eased his cock from inside her. “I…I don’t think I’ve ever fucked anyone that hard.”


  “Lucky me.” She pushed herself up to her knees, then wincing, eased herself up to sit on the couch. “Yeah, no skirts,” she grunted, eyeing her badly scraped knees.


  “Oh, damn, I’m sorry.” He told her. “About slapping your ass so hard too. I just lost it. You’re so damn hot, and who you are, and getting even with guys like him.”


  He’d been calm and cool all night but was now speaking in a nervous rush.


  “I used to think about fucking a woman like you, looks, money, power, but I never thought I’d get the…” He stopped when he saw her grinning at him. “I sound like an idiot, don’t I?”


  “No, you sound like someone who made fantasy reality,” she laughed. “Told you I don’t write about it, I do it.”


  “I’m a fan of your reality,” he told her.


  “I’ll take you up on that drink.” She told him.


  “Shit, of course.” He walked across the room and around the small counter.


  “You have a nice ass,” she told him. “Nice everything.”


  “You have a better than nice everything,” he returned with two bottles of water.


  He opened hers and handed it to her, and as she chugged most of it, she watched him do the same.


  “Love those tats,” he told her. “Can’t believe there’s such a wild thing under those dresses and suits.


  “I love being the lady in the street, whore in the sheets.” She shrugged and loved the way his eyes caught the way it made her tits jiggle. “You’ll see a lot of both sides of me.”


  “Right,” he rose and grabbed his jeans.


  “What are you doing?”


  “I’m going to shut down the laptop so you can take it with you. Find the bag for the camera. You know, keep the deal.”


  “Keep the laptop,” she told him. “I’m going to trust you, Grayson.”


  “I…wow, was I that good?” He laughed.


  “Actually, yes, but it’s not the sex, before that I can tell you have conviction.”


  “So much conviction I signed off on this at mouth point.”


  “That’s a good one,” she clapped her hands. “But you did it to be able to do more than you can now. If the offer had just been sex, you wouldn’t have.”


  “That’s right,” he paused to look her up and down. “Then again, once you got naked I think I would have given you anything.”


  “If it’s that easy, this will work out fine. But seriously, I am going to trust you with those pictures. I ask that if anything happens that they need to be made public I get to know about it, because I’m leaving him before it drops.”


  “That’s where I trust you too,” he told her. “You said he will do the good he always has, and that’s what I want. He does it, I’m happy to see him as governor,” he leaned over and kissed her cheek. “And the hottest first lady the states ever seen.”


  “Ebony Rose, or Keira Mahoney?”


  “Both.” He went to grab his jeans again, and she caught his hand.


  “What’s with you wanting to get dressed?”


  His eyes narrowed, and a slight smile played around his lips.


  “Should I not?”


  “You have the first lady here, naked, and I don’t get too see your bedroom? Just going to fuck me on the floor like a slut?”


  “You seemed to like it.”


  “That might be true, but you could take me to your bedroom and be nice to me for the next round.”


  “I could do that.”


  “After we shower though, and who knows what might happen in there?” she rose to her feet, and opened her legs, showing off the cum dribbling down her thigh. “I don’t think you want to go down on me again until I clean up.”


  “Good point,” he took her hand. “Right this way.”


  “Too bad Jason wasn’t here.”


  “Huh?” he stopped and turned to face her. “You’d want him to watch or like join in? Thought you were mad at him.”


  “I am that’s why I’d want him here,” she gave him a wicked smile through her sticky black smeared lips. “Instead of the shower, I’d just feed him this cream pie.”


  “You…can be a real bitch, can’t you?” he looked genuinely concerned.


  “Hell hath no fury, baby, now how about we take a nice shower, then you can continue to show me how qualified you are for this position.”


  “Oh, I’m qualified,” he slipped his arm around her. “In any position you’ll let me try.”




  Chapter Six


  


  One week later


  


  “That’s it, baby, just like that!” Keira moaned while bent over Jason’s desk, her black skirt, up over her hips, thong to the side, and her black thigh high stockings looking good on her creamy thighs. “Quick and dirty!”


  Behind her, Grayson, looking good in charcoal gray shirt and black slacks, still fully dressed, with his cock out of his pants, gripped her hips and pounded her hard and fast.


  “Fucking the governor’s wife in his office while he’s at a meeting!” she tossed her head, sending her hair over her back so she could peer over her shoulder at him. “He knows it too, knows you’re fucking me, and he can’t say shit about it.”


  Other than moaning, Grayson remained silent, not feeding her dirty talk, and she noticed his eyes kept darting to the door. He was fine if were after work or Jason wasn’t around, but this was the third time she’d gone after him when her husband was close by and he was always nervous.


  Not so nervous she couldn’t entice him first with her mouth, then by bending over for him, or like last time, hopping up on her desk while he went down on her, then fucked her with her legs up over his shoulders.


  Keira wasn’t lying, Jason knew how she’d gotten Grayson to sign and she’d point blank told him she had free rein with Grayson for as long as she wanted. He didn’t look happy but knew his choice would be for her to leave him.


  He swore he would never step out again and asked if she’d eventually forgive him, and she told him that at some point she would, but for now, she was going to enjoy what she’d been missing and he could have his hand, because if it was ever anyone else’s they were through in all but name until he was no longer Governor.


  “Harder!” she lifted her left leg, putting her knee on the desk, and opening wider for him. “Come quick and I’ll let you paint my face! Blow a load all over the first lady’s face and right in his…”


  “Fuck!” Grayson swore, stepping back and gripping his cock.


  Keira quickly dropped to her knees, spinning to face him, her face tilted upwards, mouth open expectantly. His first squirt went deep into her mouth, and she closed it, swallowing as he proceeded to spray the rest of his copious load across both her cheeks, her chin and some of it hitting her just beneath her eye,


  “Hmm, is that what they mean by a liquid lunch?” she giggled, slipping her finger through the cum on her chin and sucking it into her mouth.


  “That’s…” Grayson was already tucking his cock into his pants. “A…”


  “Jesus!”


  Grayson jumped as Jason entered the room, and quickly put his back to him as he zipped up. Keira however, remained on her knees, because this was exactly what she’d been hoping for and why she kept getting Grayson to fuck her while they were working.


  “Goddamn it, Keira!” Jason had quickly closed and locked the door behind him. “Seriously? Right here?”


  “Anywhere I want,” she stayed on her knees. “My rules, remember that.”


  “You could get caught!”


  “Never stopped you, did it?”


  “I uh,…should go.” Grayson, still not looking at Jason, said quietly.


  “Yeah, you should.” Jason muttered, then pointed to her.


  “You just going to sit there flaunting that?”


  She smiled through her white lips and pointed to the mess oozing down her cheeks. “Haven’t you heard?”


  “Heard what?” Jason asked, exasperated.


  “This is the new face of family values!”


  


  The end
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