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Prologue


The tall steeple of the old, country church scraped the sky above. Its hard, sharp edges threatened to cut the lusts of the flesh from the hearts that entered under it. Members filed in, all wearing black to show their grief at the loss of Charles Gamble. They knew him to be a hard-working, religious man who faithfully attended services every Sunday, sat in the front row, and gave his time and hard-earned money to the church.

I knew him differently.

He was my father. A man with many faces. To my mother and me, he showed the face of cruelty and deceit, and so, when I entered that church for the first time in eight years, I was not there to grieve. I wore a short bodycon dress and matching leopard print heels with scandalously high stilettos.

I made my way to the front, pretending not to notice the widening eyes and disapproving looks, and took my seat.

This is where you sat, you prick.

The service began and played like abrasive background noise in my mind. Looking at the coffin up on the stage, I remembered the face of my abuser and my life under his tyrannical reign.

My ravenous sexuality blossomed at an early age. By age nine, I masturbated regularly. One fateful afternoon, my father burst into my room and caught me in the act. I remember the sharp ache from his crushing grip on my little wrist as he dragged me to the kitchen. He pressed my little hand – the one I had used to pleasure myself – palm down and flat onto the table.

As he took off his belt, he barked at me.

“Do you know what you’ve done?!”

The force of the rage in his voice ripped through my chest.

“You’ve invited the devil himself into your soul! And into this house!”

He lectured me about the sins of the flesh. The dangers of lust and sexual immorality. Words I barely understood at the time. But I understood his rage. And his belt. He lashed the back of my hand with it repeatedly, commanding me to never touch myself like that again. Of course, I did. Just more discreetly. It gave me momentary pleasure, release, and escape from living in hell and a sense of control over my own body and sexuality. Even back then, I resented being told what I couldn’t do with it.

By age twelve, my figure began to develop, and I started feeling attracted to boys. My father attempted to hide my newly blossoming form under clothes that looked like potato sacks. My body rebelled with increasingly voluptuous curves and escalating sexual appetite.

I hid fashion magazines under my bed and pulled them out to look at the pictures while he was at work. The women looked so beautiful and powerful to me. Their outfits flattered and celebrated their bodies. I wondered if I could look like them. I studied them frequently as he stayed away from home a lot. His absences brought a relieving calm between storms. Mother and I were grateful.

But he wasn’t away working. I would learn years later that he cheated on my mother during his disappearing acts. Perhaps that was why she got sick. After all those years of being loyal to him, suffering his wrath, she ended up betrayed. Just before my thirteenth birthday, she passed, leaving me alone with him.

At age fifteen, my resentment peaked over his prudish rules for my wardrobe. I watched other girls get attention. Their outfits were so cute. I felt invisible. So, I convinced an older friend to take me to a department store in nearby Witchita. My father seemed pleased when I told him I was going to a Bible study. It tickled me to lie to him and see him deceived. At the store, using money I had saved, I bought my first grown-up clothes. My favorite outfit included a hip-hugging, high waisted mini skirt, a cut off jean jacket, and a low-cut bodice. The next day at school, I changed out of the potato sack in the bathroom and into some of my new purchases. I’ll never forget the rush of walking down the hall, seeing heads turn and jaws drop, and most of all, throwing off the shackles of my father’s oppressive rule over my body.

My new, devious changing routine worked for weeks until the Principal called me into his office to talk to me about the immodest nature of my outfits. In spite of my pleas, the school called my father who, of course, had to come pick me up. On the ride home in his car, my heart pounded in terror, anticipating what awaited me. He seethed quietly until he pulled into the driveway and hissed at me through gritted teeth.

“Get in the house!”

He followed closely behind me. As soon as we were through the front door, he grabbed me by the back of my hair and pushed me over to the kitchen table, forcing my head down onto it with a skull ringing thud. I felt the mini skirt get yanked up around my waist, my panties pulled down, and my bare ass exposed. He seared me with the fierceness in his voice.

“Don’t move!”

I don’t know how many times he beat me with that goddamn belt. At some point, the burning turned to numbness. I remember feeling my warm blood run down between my legs, streaming from the broken skin on my ass cheeks. I also remember my new clothes being torn from my body. He tossed them into the wood-burning stove and left me naked and bleeding on the floor.

That night, I waited for him to fall asleep, packed my school bag with what essentials I could find, slipped out of the house, and never returned. I never saw him alive again.

Eight years later, I sat in his spot at his church, glaring at his coffin.

I hope you burn in hell.

When the preacher finished singing the praises of this man they imagined to be a saint, he pulled out an old favorite. Proverbs, Chapter Seven. Beware the adulteress. I found it ironic. They had no idea their fallen "brother" had cheated on my mother.

The preacher almost shouted the words as he read.

“Say to wisdom, ‘You are my sister,’ and call understanding your kinsman, that they may keep you from the adulteress, from the stranger with seductive words!”

I rolled my eyes as the congregation responded with vigorous shouts of “Amen!” and “Preach it!”

“I noticed among the youths, a young man lacking judgment!”

While this selection of scripture fit the occasion of my father’s death perfectly, it seemed an odd choice given their ignorance of his transgressions. The pastor continued, crossing the stage to a spot right in front of me. He aimed his voice in my direction.

“Then a woman came out to meet him, with the attire of a harlot and cunning of heart. She is loud and defiant!”

My eyes narrowed on him as he looked up and made eye contact with me. My mouth dropped open.

This fucker is directing this horse shit at me!

I turned in my seat to look around at the congregation behind me. Several had been glaring holes in the back of my head and felt no need to refrain when I turned and caught them.

My blood boiled. Who knows what bullshit he told them after I left. How he lied to protect his precious reputation. None of them ever tried to find me to see if I was ok.

So, they want to celebrate him and paint me as the sinner? Oh, HELL, no!

I stood up and turned to walk out. I felt their stares and heard the pastor’s voice pelting me from behind as he continued to read.

“Now in the street, now in the squares, she lurks at every corner!”

I’ve got an inspirational message for you ignorant fucks.

I reached down with my hands and took the hem of my dress. As I walked towards the door, I slowly lifted it. Two men in their Sunday suits held the doors open for me, half hiding behind them. Sweat glistened on their foreheads, and neither of them looked me in the eye.

I continued to walk and shouted at the top of my lungs.

“Take a good look at what Charles did to his only daughter!”

I pulled the dress up, exposing my scarred ass to them.

Several women gasped, and I heard one man call out.

“That whore is lying!”

The dress fit snuggly enough that I didn’t need to hold it up, so I let go. With my ass still exposed, I kept walking, lifted up my hands like goal posts, and shot birds at them.

More gasps. I exited with birds flying until the doors slammed shut behind me.

And I never looked back.

That was twelve years ago.


Chapter 1


My husband stood at the sink, dutifully doing as I asked, scrubbing stubborn pieces of melted cheese from my breakfast plate.

I smirked.

“Ron, honey, does it irritate you that my breakfast choices cause more work for you in the mornings?”

“No, dear. I’m happy for you to have whatever you like.”

I grinned, and my eyes narrowed on him. I knew his motivations to be mixed. His family and religion trained him to be a selfless servant to his wife. And he loved me. But there was more.

“Because you want this pussy, don’t you?”

He looked down at my body. He was dressed and ready to leave for work while I sat there wearing a semi-sheer black negligee. He swallowed hard, and his eyes dilated as he stared.

“Don’t let me distract you. Finish your chores, little boy.”

I laughed as he grinned, shook his head, and turned back to the sink.

Such a sweet, little man. Easy-going. Seldom lost his temper. I never worried he might raise his hand or even his voice to me. I saw enough of a man’s anger in my childhood to last five lifetimes.

When I met him, he had no sexual experience. Never cussed. I thoroughly enjoyed introducing him to a world of firsts in our early years together. Just seeing his lips tremble as he said “fuck” for the first time thrilled me. I felt like a scarlet witch seducing an innocent to take a bite of a poisoned apple.

Our relationship was perfect. Too perfect. And perfection in any form always provoked my desire to fuck things up. Dirty them. Knock the pretty porcelain statues off their pure pedestals and watch them shatter and burn.

What is wrong with me?

That bent on destruction opened a door and my thighs to an affair last year with my co-worker, Steve. Ron still didn’t know. Keeping that secret from him had ruffled me a bit. I felt guilty at times. After all, he didn’t deserve to have his trust violated. But I also felt aroused whenever I thought of it. Being a bad wife and betraying a sweet, unsuspecting man’s trust felt electric. The good wife cookie-cutter most definitely didn’t fit me. I preferred to break a mold violently over trying to stuff myself into it. The feeling of power it brought intoxicated me. I lost count how many times I masturbated thinking about it. Since the affair with Steve, I managed to stay faithful, but I fantasized about cheating often.

While Ron scrubbed another dish, I licked my fingertips, slipped them down under my black lace panties, and found the soft mound of my clitoris. Ron worshipped my pussy. My body and devilish sexual brain constantly captivated him. It manifested in lots of ways. The looks on his face. The frequent erectness of his tiny cock. Eagerness to please me. To do what I asked. And in that moment, to scrub my breakfast plate.

My fingertip softly brushed over my clit while I savored his subservience. My mouth fell open to allow an exhale as my touch awakened tingling sensations in my fleshy bulb.

“Ronald, sweetie, I’m going to need you to warm things up for me at your office today, m’kay?”

I continued to stroke.

“I’m going to make sales calls there, and I want my prospects to be ready…”

Tiny bolts of electric pleasure extended further with each stroke, darting and spreading from my clit into my body, as my fingertip continued to tease. I could feel the dew of my pussy beginning to form.

“…so I can have my way with them.”

I pulled my hand back out, slowly stood and walked up behind him to whisper in his ear.

“Someone has to bring home the bacon, after all.”

He hung his head slightly and sighed. I knew the words would sting. His income didn’t bother me. I just liked to poke at him.

Jessica, you sadist.

“Darling, I would be bringing home plenty of bacon if that cocky dumbass hadn’t stolen my promotion.”

I started to massage his shoulders.

“Awww, honey. I know that hurts you. What’s his name? Aaron?”

“Austin,” he muttered. “Austin fucking Wilder. He doesn’t know a fraction of the shit I know. Doesn’t care. Just kisses ass to the CEO, and somehow, he got hired for that job. That was supposed to be my job. My job!”

He pounded his fist on the edge of the sink, rattling the dishes in it.

“Now I have to report to that meathead and try to get him to see how lucky he is to have me. I’m…”

“The best accountant that company has. I know, sweetie.”

Ron was good at his job. He worked at Solidarity Auto Insurance Company for 20 years, moving up from a junior accountant to senior. It sounded horribly dull to me, but I could fake fascination with accounting if it could land me their phone equipment contract.

Oooh, balance sheets make me wet.

I preferred real arousal to faking it, but faking came in handy at times. I faked plenty of orgasms over the years riding Ron’s unimpressive dick. Easier than explaining why he couldn’t get me off, and I enjoyed the private game of manipulating his perceptions. My relationship with Ron felt safe and comfortable. Still, other than the wicked, waning pleasure of deflowering him in a hundred ways, my sex life needed spice.

“Well, sweetie, I know it upsets you, but I need you to put in a good word for me with that meathead because I’m going to be calling on him today.”

“But, dear, you know how uncomfortable I am trying to sell someone on anything. I get flustered. I have nervous sweats. It’s awful.”

“I know, Ron dear, but…”

I reached around his waist and pulled myself into him slowly, pressed my breasts into his back, and ran the palms of my hands down his soft belly. His body tensed up, and his hips shifted slightly forward.

“…I believe in you. You can do it.”

My hands crept closer to his crotch.

“If you do a good job getting him ready for me, I might need to take your cute little cock later and…”

I put my lips up to his ear so he could feel my breath on it.

“…milk it dry.”

I saw the hair on his neck standing on end. He giggled with boyish delight.

“Ok, dear, I’ll try my best.”

I stopped just short of touching his cock and pushed him back towards the sink.

“So easy.”

I turned to leave the kitchen. Slowly. My ass cheeks were just visible beneath the hem of the negligee, and it brushed gently back and forth on them as I walked away. Before exiting, I stopped and looked back over my shoulder. Ron turned his head to watch.

“Hypnotizing, isn’t it?” I asked. “Well, it’s off to the shower for me. I’m just dying to let that hot water spray all over these breasts…”

I cupped my breasts through the thin silk that covered them and gave him a devilish grin.

“…let it run down my body.”

He all but panted and salivated as his eyes followed my hands.

“It will feel sooo decadent. Too bad you have to work.”

I laughed.

I’m such a bitch.

“I’ll be there around 10 a.m. Have a good day, honey!”


Chapter 2


I pulled into the parking lot at Solidarity. There was a space next to Ron’s dirty, brown Oldsmobile Cutlass. A faithful, dutiful wife would have pulled right into it, but I drove right by it. Faithful and dutiful sounded confining on most days, but today, outright suffocating.

I sleep right next to your ass every night. I sure as fuck am not parking next to it.

It was fun to be mean to Ron. To toy with him. He might not like it, and he might grumble, but he’d always come crawling back under my spell. I had moments of regret, but toying with him entertained me too much to stop, and we were sorely lacking in the entertainment department.

I grinned.

Jessica, you’re hateful.

I pulled my new silver BMW X4 Coupe into a spot close to the entrance and sat for a moment. The sunlight illuminated the thin, chrome-plated trim that outlined the digital console on my dashboard. I ran my hand over the rich leather on the passenger seat next to me and traced my finger along its decorative, double-stitched seam.

“Mmmm…”

I closed my eyes and smelled the clean, fresh scent of the air inside the car.

I love new things. I’m ready for some more new.

VROOM! VROOM!

The sound of a revved engine entered the parking lot. I opened my eyes and saw a Dodge Charger pulling up in front of the Solidarity entrance. Its dark red exterior sparkled as though just cleaned. The passenger opened his door and got out. I recognized him. Jack Johnson, CEO of Solidarity. He shook his head and smiled at the driver.

“That was quite a ride, Austin. Thanks for giving this old fella some excitement!”

“Anytime, Mr. Johnson.”

Mr. Johnson winked back at him as he closed the door.

“Please. Just call me, Jack.”

Austin pointed at him and flashed a smile.

“You bet, Jack!”

So, that’s Austin.

I put my index finger between my front teeth as I studied him. Austin’s hand rested on the door, showing a silver band on one finger and a matching dress watch on his wrist. He wore a grey, pin-striped shirt. Maybe Versace. His dark, buzz-cut hair matched the length of the facial stubble that decorated his regal chin and surrounded his meaty lips.

Interesting.

He pulled his Charger around into a parking place and rolled up his windows.

It’s go time, Jessica.

I unbuttoned my blouse just enough for my cleavage to be noticeable, got out of my car, and walked toward the entrance. I wanted him just far enough behind me to get a good look. My cobalt blue power business suit hugged my curves. The short jacket revealed the matching pencil skirt as it cupped my ass, and my metal-stemmed stiletto heels straddled the line between business and devilish pleasure. My steps made a tantalizing clicking sound and caused my long, dark hair to bounce around my shoulders.

Yep, I’m landing this contract.

Austin’s voice came from behind me.

“Let me get that for you.”

I acted surprised, turned, and smiled coyly at him.

“Oh my, that’s nice! Thank you very much.”

“Certainly. I’m Austin Wilder, one of the supervisors here. And who might you be?”

We stopped just inside the door, and he offered me his hand. As I took it, I noticed his iridescent blue eyes.

Oh, damn.

They looked like tropical waters beneath a boardwalk on a sunny Summer day. Ocean waves danced in them, reflecting sunlight like tiny diamonds and revealing a kaleidoscopic orgy of blues.

His shirt and pants were pressed and perfectly tailored to his body. He smiled, showing his perfectly straight, naturally white teeth. The musky smell of his cologne graced my nostrils and triggered a warm, electric rush in my chest.

“I’m…,”

I paused, fumbling for words. Usually, this was part of my act on sales calls with men. It created an illusion of chemistry, which increased my chances of closing. Except, this time, there was no illusion, and I wasn’t acting.

God, his eyes are gorgeous.

I stood, holding his hand and gazing into those deep pools of sapphire. His smile widened as he kept my hand in his.

“You were going to tell me your name.”

“Oh my god, yes. I’m sorry. I’m Jessica. Jessica Stroker. I’m Ron’s wife.”

“Ron is married to you?”

He took a step back and looked me up and down, still holding my hand. His grip pulsed slightly with his words.

“Forgive me, Jessica, but wow! I did not picture Ron being married to someone so attractive.”

I laughed, tilted my head to the side to let my hair fall away from my eyes, and bit my bottom lip slightly.

“Thank you, Mr. Wilder. You’re quite handsome yourself. And whatever cologne you are wearing smells fantastic.”

Our hands finally separated. I continued to be strangely tongue-tied, standing there looking into his eyes and smelling him. My hands connected and clasped right in front of my vagina. It was now warm and tingling, and that’s where I want to put them when that happens.

“So, are you here visiting Ron?” he asked.

“Oh, no, actually…I mean, sure, haha. Gotta visit the ole’ ball and chain.”

He chuckled with me.

“But also, Austin, I was coming here to meet you. I’ve heard so much about you.”

“Oh, dear, that can’t be good.”

I glanced from his eyes down to his lips.

“No, as a matter of fact, it’s very good. I understand you might be one of the company’s decision-makers for purchasing telecom equipment and services. Is that true?”

“As a matter of fact, it is.”

He seemed delighted to have that answer. A glint of mischief entered his eyes, and he smirked playfully.

“So, would you like to talk about your, um…equipment?”

Very smooth, Mr. Wilder. An entirely ambiguous comment. Baited for the woman who would bite, and plausibly deniable for the woman who wouldn’t. I, of course, wanted to bite. I opened my mouth in half-pretended surprise.

“Oh my god, you are bad!” I said, smacking his shoulder with the back of my hand. Then I turned my hand to grab it, squeezed it slightly, and let my palm flatten and melt onto it. It felt like soft leather stretched over polished marble.

“And, damn, you’re fit!”

He looked over at my hand on his shoulder.

“I try. Working out keeps me occupied and out of trouble,” he said.

“I see. So, you are inclined to get into trouble?”

I opened my lips slightly and lit a mischievous lantern in my eyes as I looked brazenly into his.

“So, would you like to hear about my, um…services?”

His eyes and smile widened. I laughed.

“You’re not the only one who’s bad, Mr. Wilder.”


Chapter 3


“Hi, honey!!”

I came up behind Ron at his desk, wrapped my arms around him, and kissed him on the cheek. My whole body buzzed from an hour of reckless flirting with Austin.

“Hey, darling. That’s quite a greeting!” Ron said.

“I’m happy to see you,” I said.

I stayed wrapped around Ron, his body hunched over under my attack hug. My words drizzled on him like hot syrup onto warm pancakes.

This little game you’re playing is so evil.

A part of me desperately tried to pump the breaks. My conscience pleaded with me.

Jessica, don’t do this. Ron is so innocent.

But flirting with Austin unleashed a dark tide in my soul. It had been building for years. Broke loose in my affair with Steve. And now it crested, ready to crash on the beach of Ron’s susceptible soul. Austin made me laugh, sure. Smelled good. He wore great clothes. And, oh, those dreamy eyes. But more than all of that, Austin’s shrewd, cutthroat ambition neutered Ron in the one place he felt powerful. His job. It made Austin the perfect accomplice to the most hateful, evil betrayal my heart could imagine. For my inner lioness, Ron’s innocence made him a succulent lamb waiting for slaughter. The more I thought about it, the more my pussy throbbed with excitement.

Fuck being a good wife.

My heart now raced with a lust to commit the crime, break the rules, and burn my marriage to the ground. I whispered a few more sweet nothings in Ron’s ear, playing him like a fiddle. Then I kissed him one more time, slowly released him, and dragged my fingertips up his chest until they slid off his shoulders.

He spun around in his chair to face me. “Wow, you look amazing!”

“Why, thank you, dear!”

“I was getting a little worried about you. It’s almost 11 o’clock. I thought you said you were going to be here at 10. Are you going to be late for your appointment?”

“Not me, babe! I’ve been here since nine-thirty. Your boss is very nice and showed me around the building.”

I gestured back and grinned playfully at Austin, who was standing behind me. No doubt, he enjoyed the angle when I bent over to hug Ron. Just as I intended.

“Hey, man, why did you wait so long to introduce me to your wife? She’s definitely your better half,” Austin quipped.

Ron forced a laugh.

“Yeah, she’s really something. I’m lucky to have her.”

I pretended to deflect the attention.

“Now boys, you two are making me blush. I’m going to run back to my office and start working on that proposal for you, Mr. Wilder. I should be able to be back here with it tomorrow by 5 p.m. Is that too late?”

“Not at all, Jessica. Tomorrow at 5 p.m. will be perfect.”

“Bye, honey!!” I kissed Ron again.

“I’ll escort you out,” Austin offered, gesturing towards the door.

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Wilder. That’s very kind.”

“After you,” he said, smiling.

I felt the soft, snug embrace of my skirt on my hips as I walked towards the door.

That’s right, boys, keep watching. Both of you.

Ron’s palpable discomfort with Austin and I’s chemistry was a new toy I wanted to play with and torture. I felt intoxicated with power. Both men like puppets on my strings.

As Austin and I got close to the door, I turned and spoke to him in a sultry tone.

“So, Mr. Wilder…”

I looked down his frame towards his cock while I took out my business card and then back into his eyes.

“This is my card, but I’d like for you to be able to reach me in a more personal way.”

“I’d love to have access to you in a more personal way.”

“Do you have a pen?” I asked.

I knew he had one. A black and gold Waterman pen hung on his shirt pocket. Based on the quality of his belongings, it appeared he had successfully screwed my husband out of a very lucrative promotion.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out the pen.

“Very nice,” I said. I took the pen from him with my right hand and rested the tip on my lips. With my left hand, I turned my business card over, laid it on his shirt, and pressed slightly to feel his firm chest while I fucked him with my eyes.

“No one has this number. Not even Ron.”

“You are a very naughty woman, aren’t you?”

I pursed my lips flirtatiously, wrote my private number on the card, and tucked it back into Austin’s shirt pocket. Then, I took the pen and tucked it into my cleavage until it was just out of sight.

He looked with delighted surprise at where the pen had disappeared. I studied his gorgeous blue eyes as his pupils dilated and watched them return to meet mine.

“I’m going to be needing that back,” he said.

“Then, take it.”

“Right here? Now?”

He looked around to see who might be watching. We were, after all, in the main lobby of the building.

“Yes. Here. Now.”

“You aren’t worried about your husband finding out?”

“Austin, are you going to take the pen or not?”

Reluctantly, he looked around again, then reached for my breasts and slipped his fingers between them. When the warmth of his hands met my skin, a hot, electric rush darted from the spot he touched down through my tightening abdomen and into my pussy.

“Yessss,” I whispered, still looking into his eyes.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he whispered.

“It’s thrilling. Isn’t it?”

He glanced back up into my eyes. In his, I saw the mixture of the slightest fear swirled into a whirlpool of roguish delight. He shook his head, grinning, and returned his gaze to assist his searching hand. I continued to stand, one hand on my hip, my other arm relaxing at my side. The longer it took him, the more excited I became.

“Just think, Austin, how scandalous it would be if someone walked in and caught us,” I whispered. “What if Ron walked in and found you so close to me? Saw you staring at my breasts? Saw you touching them? And me clearly letting you?”

“Oh, I’m well aware,” he laughed. “You are wild.”

“This is so fucking hot, Austin. It’s making my pussy wet.”

He pulled the pen out and placed it back in his pocket.

“May I?” I asked.

“May you what?”

Without explaining, I reached down to touch the bulge that had formed in his pants.

His torso stiffened, and his lips parted slightly.

“You’re hard,” I said.

I took my thumb and index finger and ran them along the outline of his cock, pushing back the fabric of his pants to get a better feel of it.

“Mmmm, you’re very hard. And thick. I like it!”

He turned his head to the side, his breath quickening as he glanced in his peripheral to see if anyone was watching.

I shifted my stance slightly to lock my gaze directly into his.

“I bet that would feel amazing in my mouth.”

Then, I released my grip on him and turned to leave.

“You have my number, Mr. Wilder. I sincerely hope you’ll use it. I promise you’ll be a very satisfied customer.”

Once outside the door, I looked back at him briefly, waved and winked. Then laughed. I walked to the car, heels clicking. I could feel his eyes on my ass and taut calves.

That’s right, Austin. Get a good look.

My conscience lay knocked out on the floor of my mental boxing ring. My wicked inner vampire stood triumphant over it, fangs bared.

Being this evil was too much fun. I wanted to find out just how far I could take it.


Chapter 4


My BMW slow rolled up to a four way stop in a residential area on my way home from Solidarity. Not my usual way home. Most days, I wanted the excitement of fast driving on the interstate, the energy of traffic, and the amusement of flipping off strangers. Today, however, I wanted a quieter, slower ride to savor the events of my delicious dealings with Austin Wilder. No cars approached from any direction. Mine sat in solitude at the stop sign. I took the opportunity to thumb through my phone. A quick social media check. Email. Texts.

A scream shattered the silence.

“No, daddy! Stop!”

The sound came from the house on the corner, and a little girl darted out the front door, off the porch, and out into the yard. Not far behind her, a large man in overalls crashed through the door yelling.

“Get your ass back in here!”

The little girl fled the yard for the sidewalk and started walking. My hands clenched the steering wheel. Instinct took over. I hit the gas, pulled my car up in front of the house, and got out. As I ran up to her, she turned to look at me, and the sunlight fell on the bruises on one side of her face. Fresh.

My blood boiled. I turned towards the man still advancing through the yard and yelled at him.

“Stay back!”

“Lady, this isn’t your business. Why don’t you get back in your car…”

“The fuck it’s not!”

The murder in my eyes halted the man from coming any closer. He scowled at me and folded his arms across his chest. I turned to the little girl and crouched down to her eye level. She trembled, and her chest heaved as tears continued pouring from her swollen eyes.

“He did this to you, didn’t he?”

She shifted to the side so that my body shielded her from his view. Her big brown eyes searched mine as if looking for a sign of safety.

“He’s done this to you before, hasn’t he?”

She nodded.

“What’s your name?”

Her voiced cracked.

“Amber.”

“Amber, listen to me. When I was a little girl, I had a horrible father who did the same things to my mother and me. I wanted to run away, but I was scared, and I didn’t know where I could go. Is that how you feel?”

Her bottom lip puffed out as her eyes closed, and the tears renewed their flow. I stood and marched back to the car while staring down the piece of shit in the front yard. I yanked open the passenger side door and glove compartment.

I know it’s in here.

I grabbed it and walked over to the edge of the yard, arms folded, with my Luger 9mm in hand, and rested on my arm where he could see it. His eyes widened.

“Listen, mother fucker. I know about men like you. I lived with a man like you. And I have nothing but hatred for men like you. So, unless you want to take your last breath lying in a pool of your own blood right where you are standing, I suggest you get your fucking ass back in your shitty house and stay there.”

“Whatever, bitch. I’m calling the cops.”

My eyes didn’t flinch.

“Go ahead. Save me a phone call. They have special cells for abusers who beat their children.”

He shook his head and turned. I stayed planted in my stance and watched him until he was back in his cage. Amber got into the car with me, and we sat for an hour and talked. I shared more of my story, and she, in the words of a terrified 8-year-old, told me hers.

“Amber, when I was your age, I didn’t have anywhere to go. But you do. There’s a wonderful place nearby where some dear friends of mine take care of little girls like you. You would be safe there. He could never hurt you again. Can I take you there?”

Amber turned and looked at the house of horrors.

“I’ll make sure we get anything of yours that you’d like to have with you. Is there anything?”

“Yes, ma’am. My dog.”

“What’s your dog’s name?”

“Lucy.”

Tears formed in my eyes.

Damn it.

“What’s wrong, Mrs. Jessica?”

“Nothing, sweetie.”

I wiped the tears from my eyes.

“I had a Lucy, too. I’ll make sure we get her for you.”


Chapter 5


I spent hours with Amber at the shelter, making sure she got comfortable there before I left and headed home, my blood still boiling.

Fuckin’ men. Give them a little power, and they become monsters.

I pulled into my driveway, stopped my car, and took my keys and held up the key to my house. My eyes burned as I glared at the key and got out of my car, and they stayed locked on it as I walked towards my back door.

You assholes all think you can push people around just because you have a dick. Well, the real power doesn’t belong to the dick.

My eyes left the key and fell to the keyhole on the back door. I placed my finger on it and stroked it gently.

The real power belongs to the pussy.

Sliding the key into the keyhole, I grinned and cocked an eyebrow.

You don’t go anywhere unless we say that you do.

Entering the house, I stripped my clothes off one article at a time, leaving them in a trail from the back doorway all the way up the stairs to Ron and I’s bed where I climbed in with both my phones. The satin sheets rested gently on my body and caressed my bare nipples, stomach, and legs.

“Mmmm,” I cooed.

I spread my legs apart and rested my hands just below my clavicles. Closing my eyes, I ran my hands slowly down my body, tracing the soft curve of my breasts, feeling their silky softness. Then to my abdomen, pressing slightly into my flesh, massaging it. Then down to my inner thighs, pressing more firmly on them. I thrust my hips slowly, undulating, spreading myself open wider.

“This is the center of real power,” I said aloud.

I picked up my everyday phone and texted Ron. “Hey, babe. I’m home. Lying in bed, thinking about you.” Heart emoji. I laughed and tossed the phone aside. I was thinking about him. About betraying him.

Then I picked up my other phone…and texted Austin.

“I’m naked. In bed. Thinking about your hands on me.”

He responded immediately.

“Fuck! Been horny since you left. Hiding behind my desk.” Eggplant emoji. “I’m supposed to call a doctor if this lasts more than 4 hrs?”

“Lol,” I responded. “Or just call me and let me suck you dry.”

“Damn, woman! NOT helping.”

“Hahaha.” Smiling devil emoji. “So, how do you feel about fucking Ron’s wife?”

After planting that salacious seed, I waited like a huntress, massaging my outer labia to stimulate the crura of my clitoris until he took the bait and responded. And he finally did.

“It’s tempting, but the guy… your husband… works for me. Wouldn’t want my wife fucking my boss. If I was married, that is.”

“Of course, you wouldn’t. Ron wouldn’t want you fucking me, either. He’d be pissed. And crushed. I’d be an evil bitch of a wife to do that to him. Which makes it sooo fucking hot.”

I could feel the heat building up in my pussy as I massaged myself and thought about taking Ron’s little soul. Crushing it. Watch him run away, crying. And then watch him come crawling back.

To worship.

He’s a slave to this pussy.

I closed my eyes and felt its energy radiating into my fingers.

“Just imagine if I tell him I’m meeting you after work about my proposal. He’d be at home trusting me. Perhaps a little nervous. Perhaps jealous. But he’d never dream that I’d actually fuck you.”

“Damn, Jessica. I feel precum on the tip of my cock now.”

“Mmm, I’d like to lick that off of you. Taste you.”

Another pause. A chance for me to stroke a little more.

“Also feeling bad for talking about this. Ron’s not my buddy, but not my worst employee either.”

“Would u still feel guilty if I told u he thinks ur a dumb meathead who stole his job promotion?”

“Hahaha, he what?!”

“Yep. He complains about it INCESSANTLY. Whining about Austin. Austin doesn’t know shit. I’m so smart. He’s not. It’s not fair. Wah wah wah.”

“Wow. Ok, honestly, not really a fan of his, either. He doesn’t know when to shut up. Gives long, boring speeches to people who aren’t interested. All about best practices. Bla, bla, bla. Like a grumpy old man.”

“That sounds like Ron.”

I had no idea if that sounded like Ron. I’d never seen a confident Ron, but it didn’t matter. I played along and stoked Austin’s ego so he’d sign up to be my partner in crime.

“So, he thinks I’m a dumb meathead.”

“That’s right.”

I waited a minute for that to settle into Austin’s head.

“So, just imagine how it would crush his pathetic, whiney little heart if he found out that the meathead who took his job from him had also ravaged his wife’s pussy.”

“I gotta admit… I like where ur head’s at.”

“You’ll like where my head’s at even better tomorrow night when I’m on my knees in front of you. Letting u go for now. Thumbs getting tired. Need to finish playing with my pussy.” Finger emoji.

“Hahaha, fuck you. Tease!”

I laughed out loud. My other phone vibrated with Ron’s response. Until now, I had ignored it. Austin was much more intriguing. But I picked up the boring phone and read Ron’s text.

“Lying in bed? Thinking about me? Tell me more.” Smiley emoji.

“Thinking about playing with ur cock when you get home,” I responded. I felt a hot rush in my chest as I played him for the fool. I would surely go to hell for this, but at the moment, I didn’t care. I felt fierce and unstoppable.

He sent three smiley face emojis.

“Hurry home, little man. I’m horny af.”


Chapter 6


I lay on the bed when I heard Ron’s car pulling into the driveway. The crotchless, semi-sheer black bodysuit showed my hard nipples and engorged pussy lips. My heart drummed with devilish anticipation as I listened to him ascend the stairs. He entered the bedroom, and his chin dropped.

“H…hey,” he stuttered.

“Hi, Ron.” I lured his eyes with my hand, tracing down my body towards my pussy as I spread my legs to reveal it. He watched, mesmerized, as I spread my lips apart with my fingers and stroked my clit. I could almost feel his heart pounding from across the room.

“This pussy is sooo wet.”

He stood paralyzed, like prey waiting for me to pounce. His chest visibly rising and falling from his exhilarated breath.

“Do you want to come over here and taste it?”

I lifted my hand towards him and motioned with one finger, beckoning him. He complied, kneeling at the side of the bed as I shifted my hips to the edge of it, spreading my legs wide open to present my glistening pussy lips to his mouth.

He buried his face into my wetness, then raised his head.

“You’re so wet!”

His nose and cheeks shimmered with my juices.

“I am, baby. I couldn’t wait for you to get home so you could taste it!”

My heart pounded as I thought about the deception. Making him believe I was horny for him.

“What has you so excited?”

I took his hair in one hand and shoved his face back into my pussy.

“Just eat me!” I commanded, playfully, as I laid my head back and closed my eyes. “Mmmm, yessss!”

I had been thinking about Austin the whole time. About being the devilish wife that stabbed her husband in the back. Now Ron wore juices inspired by my deceitful, unfaithful heart.

“Keep going! I’m going to cum all over your face!”

Ron licked and sucked ravenously.

“You’re addicted to this pussy!” I hissed.

Still gripping his hair, I pressed his head into me harder as I began to convulse and gush all over him. I imagined he felt the pressure of his lungs wanting for air, but I didn’t release him. Not yet. I held his face against me, buried in my flesh, as my convulsions jolted his neck. He didn’t fight.

When I was finished, I pushed his head back, and he gasped for air, his face soaked.

“Well done, little man. Get up on this bed. Take off your pants and lay on your back.”

He obeyed. I got off the bed, stood beside it, and took his now naked, hard little cock in my hand. It was moist on the tip.

“Looks like you are quite excited yourself. So, what have you been thinking about today, Ron?” I asked, stroking him.

“Well…” he stammered, “I was thinking about you…”

“Mmm-hmm?

“…with Austin.”

“Really?” I asked.

I slid my hand to the base of his shaft, pulling it tight, and put my other hand on it, continuing to stroke. I let my voice gush with sordid curiosity.

“Tell me more.”

“Well, don’t get me wrong. I think I would be crushed if you actually did this, but something about the thought of you cheating on me with him stuck in my head today, and it… excited me.”

For a moment, I wondered if my powers over him even included mind control. I grinned.

“I see. Turn towards me and spread your legs.”

He turned until his hips were on the edge of the bed and spread his legs as instructed.

I peeled the bodysuit off my shoulders, exposing my tits to him, and leaned over him, dangling them over his cock as I resumed stroking it.

“Did you think about him touching these delicious tits?”

“I did!” he panted. His whole body stiffened as if my words sent a jolt of electricity through him.

I thought about Austin’s pen nestled between my breasts as I lowered them down around Ron’s cock and took my hands on either side of them, pressing them together to engulf him.

He had his hands all over them, you dumb fuck, and now I’m rubbing them all over your clueless little cock.

“Oh, God!” Ron exclaimed, his back arching.

“Did you imagine your wife being unfaithful to you with these tits?”

I moved up and down slightly to rub his cock between them.

“Oh fuck, I’m going to cum!”

“Wouldn’t that be evil of me, Ron? Stabbing you in the back? Fucking your boss? But it excites you, doesn’t it?!”

Ron’s cock started to quake between my tits, and his cum began to squirt out in the exact spot where Austin’s hand had been earlier. I continued to slide my breasts up and down, letting his cum run back down between them and coat his cock.

When he was fully drained, I stood up and let him watch me walk into the bathroom to get a hand towel. I dampened it, walked back in, and looked at him. With exaggerated disdain, I wiped his cum off my tits, then laughed, throwing the towel at him so he could clean himself up.

“That’s a hot fantasy, Ron. I admit sometimes I am a little bored with you, but baby, I could never cheat on you. Especially not with your boss. That would be so evil.”


Chapter 7


“Austin, are you ready to take a good, hard look at my proposal?” Send.

It was 5:30 p. m. Ron just texted me to tell me he was on his way home and good luck with my proposal. His unsuspecting sweetness made the betrayal more exciting.

For a fleeting moment, I thought about the man who took my innocent mother, abused her, betrayed her, and whittled her life away. Men like him who subjected my friends to their control and repression from behind pulpits and executive desks. Innocent women who deserved better.

And look what they got for being good. Not this bitch.

I stepped out of the house wearing another power suit. This one, a diabolical ruby red, complemented with another pair of CFM stiletto heels. Underneath, nothing but my soft breasts, silky skin, and hungry, treacherous pussy.

Once in my car, I sped down the highway towards Solidarity.

“Good and hard? Definitely.” Austin responded.

When I pulled up to the Solidarity building, there were just a few cars left in the parking lot. Austin’s Charger, a few others, and now mine.

Perfect. Just enough people here to give us a chance of getting caught. I got out of the car, walked up to the locked glass door, and looked up at the security cameras. I missed them before. Someone behind that camera saw everything. My pussy throbbed at the thought.

I pushed the call button, and a voice answered.

“Yes, ma’am? What can I do for you?”

They can see me. Yasssss.

“I’m here to see Austin Wilder. I have an appointment.”

“Hold, please.”

A moment later, Austin came jogging into the Solidarity lobby to open the doors.

He opened the door, announcing to the speaker.

“I’ve got it, Sam. Thanks!”

I handed him my leather briefcase and gave him a nasty grin.

“Hold this, please.”

I walked into the center of the lobby and shed my suit jacket. My breasts were plainly visible beneath my semi-sheer, spaghetti-strapped camisole. I spun around to face him as I looked around for the security cameras, intent on them capturing evidence of the deed that was about to be done.

Austin shook his head and smiled.

“Damn, Jessica.”

He walked briskly past the front desk towards his office.

“Come with me.”

“Oh, I will. Over and over.”

He laughed and kept walking, not looking back.

As I followed him, I lifted the camisole up over my head and dropped it to the floor in the hallway. Leaving it behind, I continued, not missing a step, now completely topless. The office air brushed my bare tits like tantalizing feathers. My nipples grew hard.

“Could we stop by Ron’s desk?”

“Umm..ok. We’re almost there. Why do you want to…” Austin turned around.

“Oh, shit!!!”

He looked at my exposed tits and dropped his jaw.

“Jessica! Where is your…”

I moved quickly to him and silenced him with a finger on his lips. Then I looked in his eyes, blew a kiss with my lips, dropped to my knees, and unzipped his pants.

“Oh my God, Jessica, we can’t! Not right here!”

I took out his cock. It was already rock hard.

“Mmm, I think your cock disagrees.”

I looked up at him as I took him into my mouth, caressing the underside of his head with my tongue. He moaned, and the briefcase hit the floor. I wrapped my lips around his cock and took the whole head into my mouth.

“Oh, my God.”

My mouth hummed a muffled, wicked laugh that vibrated around him. I slid my palm down his shaft and pushed against his pelvis, causing his erection to swell and tighten in my mouth. Then I plunged down onto him, taking him fully until my lips touched my hand resting at the base.

“Fuck, Jessica!!”

I began sliding my lips up and down his shaft rhythmically and felt the head of his cock pulse from the stimulation. After several succulent repetitions, I raked my lips slowly back up his shaft, softly grazing its skin, until the tip of his cock slid out of my mouth. I began slowly stroking his shaft with my hand and looked up at him.

“Ron walks up and down these halls, doesn’t he?”

“Yes. He does.”

“Now, when he walks down this hallway, he’ll be walking right over the spot where his wife gave head to his boss. And she did it while he was at home ignorantly wishing her well on her sales presentation.”

He grinned.

“That excites you, I take it?”

“My pussy is dripping wet thinking about it.”

“Do you hate Ron?”

“No, it’s not hatred. Ron has his uses.”

A wry grin crossed my face.

“His heart is a toy I like to play with. I’ve played nicely in the past, but I’m getting bored with that. It’s time to play rough.”

“You’re quite evil.”

“I’m what the devil would be if he had a fabulous body, a seductive sense of style, and a delicious pussy. But he doesn’t, so the devil is no match for me.”

I stood, making sure my bare breast grazed the throbbing head of Austin’s cock.

“Take me to Ron’s desk.”

Austin laughed as he put his cock back in his pants.

“This is so wrong.”

“Ok, dumb meathead, who took Ron’s job.”

His eyes narrowed.

“He really said that?”

“Yes.”

His lips pressed together as he shook his head and rolled his eyes.

“Wow. Ok, follow me.”

As Austin led me down the hallway, I continued to goad him.

“You see, Ron isn’t complicated, Austin. He’s not good at many things, and he knows it. It makes him feel small. He hides it, but he’s an angry little man.”

Not true, but it thrilled me to talk shit about him to his boss.

“For example, he’s aging, out of shape, and has a pathetic little cock, so he’s an uninspiring fuck. Someone like you pisses him off because you are handsome, fit. He imagines you have a fabulous cock.”

Austin turned to look at me with one eyebrow cocked as he kept walking.

“Trust me. He’s thought about it. Little does he know that he’s sooo right. It IS fabulous.”

Austin laughed. I decided to spin my deprecating depiction of Ron even further.

“So, he looks for what makes him better than you. What game he thinks he can beat you in. And he thought his career would be that playing field, but you beat him on it. Now you’re his boss, and he hates you for that.”

“Sheesh,” Austin said.

We walked a few more steps. I watched Austin’s body move. His youthful, sturdy frame. His broad, muscular shoulders and triceps that filled his shirt. His full, firm looking ass that appeared it could power hip thrusts that would plow through a wall.

“We’re here.”

Austin motioned to the desk where Ron sat the other day when I visited.

“How long would you guess he has been at this desk?” I asked.

“Well, he’s been a senior level for a few years now. This is a senior-level desk. Probably, all that time. I wasn’t here for all of it.”

“Yes, Ron tells me all the time.”

I winked at him as I walked to the desk, looking it over, running my hand across it.

“So, this is his little throne.”

I turned my back to the desk and looked into Austin’s gorgeous blue eyes.

“Austin…”

I looked down at my waist and began unzipping my skirt.

“Here’s the thing. Ron thinks I am his property.”

A lie. Ron knew better. But Austin didn’t, and it made for a good story.

“It’s how he was raised to think. It’s how all of you men were raised to think.”

“I mean, I don’t know if…”

“Didn’t you say you wouldn’t want your boss fucking your wife?”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“Why is that, Austin?”

“Well…”

“I’ll tell you why. It’s because your ego…his ego…is steeped in the idea that your worth as a man is somehow measurable by your ability to control your property. To protect it from intruders. To be the biggest cock in the hen house.”

Austin’s lips closed together as he folded his arms.

“You see? You know it’s true. And now his property is threatened by an intruder.”

I dropped my skirt to the floor and slipped my legs out of it so that I was now standing in between Austin and Ron’s desk, completely naked save for my provocative heels.

I reached for Austin’s belt and pulled him closer. Still looking into his eyes, I began unfastening his pants.

“So, the little king who thought he could beat you on the battlefield of his career…but lost. Tsk Tsk.”

I pursed my lips in feigned concern.

“If he were to then suffer a loss to you on the turf of his most prized property…”

I took Austin’s cock out. It was still rock hard. I resumed stroking it.

“…and if you were to take his prized property right on top of his precious little throne…”

“There is something wrong with me that I find this so arousing,” Austin said.

“Maybe you are a bit evil, too, Mr. Wilder. But you are in good company. This deed is just the thrill my pussy has been craving.”

I leaned back, sat on the edge of Ron’s desk, and spread my legs.

“Take Ron’s precious pussy from him. You can plow right into it. It’s soaking wet with desire for your cock to be inside it.”

“Shouldn’t I use a condom?”

“If you only want to pretend to take his property. But don’t you want to fully claim it? Ravage it completely? Don’t you want to look at the deposed king tomorrow and remember that you took his wife’s pussy and filled it with your cum right at his desk while he sat at home, oblivious?”

He took his cock and inserted it into me. His thickness filled me completely but slid right into my slickness as it clenched onto him involuntarily.

“Yessss… fuck me! Fuck me on his pathetic little throne!”

Austin began thrusting. Slowly at first, but as he quickened, his powerful hips pushed me and the desk, rocking it and my hips, penetrating me deeply.

“I’m going to cum very quickly. You’re going to have the juices of his wife’s cock drenching your shaft!”

“Oh, fuck!” he said. “I’m going to cum, too.”

“Do it!!! Fill me up with your cum. Defile his wife’s pussy! Right on his desk!”

I could feel his cock pulsing, ready to blow. It sent my pussy into a violent orgasm.

“Shit!” I yelled. “Fuck me!!!”

Being so loud excited me even more. Others were surely still in the building and would hear my voice - the voice of Ron’s wife - as I came on his bosses’ cock.

“I’m cumming!” he gasped.

We both were. Together, mixing our fluids in criminal partnership, defrauding Ron’s precious workspace, and possibly his work reputation. I felt Austin’s cock pumping.

“Yesss, fill me up with it!”

My whole body quivered as did his. I began to feel other sensations. The warmth of my bare ass on Ron’s desk. The sweat from it that was now on the surface. My hands also clammy where they had pressed on the edges of the desk.

“Oh, god, I’m such a wicked witch, haha!”

But I wasn’t done.

I pushed Austin away slightly so that his cock slipped out of me. His cum began to run out and down my leg. I took a finger and gathered some of it and held it up between us. Looking him brazenly in the eye, I stuck out my tongue and licked the cum-covered finger clean.

I got down on my knees and took his cock in my hand. Looking up at him, I took him in my mouth and sucked both his lingering cum and mine off and swallowed. Then, I looked up at him.

“I wouldn’t want Ron’s throne to be marred by this cheating pussy and neglect to include this mouth as well.”

I took Austin’s cock between my lips again. It was softer now, but still erect. I slid my lips up and down the shaft slowly, savoring it. He moaned as his head fell back, and his legs trembled. Taking my time at Ron’s desk felt like rubbing it in. Like I was the bully in complete control and could do whatever I wanted.

I took Austin’s cock out of my mouth and stood up in front of him. He pulled his head back upright and looked at me.

“Tomorrow will be interesting,” Austin said.

My eyes narrowed with my evil grin.

“You mean seeing Ron sitting here and visualizing me naked in the same spot with your cum running down my leg?”

“Haha, yeah. That.”

“You’ll never be able to look at him the same way again, will you?”

“Um, no, I don’t think so.”

“He annoyed you before, but you perhaps felt a bit like he knew what he was talking about? Like all that best practice bull shit he droned on and on about had some sort of value? But now, whenever he talks, you’ll just see a pathetic little man who lost his dream job and his wife’s pussy to you. Won’t you?”

“Yep, that’s pretty much right.”

“I love it.”

I bent over to take my skirt, stepped back into it, and pulled it up my legs around my hips.

“I would also not object if you were to tell every man he knows in this company just how amazing it was to fuck his wife on his desk.”

“Haha, wow. Ok.”

“Spread the good news, Austin. Who knows? Maybe I’ll find some other nice cocks to ride in this company.”

He shook his head a lot since meeting me.

“Noted.”

“You haven’t really encountered a woman like me before, have you, Austin?”

“No, I haven’t. You’re bewitching. Evil. And insanely sexy.”

I laughed.

“So, what did you think of my proposal?”

“I’d say the contract is yours.”

“Pleasure doing business with you, Mr. Wilder.”


Chapter 8


“Hey, honey! Great news! I got the contract!!” I told Ron on the phone as I got into my car.

“Oh wow, darling, that’s great! I’m so proud of you.”

“Thank you! I couldn’t have done it without your help! Austin was very impressed. You must have told him great things about me.”

“Well, I…”

I interrupted him.

“Honey, I’m feeling amazing! And horny as fuck! Can you be my little bitch tonight and let me take your cock? I need it!”

“Yes, dear. You’ll get no complaints from me.”

“I want you to be lying on the bed naked, waiting for me when I get home. Can I tie you up?”

“Whoa! Wow, um…ok. That’s new. But what the hell, you just landed a big contract. You want to tie me up…let’s do it!”

“Awesome! See you soon, my little fuck toy.”

I hung up. I could still feel Austin’s cum slowly dripping out of my pussy. I didn’t clean it up and had no intention of doing so. I was saving that job for Ron.


Chapter 9


Ron lay waiting obediently on the bed. I walked in quietly with a devilish grin.

“Hey, darling,” he said.

I put a finger up to my lips, commanding him to be quiet.

“Ok,” he mouthed.

He lay there naked. His cock already hard, standing up at full pinky length. I went over to a drawer and opened it, pulling out some straps. His eyes widened. I knew he had never seen them before and had no idea that I had them.

“I’ve been saving these for the perfect occasion,” I said.

I walked over to him and used them to fasten his wrists to the bed first. Then his ankles, making sure they were tight enough to restrict anything more than the slightest of movement. I put my hand on his chest to feel his heartbeat racing.

“You’re excited… maybe a little scared? Haha!”

He grinned sheepishly.

I then removed my suit coat and the camisole, exposing my breasts to him. He stared at them, his mouth opening slightly to catch a breath.

“You wish you could touch them, don’t you?”

“Yes, I…”

I put a hand on his mouth.

“No, no, no. No speaking.”

I took the camisole and wrapped it around his head, placing it in between his lips like a gag, and tied it on the side of his head to keep it in place.

“I had that on these bare tits tonight when I was making my proposal. Just think about that!” I said, placing the tip of my index finger in the center of his forehead and pushing slightly.

Then I moved my hand down his chest and stomach to his cock and took the little shaft in between my fingers and thumb to stroke it softly.

“Remember telling me last night how you had been fantasizing?”

He nodded. I kept stroking slowly.

“And how you thought about me cheating on you with your boss?”

His eyes widened.

“I was thinking about it, too, tonight. It is quite a hot fantasy.”

I climbed up on the bed, straddling his face with my legs, still holding his cock and stroking.

“You’re not really going to be able to eat me with that gag in your mouth, Ron, and that’s ok, but I want you to feel just how wet I am. How excited I am from thinking about your fantasy.”

I lowered my pussy onto his face and let Austin’s cum drip out onto it. I then took his cock into my faithless mouth and sucked on it while I ground my hips into his face.

“Mmmm, see how wet I am, babe?”

I swung around to face him, now straddling his waist with my legs.

“I want your cock so bad!”

I lowered my sloppy wet pussy down onto his cock. As I felt his cock enter me and Austin’s cum coating its entry into me, a shot of searing energy raced from my pussy all the way up into my brain.

“Oh my God, Ron, I’m going to cum on you so quick!”

I could feel his cock pulsing. I put my hands on his chest and looked into his eyes.

“What if it hadn’t just been a fantasy, Ron?”

His eyes widened even more and filled with fear. He tried to speak, but could only utter a muffled whine.

I watched the pain in his eyes as the suspicion seeped through his mind. As I did, even stronger waves of searing sensation rushed through my body. I closed my eyes.

“That’s right. Do you feel that wetness? What if those aren’t just my juices, Ron?”

I felt him. Felt the conflict. He was, after all, my husband. Even if I treated him like an old toy, I knew this man. Knew his soul. And I felt his cock. It was ready to blow. He was both in ecstasy and torment.

I dug my nails into his chest.

“Yesss, Ron! Feel that juicy, sloppy pussy all over your cock! What if that pussy has been unfaithful to you tonight?!”

His body was tensed up as though the blood would explode through the walls of his veins. He was nearing the most powerful climax of his life.

I looked him straight in the eyes with a venomous, sadistic delight.

“I fucked him, Ron! I fucked your boss! That’s his cum gushing out of my pussy all over your cock. It’s all over your silly, little face.”

He moaned as powerfully as his weak little body could produce. His back arched. I could feel his soul being torn even as his cock exploded with devastating force. I came on his cock as I felt it emptying inside of me.

“Your cum is getting mixed with his, Ron! Mixed inside your cheating wife’s pussy!!”

I slapped him sharply across the face, then threw my head back.

“Ohhh, fuck, I’m cumming all over your cock!”

I looked up at the ceiling as I gushed all over him. The convulsions of my pussy pumped Austin’s cum all over his cock and waist. I ground my hips into Ron’s, rubbing it in.

Ron lay there, convulsing. Spent.

I looked back at him. Tears started to well up in his eyes.

“Pathetic,” I said.

I climbed off him, left him there, and walked into the bathroom to clean myself up.

From the bathroom, I could hear him whimpering through the camisole gag. Strangely, I started to feel the slightest pity for him. This was a lot for him to take in. To find out that the wife of his darkest fantasies was the wife of his reality. My rage and hate began to subside in my chest. The tension ebbed away. It gave way to a slow trickle of softer sensations in my body. I went back into the bedroom and lay next to him. I stroked his chest gently. He turned his head away from me and continued to cry quietly.

“My sweet, pitiful little toy,” I whispered.

I unfastened his wrists and ankles. He got up and removed the gag. He looked at me, his eyes full of pain. He had no words. He just put his clothes on slowly, sniffling, then left the bedroom and walked down the stairs. I lay in bed listening as the front door shut, as the car started, as it pulled out of the driveway.

I walked over to the window to watch as he pulled away, standing naked in the window.

“You’ll be back,” I said. “You’re a slave to this pussy. Even as it has stabbed you through the heart. You’ll still come crawling back to it.”

I turned and walked over to the bedside table where a picture of the two of us was sitting. I picked it up to look at it.

“You always come back.”


Epilogue


The sun rose on a quiet Stroker home. Jessica lay alone in her marital bed. Her phone buzzed on the bedside table. She picked it up and read a text from Austin.

“Ron didn’t show up this morning for work. And he hasn’t called or texted. He’s never done that before. Is everything ok?”

She put the phone back down, picked up the picture of her and Ron by the bed, and laid it on the pillow next to her where Ron usually laid.

“You’ll come back,” she said softly.

And closed her eyes.


The Taste of His Wrath
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Chapter 1


Jessica

My thumbs tapped away on my phone’s screen as I stood up from my desk.

“Ron, dear, when are you gonna let go of this tough guy act and come home to your queen?”

Send.

I set it down and headed for my new manager’s office, grinning as I passed the desks of the sheep.

They suspect nothing.

My hand turned the knob on his office door, opening it just enough, and I slid myself in. He sat in his chair facing his computer, back turned to me. Drawn blinds covered the surrounding glass windows and guarded against observation by any witnesses. The speakers on his desk played Creedence Clearwater Revival “I Put A Spell on You” at low volume.

Too perfect.

My eyes kept tabs on him, and my lips parted as my hand guided the door to a quiet close.

Ninja skills.

I turned and stood facing him. He held his head in his hands and sighed as he looked over numbers on the screen.

Someone needs some stress relief.

I began unbuttoning my blouse. The placket popped open one buttonhole at a time, relieved from the strain of holding my shirt closed over my breasts. My fingers worked their way down until the shirt fell open around the sides of my red satin bra.

“Hey, boss.”

He jumped and knocked over his coffee, spilling it on himself.

I covered my mouth to stifle my laughter.

“Holy shit!”

“So jumpy in your new responsibilities, Steve.”

He turned his chair around, focusing on his coffee-stained lap, until he noticed my bra.

“Jessica, what the hell?”

“Oh, c’mon, Steve. Don’t act like you haven’t seen them before.”

He tilted his neck forward and turned his head to the side.

“Yeah, but not here.”

I sauntered over to his desk as I finished unbuttoning my blouse.

“I’ve been doing crunches. Can you tell?”

He glanced at them but jerked his eyes back to mine.

“Jessica, in case you haven’t noticed, I’m a manager now. I can’t check out my employees’ abs. It’s illegal, and I don’t wanna get fired.”

“Oh, now, Steve, I know you better than that. You don’t expect me to believe you’re well-behaved now that you’re the boss?”

I traced the edge of his desk with my fingertips as I made my way around the side of it, fucking him with my eyes.

“Jessica, I can’t do this now. Things will have to change between us.”

“Steve, darling, just stop. You know you want to feel these tits again.”

His gaze fell to the curves of my breasts - pressed together and lifted by my bra - and his mouth fell open.

“Yesss, that’s right. You know you want to feel them against your bare chest again.”

“Jessica, I…”

“Remember that night at the hotel, Steve?”

“I do, but…”

“Remember the way you plowed your cock into me with my back up against the wall?”

His voice cracked.

“Jessica, dammit, we can’t talk about that here.”

“Who says I want to talk about it?”

My tongue slid out between my lips as I reached the spot in front of him. Steve’s knuckles turned white as his hands gripped the arms of his chair.

“Just let it happen. You know you want to.”

I looked down at the bulge growing in his pants and smiled with a cocked eyebrow.

“Looks like your dick wants it to happen.”

I knelt in front of him and looked up into his eyes.

“Mmm, you know, Steve, I’ve never sucked my bosses’ cock before, but I’ve always wanted to.”

His voice softened to a whimper.

“Jessica, please, no.”

I chuckled.

“Just listen to you trying to be the responsible manager, but you can’t help it, Steve. You remember these lips. You’ve never forgotten them draining your delicious cum.”

His body tensed up, pushing the back of his chair to recline, as my hands rested on his knees.

“You told me your wife had never tasted your cum. I bet she still hasn’t.”

I chuckled, winking at him.

“I’d love to taste it again.”

His eyes locked on my hands as they moved up his thighs. His muscles flexed under my touch, and his breath quickened. I reached for his pants zipper.

“But, you know, Steve, you weren’t my boss back then. This is so much naughtier.”

His office door opened, and a woman’s voice screamed.

“What the hell?!”

Steve’s new secretary dropped a large stack of papers that hit the floor and scattered in all directions. I jumped up, turned my back to her, and began buttoning up my blouse.

“Am I interrupting something?!”

Steve reached out his hand towards Margaret.

“No, Margaret, you’re not.”

“It looks like I am!”

“No, it’s not what it looks like. Please don’t go.”

Steve turned and glared at me with gritted teeth.

“Jessica was just leaving.”

I looked up at a portrait of the company founder that hung behind Steve’s desk, stalling while I continued buttoning.

“You know, I like this picture, Steve,” I said.

My voice dripped with pretend enthusiasm.

“Mark always said that man was an inspiration for him. I’m gonna miss ole’ Mark.”

“Jessica…”

“And thanks so much for showing me your nice, new cabinets.”

I nodded at a group of office cabinets resting near my feet as I finished the last button. They appeared to be ancient.

Woops.

“Jessica, get out.”

“Ok, ok, grumpy cat.”

I turned back towards Margaret and manufactured a warm smile, showing her my buttoned blouse. She lasered me with her eyes, but I pretended not to notice.

“That’s a lovely necklace, Margaret. It goes nicely with your eyes.”

She scrunched up her lips and eyebrows at me as I walked past her, leaving Steve’s office.

I waved back at them on my way out, singing my farewell.

“Bye, Mr. Boss Man.”

Having my boss under the spell of my pussy. Can it get any better than this?


Chapter 2


Ron

The knots in my stomach tightened as I approached the entrance to Solidarity Insurance, along with a herd of other employees arriving for work. Thin beams of steel joined four floors of glass windows that reflected the sunlight, heating the pavement beneath our shoes. Even the tall green trees that flanked the walkway couldn’t shield us from it. I held my hand like a visor over my eyes until I pushed my way through the revolving doors into the lobby.

Once inside, the surrounding walls whispered about events they witnessed between my soon-to-be x-wife and Austin, my boss. My eyes searched the space.

What exactly did those two do? Where did they do it? And who knows?

Glances from co-workers pierced me like spotlights, exposing my nakedness. Perhaps they knew and pitied me. Or maybe they spent lunch breaks gossiping behind my back and laughing at me.

Taking one personal day was not enough.

The clerk at the front desk greeted me.

“Mornin’, Ron.”

He maintained his usual bored expression.

Maybe he doesn’t know.

“Mornin’,” I said.

My eyes avoided contact with others, staying glued to the safety of the floor, as I walked down the hallway towards my desk. The sound of office chatter pressed in on my ears, heightening my awareness of people all around me.

People who might know that my wife cheated on me.

With my boss.

In this building.

Once I reached my desk, I grabbed my coffee cup and headed for the break room, hoping to avoid Austin. It would happen soon enough, but I had no desire to rush into that dagger. In the break room, Joe, the mail runner, sat alone at a small table looking at a comic book and eating a twinkie.

The other caffeine addicts are running late today.

The coffee maker bubbled with the sounds of cheap coffee in production. I walked over to it, placed a hand on the counter, and awaited my chance at the first cup. The large bulletin board on the wall offered nothing new. A prominent notice featured bold print on mint green paper and read, “These offices are under 24-hour video surveillance. Anyone caught stealing company property will be subject to discipline up to and including termination.”

What about fucking your employee’s wife? Wait…

My chest stung, and my lips fell open.

“Oh, god.”

Joe looked up from his comic book. The mint green image before me pulsed with my pounding heartbeat.

Someone has seen everything.

The sound of voices entering the break room interrupted my thoughts. Two women, Brandy Johnson and Candace Whitaker, laughed as they chattered their way into the room.

“He is SO dreamy.”

“Girl, I know. And I heard he’s single!”

“Omg, he’s single?!”

I tried to focus on pouring coffee into my cup, but ignoring them proved impossible. Both flaunted their youthful bodies with flattering outfits. Candice wore a snug, short-sleeved top with light green stripes that stretched across her ample bosom and her firm abdomen. The top rested untucked on the waistline of her matching leggings, hiding none of her curvaceous hips.

Amazing what passes for office attire.

Brandy wore a solid pink sheath dress that hugged her body and revealed an abundance of cleavage over a plunging neckline. Both women sported high heels.

“Have you seen his car?”

“Yes, girl, that red. And the way the engine revs when he comes into the parking lot. I can feel those vibrations in all the right spots!”

Candice smacked Brandy on the shoulder as they giggled.

Great. More women who want to fuck my boss.

“I wonder if he’s… you know.”

“Girl, I bet he is. You can tell by the way he carries himself.”

“I bet Ron knows.”

Oh, god, kill me now.

“Hey, Ron, let me ask you something.”

I turned from the coffeepot to look at them. They both looked at me with pretty eyes and beaming smiles. Blood rushed to my face, causing my skin to burn. I pretended to cough to mask my stuttering.

“Yes?”

“You work for Austin. Does he have… you know?”

I felt myself melting into the sound of Brandy’s voice, but I didn’t know how to field her question. I feigned ignorance.

“No, I don’t know. Does he have what?”

Brandy walked closer to me and lowered her voice as her gaze dropped towards my crotch.

“You know what I’m talking about, Ron.”

I swallowed hard. And lied.

“I’m sorry, I don’t.”

Brandy motioned with her head for Candice to come over, and Candice giggled as she complied.

“Ron, tell us. Does he have it where it counts?”

“If you’re asking what I think you’re asking, I have no idea. We don’t discuss it. And why are you talking about stuff like that? This is a professional environment.”

Brandy pushed out a pouty bottom lip.

“You’re no help, Ron. I guess I’ll just have to find out for myself.”

She winked at Candice, and the two turned away. I felt a pang in my soul, and an impulsive comment erupted from my throat.

“It’s always the dumb jocks.”

Brandy stopped. She faced the door but turned her head to the side.

“Excuse me?”

“You women…”

Why did I open my mouth?

“Nevermind.”

She turned around and put a hand on her hip.

“No, Ron, let’s hear it. What about us women?”

I lowered my eyes and my voice.

“You always go for the dumb jocks.”

“As opposed to what? Nerds like you, Ron?”

Candice put a hand up to her opening mouth and smiled, shaking her head at Brandy.

“Listen, Ron, no offense, but I go for men who have what it takes, you know? And I can tell the men who do and the men who don’t.”

She looked me up and down with a scowl.

“You don’t. I’m not sure what your wife sees in you, but she’s not with you for the merchandise.”

Her words pierced my chest like a hot stake.

“C’mon, Candice. We’ve spent enough time with the dork club.”

They strolled out as I stood paralyzed by the verbal gut punch I just took. Joe spoke from his spot over in the corner.

“Wow, man, that was cold.”

He stared, wide-eyed, at the open doorway for a moment before looking at me.

“You know, my momma used to say the whole world can think you’re a loser, but it doesn’t matter if you believe in yourself.”

I blinked and forced a grin.

Really, man?

“That’s, um, nice. Wise words.”

“Yeah, man. Momma said a lot of good stuff. Before she tripped over that rake and fell out of a loft.”

My eyes widened.

“That sounds horrible. Well, Joe, thanks for the pep talk. I gotta get back to work.”

“Sure, man. We nerds gotta stick together.”

“Yeah, right. Go, nerds.”

Fuck my life.


Chapter 3


Jessica

The fragrance of lilac and pine sol filled my nostrils, and the bathroom floors glistened with the shine of a fresh mopping. My heels tapped them, echoing as I made my way past the granite countertops to one of the dark walnut doors of a stall. The polished chrome handle on the stall door felt cool in my hand as I turned it and entered, closing the door behind me.

The bathrooms at work topped my list of favorite things about my job. Well, and decent money. And flirting with male customers. And my new favorite, fucking a customer who happened to be my husband’s boss.

Ron must still be sore about that. He’s not responding to my texts.

I leaned my back against the side of the stall and reached between the buttons of my shirt. My fingers crawled under the cup of my bra and pulled my phone out to punch out another text to him.

“Don’t be silly, Ron. Do you really think you will find a woman that can excite you like I do?”

I slid it back in place, rubbing its rounded corner against my hard nipple.

Images of Austin’s cock entered my mind. I remembered how it stuck out from his unzipped pants while he stood next to Ron’s desk. How I knelt before him and took it in my mouth.

I pulled up my skirt to allow the bathroom air to caress my bare pussy lips. My finger slipped in between them, gathered my wetness, and pulled it forward to coat my throbbing clit. My mouth opened and spread into a grin as my eyes closed, and I thought about my mischief in Steve’s office.

I could’ve fucked Steve if that bitch hadn’t interrupted.

I put one foot up onto the toilet seat, spreading myself open to my stroke. My heart skipped a beat at the sound of the bathroom door opening. Footsteps crossed the floor towards the sink, and a woman’s voice spoke.

“Can you believe she had the nerve to do that?”

The swish of water and the splashing of hands washing masked the sound of my breathing. My fingertip danced on my fleshy bulb. Bolts of pleasure shot up through my body and surfaced on the back of my neck behind my ears.

“You said she was on her knees in front of him with her shirt unbuttoned?”

“Yes, girl. If I hadn’t walked in, I’m sure she was about to… ya know.”

I fingered myself with ravenous hunger, my climax building.

Oh, bitch, you have no idea.

I peeked through the slits between the faux blinds in the stall door at the floor on the other side. The thin separation between us reminded me of the blinds in Steve’s office. I imagined bending over his desk to take his hard cock in my pussy with them sitting outside, oblivious.

I’m gonna fuck him while you’re in your cube, typing one of his memos.

The sound of their steps moved in concert towards the bathroom door exit. I bit my bottom lip as my body shook with explosive waves of ecstasy. My finger continued dancing on my clit to milk out every ounce of stimulation until sensitivity took over, and my orgasm rolled through my body.

The bathroom door closed with a thud.

“Oh, ffffuuccccck!!”

I released all my pent up orgasmic moans as my body continued to quake. My heart pounded in my chest as waves of heat surged, exploding from my core out to my extremities, and my legs struggled to support my shaking body.

The bathroom door hissed air from its metal arm as it opened again.

“Jessica, are you in here?”

What the fuck? Are they watching my every move?

I pressed my lips together and clenched all my muscles, attempting to halt my body's lingering tremors and gasps.

"Jessica?"

I belted the words out, trying not to gasp.

“Yes, I’ll be right out.”

“You’ll be late for your appointment.”

Goddamnit, mind your own business.

“Thanks!”

I pulled my skirt down, legs still trembling.

Damn, that was good.

The door swung wide and banged against the adjacent stall. I darted out, checking myself quickly in the mirror.

It’ll do.

I swept by my desk to scoop up my briefcase and rushed out the door to my car.

If they had an Olympic event for running in heels, I’d crush it.

As I climbed behind the wheel, I spoke to it.

“Thank God you can turn heads and burn treads.”

I needed to close this deal, and being late would not help my chances. My recent personal life stunted my sales performance, which caught the attention of the company execs.

“You’re only as good as your last month,” they said.

Didn’t matter that I held all the company sales records. Two bad months and they forgot. Recognition turned to scrutiny.

It’s bullshit.

I peeled out of the parking lot. Up ahead, the light turned from green to yellow.

Oh, no, you don’t.

I put my foot to the floor. The sound of my engine revved, and the g-force pulled me into the seat, sucking half the wind out of me.

God, I love this car.

The light turned red the instant I passed through the intersection. My tiny sense of victory got curtailed by the sound of a police siren behind me.

“Fuck!!!”

I slammed my hand on the steering wheel.

“Are you fucking kidding me?!”

I looked in my rear-view mirror. Blue lights flashed from the top of a squad car that followed me, and the amplified sound of an officer’s voice pierced my eardrums.

“Pull over!”

“Ok, ok, don’t get your panties in a wad.”

I rolled my eyes as I pulled my car over to the side of the road. My side mirror showed a large, muscular man in black uniform climbing out of his car. My irritation with the delay lessened as I studied him.

Oooh, he looks delicious.

After pulling my registration from my glove box, I unbuttoned my blouse and adjusted my bra to maximize my cleavage.

C’mon, girls, get me out of this.

I rolled my window down as the officer reached it.

“Driver’s license and registration, please.”

I gave him a sultry eye gaze as I handed him my paperwork, but his shades prevented me from reading him.

“You have any idea how fast you were going, ma’am?”

I winked at him.

“Not as fast as I can.”

His forehead wrinkled and lips pursed as he looked at my license.

“70 in a 30.”

“Oh, dear, officer. Sounds like I’ve been a bad girl.”

“15 over is reckless driving. We don’t have a term for what that was.”

I considered my next words.

Tough nut to crack. But I’ve cracked tougher.

“Are you going to use those handcuffs on me? Maybe spank me with your big stick?”

“Stay right here.”

Damn, that usually works.

I checked out his firm ass while he walked back to his car. He stayed in it for what seemed like 15 minutes. The blue lights continued to draw the attention and sneering stares of people walking by.

Keep walking, shit heads.

I looked at the clock on my dash.

C’mon, officer. Don’t keep a girl waiting.

The squad car door re-opened, and the officer approached my door again.

“Ok, ma’am. Here are your license and registration back. And if you’ll just sign here.”

He handed me the ticket. As I reviewed the charges, my eyes almost popped out of my head.

“550 dollars?!”

“If you have questions about it, you can ask them in court. There’s a date on the ticket.”

I curled my lips to the side, contemplating.

Got nothing to lose.

I looked up at him and rested a finger on my bottom lip, nudging my mouth open.

“Can’t we find a more entertaining way to make me pay for my transgressions, officer?”

“I can take you to jail if you’d like.”

I gasped, scowling at him, and hit the door with my hand.

“My god, are you gay?!”

“Not that it’s any of your business, ma’am, but yes, I am. I’m also very close to taking you to jail, whether you like it or not.”

Fucking figures.

“That won’t be necessary, officer.”

“Have a good day, ma’am.”

I rolled up my window as he walked away.

550 dollars. Now, I really need to land this contract.


Chapter 4


Ron

I plopped my body down in my office chair, put my elbows on my desk, and planted my forehead on my fingertips. The memory of Jessica coming up behind me while I sat there, bear-hugging me and cooing in my ear, stuck like a thorn in my temple. When she did it, I thought her exuberance came from genuine excitement to see me. Until I saw Austin standing behind her. It bothered me that day, the way she glowed looking at him, but I trusted she wouldn’t cheat on me. Not with anyone. And definitely not with my boss. I massaged my forehead, hoping to drive the thoughts from my mind.

Working here will suck now.

I pecked at the keyboard to wake my computer and redirected my thoughts to work tasks, but a voice interrupted my sanctum.

“Hey, Stroker, Austin wants to see you in his office.”

Great. Let’s see how well I can hide my desire to choke him to death.

I got up from my chair and walked around the corner towards the office that should have been mine. His secretary, Janice, sat just outside his office door, typing away. She spoke without so much as a glance away from her screen.

“Go on in. He’s expecting you.”

Nice to see you, too, Janice.

As I entered, Austin’s voice hit me from across the room like a sledgehammer to the face.

“Stroker!!”

He beamed.

This can’t be good.

He sat in a luxurious high-back leather chair that swiveled on a heavy caster stand. Brandy sat in his lap with an arm around him, and Candice stood near his chair, back to me, resting her ass on his desk.

“I’m sure you’ve met Brandy and Candice, right?”

“Yeah, we’ve met.”

“You’ll be seeing a lot more of them. They will be helping me out with some special projects.”

“I see. Is that what you wanted to speak to me about?”

Austin laughed as he looked up at Brandy.

“Gotta like ole’ Stroker. Always getting down to business.”

She cooed back at him.

“Depends on what kind of business you’re talking about, Wild-man.”

Oh, geez. He has a pet name now? Barf.

“Oh, not that kind of business, for sure,” Austin said.

Brandy cast a sideways glance down her nose at me, cocking one eyebrow. They all laughed.

“So, Stroker, I wanted to talk to you about this.”

Austin pointed to the Standard Operating Procedure manual sitting on his desk.

“What about it?”

“Didn’t you write this?”

“I did.”

“Ladies, just look at this thing. It must be like 400 pages.”

“486,” I said.

Austin winked at me.

“Always so precise, aren’t you, Stroker?”

“So, what did you want to discuss?”

He picked it up off the desk and held it in his palm as if weighing it.

“How long did it take you to write this thing?”

I frowned.

“About three months. We did thorough review of our existing practices at the time to identify areas that needed remedial processes. I found 78 risk factors. We formed solutions and created workflows to address them. It’s all in there. I’m sure you’ve read it.”

“Are you kidding me? Nobody reads this thing.”

He tossed it back onto his desk.

“Austin, it used to be required reading for everyone in the department.”

“Yes, well, not since I’ve been here.”

“You mean, not in the last 3 years?”

Austin pointed at me and winked.

“There he goes again with those numbers. Stroker likes number, ladies.”

They giggled.

“So, Stroker, I’ve decided it’s time for some changes.”

Austin picked up the SOP and tossed it in the trash. Candice’s mouth dropped open.

“Oh, snap, Wild-man,” Brandy said.

“Austin, you’ll need an SOP when auditors come through here.”

“When was the last time we got audited, Stroker?”

“Last year, and the top five items on their list included a thorough review of our SOP.”

“I don’t remember that.”

Big surprise.

“I believe you were busy that week, playing golf with Jack.”

“Oh, right. God, I love that guy. He’s the one that picked me for this job. Did you know that, Stroker?”

My tone flattened.

“I suppose I did.”

Austin winked at me again and smiled.

“Yes, I suppose you did.”

I suppose I’d like to punch you in your pretty face.

He nudged Brandy off his lap so he could get up. She backed away to let him pass, and he moved around his large, cherry wood desk to a matching credenza on the far wall.

“Can I pour you a drink, Ron?”

He has a decanter set in his office. Of course, he does.

“In the middle of the day? No thanks.”

Austin looked back at the girls while he gestured at me.

“You see? Integrity. Always takes the high road.”

He picked up the decanter and poured himself a glass.

“How’s that working out for you, Ron?”

“Excuse me?”

“Following the rules. Doing the right thing. Is that getting you where you want to be?”

”I don’t follow.”

Austin turned and leaned back on the credenza while he sipped his drink.

“How’s your wife doing, Ron?”

The skin of my forehead smarted as it wrinkled.

“What does that have to do with anything?”

My fists clenched, and my muscles tightened.

He’s trying to get a rise out of you, Ron. Don’t let him.

“She’s an amazing woman, your wife.”

I glanced sideways at the girls.

Do they know? Like, is this part of some cruel, junior high school game?

“Austin, is there anything else of a professional nature that we need to discuss?”

“Well, speaking of your wife, the installers from her company will be here this weekend putting in the system I bought from her.”

“And?”

“I’ll need you to be here to let them in, direct them, help them with any issues they may run into. I’d be here to do it, but…”

Austin looked over at the girls. His eyes moved up and down the length of their bodies as they smiled back at him.

“I have important things to do this weekend.”

Brandy bit her lip as she looked at Austin. He winked at her and then looked back at me.

“They’ll be here at 8 am.”

“Got it,” I said.

I turned to leave.

“Oh, and Ron, tell Jessica I’m excited to have her services all over this building.”

I walked out, biting my lip and squinting my eyes to keep from exploding in a fit of rage.

Oh my God, Jessica, I hate you so much.


Chapter 5


Jessica

My voice dripped with syrupy seduction.

"Margaret said you wanted to see me."

Steve faced his computer.

“Sit down, Jessica.”

"If I do that, you might find out if I'm wearing underwear."

The chair swiveled around, revealing his frowning, pale face.

Wow.

"Dude, you don't look so good."

He leaned over his desk and exhaled.

"Listen, Jessica..."

“If you want, Steve, I can arrange a personal therapy session to take some of that stress off your mind.”

He slammed his hand down on the table.

"Jessica, dammit, stop!"

My mouth dropped open.

“Who peed in your cheerios?”

He glared at me.

“That would be you.”

“Oh, c’mon, Steve. Give a girl a break.”

He collapsed back in his chair, looked at the ceiling, and his voice dropped to a whisper.

“I wish I could.”

Wish you could?

"What did you just say?"

He stood up and turned his back on me.

"Look, this is the hardest thing I've ever had to do."

My lips quivered.

“Steve…”

He raised his voice again and turned to look back at me.

“Don’t ‘Steve’ me, Jessica. You gave me no choice.”

My bottom lip grew heavy and let go of my top lip as my eyebrows pushed down, wrinkling my forehead.

There’s no fucking way.

"I'm the best damn salesperson you have in this department."

"It's out of my hands, Jessica."

Holy shit, he’s firing me.

My voice trembled as it grew louder.

“The fuck it is, Steve. You're the goddamn boss."

He faced me, placing his hands on his desk, and matched the escalating volume and sternness of my voice with his own.

"I'm a manager, Jessica. It doesn't mean I can do whatever I want. I don't own the company."

"So, where the hell is this coming from?"

“It's complicated."

"I'd say it's pretty simple, Steve. You’re saying I’m out of a job. Do you know what that means for me?"

The lines in his face and tone of voice softened. The light from outside his office door reflected off his glistening eyes.

"Jessica, I'm really sorry."

"So, spit it out, Steve. Whose ass are you kissing?”

He went to the office door to close it, then turned and leaned his back up against it and took a deep breath.

"Remember, after our stay in that hotel, I told you things had gotten rough between Peggy and me?"

"I don't see how that has anything to do with my employment here."

"Jessica, just listen.”

“Then, get to the goddamn point, Steve.”

He gasped and shook his head, and his speech quickened.

“We were going to counseling and, and in a moment of weakness, I confessed to what happened.”

My eyes grew wide as saucers.

"Okay, that was stupid, Steve. But I still don't see what it has to do with my job here.”

"Well, Peggy made friends with several of the women here in the office. Including Margaret. They’ve been thick as thieves ever since.”

“Good for them. I still don’t…”

“They all know what we did, and they hate you for it."

"Well, fuck them. It's none of their business. Well, maybe it’s Peggy's, but fuck her anyway. She's a bitch."

Steve threw his hands up.

"Jessica, my God."

He walked across the floor to a window and peered through the blinds.

"She is, and you know it, Steve. And this just proves it. She’s behind this?!"

The blinds made a rippling sound as he released them. He looked down, putting his hands on his hips.

"When Margaret walked in on us, she called Peggy."

"Oh my God, Steve, you fucking coward!”

He gritted his teeth, still speaking towards the floor.

"Jessica, give me a break. It's my marriage and possibly my job at stake.”

I marched over to him, pulled him around, and got in his face.

"Your job? What about my job? And I don't give a flying fuck about your marriage! I have bills to pay. Ron is leaving me."

"He's leaving you?”

I stepped back and turned away.

"Never mind. It’s none of your business.”

“Jessica, I'm so sorry. I had no idea.”

I snapped back at him.

"Oh, spare me. Like I said, Steve, none of your business. I still don't understand why you think you need to fire me just because your wife doesn't like me and talks to the damn secretary.”

"Jessica, what you did the other day, that's grounds for termination."

I spun to face him again and pointed at him with my trembling hand.

"For a pussy manager, it is."

Steve’s mouth fell open. He gestured with his palm up, pointing towards the bitches outside.

"Jessica, they filed a complaint with corporate. I got the phone call an hour ago. They told me I have to let you go. For legal reasons."

"Legal reasons?! What legal reasons?”

"These women are threatening to sue the company, Jessica. Managers can’t give any appearance of favoritism. And Margaret caught us in a compromising situation. One that we were in because you wouldn't listen to me!"

"Oh God, Steve, don't lecture me. I drank your cum."

"Jessica…"

I stormed towards the door.

"Margaret will have to escort you out."

The door opened, and Margaret stood there, arms folded across her chest, sporting a sly smile.

"Hello, Jessica."

My voice boomed at Steve.

“If this bitch tries to walk me out, I’ll cut her."

I ran over Margaret and headed for my desk. She followed.

"Jessica, I packed up your things. Nothing is at your desk."

I stopped, turned on a dime, and squared off with her.

“You're having quite the time with this little charade, aren't you, Margaret?"

"Jessica, don't be mad because you, for once, got what you deserve."

“Bitch…”

The tendons in my neck pulled and pulsed as I clenched my fist, ready to strike her.

“Go ahead, Jessica. I’d love to see what you look like in orange.”

She had a point. I didn’t need to go to jail. So, I spat on her ugly blouse, turned, and walked towards the exit. The sound of her footsteps following me grated my nerves like fingernails on a chalkboard.

I hope she lays a finger on me. I’ll lay her ass out.

Out in the parking lot, two cardboard boxes sat next to the driver’s side door of my car. Flaps closed and taped shut.

Are you fucking kidding me?

I bent over and ripped one of them open.

“Where the fuck is my…”

Margaret stood a few feet back towards the entrance, her face smug, holding my purse out with her extended hand. I stormed over to her and snatched it from her hand. She chuckled as I walked back to my car, fumbling through my purse, looking for my keys.

“What are you snickering about, you catty bitch?”

“I think this is fitting.”

“Really? You think this is fitting? How about I fit this foot up your ass?”

“I think it’s fitting that you’re struggling to get your door open. You know, Jessica, I imagine you’ve used your body and your loose morals to open doors your whole life. But look at you now.”

“I imagine you’ve spent your whole life sporting that fat ass, making close to minimum wage, and hating women like me who had the power to do better. So look at me now.”

I flipped her a bird. She scowled.

“You can manipulate a man, but it’s a lousy way to get a door open.”

“Oh, I get it. You’re gonna teach me about men? That’s fucking hilarious.”

She folded her arms as she huffed.

“Jessica, a good man will open a door for a good woman just because they choose to. If you let them, that is. But you wouldn’t know. You’re a horrible woman.”

“Don’t you have some terrible coffee to make?”

“Goodbye, Jessica.”

I found my keys and stuck them in my car door as I glared at her dumpy ass waddling back to the building.

I open my own damn doors.

My body collapsed into the car seat, puffing hot air through my lips. Tears began rolling down my face.

What the hell am I going to do now?


Chapter 6


Jessica

I lay in bed, listening to the soft drumming of raindrops on the window. My chest ached as though my heart pushed against the inside of my sternum. I pulled the comforter up to my chin and lay the full weight of my head into my pillow. My ears searched the space around me for any other sound than the patter of rain, but found none.

The ceiling above swirled with images of my brief history at Starlight Telecom. Sales meetings where they recognized me for record-breaking sales. Delicious flirtation with Steve. Our scandalous business trip that launched my adventures into cheating on Ron. And all of it ending with the useless words, “Jessica, I'm really sorry.”

Fuck you, Steve.

Ron’s spot, if I could still call it that, remained vacant beside me. I ran my hands over it and found the impression of his body in the mattress, now colder and shallower.

How many days has it been?

I picked up my phone and looked at my texts. Several that I sent to Ron without responses from him.

A text from Austin, three days old.

“Ron didn’t show up. He’s never done that. Does he know something?”

Ahh. So, this must be day four.

Another text from Austin this morning.

“I can come over again tonight if you’re craving some more of this D. Haha.”

The thrill of taking his cock in my marital bed gave me a momentary reprieve from the intolerable melancholy of being home alone, but I was over it now. No cock could fill the gaping hole left by the news I just got.

No, Austin, no more cravings. Unless you wanna hire me.

Besides, what was the point if my marriage was over? Betraying Ron was no fun if he wasn’t there to feel the sting. If I couldn’t look in his eyes and see his pain when I confessed, well, then I’d just be fucking an arrogant prick that bought some phones from me.

Starlight better fucking pay me my commission for that sale.

Getting canned drained the feeling of power right out of my chest. I put the phone back down on the bedside table.

My marriage is over? I’m fired? Fuck my life.

I got up and pushed my feet to carry me across the floor and downstairs to the kitchen. They drug on the carpet, making a scuffing sound with each step. The stairs threatened to trip me as I descended. A hand on the downstairs wall helped to steady my lifeless steps.

Yay. I made it to the kitchen.

I opened the liquor cabinet and found an unopened fifth of Jack Daniel’s.

“Thank God.”

I fumbled through the cabinets over the counter, looking for a whiskey glass.

“Where the hell are they?”

Ron always did this for me. He did a lot of things for me.

I exhaled a heavy sigh.

Fuck the glass.

Grabbing the whiskey bottle, I lumbered into the den and collapsed onto the couch. A pile of photo albums sat stacked in the middle of the coffee table. I reached for the top one, brushed off a thin layer of dust from the cover, and opened it in my lap.

As my eyes perused the pictures, a stream of fond memories began trickling through my mind. Photos of the first house Ron and I bought together. Of the surprise birthday party he threw for me. The time I got out of the hospital after a long bout with acute bronchitis. Ron rolled me out in a wheelchair to a fancy Town Car he rented.

And you stayed at my bedside the entire time.

I took one picture out of the album and held it up in front of me. As I studied it, a tear formed in the corner of my eye. In the picture, I sat on the back of a majestic chocolate thoroughbred. Ron stood in the distance behind a rail, watching me with a ridiculous grin. One of my “bucket list” dreams - riding a genuine thoroughbred horse on the Churchill Downs racetrack - became a reality that day. From the moment I told Ron about that dream, he worked on making it come true. He wanted to make all my dreams come true.

That was a silly dream, Jessica.

I wiped a tear from my cheek and reached for the Jack Daniels.

Girl, you fucked shit up really good this time.

I opened the bottle and turned it up. The sweet sting of the whiskey shot through my sinuses and lit up my temples with a soothing burn. My body melted into the buzz. I looked around the room. Our wide-screen tv - encased in a rich, dark mahogany case mounted in the wall - sat cold from lack of use. In Ron’s absence, I didn’t feel like watching it. We did that together.

I hate TV anyway.

Plush, pearlescent curtains hung around the large windows, overlooking the green canvas of our backyard. I loved those curtains. They cost a small fortune, but Ron encouraged me to get them. Just touching them in the store made my nipples hard. That’s what I told him, anyway. I often watched Ron through those windows as he labored in the backyard, sweating over some azalea bush or weeds he wrestled out of the flower beds. All trappings of a life afforded by two incomes, mine being the more substantial.

Well, that’s about to change, isn’t it?

The photo album slid off my lap and onto the floor as I got up.

He’s not gonna respond, Jessica. Don’t even try it.

My muscles ached with each step up the stairs. I went into the bedroom and picked up my phone. The dark glass fogged under my touch, and my hollow eyes looked back at me through the reflection.

God, girl, you look like shit.

I took a deep breath, brought the phone to life, and typed.

“Ron. It’s me. I know you’re angry. You have a right to be.”

Send.

I looked at the phone for another minute, rubbing my thumb across the surface of the screen. My puffed cheeks blew a long exhale through pursed lips.

Fuck it. He’s the one I would tell these things to.

“I got fired today.”

Send.

I set the phone down on the bedside table and climbed into bed.

That was dumb.

The flow of tears resumed in my eyes, more plentiful this time. Until they gave way to drowsiness. My eyes closed, and the weight of slumber rolled over my body. Sleep approached but stopped short, halted by the vibrations of my phone.

I picked it up. A notification showed a text icon, Ron’s name, and two words.

“Hey, Jessica.”


Chapter 7


Jessica

I walked into Joe’s Burger Shack. Ron sat in a booth and looked at a menu he could recite in his sleep. He held it up, half covering his scowling face as I slid into the booth across from him.

“Hey,” I said.

He continued to peruse the appetizers. Or the specials. Perhaps, the sandwiches. Hell if I knew. A waitress came to the table.

“What can I get you two started with?”

I looked across the table at the back of the menu, waiting for him to say something. He coughed.

Ok, then.

“I’ll have water,” I said.

“And you, sir?”

For her, Ron produced the warm, gentle voice I remembered.

“I’ll have water and a house salad with lite vinaigrette dressing. Thank you.”

A salad? He never eats salad.

“Ok, sir. Ma’am, can’t I get you anything else?”

“I think I’ll have a salad, too. Ranch dressing on the side.”

She left us. Ron continued to hide behind the menu. For the first time since I met him, his eyes weren’t on me. Still, sitting across the table from this familiar, stable man soothed me. My shoulders relaxed.

“It’s good to see you.”

He kept holding his menu shield.

Oh, c’mon, Ron.

“Look, Ron, I know you’re mad at me.”

I reached for the brim of his menu to pull it down.

“Hey, look at me, would ya?”

Ron shot daggers at me from his eyes.

“Don’t. Touch.”

He never looked at me like that. Usually, so gentle, now burning with rage. I put my hands up in surrender.

“Sorry, Ron. Keep the menu.”

He lifted the menu back up like the iron bars of a cage. A wounded tiger sat across from me. It wanted to tear me apart. His anger – the intensity of it – sent a flush through my chest. And something else. Something surprising. Disturbing, even. The skin between my thighs tingled.

Really, Jessica? How is this sexy?

“So, the sales superstar, Jessica Stroker, gets fired,” he said.

Ron lowered his menu to glare at me over it.

“What? Did you fuck your boss, too?”

My mouth dropped open as heat rushed into my face.

Chill out, Jessica. There’s no way he knows about that.

“Of course not, Ron. Geez, I’m not stupid.”

He raised the menu, hiding his eyes again. I looked at Ron’s menu and contemplated the fire I started that burned behind it. As I did, the tingling between my legs spread, connecting to the growing warmth in my chest. I saw both my victim and a threat. A man whose heart I tore apart and who wanted to tear me apart. I also thought about Steve doing damage control with his petty wife and new employees. I rested my palms on the edge of the table and flexed and curled my fingers. My chest expanded.

Burn, baby, burn.

A glint of haughty defiance crept into my eyes, and a grin threatened to surface on my lips.

Not the time, Jessica. Lose the grin. Maybe try damsel in...

“Ron, it’s just… you’re the one I’ve always talked to when awful shit happens. I’m not comfortable with anyone else…”

I pushed out a pouty bottom lip.

“Our bed isn’t the same without you in it.”

WHAM!

Ron’s slammed the menu on the table, and his eyes fired a second round of daggers.

“Do you think I give a damn about any of that, Jessica? Do you have any idea what my life is like now because of your shit? I’ve got only one thing to say to you. One. You wanna hear it?”

“Ok. Yes, I guess so.”

“I want to fuck you.”

My lips parted.

“Ummm”

“Not make love to you. Fuck you. Hard. So it hurts.”

I leaned away from the table, back into the cushioned seat. The curious warmth and tingling between my pussy and chest intensified.

“I worked there for twenty years, Jessica. Twenty fucking years. And now, I have to go there every damn day and look at floors. Desks. Chairs. And wonder which of them you fucked my god-damned boss on.”

Ron’s hands clenched, and his nostrils flared.

“I’ve been nothing but good to you, and you stabbed me in the back. Right in the fucking heart. What did I ever do to deserve that?”

I dropped my gaze and suppressed the sadistic amusement bubbling under the surface. I could almost picture drops of blood dripping onto the table from his heart. His raw energy fanned the flames between my legs, provoking my pussy to wetness.

“I know what you deserve, Jessica. You’re a bitch. A fucking cunt. And you deserve to be treated like one.”

The c-word. Wow, Ron. Never heard that from you before… I like it.

“May I speak now?”

He fell back in his seat, folded his arms across his chest, and nodded, clenching his jaw.

“What treatment would you wish on a fucking cunt like me?”

“Exposure. Humiliation. Pain. It won’t fix anything, but I still want it.”

“If I let you do that to me, what do I get out of it?”

He stared at me for a moment before narrowing his eyes and tilting his neck forward.

“You’re not getting me back, that’s for damn sure. Our marriage is done.”

His unwavering tone dented my confidence that I might seduce him back.

Ouch. This day just keeps delivering defeat.

I sat stunned with a lump in my throat, searching his eyes for some sign of hope. Or weakness in his resolve. I found none.

What else do I have to lose?

I exhaled a long sigh.

Weird. Kinda refreshing to have nothing left.

My body released its tension and melted into my seat. Karma had caught up with me, and the running could stop. I could surrender to whatever fate held for me. My legs fell open, and my hips rocked forward.

God, I want to get fucked. Why am I so horny?

“So, I may get nothing out of it.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Ok. So?”

“I would pay you.”

I laughed out loud.

“Pay me?”

My mouth hung open as I surveyed his face.

“Yes. Not that you deserve anything from me, Jessica. But I would pay you. Treat you like the whore that you are.”

“But you won’t tell me what tortures you have in mind. Sounds fair.”

Sounds fucking insane. Why am I considering this? Oh, maybe because I just lost my job.

He rolled his eyes.

“You mean fair like you fucking my boss behind my back and humiliating me at my company? That kind of fair? Fuck you, Jessica.”

He got up from the table, walked over to the waitress, and handed her a wad of cash before leaving me alone in the restaurant.

I sat, both stunned and stimulated. Wanting this new angry beast to tear into me and to yank me out of my current, horrible reality.

Treat me like a whore? I kinda like the sound of that.

I slipped my hand beneath the table and under the waistline of my yoga pants. Watching the doors, I slid my fingers between my spreading legs to assess the state of my pussy.

Omg, I’m so wet.

My engorged lips and clit tingled under my touch. As soon as my fingers touched them, a delicious burn rippled into my hips and stomach. I started to stroke.

So, Ron wants to be my customer. My angry customer.

I pictured my house and the office I left. The June Cleaver life Ron and I made together. The ordered prosperity of the sales office that ousted me. All of it went up in flames. I dropped my head back and closed my eyes, sinking into the escalating sensation, as my fingertips brushed my clit with the slick dew that dripped from my pussy.

I’m a devil.

The subtle sensation of a presence interrupted my fantasy, and I opened my eyes to find the waitress standing over me, her eyes and mouth wide open. She laughed and shook her head as she refilled my water. I sat up, but she put a hand on my shoulder.

“No, ma’am. Things must be pretty bad for you to need to do that here. I’ll let you finish. I can come back.”


Chapter 8


Ron

“I hate her! I fucking hate her!!”

The edges of my fists burned from pounding my steering wheel. I gave my forehead a turn.

“Ugh!”

I pressed my head against the hard vinyl of the wheel. My eyes closed while my mind spun in a whirlwind of memories. The headlights of my Cutlass lit up an area behind Joe’s Burger Shack. A specific spot.

The spot.

This old car saw many things over the years, including that night fifteen years ago. I remembered sitting in the front row at Wednesday night church, listening to one of Pastor Clarke’s greatest hits. He revisited it often.

“Brothers and sisters, we must all resist the temptations of the flesh!”

His voice echoed off the back walls of the church and stirred several members of the congregation to respond.

“Amen, pastor.”

“Mmm-hmm.”

“I’m grateful, dear brothers, that our sisters know how to spare us of exceeding torment by cloaking their bodies in the garments of modesty and the armor of virtue.”

Many ladies nodded their heads in response. A few raised their hands.

“And it is right that they should keep themselves pure for the husband that God will bring to them. The holy man that will care for them and keep them safe from the vile lusts of the godless. And you, dear brothers, seek to be that man. Do not be like the godless, my brothers, for much sorrow and anguish await them. Keep your hearts and minds pure!”

The smoldering gaze of Pastor Clarke’s eyes shone on me, cutting through the veils I hid behind, piercing the safety of my darkness and exposing me. My chest burned as I knelt in that pew, praying.

Forgive me, Lord, for my many lustful thoughts. I promise I’ll do better.

After the service, everyone filed out, shaking hands with Pastor Clarke at the back of the church. I dreaded the encounter as my turn came. He grabbed my hand, squeezing it as his eyes blazed and probed my eyes. I dropped my gaze from his.

“Stay on the path, Brother Ron. The Lord will reward you.”

He patted my back and released me to the parking lot. I climbed in my Cutlass and headed for Joe’s Burger Shack, hoping a greasy burger would numb my blistering sense of guilt. Sitting alone in a booth, I struggled to keep my mind from entertaining thoughts of the waitress’ butt. I held the menu in front of me, clinching it in my hands, and laboring to focus on the specials. Or the salads. Anything but her butt.

Lord, help me be strong.

That’s when I saw Jessica Gamble enter the diner wearing a body-hugging sheath dress and high heels. I recognized her immediately. Pictures of her graced the local high society magazines, and she graced the fantasies of every young man in Los Angeles. More recently, the photos of her engagement to a prominent Los Angeles businessman broke all our hearts. She beamed in those pictures, but that night, she wasn’t smiling. She shifted her weight back and forth on her feet as she waited at the “Please Wait To Be Seated” sign, fingering the necklace around her neck with one hand and clutching her small purse with the other.

Under any other circumstance, speaking to such a stunning young woman would have terrified me. Still, she needed a seat and maybe a listening ear. Dad raised me to put fear aside and be a good Samaritan when anyone needed help. My heart raced as I got up, walked over to her, and invited her to sit with me. She thanked me and accepted. We sat and chatted for hours. I floated on her words as she talked about frustrations in her relationship, about her dreams, about anything.

Laughter, tender moments of eye-contact, and holding hands led to the two of us behind the restaurant. In the spot my headlights now focused on. Jessica dropped to her knees that night and pulled out my penis.

“What about your fiance?!” I asked.

She just winked at me and took me into her mouth. My heart pounded out of my chest as I climaxed, unloading into her. She swallowed every drop. The memory would haunt me for years before we would finally reconnect and ultimately get married.

I looked up from my steering wheel at the precise spot where she captured my soul and my cum in her mouth.

I fell in love right there.

I realized I met a cheater that night. A rule breaker. It drew me to her. Somehow, though, I convinced myself that this cheater wouldn’t do the same thing to me.

I sighed heavily.

I’m so naïve.

I turned the headlights off and sat quietly, watching Jessica leave the restaurant. Her yoga pants fit her ass like a second skin, and her jacket hugged her curvaceous torso and breasts. In the restaurant, I tried my best not to divulge my awareness of them when I sat across from her. I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction. But I noticed. I always noticed. Everything about her physical appearance - her striking eyes, gorgeous hair, silky skin, and curvaceous body - captivated me. No amount of hatred could overpower that lust for her. All the women I knew before her - righteous women of God - tried to protect me from the fires of lust. Well-meaning. They did their best to follow the teachings of Pastor Clarke. But I longed for someone who would embrace the fires of lust inside me. Those flames didn’t scare Jessica. No, she poured gas on them.

She got into her car and drove away.

You played with fire, Ron, and got burned.

As the taillights of her car disappeared into the night, my thoughts turned to the next day and the likelihood of another encounter with Austin. My stomach churned, and my chest tightened.

You don’t need to fuck Jessica, Ron. After what she did? What were you thinking? You need to get away from her. For good.

If I purged my life of her, maybe then I could shed the painful reminders that lurked behind every corner of Solidarity. Keep my job and career that I worked so hard to build. Maybe Austin wouldn’t last forever. Surely, his lack of any genuine talent would eventually catch up with him, and then my merits would shine. Perhaps I’d even get the job that should have been mine to begin with.

Stick to your guns, Stroker. You took the wild ride and tasted the forbidden fruit. See how that worked out? Time to repent.

I put my key in the ignition and started up the old Cutlass. My brow furrowed as I looked over the steering wheel and focused on the hood of my car.

You don’t need to punish her. You need to forgive, forget, and let her go. Be the bigger person.

I wanted to believe my own encouraging thoughts, but my heart dreaded facing reality in the morning. I might not give in to any more of Jessica’s games, but how would I survive in the aftermath of the last one?


Chapter 9


Jessica

“Hell, no! Get a fucking grip!”

I shouted at myself and into the silence of my car as I drove towards St. Ruth’s Safe Haven and, hopefully, some perspective.

“He wants to punish me, AND he wants to pay me for it!”

I shook my head at the road.

Why the fuck would I get turned on by that? I HATE angry men.

By the time I pulled up to St. Ruth’s, I had filled my tank full of hatred for anything with a penis.

You can be under my thumb or out of my life, Ron Stroker. I don’t need you. I don’t need any man.

I tried to shelve the bitterness and put my focus on the precious 8-year-old girl living inside the walls of the shelter. Little Amber Levinson brought much-needed light into my world ever since I picked her up off a sidewalk. She lifted my spirits with her innocence, her smile, her laughter, and her ability to hope. Our relationship started with me rescuing her, but I suspected Amber came into my life to rescue me.

As I walked through the entrance, the receptionist smiled and greeted me.

“Why, hello, Mrs. Jessica. It’s good to see you!”

She stood and walked around the desk to embrace me. Hardened creases in the sun-kissed skin on her cheeks and around her eyes reminded me of my mother. Her embrace did, too. Hugs like that flow from a broken heart.

“It’s good to see you, too, Agnes. Where’s my little girl?”

“She’ll be so happy to see you. She talks about you non-stop. Come with me.”

I followed Agnes down a painted cinder block hallway that provided the backdrop to a sea of colorful children’s artwork. All around, the sound of kids’ voices laughing and playing warmed the icy shield of cynicism that surrounded my heart. We turned into a doorway and entered an expansive space full of children sitting at various small tables scattered about the room.

“Mrs. Jessica!!!”

Amber’s exuberant voice broke through the commotion as her beaming smile and little legs raced towards me. All the weight on my soul lifted as I crouched to catch her in my arms.

“Hey, sweetie.”

Her tiny arms wrapped around my neck as I picked her up. She leaned back from our embrace enough to look into my eyes and fill me with the warm affection of a lamb rescued from slaughter.

“I’m so happy to see you, Mrs. Jessica.”

As soon as I let her down, she took my finger in her hand and skipped as she led me over to a table.

“Come sit with me. I wanna show you my picture.”

I looked at Agnes over my shoulder. She smiled and waved at me as she turned back down the hall towards the reception desk. Amber and I sat down at one of the munchkin tables, and she pushed a large piece of white construction paper in front of me covered in colorful crayon drawing. On the right, a tall, dark figure stood with its mouth open to show its fangs. It lifted its arms over its head like it was about to pounce on its prey. The figure appeared to wear overalls and stood in front of a large, black house. On the left, a little girl ran away with big blue teardrops running down her face. And in the center…

Oh, my God.

Tears formed in my eyes as I looked at the woman in Amber’s picture who stood between the little girl and the dark figure. She wore a blue woman’s business suit and extended her arm towards the dark figure with a stern look on her face.

“It’s you, Mrs. Jessica. I made it for you.”

The tears streamed down my cheeks. Amber’s little mouth curled down into a frown.

“Mrs. Jessica, don’t you like it?”

I grabbed her and pulled her tight to me.

“It’s beautiful, honey. It’s the most beautiful picture I’ve ever seen. I love it.”

“Thanks for saving me, Mrs. Jessica.”

“You’re welcome, sweetie.”

She let go of me and stepped back, and her eyes and grin widened.

“Hey, you wanna go see Lucy?”

I wiped the tears from my face as I smiled at her excitement.

“I’d love to.”

She took me again by the finger and led me out of the room and down a hallway until I could hear an approaching symphony of animal sounds. Barking, chirping, and purring. Inside the “animal room” large cages containing various animals surrounded us. Two staff members moved from cage to cage, talking to them, opening each cage to feed and pet them.

“Lucy’s over here.”

Amber spoke to one of the staff.

“Miss Tracy, can I visit Lucy?”

Amber looked her directly in the eyes and smiled.

Miss Tracy laughed. A smile spread across my face.

She’s right at home here.

“Yes, Amber. She’ll be happy to see you. Who is this?”

“This is Mrs. Jessica. She’s my guardian angel.”

I placed a hand over my heart and smiled at Amber. The shelter taught all the kids to recognize those adults they could count on for safety and advocacy. They called them “guardian angels.”

Miss Tracy looked at me and extended her hand.

“Well Mrs. Jessica, it’s an honor to meet you.”

My eyes glistened, and my voice cracked.

“It’s nice to meet you, too.”

Amber unfastened Lucy’s cage who jumped out on top of her and licked her face. She squealed with laughter as she hugged Lucy’s neck.

“Lucy!!”

I crouched down and stroked Lucy’s golden coat. We took her into the petting area and found a spot to sit and hang out together.

“You know what I learned, Mrs. Jessica?”

“What’s that, dear?”

“Well…”

She wrinkled her nose and mouth while she searched for words.

“I’ve learned the difference between anger and abuse.”

I swallowed hard, and my voice cracked.

As in, they’re spelled differently?

“So, what have you learned about it?”

“Well, I love Lucy, but sometimes she makes me mad. Like the time she chewed up my favorite toy. That made me very angry.”

Amber looked at me with her little eyebrows furrowed and her mouth twisted. My heart warmed.

She is so damn cute.

“And I told her I was angry at her, but I didn’t kick her or hit her.”

Amber looked at Lucy and petted her head while she panted and looked back into her young owner’s eyes.

“Even when I am angry at her. Very angry. She’s still safe with me. I would never hurt her.”

Wow.

I put a hand down to support myself and shook my head, amazed at her maturity, as I thought about her words. And about Ron.

“What is it, Mrs. Jessica?”

I put my hand on her head and stroked her hair.

“Oh, Mrs. Jessica is just thinking about someone like that. Someone safe for me, even when they are very angry.”

She smiled as she looked up at me with that light of innocence.

“I’m glad you have someone like that.”

My heart stung, but I blocked my sadness from surfacing. No need to confuse her with the complexities of my adult life.

“Me, too, Amber.”


Chapter 10


Jessica

I left the shelter after midnight and got into my car. My legs ached and pulled towards the floorboard like lead weights.

Can’t someone drive me home?

I let my body fall back into the car seat. My thoughts turned to Ron, and my weary body craved the warmth and ease of his affectionate embrace.

You can forget that, Jessica. That door is slammed shut, locked, and dead-bolted.

I raised my knee, rested my elbow on it, and let my head fall onto the support of my open hand. My eyes searched the darkness outside my car for a comfortable place to park my gaze.

I sighed.

“What have I done?”

Before my charade with Ron’s boss, our marriage resembled a cute cottage in a peaceful forest. Birds always chirped. The sky always blanketed us in soft blue. Too perfect. God knows why I couldn’t take it. I needed to shake it up.

Well, you did a damn fine job of that, didn’t you?

I started my car, pulled it out of my parking place, and headed home, thinking as I drove.

Even Ron’s vague plans of torture sounded appealing, if for no other reason than to be close to him. And because I now needed the money.

What exactly does he want to do to me?

Whatever it was, it could never approach the real cruelty of men like my piece-of-shit father. Or Amber’s.

I remembered feeling the wetness dripping from my tingling pussy as I sat in the diner, feeling Ron’s radiant anger.

What was that about?

I pulled up to a stoplight. Ghostly images of the usual cars and foot traffic projected from my mind’s eye. They faded to the reality of silence. On all four corners, these roads and buildings that buzzed with life during the day sat quiet and dark, save for a few lights left on as a theft deterrent. I put my car in park.

Maybe a ride on the waves of Ron’s anger could cure my boredom. And pay some bills. Maybe it could even spawn a new relationship with him. Or be the last chapter in the one I destroyed. Either way, this new side of Ron offered the prospect of a new adventure with an uncertain destination. I also suspected his wrath served only to veil an undying lust for my body that drew him to me in the beginning. I blew strands of hair out of my face.

Wishful thinking.

The light turned green, but with no one on the road, I left it in park and leaned my seat back. My tongue slid out to wet my fingertips. I lifted the waistband of my yoga pants to make way for those fingertips to slide down between my legs. My legs spread open to receive them, and my eyes surveyed the roads and rear-view mirrors as I began to stroke.

Allowing this new, angry Ron to have his way with me might lure him back under my spell. It sounded like an intriguing new chapter in the game of seduction. Whatever torment he wanted to unleash on me, my curiosity craved a look behind the curtain.

The bulb of my clit tingled under my touch and began to throb.

So, Mr. Stroker, you want to take your wrath out on this whore?

I stopped stroking and pulled my phone from my purse.

What have I got to lose? I’ve lost everything already.

I typed out a text to Ron.

“So, how much money are we talking about?”

Send.
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Ron

The morning sun spilled through the windows of my apartment bedroom, warming my face as I looked out onto the common area. Standing in my flannel pajama pants, I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. The air filled my lungs and brought hope of a new day with new possibility.

Today, I will leave my past behind and focus on my future.

I stepped over to the bedside, picked up my phone, and walked back towards the window. A notification icon on the top of my screen showed I had a new text message from Jessica.

I sighed. Hovering my thumb over the phone screen to open it, I hesitated.

I should just delete it.

But I opened the message and read it.

The words shot straight to my groin, awakening a pulsing pressure.

So, you want to accept my proposition?

All my mental focus collapsed and slid back to images of Jessica and her decadent body surrendered to me. Mine to do with as I pleased. Blood rushed through my chest as I contemplated having boundless license to express my most extreme fantasies - to push her and make her fulfill them. Because she owed me.

You’d be a prisoner to my lust.

My cock throbbed and poked out from the flap of my pajama pants, reaching into the sunlight to bathe in its exposure. I leaned back and pushed my hips forward to fuck the air.

In my mind, Jessica knelt before me, naked, mouth opened. Wrists bound in submission. Ready to do my bidding.

I typed out a response.

“That depends on how willing you are to be my whore and pay the price for your crimes.”

Send.

Moments passed.

I set the phone on the windowsill and touched my hard cock, tracing it with two fingertips. Each delicate stroke on the swollen vein underneath sent ripples of electric pleasure through my body.

The phone vibrated.

“I’ve been a very naughty bitch. I deserve lots of punishment.”

The words trickled like lighter fluid on the fire of my arousal.

I responded.

“You’ve been a lying, cheating whore.”

“Yes. An evil cunt.”

My strokes quickened.

“You are ready to surrender to what you deserve, you fucking whore?”

Juggling between stroking and texting drew out my climax and teased my cock with torturous pleasure.

“Yes, Ron. Take me and punish me in all the ways you are thinking. Do your worst.”

I stroked with feverish speed until my cum exploded forth with the morning sunlight as a witness, hitting the window in repeated squirts and running down the glass. My moans vibrated in my chest as waves of pleasure wracked my body.

My phone vibrated again. I opened one eye to read the text as my chest heaved, gasping for air.

“So, Ron, you didn’t answer my question. How much are we talking about?”

A devilish grin emerged from deep in my chest and crept across my face.

Enough to make you do whatever I want.


Chapter 11


Ron

The smells of Old Spice and sweat floated in the air of the YMCA men’s locker room. I sat on a bench and set the package down. The address label read:

Ron Stroker 5225 Blakeslee Avenue, Apt C12 North Hollywood, CA 91601

That will take some getting used to.

I opened the box and pulled out the black leather boxing gloves I ordered. My last pair disappeared years ago after collecting dust in the attic. I suspected Jessica snuck them out in the trash. None of my contemporaries could believe I once spent my weekends punching a bag. Or a sparring partner. I never got in fights. Never blew my stack. Sparring was different, though. I saw it as more of a cathartic partnership with another human who had things to work through, just like me. Punching stuff always made me feel better.

Hope it still works.

I laced up the gloves and looked for a free training bag. The gym buzzed with the sounds of grunts, whirring treadmills, pounding footsteps, and clanking weights. A curvy woman in hot pink leggings and a sports bra walked in front of me. The fabric cut in between her ass cheeks, leaving little to the imagination.

Someone has been doing her squats.

I tried not to stare, but her firm glutes taunted me with an alternating flex-and-relax hypnotic dance as she walked.

C’mon, Ron. She didn’t come here to be ogled.

I pulled my eyes away from the hypnosis and sighed at the sight of an available punching bag, grateful for something flatter to focus on. I walked over to the bag and threw a warmup punch. A tingling sensation spread from my chest into my arms when the leather connected.

I’ve missed this.

My punch lacked power, but it still triggered a release of endorphins in my brain, like cool waters rippling behind my forehead and trickling down my spine. I threw another. And another.

As I got into a rhythm, my thoughts turned to Jessica. And what she did. I imagined her looking into Austin’s eyes, placing a hand on his chest and crawling up it with her fingers.

You evil bitch.

Wham!

My punches grew more forceful as a sharp stinging grew in my chest. In my mind, I saw her getting on her knees and taking his cock out. I imagined it to be huge. She took it into her mouth and sucked it.

Wham!

The sights and sounds swirling in my mind muffled the rattling from the roof above the bag. Jessica took Austin’s cock out of her mouth for a moment, looked up at him, and told him it was so much bigger than mine. They both laughed about the size of my cock. Her pussy grew wet. I could tell she got off on talking shit about me to my boss and humiliating me.

Wham!

My punches sent jolts up my arms into my shoulders. Tears formed in the corners of my eyes. Or was it sweat? Maybe both. My cock stirred in my shorts and tingled as Jessica’s lips wrapped around Austin’s cock and bounced up and down his shaft, leaking saliva from the sides. I wanted to grab the back of her hair, call her a bitch and force her to continue.

Wham!

Austin moaned, and she sped up her sucking, thrusting her mouth down on his shaft, gripping his bare ass with her hands. I saw her mind. She thought about me as she did it. Thought about me sitting at home, oblivious. Her pussy radiated waves of ecstasy as she reveled in betraying me. In pulling one over on naïve Ron. I yelled at her in the privacy of my thoughts.

“You fucking bitch!”

Wham!

Austin moaned louder, saying he was about to cum. She responded by pulling at his ass and thrusting her mouth down to the base of his shaft. Her eyes glared at me as his cum spilled onto her tongue and down her throat. She came, too, savoring the thrill she got by cheating on me.

I cursed her as I watched.

“You’re a whore, Jessica! A dirty cunt!”

The sounds and sensations of the punching bag had faded to distant background noise. My punches continued flying on the wings of muscle memory and the turning wheels of my subconscious mind. At the forefront, my whore wife showed her true, evil colors with reckless abandon. She pulled her mouth off Austin’s cock to show me his cum running out of her mouth down her chin while she glared up at me.

My deep trance skipped and sputtered, interrupted by the feeling of a soft hand gripping my shoulder.

“Excuse me, sir?”


Chapter 12


Ally

Just one more set.

I put down the dumbbells, trying not to make too much noise with them. Not that everyone at the gym gave me the same courtesy of a peaceful workout environment.

Take that guy, for example.

A wiry gentleman with salt and pepper hair stood a couple yards behind me, walloping the punching bag like it owed him money. His reflection in the mirror in front of me distracted me from my usual focus.

C’mon, Ally, stop stalling. Let the poor guy punch his bag in peace.

I picked up the dumbbells and gave myself a stern look in the mirror as I began my last set of curls.

“I hate you!”

The shout from behind me startled me so much, I almost dropped the dumbbells. I surveyed the room, looking in the mirror at the various other gym rats behind me. Most of them turned their attention to the gentleman punching the bag.

He grunted and yelled again.

“You fucking bitch!”

My eyes widened as I put down the dumbbells and turned towards Mr. Angry Fists. Everyone else just shook their heads in disapproval and put their headphones back on to drown him out. I studied his face. His eyes squinted and teeth gritted as if he felt great pain. The more I watched him, the more I wanted to know what in the world went on between his ears. His fists flew in a flurry, striking the bag with such force that the rafters shook.

Impressive for a smaller guy.

No headphones.

How can he not hear himself?

And…

Oh, dear.

His shorts stretched around a protrusion coming from his groin area. My eyes cut away as a grin surfaced on my face.

Well, you got your blood flowing.

His voice pierced my ears and pulled my attention from the tent in his shorts.

“You’re a whore, Jessica! A dirty cunt!”

My mouth dropped open as my eyes surveyed the room again for onlookers.

I’ve got to stop him.

I moved in near to him and reached out to tap him on the shoulder, trying not to catch a flying fist across my face. When I touched his shoulder, his energy flowed through my fingertips, up my arm, and into my chest. Heavy sadness came over me.

Dude, what happened to you? And who’s Jessica?

I pat his arm, hoping to intercept any more crude expletives before they escaped his mouth.

“Excuse me, sir?”

He snapped out of his trance and collapsed into the bag. When his eyes opened to look at me, I saw brokenness in them like he might cry right in front of me.

“Are you ok?”

He looked around the gym and flinched at the sight of several glares coming at him from his audience. Sweat poured down his face, which turned white as he lowered his gloves to cover himself. I tried to act oblivious to that situation.

“I hate to interrupt you, but you were getting pretty intense there.”

I looked around the room, lowered my voice, and leaned in closer.

“You know this is a family-oriented establishment, right?”

The color in his face turned from pale to bright red.

“I’m scared to ask. What was I doing?”

I wrinkled my nose, looked to the side, and blew through puckered lips.

“How to tell you this? Umm, apparently there’s some woman named Jessica that you hate. You called her some colorful names.”

“Oh, my God.”

He bounced his forehead like a basketball against the punching bag.

“You seem pretty upset. Do you need to talk to someone?”

I waited for him to open his eyes and look at me. When he did, the tightness in his cheeks appeared to loosen. His shoulders relaxed and fell.

“Thank you very much, ma’am, but…”

“It’s Ally.”

“Excuse me?”

As I contemplated my brief glimpse of the tumult inside him, I wanted to hug him but just gave him a warm smile.

“My name’s Ally.”

He looked down and then to the side.

“Thank you, Ally. My name’s Ron. Honestly, I need to go take a cold shower before they throw me out of here.”

Poor guy.

I winked at him and patted him on the shoulder.

“I understand. Well, when you’ve cooled off, if you want to talk, I’m around. I work out here all the time.”

I turned and walked away, hoping to get that chance.

Not sure what it is about you, dude, but I want to know more about you.


Chapter 13


Ron

I made my way to the showers with my gloved hands folded across my crotch, struggling to make it look natural. My erection never quit. I wanted to attribute it to Ally’s ass in her pink leggings, but the truth clawed through any denial and gripped my libido with electrifying black magic. As I stepped into a shower, imagery of Austin with my back-stabbing wife haunted my mind. I looked down at my throbbing dick.

Why, in God’s name, would you find that erotic?

I needed cold water, but I chose hot. As it pelted my face and chest, I reached down to touch my shaft and stroked.

Are you trying to torture yourself?

I continued stroking as I pictured Jessica now naked, lying on her back in Austin’s office, beckoning for him to put his dick inside her. I imagined her eyes lighting up with a fiery red glow, as if she hosted some diabolical spirit inside of her.

My mouth formed an “O” as I blew air out, and my head shook like a slow pendulum from side to side.

You’re evil. Pure carnal lust.

The wild beast had the power to destroy whatever she wanted. She had no need or regard for marriage. No regard for me. Only her appetite and her hatred of the constraints a decent society put on her.

Heat infused my body from within, meeting the heat from the water. My chest expanded as I continued fondling my cock. I wanted to worship her with it, stroking towards an imaginary altar dedicated to her wickedness.

Why?

I made the sharp pain that stung my heart into an offering. Like a sacrificial lamb, I beckoned for her predatory evil to manifest itself and feed on my soul.

My cock teetered on the edge of climax. I paused just short of cumming, compelled to savor the electric pain. I could hear other men in the surrounding showers.

What if she has been fucking around behind my back for years? What if she has fucked dozens of men?

The thought sent a burning sensation through my body, from my cock up into the crown of my skull. A pendulum swung in my soul between worship and violence. Not hatred. I chose that word so many times since finding out, but I didn’t hate her. I wanted to discipline her. To take her by the throat and slap her face. Slap her tits. Make her confess every sordid detail of her crimes. I wanted to force the dragon from its lair and get burned by its fire. Provoke it to do its very worst and expose it for its scandalous, terrible true colors.

My cock couldn’t hold back anymore. My cum burned the inside of my shaft as it shot out and splattered against the side of the shower. I bit my lip to keep from moaning out loud. My orgasm continued for minutes with my cock pulsing and pumping out squirt after squirt. Energy drained from my body like blood draining from the wound of a dying soldier on the battlefield.

As my orgasm subsided, the hysteria of eroticizing Jessica’s crimes against me faded until only the pang in my soul remained. My tears returned, and my chest heaved. I couldn’t help it. I sobbed in the shower.

Maybe she never loved you, Ron. Maybe she only keeps you cause you’re easy to kick around.

I placed my forearm against the shower wall and my head on my forearm. The water ran over my body as I continued to whimper. I wanted to hate her, but I couldn’t. Maybe I was addicted to her. To her intoxicating sensuality. Her decadence. The fires that burned me gave off a warmth that drew me to her. And I still yearned for them.

I’ve gotta get out of here.

I turned off the water, reached for a towel. A sharp pain burned from inside my belly.

What’s that about?

Gurgling followed. I winced as I wrapped the towel around my waist and headed for my locker. Despite the hot shower and sexual release, my muscles stiffened, resisting my efforts to move. I reached up with one hand to massage my shoulder.

Dang, that’s tight.

My clothes hung like chain-mail armor in my weary hands as I pulled them on. When I emerged from the locker room, I found Ally waiting on a nearby bench. She looked up and smiled at me.

Still wearing her pink tights.

God, I hope she can’t read minds.


Chapter 14


Ally

I threw a towel over my shoulder as Ron walked off towards the men’s locker room. For a smaller, older gentleman, he still projected a subtle, quiet strength. Like a large rock formation on a beach that withstands the ocean waves crashing on it and remains unbroken, stable, and erect.

Like what was under his shorts?

I giggled and shook my head at myself as I patted my face with the towel.

Time for some crunches.

I picked up a mat and rolled it out on the gym floor, dropping the towel beside it. The sounds of a busy gym subsided as numbers dwindled. Only the hardcore gym rats like me remained. I got on my back with my knees up and began crunching away.

“100…”

My abs engaged and lifted me, and my elbows touched my knees. My thoughts turned back to Ron and the immense, energetic wave of pain that rolled off him into my touch. It melted my heart and made me want to touch him again. To perhaps comfort him. Even heal him.

No one should be left to hurt that much.

“89…”

The warmth of my blood flow built in my core and spread through my body. I loved that feeling. The feeling of being alive. My eyes looked up to the ceiling as I continued to raise myself up for another repetition. I thought about what lay beyond it. The heavens. God. I didn’t believe that things happened by chance. Everything happened for a reason. Maybe meeting Ron tonight had a purpose. Maybe God wanted me to help him.

“78…”

I closed my eyes and pictured him lying face down on my massage table under a towel. My hands rested in the center of his back and opened a floodgate of his pain. My hands kneaded into him as I met that onslaught of pain with my healing energy.

“73…”

In my vision, the skin of my palms and fingers glided across Ron’s back. He moaned under my touch. In my vision, I became naked. My bare breasts brushed against his back, their soothing power washing over him.

“69…”

“What’s up, Ally Cat!”

My heart sank as I opened my eyes to find Mark Williams kneeling beside me.

“Looking good there,” he said.

“You’re a little close, Mark. Some space, please? 64…”

“Excuse me, Miss Hard Core.”

“What do you want, Mark? 62…”

“Well, we never got to do our second date.”

“That’s because you were a jerk on our first date. 60…”

“Aww, c’mon, Ally Cat. Can you blame a guy for trying to get some action?”

“I can when I made it clear I didn’t want that action. And quit calling me that. 58…”

“I think you want it. You’re just trying to hold on to those old-fashioned values.”

“I like my old-fashioned values. 56…”

“C’mon, you don’t like them that much. We both know you didn’t keep your virginity all this time because of your morals.”

I stopped and hugged my knees, glaring at him.

“What?”

“Well, I mean, you didn’t always look like this.”

“What are you saying, Mark?”

“Ally, you know what you looked like in high school. I’m just saying it’s easy to stay celibate when you don’t have any chance of getting laid.”

“Wow. You know, Mark, it’s easy to stay celibate when your chances are with arrogant jerks who don’t know when to shut up.”

I put my hands back behind my head.

“54…”

“Someone’s in a foul mood.”

“Bye, Mark! 52…”

“Whatever.”

He stood and threw his hands in the air. I blew some loose hair strands out of my eyes and scowled at the air.

You have no clue how hard this virginity thing is, Mark. Even with jerks like you.

In the meantime, while I waited, I could let my sexual energy flow in other ways. As part of my gift to heal. And at that moment, that energy appeared to be flowing towards this Ron guy.

“40…”

Sweat poured from my body as I finished my set. I took the towel, dried myself off, and headed for the showers. I stripped my workout clothes off and let the locker room air roll over my naked skin. It tingled, and every pore opened to breathe as I stepped into a shower stall and turned on the water. Typically, I lingered in the shower and let my hands run over my musculature carved through years of hard work. Tonight, however, I hurried through my after-workout routine. I didn’t want to miss Ron before he left.

In no time, I got out, got dressed, and sat on a bench outside the exit to the men’s locker room.

I hope I haven’t missed him.

I passed the time by praying for him.

Dear Father God, I don’t know why you have brought this man into my path, but I hear you. I will answer. Use me to minister to his broken heart.

My heart leaped for joy when Ron exited the locker room. The warmth I now felt towards him flowed up from my chest and out through my smile as I got up to walk over to him.

“Dude, you look like you’ve had quite a workout today.”

He smirked and looked at the ground. Almost like he feared I would hit him.

“Yeah, I guess so.”

“Listen, Ron, I know I should mind my own business, but I haven’t been able to get it off my mind. Ever since seeing you punch that bag and hearing you yell the things you yelled, I’ve just been thinking, I don’t know, maybe you’d like to grab some dinner with me and vent some more.”

His smirk melded into a grin. His head lifted, and his eyes softened. He took a deep breath, and I watched the tension ebb away from his body.

“Sure, that sounds good.”

I gave him a vigorous pat on the back.

“That’s the spirit! Let’s go grab some tacos, and you can tell me all about this horrible Jessica chick.”

Ron squirmed as he put a hand on his stomach.

“Maybe not tacos.”

“Haha, ok. Eggs and toast at the Pancake Hutt it is!”


Chapter 15


Ron

I pulled my car up to the curb in front of my old house. The bushes bulged from overgrowth, and the long grass mingled with a scattering of new weeds. A tree limb laid on top of the roof.

Too busy defiling our house with other men to notice the limb on the roof, Jessica?

I shook my head and scowled.

Tonight, you pay for your crimes.

The previous night’s dinner with Ally refreshed and comforted me. Her kind eyes and gentle encouragement washed over me like cool waters on my scalded soul. And yet, my cravings for Jessica grew, and my anticipation of turning the tables on her consumed my thoughts.

I’m a man living two lives.

My chest tightened, and my breath quickened. I looked at my last text conversation with Jessica. I told her I’d be here at 7 p.m. My watch read 6:45 p.m.

Ugh.

The anticipation clawed at me like an alien from within. She had agreed to my demands to spend the entire day naked, wearing only the shoes from the night she cheated with Austin. If anyone came to the door, she would answer. I sent a package to be delivered, and I called an old neighbor, asking them to go check on her. My mouth watered as I pictured these visitors looking on her naked form in the doorway.

Just like Austin did. And who knows who else, you evil whore.

I gritted my teeth and repeated my thoughts like a mantra. My core swelled, thinking of the darkness in her soul. I rechecked my watch.

Almost time.

I turned off the car and looked through my backpack. A new bottle of Pepcid rested on top of the other contents.

Better leave that here.

I set it aside, and after double-checking the other contents, I zipped the bag up.

Looks good.

I got out of the car and walked up to the front door. Dusk spread across the sky. The departure of light activated the front porch lamps and illuminated the doorway. I grinned.

Perfect.

I rang the doorbell, imagining my fingertip muddied the prints of other men who came for an illicit rendezvous in my absence. A look around at nearby houses revealed some signs of life. I stepped back to give the neighbors an excellent view when the door opened.

Maybe they’ve seen this already, but with another man on the doorstep.

Jessica opened the door, naked as requested, save for those devilish shoes. I let my eyes peruse the sight of her bare skin. A slight breeze blew at her long, dark hair. I imagined the sensation the wind caused on her naked breasts and labia as it tickled them.

“Hey, handsome.”

“Don’t.”

“Sorry, Ron. I just… do you wanna come in?”

“Not yet. I’d like us to stand here for a moment. And, unless I specifically ask you to speak, Jessica, don’t say another word the entire time I’m here.”

She opened her mouth but stopped.

Good. You’re getting it.

Her eyes surveyed the neighborhood. Her teeth slid off her lip, releasing it, and she took a deep breath. As she let it out, she looked back at me and placed her hand on the door frame. Her eyebrow cocked as she slid it up the frame, elongating her curvaceous body under the light from the porch. Her mouth formed a wry grin as her other hand found its way to her hip.

“Did you get my package? A nod will be sufficient.”

She nodded.

“Did anyone come check on you today? Again, a nod will do.”

Her mouth opened for a split second, and her eyes narrowed. She nodded again.

“Step out on the porch, please.”

She took her hand from the doorframe and placed it over her throat. She shook her head and grinned as she stepped out into the porch light, under the last haze of dusk. My heart pounded at the thought of who might see her.

“Turn around. Slowly.”

Her eyes locked on mine as she rotated her shoulders away from the road. She swiveled until her ass faced the street.

“Walk in.”

I stayed in my spot on the porch and watched her body move. She possessed the seductive grace of a trained belly dancer. Without trying, she could turn heads with it.

“Go up the stairs. Slowly.”

I followed her in and closed the door behind me. Standing just inside the entryway, I watched her voluptuous ass and toned legs as they flexed and released with each of her steps up. Her hand grazed the stair rail as if teasing another man’s cock. She glanced back over her shoulder to show me her sultry eyes. I turned on the stairwell lights to get a better view of her before following her up.

“Head for the bedroom. The one that used to be ours. I’m sure you’ve soiled it with your cheating.”

She bit her bottom lip with her teeth as she reached the top of the stair and walked into the bedroom.

“Get on the bed, lay on your back, and stretch out your arms and legs towards the four bedposts.”

Her eyebrows lifted in response before she grinned and climbed onto the bed and followed my instructions. I surveyed her naked body spread out. Her succulent thighs and calves melding up into her curvy hips. Her bare labia exposed for me to have my way with if I chose. Her slender, toned waist that undergirded her soft, ample breasts. The nipples standing erect and firm.

“You know I should punish you,” I said.

My breath shortened, and my chest pounded. Electricity coursed through my body as I embraced this new power over her to take her stunning body and do whatever I wanted with it. To fuck her if I wanted. How I wanted. To punish her if I wanted.

I set my backpack down on the bed and pulled out some long, black straps and a flogger. I held it up for her to see and stroked the long collection of leather tails that extended from the handle. Her head jerked in a double-take, and her eyes popped out of her head.

“I told you this will hurt, but not as much as you deserve.”


Chapter 16


Jessica

Ron looked down at his backpack. His voice softened.

“I wouldn’t do that to you.”

The words pierced through the stony armor I kept around my heart. His kindness, even amid his wrath, both touched and shamed me.

God, Jessica, you’re such a bitch.

I laid back in surrender and closed my eyes. Ron wrapped something around my wrists and ankles and pulled tight, stretching my limbs. He pulled my legs wide apart so that my ankles rested on either edge of the bed. He then put a blindfold over my eyes and tied it behind my head. The sound of more rustling in the bag tantalized my ears, and then the brushing sensation of heavy, leathery tendrils crept from my ankles up my leg. The sternness in his voice returned.

“Now, Jessica, you will tell me everything.”

My heart leaped up into my throat. The Jessica from a couple weeks ago - the one who confessed only enough to pierce him – had abandoned me to the insanity of willing surrender. Now, I laid helpless and at his mercy. My guard melted away like butter in my palms, giving way to a powerful urge to open my stupid, fucking mouth and spill any details he required of me.

“I already know that you fucked him. Without protection. And that you brought his cum home to me in your cheating pussy and rubbed it all over me.”

Crack!

My body jerked at the sudden, sharp sting across the tops of my thighs.

Dammit to hell, Ron!

My mouth opened again, grabbing for air. My wrists pulled at the restraints, wanting to cover my mouth or guard myself. My heart sped up its pounding and thumped hard in my chest. As the pain faded to a dull warmth, blood flowed towards my pussy.

I’m in the fucking twilight zone with this shit.

“Did you suck his cock, too?”

I gritted my teeth, expecting another stinging sensation. Ron’s voice hammered my ears with unusual sternness.

“Answer me, Jessica.”

I nodded my head.

“I want to hear you say it.”

“I did.”

“Did what?”

“I sucked his cock.”

“You sucked my bosses’ cock?”

No amount of air could satisfy my hungry lungs, and I struggled to get the words out.

“Yes, Ron, I sucked your bosses’ cock.”

Crack!

This time, the stinging sensation landed on the exposed inner forearm nearest to Ron. My body writhed. The sensations rippled from the point of contact through my body with frenetic energy.

Where the fuck did Ron Stroker get a whip?

“And you loved fucking and sucking him, didn’t you?”

The leathery tendrils dragged up my abdomen and across my breasts. As my arousal increased, so did my rebellious streak and a desire to fire back at him.

“I loved it.”

Crack!

He struck my thighs again. This time, harder, and while it stung, it didn’t frighten me. The adrenaline gave me courage - or foolishness - that emboldened me to face the punishment. I also felt Ron. He ached to know the whole truth. Lusted for it. And his palpable desire fanned my arousal.

“Did you swallow his cum?”

Each layer of revelation that he peeled back sent fresh waves of tingling warmth through my pussy.

“Every drop. It tasted delicious.”

Crack! My arms again. For several seconds of touch-less silence, the sting pulsed on my skin. Until the brush of Ron’s whip grazed my exposed labia as he dragged it from the space between my legs upwards towards my stomach.

“And you came on his cock when he was fucking you, didn’t you?”

“Several times. More than I’ve ever come with you.”

How ‘bout them apples, Ron?

Following my last quip, the only sound came from my heart pounding in my ears.

Then his fingers touched my pussy and slipped inside.

“You’re wet.”

My mouth fell open, and I moaned as he began a come-hither motion with two inserted fingers, massaging my g-spot, while he rubbed my clit with his thumb.

“Let’s talk about why you came so much with him. You loved his cock, didn’t you?”

“Yesss, his cock was amazing!”

He slid his fingers out for a moment.

Smack!

My pussy lips stung. His slap amplified the vibrations of my arousal that buzzed in my body. I couldn’t help myself. I moaned my response.

“Oh God, that fabulous cock of his.”

His words, while harsh for Ron, sounded more lascivious than hateful.

“You’re a fucking bitch, Jessica.”

His fingers slid back inside, and his thumb returned to my clit.

“His cock wasn’t the only reason you came so much, was it? You loved cheating. You reveled in being a dishonest, unfaithful wife.”

I bit my lip, feeling his fingers gliding in and out of my pussy, my orgasm building. He continued.

“You get off on lying. Sneaking. You thought about me being here at home while your pussy took his cock, didn’t you?”

“I did!”

“You probably even talked about it with Austin as his cock was pounding this pussy, didn’t you?”

“Yesss!”

I came close to climaxing, but he pulled his fingers out and spanked my pussy again. Then he slapped my tits, leaving an after burn in the skin on the sides of them. My head tilted back and pressed into the bed as my mouth opened to release a moan. I deserved this, and embracing the punishment with bold confessions only stoked my desire for more.

Omg, I want to cheat on him again. I’ll never learn.

His fingers were back inside me, thrusting in and out. I could hear his breathing now. Heavy. Like someone short of breath from running. And a thumping sound.

He’s masturbating with his left hand?

A smirk blended into the open-mouthed orgasmic expression on my face.

“You’ve always been a cheater, haven’t you? You cheated on your fiancé when you sucked my cock. And now you cheated on me. Your pussy just can’t be faithful, can it? It hungers to betray. Doesn’t it?”

“It does. It fucking loves it!”

He let out a loud groan of pleasure.

A hot, wet spatter hit my face, and the familiar scent of his cum filled my nostrils. He continued squirting it on my neck and tits.

Damn, Ron. You’ve never cum this much before.

He continued pounding my pussy with his fingers.

“Oh, fuck, I’m going to cum, too!”

“No, you’re not!”

He ripped his fingers out of my pussy and gave it his hardest smack. I lay there, writhing, aching to cum. My body arched upward, and my wrists burned, pulling at the restraints, as I tried to reach for my pussy with my hands.

I yelled at him.

“Dammit, Ron!!!”

I heard him panting.

“You can finish yourself off.”

He unfastened my wrist on the side of the bed nearest him.

“And you can undo the rest of your restraints.”

I didn’t waste time with the other restraints but plunged my fingers on my free hand into my pussy.

“Oh, fuck!!”

It gushed with my juices, and violent waves of pleasure rippled like an earthquake through my body as I started to cum. I hissed at Ron.

“I fucking loved cheating on you, you pissy little bitch!”

I expected his hand across my tits or my face, but no slap came. My fingers pounded my throbbing hole as the repeating surges of my climax continued to wrack my body with ecstasy. A deep, guttural moan exploded from my lips into the air, and I soared on a fiery high for a few minutes before coming down.

As my orgasm subsided, my body collapsed onto the bed from its convulsing state. The erotic hysteria ebbed away and gave way to the sensation of sweat on my body. My chest heaved as I gasped for air.

“Fuck, Ron!”

No response. Only silence. I unfastened the other restraints and removed the blindfold from my eyes.

A stack of one-hundred-dollar bills sat on the bedside table.

And he was gone.


Chapter 17


Ron

“Café Chez Marie. Nice!”

Ally took my hand. A few of her steps turned to skips as she giggled.

“This will be fun,” she said.

My heart stumbled between warmth at her enthusiasm and heaviness over my own shameful lust. I might not be old enough to be her father, but I definitely had a decade on her. A nice girl like Ally would undoubtedly find my thoughts about both her and Jessica repulsive.

“What’s wrong?”

Her piercing eyes cut through all my veils and cast a warm light into my dark places. I leaned away from her, still looking in her eyes.

“How do you do that?”

She cut her eyes to the side and pursed her lips, curling the corner of them into a smirk.

“I have powers.”

“Apparently, so.”

“Sooo, what’s wrong?”

I looked down as I took a deep breath and pushed it out.

“Honestly, I don’t know why you’re here with me.”

“You’re intriguing. And maybe I like you.”

She reached with her hand up to the side of my head and played with my hair.

“I don’t know why. I worry you’ll feel differently the more you get to know me.”

“Well, I definitely want to know more about you, and give me some credit, Ron. I met you cussing at a punching bag with a bulge in your shorts, but I’m here.”

She has a point.

“Just don’t say I didn’t warn you,” I said.

“Deal.”

We followed a hostess to a secluded table on the terrace under a clear night sky. Ally clasped her hands together as we took our seats.

“This is lovely!”

She gave me a second to get settled and then reached across the table, taking my hands.

“Ok, Ron, let’s have some dark secrets. What are you afraid for me to know about you?”

I turned my head to the side and licked my lips.

She’s not gonna let this go.

She laughed.

“C’mon, Ron, give up the dirty deets.”

“Ok. Well, for starters, I’m technically still married, and it’s a constant battle for me not to think about your as… err… your butt.”

I swallowed hard and reached for my water.

She grinned as she straightened up in her seat, casting a glance back over her shoulder.

“I mean, I work hard on it. I bet I think about it more than you do.”

I took a sip, keeping my eyes on her. She leaned forward, grinning.

“You wanna grab it, spank it, grind up on it?”

I spat out my water. She slapped her thigh and busted out into laughter.

Damn, she can read minds.

I buried my face in my hands

“Ron, it’s ok. You’re a red-blooded male.”

I slid my hands halfway down my face and looked at her. She reclined in her chair and winked at me.

“You just seem like a nice girl with values.”

“I like to think so.”

I looked down at the table, reached for my fork, and fidgeted with it. Her foot nudged my shin under the table.

“That’s not a problem for you, is it, Mr. Stroker?”

“No, I just…”

My voice trembled. I struggled to draw a deep breath.

Oh, boy.

Ally put her elbows on the table and rested her chin on her folded hands, gazing at me with her soul-penetrating eyes.

“When I was young, I spent a lot of time in church,” I said.

I looked at her, awaiting a response.

“Go on.”

“All the women were nice people with values. I learned to bury my sexual thoughts deep inside out of respect for them. They dressed in colorful potato sacks to help men like me avoid the temptation to think bad thoughts.”

“So, you learned to be ashamed of a very natural part of yourself.”

I rested my elbows on the table and folded my hands in front of my mouth.

How is this so simple for her to understand?

“Ron, I’m not like those women. Yes, I’m a virgin, and I want to wait for marriage to have sex, but I live in the real world.”

A waiter approached our table, greeting us. We gave him our orders. The moonlight graced the soft lines of Ally’s face and reflected in her eyes as she spoke to him. My chest tingled as I listened to the lilt of her voice.

She grinned, looking at me from the corner of her eye as the waiter walked away.

“So, Ron, I want you to know some things.”

She looked down at the table as if gathering her thoughts and reached across for my hands again.

“When I was young, I was pretty heavy. I couldn’t do things the other kids could do, and there were a few bullies that made my life miserable.”

“If they could see you now.”

“Exactly. Well, and some of them have.”

Her mouth formed a mischievous grin, and she tilted her head to the side.

“Maybe by design.”

We both laughed. Her eyes rose from the table and met mine. Her tone grew serious.

“After I graduated high school, I resolved to turn my life around. I started working out. It became my passion.”

Her hands slid up my forearms as she leaned in.

“My deepest pain, Ron, was the belief that I was ugly and undesirable. Ever since I got in shape, a lot of men notice me. It doesn’t always feel good. Some men are creepy. But not you. I know you’re checking me out, but it doesn’t feel gross.”

It would if you could read my mind.

“I’m glad it doesn’t gross you out.”

“It doesn’t, Ron. I know you think you’re a bad person, but on your worst day, at your darkest, you are still good. Still safe.”

“I don’t know about that.”

“I do. I know it in my gut, which you’ve also been checking out.”

We both laughed.

“And Ron, don’t think you’re the only one at this table with a sex drive. I almost quit massage therapy because of my yoni energy.”

“Your ‘yoni energy’?”

She sat back in her chair and looked down, taking her hands and resting them over her crotch.

“Yes, Ron. My sacred entrance.”

“Ohhh, right. You’re ‘yoni’.”

Her lips tightened as one eyebrow furrowed.

“Don’t mock.”

“I’m not. I’m sorry. You’re teaching me a new word.”

“Massage therapists don’t let their sexual energy invade their practice. I had to find harmony with mine in spite of those rules, and I’m glad I did. I have a gift for healing. For feeling other’s hurts and mending them through touch.”

Wow.

I leaned back in my chair.

She smirked at me.

“What is it?”

“I know what you’re talking about. At least, I think I do.”

Her smile broadened.

“I think I felt it that day you touched me at the gym.”

“You did.”

My eyes narrowed as I grinned at her.

“You know, you’re a bit of a mystery.”

She picked up her water glass, turned her head to the side, and smiled, winking at me.

“You also sound like the perfect woman. I don’t suppose I could talk you into working on my shoulders sometime. They’ve been like granite.”

“Granite is my specialty. I guess you’ll just have to keep taking me to dinner.”

She stuck her tongue out at me and grinned. I chuckled.

I guess I will.


Chapter 18


Ron

My pants pulled against a growing bulge in my crotch as my Cutlass rolled up to the busy street corner. I rolled down the passenger-side window.

“Get in.”

Jessica climbed into the car, wearing the outfit I shipped to her house. The black, rhinestone-studded platform sandal shoes with 6-inch stiletto heels complimented the matching mini dress that cupped her ass. She even wore the thick, black choker with “SLUT” embedded in rhinestones.

“I’m surprised I didn’t get arrested in this outfit.”

I grinned, keeping my eyes on the road.

My breath quickened, and my chest fluttered.

Damn, she looks hot.

She probably saw my raging hard-on, but she wouldn’t get the courtesy of an open door for conversation. I put my fist to my mouth to stop a burning belch from escaping. It stayed in my chest, setting my throat on fire. I grabbed my Pepcid from the center console and popped two in my mouth.

“Since when do you need that?”

“You know the rules. Don’t speak unless spoken to.”

My grip on the steering wheel and my throat both tightened.

She deserved harsh treatment, but my parents didn’t raise me to act this way. And living a double life tormented my conscience. My dinner with Ally lifted my spirits. I think she even desired and respected me. A better life with her beckoned to me. Still, I couldn’t resist the tantalizing opportunity to take Jessica - the reigning goddess of my darkest dreams - and make her bow to my wishes.

“If you’re wearing panties, take them off.”

“I’m not.”

“Good. You’re learning.”

We pulled up in front of the local grocery near her house.

“Oh, my God, Ron.”

I chuckled.

“Get out. We’re going shopping.”
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Jessica

I better get every penny we agreed on.

As I stepped out of Ron’s car, a flush crept across my cheeks, and my ears burned. On any other day, pushing the envelope with my outfits gave me a heady power trip, but this felt different. Now, my legs wobbled as I pressed my thighs together to hide my bare pussy lips from being exposed to the air that breezed up my short dress. This powerlessness took my breath away. Made my entire body warm and my nipples hard.

My chest tightened, and an intuition of ogling eyes gnawed at me as I followed Ron into the store. A mother pulled her child close to her as though a monster might eat them. A grey-haired man turned his head to watch me pass as he clung to his walker.

Why the fuck is my pussy tingling already?

I prayed I wouldn’t run into anyone I knew. I usually came here later in the day, so…

Oh, fuck my life, it’s Peggy.

I took a hard right down an aisle, hoping to avoid her, but Ron caught my arm.

“Owww!”

His grip both restrained and steadied me.

When the hell did you get so strong?

“Well, look who it is!”

Peggy’s voice dripped with an ear-bleeding mixture of fake cheerfulness and real condescension.

“Jessica, just look at you. That outfit definitely suits you.”

She turned to Ron with an exaggerated look of pity.

“Ron, I’m surprised to see you two together, but I wasn’t surprised to hear the news. I know it must have been tough for you to live with a snake in your bed. I hope you find someone who deserves you.”

It took restraint not to comment on the taste of her husband’s cum. But I felt sure Ron didn’t know about that. Yet. Plus, he paid for my silence, and I needed the money. She patted him on the shoulder, glaring at me as she rolled away.

“Over here,” Ron said.

He led me by the arm over to the produce section. We stopped in front of the apples, and he picked one up to look at it before dropping it on the ground.

“Now, keep your legs straight. Spread your feet apart. Bend over. Pick it up.”

My face turned a bright shade of red. The skirt would slide up my ass and expose at least the bottom of my ass cheeks when I did it, and my pussy would peek out to look at the world.

So, this is why you wanted me to go without panties.

I took a deep breath, looking around to see who might be about to get a show. The store hummed with the energy of a busy shopping day, but at the moment, no one shopped close to me.

Thank God the produce here sucks.

As I bent over, the air brushed against the underside of my ass cheeks and my bare pussy lips. Ron put his hand on the small of my back.

“Stay.”

His hand glided down my back, cupping my ass along the way, and then he slid a finger into my pussy.

Omg, I’m dripping wet.

“It looks like you are ready for your next task. Good. Get up.”

I pushed my tongue into my cheek and inhaled.

Great. My body has betrayed me and joined team Dom Ron.

I followed him over to the vegetable section, straightening my fingers and rolling them in a tiny, fanning motion.

What is with this Dom Ron, anyway? This man couldn’t ask me for a blow job a year ago. Now, he’s like Borat’s grumpy, sadistic twin. And why am I so fucking intrigued?

My heart leaped up into my throat as I saw Ron examining the cucumbers.

Oh, God, no.

My pulse quickened, along with my breath. A fresh wave of tingling torment erupted from my pussy. It spread through my abdomen as I searched the store again for potential witnesses. I knew what Ron had in mind. He selected the biggest one and lifted it up, and a devilish grin spread across his face. Without looking at me, he handed it to me and began fumbling through his pockets.

My heart pounded as my hand gripped the thick, organic dildo.

“Face the cucumbers, put a hand on the rail, and squat down with your legs spread.”

I complied, my legs opening, forcing the dress to slip up my hips. I let out a heavy breath.

At least I have my back turned.

My open, bare pussy hid in the shadows, but I couldn’t see behind me. I clenched the rail and hyperventilated at the thought of being approached from behind and caught by surprise. Ron handed me a condom package.

“Put this on.”

Well, how considerate, Master Stroker. Good thing stilettos are my shoe of choice.

I tore the package with my teeth and sheathed the large green phallus with the ribbed, lubricated condom Ron provided. Not that I needed the lube.

I really am a whore.

Ron stood next to me, facing the opposite direction. I could only hope he paid enough attention to the store to warn me if someone got too close. As I placed the tip of the cucumber at my entrance, my body shuddered, and my chest tightened. Of all the crazy sexual things I did in my life, this might top them all.

I pushed it in. My lips fell open and mouthed the word “fuck”.

The sensation shocked me. The cucumber slid in and pressed up against the walls of my pussy, causing me to gasp for air. A searing fire shot through my abdomen and danced like flames in my chest. A soft moan escaped through my throat. I couldn’t help myself.

Damn, Jessica, get a grip. Do you want to get arrested?

Ron’s voice sounded direct but feint through the pounding in my ears.

“Fuck yourself with it.”

I started slowly, moving it in and out. Each deep glide into me sent waves of pleasure through my body. Tingling in my ear lobes. In my toes.

Oh, God, I love this vegetable.

My thrusts with my hand quickened, and my hips rocked in rhythm with it, pushing into the oncoming green member. My growing need for air made it impossible to keep my lips closed. The whimpering moans that pushed up from my chest began to escape. They grew louder in my ears. Waves began wracking my body as the thick cucumber pressed into the walls of my cunt. The heat of air exiting my nostrils burned their insides. The muscles in my legs grew tight. My climax came rushing at me, and I braced myself like someone about to get t-boned by an orgasmic tractor-trailer.

A sudden, tight grip on my wrist stopped my thrusts.

My heart pounded like an alien trying to escape my chest. I opened my eyes. Ron’s face hovered a few inches from mine, and his eyes bored into me. His thumb and fingers stayed wrapped around my trembling wrist. My heartbeat thrashed my eardrums, and my chest heaved, trying to capture enough air for my aching lungs. I struggled to whisper.

“Are you fucking kidding me, Ron?”

He looked around behind me.

“If you want to finish, turn around and face the store.”

My vagina throbbed - its skin hypersensitized - and it ached for the re-insertion of the cucumber that rested against the entrance of my dripping hole. Fleeting sane thoughts drowned in my ravenous hunger for relief. I glared at him.

“Oh, fuck it.”

I swiveled around on the stilettos and faced the store. A couple pushed a cart into the checkout. A mother bent over to scold one of her kids. A grocery store clerk asked a bewildered-looking man if he needed help. And all they needed to do was turn a head my direction to see me spread wide open fucking a cucumber. I didn’t care.

“Keep your eyes open,” Ron said.

I shoved it in, ramming my pussy. My eyes burned as my head titled forward under the orgasmic force that ripped through me. I bit hard on my lip, but my teeth failed to hold it. The force of my erupting cries pushed the lip free, and my voice cracked into a high pitch.

“Oh, fuckkk!!”

My body shook as I continued to pummel my cunt. My eyelids pressed hard against each other as white light reflected off the back of them into my skull.

Am I dying?

An icy-hot torrent coursed down the length of my spine, and my body went limp.
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Ron

I pulled Jessica to her feet, her body quivering. The condom-covered cucumber lay on the floor, glistening in a large puddle of her juices.

“Leave it,” I said.

Jessica’s orgasmic screams had drawn the attention of several onlookers. Some frowned with wrinkled brows while others stared with mouths dropping open. Either way, we needed to leave before the police got called.

A store clerk approached me, blood draining from his face.

“Sir, she can’t do that here.”

I waved him off.

“I know. I don’t know what she was thinking. We’re leaving.”


Chapter 19


Ron

Janice jumped up from her desk, shooting her hand out from a stiff arm.

“Ron, he’s in a meeting right now.”

I gave her a stern glare and kept walking, pushing the door to Austin’s office open. Candice jumped up from Austin’s lap, and he turned his head, mouth open.

“I told Janice I was…”

I rolled my eyes.

“In a meeting? I heard.”

I walked up to his desk and tossed a backpack on top of a stack of papers. Austin’s eyes grew wide as saucers as Jessica walked into the office behind me.

“What the?!”

Candice and Brandy stepped away from Austin. Keeping their distance from me, they inched around the side of the office towards the door.

“Get out,” I said.

Brandy, always the cocky one, dared to get closer, leaning in as she passed.

“The nerd is getting snippy. Somebody’s panties are in a wad.”

I turned and flinched at her, making her jump.

“Oh my god! You’re a freak, Stroker!”

They both ran out, and I closed the office door behind them. Austin’s voice stammered at a raised pitch.

“Hey, Ron. Buddy. What’s all this about?”

I looked at Jessica.

“Take it off.”

She tilted her head to the side as her eyes cut away from me. Her hands took the top button on the front of her dress and unfastened it. And then another. All the way down the front of the dress, revealing her bare skin underneath, nothing else. Austin looked at her from the corner of his eye as he spoke to me.

“Whoa, Ron, what the hell?”

I glared at him and responded in a dry tone.

“Austin, let’s not pretend you haven’t seen her naked before.”

His lips pressed together as he sat back in his seat. His eyes ventured over to Jessica’s body and then to her face.

“Jessica, did he put you up to this?”

She rolled her eyes.

“Put me up to what? I have no fucking idea what he’s got up his sleeve.”

I stepped over to her and slapped her tits with my hand.

“No talking!”

Her eyes narrowed at me, and she bit her bottom lip. I went to Austin’s desk, opened the backpack, and pulled out a ball gag. Her eyes and mouth opened wide as I held it up.

“You’ll need to open your mouth wider for me to get this in.”

She blinked several times as she complied, and I inserted it, fastening the strap behind her head. Austin interjected.

“Ok, Ron, what is this about?”

I pulled a thumb drive out of my pocket and held it out to him.

“Put this in your computer. There’s one file. Open it.”

Tiny beads of perspiration glistened on Austin’s forehead as he looked at the thumb drive.

“What’s on this, Ron?”

My eyebrows turned down as I smirked at him.

“You’ll see.”

He grimaced as he placed a hand on the desk, still staring at the drive. After taking a deep breath, he leaned forward and stood. His eyes searched mine as he took it and turned back towards his computer.

Now, who’s the boss?

I turned to Jessica and pointed to Austin’s desk.

“Lay down.”

She walked over, turned her back to his desk, and sat her bare ass on the polished mahogany edge. Putting a hand back for support, she lowered herself until her back was on the desk.

“Spread your legs and keep them lifted.”

A video started playing on Austin’s computer screen, and Jessica’s voice came through Austin’s speakers.

“Ron walks up and down these halls, doesn’t he?”

Austin’s voice followed, responding to her.

“He does.”

Austin turned and looked at me, his face white as a ghost.

“How did you get this?”

“Keep watching.”

Austin turned back to the screen and the sight of him leading Jessica down the hallway towards my desk. I picked up the backpack and walked around to the opposite side of Austin’s desk.

“Jessica, give me your hands.”

I took out a set of straps and clips from the bag, bound her wrists with the straps, and clipped them to the base of the desk so that her body stretched out. Her breathing grew more pronounced, and her bare tits rose and fell, riding on top of her air-hungry lungs.

Austin wrung his hands as the sounds of their betrayal continued to play.

“I don’t need to see any more of this.”

“Oh, you will watch every bit.”

He gritted his teeth as he watched me rifle through my bag and pull out a riding crop.

“Jesus, Stroker.”

I chuckled and walked back to where Jessica’s legs remained wide open, tapping the crop on her nipples and stomach as I passed.

“Turn this next part up.”

Austin swallowed hard and looked over my shoulder at the door.

“It’s still closed, Austin. Turn it up.”

He turned to his speakers and adjusted the knob. The sound of Jessica’s voice came hissing from the speakers.

“So, this is his little throne.”

Crack!

I popped Jessica’s bare pussy lips with the crop. Her back arched up, and her legs clamped together, attempting to protect herself. I barked at her.

“Keep them open, whore.”

Her arms and face tensed as she opened her legs back up. On-screen, she continued to seduce Austin to fuck on my desk. His eyes darted at me, and his face flushed as he slapped his desk.

“Ron, dammit, I demand to know how you got this video!”

I laughed and then walked over to face him, pointing the crop at him. He leaned back in his chair, sweat dripping down his face.

“You aren’t in a position to ask questions, Austin.”

Austin looked at the crop and pushed it away.

“Was it the security guys? Was it Sam?!”

I grinned and walked back towards the opening between Jessica’s thighs.

“No, they haven’t seen this, but they will along with the rest of the world unless you cooperate.”

Austin rolled his chair up to the desk, leaned forward, and furrowed his eyebrows. His voice lowered.

“Hold up. Old man, are you trying to blackmail me?”

I slid two fingers into Jessica’s pussy.

“You’re wet, you filthy cunt.”

Austin got louder.

“Stroker, what are you trying to pull here?”

I snapped back at him.

“Austin, don’t get righteous with me. You had the gall to fuck your employee’s spouse. There’s no garbage can filthy enough for that, so kindly shut the fuck up!”

He sat tight-lipped, his eyes burning, as he watched Jessica’s body writhe. My fingers thrust into her dripping hole, making a repetitive smacking sound, and her moans created a stereo effect, coming from beneath the ball gag and from Austin’s speakers.

Austin bellowed.

“Ok, Stroker, so what the hell do you want?”

I grinned with devilish pleasure at both of their predicaments.

Karma is a bitch.

My fingers continued to fuck Jessica, faster and harder, while I explained.

“I want you both exposed. How it happens is up to you.”

“Meaning?”

Jessica’s moaning sounds grew louder from both sources. Her hips rocked, trying to meet my hand, and her legs spread wider, flailing the air of Austin’s office.

“We will have a re-enactment. You and this little whore will put on a repeat performance of your little stunt, and this time, you’ll have an audience.”

Austin exhaled a heavy sigh and sneered at me.

“Like who?”

A long, muffled moan crashed against the ball gag in Jessica’s mouth.

“Who have you told? Invite them.”

“Ok…”

“Have you told Brandy and Candice?”

“No.”

“Too bad. They’re coming, too. So, they can see what you really are.”

Jessica began to cum. Her nostrils flared, and her cheeks pushed at the gag as her moans grew loud enough to penetrate the walls.

“You fucking psycho. You’ll get us both fired.”

“Oh, and Janice. She’s definitely coming.”

“What?! Are you kidding me? Ron, she works for me.”

I shoved Jessica’s quivering legs to the side and stormed around the desk towards Austin. He rolled his chair back and put his hands up to guard against my fists clenched at my side.

“I work for you, Austin! Maybe you forgot that when you put your cock inside this bitch.”

I grabbed a wad of cash from my bag and threw it at Jessica.

“There’s your money, whore.”

Throwing the bag over my shoulder, I turned and walked out.

“If you don’t want to re-enact, I’m fully prepared to post the video on YouTube, YouPorn, YouWhatever. I’ll even add narration, so viewers know exactly what they’re seeing. Up to you, pretty boy.”

The coolness of the office doorknob fled under the heat of my grip as I looked back at them both.

“You both have 24 hours to give me your decision. And, Austin, you can escort your little fuck toy out yourself.”

Outside the door, I found Janice sitting with her arms folded, drawn up tightly to her chest, looking at me like I just shot her puppy.

Don’t worry, Janice. You’ll understand soon enough.


Chapter 20


Jessica

The last time I took these steps up to the glass doors of Solidarity, my heels struck the pavement with power and a playful bounce. Now, however, the moonlight shone down on a much different Jessica. The sound of my heels scraping textured concrete announced the arrival of a convicted criminal. I headed to my sentencing in the court of Ron Stroker, and my briefcase tugged my arm towards the ground. I shook my head at the tingling warmth between my legs. I no longer questioned it.

Apparently, I like being Ron’s bitch.

Light from the lobby poured out through the glass. It illuminated a small gathering of people standing in front of the reception desk. Other than Ron, Austin, and his receptionist, Janice, I didn’t recognize any of them. As I placed my hand on the door to push it open, my mind flashed back to the evening I came here to fuck Austin. Ron sat home, wishing me well on my proposal while I stabbed him in the back. Now, the truth would come out. A jolt of electricity shot through my pussy.

Ron looked me up and down as I walked into the lobby.

I know that look.

An erection formed in his pants.

“This is the outfit you wore that night?”

I nodded.

Ron cocked an eyebrow as he smirked at Austin.

“And these are all the people you’ve told.”

Austin leaned back against the reception desk, studying the floor with his eyes as he replied.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

Austin sighed and dropped his head back to glare at the ceiling.

“Yes, Mr. Stroker.”

“Very good,” Ron said.

He motioned for us to all approach, and like kids in detention, we formed a semi-circle in the center of the lobby, heads down in shame. Ron strolled behind us, moving from person to person, stopping at each one to direct his voice at the back of their heads.

“You know, I worked here for twenty years. Put in extra hours. Worked my way up. I was good at this job.”

I peeked out of the corner of my eye at him. He pointed at Austin.

“But then this little shit came in here with his fancy car and his greasy smile. Kissing ass to Jack. Not doing a damn thing for the company.”

Austin shook his head in silence as he stared at the floor, gritting his teeth. Ron finished his trip behind our backs and re-entered the semi-circle, stepping in front of Austin and glaring him right in the face.

“And if it wasn’t enough that he took a job from me he didn’t deserve, he found a lower low by fucking my wife right here in the office!”

Ron turned to look at me.

“She won’t be my wife much longer.”

The thought still stung, and his public announcement salted my wound.

“But she and Austin will be re-enacting what they did the night he awarded her the contract for the company’s telecom equipment and services.”

His dry, sarcastic tone veiled his rage, but I sensed it.

“You’ll see what a fine job she did presenting the merits of her offerings for this responsible decision-maker.”

He came over to me and took my face in his hand.

“We’ll see why this lying, cheating cunt will soon be my x-wife.”

His hand slid off my face, and he stepped back like a director on the set of a movie.

“Take your places.”

I wiped my clammy palms against my hips. Austin and I stood frozen, looking at each other.

“C’mon, people, the show must go on.”

I took a deep breath that lifted my shoulders and blew it out.

Ok, here goes.

I turned and walked towards the door, my heel clicks echoing off the walls. When I reached the door and faced the room, Austin remained like a statue. Amused, Ron jeered at him.

“Did you forget your line, Austin? I figured you’d have no trouble remembering since you enjoyed telling it to almost everyone here.”

Austin scowled at Ron as he trudged towards me, and his lips vibrated like a tiny motorboat as he blew through them. My skin pulled tight around my forehead. My memories beat like a drum roll against it, bringing back the scandalous details we were about to reveal. My breath quickened as I spoke to Austin.

“Hold this, please.”

I handed him my briefcase and glanced at Ron as I walked back to the center of the lobby, shedding my suit jacket. The lobby air grazed the thin, spaghetti-strapped camisole and teased my nipples as they grew hard. The eyes of our audience widened at the sight of my braless breasts rising and falling with my invigorated breathing.

“That night, only the security cameras caught the show, but now you’re truly exposed. Continue.”

Austin walked past me towards the hallway leading to Ron’s work area.

“Come with me,” he said.

I could hear Ron’s footsteps close behind me as I followed Austin. My stomach fluttered as I untucked the camisole and lifted it up over my head, dropping it to the floor. Ron’s voice hissed from behind me.

“You brazen bitch.”

My head pounded, and my heartbeat echoed in my ears as my fear surged to dizzying heights, anticipating Ron’s reaction to my next words.

“Could we stop by Ron’s desk?”

Ron’s hand seized a handful of my hair, and his other hand reached around me from behind to grab my left breast. His fingertips clasped around my nipple and pinched hard. A sharp pain seared it, and I screamed. As the pain dulled, an intense tingling in my vagina followed. Ron hissed in my ear.

“You fucking cunt! You went to fuck him on my desk, didn’t you?”

As he released me, adrenaline exploded through my extremities.

Oh, God, Jessica, really?

My rebellious inclination to poke the bear bubbled up. A devilish grin spread across my face as I continued walking. I turned my head to look back at Ron.

“Makes you want to crucify this wicked cunt, doesn’t it?”

Austin stopped and turned around to look at us, his face pale. As I stepped up to him, my heels left the floor. My teeth settled into my bottom lip.

Oh, Ron, you just think you're ready to see what a whore can do.

“Relax, little boy. He’s way angrier at me than you. Here, let me help you.”

Ron cut in.

“Stick to the script!”

I got down on my knees, unzipped Austin’s pants, and took out his flaccid cock. My chin jutted out as I looked up at him with a devilish grin, and I began stroking it.

“Look at me, Austin.”


Chapter 21


Ron

Jessica’s enjoyment of her punishment only excited me more.

She knows she’s a fucking whore.

I reached down and unzipped my pants. My hard cock sprung forth with pre-cum glistening on the tip. Austin closed his eyes as she took him in her mouth and began sucking him to hardness.

My heart pounded like a stake knocking at the inside of my chest cavity. My cock jerked with each beat, but I resisted the urge to touch it yet. Seeing Jessica exposed in a replay of her crime provided more than enough stimulation.

She took her mouth off his hard cock for a moment.

“Ron walks up and down these halls, doesn’t he?”

I looked back at the others to assess their reactions. Even Brandy dropped her jaw at the words. Janice pressed a hand against her stomach, shook her head, and scowled. Austin looked as though he would puke at any moment. He trembled as he answered.

“Yes.”

Jessica cocked an eyebrow, licking her lips.

“Now, when he walks down this hallway, he’ll walk right by the spot his wife gave head to his boss.”

I interjected.

“That’s right, you hateful bitch. You relished the thought of desecrating a space that meant so much to me, didn’t you?”

She turned to look back at me with a devilish grin. I grabbed her hair again.

“Open your mouth, whore!”

She gave me a wild-eyed look as she opened her smiling mouth. I used my grip on her hair and shoved my cock between her open lips.

“Show me how you sucked his cock, whore!”

She wrapped her lips around my cock and placed her palm at the base of my shaft. After only a few slides of her lips up and down my shaft, I came.

“Drink it, you cunt.”

I pressed against the back of her head as she plunged her head down around my exploding member. She grabbed my ass and pulled at me, sucking down every drop. As I drained into her, my body shook. I glared at Austin, whose pale face continued to study the floor. A smirk came across mine as I thought about his immense discomfort with this whole charade. I emptied the last drops of my seed into Jessica’s mouth and pulled her head off me, using her hair in my hands.

“Get up!”

She stood, smiling at me as she rose, and blew me a mocking kiss before turning to look at Austin. He took her cue and continued down the hall towards my desk.

“Here it is,” he said.

Jessica walked over to it, ran her hands across the surface, and turned. She faced Austin but eyed me.

“So, this is his little throne.”

I shook my head at her and mouthed, “fuck you.”

She laughed and turned her head to look at Austin. His face now poured with nervous sweat. She lowered her voice to a breathy whisper as she spoke to him.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. I’ll take care of everything.”

He twisted his watch around his wrist as he looked at me. I flipped him the bird.

“This is insane,” he muttered.

“No, Austin, fucking your employee’s wife on his desk was insane!”

Jessica kept her seductive eyes trained on Austin as she unzipped her skirt and slid it off her hips, letting it fall to the floor.

No panties.

I clenched my fists.

“You were never here to sell phones.”

She now stood and faced Austin, presenting her voluptuous, naked body to him. At the sight of it, my cock bounced back and became erect again.

Damn the spell she has me under.

She reached for Austin’s pants to retrieve his cock. It popped out at full hardness.

I’m not the only one.

“Mmmm, so much nicer than my husband’s.”

The bitch was toying with me now, but I restrained myself from interrupting them. I wanted to see everything unfold.

She leaned back on the desk and spread her legs wide open for Austin.

“Why don’t you take his most prized property on top of his precious little throne?”

Wham!

I slammed my fist against the wall, leaving a dent in the drywall. Austin jumped for a second, but Jessica laughed.

“C’mon, Austin, put it in me!”

Austin gulped as he stuttered.

“Sh.. shouldn’t I use a condom?”

I gritted my teeth as I remembered her bringing me home a flood of his semen in her pussy that night.

“If you only want to pretend to take his property, but don’t you want to take and ravage it completely?”

Her pussy glistened, dripping with wetness.

Austin inserted his bare cock into her unprotected pussy.

Her moan reverberated in my chest and echoed through the space.

“Yessss! Fuck me!”

Austin’s eyes closed as he took her hips and began grinding into her. My blood boiled, and my cock throbbed as I watched them both fall into the pleasure of their genitals locking together. My desk – the one I slaved at day after day - rocked as he pounded her, and her moans grew louder.

Bitch, you sure didn’t care who heard you.

Brandy’s voice came from behind me.

“Omg, Candice, really?”

I turned. Candice had her hand shoved down the front of her dress and her legs spread apart. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and her mouth opened wide, sucking in the air. Janice shuddered and put a hand to her mouth as she recoiled from Candice.

Jessica’s cries pulled my attention back to my desk.

“Omg, I’m going to cum, Austin. You’re gonna have the juices of your employee’s wife all over your cock!”

Her tits bounced as he plowed into her.

“I’m going to cum, too,” he whimpered.

“Yes, fill me up! Defile his wife’s pussy right on his desk!”

My cock ached and burned. I remembered sitting at home at this very moment, hoping she was doing well on her presentation. My heart pounded, and the desire to cum gnawed at me.

I stroked while they both moaned and shook together. She clung to him with her legs. Her fiery eyes locked on him, and she pulled him into her, milking him with her pussy.

I couldn’t take it anymore and sprung forward, pushing him back. She lay there on the surface of my old desk, legs still spread wide. I grabbed her hair from the front and pulled her up. Shifting my hand to the back of her head, I spun her and pushed her face down on the desk. Her ass was up and bared.

“Stay there!”

I reached for my belt and pulled it out of my belt loops.

“Do it, Ron! Beat my unfaithful ass!”

My arms shook as I took the belt in my hands and lifted it over my head, ready to strike. I could see his cum running out of her pussy now.

“Oooh, I can feel his load running out of me! Do you see it, Ron? Do you see what I did to you while you sat at home?”

“Shut up!”

“Hit me, Ron! You know you want to!”

I looked at her ass and remembered her scars. Surgery removed them, but I couldn’t forget them. I dropped the belt on the floor. Tears burned my eyes as I grabbed her ass and plowed my cock into her sloppy, cum-filled pussy.

“Mmmm, yes!! Fuck this whore pussy!”

“Shut the fuck up!!”

I pounded her and smacked her ass with my hand. My cock exploded into her, mixing my cum with Austin’s just like that night. As I unloaded my seed, the memory of that night flooded my mind. Me laying on my back, restrained, hearing her hiss the news to me.

My cock continued to pump into her.

“I hate you, you bitch!”

“I’m cumming again!” she yelled.

I slapped her ass again.

“Oh, God, yes! Spank me! Spank this cheating ass!”

My body shook as my cock finished its eruption. Tears were now streaming from my eyes. I pushed myself off her.

“I hate all of you.”

My eyes clouded with the now abundant waterworks that filled them as I pulled my pants up.

“I hate ALL of you!!”

I turned and stormed out.

Austin’s voice echoed from behind me.

“Nobody better say a word about this! Not a fucking word!”

I slammed through the lobby doors and stumbled out into the parking lot. My chest heaved as the sobs took over. Jessica’s car caught my eye, and I walked over to it, pulling out my keys.

Everyone will know what you did.

I carved into the hood of her car.

“CHEATER”
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Jessica

I stood up as Ron stormed away from us down the hall. Loads of cum, both his and Austin’s, streamed out of my pussy down the inside of my thighs. His colleagues - some of them strangers - all murmured as I stood naked in front of them. My chest swelled as my spine straightened.

I am a whore.

I placed my feet just wider than shoulder-width and let the cum run out. Softening waves of gratifying electricity continued to roll over my body, and the pounding of my heart slowed. My hands rested on my hips as I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and listened to the continued whispering chatter of the night’s witnesses. My hands slid down over my ass cheeks, and I remembered the moment I chided Ron to unleash his anger, to stoop to the level of my father, and to prove he was no different.

I placed a hand over my heart. Warmth expanded through my chest.

He couldn’t do it.

My eyes opened again and looked down the hallway for Ron as my lips pressed together, beginning to quiver.

But he was gone.


Chapter 22


Ron

The usual walk into Solidarity came with a noticeable lack of eye contact from anyone. In fact, it seemed everyone kept their distance from me. Even the desk clerk diverted his eyes down at some papers in front of him as I approached.

What is with everyone this morning?

I walked to my desk and found a peculiar figurine standing in the middle of it. Maybe an inch tall, the tiny pickle wore a sad face and a dunce cap on its head. As I picked it up and looked at it, the sound of women giggling came from a nearby group of cubicles.

What the hell?

I frowned, opened a drawer, and exchanged it for my desk Pepcid bottle.

Empty? I just got these.

I tossed it in the trash and started thumbing through various papers on my desk. As I did, the hair on my neck stood on end with an irritating sense that someone stared at me from a nearby desk. I looked up and around. Janice stood at another co-worker’s desk, whispering and glancing my direction.

Surely, they aren’t talking about last night.

I didn’t know Janice well, but she kept her head low and did her job. I imagined the sordid details from last night to far exceed her threshold for acceptable work conversation material. I tried to ignore them, grabbed my coffee cup, and headed for the break room. Joe, the mail runner, sat in his usual spot in the corner, looking at his comics. He never talked to others in the office, but he usually talked my ear off. Today, however, he remained quiet and transfixed on his reading. I watched him out of the corner of my eye as my coffee brewed, and I pulled my head to the side, feeling my shoulder muscle refuse to stretch.

I really need Ally to work on that.

After a minute, I noticed a bead of sweat rolled down Joe’s cheek. His eyes darted my direction and back to New Avengers, Volume 26.

Ok, something is up.

I took my cup and moved his direction. He dropped his comic and threw up his hands.

“I didn’t say anything, man!”

I cocked an eyebrow.

“Didn’t say anything about what?”

He looked away and blew out a heavy, exasperated sigh.

“Man, I promise I didn’t say a thing.”

“Joe, what are you talking about?”

His eyes fell to the table as I came over and sat down across from him.

“I’m sorry, man.”

“Sorry about what, Joe? Spit it out.”

“Dude, about what your wife did.”

My mouth fell open.

“You know about that?”

He looked up at me with trepidation in his eyes and lowered his voice.

“Ron, everybody knows.”

His words hit me like a punch in the gut.

“What do you mean, ‘everybody’?”

“Well, not like everybody, but I’ve heard people talking.”

“What have you heard?”

Joe winced, looking at me as he gritted his teeth.

I slid into the seat across from him. My voice slowed, and my tone became stern.

“Joe, what have you heard?”

He sighed.

“Nicknames, man. Mean stuff.”

“Such as?”

“Such as ‘Little Ron’ and ‘Joke Stroker.’”

My head fell back as I slumped into my seat. My eyes searched the ceiling for a God who might take me out of my misery.

“Ouch,” I said.

“I heard Brandy calling you ‘Dicklet’ and ‘Teenie Peen.’”

My eyes widened as I shook my head at the acoustic tiles.

“Wow. Classy.”

“Dude, you can’t tell her I told you this.”

I groaned at a fiery jolt of pain in my shoulder as I sat back up.

“Who else knows this stuff?”

“I don’t know, man. A few people.”

“Who, Joe?”

“Man, I gotta go run the mail.”

He jumped up and grabbed his comics.

“C’mon, Joe. We nerds gotta stick together, right? Tell me what you know.”

“I’m sorry, Ron. I really am, but I don’t want to get pulled into any workplace drama. I shouldn’t have said anything. I gotta go. Got work to do.”

He hurried out.

My stomach ached. The blood drained from my face.

God, I’m gonna be sick.

I imagined the twit twins gossiping to God knows who about the events of last night. What were they telling people, and who were they telling? Not that I expected them to spare the most salacious of details.

You people have no class.

I sighed and grunted as I lifted myself back up out of the break room booth.

After last night, neither do I.

When I arrived back at my desk, I found a can of Vienna sausages sitting in the middle of it. I shook my head as I threw it in the trash. My phone rang, so I answered it, and Janice’s shrill voice came through the receiver.

“Mr. Wilder wants to see you.”

Great. Just fucking great.

I just crossed the threshold of the doorway of Austin’s office when he hissed at me.

“Great job, Stroker! Now half the office is talking about this shit!”

He stood up and leaned over his desk, glaring at me.

“If Jack finds out about this and I lose my job…”

“What? You’re gonna fire me?”

I laughed.

“I’ll be sure and take you down with me,” he said.

“You don’t scare me, Austin. And if you are asking me to give a flying fuck about what happens to you after what you did with Jessica, you’re dumber than I thought you were. I thought you were dumb already.”

“Fuck you, Stroker.”

“The only one you’ve fucked besides Jessica is yourself, Austin.”

I squared my feet and folded my arms, staring at him.

“Is there anything else equally pointless that you wanted to talk to me about?”

“You’re treading on thin ice, Stroker.”

“I don’t think so. You remember I have the footage, right?”

Austin’s knuckles turned white as he clenched a crumpled piece of paper in one of his trembling hands. I smirked at his compromised position as I turned to walk out.

“Have a nice day, Austin.”

As I walked back to my desk, I could see a new gift waiting for me. This time, a zip-lock bag containing several baby carrots. I rolled my eyes.

I work with a bunch of adolescents.


Chapter 23


Jessica

Sunlight poured through the windows, causing the black marble floors to sparkle. The sound of my heels hurrying across them bounced off the three stories of walls in the expansive lobby at Seminal Communications. I pranced up to the reception desk.

“Jessica Stroker. I’m here to see…”

The concierge smiled and responded before I could finish.

“Erika. She’s expecting you. Third elevator on the left. Take it up to the 12th floor, Mrs. Stroker.”

“Thank you.”

Erika Bloodworth shattered the glass ceiling by building Seminal Communications to become the juggernaut in the Telecommunications industry across the western seaboard. Before she took over, the company struggled and hurtled towards bankruptcy. She turned it around in just 3 short years and became a favorite cover story for every major regional women’s business magazine. So, when I received a call three days ago from her assistant asking me to come meet with her, I accepted.

When I stepped out of the elevator on the 12th floor, Erika stood there waiting for me with a warm smile and a firm handshake.

“Welcome to Seminal Communications, Jessica.”

Keep it cool, Jessica.

“Thank you for having me.”

“Come with me.”

Erika’s tailored suit moved in harmony with her body as she took long, steady strides. She led me down a hallway and into a large conference room with windows that ran from floor to ceiling and down the full length of one side of the room. My lips parted. I walked over and looked out at the sprawling gardens and walkways that decorated the company grounds.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it is.”

“When I first joined the company, all of that was undeveloped dirt.”

The polished sandstone paths meandered through a sea of vibrant green grass. Scattered islands of bright yellow daffodils mixed with red chrysanthemums. Branches of a rippling brook extended out from a large fountain in the middle.

“Wow, it’s really something.”

She smiled at me.

“I’m sure you’re wondering why I asked you to come meet with me.”

I grinned at her.

“It wasn’t just to show me your beautiful gardens?”

She laughed.

“No, it wasn’t. Have a seat. Can I have Ken bring you anything?”

I smirked.

And she’s got men bringing her coffee. Nice.

“Ken can bring me a glass of water.”

“How about brandy?”

Oooo, I like this woman. Does she know that is my drink of choice?

“That sounds fabulous.”

She leaned over and tapped a console in the center of the dark mahogany table, gave Ken my order, and took a seat near me.

“Jessica, we don’t lose many contracts at Seminal. I make it a point to hire the very best salespeople and provide customers with the utmost in excellent customer service. But when we have lost a contract to a competitor, do you know who it was?”

Seminal had no actual competition in the region.

You all lose business? To anyone?

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Always smaller contracts. Nothing that would affect our bottom line, but it still pissed me off that this little company beat us in our own backyard. Still no idea?”

I shook my head.

“Most recently, we lost a contract with Solidarity Insurance.”

My eyes widened as I lifted a hand to my mouth.

“I did some digging. Do you know who the salesperson was for piddly Starlight who snatched our business away every single time?”

“I’m sorry, Erika, I honestly never knew it was your company I took the business from.”

“Well, that’s because we are exceptionally good at keeping our competition in the dark about who our customers are, but we weren’t good enough to keep you from sniping them. And don’t apologize, Jessica. All is fair out there in the trenches of commission sales.”

A wry grin surfaced on my face.

“Well, ok then, I’m not sorry.”

“My sources tell me you might be in the market for a new opportunity.”

My heart skipped a beat.

Omg, she’s offering me a job. Stay. Cool.

“I might.”

“I’ll make this simple. We designed our bonus structure to reward performers and weed out slackers. I’m confident, based on my research, that you’ll double and perhaps even triple what you were making at Starlight. You’ll be representing a far superior product backed by best in class customer service and warranties.”

My best efforts to contain my excitement deteriorated as a jubilant light pushed its way into my eyes, and Erika caught it.

“You’ll always travel first class, and we will pay all those expenses. We have excellent benefits and 401k matching if up to twelve percent.”

My mouth fell open.

“Ok, no one else is doing that.”

“That’s why our retention rate is ninety-six percent. I take care of my people.”

The specter of the volatile situation I left behind at Starlight floated into my mind and dampened my shine. If she called them, there’s no telling what she’d learn. Those catty bitches would probably risk a lawsuit just to expose me and sabotage my chances of getting back on my feet.

“I feel I should probably tell you something.”

“You should tell me you accept.”

“I do, but if you do a background check, you’ll likely learn that things didn’t end well with Starlight.”

“I know.”

The blood drained from my face.

“Relax, Jessica. I have exceedingly effective methods for finding out dirt on my competition. I know about your old boss and the complaints from women in the office. I also know you set company sales records and beat my people while playing with an inferior hand.”

She leaned in closer.

“I could tell you some of my own stories, Jessica. Men are easy prey.”

She winked at me as she stood and patted me on the shoulder.

“Maybe one day, when I get to know you better, I will.”

I wanted to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming or caught in the twilight zone. Could I really be going to work for a powerhouse of a woman cut from the same cloth as me?

Erika eyed me, grinning, as she walked towards the door.

“Do you need some time to think about it?”

Get it together, Jessica.

“No, I don’t. When can I start?”

I got up and walked over to her, and she took my hand, giving it another firm shake and taking hold of my shoulder with the other.

“I’ll see you on Monday morning. Welcome to Seminal.”


Chapter 24


Ron

The doorbell to my new apartment rung. I stepped away from my bathroom mirror and my preparations for dinner with Ally and went to the door to get it. My mouth curled in a grin as I thought about the much-needed comfort I got from times with her. The last 48 hours since making Jessica and Austin re-enact their crimes went nothing like I expected or hoped. It seemed I tossed myself from the frying pan to the fire.

A painful stab shot through my chest as I opened the door. Jessica stood on my front step. Black leather straps came up from her heels and wrapped around her ankles in a sinuous crisscross pattern. The skin on her smooth, toned legs gave a luminescent glow. A tiny purse rested on her hip, hanging from thin straps that lay across her fit, narrow torso. Her black dress stopped at the top of her thighs and wrapped her like a glove. It scooped at the neck, revealing the soft curvature of her breasts. Her hair shimmered and flowed around her shoulders, and her eyes dripped with sex from beneath smoky eyeshadow and long, black lashes.

My palms grew warm on the door handle as I tried to catch my breath and at least appear calm.

“You’re late,” I said.

She stepped through the doorway and traced a fingertip across my chest as she passed.

“I wanted to look nice for you, Mr. Stroker.”

“Jessica, I don’t have a lot of time. I’m getting ready for a dinner date.”

She cut her eyes back at me, her mouth forming a wry smile.

“Ooo, Ronnie has a date.”

Her hips swayed as she stepped into the small living room of my apartment, moving like a serpent.

“Not that it’s any of your business, but yes, I do.”

My mouth watered as my eyes moved from her flowing hair down her curves to her taut calves.

“The papers are on the table.”

She kept her legs straight as she bent at the waist over the coffee table, arching her back to push her ass out. The purse landed on the table, and her dress slid up her hips so that her cheeks peeked out and…

“Oh my, God, Jessica.”

Her bare pussy lips hid in the shadow underneath the dress, but I could see them. She picked up the papers and placed the tip of the pen up to her mouth, against her lips.

“You know, Ron, I’ve been thinking…”

As she stood back up, she pressed her lips open with the pen and cast a sultry glance in my direction. My heart pounded, and my briefs pulled tight from the stirring inside them.

“I realize signing these papers would make our divorce official, but I don’t think you really want that.”

I swallowed hard and struggled to push out the words.

“Oh, trust me, I do.”

She kept the pen, dropped the papers, and moved over to the love seat in front of the window.

“You’d go back to your roots and the safety of those boring, well-behaved women, hmm?”

She bent over the couch, placing a hand on the back of it. The dress slid further up her ass cheeks, and her pussy now emerged from the shadows. The light from my apartment reflected off glistening moisture that lined her lips.

“You really want to walk away from this naughty pussy?”

Ron, don’t let her do this to you.

“Jessica, just sign the damn papers.”

“Look at it, Ron. Think about your evil wife doing naughty things with it behind your back.”

With the pen, she traced the inside of her thigh and moved it up to her labia. She used it to spread the wetness of her pussy over her lips so they glimmered.

“By the way, Ronnie, I got a new job, so I don’t need your money anymore.”

She purred a devilish chuckle as she continued stroking her pussy lips with the tip of the pen.

“But I still have use for you. Just think about me putting this hateful cunt in your sweet little face and confessing my crimes. Do you really want to miss out on that?”

The bulge in my pants now ached and throbbed, and my chest tightened and tingled with electricity.

Dammit, Ron, fight back.

Her fingertips pulled at the backs of the couch cushions as she stood up. She swiveled on her toes and turned towards me. Her eyes fell to my crotch.

“Ron, your little cock says it needs this naughty pussy. And look at you. You’re sweating.”

Fuck.

She walked over to me, put her hand on my crotch, and stroked the outside of my pants.

“You know you’ll never be able to break free from my spell, Ron. You’ll always want to come back to the fire that burns you.”

My jaw clenched, and my fingertips pressed hard into my thighs. She had me, and she knew it, too, judging from the grin on her face. She tucked the pen under the seam of my briefs, turned away, and walked back to the coffee table.

“But Ron, it’s no fun being naughty with this pussy if I’m not married to you. To be evil like this pussy wants to be, it needs a devoted, pathetic husband to betray.”

The sound of her soft voice caused a tickle in the back of my neck.

“I like being a cheater. You know, like you carved in my hood?”

She winked at me and chuckled as she picked up the papers and her purse.

“It was a nice touch, Ron. I even kept it for a few days before having it fixed. To thank you, I brought you a present.”

She reached into her purse as she walked towards the door and pulled out a small bottle of Pepcid. I rolled my eyes as I took it.

“As for these papers, I’ll hold on to them and let you think long… well…”

She looked down at my crotch.

“…short and hard about this decision. You can come back to your dark queen, and maybe I’ll tear them up and let you be the sacrificial servant you secretly want to be on the altar of this wicked cunt.”

She brushed her right hip against my crotch as she opened the door, sending electric waves from my crotch up through my chest. As she stepped out, she spoke one last shard into my soul.

“Or I can sign your damn papers and let you crawl back to your church ladies.”

She pulled the door closed. I fell back against the wall, and tears streamed down my face. My cock pulsed for its sinister goddess, beckoning me to surrender the fight and return to her temple.

I can’t. I can’t go back.

My alarm chimed.

“Shit, I’ve got to finish getting ready!”


Chapter 25


Ron

Ally's text read, "Meet me at your work in the parking lot. I have a surprise for you."

I tried to focus on the coming moments of my date with her. I needed it, and I needed to forget Jessica, but her fangs remained locked into the carotid artery of my soul. Her poison flowed through me, turning me towards her.

As I pulled into the parking lot, Ally stood by her car, wearing those hot pink workout tights and rollerblades. She held a second pair of rollerblades in one hand and two brown paper bags in the other. Her lips tilted to the side in a soft, grinning duck face. As I got out of my car, she set everything down, glided over, and wrapped her arms around my neck.

"Hey, handsome! I brought dinner," she said.

As she leaned back to look at me, my chest tightened. I tried to hide behind a grin. Her eyes studied me.

She knows.

Her hand slid down from behind my neck and rested on my chest.

“I wore the pink tights.”

“I noticed.”

She bit her bottom lip, and her eyes sparkled as she smiled wide at me.

“I know.”

As she let go of me, she giggled, turned and skated back to her car to pick up the rollerblades.

God, her ass.

“Now put these on," she said.

My lips parted as she returned, holding out the rollerblades with one hand.

"I hope I don't fall and break my neck."

As I took them, she gave my shoulder a light punch.

"You'll be fine."

I sat down to lace up the rollerblades, and she moved around behind me, got on her knees, and began rubbing my shoulders.

"Ron, I know you’re hurting. If you want to talk about it, you know I love to listen, but I thought we’d take your mind off it for a bit."

When I finished lacing up, she stood and moved around in front of me, reaching out her hands. I looked up at her with a wincing grin and raised my eyebrows.

"Ron, I promise you will be okay. I’ll help you up."

I stumbled as she pulled me up, but she held on and steadied me.

"We'll start slow."

At first, I wobbled like a toddler. With each stride, my legs threatened to fly out from underneath me, but she balanced me with her firm grip. My mind and body started to work together. Awkward stumbling transformed into more comfortable glides, and we picked up speed, drawing the air towards us in a tender breeze. Ally's ponytail danced with her body and the flow of air around her. Her strong legs crossed and stretched with the smooth grace of an Olympic figure skater as she led me around the parking lot. A soothing warmth built in my chest.

Wow. She’s an angel.

She turned her head and watched my legs move.

"You're picking this up fast, Ron."

I am, aren’t I?

I even admired the curves and muscular definition of her body without falling or feeling the usual shame. After all, she chose the pink tights.

She kinda knows what that does to me.

The angst from my clash with Jessica washed away little by little in the gentle tide of Ally’s playful company. After several laps around the Solidarity building, she led me back to our cars and the brown paper bags.

"How about some dinner?"

"That sounds great."

She held my hands as I sat down on the curb.

“You good?”

I smiled at her.

“I think I’m good.”

Ally dropped herself down near me.

Oh, to be young and elastic again.

She smiled, handing me one of the brown bags. Her eyes, like pools of kindness, reflected the warm hues of the setting sun.

“So, what’s going on in that troubled heart of yours?”

A hot sting pierced my chest, and the waterworks started behind my eyes. Her words pulled the scab off my heart, leaving it exposed and raw. My torso heaved as I choked back tears and tried to answer her.

"Ally…"

I couldn’t control it. The tears spilled forth.

“I'm a sick person.”

She might never want to speak to me again, but I needed her to know the truth. She shifted her body, turning towards me, and scooted in close to me, opening her legs. Her fingertips stroked the hair above my ear. Her eyes followed them.

"So, Ron, I’m a young woman dating an older man. Who’s married. Who I found cussing at a punching bag in a gym. And I wear leggings around him knowing he likes my ass."

Her eyes shifted to meet mine.

“You have a lot of shame, and I know this is hard. Trying to open up when that shame has such a tight grip on your heart. Just know that I do not judge you. I promise. I don’t. This is a safe place.”

I took a deep breath, trying to regain composure.

"I'm obsessed with Jessica. With her evil. Even though it hurts me, I’m drawn to it."

I looked away from her piercing gaze.

"That’s the shame you’re feeling, Ron.”

My eyes closed, and my heart pounded.

“If you think this bothers me. It doesn't. I appreciate your honesty. Your bravery."

"She came to my place earlier today. She was supposed to sign the divorce papers, but she refused. Instead, she bewitched me with her words. And her vagina."

Ally smiled.

"She's a siren for you."

I turned to look at her.

"What do you mean?"

“Well, I think it was the Romans who told stories about these treacherous female creatures who lived on an island. They used their charms to seduce sailors on passing ships and drew them towards the island, knowing they would wreck.”

“Sounds about right.”

“Da Vinci said they would kill the sailors in their sleep.”

“How merciful. I think Jessica keeps me alive to watch me suffer.”

Ally chuckled as she rested her hand on my cheek.

“I want to run away from her. Holding on to her is killing me. I’ve taken more Pepcid this month than I’ve taken my entire life, and my muscles are constantly petrified and sore. And, you’re so great, Ally. You deserve someone who isn’t distracted by a man-eating succubus.”

Ally stood up and reached her hand out to me.

“Well, I can take care of your muscles. And don’t worry about me, Ron. I’m aware of your situation, and I’m here by choice.”

I took her hand and stood up.

“I want to do something if it’s ok,” she said.

“Are you going to take me hang gliding now?”

She laughed and winked at me.

“That’s next weekend.”

Her eyes poured affection on me as she moved in closer so that our bodies almost touched.

“I want to touch you with my energy.”

My voice cracked.

“Okay, that was my next guess?”

She grinned and closed her eyes. Her open palm hovered a couple inches from my shorts and a growing bulge in them. My chest tightened.

“Just relax and listen.”

She hummed, her eyes still closed and hand floating in the air around my crotch. A warm, tingling sensation began moving into my body, like beams of morning light from her hand. She began chanting the same words over and over.

“Out beyond ideas of right-doing and wrongdoing, there is a field. I’ll meet you there.”

As she did, the warmth coming from her hand grew stronger, spilled into my legs, and rose up my torso. It rolled over me in waves until my knees turned to jello, and my body lost all sensation of gravity.

What is she doing to me?

It reminded me of a warm, fuzzy feeling I used to get singing in church, but the women there got nowhere close to my penis. Her voice washed over me with a soft resonance. It reminded me of Norah Jones.

I didn’t want it to end, but she stopped singing, opened her eyes, and looked into mine as she pulled her hand back. My entire body buzzed. She spoke, and the soft tone in her voice trickled like warm water between my ears and down my spine.

“Ron, I don’t know where we’re headed, and I don’t have to. For now, I choose to witness you. And I see goodness, generosity, strength. If Jessica draws you to her, maybe you should walk that path. And maybe I should walk it with you.”

“I wouldn’t wish that on my worst enemy.”

She tilted her head to the side and smirked.“Doesn’t he already know her?”

I laughed.

“Touché.”

She winked.

“I had a lovely time, Ron.”

She kissed my cheek, turned and walked to her car, and got in. I stood there, my body still buzzing from whatever enchantment she put on it, and watched her drive away.

“Me, too, Ally.”


Chapter 26


Jessica

“Please leave a message for… Ron Stroker... after the beep…”

“Perfect.”

I put the phone on speaker and set it down on the bedside table.

“You want him to hear this?”

I turned towards Frank, the neighbor who once got into a feud with Ron over the prominent front yard display of a huge political sign. Ron hated those signs.

“Hmm, first time he’s heard your voice in a while?”

“Umm, yeah.”

I unbuttoned my top as I looked at him.

“I suppose it won’t help repair the bitter feelings between you if he hears his wife fucking you in his bed.”

Frank chuckled, shook his head, and mouthed “No.”

Tossing my shirt aside, I unfastened my bra from behind, freeing my tits for his hungry eyes.

“Well, no one ever accused me of being a peacemaker,” I said.

I dropped the bra to the floor and walked towards him.

“I’m more the type to cause trouble. Lean back on the bed.”

Frank complied, and I leaned over him, pushing his shirt up to his armpits. He exhaled as my soft tits melted into the bare skin of his stomach. My shoulders pivoted back and forth, brushing my breasts to the left and right on his skin, as I unfastened his belt.

“I remember Ron being pissed after you boys got into it.”

Frank rocked his hips as I worked his pants off. My tits slid back down his body, over his crotch, and down his thighs. His full erection pushed the tip of his cock out over the elastic band of his boxer briefs. I turned my head towards my phone and projected my voice.

“Mmm, someone is very hard.”

I pulled his waistband down with one hand, freeing his thick member and taking its taut, warm skin into my other hand.

“Wow, Frank, very impressive. Your cock is much nicer than Ron’s.”

Encircling my fingers around his shaft, I pulled down, causing it to stretch and inflate to full hardness. My eyes met his as my lips touched the swollen head, and my tongue ran along the underside of it. He tossed his head back and moaned.

"Oh, God."

I chuckled as my mouth enclosed around him. My lips slid to the base of his pulsing shaft, and his head grazed the back of my throat.

"Fuck, Jessica."

My hand continued to press down, planted at the base of his shaft, keeping him pulled tight in my mouth. With my other hand, I cupped his balls and stroked them. His cock pulsed, and his moans grew louder as my lips moved up and down in long strokes.

“Omg, Ron is a lucky man. Do you blow him like this?”

My eyes narrowed as an evil grin formed on my stuffed mouth. I responded by moaning and swiveling my mouth clockwise and counter-clockwise around his cock. He chuckled.

I slid my lips up, leaving ample saliva on his shaft, and wrapped my fingers around it. The suction made a loud pop as his cock left my mouth.

That should make a nice sound effect for Ron.

I continued stroking Frank to keep building his climax.

“Ron’s little cock isn’t much fun to suck on. I only get this ravenous for a thick, juicy piece of meat like yours, Frank.”

He gasped under the continued stimulation from my slippery grip.

“Would you like to blow your load into this married mouth, Frank?”

My strokes sped up.

“Oh, fuck, Jessica!”

“Wanna fill the mouth of Ron’s wife with your hot jizz while he’s away?”

“Omg, I’m gonna cum!”

I plunged my mouth back onto him and opened my throat to take him all the way in. He exploded, and his cum hit the back of my throat. His cry reverberated in the walls, and his member jerked as he emptied himself. I groaned long and deep, bathing his cock in vibration, as I swallowed his load. My body tingled as I thought about Ron hearing it all.

As he softened, I continued to caress him with the slight brush of my lips, not wanting to overstimulate.

You’ve still got work to do, Frank.

He murmured.

"Oh, fuck, you're amazing."

I slid my lips up his softened shaft and let the head fall off the tip of my tongue.

"You taste delicious. Stay right here, stud."

I grinned at my phone and the continuing tick of recorded time displayed. Fifteen minutes and counting. But I’m not done yet. This voicemail is going to fuck you up, Ronnie.

Frank’s eyes followed me as I walked around the bed towards the bathroom. I found two hand towels, wet them with water - one hot, one cold - and squeezed them out. Returning to Frank’s flaccid member, I massaged it with the rags, alternating between hot and cold.

“Think you can go again? My pussy needs a good pounding.”

His cock jumped in answer.

I grinned and stepped back, unzipping the side of my skirt and pushing it to the floor. Then my fingers slid underneath the silky waistband of my thong and moved it off my hips, revealing my bare pussy to Frank. Once they hit the floor, I lifted my feet out one at a time and placed them in a wide stance. My hips cocked to one side, and my hands combed through the length of my soft, brown hair. His dick now stood at attention as his eyes devoured my naked form.

“How bad do you want to fuck Ron’s wife, Frank?”

“Omg, Jessica, you’re even hotter than I imagined.”

I turned and placed my hands on either side of the bedside table where my phone sat, still recording, and arched my back so that my pussy beckoned for his cock.

“Come fuck this cheating cunt.”

“Do you have a condom?”

“I do, but don’t you want to feel my warm pussy wrapped around your bare cock? Besides, Frank, it’s hardly cheating if we use one. Where’s the fun in that? I want you to fill Ron’s wife up with your cum.”

His hands gripped my waist as his granite rod slid into my dripping slit.

“Fuck, yes!” he said.

He plowed into my depths, eased by my wetness. I watched the minutes increment on my message to Ron as the sound of Frank’s hips smacking against my bare ass quickened.

“Yes, pound that cunt!”

His cock swelled inside of me, pressing at my walls. I arched my back and pressed back into him. My chest and stomach fluttered in anticipation of his ejaculation.

“Call me a whore!”

“You want this cum, you fucking whore?”

“Yesss, I want your cum. Call me your whore!”

He grabbed my hair with one of his hands and pulled my head back, giving himself leverage to fuck me harder.

“You’re my whore, Jessica! And you’re gonna take this load like my good little whore!”

“Yes! Fill me up with it!”

My pussy erupted in orgasm all over his hardness.

“I’m cumming on your cock!”

I contracted around him, pushing him over the edge and causing him to climax.

“I’m filling your whore cunt!”

My pussy clenched around him, coaxing him to empty every drop of himself into me.

“Yes, Frank! Make me your whore!”

He moaned like an animal, sending vibrations through my hips and up my spine. I continued bouncing back on him as his seed seeped out onto my outer lips and down the insides of my thighs.

“Mmm, you got this pussy filthy with your cum.”

I put my lips close to my phone’s speaker.

“Frank just made me his whore, Ron. How do you like that?”

Click.


Chapter 27


Ron

I climbed into my car and sighed.

She’s the one bright spot in the burning pile of garbage that is my life. Well, and my apartment. Two bright spots.

I liked how Ally decorated it. We had no plans for the future. Both of us wanted to take the relationship a day at a time, but knowing a fit, attractive woman wanted me gave my wounded confidence a much-needed boost. Just a year ago, I got similar satisfaction believing that Jessica wanted me, but the violent shattering of that illusion left a gaping wound in my soul that still bled.

I pulled my phone out and looked at my voicemail messages.

Don’t play it again.

I needed to delete the long recording of Jessica’s latest betrayal. The rim of my cock burned from repeated jerk off sessions while listening to it.

I knew she was fucking in our bed.

The thought of it caused me to swallow hard, yet it triggered a perplexing throbbing in my crotch. My hands ached to touch myself again.

I need to find a shrink. There’s no way I should find this sexy.

I tried to drive back to my apartment, but a powerful urge to go by the house tugged at my heart. Perspiration from my palms warmed the steering wheel. Perhaps, at that very moment, Jessica had some other man in our home. I imagined her seducing him, plotting to add another brick to her tower of torture on my chest. It might even be Austin.

Go home, Ron.

My rational mind and my throbbing penis argued, but my penis won. As I drove to the house, my mind rotated adulterous images of Jessica like a masochistic slide show.

I pulled my car to the curb across the street from the house, getting just close enough to see the windows and driveway. But not too close. I didn’t want Jessica to see and recognize my car. The burning in my stomach returned.

Dammit to hell.

I looked around at the other houses. I knew many of those residents. I even thought of some of them as friends. Did they know about Jessica’s crimes and not tell me? Did she perhaps seduce some of them as well?

I looked up at the bedroom window. All seemed quiet, but I imagined Jessica on her knees by our marital bed, taking some man’s cock out, putting it in her mouth to bring it to erection.

My cock pressed against the inside of my pants. The intense throbbing pained me and begged for release. I looked around the car for signs of any witnesses, but I found no one. As my breath quickened, I unzipped my pants and freed my cock. I stared at the front door of the house and pictured one man after another entering, invited in by Jessica. My mouth fell open as my fingers touched the hot skin on my hard cock, and I stroked while I looked up at the bedroom window, hearing her voice in my head.

“Hey stud, wanna fuck me on my marriage bed?”

She stood by the bed and ripped her dress off, exposing her naked flesh to a large, muscular man. His bare chest bore the marks of tattoo artists and bar fights. His arms rippled, ready to take my wife’s body.

“Defile this pussy while my husband is away!”

Red flames encircled them as their bodies came together. Her eyes turned solid black, like portals into the endless darkness in her soul. Her mouth opened to release a howl that echoed off the walls of my mind as he entered her with his monstrous member.

The skin of my cock stretched over my hardness and burned in my hand as I continued to stroke it. My mouth hung open, pushing air in and out, fogging the windshield in front of me. My entire body stiffened as my climax neared. Her voice hissed and reverberated as she bayed at him.

“Yes! Omg, your cock is amazing. So much better than my husband’s pathetic little nub!”

My eyes glazed over. I cursed her and myself through gritted teeth as my cock pumped. Hot jizz shot from it and sprayed all over the steering wheel. My body shook while it unloaded my life force like a sacrifice on the altar of the succubus that still lived in the house. That familiar feeling of a hot stake burned through the front of my chest, piercing me, and sending its boiling tendrils up through my body into my temples. The electric sensations rippled through me for several minutes until my body went limp, and my forehead hit the steering wheel. I gasped for air as I held my softening cock in my hand, and the last dribbles of my semen ran onto my hand.

The intoxicating heat mutated from intense erotic pleasure to a searing pang of deep emotional pain, rushing in on the heels of my waning high. Tears returned to my eyes and streamed down my cheeks.

All my holes are leaking. Great.

My cheeks burned, and a thickness in my throat made it hard to breathe.

I’m an addict.

I had a wonderful woman in Ally offering me a chance at a new life, but my soul couldn’t resist the powerful draw, like a moth to a flame, back to the wicked witch that stabbed me in the heart. Her devilry enchanted me. I wanted to get caught in a vortex of punishing her for crimes only to have her commit them again.

Seriously, Ron, go home.

I started the car, not even bothering to put my cock back in my pants. Some masochistic part of me wanted to leave it out in self-imposed shame as a parting salute to the siren who still beguiled my heart. I pressed my left foot into the brake and reached for the gearshift to take my car out of park, but I froze.

My eyes widened, looking into an oscillating flash of blue lights that rained on me through my center rearview mirror. I looked into the side-view mirror to see a female officer stepping out of a squad car parked behind mine.

“Oh, shit.”


Chapter 28


Ron

The officer got out of her car, grabbed the door, and slammed it. As she moved towards my driver's side window, her face shriveled with the sour look of a schoolteacher ready to reprimand a misbehaving student. She tapped on the glass. I swallowed hard as I reached for the switch on my door and rolled it down.

“Good evening, sir. Want to tell me what you’re doing here?”

I cleared my throat.

“Well, officer, actually, I live here.”

“You live here? So, do you usually park in front of your house, masturbate, and scare the neighbors?”

Blood rushed to my ears and heated them.

“Oh, officer, I wasn’t…”

“Did you know that lying to a police officer is a first-degree misdemeanor?”

She leaned to the side and drilled into my eyes with her stern glare.

“Hmmm? Yeah, it’s a crime. We received eyewitness reports of a man masturbating in his car on this street. Judging from the fresh semen dripping from your steering wheel, sir, I think I found who they were talking about.”

I looked at my cum, still glistening, and sighed.

“So, now that you understand what lying to a police officer will do for you, you were telling me you live here?”

“Well, no. I mean, I used to live here.”

The pitch of her voice rose and fell as she lectured.

“Ohhhh, I see. So, when you lived here, you didn’t park your car on the street, masturbate and scare your neighbors. So, why don’t we go back to my original question?”

Her voice grew louder. Her words pummeled me.

“What are you doing here?”

“Well, my wife lives here. And…”

My temples pounded as perspiration formed on my forehead. I held my hands over my still exposed cock and tried to force my eyes up to her face. Her hand clenched the top of my door as she hovered over my window with a menacing mean mug.

“And what?”

I looked away again, unable to bear the intensity of her scowl.

“Well, we’re getting a divorce.”

“Ahhh, that makes perfect sense. I’m sure your attorney will appreciate how this little stunt looks to the judge deciding your case. Speaking of judges, are you aware of the laws in this city regarding public indecency?”

I muttered, my head hanging down.

“I imagine it’s frowned upon.”

She snapped at me.

“What was that?”

I struggled to lift my head and look out my window at the LAPD badge on her lapel.

Thank God that show got canceled. I’d be on the next episode for sure.

“I imagine it’s frowned upon.”

The officer expelled an exasperated sigh.

“Yeah, it’s frowned upon. Like, 6 to 12 months in County, a thousand dollar fine, and add yourself on the sex offenders list.”

And I can kiss my career goodbye.

My heart sank like a rock to the bottom of my stomach. She snapped her gloved hand out a few inches from my face, open palm up.

“Driver’s license, please.”

My hands shook as I fumbled with my wallet, still trying to position my arms to keep my cock hidden. She took my license and walked away. Several neighborhoods gathered at a distance, drawn by the flashing blue lights that continued to illuminate the nearby houses. I couldn’t hide. They all recognized this car. I lowered my head to the steering wheel and closed my eyes, avoiding their stares like a child who hopes to become invisible. After what seemed like an eternity, the officer returned to my window.

“Ok, sir, I will need you to step out of the car. You’re coming with me for a little ride.”

My mouth fell open as I looked up at her, fighting back the tears that formed in the corners of my eyes.

“Officer, no, please…”

“I don’t have all night, sir, and I’m not the cop that goes easy on perverts, so save your breath and get out of the car.”

I looked down and worked my genitals back inside my pants and zipped my zipper.

She scolded.

“Yeah, you better put that away.”

I kept my eyes glued to the ground as I got out of the car, feeling the eyes of most of my neighbors. My shoulders hunched over with my head.

Jessica is fucking the neighbors, but now I’m the one they despise.

“Put your hands on the car, sir.”

I turned and complied. She took one hand at a time behind my back and cuffed me as she read me my rights.

“You have the right to remain silent…”

My tears flowed now and became prisms for the blue lights flashing in my face. Her words faded, muffled by the sound of my heartbeat pounding in my ears. My movements from that point on became robotic. Turning to walk towards the squad car. Feet shuffling to carry me to the back door. Head ducking to get in. It played out like a surreal, out-of-body experience.

I blinked at the sound of the door slamming. Her voice spoke on a police scanner.

“Yeah, I’ve picked up the 311 in Hancock Park. Suspect was in his car. Came willingly. I’m bringing him in. Over.”

A male voice came over the scanner in response.

“Did you really just say ‘came willingly’?”

She put her handheld back on the cradle and sighed as she started the squad car.

“Men. Y’all are all pigs.”

I leaned my forehead up against the window. My skin bounced on the glass as the officer wheeled the car around. My car and old house passed in a blur before my eyes along with the small mob of my old neighbors that gathered to watch my arrest. For a moment, I thought of Jessica.

She probably wasn’t even home.

What a cruel twist of fate that some criminals like her got away with murder over and over. Meanwhile, an innocent like me makes one mistake and ends up riding in a squad car on my way to the crucifixion of everything that mattered to me.

My chest pushed out a heavy sigh.

You win, Jessica. You win.


Chapter 29


Ron

My tiny hands formed the outer wall of the little edifice that I constructed out of dirt and rocks. The knee-length white tube socks with the broad, light blue stripes that hugged my calves also gathered dirt on them, but I didn’t care. My navy shorts with the zipper pockets and key ring also gathered smudges. Mom would scold me for them, but I dismissed those concerns. The small castle I built for Ellen Davis and her favorite Barbie, Sandra Dee, needed my undivided attention. She knelt a few feet away, watching me.

“It’s beautiful, Ronnie.”

My heart swelled with pride as I looked away from my work for a split second to see her. The picture on her Care Bears T-shirt matched her pink shorts, and her dirty blonde hair ran down her back in a long, mesmerizing ponytail, pulled up by a matching pink scrunchie.

“Sandra Dee likes her new castle very much.”

Ellen held out her Barbie and moved the arms to animate Sandra Dee’s expressions of gratitude.

I smiled and laughed, returning my attention to my creation, but a blur of parachute pant leg and checkered Vans shoe flew in front of my face. It connected with my masterpiece, scattering it all over the sidewalk.

The chortling laughter of Jimmy Griffin mixed with a howling chorus of several other boys - his loyal gang. It pounded my ears as I stared at the broken pile of my creation.

“Aww, look, guys. I think Stroker is going to cry.”

Jimmy grabbed the Barbie from Ellen, and puppet’d the doll, narrating his own scornful version of Sandra Dee’s last lines.

“It looks so pretty, Ronnie. I can’t wait to live in it.”

He stomped on the pieces.

“Oh, shit! That meanie came up and destroyed your stupid house.”

Jimmy pointed at Ellen with her Barbie.

“Why you want to play with a loser like Stroker, anyway?”

He glared at her as he grabbed the arm of the Barbie and pulled until it separated from its body.

She screamed and started crying as she ran inside. My blood boiled as I got up off the ground and faced Billy.

“Hey, what’s the big idea?”

His eyes grew wide, and he bent over, putting a hand to his stomach as he laughed.

I planted my feet and folded my tiny arms, glaring at him.

His voice shifted from mocking laughter as his tone lowered, and he growled through gritted teeth.

“Look at the tiny hero. Stroker thinks he’s tough.”

His hands exploded into the joints between my chest and shoulders, sending me backward like a rag doll and jolting my neck forward. I hit the ground hard, smacking my head against the dirt with a thud. Billy sat on my chest and arms, and his body weight squeezed the air out of my lungs. I winced as the Barbie doll connected with my cheeks and forehead several times. The hard plastic against my skin left a sharp sting. Billy followed with harder, blunt blows, using his fists to pummel my face. My head pounded, and I saw stars.

“How’s that feel, tough guy?!”

Unable to defend myself, my arms pinned, I could only lay and take the flurry of more blows than I could count. When Billy got off my chest, I gasped for air. He jeered at me.

“I’m Ron Stroker, and I play with girls because I’m a sissy just like them.”

Billy delivered one last, powerful kick to my ribs, sending a burning pain from my side into my stomach.

“You’re a pussy, Stroker, and you always will be!”

I lay on the ground with my eyes closed and waited, listening for the sound of their laughter to fade away.

I think I’m bleeding. Everywhere.

After laying and listening to silence for several minutes, I forced myself up and limped towards my house. Hot tears ran down my cheeks. Somehow, I made my way to my bedroom and into my bed, where I curled up like an infant, sucked my thumb, and cried. I heard a knock at my bedroom door.

“Hey, buddy.”

The sound of Dad’s voice brought slight comfort mixed with frustration.

Where were you when Billy beat me half to death?

“Listen, Ron, I saw what happened.”

I frowned, still not looking at him, and choked words out through my broken voice.

“Then why didn’t you stop them, Dad?”

“Because I know my son. You’re a Stroker.”

The words puzzled me, and I turned to face him with furrowed eyebrows.

He chuckled.

“Listen, kiddo, you will not understand this now, but maybe one day, you’ll remember it when you need to.”

He scooted closer to me on the bed and pointed his finger at my forehead.

“The only voice that really matters is in here.”

His fingertip pressed into my flesh. It stung on the skin that still burned from Billy’s beating.

“What punks like that kid say doesn’t matter. What they think doesn’t matter. What your little girlfriend, Ellen, thinks also doesn’t matter.”

My frown grew more pronounced. He smiled and continued.

“Even what your mom and I think doesn’t matter in the long run, Ron. None of it does. The only thing that really matters is what you think about yourself in here.”

His fingertip tapped on the swooning spot on my forehead.

“And you’re in control of that.”

He got up and walked over to the window, looking out towards the sidewalk where Billy thrashed me in front of his friends. And Ellen Davis.

“I imagine it wasn’t his fists that hurt the most.”

My dad sighed.

“It’s always the words. When the bruises heal, the words stay.”

Dad turned his head from the window and looked at me.

“You know, Ron, you’ve taken a lot of beatings in your short life. But you’ve always recovered. Always gotten back up. It’s like you’re unbreakable or something.”

He walked back over to the bed and sat down beside me.

“You just gotta get a handle on what’s in here.”

He put his hand on my head and stroked my hair.

“Nothing they do or say can hurt you if you do that. You have all the power, son.”

He patted me on the shoulder, got up, and left, closing the door behind him.

“CLANK!”

The door to the jail cell shut behind me, shaking me out of my reminiscent trance. Dingy concrete floors and walls sweat from poor climate control, and the smell of body odor and hopelessness filled my nostrils. A single streetlight shone through a small, frosted window, casting a cold, unnatural light into the cell. My shoulders hung like they struggled to suspend my lifeless boulders for arms.

Well, this sucks.


Chapter 30


Jessica

Bells jingled over my head as I escaped a busy downtown street into the bar. The smell of cigarette smoke filled my nostrils, and dim overhead lighting mixed with a kaleidoscope of neon signs. I walked up to the bar and dropped my purse on the counter. A bartender turned and greeted me.

“Hey, ma’am, what can I do for you?”

“Could I get a brandy? And make it a double.”

“Tough day?”

I gave him a “you have no idea” look as I slid onto a stool.

“You could say that.”

He walked away, and I pulled my phone out of my purse. Thumbing through texts, I came back to the text that ruined my day.

“Did you see that your loser husband got arrested?”

I shook my head and sighed.

Oh, Austin, junior high school, much?

A newscaster’s voice cut through the buzz of bar chatter, drawing eyes to three television screens hanging over the bar.

“Coming up in tonight’s news, police apprehended a man they caught sitting in his car, parked in a neighborhood after dark, and you won’t believe what he was doing. We’ll have eyewitness accounts for you, but first, the weather.”

Great. Just what I needed.

Further down the bar, a man swore at the television. An American flag bandanna pulled his greasy, red hair back from his forehead, and a torn, denim vest hung around his sunburned, tattooed shoulders.

“Goddamn sicko!”

He turned to a table of people sitting behind him and hollered.

“Can you believe that shit? The mother fucker got caught jacking off in his car. Parked in a neighborhood! I bet he’s a fuckin’ peeping tom!”

Hardly. He could never take his eyes off me.

The weather report ended, and Ron’s story started. Old news for me. His stunt got local news coverage all day. The bartender returned.

“Here’s your double, ma’am.”

I lifted the glass to my mouth, hoping to drown out the tenacious guilt about Ron that haunted me all day.

“And now, we go to Sylvia, live on-site where police arrested Ron Stroker. Sylvia, what are neighbors saying?”

I choked on the brandy.

Fuck, they’re in front of my house.

“Well, Carl, first, viewer discretion is advised. This report is both disturbing and of an adult nature.”

“That’s right, folks. Send the kids to bed. Go ahead, Sylvia.”

“So, I spoke with several neighbors who knew Mr. Stroker in passing and are very disturbed to learn he was parked near their homes, pleasuring himself in his car. One woman, Mrs. Adley, told me…”

Oh, God, that bitch couldn’t wait to get on camera.

The loudmouth down the bar started again.

“If I’d have caught him, I’d have beat the shit out of that little pervert.”

Ok, Mr. High and Mighty. That’s enough.

I finished the brandy, set it down, and sauntered over to the resident redneck preacher.

“Hey, handsome. Those are some nice tats you’ve got there.”

He turned towards me with a crooked smile, sucking in his gut and puffing out his chest.

“You like those, little lady?”

My voice dripped honey.

“Oh, I do.”

I reached out, placing my hand on his chest where his denim vest opened, and curled his chest hair with my fingers.

“You know, I’ve had a long, hard day. I could use a man that knows how to handle a woman. I don’t suppose you know of anyone in here that might know how to take care of a woman’s needs, would you?”

He chuckled.

“Why, sugar, you found your guy right here. You don’t look like a regular in this bar, but people around here call me ‘Big Rick’, and they aren’t just talking about my muscles if you catch my drift.”

He gave me a dramatic wink, and I cooed in response, batting my eyelashes and moving in closer to slide my hand down his chest towards his crotch.

“Really? That sounds very enticing.”

“One ride with Big Rick, and you’ll forget all about that hard day you’ve had.”

I continued sliding my hand down, over a large, silver belt buckle until I touched his crotch, making him jump.

“Ooh, you’re a frisky little devil, ain’t ya?”

“Well, when a lady gets her sights on a Big Rick, it’s hard to keep her hands to herself.”

His cock hardened in his jeans as I stroked through the fabric.

“I see that.”

I leaned forward so he could hear me whisper.

“It’s kind of exciting, don’t ya think? I mean, just look at you, letting a strange woman touch your cock in the middle of this bar with these people all around. People who know you.”

He laughed, rubbing the back of his neck as he looked around.

“Your cock likes what I’m doing. It likes it a lot. Such a dirty boy. You know what some people might say?”

He snickered through his heavy breathing.

“I bet you’re gonna tell me.”

I clenched his shaft as hard as I could, making him double over and expel a heavy groan.

“They’d say you’re a fucking pervert!”

I held onto his shaft and lowered myself to the floor with him as he fell to his knees, his eyes wincing. He hissed through his gritted teeth.

“Let go, you bitch!”

My voice lowered to a stern scolding.

“So, where do you get off calling the guy in the car a pervert? You don’t know him.”

He grappled to protect his crotch as I released him and stood up. I raised my voice.

“You believe everything you hear on TV?”

I planted my toe into his chest and pushed his writhing body back onto the floor.

“Dammit, you cunt!”

My heel dug into him as I leaned my weight into it.

“That pervert is my husband. That’s my house in the background. He wasn’t there creeping on anyone.”

I stood up straight and took my heel off him.

“He was there…”

My voice broke. Guilt, regret, sadness for Ron. They all pushed their way to the surface. I turned away, and my voice lowered.

“He was there because of me.”

The dethroned lump of self-righteousness on the floor groaned and struggled to get up, clutching his package and cringing. As he reached a hunched over, standing position, he spat at my feet and grumbled at a bartender.

“This is bullshit, man. This bitch assaulted me!”

He stumbled towards the door, continuing to mumble.

“It’s bullshit!”

I walked back towards my purse, motioning to the bartender.

“Another double, please.”

I sat staring at the counter in front of me. The bartender leaned over the bar and lowered his voice as he pushed the drink in front of me.

“Wanna talk, ma’am?”

I took a deep breath and pushed it out.

“He’s a good man.”

“The guy on the news? Your husband?”

“Yeah. Him.”

I picked up the glass and took a large swig.

“What was he doing outside your house?” he asked.

“It’s a long story. But that’s not like him. I brought it out of him. I drove a good man to ruin his whole life.”

He eyed me as he dried off a glass with a towel. I glanced up from my drink.

“You know, ma’am, I know I don’t know you, but what you are talking about… I don’t think you could do it. I mean, you’re a tough cookie.”

He chuckled as he nodded at the door.

“Big Rick’s just a blowhard. He had that coming.”

He set the glass down and picked up another.

“But to do what you’re saying… that would take a manipulative bitch - someone sadistic and cruel - to get inside a good man’s head and bring him to ruin like that. You don’t look like the person to do that.”

I forced a smile.

“Thanks for that.”

I’m going to hell.


Chapter 31


Ron

My feet drug over to a bench. Or maybe it was a cot. Two chains extended from the wall and held it parallel with the floor. I collapsed down on the worn vinyl that covered a thin layer of cushion on top of it.

I wonder how long I have until work finds out.

Not that it could get much worse. Ever since Jessica fucked Austin, Solidarity felt like a prison.

“What are you in for?”

A grungy voice came through the bars from the darkness in the cell next door. My head hung like an anvil that my neck and aching body struggled to hold up, but I turned it to look in the voice's direction.

“Huh?”

A skinny man with bloodshot eyes and dirty face emerged from the shadows and approached the bars.

“How did you end up here?”

My head fell.

“I don’t wanna talk about it.”

He pressed with his raspy voice.

“Man, we all done bad shit. That’s why we’re here. You keep that inside, you’ll lose your mind. And that’s all you got now.”

I expelled a “that’s just great” puff of air, shaking my head.

“This sucks.”

The stranger chuckled.

“Yeah, it does, but betta make the most of it. Whatever you had out there, that’s fucked now.”

“You really know how to cheer a guy up.”

“Must be your first time.”

I forced myself to stand and walk over to the door of my cell, putting my hands on the cold bars. My eyes peered out through them at dimly lit halls.

“Yeah, I never dreamed I’d be in here.”

“So, what happened, man?”

Guess I’ve got nothing else to lose.

My eyes stared into space as I answered him.

“I got caught masturbating in a car.”

The stranger burst into laughter.

“Holy shit, dude.”

My lips mumbled words in a flat tone.

“I was in my old neighborhood, outside my house.”

“What were you doing outside the house? You live there, don’t you?”

I pushed out a heavy breath.

“I did. Until my wife cheated on me…”

“Oh, damn, dude.”

“With my boss.”

“What the fuck! That’s cold, dude. I would have killed that bitch.”

Wow, these are the kinda people I’ll be talking to now.

“Yeah, she can be cold.”

I turned around and leaned my back up against the bars.

“She lost her job. I tried to take advantage of that. Paid her money to act like a whore and do whatever I wanted.”

My head dropped, and my foot brushed the floor.

“That felt good until she got a job. Then I lost all the power again.”

“This chick sounds like she needs a good beating.”

I lifted my head and scowled at him.

“Are you being serious?”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“Works for me, man.”

I shook my head and dropped it again, staring at the floor. This was the sort of man that raised Jessica. I thought about the flogger I used to whip her.

“Well, I tried that. Got me nowhere.”

“You just didn’t hit her hard enough, man.”

My stomach turned. My strokes stung her skin, but I spared her soul. I never unleashed my anger. No matter how angry she made me, I couldn’t do that to her.

“Can we change the subject?”

“Sure, buddy. So, what was your hustle before you wound up here?”

“My hustle?”

“Yeah, bro. How did you make bank?”

“Oh, you mean my work?”

“Yeah, bro.”

“Well, I worked at an insurance company for twenty years. Started at the bottom. Worked my way up. Made Senior Accountant.”

“Wow, fancy title.”

My eyes widened in a blank stare at the ground as my head bobbled with my heavy exhale.

“Yeah, that job meant a lot to me.”

“Until your bitch fucked your boss?”

I furrowed my eyebrows as I cut my eyes at him.

“Can you not call her that?”

“Hey, bro, I’m just calling it like I see it.”

I turned back around to look out through the bars.

“I slaved half my life away at that job. Now, they all think I’m a joke.”

I pictured Austin, Brandy, and Candice in his office, all laughing at the news of my arrest. My nostrils flared, and my hands gripped the bars. In my mind, my desk sat vacant, collecting juvenile trinkets to mock my penis size. The surface, a memorial to Jessica’s betrayal. The desk I labored at for years. Where I made most of my greatest professional achievements. Turned into another broken pile of dirt at the hands of bullies. My cheeks flushed with heat.

Jessica did this to me.

I pushed off the bars and turned, stomping back over to the bench. With both my weight and my anger, I thrust my hands into the thin cushion on top of it.

Wham!

The chains rattled.

“Bro, you keep that up, and the warden’s gonna be in here up your ass. You won’t like that. Trust me.”

The worn vinyl and padding veiled the toughness of the bench underneath my knuckles. I lifted my fist against and let it float down to rest on the padded bench. They felt familiar. My eyes widened, and I whispered.

“Unbreakable.”

“What’d you say, man?”

The childhood conversation with my Dad cut like a light through the darkness of the cell. My life flashed before me. Beatings that I got back up from. Physical and emotional ones.

“I’m unbreakable.”

The stranger chuckled and started to speak, but I put my hand up to stop him. I stood and looked through the frosted glass window at the eerie light coming from outside.

“I used to go to the gym.”

My left hand wrapped around the knuckles of my right. The memory of sensations from rounds at the bag flooded my mind.

“I used to spend hours at a punching bag, and I never knew why I liked them so much. Why I could spend hours just hitting them.”

“Well, I know hitting stuff makes me feel better.”

I rolled my eyes.

This guy.

“Those bags are unbreakable. You can punch them over and over. Punch them hard. They can take it.”

My dad’s words now echoed in my mind.

“You just gotta get a handle on what’s in here. Nothing they do or say can hurt you if you do that. You have all the power, son.”

I walked back over to the bench, leaned over, and placed my fists against the cushion.

“Don’t punch it again. I mean, I get it, dude, but you don’t want the warden…”

“I gotta get out of here.”

He laughed.

“Don’t we all.”

I turned and looked at him.

“No, I will get out of here. I don’t know how. But I will.”

I’m the son of a Stroker.


Chapter 32


Jessica

“Hey, girl, where you goin?”

His teeth shimmered with gold. Stubble and dirt covered his sunken face. A man sitting with him whistled as his eyes looked up and down my frame.

Keep dreamin, boi.

I walked by them and the words “Twin Towers Correctional Facility” chiseled into a cement wall, towards the tall, narrow entrance of the towering, gray edifice. The hot metal of the door handle seared my palm as I tugged to pull it open. A cold gust of damp air pushed at my sun-kissed skin through the opening doorway. Inside, various vacant faces looked at me from seated positions on the floor scattered around the lobby wall. A sullen-faced woman in uniform sat at the long counter in front of me. She spoke to me in a robotic, dry tone.

“Can I help you, ma’am?”

“I’m here to post bail for Ronald Stroker.”

Her forehead wrinkled and mouth turned downward as she pushed a clipboard in front of me.

“Sign here, please, while I look that up.”

She stared at a computer screen. The sound of key clicks under her chubby fingers echoed off the walls.

“That’ll be $8,765.”

My chin dropped, causing my mouth to open.

Thank the goddess for that fat sign-on bonus Erica just gave me.

Her eyes rolled from the screen over to me.

“You were saying?”

“No, it’s just… Never mind. Make the check out to?”

“Los Angeles County Corrections.”

She picked up her phone receiver as I scribbled onto a check.

“Someone is here for Ronald Stroker.”

I handed her the check, which she took and used to wave me to the side of the counter as she stared at her computer screen.

Charming.

I turned and faced the lobby entrance. Sparse beams of light cut through the thin, tall windows and irritated the downcast eyes of those seated on the floor.

This is no place for Ron.

A little girl sat next to a sleeping adult woman. Her child-like eyes rose from the floor for a moment to look up at mine. I looked into the pools of sadness.

What brought you to this miserable place?

She reminded me of Amber. And myself. What would she become? I hoped someone kinder. Even compassionate. Less bent on destruction and revenge.

I should be here instead of Ron. There’s no justice.

A familiar voice cut through my thoughts.

“Jessica?”

My heart warmed as I turned to see Ron walking towards me.

His eyebrows raised, and his lips fell open.

“Jessica, what are you doing here? I mean, thank you, but…”

“You’re surprised to see me.”

“Yeah, that’s an understatement.”

I grinned as I looked at the bags beneath his eyes.

“You look like shit.”

He smirked as he signed for his belongings and took them from the plastic basin held out by the frowning front desk fairy. He spoke to her in his usual polite tone.

“Thanks.”

She ignored his manners and returned to whatever must be so interesting in the green text displayed on her flickering terminal. I turned to walk with him towards the exit. Through the seconds of silence that felt like years, I could almost hear wheels turning in his head.

“So, can I ask why you did this?”

I squinted into the sunlight that poured onto my face as I pushed through the doorway. As he emerged with me on the other side, I answered.

“I’ve done you enough harm, Ron. I’m overdue to do something good for you.”

He stopped just outside the door. I turned and found him grinning with head shaking.

“Umm, wow. Thank you, Jessica.”

“You’re welcome.”

We continued to walk in silence away from the overbearing facade of the prison. I couldn’t help but remember other walks alongside him. Our walk down the aisle at our wedding. Walks in our neighborhood. Walks down sandy shores on a Summer night at the beach. Walks through the local grocery.

And this walk. Maybe the last.

As we neared the sidewalk, I reached into my purse, pulled out the divorce papers, and handed them to him.

“I signed them. I’m sorry I didn’t give them to you sooner. I just wasn’t…”

My eyes fell to the ground, and I struggled to fight back a tear. His eyes stayed on me, waiting for me to finish the thought, but I couldn’t. Taking a deep breath, I cut to the chase.

“Anyway, Ron, I’m letting you go. You’re a good man. You deserve better than I’ve given you.”

I stepped close to him, avoiding eye contact, and put my arms around him. His body stiffened at first, but then melted, and he returned my embrace.

“I think better of you than I’ve shown you,” I said.

His arms softened and surrounded me.

“I know, Jessica.”

I stayed for a moment, feeling his ribs expand and contract with his breath.

I’ll never feel this again.

My lips kissed his cheek, and I stepped back from him.

“You’re free now, Ron. I hope you find a kinder partner next time.”

I turned away from him to hide the tears that formed in the corners of my eyes.

“Goodbye, Ron.”

I began walking away, steps quickening as the tears multiplied.

“Jessica, wait.”

My feet kept moving.

“Jessica!”

The sound of his steps following me tugged on my heart. Followed by his hand on my shoulder.

“Jessica, wait.”

He pulled me around and into himself. I unleashed my tears on his shoulder, and the sobs I held back spilled out of my heaving chest. His arms wrapped around me like a cocoon as he held me.

“I’m so sorry, Ron.”

He continued to hold me, steadying me from falling over my legs that turned to rubber.

“I know. I forgive you, Jessica.”

As my uncontrollable bawling slowed, I stepped back from Ron, reached into my purse for a tissue, and lifted it to my nose. Blowing the buildup of congestion into the feeble tissue sounded like an angry goose.

God, I hate that sound.

My tears clouded my swollen eyes.

“Now, I look like shit.”

We chuckled together.

“Jessica, it’s not goodbye.”

I furrowed my brow.

“Ron, you don’t have to say that.”

“I mean it. We’ll stay friends.”

Oh, god. Not the tears again.

I nodded, trying to keep them at bay.

“I’d like that.”

“And besides, I have something I need you to help me with.”

I tilted my head to the side to look at him, and a smile worked its way across my mouth.

“Sure, Ron. Anything. What do you need?”

“Well, here’s the thing…”


Chapter 33


Ron

The blistering sun beat down on the hood of my cutlass as the engine purred underneath. I sat leaning with my arms on the wheel, peering out at the various people coming and going from the neighborhood YMCA. Moms with their kids. Young people coming to put in their daily contributions to their physiques. I imagined any of them might shrink away in terror if they saw me coming.

I’ll never see the inside of that place again.

Ally emerged from the entrance wearing a matching green sports bra and leggings. Her shoes matched with green treads and scattered green spots on the shimmering white fabric. I grinned.

Always so put together.

Her ponytail swung back and forth as she hopped off the sidewalk and onto the hot asphalt. A smile crept across her face as she neared my car. Her head stayed pointed towards the ground in front of her, but her eyes searched around the parking lot.

Scanning for witnesses. This is sad.

She stepped up to the passenger side door, pulled it open, and plopped down in the seat beside me. Looking behind me and out the back windows, she reached across and wrapped her arms around my neck.

“Hey, babe,” I said.

She released my neck and smiled at me, looking into my eyes.

“Hey.”

She sat back in her seat and resumed looking around the parking lot out the windows.

“It feels kinda naughty to be meeting the infamous neighborhood stalker out in the parking lot. Are you going to kidnap me? Take advantage of me?”

She giggled.

Ouch. Too soon.

My eyes and head fell, and my smile retreated.

“Oh, sorry, Ron. I didn’t mean to…”

She put a hand on my shoulder.

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s ok. I’m still ashamed about what happened, though.”

Her hand slid up to my neck and gripped it.

“You’re still the same man to me, Ron.”

I looked up at her.

“I hope you still feel that way after what I have to tell you.”

A smile crept across her face.

“You’re still afraid some confession will drive me away. Haven’t you figured out I’m not going anywhere?”

“We’ll see.”

She sat back and turned to face me, still grinning.

“Well, ok, let’s have it then.”

My eyes searched her face. I found comfort from her effusive tenderness.

“Jessica is more than a siren for me.”

I exhaled and leaned over the steering wheel again, resting my arms on it. My eyes stared through my windshield.

“When I was young, all the women put me on a pedestal. Praised me as a fine young man. None of them knew I secretly burned with lust.”

I winced as I raised my fingertips off the wheel for a second.

“It’s like all the adults in my life orchestrated my world to protect me from temptation. The women dressed modestly. The men preached about resisting the sinful nature.”

“Sounds like I wouldn’t have fit in.”

I laughed and turned my head towards her.

“No, they wouldn’t like your leggings.”

Her mouth curled in a duck face, and she cocked an eyebrow before she giggled. My smile at her melted away as I thought back to my youth.

“None of that suppressed my need for the carnal. It only forced it into hiding. I learned to feel deeply ashamed of my darker desires. And they seemed pervasive inside me. I desperately wanted to escape them to please my parents, my church family, and the God they taught me to fear, but I couldn’t. My lust only grew. Like a cancer in my soul.”

I sighed and closed my eyes.

“Then, I met Jessica. If my life was an oppressive museum full of sacred statues and signs that read ‘Don’t touch,’ she was the bull that ran through the museum toppling all the statues.”

I looked at Ally.

“It’s ok, Ron. Keep going.”

“Jessica’s iconoclastic hatred of the rules. Her chaos. Her evil. It all tore like a hurricane through the prison that held me all those years. She burned it to the ground in the raging fire of her wicked sensuality. And she made a safe place for the darkness in me to come out of hiding.”

Ally’s finger lifted towards my cheek and caught a tear as it spilled from my eye.

“I’ve known all of this somewhere deep down, but when she came yesterday and bailed me out of jail…”

The tears multiplied and burned my skin.

“Her betrayal of my trust… our marriage… shouldn’t have surprised me. If there are rules, she will break them. It’s a part of who she is. The part that set me free. I can’t stay married to a person like that. I’m not sure I can even be in a normal relationship with a person like that. But I also am not mad at her. She saved me.”

Ally’s penetrative gaze, now familiar to me, soothed my soul.

“Well, I want to meet her.”

I chuckled.

“Funny you should say that. So, the next thing I need to talk to you about…”

Ally threw her hands up and beamed a smile at me.

“How do I do that? Sometimes, I amaze even myself.”

She resumed her listening posture, smiling.

My heart swelled with warmth as I looked at her.

God, I think I love you.

“I need to set things right. For myself. I’ve been trying to control the situation with her. My situation at work. There was a video.”

My eyes fell. Shame washed over me, and I rubbed my face in my hand.

“Everything she did with Austin got caught on tape. I got hold of it. Used it to blackmail them. I thought it would give me a sense of power. I thought that’s what I wanted. But it just ate at my soul, gave me terrible heartburn, and turned my muscles to aching stones.”

I lifted my head and looked out the window.

“When I was in jail, I had an epiphany. Genuine power doesn’t come from controlling things outside myself. It comes from controlling how I respond to whatever life throws at me. And I can handle anything. If I allow myself to.”

I looked back into Ally’s eyes and smiled, feeling my chest swell.

“It’s kind of like my superpower.”

“And your most attractive quality.”

“Thank you. I’m starting to like that part of myself, too. And I know now how I want to handle what life has thrown at me. I need closure. And I need to let go of controlling Jessica, Austin, anyone. It doesn’t suit me.”

“I love this. So, how do you do that?”

“A ritual.”

Ally grinned.

“I want Jessica to be there. And I’d like you to be there, too. If you wanna be, that is.”

“Are you kidding me? Ron, I’d be honored.”

She leaned over to hug my neck and whispered in my ear.

“I’m so hot for you right now.”

I laughed, and she winked at me as she sat back in her seat.

“So, when are we doing this thing?”


Chapter 34


Jessica

The field behind Solidarity Insurance waved in the wind with tall blades of overgrown grass. I frowned as I put my clean tennis shoes onto the dirt path, not hopeful for the prospects of them remaining pristine. A large sign rose above the swaying tips that faced the road and read “Coming Soon: South Side Shopping Plaza.” I walked past it down the path, following the directions that Ron gave. The morning sun graced my face with a warm kiss. The trail continued for at least a hundred yards before reaching an opening where a familiar voice greeted me.

“I don’t suppose you have any idea what this is about?”

Austin scowled at me, standing in the large circular clearing a few feet from the wall of tall grass.

Janice stood apart from him.

“You both disgust me.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Janice, I bet a lot of things disgust you.”

She huffed and folded her arms as she looked away. Ron’s voice came from the path behind me.

“Hey, Jessica.”

I smiled as I turned towards his voice.

“Hey, Ron.”

Over his shoulder, a few steps behind him, I saw her. Young. Fit. Radiant.

I hate her already.

“So, this must be Ally?”

“Yes.”

I took a deep breath and extended my hand to her, forcing a polite smile.

“Hey, Ally, it’s nice to meet you.”

Her eyes rose from the ground to meet mine and gripped me with their stunning beauty. I swallowed hard.

“May I hug you?” she asked.

My mouth dropped open.

“Umm, sure?”

She put her arms around my neck and whispered to me.

“I know a hug seems forward, but it’s genuine. I honor you, Jessica, and the place you hold in Ron’s heart.”

The place I hold… What planet are you from?

She released me but kept her soft gaze nestled into my eye holes as she stepped back.

Ugh. She’s better than me.

Ron’s voice cut through my thoughts.

“Thank you all for being here. This won’t take long.”

He walked to the center of the open space, carrying his backpack over his shoulder.

“I’ve had lots of time to think about what has transpired in the last couple of months. And how I’ve handled it.”

He set the backpack down and looked at Austin.

“I want you to know that I forgive you, Austin, for fucking Jessica. I know all too well how powerful her seductive advances can be.”

He turned towards me.

“And I forgive you. I know the woman I married. You’re a rebel. An untamed tigress. Chains and cages do not suit you. You did exactly what is in your nature to do.”

My eyes blinked, and my chest tightened.

Wow.

My husband… well, soon to be x-husband, stood in front of me like a prince of a man. With a hot girlfriend. In all our charades with me playing the whore, I never felt more like submitting to him than I did right then.

Get a fucking grip, Jessica.

Ron bent over and reached into his backpack.

“I thought I needed to control you both. To punish you. And I tried, but I see the foolishness of that now.”

He pulled out some matches, lighter fluid, and a plastic bag full of thumb drives and set them on the ground as he looked at Austin again.

“I don’t know what our working relationship will be going forward, Austin, but I will not make it a power struggle. I’m giving mine up. You will either see my strengths and respect me, or you won’t. I can’t control that choice, and I’m perfectly capable of handling whichever one you make.”

Austin cocked an eyebrow as he listened. Ron picked up the lighter fluid and plastic bag, and he held the bag out towards Austin.

“These are all the recordings I have - all the recordings that anyone has - of what you two did. The first night when you did it behind my back. And the second night when I forced you to re-enact it.”

He tossed the bag on the ground, opened the bottle of lighter fluid, and began soaking the bag. Janice spoke up.

“Ron, not that it’s any of my business, but are you sure you want to do that? These two don’t deserve any mercy from you.”

“I know, Janice. I’m not doing this for them. I’m doing it for me. And yes, I’m sure.”

He picked up the matches and stepped back. Striking one against the box, he tossed it onto the dripping plastic. Flames shot up from the bag as it became engulfed. We all stood entranced by them as the evidence of Austin and I’s crimes melted away in a dance of oranges and blues. For a moment, the tiny tongues of fire made a flicking sound against the air. Austin broke the somber silence, speaking as the reflection of the flames flickered in his eyes.

“So, you said that was every recording?”

“Yes, that’s all of them.”

“There’s no other evidence?”

“Nope.”

Austin nodded his head, still staring into the fire.

“Wow, Ron, that’s…”

He shrugged his shoulders and exhaled.

“…that’s just stupid, man.”

He turned and looked at Ron. A menacing grin crept across his face.

“Like, old man, you are a fucking idiot for doing this. You’re fired.”

Oh my God, Austin.

Ron’s eyes grew wide as saucers. Janice spoke up.

“Austin, you’re not serious?”

“Oh, hell, yeah, I’m serious. I’m so tired of his arrogance, walking around like he’s so smart. I’ve been wanting to fire him for months. It was in the works. But then he got those damn thumb drives.”

Austin walked around the fire, watching it consume the evidence, and then looked across the flames at Ron.

“Oh, yeah, he’s definitely fired.”

Janice continued to protest.

“Austin, you can’t do that. I don’t particularly like him, either. But he’s the best accountant at the company.”

“I can do whatever I want, Janice. I’m the boss, remember? And I don’t fucking care if he’s the best accountant in the world. He’s out. Stay in your lane, or you might get fired, too.”

Her mouth dropped open.

“You know what, Austin, I’ll save you the trouble. I quit!”

She stormed towards the path.

“That’s fine. It’s not like it’s hard to find another person to make my coffee and type a few memos!”

Ron looked up from the fire at Austin.

“You’re even more of an asshole than I thought.”

“Old man, I don’t care what you think about me. This world doesn’t belong to self-righteous dinosaurs like you. It belongs to the tigers who know how to play the game. People like me.”

His eyes narrowed, and his grin widened.

“And your wife. Who is a great fuck, by the way.”

Ron shook his head and turned to walk towards the path. My blood boiled over. I marched over to Austin, raising my hand to slap him.

“Shut the fuck up, little boy!” I said.

He ignored me, hollering over my shoulder at Ron as he left.

“That’s right, old man. Walk away!”

I saw Ally out of the corner of my eye, following Ron out of the circle. Austin continued yelling.

“You’re finished, you old fossil!”

My hand flew and connected with Austin’s cheek. He just laughed. Steam burned my ears as I pointed in his face.

“You better sleep with one eye open, you sack of shit.”

I turned to walk away and follow Ron and Ally.

But they were gone.


Chapter 35


Jessica

I spotted Ron’s car still parked in the parking lot and rushed up to the entrance of Solidarity. The glass door opened. Ron’s arm held it open, and he leaned out, smiling at me. The sound of applause poured out from the lobby. My eyes widened.

I know I bailed him out, but… Why is he being so nice to me?

“Come on in. I’m just saying goodbye to some folks,” he said.

Several people stood around the lobby, all looking at Ron and clapping. He took my hand and walked me to the center of the circle. The applause came to an abrupt halt. A few seconds of awkward silence preceded the voice of one frowning man.

“Ron, why are you holding that tramp’s hand?”

Apparently, bad news travels fast.

Ron put his other hand up, smiling.

“Calvin, I know you don’t get this, but this tramp means a lot to me, so please, for me, be kind to her.”

I swallowed hard as his words pierced my heart.

Don’t fucking cry.

Ally came over to me, smiling.

“Can I hug you again?”

I laughed.

This crazy bitch…

“Ally, you’re a real mystery.”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Hell. Why not?”

I reached out for her, and we embraced.

Ron left us and spoke to the others that came up to him. I could tell Ally wanted to talk to me, but my eyes followed him. His co-workers patted him on the shoulder, shook his hand, smiled. I pressed my lips together as I took a deep breath in through my nostrils and pushed it out.

I can’t believe I ruined this for him.

Janice emerged from the hallway carrying a cardboard box and brought it to Ron, keeping her distance from me.

“Ron, we didn’t always see eye to eye, but I respected you.”

She handed him the box.

“And I always will. What you did today… You’re a bigger person than I’ll ever be. This whole thing feels like the twilight zone for me. What will you do now?”

He smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

“I’m not sure, but Janice, don’t worry about me. I’ll be ok.”

She shook her head and smiled back at him.

“I wish you the best, Ron.”

“Thanks, Janice.”

“Well, I’ve got to go gather my things. I don’t want to stay here any longer than I have to,” she said.

“Sure. Good luck, Janice.”

Her eyes cut to me with an icy glare before she turned away.

Whatever, Janice.

Ally’s voice cut through my thoughts.

“She doesn’t get you two. Many people won’t. I can’t even say I do.”

I turned to look at her. Ally’s eyes followed Janice as she walked down the hall.

“But none of us have to get it, Jessica. We just have to decide whether we want to remain witnesses to you both or not.”

She turned and looked at me, smiling.

Where did Ron find you?

“So, what have you decided?”

“I want to keep watching.”

She winked at me.

Ron came over to us, carrying his box.

“You ladies ready to get out of here?”

“Lead the way, handsome,” Ally said.

Something about seeing an attractive young woman exude such palpable sexual chemistry towards my husband both upset and thrilled me.

Chill, Jessica. He’s not yours anymore.

She followed Ron out, and I fell in behind her. I watched her fit little body move.

She does have a nice ass. I wonder how she feels about Ron’s little dick.

Ron’s eyes gleamed in the sunlight, and his elongated posture made him look taller. Funny how his new, commanding energy made his dick size less important. As we got close to his car, Ally spoke up.

“Babe, if you need a place to crash, you know you can come stay with me. You might need to move out of your place until you get a job.”

He opened the trunk and put the box in.

“Thanks, Ally. That won’t be necessary.”

I spoke up.

“Ron, she has a point. What are you going to do now? You can’t afford to keep paying rent somewhere. If you really want to stay there, I could help you. Now that I’ve got this cushy job, I mean. I can afford to spot you until you get on your feet.”

He closed the trunk and took a deep breath.

“I appreciate you both. What you are trying to do. But listen to me…”

A smile spread across his face.

“I will be ok.”

“Sure, babe, but you’ll need help in the meantime.”

He put his hand on Ally’s shoulder.

“I love you.”

He looked at me.

“I love you both, but please, listen to what I’m saying. I need to do this myself.”

Ally pushed out her bottom lip and dropped one hip to the side.

“Ok, babe. Just know I’m here.”

She turned and looked at me and smiled.

“We both are.”

“I know. And thank you,” he said.

He wrapped his arms around her and then extended an arm to me. I threw my head back and laughed.

“So, we’re doing a group hug now? Okay, sure.”

I joined them, feeling both Ally and Ron’s arms slide in around me. It felt both odd and innocent. Awkward, yet refreshing. Like we threw the playbooks out and just followed the path of caring for Ron. He released both of us, smiling.

“I’ve got to go now. Thanks for being here today.”

He turned, got in his car, started it.

Ally and I stood there, watching him drive away. As his car disappeared from view, she spoke.

“I’ve never wanted to lose my virginity to a married man so much.”

My eyes almost popped out of my head as my head jerked around to look at her.

“Wait. You’re a virgin?”

She giggled and beamed.

“Yep!”

I stepped back from her and put a hand up.

“So, hang on. I’m so confused.”

Now she laughed.

“You two aren’t fucking?”

“Well, it’s not for lack of desire, but no, we’re not.”

My lips pursed, and my eyebrows furrowed.

“Ok…”

She put a hand over her mouth to stifle her laughter.

“I’m sorry to laugh. I get this reaction a lot,” she said.

She’s definitely an alien.

“So, what exactly is the nature of your little relationship.”

She smirked.

“It’s definitely not little.”

Her eyes turned to the parking lot exit where Ron drove away moments before.

“I’m not sure what it is. I just know it feels right to be in it. Right in the middle of all the twists and turns.”

My eyes narrowed as I studied her.

This little child prodigy needs to get laid.

“I don’t know what it is about you, Ally. But you’re annoyingly likable.”

She laughed. Her head snapped back to me, and she smirked, resuming her maddening Bette Davis eye gaze.

“Thanks. I think. So, what about you, Jessica? How does Ron fit into your picture?”

I grinned, continuing to study her.

“That was a compliment. And I don’t know, either. But I’m here.”

My eyes turned to the parking lot exit.

“For as long as he wants me to be.”


Chapter 36


Ron

“Grant, c’mon. At least give me an interview. You know I could do the job with my eyes closed.”

“I’m sorry, Ron. I just can’t. Our human resources officer will never approve your hire after what happened.”

The phone screen felt hot and damp with perspiration as it rested against my ear and cheek. From heavy usage or the blood heating my skin Or both. I needed a break.

Two days straight of this, and nothing. I’m running out of leads.

“Ok, Grant. Well, if you hear of anything…”

“Ron, you know I will. Whoever gets you will be lucky to have you. I wish I didn’t have corporate hoops to jump through. I would hire you in a split second.”

“Thanks for that. Well, gotta go. More calls to make.”

“Good luck, Ron.”

A crumpled wad hit the floor, joining a growing collection of others already lying there. I set the phone down on the desk, leaned back in my chair, ran my fingers through my hair, and sighed.

What am I going to do?

I stood and stretched. A little lamp illuminated only the surface of my small desk. The darkness of the room enveloped me from behind. I turned and opened the door, letting the natural light of the rest of my apartment spill in. My eyes squinted.

How long have I been in there?

Looking at my watch, I shook my head and rubbed my face with my hand.

6 hours.

I walked into the kitchen. My heart hung like a brick inside my chest as I looked around at the cabinets and appliances.

I really liked this place.

My head fell, and I closed my eyes. I took a deep breath in and out.

A door will open. It has to. You just have to keep knocking.

Another deep breath. And another. My chest and stomach rose and fell with my breathing. The stretch across my expanding chest pulled my attention from the flurry of my anxious thoughts. My shoulders relaxed and fell.

Remember who you are.

I lifted my head, opened my eyes, and pushed with my eyes out into the space in front of me.

“I’m a Stroker.”

The sound of ringing and vibrating came from my office. I flipped around and darted into the office to grab it.

“Hello?”

“May I speak to Ron Stroker?”

“This is Ron.”

“Ron, I’ve heard a rumor that you might be in the market for a new opportunity. I’d like to talk to you about that, but I’d rather not do it on the phone. Are you available this afternoon?”

“Yessir, I am. Who am I speaking with?”

“This is Sam Wright from Apex Insurance Corp”

I bent over and mouthed, “oh my god,” as I held the phone away from my head. My heart raced as I pulled the phone back to my face.

“Wait, as in THE Sam Wright? The CEO of Apex?”

The man chuckled.

“That’s what they say. I can have a car at your place in 15 minutes if you’re available now.”

“I can make that happen, sir. I look forward to meeting with you.”

“Great. I look forward to meeting you, too, Ron. Talk to you soon.”

I hung up and held the phone to my forehead.

“Oh, my God!”

A smile erupted from deep in my chest and exploded onto my face.

“I’m going to meet Sam Wright. Shit! I’ve got to get ready!”

My socked feet slipped as I rounded the corner, racing into the bathroom. My hands dove into the sink and splashed water on my face, then grabbed for my comb. It ran through my hair several times as I reached for my toothbrush. My mind raced as my hands continued grooming on accelerated autopilot.

How did he find me? What is he doing here? Apex isn’t in Los Angeles.

I shook my head as my toothbrush rammed in and out of my mouth.

One of the few cities they aren’t in.

Fifteen minutes sped by like fifteen seconds, but I managed to make myself presentable by the time the doorbell rang. I took a deep breath as I opened the door. A tall man in a black suit greeted me.

“Ron Stroker?”

“That’s me.”

“Come with me, please.”

A sleek, black stretch limo sat parked on the curb in front of my apartment. My lips tightened to keep my mouth from gaping. The tall man opened the door at the back and gestured for me to get in. I climbed into the limousine and saw a familiar face.

“Mr. Wright?”

He reached out from his seated position and offered his hand. An expensive-looking dress watch peeked out from the crisp white cuff of his shirt. I took his hand, and he gripped mine. My chest caved in, starving for air.

“Glad you could meet on such short notice, Ron.”

My heart pounded so hard, its beat reached up into my temples.

“Sir, I would have cleared my schedule if I had to for a chance to meet you. I’ve followed your career for over a decade. I’ve even gotten to be in the audience for several of your presentations. I’m a huge fan.”

He waved his hand, brushing at the air.

“Oh, I’m not that impressive. Guys like you do that hard work.”

I tilted my head forward and spoke with an emphatic tone.

“I’ve learned a lot from following you, sir.”

“Please, call me Sam.”

I shook my head, smirking.

“I’ll try.”

He chuckled.

“So, I hear you left Solidarity.”

How does he even know about Solidarity? They are such a small fish in his ocean.

“Uh, yessir, I did.”

“You mean, ‘yes, Sam’.”

I laughed.

“That will take some getting used to. Um, yes, Sam. My last day was three days ago.”

“Now, Solidarity. That’s an interesting little company. Did you know you can learn a lot about a company by what’s in their trash?”

“Their trash?”

He grinned.

“Yes, Ron. Their trash.”

He reached behind him and pulled out a book. My book. The Standard Operating Procedures manual that I authored looked tattered and stained from who knows what garbage, but in his hand, cleaned up as much as possible.

“Ron, this is one of the best procedural manuals I’ve ever seen. You know what else I learned from their trash? They’re not following your manual very well.”

I nodded and chuckled.

“No, Sam, they’re not.”

“Did you know they’re about 12 months away from filing bankruptcy?”

“That’s not possible. I see all the numbers.”

“Ah, but you don’t. Apparently, some management - such as your former supervisor - have been doing some creative things on the side. My people found all the statements in the trash. Ripped in half, but not shredded. Shredding was on page 127 in your manual.”

He smirked.

“I guess they didn’t get that far.”

“I’m thorough, Sam, but I never would’ve thought to look in our trash. That’s smart.”

Sam cocked an eyebrow, grinning, as he tapped a finger to his temple.

“So, Ron, here’s the thing. At Apex, I have a dashboard. All my people use it to report if they receive recommendations or referrals from any of their contacts. It could be a recommendation of a vendor who provides services we need. It could be a professional in our industry who has talent we need. I use that board to help identify resources our company needs to look at more closely.”

I curled my lips, looking to the side.

I could learn so much from this guy.

“That’s brilliant.”

“It really is. Wasn’t my idea. One of my people came up with it. And, I’ve scored some of my biggest staffing and resourcing discoveries using it, but in the last 5 years of using that board, it never lit up around a single person the way it has in the last two days.”

My eyes widened.

“Wow, do you mind me asking who caused that?”

He laughed.

“You know, Ron, I know you’re not dumb, but you’re too modest. You don’t know your worth. Apparently, Solidarity didn’t know it either. But, your industry colleagues do. And, I do, too.”

I swallowed hard.

“Sam, I don’t understand.”

“Ron, you lit my board up.”

“I did?”

His eyes sparkled as he grinned.

“Yes, Ron. So, I’ll cut to the chase. I’m moving the headquarters of my western division to Los Angeles. We want to strengthen our presence in California, and I need a new Director of Accounting. Normally, I’d promote from within for a director position, but you’re an unusual opportunity I don’t want to miss.”

I fell back into the cushioned back of my seat, shaking my head in disbelief.

“Based on my research, I’d estimate you’d start at triple your previous salary. It involves travel, all expenses paid, first class always. We have best-in-class benefits. I understand you enjoy punching bags.”

I put a hand up to cover my opening mouth.

“You don’t like punching bags?”

I grinned and let my hand fall to the side of my face.

“No, I love punching bags.”

“Good, you’ll have one in your office.”

I laughed.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Well, how about ‘Yes, Sam, I accept your offer’?”

The light in my eyes brightened and then faded. I thought about my arrest, and my face fell.

“There’s a problem. I’ve had some recent trouble.”

“I know about that, Ron. No worries. I have expensive lawyers who can make all that go away. So, what’s your answer?”

He extended his hand. My heart pounded as I looked at it.

Can this really be happening?

I took it.

“Yes, Sam. I definitely accept your offer.”


Chapter 37


Austin

The Capital Centre towered over nearby buildings, reflecting sunlight down into the streets below and onto my face.

Yeah, this is my kinda speed. Fuck you, Solidarity.

I scurried up the steps to the multitude of glass doors leading into the lobby. One of the many bellmen greeted me.

“Welcome to Apex, sir. How may we assist you today?”

I smirked.

“I’ll have a double latte and this morning’s newspaper.”

The bellman grinned through tight, flat lips.

“C’mon, man, that was funny,” I said.

“Hilarious, sir.”

“I’m here for an interview.”

“Someone will help you over at the desk.”

He gestured to a long, granite counter that stretched at least 30 feet across the lobby. I marched over to it and picked a young brunette with nice brown eyes to help me.

“Hey, pretty lady. How’s your day going?”

She folded her hands and smiled up at me.

“It’s always a great day at Apex, sir. How may we help you?”

“I’m here for an interview.”

“Ok. And what’s your name?”

“Austin Wilder.”

“Thank you, Austin. Give me just a moment to look that up.”

“Take your time, gorgeous.”

Her fingers danced on the large flat screen in front of her.

“Looks like you’ll be interviewing on the thirty-fifth floor with the Director of Accounting. I’ll let them know you’re here, and someone will be down momentarily to escort you up.”

“Thanks, sugar.”

I turned and looked around the lobby.

Wow, this thing could just about fit Solidarity in it.

Glass windows extended up seven floors, forming an enormous atrium that overlooked the lobby.

Pendulums dropped from the ceiling, holding large, funky looking light fixtures.

It’s like a big spaceship in here.

“Austin Wilder?”

I turned to see where the voice came from.

A young woman in a grey business suit stood looking at me.

“That’s me.”

“Welcome to Apex, Austin. Come with me, please.”

She turned and walked into the center elevator lobby of five that extended off the main lobby. I followed her, checking out her tight ass in that snug, grey skirt.

Yeah, I’d tap that.

She swiped a badge over a reader on the wall, and the chrome-plated doors of an elevator opened. Inside, the granite floor and walls sparkled. I smiled at her as we stepped on.

“So, this place is a dump, right?”

“Well, we’re still getting everyone moved in. It’ll be nicer when we’re done.”

Damn, nicer?

“I was joking.”

“I know,” she said.

“So, who will I be interviewing with today? You all were cryptic about the details. Hard for a guy to prepare. Not that I need preparation.”

She cocked an eyebrow and smiled at me.

“You’ll be with the new Accounting Director. He’s new. I am just getting to know him. But so far, I’m impressed. He came to us with unprecedented high praise from local industry professionals. And he is a delightful gentleman. Open-minded. Great listener. Despite his talent, he treats all of us with respect. It’s refreshing to work with someone like that.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Sounds like he’s got a good poker face.”

The elevator doors opened.

“Come with me, Mr. Wilder.”

She led me down a hall into a large office with windows that overlooked the downtown area. And a shiny new punching bag hanging from the ceiling.

“Wait in here, please.”

I walked over to the windows and looked out over all the little buildings below.

Oh, yeah. Austin is moving up, baby.

“Hello, Austin.”

The familiar voice caused an irritating prickle on the back of my neck. I couldn’t place it and turned to meet my new boss. My mouth dropped open.

“You gotta be fucking kidding me.”

Ron Stroker chuckled.

“What are the odds, right?”

Ron appeared taller wearing a tailored suit.

“Did you get hair plugs or something?”

Ron laughed.

“Same ole’ Austin. Have a seat.”

I remained standing, resting my hands on one of the high back leather chairs arranged in front of the glossy dark wood desk

“Nah, I’m good.”

I scowled as he took a seat behind the desk.

“Suit yourself. So, what brings you to Apex, Austin? What happened at Solidarity?”

“I’m not telling you anything, man.”

Ron narrowed his eyes and leaned forward, placing folded hands on the edge of his desk.

“You came here looking for a job, right? I could help you, but you have to level with me.”

“Don’t bullshit me, Stroker. You’re not going to help me.”

“I’m capable of being objective. If you’re a good fit for a position we have open, Austin, it’s good business to consider you.”

I dropped into the chair, folding my arms, and glared at him.

“Some bullshit. That’s what happened.”

“Could you elaborate?”

“I’m sure you know all about it. You had someone file a wrongful termination investigation.”

Ron’s eyes widened.

Damn. He didn’t know.

“Wrongful termination?”

“Oh, c’mon, Ron. They investigated your termination. And that’s what started it. Then there were all these stupid allegations of mismanagement of funds. It all got up to Jack. He got pissed. Anyway, doesn’t matter. That place is lame. I’m on to better things.”

Stroker smirked. My brow furrowed, and I pushed back from the desk to get up.

“That’s right, Stroker. Go ahead and gloat. You know what? Fuck you and fuck this place, too.”

I stormed towards the door.

“Where are you going, Austin?”

“I’m not playing your little game, Stroker. You and this dumb company can both suck it. I don’t need you.”

I marched out and headed down the hallway. His voice came from behind me.

“Other way, Austin.”

Fuck.

I turned and headed back towards the elevators.

I’ll show you, Stroker. If it’s the last thing I do. I’m better than you.


Chapter 38


Jessica

I got out of my car in front of Joe’s Burger Shack. As Ron requested, I wore a skintight mini dress that barely covered my ass and a plunging neckline that revealed lots of cleavage. And, of course, a pair of my sexiest heels.

I look like a hooker.

Cars occupied every parking space in the lot.

You knew this place would be busy right now.

As I entered, a few jaws dropped, eyes widened, and heads turned. My chest expanded, and my heart raced.

That’s right, take a good look.

My lips pursed and shifted to the side.

Curious. It’s like power and vulnerability. At the same time.

My pussy tingled, and my nipples pressed through my bra against the dress. I rolled my eyes and shook my head.

I’ve lost my mind.

God knows why, but I wanted to continue playing this game and comply with Ron’s wishes. Maybe I wanted to atone for my sins. Or maybe I just wanted to see how low Ron Stroker could go. He grinned as he watched me walk in, and he looked around - no doubt, taking inventory of the reactions to my outlandish outfit. I slid into the booth across from him, but this time, he wasn’t hiding behind a menu.

“Are you happy?” I asked.

“Happy is a strong word, but I’m pleased.”

“I hope so. I might get arrested in this outfit before the night is up.”

“Or at least handcuffed.”

His smirk made its way towards a smile.

“You gonna take your Pepcid?”

I stuck my neck forward and winked as I made a duck face at him.

“Very funny. Actually, no, I haven’t needed it since burning those thumb drives.”

The waitress came up to the table, grinning as she approached.

“Well, damn, sugar! If I could pull off an outfit like that, I’d at least double my tips.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“I’m surprised to see you two in here together. After your last visit, I felt fairly sure it would be the last time.”

“That makes two of us,” I said.

“Three of us,” Ron said.

He chuckled and sipped his coffee.

“Well, glad to be a part of the reunion. What will you two be having?”

“Do you have hard liquor?” I asked.

I pressed my tongue into my cheek and smiled with an open mouth at her. She placed a hand on my shoulder.

“Sister, I wish. I’d be hitting it in the back.”

“Do you know how I met this woman?” Ron asked.

The waitress turned to him, leaving her hand on my shoulder.

“I don’t believe I do.”

“We met here in this diner,” he said.

“Oh, wow, that’s nice. Soooo, this must be a special place for you two?”

“Well, I think so. She gave me a blow job behind the building after we had dinner.”

The waitress’s mouth dropped open as she cast a side glance at me.

I smiled at her and put a fist up for her to bump.

She bumped it as she let out a heavy exhale.

“Thank God, girl. I was like, ‘oh no, he didn’t just say that,’ but you’re like ‘I don’t give a damn. Yeah, I did that.’”

She let out a hearty laugh.

“I really like you, chick. You know what? Dinner is on me tonight.”

Ron protested.

“Oh, no. You don’t have to…”

“Nope, I insist. Just don’t get too crazy. Well, not in here, at least. Whatever you do behind the building is your own business.”

She chuckled again.

“So, what’ll you have?”

Ron gestured to me.

“I’ll have a salad, and I’ll just drink water,” I said.

“Me, too,” he said.

“Well, y’all are easy!”

She winked at me and walked away.

“You seem to be in a good mood,” I said.

“Yeah. Weird, right?”

“I’m good with this weird.”

He leaned forward and put his elbows and hands on the table.

“So, tell me something. Did you call in a report of wrongful termination on Austin?”

I sat up, smirked, and looked to the side.

“You did!”

“I can neither confirm nor deny any such allegations.”

Ron laughed.

“But I can confirm that the mother fucker deserved it,” I said.

“Maybe so. So, change of subject. I’ve been thinking…”

Ron picked up a spoon and started tapping the back of it against the palm of his other open hand. I smirked, looking at it.

“You know, after what you did, I thought I’d never want to see you again, but I haven’t been able to get you out of my head. Mostly, I’ve thought about what you did.”

He laughed, watching the spoon tap his palm.

“You’ve been on my mind most of the time.”

His tapping stopped. He looked at me from his downward tilted head.

“You know I’ve been dating.”

“So, how is Ally doing?”

“She’s great. She’s great for me. But honestly…”

He looked back at the spoon and resumed patting his palm with it.

“…there’s a part of me she’ll never get. She’ll accept it. She’ll want to know all about it. But it’s not in her to be a part of it.”

My heart skipped at his words. Our marriage might be over, but I wasn’t ready to surrender all of him to another woman. Still, I played it cool.

“I’m sorry to hear that, Ron.”

He sat up and furrowed his eyebrows.

“You are?”

“Well, I just want you to be happy.”

“Thank you. I want to be happy, too.”

He put an elbow on the table and propped his chin on a lifted hand.

“Being with you turned out to bring a lot of misery, Jessica, but it also made my life interesting.”

I laughed.

“Interesting, you say.”

“Yeah, well...”

His eyes searched the room.

“You’ve been the spice in my life, and sometimes the spice burns my mouth, but without it, my life would be pretty bland.”

“I know you’re not saying you want to stay married.”

“No, definitely not. I also have no desire to control you. That nearly ate a hole through my stomach.”

My eyes narrowed on him.

“Ok.”

“But, I think I’m enjoying this crime and punishment chapter of our story.”

Ahhh, I like where this is going.

“You like punishing me?”

His eyes returned to mine as he smirked and nodded.

“My criminal intent excites you, doesn’t it?”

“It does.”

He leaned in and lowered his voice.

“Especially when I’m… ya know.”

I grinned a devilish grin.

“Playing with your cock? Oh, I know. I’ve thought about it, too, when I’m touching this naughty pussy.”

“So, what do we do with that?”

“I’d say you’ve shown you know exactly what to do with that.”

“But this can’t be healthy.”

“Ron, if you’re asking me to know what healthy looks like or to encourage you to choose healthy…”

“I know. I wasn’t asking.”

He sat back, grinning at me.

“I prefer that you’re not an expert on what’s healthy.”

“You like my… unhealthy.”

“I do. And I think I’ll be healthier if I quit trying to control you and just roll with the punches. As long as I get to punish you for them.”

I lifted my finger and beckoned him to lean in close again. My breasts almost spilled out of my dress as I raised myself up in my seat and leaned over the table. His grin widened as his eyes glanced down at them. He leaned forward, and I lowered my voice to a whisper, putting my mouth almost to his ear.

“So, you aren’t done punishing this evil cunt?”

I shifted back so I could look into his eyes. We smiled at each other.

“No, I’ve got more in mind.”

“I thought you might.”

I sat back down and looked across at him.

“So then, when’s my next punishment?”

He cocked an eyebrow and grinned.


The Taste of Her Truth, Part One
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Chapter 1


Ron

The soft leather of my new Lincoln Aviator cradled my aching spine and supported my weary legs.

“I like your car, babe.”

“Yeah, it’s nice.”

I traced the cool chrome lining around the base of my gear shift.

“I kind of miss my Oldsmobile, though.”

Ally twisted her lips and furrowed her eyebrows.

“That ole’ thing? Ron, it was on its last leg.”

“Yeah, but… I had a lot of memories in it.”

She grinned and placed a hand on my shoulder.

“You’re making some new memories.”

A slight pang tickled the rear of my eyes as I smiled back at her.

Am I ready for that?

“So, how’s the new Director of Accounting doing?”

“You don’t really want to hear about that, do you?”

Ally beamed, turning towards me.

“Sure, I do! Tell me about the fascinating things you’re doing with your clever brain.”

She ran her fingers through my thinning hair and pointed the spotlight of her gaze on me.

“I’m not sure it’s that exciting.”

“Oh, c’mon, Ron. You’re a director now.”

She sat up straight and attempted a British accent.

“I’m dating a director.”

I chuckled, and my head pulled back as my shoulders rolled forward.

“It’s not all that.”

“Ron, you work for your idol. And you’re a genius. I know you’ve impressed the heck out of them.”

“Well…”

“Uh-huh, see! C’mon. Tell me.”

“It’s really not that glamorous, but I started a review of how we do depreciation of assets. We have an opportunity to change our methodology on some of them. Might save the company some money.”

“And how much are we talking?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Eh… you know…”

She raised her eyebrows and leaned in.

“Probably a few million dollars a year in tax savings,” I said.

Ally bounced backward in her seat.

“Dang!”

Her mouth dropped open, and she punched me.

“Ron!”

She leaned against the door, narrowed her glistening eyes, and pressed her lips together in a grin.

“That’s sexy.”

I chuckled and shook my head.

It’s really not.

“Tell me all about it after the service.”

She turned, reached for the door handle, and got out. A mob of parishioners converged on a massive red brick sanctuary in front of us. Her hand took mine as we followed them towards the entrance.

“Thanks for coming with me to check this place out, Ron.”

Thought I’d never get caught dead in a church again.

“Sure, babe.”

It’s the least I could do after all you’ve done for me.

Her sleeveless, peach blouse billowed in the warm breeze, and her toned arms glowed in the fading sunlight. A pair of skinny jeans hugged her curves like a second skin, and her strappy sandals showed off the tropical scene painted on her toenails.

“Like my jeans?”

She glanced back over her shoulder, pulling me along. Her ponytail bounced as she skipped through the parking lot.

“They’re not my leggings, but they have a similar effect.”

“Yeah, they do.”

She giggled and winked at me.

“I thought you’d appreciate them.”

They are killing me. Just what I need before walking into church.

As we walked through the entrance, a gust of cold air hit our faces. Bright spotlights cut through the dark auditorium and blinded my eyes. I lifted a hand to shield them. A long-haired hippie sat behind a drum kit on stage, beating them in rhythm with the rest of the band. Electric guitars screamed out licks, and keyboards chimed.

Is this a church service or a rock concert?

We found seats that reminded me more of the AMC Universal Cinema.

I’ve never seen a church this big.

The band stopped, and a middle-aged woman walked to the center of the stage. She wore a thin headset, designer t-shirt, and jeans.

“Thanks, Kevin,” she said.

She looked over at the musicians as they exited the stage, gesturing to them before looking out into the spotlights, now trained on her.

“Wasn’t that magical, everybody? Let’s give it up for Kevin and our worship team.”

The masses joined her in applauding. Her expression softened as she turned back to her audience, peering into the light.

“Thank you - all of you - for being here today. To join me in a celebration of humanity. A celebration of love.”

I shifted in my seat. Ally rested her hand on top of mine and smiled as she focused on the preacher.

God, you are gorgeous. With so many options. There’s no way you’ll want this forever.

Sitting just past her, a teenage girl glanced over at me and scowled. I smirked as I faced forward.

She knows. She’s probably thinking, “what’s is a pretty girl doing with that dinosaur?”

“Here at The Intersect, we have individuals from a variety of faiths and beliefs.”

A man’s voice called out from the dark.

“Amen!”

The woman gestured in the voice's direction.

“We have Christians.”

She pivoted and walked across to the other side of the stage.

“People of different colors. Sexual orientations. Religions. We have Jews. Muslims. Hindus. Wiccans.”

A grin crept across her face.

“We even have a few atheists.”

She looked up at the balcony as though it were a star-filled sky and nodded her head.

“And we at The Intersect are grateful for a place where we can all gather as one.”

Wow, church has changed.

The woman continued with an uplifting message about acceptance and love of self. So different from my youth, sitting in the pews of Pastor Clarke’s church with my parents. When she finished, she gave parting blessings to the congregation. The lights came up and revealed a multitude of members rising from their seats and heading back to their lives. As we neared the exit, a tall man with a sturdy build spoke to Ally.

“Hello, miss. Are you new to The Intersect?”

She smiled at him.

“Why, yes, I am.”

“I didn’t think I’d seen you before.”

His crystal blue eyes sparkled as he flashed his perfect teeth at her. Thick, dark hair crowned his head, and a crisp, white oxford shirt adorned his Olympian frame.

“How did you learn about us?”

“Well, I was listening to an inspirational music stream, and an advertisement came on.”

“Oh, great! I placed that ad. I wondered if it would get anyone’s attention.”

He reached out his open palm.

“I’m Mark.”

Ally took his hand and shook it, her cheeks flushing.

“Hey, Mark, I’m Ally. And this is Ron.”

She nodded back at me. The towering Adonis glanced my way and smiled, keeping her hand.

“Very nice to meet both of you. Will you be returning next Sunday?”

He fit her so much better than I did. Young. Tall. Handsome. In fantastic shape.

Sooner or later - maybe sooner - a guy like this will replace me.

She glanced back at me.

“I hope so,” she said.

He released her hand.

“Great! We will look forward to seeing you again, then. You two have a blessed week.”

She cocked her hip as she smiled back at him, tilting her head to the side.

“Thanks, Mark.”

The daylight scraped my eyeballs as we stepped back into it.

“Well, he was handsome.”

“He was nice.”

She took my hand.

“C’mon. Let’s go. Take me home?”

My heart ached. I could tell she liked him.

God only knows what other dashing young devils are courting her.

“Sure,” I said.

In the car, as I drove her home, she broke the silence.

“So, how’s Jessica?”

My grip on the steering wheel tightened.

There’s another reason you’re probably looking for the exits.

“She’s ok.”

My neck tingled, and my face flushed as Ally’s gaze crawled from the crown of my skull down to my shoulder.

“That’s all?”

I sighed.

“She’s Jessica, ya know? Same games.”

“You sound like you’re tired of them. Are you?”

I wish I were.

“Can we talk about something else?”

My Aviator rolled up to a stop sign a few blocks from Ally’s house. Another car at the intersection took their merry time to move. I shook my head and scowled.

“Sunday drivers.”

Ally turned and faced forward in her seat.

It’s unfair, really. To keep her in this. I’m a good guy and all, but I’m no spring chicken. And she could have anyone she wanted.

I pulled into her driveway.

“You coming in?” she asked.

“I’ve got a lot on my mind, Ally. I think I’m just gonna be on my way.”

“Yeah. Ok.”

She leaned over to kiss me. Her eyes searched mine as she drew in close. I turned to face her but kept my lips sealed. Her mouth pressed into me like a rubber ball against a concrete wall. She inhaled through her nostrils, and her energy reached for me, but I walled her off. When she pulled back from me, her voice cracked.

“Well… Thanks for going with me, Ron.”

“Sure.”

“See ya later?”

“Yeah. See ya.”

“Love you.”

You think you do.

“Love you, too.”

She got out of the car, and my thoughts turned to Jessica. As Ally walked up to her house, my fingers fumbled with my phone.

Ron, don’t do it.


Chapter 2


Jessica

The plush carpet beneath my feet cradled them, and clear glass windows extended up from the floor, wrapping the dining room on one side. Over my head, large pendulum lights, surrounded by ivory cloth cylinders, dripped down from a two-story ceiling.

“Will you ladies be dining in the sunroom today or one of our private rooms?”

“We’ll be in my usual private dining room, James.”

“Excellent, Mrs. Bloodworth. I thought as much.”

“I want to show my new superstar the royal treatment. Jessica just scored her first big contract for Seminal.”

“Splendid.”

The maître de wore a charcoal suit and a crisp haute couture shirt. He led us past square tables covered in white tablecloths, napkins, and candles housed in a burnt orange stained glass. We turned out of the expansive space and followed him down a smaller, honey oak-paneled corridor. Soft mood lighting kissed the gilded frames on antique art photography that decorated the walls. He led us into a large private dining room with a vaulted ceiling joined to the walls by thick, sawtooth crown molding. The opposite wall housed an enormous, embedded aquarium full of colorful fish. Light passed through it, casting a rippling light on the walls. In the center, a larger table, also covered in white, held place settings of fine, white china and silverware that shimmered in the aquarium light.

James held our chairs out for us and pushed them in under us as we took our seats.

“Will this suffice?” he asked.

“Yes, James. Thank you,” Erika said.

He left us.

“Wow, this place is nice.”

Erika grinned.

“This is actual silver. How did they get this perfect shine?” I said.

I held the knife up and saw my reflection in the blade.

“Ron and I had a set, but I hated it. It was such a pain to polish all those pieces. He usually did it. I didn’t have the patience for it.”

I smirked.

“He can have those.”

“So, the divorce isn’t final yet?”

“Well, I’ve signed the papers, but he has to meet with his attorney. And she has to go before the judge.”

I placed the knife back on the table and used my fingertips to push it in small circles on top of the cloth. My lips curled to the side.

How will my life look without Ron?

“You gonna be ok?” Erika asked.

I swallowed hard.

“Oh, yeah. Men. Who has time for them?”

“Not successful women like us.”

I forced a grin back at her. A cheerful voice provided a welcomed interruption.

“Hello, ladies.”

“Ahhh, Marcus. Perfect timing,” Erika said.

I turned to see Marcus entering with menus in hand. Wearing little clothing. I lifted a hand to cover my parting lips, and a tingling sensation emerged in my chest.

“Marcus, this is Jessica.”

Marcus flashed a radiant smile as he greeted me.

“Well, hello, Mrs. Jessica.”

My elbow rested on the back of my chair as I turned towards him and let my finger slip between my teeth.

“Hello, Marcus.”

I’m thinking less than 5 percent body fat.

He handed us our menus and placed his hands behind his back, uncovering his bulging package. A tiny, black leather thong wrapped it, and silver thread stitches lined the edges. His thigh muscles flexed, and his member twitched, growing within its cocoon.

I turned my head towards Erika, my eyes still locked on Marcus’ package.

“What type of restaurant is this?”

“One where women like us can have whatever we want.”

“No one wore this attire in the main dining room.”

Marcus responded.

“This is the private dining experience, ma’am. Per Ms. Bloodworth’s request.”

“It’s ok to touch if you want, Jessica. Isn’t it, Marcus?”

She reached out her hand, and Marcus stepped over towards her, within her reach. Erika’s fingers traced the lines in his abs and snaked their way up to the chiseled granite of his pectorals. His chest expanded and contracted with his breath, like a purebred stallion ready to break from the gate to race. Erika’s hand dropped, fingers grazing his abs and brushing his package before parting from his body.

My mouth dropped open, and Erika laughed.

“Thanks, Marcus. That will be all for now.”

He bowed and turned to leave.

God, nice ass, too.

I turned towards Erika, smiling and shaking my head.

“Erika, am I dreaming right now?”

“No, dear. You’re living.”

Marcus disappeared through the only entrance to our private dining room, but his visage remained in my mind’s eye. Associating with Erika came with some delightful privileges. Even the fish in the aquarium danced about, performing for us.

“Let me tell you what I know about you,” Erika said.

She put her elbows on the table and interlaced her fingers.

“You already know I learned about your affair with your old boss. And about your illicit activities with a purchasing manager at Solidarity, your last client with Starlight.”

Blood rushed to my earlobes.

“I believe he was your husband’s boss, right?”

Erika grinned.

“That was a nice touch, Jessica.”

“Thank you? But how did you find that out?”

“Amazing what you learn with persistence and for the right price. Here’s why I care. Seminal communications rose to prominence using an unconventional sales philosophy. I’ve found a high correlation between women with ravenous sexual appetite and disdain for rules and saleswomen who dramatically outperform their principled male competition.”

“I, um…”

“You’ve been careful these last 6 months working for me, Jessica. And I get it. You lost your last job because of your sexuality. You might lose your marriage.”

“Wow. What don’t you know about me?”

Erika sat back in her seat and folded her hands in her lap.

“What I’m telling you, Jessica, is that you can relax and be yourself at Seminal. Haven’t you noticed anything peculiar about the makeup of the staff?”

“All the salespeople are women.”

“Mmm-hmm. And?”

“All the assistants are men. Handsome men.”

I lifted my hand to run it through my hair, grinning.

“Very handsome,” I said.

“And those handsome men, you’ll find, will do whatever you ask.”

She leaned in closer and lowered her voice.

“And I mean, anything. Take your assistant, Matt, for example, who has an amazing oral skill set.”

I burst out in laughter.

“Ok, now I know I’m dreaming.”

“No, this is real. Jessica, let me share a story with you. One you won’t read in Women’s Business Daily.”

“A fine publication.”

“Oh, yes. Not knocking it.”

“Sorry, you were saying.”

“At the beginning of my career, I worked my ass off for Regency Telecom. Remember them?”

“Of course, I do. They dominated the industry. Well, until they went under.”

Erika grinned as she rested an elbow on the table and balled up her fist.

“Because I put them under.”

Damn.

“Men dominated Regency. No matter how good I was - and I was fantastic - it never mattered. I would never have moved up there based on my skills. My salary was shit. I couldn’t even make rent. So, I started working at Synn Gentleman’s Club.”

My eyes widened.

“That’s right. I was a stripper.”

“Wow, I had no idea.”

“It’s a detail I keep secret. But I learned some important lessons at Synn. I learned men’s weaknesses. And the power of my sexuality. The power of the pussy.”

A buzzing sensation lit up my fingers and toes.

This is my kind of bitch.

“The same men who blocked my advance at Regency came to Synn and did whatever I wanted them to. They never even recognized me. Too mesmerized by my tits and ass.”

“They are quite amazing.”

“Thank you. And see, you can be yourself. Feels good, doesn’t it?”

My cheeks and forehead softened, and my shoulders relaxed.

“Yeah, it does.”

“So, I tried out these powers back at Regency. I seduced a manager. Then a director. Amazing how doors opened for me. I got a big break. Got a sales job. Started landing contracts.”

I laughed.

“Yeah, I didn’t read this in Women’s Business Daily.”

She laughed with me and shook her head.

“And you won’t.”

“But all along, I made a vow to myself. At Regency, powerful men made the world around them however they wanted and used women for their pleasure. I resolved to turn the tables. Make a company where women ruled and men served. And a company that would bury Regency.”

She picked up a knife and studied it.

“People close to me told me, ‘you’ll never be able to do that.’ ‘You’ll get sued.’ You know why I haven’t been?”

I smiled and shrugged.

She pointed the knife at me, narrowing her eyes.

“Because certain men will gladly do anything for a powerful woman who knows what she wants. I hire those men.”

We continued to talk about the future, enjoyed a lovely meal, and flirted with Marcus.

As we left, I waved to Marcus, rolling my fingers.

“Bye, handsome,” I said.

Erika walked next to me and tilted her head towards my ear, lowering her voice.

“You should set up some time with Matt. Learn about his other skills.”

“I think I’ll do that.”


Chapter 3


Jessica

I pulled my BMW Coupe into a parking place at the old hotel and smiled up at the doorway of room 737. An electric rush flowed through my body as I opened the car door and stepped out. I let a scandalous heel touch the hot pavement. They tapped it as I walked up to the hotel room in a hip-hugging micro dress that caressed my curves. I grabbed the warm doorknob, found the door open, and slipped inside. A man lingered in the shadows, wearing a trench coat and a brimmed hat. He hid his face from me, and the sound of his heavy breathing mixed with the humming of an air conditioner that needed maintenance. A small lamp sat on a dusty table in the corner and provided the only light. A wad of cash lay there.

"I see you got my message. I trust the full amount is there,” I said.

He leaned to the side in his chair and lifted one hand to his chin as if studying me. I closed the door behind me and entered the room. An odor of age, like the smell of a run-down Best Western, hung in the air. I wondered what other scandalous activities had occurred there.

"You know what kind of woman I am, don't you?"

He opened the trench coat, revealing his button-down shirt and dress slacks with a noticeable elevation in the crotch. I grinned at the sight and removed one sleeve of my dress from my invigorated body.

“You realize I'm still married?” I said.

I slipped the other sleeve off my shoulders and slipped the dress down just below my bare breasts. My hands reached up and cupped them, pointing my nipples in his direction.

“I guess it doesn’t bother you.”

I grinned as the dark figure unzipped his pants.

“It doesn’t bother me. I love cheating on my husband. Why don't I tell you what I did to him?”

He pulled his cock out and encircled it with his thumb and index finger.

"I pretended to prepare a presentation for my husband’s boss. I told him, ‘Babe, I need this contract for my sales numbers, and I need you to pave the way. Can you put in a good word for me?’”

I cooed, and the vibrations from my throat rippled down through my rib cage and into my tingling pussy. My heart fluttered as my fingers caressed my skin.

“I had an intricate plan. Considered every meticulous detail. The anticipation excited me as much as the execution of the crime. I fingered myself many times, savoring every detail of my plan. My innocent husband…”

My chest expanded as I laughed.

"… he thought I left to present my sales pitch to his boss. But I knew my true intentions. That I would take his boss's cock in my mouth and my pussy. That I would cheat on that naïve stooge."

My back turned on the stranger, and my fingers reached for the zipper. They crept up the dress like a spider until they latched on, unzipped it, and revealed my silky skin, inch by inch.

“I wore a dress much like this one. It accentuated my curves. Flaunted them.”

Adrenaline pumped through my veins, sending warm electricity up through my chest into my skull.

“And I was selling something. But not phone service. I used this sexy body to seduce my husband’s boss."

I peeled the dress over my voluptuous hips, letting it fall to the floor, and revealed the black silk thong between my cheeks.

"You see this ass? My husband worships it. That’s why it thrilled me to have his boss’s hands all over it."

My palms caressed my hips as I glanced over my shoulder at him. He quickened his strokes on the shaft of his hard cock.

"I see you’re enjoying this story. Perhaps you are drawn to wicked women like me who break the rules. Who do whatever they want with their pussy."

I reached my fingertips under the thin strings of the thong as I turned to face him. It slipped over my curves and down to the floor.

"Do you see this bare cunt? I fantasized most about giving this away. The ultimate betrayal of my marriage. To let his boss lick it, taste it, and put his cock inside it."

My hand ran across my silky skin and crept towards my clit.

"Just imagine my stupid husband. Sitting at home while I drove to his workplace, planning to betray him.”

The stranger panted as he pounded his hard dick through his grip.

"Yessss. It excites you, doesn’t it? Thinking about a woman so evil. So cruel. But trust me. You’ve never conceived of wickedness like mine. Let me tell you more.”

I leaned back against the door, lifted one leg, and planted a heel on the chair. My back arched and hips pushed forward as my fingers stroked my clit. It pulsed under my touch, releasing tiny electric waves that rippled up through my abdomen.

“When I arrived at his work, I walked to the center of the lobby in full view of the security cameras and removed my top, baring these tits for anyone watching. Then I persuaded his boss, convincing him to lead me into the building.”

I sauntered over to the bed, crawled onto it like a cat, and shifted myself around in front of the stranger. My legs spread open as I leaned back and showed him my pussy up close. One elbow propped me up as I reached between my thighs with the other hand.

“His boss had a nice cock. Nicer than my husband's. And he fucked me with the energy of a stallion. I enjoyed being pounded with such vigorous energy, but that isn’t why I came several times. Want to know the real reason?”

I stroked my clit as the words spilled from my hateful lips and set my body on fire.

“I came over and over thinking about how humiliated my husband would be. How he’d have to face his boss every day knowing what I had done. That I fucked someone forbidden by my marriage. By men. By God. And that I betrayed the pitiful cock I promised to treasure for life.”

My voice dripped with sadistic mockery.

“Till death do us part.”

I threw my head back and cackled.

“Every time I came, I thought about that dumb fuck, sitting at home oblivious, while his boss's unprotected cock pummeled my pussy.”

The stranger's cock pulsed, and his body writhed in the chair. Like him, I climbed closer and closer to climax as I hissed.

“Isn't it delicious? Just look at you. Hungry as you stroke and think about it. I see the pre-cum on the tip of your cock.”

My body shook as I raced towards my edge.

“Oh, fuck! I'm thinking about my husband’s boss dumping his cum into my unfaithful pussy. Staining it. Claiming it. Taking it from my husband, his dutiful employee.”

The stranger's cock surged, and cum began to spill out from the tip of it. As I watched it, I also came from the thrill, seeing him reach orgasm while listening to my evil confession. My body shook, and I moaned loudly, relishing my crime and imagining people in adjacent hotel rooms hearing the diabolical celebration. I continued to stroke my clit softly as my orgasm shook my body, sending waves of decadent pleasure to all my extremities.

"Yes! I am an evil bitch!"

The strangers cum ran over his fingers and down onto his balls. He breathed heavily as the energy drained from his body. My orgasm subsided and I smiled, looking on his frail, dilapidated body.

"I suppose I have no business being married. I will only abuse the trust of whoever I am married to."

I brought my knees and legs together and lifted my fingertips up to my lips, tasting the wicked juices as I looked at the stranger. My eyes closed.

"The taste of infidelity. Delicious."

I slid away from the stranger to the edge of the bed, rising so he could look at the curves of my naked form one last time. The lamp light traced the dark silhouette of my curves as I walked over to the table where the wad of cash sat and picked it up.

“Thanks, darling.”

Reaching for my dress and shoes, I bent over, showing him a parting glance of my glistening lips. The stranger breathed heavily, lying as though dead in his chair. I finished dressing and walked towards the door.

"Perhaps I'll be seeing you again?"

"Maybe."

I opened the door and looked back over my shoulder before exiting.

"Okay.”

My voice softened, and my throat became scratchy.

“Bye, Ron."


Chapter 4


Ron

I sat outside Café Chez Marie wearing a thin cashmere sweater and my nicest jeans. Los Angeles winters rarely called for warmer clothes, and I preferred casual attire, but in just a few months of dating Ally, I developed a habit of dressing up for my dates with her. She dressed up, too, in stylish outfits that flattered her fit physique. Her white Toyota Corolla rolled into the parking lot, and she smiled and waved at me through the window as she drove by in search of a place. I forced a smile until she passed from my line of sight. And then sighed.

This is so hard.

I reflected on the past several months. The heartbreak of discovering Jessica’s cheating. Losing my job. And meeting Ally in the middle of that turmoil. Moments of comfort with her. That day in the parking lot of my old work, rollerblading together. She looked so beautiful that day. And her kindness soothed me.

You’ve been a light for me in a dark time.

Her voice interrupted my thoughts.

“Hey, handsome!”

Her smile stretched from ear to ear as she quickened her steps, rushing to embrace me. Her body felt soft against mine, and her arms wrapped around my neck.

“Are you hungry?” I asked.

“Famished!”

We stepped inside the elegant old French-style home turned upscale café, and a hostess led us to a more private table in the corner of the outdoor patio. The Los Angeles sun warmed the tiles under our feet despite the cooler temperatures. We collapsed the umbrella covering our table to let the sunlight offset the soft breeze that passed through. A server arrived and greeted us.

“Bonjour les amis!”

“We don’t speak French,” I said.

“He’s saying ‘Good Morning’, babe.”

Ally turned to the server with her usual glowing persona and responded.

“Bonjour à vous, gentil monsieur!”

They continued back and forth, and I grinned, watching her. Ally’s pride in her execution of some French pleasantries provided a charming distraction from the dreaded conversation I needed to have with her. The anticipation sat like an elephant on my chest, squashing any appetite for food.

“What do you want, babe? He’s asking.”

“Oh, I’ll just have some coffee for now, please.”

The server responded with a mixture of militancy and classy hospitality.

“Très bon!”

I watched him walk away, and my heart rose into my throat. I struggled to look at Ally.

“Babe, you seem preoccupied this morning. And at church the other day.”

The inside of my cheek stung under the clenching bite of my teeth.

“You’ve been pretty distracted.”

“Yeah, I’ve got a lot on my mind.”

“Wanna talk about it?”

Ally’s listening ear and kind, piercing gaze provided a blanket of soothing safety in past conversations. But this morning, they both dug into me like needles.

“Ugh.”

I examined my fingers and picked at a cuticle.

“Not really, but I need to.”

She reached out and took my hands.

“Whatever it is, Ron, you can tell me.”

God, why do you have to be so perfect? And why the hell don’t I want that?

“Ally, we need to talk about us.”

The stake of my words pierced my chest, causing my heart to burn. Ally’s back straightened in retreat, but her hands remained on mine.

“Ok,” she said.

“Look, you’re amazing. You’re gentle. Kind. Compassionate. You’ve been the perfect listener during this painful time for me.”

“Ron, I told you, I felt compelled to. It has been a pleasure to hear you.”

“I know, and I appreciate that.”

Oh God, this is torture.

“But I don’t think I’m being fair to you.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well…”

My chest tightened. I took a deep breath and looked away, avoiding her gaze that beamed into my soul.

“I’m married, and while I am divorcing Jessica, my heart is still struggling with feelings about her.”

“Ok.”

Her hands slid back from mine.

"Ally, I'm sorry. I'm just bewildered right now. It’s a hard time for me.”

"But we can get through that together," Ally said.

I sighed.

"Ally, it's harder than that. Jessica is in my veins. We’ve been together for so long, it’s like she owns me. Or has a spell on me. I don't know. But because of it, I’ll never be the man you deserve. I’m not the person you should be with."

“I like the person I’m with.”

“Besides, I’m older. You’re young and beautiful. You should be with someone closer to your age, handsome, in good shape.”

She leaned back in her chair.

“Ron, you don’t know me at all if you think I care about that.”

“You might think it doesn’t matter. Maybe it doesn’t right now. But eventually…”

“Ron, I’m not Jessica. I won’t betray your trust just because some asshole with muscles pays me some attention.”

“You say that, but…”

She sat up and leaned forward, putting her elbows on the table and palms down on it. Her eyes bored into me.

“Ron, let me be straight with you. I get hit on by handsome men all the time.”

My teeth clenched, and a burning pain spread up into my throat.

I knew it. Tons of guys want her. Younger, more attractive men. All ready to snag her away from grandpa.

“I turn them down every time. They don’t appeal to me.”

“They don’t appeal now, but we haven’t been together that long, Ally. This is still new and… to quote you, ‘interesting.’”

She scowled at my air quotes.

“Don’t mock me. It is interesting.”

“How long will that last?”

“Who knows? But, Ron, it won’t end over a good-looking guy. I know what I like and don’t like.”

“You’re missing the point, Ally. What I’m saying is…”

“No, Ron, you’re missing the point.”

She winced, and her chin trembled.

"I love what we have. What we had, anyway, before you wandered into this mind fuck you’re inflicting on yourself.”

My mouth dropped open.

“That’s right, Ron, I said ‘fuck’.”

“I’m sorry, I’ve just…”

“Never heard me say ‘fuck’? Cause I don’t say it. But this fucking sucks!”

She paused, taking a deep breath, and then lowered her voice.

“I am happy. Happy with you. Why is that not enough for you?”

I wish I knew.

“It’s just… Be realistic, Ally. I’m almost old enough to be your dad.”

She shook her head, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Ron, I don’t care about our ages. Why are you stuck on that?”

I hung my head and sighed.

“Do you want out of this? You do, don’t you?” she asked.

“I just think you’re wasting your time with me.”

“Don’t you think I should decide what I do with my time?”

“Sure, but you’re young. You have your entire life ahead of you, and you don’t know what you want yet.”

Her eyebrows furrowed, and her voice lowered to a growl.

“I don’t know what I want?”

Ok, you’re right. A bit hypocritical.

“Listen to me, Ron. I’m here because I want to be. I like you. But I do not force things, and I won’t force you.”

The server returned with our drinks. She sat back and mustered half her former warmth and exchanged more French with him.

Why can’t I snap out of it? Live in the moment? Even if she’ll dump me for a younger model. She’s incredible.

I shook my head at myself.

That’s the problem. She’s amazing. Too amazing. Just when I get attached, she’ll be cozying up to a Mark. Or an Austin.

The server left, and her voice softened as she reached across the table for me.

“Ron?”

I drew my arms close to my chest and hung my head. She sighed, pulling her hands back.

“I love you, but you’re confused. If you want me, you have my number. For now, I’m giving you space to work things out.”

She rose from her chair and went to find the server.

It’s for the best, Ron. Now, she can find someone who doesn’t look like her aging father.

Ally returned but didn’t sit. She wiped a tear from her eye and sniffled as she spoke.

“Goodbye, Ron. Thanks for letting me walk with you this far.”

Part of me wanted to reach out for her, but I watched her walk away. My heart sat like a brick in my chest. Her gorgeous figure, her voluptuous, tight ass, and her beautiful, healing aura all faded until I sat at the table alone. I shook my head.

What is wrong with you?

My phone rang.

My attorney’s office?

I answered.

“Mr. Stroker? This is Ms. Sullivan’s legal assistant, Stephanie. How are you today?”

I’m confused, but is that relevant?

“Doing great. How are things going with my case?”

“Well, that’s just it, Mr. Stroker. There’s a complication. Ms. Sullivan needs to see you here at the office at your earliest convenience.”


Chapter 5


Jessica

Back at the office, I stepped behind my desk and took a seat. The curtains were pulled away from the thick, black steel beams that separated my windowpanes and cut the backdrop of downtown Los Angeles. Above my head, a warm hue glowed from underneath the tray ceiling and can lights surrounded it, raining down a soft white light onto the mahogany paneled walls. The matching floor enveloped me in a lively visual blanket of reddish-brown. A polished chrome and leather reclining chair filled the open space. I grinned.

That looks like a great place to fuck.

The rounded edges of the desk framed a glossy reflection of the ceiling, clean and new.

I’m going to love this job.

A piece of polished, black marble, engraved with my name, sat next to a sleek phone. I reached for it and punched a button to summon my assistant, and a deep voice greeted me through the speaker.

“Yes, Mrs. Stroker?”

“Matt, I need you to come see me in my office.”

“Ok, boss. Be right there.”

I released the call and reclined in my chair, letting it cradle my hips and back like a soft hammock. I closed my eyes and pictured myself on top of Ron, confessing another slew of transgressions, provoking him to lust-driven anger and need to punish me.

And I might let him.

I shook my head and grinned. My hand slid the single drawer in my desk open and took out a small picture of Ron and me.

We’ve both been getting off on you having the power. Odd. I wonder how long that will last.

My fingers tucked the picture in the drawer and pushed it towards the back.

Definitely not forever.

“You called for me, Mrs. Stroker?”

“Yes, Matt, come in. And close the door, please.”

He complied. I got up from the desk and walked around it, pointing at the floor in front of the reclining chair.

“Stand right there.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He stood a good foot above me. His broad shoulders wore the white dress shirt well. I reached for the crimson necktie that collared him and stroked it between my fingers.

“This color is too powerful, Matt. I’d like you to wear something more subtle. More subservient.”

He grinned.

“Whatever you want, boss.”

I walked around him, studying his body up and down. His pants, pressed and clean, flattered him.

“Someone in your house knows how to use an iron.”

“Yes, ma’am. I iron all my clothes.”

Standing behind him, I slipped my fingers underneath his belt and tugged.

“This looks a little loose. Take it off.”

He lifted his hands and unfastened the belt.

“Erika brought it to my attention that you have an exceptional skill set you failed to tell me about.”

“What’s that, Mrs. Stroker?”

I continued walking around him, tracing his large tricep with my fingertips as I came back in front of him.

“Look at me.”

His deep brown eyes reminded me of a puppy. Broken. Ready to learn. To be mastered.

I lifted a hand to his face, placing my index finger under his chin and my thumb just below his bottom lip. My gaze dropped to study it.

“I understand this mouth is rather… shall we say… gifted?”

My hand released him, and I turned and stepped away.

“Take off your pants, Matt. I’d like you stripped bare for your next assignment.”

“As you wish.”

I began unbuttoning my blouse in the front, my back to him.

“You have nice manners, Matt, but stash them for now. Unless I ask you a question, I want you to remain quiet and just be pretty for me. Can you do that, please?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I grinned, and my eyebrows slanted towards my nose.

“Good boy.”

With the blouse unbuttoned, my arms reached underneath it and behind my back to unfasten my bra.

“Matt, take all of your clothes off except your underwear. You have underwear on, right?”

“Mmm-hmm.”

“Leave that on. For now.”

I slipped out of my blouse and bra and dropped them to the floor. As I turned towards him, he glanced at my breasts and then up at me.

“Go ahead, look at them while you finish.”

He swallowed hard as his gaze returned to them. His pants fell around his ankles, revealing his muscular thighs.

“Those are nice,” I said.

The pouch in the front of his cotton boxers twitched. I lifted my hands to my breasts, cupping them from underneath.

“Keep looking, Matt. You want to touch my tits, don’t you?”

“Very much.”

I chuckled as I watched him remove his shirt.

“Of course, you do. But you’ll only touch me when and where you’re instructed.”

I walked over to him, reached out, and fondled the growing bulge in his boxers. He exhaled, and his chest and stomach muscles tensed.

My fingers left his package and traced the lines of his chiseled thighs as I crouched to the floor. I picked up his belt and necktie.

“These might come in handy.”

As I rose, I brushed the belt back and forth across the pooch of his crotch. I held it up in front of his eyes.

“I want to use this on you, Matt, but that will make too much noise for normal business hours. People might question what we’re doing in here. So, I’ll need you to work late.”

My eyebrow cocked, and I pushed my tongue between my teeth into my cheek.

“Lay down here.”

I gestured to the reclining chair, and he obeyed.

“Lift your hands over your head.”

The necktie made the perfect restraint for his wrist as I used it to tie them together, pulling his arms tight above him and over the top edge of the chair. My hands explored his arm muscles.

“You’re a fine specimen, Matt.”

I unzipped my pencil skirt and slid it off my hips along with my panties.

“Now, let’s see about these oral skills.”

My lips caressed his chin as I hovered over him. I climbed up his body until my knees rested against the chair’s cushioning on either side of his head. Anchoring my feet on the armrests, I gripped the chrome bar at the top of the chair with my hands and lowered my hips, my bare pussy poised just above his mouth.

“Lick it, Matt.”

His tongue grazed my lips, and my eyes closed.

“Yesss.”

Another soft stroke. He explored my outer labia, first with the flat of his tongue. Then he lifted his head and opened his lips to caress them. My mouth fell open.

Erika, you were right.

He parted my pussy with his tongue and brought it up through the crevice of my inner lips to the top and brushed my clitoris.

“I hope you have a sturdy neck, Matt. You’re going to be doing this a lot.”

He lifted his chin and planted it at the base of my opening, anchoring his mouth and pressing me open. The tip of his tongue began dancing on my clit, and my whole crotch tingled.

“That’s it, little whore. Please your boss. Eat her pussy like a good employee.”

Heat spread from between my thighs into my ass cheeks and up my abdomen. The bulb of my clit hardened to meet his hungry strokes. His heavy breaths mixed with sounds of sucking as he closed his lips over my mound and buried his tongue deep into my hole.

“Fuck, yes!”

I ground my hips into him, and his neck strength supported me like a stool. Vibrations of intense pleasure ripped up through my torso into my chest, and my leg muscles tensed as my arousal built.

He began bouncing his face against my pubic bone, fucking me with his long, masterful tongue. With each thrust, it found its way deep inside me and pulled at my g spot, then slid out and up to brush my clit. Over and over. The simultaneous stimulation of all my spots made for a slow, intense build.

“Yess, fuck that pussy with your mouth.”

He pounded it, slamming his face into me. My pelvis held in place, positioned to receive his thrusts. I put one hand on the back of the chair, steadied myself, and took a handful of his hair with my other hand. My ass cheeks tightened as the electricity from my cunt intensified. It jolted up my spine, into the back of my neck, and tickled the crown of my head. My mouth watered, and the smell of fresh sweat on both our skin filled my nostrils. I pulled his face deep into me and pushed harder with my hips into his hungry mouth.

“I’m going to come on your face! Keep licking. Lick my clit!”

Matt’s tongue focused its repetitions on my hard nub, sending me over the edge. An explosive orgasm erupted from my cunt. It burned like lava pouring out over the edges of my crotch and spilled across my skin.

“Fuck, yesss!”

My body quivered, and I released his hair, needing both my hands on the back of the chair to keep my balance. He kept his face planted deep in me to receive the gushing juices that poured out of me. My temples burned, and all the tension in my forehead, neck, and chest ebbed away in the sweet afterglow of my climax. I melted like butter on him, my hips falling onto his pectorals and sliding down to his abdomen, leaving a trail of my cum on his skin.

“Good boy.”

My chest heaved as I gasped for air, and my fingers played with the line of his glistening chin. I took a drop of my juices off him and pushed it into his mouth.

“Suck it off, little whore.”

His juicy lips wrapped around my finger, and his tongue licked it clean. His eyes sparkled as he gazed into mine. My leg wobbled as I put a foot onto the floor and struggled to stand on it.

“That was good.”

I walked to the back of the chair and unfastened his hands.

“You know, Matt, I like you this way. Powerless.”

He let his arms fall alongside his body, still reclined.

“You boys can’t be trusted with power. You’ll just break things. Now get your clothes on.”

He stood and bent over to pick up his pants and shirt. As he straightened up, I stepped up to him and grabbed hold of his stiff shaft through the tight mesh of his underwear.

“I’ll be playing with this later. Something for you to look forward to.”

I cocked my eyebrow as I smiled at him.

“Gotta keep you motivated.”

I chuckled.

“Now, go get me some coffee.”


Chapter 6


Ron

I pulled my Audi up in front of the tall glass-tiled building. A sizable, polished chrome sign read "Sullivan & Associates Family Law.” Before he died, old man Sullivan left his practice to his daughter Sarah. With his death, his traditional approach to family law - turning every divorce into a long, expensive battle - passed with him. She adopted a fresh, more cooperative philosophy in her practice, believing civility and compassion achieved a more successful transition for everyone involved. I stepped out of my car and walked up to the entrance. As I approached, the door opened, and a tall gentleman in a tailored suit greeted me.

"Hello, Mister Stroker. Miss Sullivan is finishing up with another client, but she'll be with you in a bit. Follow me.”

The gentleman led me to an elevator that took us to the top floor. As we exited, he waved his hand around the large waiting area.

“Take a seat anywhere you like. There's fresh coffee. Is there anything else I can get for you while you wait?"

"No, thanks."

I entered the lavish client lounge of Sullivan and Associates. Commissioned artwork in ornate frames hung on every wall, and rich antique furniture decorated the room. Each piece was built from dark cherry wood and re-upholstered in a soft crimson fabric. I took my seat and picked up a magazine. Sarah Sullivan's portrait looked at me from across the room. She stood next to her aged father in a charcoal suit that hugged her form and revealed her curvaceous, hourglass figure. The suit jacket parted just low enough to reveal slight cleavage. I smirked. Despite her good intentions, most of her male clients hired her as a stab at their ex-wives, and so, her plans for civility were often thwarted. The legal teams of their exes made more money clinging to antiquated, antagonistic thinking, so of course, they incited their blood-thirsty female clients with news that their husbands hired an attractive female lawyer. Most of them played into their hands and dug in their heels for a long, bitter battle. But I was done fighting, and that’s why I chose Sarah Sullivan. A door opened, and she emerged. Her warm smile radiated and filled the room when she saw me.

"Hello, Mister Stroker. Good to see you. Come with me, please."

I rose and followed her. Her business skirt hugged her hips, and her taut calves flexed with each step, further enhanced by the tall heels she wore. Her shoulders fit into the suit jacket that matched her skirt and tapered down to her slender waist. My heart beat as I watched her, mesmerized by her movement and her figure. I swallowed hard.

Focus, Ron. You are not here to lust after your attorney.

She stopped and turned, gesturing into a room.

"In here, please."

I stepped into a small, private office that reminded me of my last visit to my therapist. Two soft leather couches billowed with full cushions and faced each other. One wall bore a large, colorful tapestry depicting an abstract blend of swirls. The fabric shimmered, and the long threads reached out to me as though their softness offered me comfort.

"Take a seat. Can I call you ‘Ron’?"

My face flushed. Just the sound of her voice saying my first name stirred my inner teenage boy.

"Sure, call me Ron."

She grinned, perhaps noticing my embarrassment, and sat across from me. I tried my best to avoid glancing at the cross of her shapely legs.

“Your assistant said there was a complication?”

“Ah, yes. Who is Austin Wilder?”

Oh my god.

I groaned as I leaned over and planted my face in my hands.

“Austin used to be my boss. He’s the guy that Jessica hooked up with. Right on my old desk.”

“Oh, my goodness.”

“Yeah, classy guy.”

The buzz of my attraction to Sarah evaporated in the heat that rose in my body. My neck stiffened.

“What does he have to do with my case?”

“Well, not much except I got an insider tip from a colleague.”

“A tip?”

“Yes. Just a tip. It might be nothing. But he may file a lawsuit against you for libel. He claims you cost him his job and career?”

“That’s rich. And a lie. But what does that have to do with my divorce?”

“Technically nothing, but imagine if you got sucked into an ugly legal battle with him at this time. I’d rather not have our otherwise simple case colored by the shadow of this other conflicting story about you.”

“It’s ridiculous. He lost his job because he’s a worthless employee.”

“I might be able to make this go away, Ron, but I need whatever information you have about him related to you.”

“I don’t know what to tell you. My wife called on him to sell phone service to my old company. Then he had sex with her on my old desk. Lots of co-workers knew about it.”

“Do you have evidence?”

I leaned back as my chest caved, and my hands fell into my lap.

“I did. But I destroyed it.”

“You did what?”

“Yeah… I know. That was dumb.”

“Were there any witnesses?”

“Well, kinda.”

“Why do you say ‘kinda’?”

“Because no one witnessed the actual act. But I blackmailed them into reenacting it in front of several co-workers.”

Sarah rubbed her chin.

“Ok. Do you have anything else that might discredit his claims?”

I lurched up in my seat, my spine straightening, and my hand covered my mouth.

“I might. My new boss recovered a lot of financial documents from my old company. They showed Austin embezzling funds and running them into the ground.”

“Can you get hold of those?”

“I think so.”

“Ok, that’s solid. Work on getting them for me. With any luck, I can stop this before it gets traction. And as for your case, my legal assistant put together all your paperwork. I understand you have the signed papers from your x-wife?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Aside from this Austin clown, this will be one of the easiest divorces I’ve done in a while."

I gritted my teeth, thinking about Austin Wilder.

It wasn’t enough that you fucked my wife and fired me, you prick.

“So, if you don’t mind my asking, what will you do after your divorce, Mr. Stroker?”

Besides strangle Austin?

I shrugged, looking out the window.

“I have to find a way out of the city."

“But you just got a new job. A good one.”

“Yeah, I did. I’m hoping perhaps I can transfer to a different office.”

“Didn’t your company just relocate their home office here?”

I know. Wishful thinking.

“They did.”

“Why do you want to move?"

I took a deep breath and blew it all out.

“I’m great at my job, Ms. Sullivan. Some might even say successful. And I’m in decent shape for my age. But, with women, I am nothing more than a plaything. Now, this city holds vivid memories that rub that in my face every day. I want out."

Her eyes filled with sadness.

“I don’t know you very well, Mr. Stroker, but I feel certain there are women who would show you something different about yourself. Treat you better.”

I thought of Ally—the one woman who offered what Sarah Sullivan described. But I knew it couldn’t last. How could it? I sighed again.

“Not that it's any of my business, but speaking as a woman, perhaps your recent experiences have colored your ideas about women. And I can understand why, but don’t let those ideas keep you from the good ones."

I frowned.

Easier said than done.

"Maybe so. All I know is this city sucks for me now, but my career is rooted here. As much as I want out, I don't have a place to land. No leads for jobs anywhere else, and as you pointed out, my company just moved here. They have offices elsewhere, but this is their home base, so they’ll want me here. Everyone I know in my industry is here. I’m stuck.”

I put an elbow into the thick cushion on the back of the couch. My head rested in my hand.

“It would take a small fortune to pick up and move my whole life somewhere else.”

"Hmmm. I don’t usually counsel my clients this way, but if you needed money, we could have gotten it out of your x-wife, given what she did. To your credit, you didn’t want to go that route.”

"No, as much as she probably deserves that, I don't want revenge. I just want out of the marriage. I'll have to find another way."

Sarah smiled.

"You’re a great guy, Ron. A lot more than a woman’s plaything, I think.”

I pressed my lips together into a forced grin.

“I hope you find what you’re looking for.”

“Thanks.”

“As for your case, don’t worry about this little complication. Get me those documents, and I’ll see what I can do. Then I’ll get in front of a judge. With any luck, neither you nor your wife will need to be there.”

“That’s good.”

“Once we get your old boss under control, I can get a court date. With any luck, I’ll have your divorce done as early as the end of the month."

She stood and gestured towards the door. As I neared it, she put a hand on my shoulder and looked into my eyes.

"It has been an honor to meet you, Mr. Stroker. I’m certain there are better things ahead for you.”

My shoulder eased under her touch.

"Thanks, Sarah.”

I hope so.


Chapter 7


Jessica

My naked skin shivered in the bathroom air, pores opened and breathing after a hot shower. I ran my fingertips from my clavicles down the slopes of my breasts to my nipples.

“Mmmm.”

My mind conjured the memory of Matt’s tongue lapping at my pussy lips.

I quite like my new toy.

A sharp knock at the front door downstairs interrupted my reverie.

Really?

I reached for my bathrobe, wrapped myself in it, and headed down the stairs.

A second round of knocks rapped at the door.

"Okay, okay. Don't get your panties in a wad. I'm coming."

I opened the door to see Ron standing on the front porch. Sweat drenched his face, his shirt appeared stained with brown splotches, and his pants looked messy and wet.

“Dear God, what happened to you?"

"Can I come in, please?"

I frowned, looking him up and down.

"Did you bring the money?"

My tongue peeked out between my teeth as I smirked.

"Very funny, Jessica."

"Ok, grumpy. Geez. Come on in, I guess."

Ron was carrying an envelope in his right hand that appeared crumpled and soiled with wet spots. He walked into the kitchen, casting a sideways glare at me as he passed.

Nice to see you, too.

"So, Ron, what's this about?”

He turned and extended the crumpled envelope to me.

"It's about this."

I took the envelope from him and opened it. It contained a letter with a header that read “Barkley & Associates.” My eyes widened like saucers as they perused the words.

“Dear Mr. Stroker, I am writing to inform you that my client, the late Mr. Frederick P. Stroker, has named you and your wife, Jessica, in his final will and testament, regarding the dissemination of assets from his estate, to receive a sum of ten million US dollars.”

"Holy shit."

“I know."

“So, who is Fred?"

“You remember old Uncle Fred.”

“Not really.”

“You met him one time at a family reunion. He talked your ear off and followed you around despite your best attempts to elude him.”

Ohh, that Uncle Fred.

“I think he liked your ass, but he would never admit it. He was a church man."

I grinned and raised one eyebrow, looking up from the letter.

"Well, most men do. Especially church men."

Ron shook his head at me, smirking.

"Anyway, old Uncle Fred just died and left an enormous fortune to members of the family. Including you and me. Each of us is to receive 5 million dollars."

“Yes, maybe you forgot I can read."

"There's a catch, though. Did you see that?"

I returned my attention to the letter and continued to read aloud.

“The will specifies conditions for the disbursal of this money to you. Specifically, you and Mrs. Stroker must be happily married or make demonstrable efforts to repair your marriage. My client gave specific instructions for the validation of these conditions.

Please, see the enclosed brochure for a couple’s retreat, which you and Mrs. Stroker must attend together for the entire month of your choosing, taking part in all required therapy sessions and workshops while on the retreat. My client’s estate will cover all expenses.

I have contacted the retreat director and arranged for communications to certify your completion of the retreat and satisfaction of the will.

Please contact me if you have any questions. My card is enclosed.

Regards,

H. M. Barkley Principal Attorney Barkley & Associates”

A frown spread across my face.

"Oh, that is just bullshit."

"I know. When I first read the letter, I threw it in the trash. Then I woke up this morning in a panic. I had taken the trash out before bed, and the garbage gets picked up early in my neighborhood. So, I ran out and intercepted the garbage men as they emptied my canister into their truck. It took 30 minutes to dig through all that trash to find this stupid thing.”

My chest erupted with laughter at the image of Ron fumbling through piles of trash in the back of a garbage truck.

"I'm glad you're amused."

I waved the letter in the air as I regained control of myself.

"We have to go to a retreat together? For a month?"

Ron laced the dryness in his voice with a touch of sarcasm.

"Well, you read it. We have to be in the throes of marital bliss or go on a retreat to get the magic back."

"So Fred used his money to push his personal values about marriage on us. That’s rich.”

I raised my head up to the ceiling and pointed at it.

"Fuck you, Uncle Fred."

I looked back at Ron.

“So why don’t we stay married long enough to collect the money. Afterward, you can finish this divorce you started."

"No, I called the attorney’s office yesterday after I read the letter. Uncle Fred thought of that. We get paid over 5 years every month if the conditions are met.”

“As in, the ones where we stay married.”

Ron nodded.

“There’s one out. If we attend this dumb retreat, a certified therapist at the retreat can write a letter stating we tried our best but have irreconcilable differences.”

“Well, let’s just forge the letter.”

“A representative from this Barkley and Associates firm has to witness the therapist signing it.”

“Oh my God, Fred, you ass.”

“And it has to be notarized. But if we go on the retreat and attend the therapy sessions…”

“Wait, we have to go to therapy sessions?”

“How’s a therapist going to write the letter, Jessica? Yes, we go to therapy sessions.”

“Fuck that, Ron. I’m not doing therapy.”

I put a hand on my hip, and my head sank on my shoulders as I glared at the floor.

"This is so obnoxious."

“Of course, it is. But Jessica…"

I pulled the brochure out of the envelope. And laughed.

"They named this place ‘Second Chance Retreats’. Really?!"

"I know. The whole thing is ridiculous. But imagine what you could do with 5 million dollars. You could start over. I could start over. If we get through the month and get that damn letter, we never have to see each other again."

I shifted my stance.

So that's what this is about.

"You just can't wait to get rid of me."

His lips parted, then pressed together in a flat line as his eyebrows furrowed.

I guess the crime and punishment games are getting old for you?

"C’mon, Jessica. Think about it. I need a fresh start."

“No, Ron, I get it. No one will want me if they know the truth about me.”

I dropped the letter and turned away from him, choking back the frog in my throat. Walking a few steps away, I took a deep breath.

"So, you want to do this?"

"Of course, I don't. But the real question is, can either of us turn our backs on 10 million dollars? On financial freedom? I can do anything for a month for that opportunity. Can’t you?"

I didn’t need the money. Even with 5 million dollars, I’d keep my job. The memory of Matt’s tongue crossed my mind. I had a great job working for Erika.

It has excellent perks.

Still, 5 million dollars. I’d be an idiot to turn down a chance to score that kind of money. Even if it meant therapy sessions and time with my soon to be ex-husband. Besides, it included a beach resort.

“Can I think about it?"

Ron’s eyes widened.

“Can you think about it? Jessica, it’s 5 million dollars.”

I mocked him with a whiny voice.

“5 million dollars.”

“Oh, c’mon, Jessica. Give me a break. What? Just because you got a new job, now you don’t need money anymore?”

“I kinda don’t.”

Ron gasped and threw up his hands, turning his back to me. He placed his hands on the counter as he muttered.

“You kind of owe me, you know?”

My mouth fell open, and I glared at the back of his head.

“Ron, don’t you dare.”

“You do. Not that you care, but you owe me big time.”

I raised my voice.

“Not a convincing argument, Ron! I hate being backed into a corner. You know that. I told you I’ll think about it.”

“Fine!”

He waved a hand at me as he walked towards the door.

“Just don’t think about it long. We have to give the attorney an answer by the end of the month.”

I hollered after him.

“Find out if that resort has alcohol. Cause I’m gonna need a lot of fucking alcohol if I go through with this.”

The door slammed, and I sighed.

I may owe you. But I’m not doing anything for anyone against my will. Not even for you, Ron Stroker.


Chapter 8


Jessica

“Hold still, Lucy!”

Little Amber Levinson did her best to restrain her golden retriever, but Lucy’s enthusiasm for car rides made it challenging. I grinned, still looking at the road.

“Thanks for doing this with me, Mrs. Jessica.”

“You’re welcome, dear.”

We arrived in front of the house where Amber grew up, and I parked on the street. She turned her head towards the front porch and rubbed Lucy’s head as she took a deep breath.

“You sure about this, Amber?”

“Yeah. I’m sure.”

“Ok. Let’s go.”

We both got out of the car. She stood on the sidewalk as I walked around the car to join her. Her hand reached out to me. I gave her my hand, and she took me a few steps down the sidewalk. Away from the house. Towards the spot where we first met. When she reached it, she turned and looked up at me. I crouched down to look at her on eye level. A tear formed in the corner of her eye as she looked down.

“This is the best spot in the whole world.”

My eyes moistened, and a smile broke across my face.

“I think so, too.”

She leaned forward.

“You saved my life, Mrs. Jessica.”

I reached for her and wrapped my arms around her.

“You saved mine, too, sweetie.”

Her little arms squeezed my neck. I sighed in her embrace.

I do not deserve this little girl’s love. But I’m grateful for it.

Lucy barked at a passing car. I chuckled at her.

“What d’ya say we get Lucy inside before she goes chasing a car down the street?”

Amber backed away and nodded her head at me, resolve in her eyes.

We held hands as we walked up to the home of the late Frank Levinson, her abuser.

I hope you’re rotting in hell. When I get there, I am going to find you. Then you’ll get what’s coming to you.

A For Sale sign in the yard read, “Sally Stewart, Realtor.” I took out my cell phone and dialed the number on the sign.

“Hello, Sally. This is Jessica Stroker. We spoke earlier?”

Sally’s voice cracked as if choking on cigarette smoke.

“Oh, yes. Hello. Are you at the house?”

“I am.”

“Ok, there’s a keypad lock on the front door. The combination is 4856. Just pull it shut when you leave. It’ll lock. And if you have questions, just call me.”

“Thank you, Sally.”

Amber followed me up the steps to the front door, and I used the pin number to unlock it. The door made a sound like a bandaid being ripped off skin. Cold air from inside washed over my face.

“Ok, missy. Let’s do this.”

Amber yelled at her dog.

“C’mon, Lucy!”

Inside, the clean, dark wood floors shone with the soft reflection of daylight coming in through the windows. No furniture remained. No pictures hung on the wall. A scent of pine wafted by my nostrils.

“Look familiar?” I asked.

Amber scrunched up her lips and forehead as she looked around.

“Everything is gone.”

“Yeah, sweetie. People do that when they sell a house.”

“Who’s selling it?”

“Well, I don’t know. I’d have to ask the realtor.”

“I want to buy it.”

I laughed.

She frowned at me.

“I’m serious, Mrs. Jessica.”

I crouched down and reached for her hand.

“Do you have any money?”

“I have 5 dollars.”

Her innocence inspired the spread of warmth in my chest.

“You are precious. You know that?”

“I want you to call the realtor, Mrs. Jessica. Find out how much it is and who’s selling it.”

“Sweetie, I’m sure it’s more than 5 dollars.”

“Please, Mrs. Jessica.”

“Why do you want to buy it? I would think this place holds terrible memories for you.”

She looked around at the walls.

“It does. I want to fix it.”

Wow.

“I’ve been listening to Agnes at the shelter, Mrs. Jessica. They don’t have enough room. They have to turn people away.”

She walked into a large, empty room and placed her tiny `hand on the wall.

“I want to make this place like St. Ruth’s. Help more kids like me.”

A sharp pain pierced my chest, and I swallowed hard. Tears formed in my eyes. My voice broke up as I spoke.

“Wow, Amber. That’s…”

Amber skipped back over to me.

“You could help me, Mrs. Jessica. We could call it St. Jessica’s.”

I lifted a hand to my mouth. A sharp prickle pierced the membranes behind my eyes and my throat thickened.

This kid.

She took my hand from my mouth in both her hands and squeezed it.

“Please, call the lady back, Mrs. Jessica.”

I blew a heavy breath through my pursed lips as a tear rolled down my cheek.

“Ok, sweetie.”

I stood up and pulled out my phone. My hand wiped away the tear as I pulled Sally Stewart’s number up in my history and touched it to dial. She answered.

“Hey, Mrs. Stewart. I… well,”

I looked down at Amber’s puppy dog eyes gazing up at me.

“We have some questions.”

“Oh, you and your daughter?”

“She’s like a daughter to me, but no, she’s just my friend.”

“I see. Well, what are your questions?”

“Who is selling the house?”

“My client is the son of the late Mr. Levinson.”

My mouth dropped open. I covered the phone and spoke to Amber.

“You have a brother?”

She crossed her little arms across her chest.

“Yes. I don’t know him. He left when I was little. But father always talked about him like he was sooo great. Why couldn’t I be more like my brother? Bla bla bla.”

My eyes narrowed. I took my hand off the phone and resumed my conversation.

“I see. Why does he want to sell?”

“He lives in upstate New York. He doesn’t have use for holding onto a house in California.”

“Ok. And how did he come into possession of it?”

“Mr. Levinson left it to him in his will, along with all of his other possessions. As you can see, the house is empty. My client had everything sold or donated. All that’s left is the house.”

My teeth gritted and nostrils flared.

Of course, you would give all your belongings to some son you have but neglected to leave anything to your precious daughter. Fuck you, Frank.

“Mrs. Stroker?”

“Yes. Sorry, so how much does your client want for the house?”

“It’s priced to sell. He wants to dump it as soon as possible, so he’s only asking $615,000.”

That is priced to sell.

“Would he consider taking any less?”

“I don’t know. I suppose if it stays on the market much longer, he might. Things have been slow. Even at that price, it might not sell right away. But he is eager to get rid of it, so he’ll jump at the first offer someone makes.”

“Ok, Sally. Thank you. That’s all my questions for now.”

“You’re welcome.”

I hung up the phone and looked at Amber.

“Sweetie, it’s more than 5 dollars.”

“How much more? I could make cookies and sell them.”

I put a hand on her head and smiled.

“It’s a lot more, honey.”

She pushed out her bottom lip.

“You just need a good job, one day, like Mrs. Jessica. Maybe then you can come back and buy it from whoever owns it.”

And then it hit me. My muscles became rigid.

“Unless…”

Her eyes lit up.

“Unless what, Mrs. Jessica?”

Unless I inherit 5 million dollars.

“I don’t know, sweetie. I’d have to do something very hard for me, but if it worked out…”

She jumped up and down, squealing with glee.

“Oh, Mrs. Jessica, please, do it.”

“I’d need to go away for a while.”

“It’s ok, Mrs. Jessica. I’ll be safe at the shelter. I’ll miss you, but oh, Mrs. Jessica, I’m so happy.”

“Don’t get your hopes up yet, sweetie. It’s a long shot.”

“I’ll pray every night that it works out.”

My cheeks ached from grinning so much.

She squeezed my hand.

“You do that, honey.”

Whoever is up there doesn’t listen to me.


Chapter 9


Ron

“Jessica…”

“Mmm-hmm?”

“Thanks for going along with this. I know you don’t care that much about the money.”

“Well, like you said, I kinda owe you.”

The cab stopped, and we both got out. I put my bags on the curb and grabbed Jessica’s from the trunk. She came around the side of the car and stopped. Her eyes studied me as I put her bags on the pavement and pulled them up to the curb.

“What?” I asked.

She smirked.

“I’m just surprised that you are getting my bags.”

“Oh.”

I looked down at them.

She has a point.

“Force of habit, I guess?”

A habit I should break.

“Do you want to get them?” I asked.

She cocked an eyebrow.

“Do you want to?” she asked.

I looked back down at the bags.

Why do I want to help her? She stabbed me in the back.

I scowled as I looked back at her. She shook her head, grinning, as she leaned over and grabbed her bags.

My cheeks burned, and my breath shortened.

I mean, she is my wife. Well, has been. The only woman I ever gave my heart to.

“Is that ok?” I asked.

“Is what ok?”

“You carrying your bags.”

“I’m a big girl, Ron. I can handle my own things.”

She walked up to the baggage check-in desk and turned on the charm as she exchanged words with the man at the counter. He blushed as she laughed and patted him on the arm.

Is there any man she can’t do that to?

Her black yoga pants lined her curvy hips and toned thighs, and her fitted sweater jacket hugged her torso and breasts. As she walked away from the desk and entered the terminal, her long, wavy brunette hair shimmered in the sunlight and bounced, brushing her shoulders and back.

God, she’s beautiful. Anyone seeing us together thinks I have money.

“Hello, sir. Do you have your tickets?”

The man at the counter glowed from his encounter with Jessica.

“I’m with her.”

“Oh, really? Your daughter is quite charismatic.”

I chuckled to hide my embarrassment.

My daughter? Geez.

“There you go, sir. You two have a glorious trip. You’re both cleared through to Bora Bora.”

I hurried to catch up with Jessica and found her bantering with a handsome, muscular man in the line for airport security.

“Somehow, I always get the pat-down search. I can’t imagine why,” she said.

She grinned at the man and winked. He laughed as his ears turned red.

He knows why.

“Hey,” I said.

“Oh, hey, I want you to meet someone. This is…”

The burly man stuck his hand out.

“I’m Rex.”

His firm grip almost crushed my hand. I did my best to squeeze him back as hard as I could.

“Nice to meet you, Rex.”

“Rex and his wife, Jennifer, are going to the same retreat.”

“Oh, wow. What are the odds of that?”

Rex shrugged his shoulders and smiled.

“Hey, maybe it’s fate, ya know? What was your name?”

“Oh, sorry. My name is Ron.”

“Ron, you’ve got a sturdy little grip on ya. Do you work out?”

“Yeah, I like to punch the bag at my local gym.”

His eyes widened along with his grin.

“A boxer! Nice!”

My chest swelled.

“Ah, ya know. I got keep up with all the young stallions like yourself.”

“I’m gonna call you Sugar Ron.”

I laughed.

I kinda like the sound of that.

Jessica interrupted.

“So, where’s your wife?”

“She had to freshen up.”

He turned his head towards the restrooms.

“Here she is. Hey, babe! Come meet our new friends.”

An athletic young woman approached, forcing a smile. Long, straight brown hair cascaded down her back. The smooth skin on her face surrounded her deep brown eyes as they betrayed her sadness. Or irritation. I wasn’t sure which. She slid up close to Rex and wrapped her hand around his arm as she looked at Jessica.

“Hello, Jennifer. I’m Jessica.”

Jessica nodded back at me and smirked.

“And this is Sugar Ron.”

Rex laughed.

“See, it’s catchy!”

He punched me in the shoulder. The impact sent a jolting pain from the point of contact through my shoulder and into my neck.

I forced a laugh, trying not to whimper.

“Babe, they are going to the resort, too,” Rex said.

Jennifer eyed Jessica up and down. She directed her cold voice at Jessica.

“Oh, really? How long have you two been married? I assume you’re married.”

“Me and Ron?”

Jessica turned and looked at me. Her voice cracked.

“We, um…”

I chimed in.

“We’ve been together for almost 8 years.”

“Oh, wow, Sugar Ron. You made it past that seven-year itch.”

I nodded and grinned. And winced.

Please don’t punch me again.

“Our anniversary is coming up in just over a month,” I said.

“That’s great. Jenn and I are coming up on our anniversary, too. One year. Ain’t that right, babe?”

She looked up at him with soft eyes and nodded, nuzzling her head into his arm.

The voice of airport security sliced through our conversation.

“Next in line!”

Jennifer tugged at Rex.

“Come on, babe.”

Rex grinned at both of us.

“Well, I guess that’s us. Jessica. Sugar Ron. Nice to meet you both. We’ll see you two in paradise.”

He tapped his chest with his fist and pointed at me, then winked.

“Sugar Ron, we’re gonna have to hit the gym together.”

The security agent growled.

“Next in line!”

Jennifer persisted, pulling Rex’s arm.

“Babe, we gotta go.”

I waved and grinned at him.

That’ll be a sad affair. I’m not even half the specimen you are, Rex.

“Well, they seem nice,” Jessica said.

Her eyes followed them, moving up and down Rex’s frame as they walked away. Her lips curled to the side in a pursed grin.

She never looked at me like that.

“Yeah, nice.”

Jessica turned to look at me. I put my hands on the slide-out handle of my carry-on and pulled it around in front of me. My eyes avoided her gaze, surveying the surroundings. People everywhere, but no signs of another couple like us. No beautiful women accompanied by a grey-bearded stick figure.

“You seem quiet. What’s on your mind?”

“Oh, nothing.”

She lifted a single eyebrow.

“Ok, keep your secrets, Sugar Ron.”

I glanced sideways at her and gave a weak grin. We proceeded through security and walked toward the gate.

“You know, Ron, I’ve been thinking about this trip. I think we should just try to have fun.”

The airport buzzed with the bustle of people heading for their flights. Everyone in a hurry to move forward and get away from their current circumstance.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, I mean, we are going to be on a tropical island. We should make a vacation out of this. They have a gym. You can go do your Sugar Ron thing.”

I hmphed a slight chuckle.

“I’m sure there’s a bar. I can hang out and get drunk.”

Her voice lowered and took on a slower, sultry tone.

“We could fuck.”

Her words tickled my ear and stirred a tingle in my chest.

“And we can both get paid 5 million and move on. Make it a nice last memory together.”

Her hand touched my arm and pulled me towards her as we approached a large group of people clustered at a group of gates.

“What do you say, Sugar Ron?”

You’re unusually sincere.

The green in her eyes took on a brighter shade than usual. Daylight from the windows reflected off the facets of her irises, causing them to sparkle like pale emeralds. They moved from my eyes to my lips and back as she reached with her other hand and rubbed my chest.

“Sure, sounds good,” I said.

“Attention, flight 58008 for Tahiti is now boarding at gate D69.”

“I’ve never been to Tahiti before. This will be fun.”

“We’re going to Bora Bora.”

“Ooo, like in the old movies.”

My eyebrows furrowed as I cocked my head to the side, looking at her.

“When have you ever watched old movies?”

“I haven’t. But I figured you would get that reference.”

“Nice.”

She laughed.

“I’m just kidding, Ron. You’re not that old. You’re just sensitive about it.”

We followed the line, handed our boarding passes to the gate agent, and filed onto the large aircraft for the trip across the Pacific. Seated, Jessica wrapped a hand around my arm and leaned in.

“So, Ron, tell me. Which one of these stewardesses have you been checking out? Any of them have a nice ass? Maybe you’d like to bend one of them over in the aisle?”

The curt voice of a flight attendant cut in from behind us.

“Are all your bags stowed away?”

She scowled down at us with arms folded. My ears burned.

Well, we are off to a brilliant start.

“Yes, ma’am.”

She walked away. Jessica was right. A tight, navy pencil skirt hugged the attendant’s ass, and her authoritative steps caused it to flex under the grip of the fabric.

Jessica whispered.

“How about the grumpy one? She could use it.”

I forced a grin.

“Maybe.”

But with my little penis, I couldn’t give her the sex she needs. I bet Rex could.

I sighed.

You can do this, Ron. Just one month.

I reclined my chair and closed my eyes.

One month and you’ll be free.


Chapter 10


Jessica

The taste of salt on the air met my lips as I stepped onto the exit ramp. In the distance, the sound of squawking seagulls announced the proximity of the ocean.

This must be a small island.

The warmth of the sun kissed my skin, and the slightest scent of coconut oil caressed my sinuses. Tension in my shoulders that went unnoticed before melted away as my muscles soaked in the tropical island vibe.

Ron grabbed my bags this time. All except the small, colorful designer bag that hung over my shoulder.

Always the gentleman. Just can’t help yourself, can you?

He walked ahead while I stood smirking at him. The heat of the sun reflected off the black tarmac under my feet. Towards the end of the runway, its light made the ground shimmer with the mirage of a water-like reflection.

I’m gonna come back with a kick-ass tan.

My steps bounced as I followed Ron towards the small terminal. Ahead of him, a pudgy couple took their place in a short line leading up a ramp into the terminal. The man covered his scraggly grey hair with a hat woven with fake palm branches.

You must have sat on that during the flight.

His wife offended everyone’s vision with an abrasive shade of red that someone dyed into the large Brillo pad on top of her head.

And matching lipstick. Classy.

They both wore tacky tropical shirts with a matching pattern.

Oh god. Were all the “I’m with stupid” shirts sold out?

Behind the terminal, a gentle breeze ruffled the fanned branches of several tall palm trees. They waved in welcome, like greeters at the entrance to rolling hills of green that reached up to a crystal blue sky.

As I caught up to Ron, the joker’s female twin pointed at me, beaming with a smile.

“Oh my god, I love your bag!!”

Oh my god, you have taste?

I forced a smile.

“Thank you.”

She spoke to Ron.

“Is this your wife? She’s gorgeous!”

He nodded with lips pressed together in a grin.

“This is Jessica, and my name’s Ron.”

“Ron and Jessica, our first island friends!”

Her husband laughed.

“Well, now, sweetie, that’s not true.”

“Oh, I know, Bubby. I’m just having fun.”

She winked at him and made a large O with her gaudy red lips before patting Ron on the arm.

“We come here every year. It’s one of our traditions. We kinda know everyone here. You two stick with us. We’ll show you the ropes.”

So we can hang ourselves with them?

“So, is the retreat on this island?” Ron asked.

Basketweave Bubby responded for a change.

“Oh, no. This is the main island. Outside the terminal, they will pick us up in shuttles that will take us to a ferry. That will take us to the retreat.”

“Which will take me to the brandy?” I asked.

They both laughed. Loud lips patted Ron again, gripping his arm, this time with her short, chubby fingers.

“Beautiful AND funny!”

She looked at me, winked, and gestured with a hand.

“Brandy. Mai Tais. Pina Coladas. Whatever you want, girlfriend.”

“Do you two have names?” Ron asked.

They belted out hearty laughs.

“How rude of us? We didn’t even tell you. I’m Alice. And this is my Bubby. But you can call him Brad.”

Brad shook Ron’s hand. I waved at them.

“Nice to meet you, Bubby Brad,” I said.

He stammered.

“Nice to meet you, too.”

Alice put her hand on Bubby, spreading her tomato lips into another “O” face.

“Bubby, has the pretty girl got you all flustered?”

She turned and winked at me.

“Girl, he’s not used to pretty girls talking to him.”

Her nubs pinched his cheek and jostled it, but Bubby’s silly grin persisted despite the assault.

“My cute Bubby Boo!”

A gruff voice grumbled behind me.

“Rayan, you’re going to drop it. Just use the rollers.”

I turned my head to glance back.

“Huda, dear, I’ve got it. Just relax. Enjoy this beautiful place.”

The man carried a large bag in his hand, noticed me looking at him, and smiled, nodding in my direction.

“Hello,” he said.

He wore a loose-fitting, long-sleeved shirt with his head covering. A dark burka covered her entire body. I nodded back at them.

God, you must be dying in there.

Through an opening in the front of her headpiece, she looked me up and down with scowling eyes. Her voice pierced the fabric covering her mouth and grated my ears.

“What are you looking at?” she asked.

Bitch, I will slap that pious mouth right through that…

“I’m sorry. I’ve never seen someone wear so much clothing on a hot, sunny day.”

“Of course, you haven’t.”

Her eyes continued to shoot daggers at me. Ron joined the conversation, reaching his hand out to the husband, who put his bag down.

“Hello. My name is Ron. And this is Jessica.”

“Very nice to meet you, Ron. My name is Rayan. And this is my wife, Huda.”

Huda snapped.

“Which one of you two messed up?”

“Now, Huda dear, don’t assume. Not everyone has a troubled relationship.”

He turned to Ron and me.

“I’m deeply sorry. My wife can be quite sharp with her words.”

She interrupted.

“You are here for the retreat, are you not?”

“We are,” Ron said.

“So are we, dear, but we have a lovely relationship,” said Rayan.

Lovely must mean something different in your culture.

“Yes, but these two look like trouble.”

Huda’s glare moved from Ron and settled on me.

“Especially this one.”

Ron interjected.

“Jessica is a wonderful wife. I’m very lucky to have her. No trouble here. We just wanted to get away together. Celebrate what we have.”

His words poked my chest with a sharp sting. I bit my lip to keep my mouth from dropping open.

Wow. Where did that come from?

“You see, dear, we should never assume,” Rayan said.

He washed us with a warm smile and bowed towards us.

“It is very nice to meet you both, Ron and Jessica.”

Ron nodded.

“You, too, Rayan.”

The line moved up the ramp. A shuttle came and took us to a dock where a ferry waited. Iridescent blue waters lapped up against it and cast ripples of white light that danced along its glossy sides. The sun left a trail of sparkling diamonds across the bay that stretched from the dock out to the horizon. The songs of seagulls, now louder, blended with the swishing sounds of surf and tropical breeze.

We boarded the ferry, which carried us across the kaleidoscope of blues to a cluster of tiny private islands. As we set foot on the soft powder of the beach, an entourage of smiling, sun-kissed munchkins in matching white tunics stood in a semi-circle, waiting to receive us. They folded their hands in front of them and bowed in our direction as we drew near to them. A small man stepped forward from the tip of the circle.

“Greetings, lovelies! Welcome to your second chance!”

Can we maybe put a bag over your retreat’s head, forget its name, and admire its gorgeous body?

“In a moment, we will escort you to your accommodations, but first, a few important guidelines to discuss.”

Bla, bla, bla. I super-imposed the pretend bag and tuned him out. Ron remained attentive, holding our bags like a dutiful husband.

Even now.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Bubby Brad stealing glances at my figure.

Like the view, Bubby?

I had my sites on Sugar Ron’s new boyfriend. The island sun created a soft glow on Rex’s bronze skin, highlighting the definition in his swollen arms and shoulders. His annoying wart, Jennifer, obstructed the glorious view with her arms clamped around his torso and her shoulder wedged up under his armpit.

It will be tricky to pry your shadow away and get a closer look, but I’m up for that challenge.

Hateful Huda shot darts at me from her muddy brown eyes a few times. I wanted to stick my tongue out at her, but my mind concocted more devious uses for it.

Keep it up, Huda. See if I don’t show Rayan what he’s missing.

Ron smirked, lowering his head in my direction and focusing his eyes on me. One of the retreat staff pulled his attention away, putting a hand on his shoulder and taking one of our bags from Ron.

“Come with me, Mr. And Mrs. Stroker. I will show you where you’ll be staying.”

We followed the white tunic down a winding path paved with flat stones of varied, earthy colors. Lush leaves flanked the sides of it, and green stalks lifted brilliant blooms of red and yellow above the leaves, leaning towards us as if to welcome us to paradise. Ron allowed our guide to move ahead and put his arm around my waist, pulling me close to him as he whispered.

“Sizing up your prey back there, were we?”

Damn. He knows too much now.

I grinned.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Sure you don’t. There will be punishments for such crimes. You know this, right?”

The space around my heart tingled.

“That’s assuming that you catch me.”

I took his hand off my waist and twirled out of his embrace, walking backward in front of him. My hand lifted his to my mouth, and my tongue licked the tip of his index finger. I winked at him as I release his hand, and my body turned forward.

I think I’m going to enjoy this little retreat.

I skipped a few steps ahead, playing with my hair as I swayed my hips and laughed.

Let the games resume.


Chapter 11


Jessica

Our guide led us to an overwater bungalow. Inside, we found rose petals scattered over a fluffy white comforter that draped over a queen-sized bed. A window in the floor revealed the ocean waters beneath, and the breeze whistled through the straw roof.

Not bad.

The guide pointed to a rope pulley hanging by the bed.

“If you need anything, pull the rope. Someone will come and tend to your needs.”

Hmm, I have needs. What kind of needs?

He left us. Ron stood looking through the sliding glass doors that opened out to a private deck off our bedroom.

“So, you want to sneak again? Pulling the wool over my eyes?”

I bit my bottom lip, grinning.

“What if I did?”

He put a hand on the glass and dropped his head.

“You know, I don’t know why, but it’s erotic to me. You fucking other men. Even you lying to me.”

He sighed.

“I wish it wasn’t, but it is.”

My nipples hardened under my sports bra, and a warm sensation stirred in my crotch.

“And there’s more than that,” he said.

He put another hand on the glass and rested his forehead against it. His back heaved as he pushed his breaths out and sucked them back in.

“I wish I could do that with you, Jessica. I wish I could hold on to us, but I can’t.”

He straightened up and turned to face me. A wet trail ran down one cheek, and a single tear rested on the side of his mouth.

“I’m sorry, Jessica.”

You’re sorry?

Heat spread through my chest.

You’re so innocent. And good. I never deserved you.

I walked over to my bag, lifted it onto the bed, and unzipped it. My fingers searched through the folded garments, all of them soft and light.

There you are.

I lifted the two scant pieces of the red bikini. Ron’s mouth fell open.

“Take a seat over there,” I said.

I nodded towards a natural wicker chair in the corner. Ron’s broken grin collided with the sadness in his eyes.

Let me make you forget your heartache.

I turned, walked into the spacious bathroom, and slid the wooden door across the track until it closed. Small, glossy black tiles formed a border around large, dark grey ones that covered the walls and floor. A large mirror over the dual sinks made the space feel more expansive. I slipped out of my clothes and stood naked, letting my hands trace my breasts and torso.

This body will burn this island down.

I placed the tiny red triangles over my nipples and tied the thin strap behind my back. My feet stepped into the stringy loops of the thong and pulled it up my legs and into place. The small square over my labia hid nothing else of the firm skin between my navel and clitoris. Thin strings around my waist met in a small knot in the crevice of my ass cheeks before disappearing between them like floss.

Can’t wear this in the States, but here…

I slid the door open and stood in the opening, facing Ron. My eyebrow cocked as I grinned at him, and I placed a hand at the top of the door frame. His mouth dropped open, and he swallowed hard.

“Wow.”

My hand slid down the rail of the door as I stepped into the room.

“That should turn a lot of heads. I imagine you’ll have every man here eating out of your hand.”

My eyes dropped.

“Perhaps, but…”

For a moment, I wanted to repair the damage I had done to his soul. Rebuild a little of what I had torn down. But I didn’t know how.

“But what?”

This time, I was wearing it for you.

A knock came at the door, and I reached into my suitcase for a cover-up.

“Could you get that, Ron?”

As he got up, he tilted his head and furrowed his eyebrows.

“Since when do you cover up for strangers?”

He had a point. Why did I feel exposed?

When he opened the door, a cheery voice scratched my eardrums.

“Good afternoon, Mr. And Mrs. Stroker. It’s time for your first therapy session. If you follow me, I will lead you to meet your therapy partner.”

Ahh, that’s right. Because I am here to be cross-examined by a fucking shrink.

Ron looked at me, and I held the cover-up over my chest.

“Let me get something on.”

Once dressed, we followed the happy elf down the boardwalk, away from our bungalow, to a large hut. Torches burned outside the entrance, and a curtain of tacky beads rustled in the wind. The elf gestured towards them, and Ron and I passed through the plastic rain that rattled against our faces and shoulders into what I assumed would be our mental torture chamber. The potent smell of incense hit me in the face.

So, they don’t believe in chairs here?

Pillows lay everywhere. Maroon and gold and emerald green. All hemmed in by tassels and over-stuffed. Stacks of thick blankets accompanied them, and colorful, uncut crystals rested on multiple small tables.

“Ron, I think we’ve walked into the island’s New Age Gift Shop. Look at all this shit.”

A female voice came from behind me.

“Greetings, friends.”

I winced and gritted my teeth.

Not a good start.

I turned to see a short, bronze-skinned woman wearing the island uniform of a white tunic and sandals. She folded her hands, bowed to us both, and gestured to a pile of cushions on the floor.

“Please, take a seat.”

“On the cushions?” I asked.

She smiled at me. Her dark brown eyes washed over me with waves of kindness.

“Yes, please.”

Uncle Fred, I hope you’re burning in hell for this.

We sat on the cushions, and the woman took a seat in front of us. She crossed her legs and lay her hands on her knees, palms facing up.

“Take some deep, cleansing breaths, my friends.”

I scowled at Ron, who complied, closing his eyes with her and sucking in the incense that would lower our defenses.

Great. He’ll be blabbing our worst secrets to this Oompa Loompa.

She opened her eyes and smiled at us both.

“My name is Siddhi.”

“Sid who?” I asked.

She nodded at me and slowed her speech, annunciating her name.

“Siddhi.”

“Got it.”

Nope. Don’t got it.

“And your names are Ron and Jessica, am I right?”

“That’s right,” Ron said.

“Why don’t you two tell me a little about your relationship. How did you first meet?”

Ron began.

“Well, we…”

His voice cracked. I cut in.

“We met at a Bible study.”

The corners of Siddhi’s mouth slackened.

“Really?”

“Yes, Ron is a devout Christian man. I was having a hard time in life, so I visited a Bible study, and he was there. He was exceedingly kind to me. An authentic example of Christian charity.”

Ron put a hand up to his mouth, trying to hide a grin.

C’mon, Ron. Don’t blow our cover.

“I see,” she said.

She turned her head towards Ron, still looking at me.

“So, Ron, what drew you to Jessica?”

Bitch, why are you eyeing me?

“Um, well, like she said…”

“In your own words, Ron, tell me.”

The crow's feet in the corners of her eyes grew extra toes as she turned her focus on him.

This raisin has been in the sun a bit too long.

Ron looked at me, propping his elbows on his knees and folding his hands in front of his mouth. The terror in his eyes and the beads of sweat forming on his forehead gave him away.

Bless your heart. You couldn’t lie if your life depended on it.

Ron coughed up the frog in his throat and got words out.

“She seemed like she was distraught and needed someone to talk to. I reached out to her. While we talked, I found her interesting.”

His muscles relaxed, and a grin crept across his mouth.

“Even entertaining.”

“I see, and Ron, what is tearing you apart now?”

The terror returned, and his cheeks flushed.

“Well, umm…”

I interrupted.

“There’s nothing wrong with our relationship, Sidney.”

“Siddhi.”

“Sorry, Siddy. Like I said, we are good. We’re just here together. A loving couple. Looking to have some good times.”

She blinked several times.

“Right.”

She rotated her torso and reached behind her, under one of the many pillows, and pulled out a manilla folder.

“I hoped I wouldn’t need to do this, but I feared I would.”

She opened the folder, which had several pieces of paper in it. She removed one of them and held it up.

Oh, shit.

A copy of the letter from Uncle Fred’s attorney.

“Mr. Stroker’s attorney was thorough. They gave us all the information necessary to make sure we honored his wishes. So, Ron and Jessica, I’m well aware of what’s at stake here, and I’ve been a couples therapist for almost four decades.”

Looks like you have been in a smoker for almost four decades.

Her tone softened as she spoke to Ron.

“I know when someone is trying to be honest with me.”

She tilted her head and cut her gaze over at me.

“And when they are not.”

My heart rose into my throat. She began boring into me again with her searchlights.

“I’d say your chances of getting that money are pretty slim. But go ahead, if you must. Do your best to fake working on your marriage. You might end up saving it by accident.”

Her smile washed over me with a genuine warmth that made the alarming perceptiveness in her words even more disturbing.

“That’ll be all for today.”

The folding the hands. The bow.

That is going to get old fast.

She floated to her feet and glided out of the room.

I turned to Ron.

“Ok, now, I need a drink.”


Chapter 12
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“So, I’m entertaining?”

I smirked at Ron. The sunset sent beams of orange through the resort. They fell across our path as we wandered in search of a bar.

“Yeah, you are.”

“Are you going to miss being entertained?”

He took several steps, taking his time to answer. A gentle gust of warm air brushed past and ruffled the sarong that wrapped my body and covered my scandalous bikini.

“I am,” he said.

The sand between our feet and the stone-paved path made a scuffing sound under our slow steps. He glanced over with a soft, sad look in his eyes.

“I’m going to miss a lot of things.”

The salt and pepper in his beard and the hair brushed behind his ear made him look smart. Sophisticated, even. And the reddish hues of the fading sunlight cast a favorable tint on the wiry sinews of muscle in his arms. Arms that held me many times over the years.

Me, too, Ron.

“Well, we’ve got a month to make a few more memories before we call it quits,” I said.

He smiled.

“See? Non-stop entertainment,” he said.

I took his hand and moved in close to him.

“I’ve just been thinking about this place and all these couples.”

“Mmm-hmm?”

“All these perfect little marriages. Each one of them is like a church steeple towering over us in judgment.”

Ron shrugged and curled his mouth on one side.

“It does kind of feel like that. You’re right.”

“Makes me want to tear them down.”

“Jessica, I’m not sure you should…”

“Ron, listen to me. I’m not a good person. I’m an evil person. But you… you’re a good person. After the divorce, you’ll ride off into the sunset and find a kind woman to spend the rest of your life with.”

“Jessica, I…”

I put a finger on his lips.

“Shush. Just listen.”

I ran the finger down his chin, traced his chest down to his crotch, and stroked it as we continued to walk.

“This is your last chance, Ron. Your last hoorah to see your wicked wife in all of her terrible truth.”

His cock responded, twitching under my touch.

“We don’t know these people. We’ll never see them again. But imagine the memories you’ll have of watching me dismantle their fragile moral compasses, seducing them, making them the next victims in my wicked game.”

I grasped his cock through his shorts. He gasped, and his head leaned back as though too heavy for his neck.

“Oh, god.”

“Yesss. You know you want to see that.”

A shrill voice broke my hypnotic spell.

“Bubby, look! It’s Ron and Jessica!”

Ron and I stopped in our tracks. I whispered in Ron’s ear.

“Gryffindor Tower is missing its guard again.”

Ron cut eyes at me and grinned as Alice came lumbering up, gasping for air.

“Hey, you two!”

“Hey, Alice, have you been running in a race?” Ron said.

She winked at him as she put a hand to her heaving bosom.

“Just racing over here to see my friends.”

Bubby Brad caught up. I cooed at him.

“Hey, Bubby Brad. You two know where we could find the bar?”

Alice squealed and tapped my shoulder.

“Yes, girl! Follow us. C’mon, Bubby, let’s show them our favorite spot.”

We followed the waddle train through winding paths, between huts and tropical plants that surrounded the little lamps casting a warm glow on the stones under our feet. The walkway opened into a large outdoor dining area with large grass-covered umbrellas over each wicker table. Alice threatened to skip and cause a minor earthquake as she brought us to a table of four large wicker chairs with plump cushions. As soon as we sat down, a server came to our table.

They like those white tunics.

“Good evening, friends. What will we have this evening?”

“Something fruity and strong for me,” Alice said.

She gave me her winking, open mouth look.

Bubby must get a lot of head.

“I’ll have a brandy. Make it a double,” I said.

“Nothing for me, thanks,” Ron said.

“I’m still thinking about it,” said Bubby.

The server left us, and Alice began the inquisition.

“So, what brings you two to this charming little oasis?”

“Well, Ron and I work so hard. We haven’t taken a vacation together in such a long time. It was time to get away and reconnect. Appreciate what we have together. Ya know?”

Alice’s eyes lit up as she glanced over at her husband.

“Isn’t that so cute, Bubby?”

She leaned toward me.

“Yes, girl, I know. Sometimes, you just need to unwind. Bubby and I have been together for twenty years of wedded bliss.”

She reached over to Brad and put a hand on his arm.

“We promised each other we would take time every year to get away and celebrate our relationship, didn’t we?”

He nodded at her, his eyes twinkling.

“So, we found this place, and it has been our getaway for ten years now. You’re going to love it here.”

Alice enumerated all her favorite things about the island, about Brad, about their perfect marriage, and about my “dress.”

“Bubby, aren’t you getting something to drink?” she asked.

“I was just waiting for you to finish your story. Not sure where our server went.”

“He’s taking a break, sweet man. Go talk to Mahana at the bar. I’m going to head back to our little love hut.”

She winked at him.

“Oh, I can get my drink later. I’ll come with you.”

“No, Bubby. Get your drink. And keep our new friends company. I’ll be doing my crossword puzzles until my handsome man gets home.”

She pried herself from the chair and waved at us before walking away.

Bubby Brad looked at us with the forced, wincing grin of a nervous adolescent.

“Guess I’ll go get my drink.”

He hopped up and hurried off towards the bar. I got up, crosshairs trained on him, and removed the sarong, handing it to Ron.

“Watch this.”

Ron shook his head, grinning.

I sauntered over to the bar where Mahana tried to help Bubby decide what to get.

“Hey, Boys.”

Bubby’s forehead shimmered with sweat, and he swallowed hard.

“What’cha gonna have, Bubby?”

He gritted his teeth and shrugged his shoulders.

“Uhhh, I don’t know.”

“Well, I know what I want.”

He glanced out of the corner of his fearful eyes at me. His voice trembled.

“I… I thought you were drinking Brandy.”

“I’m not talking about a drink.”

“Oh. Um. Wha… what are you talking about?”

My fingertips walked across the bar towards his arm.

“Brad, have you been with another women besides Alice?”

He burst out in a nervous laugh.

“Well, I…”

My fingers touched his hand and slid across his wrist up to his forearm as I moved closer.

“I imagine a handsome man like yourself must’ve had lots of women clawing at him before you settled down with your lovely wife.”

His body shivered as he puffed up his chest.

“Well, you know, a few.”

I feigned surprise.

“Just a few?”

His face flushed as our eyes met before he dropped his head.

“Actually… This is embarrassing.”

His voice dropped to almost a whisper.

“Alice was my first.”

I slid my hand further up his arm to his shoulder. My other hand rested on his, and my breast grazed his arm. I lowered my voice to match his volume.

“Brad, that’s unbelievable. A man as handsome as you? With these muscles?”

I traced from his shoulder over to his chest with my fingertips, pressing my breast into his arm.

“I would think the ladies couldn’t keep their hands off of you.”

His chest heaved as he looked at me.

“You think?”

“Yes, Brad. Just look at me. I’d love to strip you out of these clothes and feel this body up against mine.”

Mahana cleared his throat as he placed the drink in front of Brad.

“Mr. Brad, here’s your drink. I think you better get back to Mrs. Alice.”

Mahana glared at me as I backed away from Brad, whose voice stammered.

“Yeah, you’re right. Thanks, Mahana.”

I kept my eyes glued on Brad. My hand rested on the bar, and I stepped back to give him a good look at my body in the bikini, drawing his eyes to my breasts and hips.

“Well, uh, Jessica, I guess I’ll see you and Ron later.”

He trembled as he waved at me and backed away.

“I hope so.”

He hurried away. Mahana scolded.

“Mrs. Jessica, I think you should get back to your husband.”

“Mahana, sweetie, I think you should make me another brandy.”

He scowled. I turned and winked at Ron.

“My husband knows where I am.”

And he knows exactly what I’m doing.


Chapter 13


Ron

“There you are.”

Jessica’s voice found me through the auditory cocoon of the crashing waves. I turned to see her jogging over in a crystal blue bikini.

That one may be more dangerous than the red one.

“What are you up to our here? I’m the one that goes sneaking off.”

She winked at me. I grinned, glancing at the sand between us, then peering into her eyes. The morning light flowed into them and warmed their various green hues.

“I felt like taking a morning walk to look at the scenery.”

She stepped back and put a hand on her hip.

“How do you like this scenery?”

My gaze fell to her body. The sun coated her flawless skin in a soft glow. Every line of her form swept and curved like the brush strokes of a master artist. My heart stung as the dopamine released in my brain.

I will never stop worshiping you. But you aren’t mine. You never were.

“It’s really something.”

She frowned.

“Well, that was uninspired.”

“I’m sorry. I just…”

My bare feet dug into the sand, and I hung my head.

“It hurts to look.”

“Hey, Mopey Smurf…”

She reached out with her hands and took mine. Lifting them and opening my palms up towards her, she stepped into them and set them on her breasts.

“Feel them.”

My cock twitched in my shorts as my hands melded to the soft, round flesh.

“That’s right. Grope your wife’s fabulous tits.”

I sighed.

“Hey, I’m still your wife until we get back from this trip. So technically, they’re still yours.”

The glimpse of pain behind my eyes reflected to me in hers. She turned away, taking one of my hands and moving it down to her hips.

“Now, grab that ass.”

I stepped back to look at it. My hands moved down her back and took hold of the bare skin on her ass cheeks.

“Yesss. There’s that ass you love.”

I chuckled.

She turned her head and looked back at me, grinning.

“Take that ass. Own it.”

I gave it a light pat.

“That’s the idea. But harder.”

My hand landed again and made a loud, smacking sound.

“Yes, daddy. Spank it.”

She laughed and turned around, grabbing my hand and pulling herself into me. For a moment, we weren’t divorcing. For that moment, we were almost a couple again.

“Feel better?”

We resumed walking down the beach, and I smirked, looking at her out of the corner of my eye.

“Yeah. I do.”

“Now, wouldn’t you like to see your wife cause some trouble today?”

What have I got to lose?

“Ummm…”

“C’mon, Ron. You know you do.”

Down the beach, kneeling on towels, Rayan and Huda faced the ocean. They closed their eyes and bowed with their hands out and raising up.

Great. The arbiter of judgment. And her poor husband.

“Now, there’s a challenge,” I said.

“Mmm, are you asking me to seduce Rayan right out from underneath his snide wife’s nose?”

“Well, I don’t know…”

“Challenge accepted.”

Jessica’s steps picked up into a skip.

“C’mon, Ron. Come play with me.”

She ran ahead, down the beach. Her nearly naked body moved with the grace of a gazelle as the sand kicked up underneath her heels. She slowed down and picked up a beach ball lying on the sand near her targets. As she stood up, her smile beamed from ear to ear, and she squinted one eye to guard against the rising sun. My heart warmed, and I grinned at her, shaking my head.

God, she is beautiful.

As I got nearer, she threw the ball to me. In my peripheral vision, I glimpsed Huda’s frowning face, but I played along and pretended not to notice. Jessica and I began tossing the ball back and forth. Each time, she jumped to catch it, and as she came back down, her breasts jiggled, threatening to escape the tiny blue top. With each toss, she edged her way towards the crashing waves of the ocean.

I see what you’re doing. Just add water.

Soon, the waves were crashing up against her back, and the water ran down her firm, curvy body, dampening the bikini and causing it to cling to her like tissue. Her nipples hardened and poked at the tiny blue triangles that covered them. Watching behind her, she waited for a wave to get close before tossing the ball. As it crashed into her, she released it toward Rayan and Huda.

Clever. Almost believable.

It bounced across the sand and landed right between them. Huda made a sour face at the ball’s intrusion. Jessica ran up the beach towards them, her wet breasts bouncing.

“I’m so sorry, you two!”

Rayan spoke up, his complexion ruddy.

“Oh, no worries, Mrs. Jessica.”

He picked up the ball and extended it to her. She took it and smiled at him.

“Thank you, kind sir.”

She cocked her hip to the side and rested the beach ball against it, holding it in place with her forearm.

“Beautiful morning, isn’t it?”

Huda grimaced at Rayan as he responded.

“Yes, it is. My wife and I were just saying our morning prayers.”

Jessica took her free hand and played with her long, brown hair as she tilted her head to the side.

“Ohh, are you two Baptists or something?”

Rayan chuckled.

“No, Mrs. Jessica. We are Muslims.”

“I thought Muslims had fancy oriental rugs that they prayed on.”

“You mean prayer mats?” Rayan asked.

“Oh, is that what you call them?”

“Yes, Mrs. Jessica. We have them back in the room.”

“You know, I have a Matt back in my office. And whenever the spirit moves me, I just lay my Matt out on the floor, climb on, and talk to God.”

Rayan squinted into the sun as he smiled at my wife.

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. I got on my Matt the other day. Had a very spiritual experience.”

“That is beautiful, Mrs. Jessica.”

Huda cut in.

“Yes, well, Mrs. Jessica was interrupting our spiritual experience.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry. I’ll let you two get back to it. And sorry to intrude. I love playing with balls, but sometimes, things get out of hand.”

She waved at them and winked at Rayan before turning and sauntering back towards the water. Jessica called out to me.

“C’mon, honeybunch!”

I chuckled.

Wow, you’re selling it. Huda is no match for this.

Jessica carried the ball over her head, elongating her hourglass torso and highlighting the toned definition in her back. Huda glared at her bare ass cheeks and muttered to Rayan.

“Deplorable woman.”

I hurried away from them, mouthing “sorry” as I ran towards the water to catch up with Jessica. A wave crashed into her and knocked her off her feet. I ran to help her up, and as I pulled her out of the water, she wrapped her arms around my neck.

“My hero saved me.”

She caressed the back of my head with her fingertips and pressed her forehead against mine. The water from her body soaked through my shirt and shorts, and her breasts pressed against my chest.

I wish I could save you, witchy woman.

“The ball is getting away,” I said.

“Fuck the ball.”

She planted a kiss on my lips. Soft at first, and then we opened our mouths to each other. I tightened my arms around her waist and pulled her hips into me. The waves lapped at our legs, testing our balance, and we both had to dig our feet into the sand to steady ourselves together, but our mouths continued to meld. Our tongues caressed each other, and our lips kneaded together around them. My heart pounded through my chest against hers, as though it reached out for a shared rhythm. We stayed in a passionate dance of our mouths, reaching into each other. Neither of us wanted to let go of the love that neared its end. Her lips closed, and she pulled them away, nuzzling her forehead into my cheek. I rubbed her back as she laid her head on my shoulder.

“Thanks for playing with me, Ron.”

You’re welcome.

“Guess I still haven’t learned not to play with fire,” I said.

She snickered, picking her head back up and putting her mouth next to my ears. As she spoke, her breath tickled my lobe and sent chills down my spine.

“Oh, there’s no fire yet—just a few sparks. But wait and see, Ron Stroker. The fire is coming.”


Chapter 14


Jessica

“Sugar Ron!”

Ron’s eyes lit up like a kid’s on Christmas morning. Rex emerged from the line of palm trees wearing fitted beach shorts and shades. Nothing else.

Now, that is a tall, refreshing drink right there.

“Babe, wait up!”

I scowled at his little ankle biter. Jennifer hurried to catch up with her beautiful husband, who pat Ron on the shoulder so hard, it almost knocked him over.

“What are you kids up to this morning?” Rex asked.

“Oh, ya know, just getting some exercise. Tossing a ball around,” Ron said.

“Sounds fun. Mind if we join?”

Jennifer reached for Rex’s arm.

“Babe, no. Let them have their privacy.”

“Oh, you’re not intruding. The more, the merrier,” Ron said.

“See, Jenn. Sugar Ron says it’s ok.”

He turned to Ron.

“Toss me that ball. And go long!”

He winked at Ron, who took off faster than I’ve ever seen him run.

Don’t hurt yourself, Sugar Ron.

Rex threw the ball to Ron. I strolled up to Rex and Jennifer.

“Wow, who knew a beach ball could travel that kind of distance.”

Ron chased it down the beach. Jennifer slid up to Rex and grabbed his arm as I approached. Her shoulders curved around his bulging tricep and her tight abs flexed.

“Well, if it isn’t the Ken and Barbie of the island,” I said.

Rex grinned. Jennifer tried to force one but only managed a wince.

“What’s up, girl?” Rex said.

“Oh, Ron and I are still reeling from our first lovely encounter with the island therapist, so we got out for some fresh air and sunshine.”

“Uh, oh. We haven’t met with our therapist yet.”

“Well, she’s a real peach. So, what brings Ken and Barbie to their second chance?” I asked.

I folded my hands and bowed to them as I smirked.

Rex laughed.

“Well, Mrs. Island Therapist, we haven’t been married long enough for a second chance, but we figured it’d still be a good idea. Set us up for success. Right babe?”

Rex smiled down at his human sleeve. She pouted as she nodded, looking up at him.

“What about you and Ron?” Rex asked.

“Oh, ya know, when you’ve been together a while, you get bored and need to spice it up. Keep it exciting.”

I bit my lip and put my hand to my forehead, guarding against the increasing glare of the sunlight as I looked up at Rex.

“You forgot your shades. Here, use mine,” he said.

Rex took his off, handed them to me, and winked. His eyes matched the deep blue of the ocean behind me.

“Why, thank you, Rex.”

I stepped over to Jennifer and pressed my fingertips into the arm she used to cling to Rex.

“Your husband is quite the gentleman.”

The beach ball hit me on the ass, and my mouth dropped open as I turned to look at Ron. He pointed at me, laughing.

“I’m gonna get you for that, Ron Stroker!”

He started dancing in the sand, making faces at me.

Somebody is feeling themselves.

I turned to Rex and Jennifer.

“Excuse me while I kick his ass.”

I took off after him, and he ran into the waves. I jumped up on his back, and we collapsed into the water. We both came up, gasping and laughing. I pushed my soaking wet hair back. Ron reached for my top.

“Ooops, you slipped out.”

I dropped my voice to a whisper.

“No, wait. Leave it.”

His eyes widened, and he grinned as he shook his head.

“Jessica, you devil.”

I winked at him.

Let’s see how this goes.

I turned around, my left breast hanging out of the tiny bikini top. My hands remained over my head, holding my hair up in a dripping wet ponytail as I walked out of the water. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Rayan turning his head and staring. Huda smacked him, and he raised his hands to protect himself.

Jennifer spoke up, pointing at me.

“Jessica, you’re…”

Oh, so now you talk to me.

She ran over, putting herself between Rex and me, and she lowered her voice.

“Your breast fell out.”

I looked down and feigned surprise.

“Oh, my, look at that!”

I lifted the small triangle, placing it back over my nipple, and leaned to the side to look past Jennifer at Rex.

“Sorry about that! Hard to keep these big things under cover.”

Jennifer’s mouth fell open, and she glared at me.

“Jessica, you might have more luck if you used more cover.”

I turned to wave at Rayan and Huda.

“Sorry you had to see that!”

Huda got up, huffing and sputtering at Rayan.

“Come on, Rayan! Let’s go.”

She gathered her towel and marched into the trees, running over Alice, who threw up her hands to let them by. After they passed, she shook her head and waddled down to the beach.

“Oh, my, what has gotten into her! And wow, Jessica, look at you in that suit!”

She covered her mouth with her short fingers before putting her hands on her hips.

“Girl, I wish I had a body like that. I’d spend all day just looking at myself in the mirror.”

Her kind words threatened to soften the jaded shell around my heart that found everything wrong with her.

Stop being nice, Alice. You’re gonna make it hard for me to fuck your husband.

“I wouldn’t even blame Bubby if he snuck off to play with those coconuts.”

Why, thank you, Alice. I’ll take that hall pass.

Jennifer’s mouth fell open, and she turned to grab Rex.

“C’mon, Rex.”

Rex waved at me and yelled out to Ron.

“See ya, Sugar Ron! We should go work out sometime!”

Jennifer’s toned calves pushed her heels hard into the sand with each step away from Alice and me, and she grumbled under her breath at Rex once he caught up.

“Don’t even think about playing with the coconuts. Cause I am not Alice!”

“Goodness, everybody’s got their bikinis in a wad this morning. Is it something I said?” Alice said.

I smiled at Alice.

You’re kinda dumb. But you’re growing on me.

“No, Alice. It’s not you.”

The adrenaline-driven tension in my body retreated, and my knees weakened. A thickening formed in my throat, and a flush came across my face.

It’s me. Ready to ruin all these marriages. I’m a bitch.

Ron came up from behind and put his arm around me.

“Hey, Alice. How are you this morning?”

She wiped the sweat from her forehead.

“I’m doing great. Hey, we’re in paradise! But gosh, is it hot. This one’s gonna be a scorcher. I think I’m gonna go find my favorite shady spot.”

She turned and started back towards the trees, hunched over her steps and laboring to walk in the sand. Her hand raised in a wave as she called back.

“Nice to see you two!”

She waddled back into the thick of the palm trees.

We turned away from them and strolled back towards the water.

“Looks like she doesn’t know about your little chat with her Bubby,” Ron said.

Or she does. And she doesn’t mind.

I looked back over my shoulder at the tree line where Alice disappeared.

“Yeah, I don’t know.”

“So, what is it about Bubby you’re attracted to?”

I tilted my head, laying it on Ron’s shoulder, and our steps slowed. My teeth pressed into my bottom lip.

“He’s just not your typical type, I would say.”

“No, he’s not. Not at all.”

“I mean, if he lost fifty pounds and hit the gym for a few months. Got hair extensions and a new wardrobe, then I could see it,” he said.

I grinned and smacked him on the chest with my free hand.

“Jerk.”

He laughed.

“I know the reason. And it’s messed up,” I said.

Ron stopped and took my shoulders in his hands, turning me towards him so we faced each other.

“He’s innocent.”

“And you want to corrupt him,” Ron said.

My gaze fell.

“Yeah, I do.”

He put his arms around me and pulled me into himself, and I sighed.

“I’m a terrible person.”

His hand slid up the back of my neck into my hair and massaged my scalp, holding my head against his shoulder.

“Then there’s something wrong with me, too, Jessica. Cause that’s what drew me to you all those years ago.”

I put my arms around him and melted into his body.

You’re the one person who knows me.

“I don’t suppose that means you’d be my partner in crime?”

He loosened his hold on me and leaned back to look at me, and he smirked as he cocked an eyebrow.

“What do you mean?”

A grin spread across my face.

“I’m working on that, Mr. Director of Accounting. Stay tuned.”

I poked a fingertip into his chest and winked at him.

Trust me. It’ll be a doozy.


Chapter 15


Ron

The boards creaked under our steps and radiated heat, absorbed and stored from a day’s worth of blistering sun, and warmed the soles of our bare feet. The water cresting on the waves shone under the moonlight like white brush strokes on a dark canvas. A cool breeze blew in from the water and caused a few strands of Jessica’s hair to quiver loose from the others and flitter across her face. She blinked as she brushed them away with her hand and smiled at me. My stomach fluttered.

So beautiful.

“Penny for your thoughts,” Jessica said.

I turned and leaned on the railing, looking into the darkness.

Not telling. It just leaves me vulnerable to you.

“Oh, I don’t know.”

She joined me, her elbow grazing mine.

“Don’t know, or don’t want to say?”

“Umm…”

“Thinking you can’t wait to get through this month and away from this devil woman?”

“No, that’s not it.”

Not exactly, anyway.

“It’s ok if it is Ron.”

“I was wondering if you figured out the details of this crime you want me to partner in.”

Jessica’s arm broke contact with mine as she leaned away. Her voice lilted.

“Ron Stroker! I figured it was hard enough for you just to think about watching me at my antics. Are you considering joining the team?”

I gritted my teeth as I smirked.

“Oh, it’s hard alright.”

She laughed and looked down at my waist.

That was a good one.

Her voice turned sultry.

“Do tell.”

I chuckled.

“I’m not saying I’m joining any teams, but I am curious what you came up with.”

“Well, as I said before, we have a whole month and lots of couples trapped on this island.”

“Mmm-hmm.”

“Of course, I had plans to see what trouble I could cause with this body.”

“I think you started some this morning.”

She winked and flashed a wry grin.

“I did, didn’t I?”

“That bikini is deadly. I’ve never seen it before.”

“So you like it? I bought it for this trip.”

“Yes, I’m a fan. You always push the limits, and it never gets old. As much as I might want it to.”

She pushed out a pouty bottom lip and leaned back in so that our arms touched.

“Well, so, lots of couples. And you were just going to watch from the sidelines, but that’s boring.”

“I liked that idea.”

“Yes, you like to watch, but it’s time to get in the game, Mr. Stroker.”

“Meaning?”

“Help me lead these lambs to the slaughter.”

My eyebrows jumped up, and I tilted my head to the side, stretching my neck.

Paving the path to hell for me, are we?

“Umm… how do I do that?”

“Get to know these women. Distract them so I can get to their men.”

“Jessica, I can’t talk to women. Especially not attractive ones.”

“So, we’ll start with Alice.”

I laughed.

“Ok, that’s mean.”

“You know you’ve thought it,” she said.

“Well, I could talk to her, but she’s one of the few.”

“Ron, you underestimate yourself. You’d be a brilliant partner in crime. You’re in great shape for your age.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Seriously, you look great.”

“Right.”

“You’re smart, but not arrogant. Women dig that. And when you talk about your number crunching, it’s very impressive.”

“It always bored you to tears when I talked about that stuff.”

“Not at first, Ron. When we first met, it drew me in. Your brainy talk impressed the fuck out of me.”

I pursed my lips together as I leaned back to look her in the eyes.

Are you serious?

“Ron, I was into you. Did you never feel that?”

“I just thought you saw me as easy to toy with.”

“That came later. I get bored with anything after a while. I have to entertain myself. You know that.”

Her gaze felt like a thousand tiny needles on the side of my head and neck as I looked away. The moonlight reflected on the wet sand. I pictured the sandcastles that once stood there, washed away by the ocean’s games.

Like me, and I’d do it again.

“Yeah, I do.”

“So, yes, I toyed with you. And that was evil. I am evil. You know that, too.”

I relaxed back into closeness with her body. Waves crashing on the sand sent us pulses of soothing white noise, followed by the sizzle of air bubbling up as the water retreated.

“So you don’t think I’m arrogant? That’s not what you told Austin the night you fucked him.”

“I was just playing him and his juvenile ego. You intimidated him, Ron. It was an easy string to pull.”

She rolled several strands of her hair between her fingers.

“I like to play with men. See what I can make them do.”

“I know. Having power over them soothes you.”

I turned to look at her. She bit her lip and tilted her head, studying the sand just beneath us. Her face flushed.

Oops. Did I just strike a soft spot?

“It’s ok, Jessica. I get why it would. After all you’ve been through…”

She cut me off.

“I’d say it thrills me.”

Her eyes left the fingers rolling her hair strands and looked into mine, her eyebrow cocked as she smirked.

“Don’t get all Jessica’s therapist on me, Ron. There’s already more of that on this trip than I ever wanted.”

I smiled.

“Ok. Sorry.”

“So, what do you say? Are you in?”

“I don’t know.”

“C’mon, Ron. It’s our last month as a couple. We are four thousand miles from Los Angeles.”

My eyebrows lifted. Jessica giggled as she leaned away from me.

“See, I got numbers, Ron. You like numbers. Look it up. Four thousand miles.”

“I’m impressed. You looked that up?”

“I did. But that’s not the point. The point is you won’t see any of these people again.”

She moved in towards me, opening her body into my arm and rubbing her breasts on my tricep.

“Let me make this one last mark on Ron Stroker. I don’t want you to forget me when you move on.”

“Oh, there’s no chance of that.”

She persisted, leaning in and putting her mouth close to my ear.

“Let me blemish this pristine soul. You know I’m a vampire. A demon. And you were always the innocent one.”

She rested her arm on my back, put her hand on my shoulder, and traced a fingertip on my neck.

“When I cheated on you, Ron, that was about us. About you and me. I wanted to write on your soul. Scar you. Steal your innocence away and poison it with my darkness.”

A chill ran down my spine, and my cock twitched.

“It makes my pussy wet, thinking about it.”

I stood up and stepped back, raising my voice.

“You always do that, Jessica. You always play that card. I don’t know if it’s real or another game to get in my head and toy with me.”

Her eyes burned like a predator’s, locked on their prey, hungry for the kill.

“I promise it’s real. If you don’t believe me, come and feel for yourself.”

I looked down towards her hips. The breeze ruffled the thin, white cover-up, wrapping it around her curvy frame.

“Come stick your fingers inside me. You’ll see.”

A tingling sensation emerged in my chest and groin, and my throat dried up. She opened the cover-up, and it fell to the sides, revealing the tiny blue bikini. And her firm but curvy body. She reached out her hand for me. My arm lifted, pulled by her gravity, and she took hold of my wrist. Pulling me towards her, she shoved my hand down the front of her tiny bikini bottom.

“Stick your fingers inside.”

I didn’t need to. The moisture leaking from her pussy had dampened the inside of her bikini bottom and now my fingers. Still, I slid them inside, letting her potent poison soak my skin. The skin on my neck and shoulders tightened as my muscles tensed.

Wow, she’s horny as hell.

“See? My body craves your innocence. Your goodness.”

“So you can turn me?”

She thrust her hips into my hands and dug her fingernails into my back.

“Yesss.”

“And then what?”

“Then you’re mine. Even if you leave me, Ron. You’ll never get me out of your soul.”

Wow.

I swallowed hard, and my heart rate accelerated. My strength in my spine drained, and I lost my center of gravity.

“How do you do that?” I asked.

Her fiery breath rippled against my neck as she chuckled.

“So, Mr. Stroker? What do you say? One last bite? Let me take you.”

“I hope I don’t go to hell for this.”

“If you do, we’ll be there together.”

I dropped my head and sighed.

I want this. So much. Need it, even. And I wish I didn’t.

“Ok, Jessica. One last time.”

My fingers slipped out of her as my arm went limp. She kissed my neck. Her energy shifted from the hungry predator to a gentle affection.

“Thank you, Ron.”

Thank you?

“You’re welcome.”

I took a deep breath.

“So, what’s my first assignment?”


Chapter 16


Jessica

“Thank you so much for suggesting this, Ron. What a lovely idea!”

Alice tapped Brad’s arm.

“I’m so delighted to spend time with our friends.”

She turned to me and pursed her lips.

“And Jessica, your husband is so smart. We talked for quite a while about his work. Fascinating!”

“Enough to get you hot and bothered when he talks those numbers,” I said.

Under the table, I slid my foot out of my sandal and rubbed it against Ron’s calf. Alice chuckled, waving me off with a hand in the air.

“Girl, don’t put those thoughts in my head! Your Ron’s a gentleman.”

She cut eyes at Ron and winked. He forced a grin as he spread his legs to allow my foot up in between his thighs.

”You’ve got yourself a keeper there,” Alice said.

She blabbered on as the pad of my foot rested on Ron’s crotch. His cock pulsed, pushing out into my touch. I sat up straight in my chair, holding my torso still as the perfect cover for my illicit foot job under the table. I grinned as the veins in Ron’s neck tightened.

I’m so evil.

“You both seem so enchanted with each other. Just like my Bubby Boo and me!”

She beamed at Brad. I faked a well-practiced laugh.

Gag me.

All along, my foot massaged Ron’s throbbing shaft.

“He’s a gem,” I said.

I turned and looked at Ron, reaching over and taking his hand. As my skin touched his, a flush of warmth ran up my arm into my chest. My lips parted, but no words came out.

He is. And I’m going to lose him.

My foot stopped moving and rested against him.

I’m going to miss you, Ron.

I froze. My eyes softened as my mouth closed. I smiled and swallowed, and Ron’s eyebrows furrowed with his inquisitive grin.

“We’re both lucky,” he said.

A warm breeze blew across the terrace, causing the white tablecloth to dance around the large circular table. A candle sat at the center, and the flame atop it flickered, casting a soft glow on Ron’s face. Our server approached the table.

“Greetings, friends,” she said. “I’m Aaliyah. I’ll be serving you tonight.”

The bright white of her tunic against her dark chocolate skin made both appear crisp.

Wow, girl, you’ve got a great complexion.

Large gold hoop earrings hung from her ears, and an ornate necklace around her neck reminded me of a mosaic of colorful porcelain chips my mother once owned. Aaliyah carried herself with an air of dignity. The calm in her voice and the warmth of her smile soothed me like a swig of brandy. Ron leaned in, mesmerized by her, chin in his hand as she spoke.

He’d be happy to be the one serving you. But he’s mine. At least for this month.

She took our orders, her attention fixing on each of us as we spoke.

Sister, I bet you could sell some shit.

Alice watched her and spoke as she walked away.

“So nice, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I said. “It is.”

“I think it’s one of my favorite things about this place. So different from back in the States. It’s just refreshing to see they know their place here.”

Her words ripped through my inner tranquility like a meat cleaver. I choked on my drink, and my eyes watered.

“Goodness, Jessica. Are you ok?” Alice asked.

I put out a hand as I picked up my cloth napkin and held it to my lips. My throat burned from water invading my trachea. I choked out the words.

“You were saying. Their place?”

“Well, yes, dear. Back in the States, these people ruined everything. They got a little. More than they deserved. And now, they’re just lazy.”

Alice scowled as she shook her head.

You need your extra-large white hood to cover that ugly makeup, Alice.

“Expecting a handout. Wanting something for nothing.”

I tilted my head and winced like someone stabbed me in the neck. Like Alice stabbed me in the neck, and she continued.

“You know, it didn’t use to be that way. It’s like this white tablecloth. I mean, look at it. So perfect. But if you spilled something dark on it… Well, it would ruin it, now wouldn’t it?”

I’m no saint, but damn, Alice. What the hell?

My stomach twisted in a knot, and I turned to Ron.

“Ron, dear. I think I got some water down the wrong pipe. Would you take me to the bathroom?”

Alice put her hand to her chest.

“I hope you’re ok.”

“Yeah. Good idea,” Ron said.

We both got up, and he helped me away from the table. I could manage on my own, and Ron knew it, but he played along.

Good job, Mr. Stroker. You’re selling this like a pro.

“Oh, dear, Ron. What’s wrong with her?” Alice asked.

He answered over his shoulder as we walked away.

“Don’t worry, Malice. Probably her allergies. Some things irritate them. You two enjoy dinner. We might be back.”

Malice. Clever, Ron. I could suck your cock for that.

Ron hurried me around the corner towards the bathrooms. Once out of sight from our dinner company, he stopped and put his butt against the wall, hunching over.

“Wow, that was unexpected,” he said.

“Yeah, it was.”

“But this feels familiar.”

“Takes you back, huh? Feeling those hard pews under your ass?” I asked.

“Yes. She’s just like the women I grew up around. Gushing kindness for people like them. Harboring bitter poison towards anybody different.”

“Makes this plan of ours feel less criminal, doesn’t it?” I said.

“Your plan. And yes, it does.”

“Almost justified.”

Ron rolled his eyes.

“I wouldn’t go that far.”

I laughed.

“Well, ready to go soil their perfect white marriage with our dark schemes?”

Ron waved a finger at me and smirked.

“Your schemes, devil woman.”

He stood up straight.

“And absolutely. Let’s do this.”

Yess. You’re joining the dark side.

I moved in closer to him and put a hand on his chest. My voice dropped into a sultry tone.

“Mmm, I like your enthusiasm. Saint Ron ready to fight bigotry with adultery.”

My hand slid down his abdomen.

“All those self-righteous women that surrounded you. Serving up their gossip disguised as prayer requests. Seeping shame into your soul, drenched in their syrupy Southern sweetness.”

“Rather poetic for you,” Ron said.

My mouth hovered close to his neck, tickling it with my breathy laugh while my fingertips grazed the bump in his crotch.

“I know my audience. Feels like you’re inspired.”

I wrapped my palm around his shaft through his shorts.

“Mmm, yes. Definitely inspired.”

My index finger rested on the base of his shaft and traced up the vein until I released it and summoned him to follow.

“Let’s unleash hell.”


Chapter 17


Ron

Alice called out as we returned.

“Oh, I’m so glad she’s ok!”

“We couldn’t stay away for long,” Jessica said. She pointed over at Brad.

“Besides, this one has been quiet all night. I’d love to hear from Bubby Boo.”

Jessica winked at Brad. I shook my head, grinning.

She’s mocking you, and you have no clue.

“It’s only fair, Alice. You got my man to tell you all his secrets.”

She flashed a playful smile at Alice. Brad’s hand trembled as he reached for his wine glass, and he smiled through gritted teeth. His fingers fumbled with the glass and knocked it over, spilling his Merlot all over the tablecloth.

“Dang it!”

Alice waved for Aaliyah, who came running with a hand towel.

“Goodness, Bubby. Mrs. Jessica has your number.”

She turned to my wife.

“I told you he gets nervous around pretty women, but I’ve never seen him like this. At least you know he’s not one of those homosexuals.”

Oh, god…here we go.

Aaliyah picked up the empty glass and hurried with her clean up, perhaps to avoid hearing what came next out of Alice’s toxic mouth. Brad stared at the dark wine stain on the tablecloth in front of him as Alice rubbed his arm.

“No, trust me, Mrs. Jessica. My Bubby likes him some lady bits.”

Ok, they didn’t say that in church.

“Just how God intended.”

There we go. We’re back.

Dinner continued with pontifications about the abominations of transgender persons, Muslims, and a half dozen other marginalized apostates. I wished Huda could have taken part.

You’d both have met your match.

“Alice, what do you say we ladies go for a walk and let these two boys have some male bonding time?” Jessica asked.

Alice’s smile glowed, and she clapped her hands together.

“That’s a lovely idea!”

As soon as the ladies got out of earshot, Brad leaned over to me.

“Do you realize your wife Jessica is flirting with other men?”

I smiled.

Time to get off the bench, Ron.

“Oh, yes. She does that.”

“And it doesn’t bother you?”

I swallowed hard and looked at my water glass.

“No. Not at all.”

My chest tightened.

I’m not good at this.

“I can’t control her, I’ve learned.”

Recently.

“She’s a wild vixen. Has an insatiable appetite for sex,” I said.

Brad sat back in his chair and looked down the pathway at the shadows as they engulfed our ladies.

“I kinda wish my Alice was that way.”

I joined him in reclining and folded my hands in front of me.

“I’m pretty horny, too,” he said.

I fought to keep my eyes from widening.

How candid. Surprising.

“I love my baby, but we don’t have much sex. Once a month at the most.”

“I can see how that wouldn’t be enough,” I said.

“Right? I was hoping being here in this place would inspire her and get her juices flowing, but all she wants to do is eat and sleep.”

“That sounds rough, Brad.”

“I’ve never cheated on her. I’d like to think I never would, but I’ve never had the chance.”

He fiddled with his collar.

“Jessica said some things to me the other day.”

“She told me.”

His mouth fell open, and he leaned forward, planting his elbows on the table.

“She told you?!”

“Yes, she told me how attracted to you she was. How she wanted you.”

“And that didn’t upset you?”

“No, not at all, Brad.”

Here goes.

“If you wanted to have sex with her, you could.”

He recoiled and scowled.

“Oh, no. I would never.”

“It wouldn’t bother me, and Jessica is an amazing lover. It would be an experience you would never forget.”

“Alice would kill me.”

“Trust me, Brad. Alice won’t know. Jessica’s a master at sneaking around. If she doesn’t want me to know, she can even hide her sex games from me.”

My stomach gurgled, and my heart thumped in my chest.

“But I can’t hide like that.”

“You might surprise yourself.”

I scratched my face and shifted in my seat.

I’m going to burn for this.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Brad, it sounds to me like you do. You’re just scared.”

“I’m terrified.”

He leaned forward and reached for his wine glass, but his hand trembled, so he pulled it back.

“God, look at me.”

“Jessica can take care of that, too, Brad. She’ll take care of everything. All you have to do is surrender to her.”

My chest burned.

I gotta get up, or I’m going to throw up.

“Well, Brad, I’m going to turn in. It was good chatting with you. Think about it.”

“Are you kidding me? I won’t be able to sleep now!”

I imagine I won’t either.

My feet pounded the stone pavers as I walked away, and sweat broke across my forehead. My head felt light.

I can’t believe I’m doing this.

Jessica met me in the entrance to our over-water bungalow, grabbed my shirt, pulled me in, and closed the door.

“Tell me, Mr. Stroker, about your chat with Bubby.”

“I think I’m going to die.”

She laughed as she pushed me up against the inside of the door.

“Your tender conscience getting to you? Don’t worry. It gets better.”

She winked as she dropped to her knees in front of me and started unfastening my shorts.

“So, tell me.”

“Well, it sounds like they don’t have much of a sex life.”

Jessica pulled my shorts down and wrapped her fingers around my hard shaft.

“Mmm, see how the thrill of the crime sends the blood right to your cock?”

My head pressed back against the door as my chest heaved.

God, she’s right. What’s wrong with me?

She began stroking as she hissed.

“Tell me what Saint Ron said to the witless prey.”

I swallowed hard as my chest tightened. My cock tingled in her hand, and my balls drew up under me.

“He’s never cheated before.”

“Mmm, I like a challenge.”

The vibrations of her voice and the wickedness in her words coaxed my arousal, and my hips clenched.

“Yess, now you see the way your wicked wife thinks. Planning their demise. Reveling in their destruction. Tell me more.”

Her tight grip jerked up and down my shaft, sending fire up my carotids into my temples.

“I told him he could fuck you.”

“Yess.”

“I lied and said it wouldn’t bother me.”

She taunted, and her words turned up the burners under my exhilaration.

“Mmm, but it would bother you if your wicked wife were to give her pussy to another man right here at a couple’s retreat where we’re supposed to be working on our troubled marriage. Wouldn’t it?”

All my muscles tensed as the heat and pressure inside my cock boiled over. Her hand released me and planted onto my thigh. With her open mouth, she darted onto my cock, capturing every drop of my life force as it attempted to escape. She hummed in predatory pleasure as she drank me dry.

“Mmmm.”

You’ve got me. Again.

The tension in my shoulders ebbed away, and my muscles grew limp. I melted into the door, needing its help to stand.

I’m your toy. And I don’t even care if you abuse me.

She released my cock from her mouth and straightened up, looking at me as she licked her lips.

“You’ve been inducted, Mr. Stroker.”

My breath burned against my lips as it pushed past them, and my conscience singed my synapses.

“Great. Am I done corrupting souls?”

“Oh, no. You are just getting started.”


Chapter 18


Ron

“It’s good to see you, Mr. Stroker.”

The wrinkles in Siddhi’s smiling face offered the comfort of her inner peace and wisdom, wrought from years of living through life lessons. The tension in my chest eased.

“Good to see you, too.”

Her hand gestured to a pile of cushions.

“Why don’t you have a seat.”

She assumed her favorite position. Legs crossed, seated on a cushion, hands resting on her knees, palms up. Her eyes closed, and she drew in a deep breath. As she exhaled, her eyelids lifted, and the light behind them poured out and seeped into me.

“How are you, Mr. Stroker?”

I pulled my arms into my stomach and leaned over them.

“I’ve been better.”

“What’s bothering you?”

“Well…”

How do I explain this?

“I was headed for divorce. I was going to be free. Free from her games. Her manipulations.”

I drew in a large breath and pushed it out.

“I’m getting sucked back in again.”

“So, you feel powerless.”

“Yes. Very much.”

“Are you powerless, Mr. Stroker? Or are you perhaps making a choice you don’t understand?”

Her words punched me in the gut.

Why would I choose this?

“I don’t know.”

“Tell me more about your relationship with Jessica.”

“Well, it’s very sensual. She keeps it that way. It’s how she controls me.”

I wrinkled my nose, and my lips pressed together in a grimace.

I sound like I have no power.

“Tries to control me.”

Siddhi nodded and grinned.

“A few months ago, while we were having sex, she told me she had cheated on me with my boss.”

Siddhi held her thoughtful gaze.

Did you hear what I just said?

I rubbed my chin.

“It crushed me. I worked there for two decades, and in one night, she wrecked my life. But I carried on. Got a new job. Filed for divorce. Had a new girlfriend. Things were going great.”

I fumbled with the stringed tassels on a pillow in front of me.

“We were playing with me punishing her.”

I peeked up at Siddhi.

“Keep talking, Mr. Stroker.”

“It was exciting. Almost intoxicating. Now, we’re here, and I feel myself being pulled back into her.”

I shook my head.

“She’s even got me helping her in a sick game to seduce other couples on the island. Get them to cheat on each other. That is not how my parents raised me. It’s like I’m becoming a different person. Like I’m an addict.”

“But you’re not.”

“Excuse me.”

“You’re not an addict, Mr. Stroker. You are, however, choosing this, and that bothers you. Doesn’t it?”

The knot in my stomach rose into my throat and squeezed. My face flushed.

“I don’t want to choose this.”

“Are you sure?”

Ugh. I don’t know. Yes?

“She’s toying with me. Making a fool of me.”

“You mentioned your upbringing. Let’s talk about that, Mr. Stroker. Whenever we are making choices we don’t understand, we can often find the answers in our childhood.”

Oh, man. Here we go.

“It’s a long story. Where do you want to start?”

“Tell me about your mother.”

“Well, she was beautiful.”

“Interesting that her beauty comes to mind first.”

“She was. In church, it wasn’t polite for men to stare at her, and she tried very hard to hide her beauty, but I could still tell. They lusted after her. My father did, too.”

“I see. And how was she towards your father?”

“Cordial at best. Icy much of the time. And resentful of his sexual advances.”

Siddhi nodded.

“Tell me more about that.”

“Well, my father wasn’t lewd. No one in the church was. But he would try to kiss her. Hug her. Compliment her. She would lean away from his attempts at physical affection. Roll her eyes. And if he complimented her, she seemed put off by it.”

“How did that make you feel?”

“Ummm, I don’t know.”

I straightened my arm and rubbed it.

“She didn’t like sexual affection. Or attention.”

“How was your relationship with her?”

“Well, she adored me. I was her pride and joy. She often bragged about me to the other women in the church.”

“Sounds like she put you up on a pedestal.”

“You could say that.”

“Were you ever afraid of falling off the pedestal and disappointing her?”

“All the time. As my sexuality emerged, I became a compulsive masturbator and felt so ashamed. I knew she would disapprove, and I believed God was looking down on me with disdain.”

Siddhi scowled and nodded her head.

“I had volumes of journals. Letters to God. All of them apologizing for masturbating again.”

“Were the other women in the church like your mother?”

“Well, none of them looked like my mother, but yes, they also avoided any appearance of sensuality.”

“And these were the only women you knew?”

“Yes. Until I met Jessica.”

Siddhi’s eyes lit up.

“Ahh, I see.”

My chest tightened, and I pulled my arms back into my body.

See what?

“So, tell me about meeting Jessica. What was it about her? The actual story.”

“She was beautiful. And wore a flattering outfit. Was not hiding her figure at all. The night I met her, she came into a diner, all flustered. I would have found her unapproachable, but I had a rare moment of courage. She was a damsel in distress.”

My arms relaxed, allowing my knees to rise into their embrace. My eyes glazed over as I stared at the pillow in front of me and remembered.

“We talked. We laughed. In no time, I knew she broke ranks from every other woman I had known. She seemed vibrant. Wild. Free.”

“Hmm, a ticket out of your own prison?”

“Perhaps.”

Siddhi raised an eyebrow.

“Yes, she was. Before the evening ended, we went behind the restaurant, and she was… well…”

“Showing you the freedom of her sexuality?”

“A nice way to put it.”

Siddhi smiled.

“And she was cheating on her boyfriend at the time when she did it. I should have known then that she was a cheater.”

“Did you not know? Or did you not care?”

“Well, when she did that…”

Siddhi leaned forward and lifted a finger as if pointing at a revelation in the middle of my forehead.

“Perhaps, you gravitated to her rebellion against the rules?”

Maybe. In which case, I deserve what I got. What I’m still getting.

My shoulders slumped away from my head, and I nodded.

“Ron, I’m not your typical therapist. A typical therapist would categorize your relationship as toxic for you both and everyone around you. They would pathologize your behavior and recommend extensive counseling to uncover the deep wounds that cause you to behave in such destructive ways.”

I dropped my head down to my forearms and hid my mouth behind them as a piercing flush of heat erupted from my chest.

I’m a terrible person. We deserve each other.

“But Ron, I believe that genuine love - not some fairy tale version, but the real, raw thing - manifests differently in every couple, because people are different. If you are true to love, it will guide you.”

“But is this love? Jessica has only stayed with me because I’m her plaything. She’s like a cruel little girl pulling the arms off a doll. She has no respect for me.”

Siddhi leaned back and got up.

“Ron, I want to show you something.”

She walked over to an ornate curtain and pulled it back. Behind it, a large, rustic board floated over the floor, mounted on two wooden legs.

“What is it?”

Siddhi pointed to tiny scratch marks on the board. Hundreds of them. Some were colorless indentions, but most were tinted red as if carved in blood.

“Those are all the couples I’ve counseled.”

“Wow. It looks like a lot.”

“One thousand, three hundred, and sixty-nine to be exact.”

“What are the red marks?”

“That’s what I wanted to show you. Most couples come into this sacred place with troubles, Ron. And most troubled couples come here because one of them - and perhaps both - has cheated.”

“The red marks are couples who have a cheater?”

“Yes. But, in every case, they kept the secret from their partner. They told me, of course. Many left this island still keeping their secret.”

She looked at the marks as if they were her wounded children. Then she turned, walked back to her cushion, and took a seat. Her head turned back to the board.

“Most of those cheaters were women, Ron. Our society treats the cheating woman with tremendous derision. Most women who cheat could never tell their husband, but Jessica told you.”

Her eyes burned with a clean, crystal fire as she looked at me.

“Not only does she respect you, Ron. She thinks highly of you. Otherwise, she would not have told you.”

“I don’t follow.”

“Most women know their husbands couldn’t handle the truth of their confession. Society cripples men from being able to handle it. They learn to internalize it and believe it is about them.”

She smiled and lifted her fingers like a tiny church steeple to her lips.

“Jessica believed you might be strong enough for her terrible truth. Not just to show you her betrayal of another, as she did by confessing her infidelity with her boyfriend. That confession alone risks judgment for the modern woman. But she chose to face you - the betrayed - with her truth.”

A sensation trickled in my chest, like ice thawing under the first sunlight of Spring.

“She took a monumental risk in telling you, Ron.”

Siddhi’s eyes drifted back over to her board and all those red marks.

“A risk most women would not take.”

She tilted her head and looked back at me.

“But she did it because she believed you were strong. That you might accept the worst of her truth. On some level, she may have chosen your boss because she wanted you to see the worst of her.”

Wow.

“You know this? Have you talked to her?”

“No. I have not. But, Ron…”

Siddhi gestured towards the board.

“I’ve counseled a lot of cheaters. Most of them want their partner to see them. To accept them. And I’ve got a hunch about Jessica and you. She wants to be seen.”

Waves of warmth rolled through my body, making my extremities tingle.

“May I suggest why you are still in this with her?”

I bit down on the inside of my cheek and nodded.

Uh oh, here it comes.

“You are a spiritual person, Ron. I knew it the second I saw you enter this place. And you were looking for a place to worship. One that would harmonize with the darker currents flowing in your soul.”

My ears grew warm, and I winced.

“Do not be ashamed of your darkness, Ron. We all have darkness inside of us. It is part of the balance.”

My lungs released the breath they held back.

“She became your goddess. Your inner worship found her worthy of your devotion. Your sacrifice.”

A tear formed in the corner of my eye, and my arms turned weightless.

“You are stronger than you think, Ron. But Jessica sees you. She believes. And you believe in her. In her truth. Her dark truth.”

Siddhi leaned back, smiling at me, and placed her hands behind her for support.

“I think we’ve covered a lot for one session, Ron. Why don’t we end on that note?”

I stared at the floor as my eyelids blinked in slow motion.

“Yeah. Ok. Sounds good.”

Perhaps it’s time for me to get back to church.


Chapter 19


Jessica

The soft grass under my feet extended out on either side of me to a row of flickering torches. They stood guard in front of huts flanking the lawn and led down to the darkness of the ocean. My head tilted back on my neck, and my nostrils took in the fragrance of sea salt and hibiscus. The stars filled a cloudless sky with light that illuminated our path. And Ron’s salt and pepper hair.

“How was your day, Mr. Stroker?”

My hands swung like trapeze artists dancing through the air above a circus crowd. I let one of them swing his direction and hover, holding it out to take his hand. He smiled and took it.

“Thought-provoking.”

I twisted my upper body towards him and grinned.

“Really? Do tell.”

He smirked and looked at the grass.

“Some things Siddhi said today got me thinking.”

“Good. Maybe you can go for me, then.”

He looked up at me through narrowed eyelids and pressed his lips together, causing me to laugh.

“I’m kidding, Ron. I’ll go.”

My hand tugged at his to pull him along as I stepped towards the crashing waves in the distance.

“I’m not looking forward to it, though. So, tell me, Mr. Stroker, about these thoughts you’ve had today.”

“I’ve just been thinking about what you did. Cheating on me with Austin. Coming home and telling me about it.”

I reached up with my free hand to play with the collar of the thin beach dress and blinked several times, guarding my eyes against the breeze.

Oh, dear.

“What you did… it was…”

“Evil?”

Ron chuckled.

“Well, yeah, but that’s not what I was going to say.”

“Slutty?”

His eyes softened as he smiled at me.

“I was going to say brave.”

The backsides of my eyeballs prickled, and heat expanded through my chest.

Brave? I need more alcohol for this conversation.

“That was my next guess.”

We smiled at each other. I turned to square my head and shoulders towards the sand and water ahead, and my chin pressed out at them, still holding Ron’s hand.

“I am a bad bitch. Won’t take shit from anyone. I guess you could call that bravery. Or recklessness.”

My feet kicked at the grass.

“I imagine I learned it from my piece of shit father and his piece of shit church fanatic friends.”

The sound of waves crashing on the sand grew louder as we got closer to them. I glanced back at Ron. The warm light coming from the huts blended with that of the torches in front of them, creating a wreath of yellowish-orange light far behind him.

“All their rules about my body. My clothes. Like it was any of their business. While that asshole beat Mom and me. Which should have been their business.”

My muscles twitched, and I released Ron’s hand, stepping out in front of him.

“But they can all rot in Heaven. This is my fucking body.”

I squinted as I sneered at their memory, putting my fingertips on the top button that fastened the front of the dress.

“And a damn fine body it is.”

My fingers pushed the first button through the hole and dropped to the second one. Ron’s eyes lit up, and his mouth curled into a grin.

“And I’ll do whatever…”

I popped another button free.

“the fuck…”

Another button.

“I want with it.”

I pulled it apart, popping the remaining buttons off the dress, and revealed my naked body to Ron. And to anyone else watching from their huts. The dress fell to my ankles and lay in a pile on the grass. Ron bent over to reach for it, but my stern tone stopped him.

“Don’t.”

He raised his hands as he stood back up.

“Yes, ma’am. I just thought…”

“Thought that I’d want a way to cover myself if they catch us?”

I shook my head as my eyes smoldered at him.

“No. Leave it. You said it yourself. I’m brave.”

My feet kicked off their sandals and turned to continue walking towards the water. Grass gave way to sandy steps made from railroad ties.

“Let them look.”

I lifted my hands over my head and ran my fingers through my hair. A slow pirouette and a hand extended with a motioning finger kept Ron following. I winked at him and blew a kiss.

“Come, Mr. Stroker. Come join me in the moonlight.”

I turned back and continued down the steps towards the water. My hands traced from my thighs up the sides of my hips, and I chuckled.

Follow this siren and see what she does with you.

My bare feet slid into the sand, and the spray coming off the waves left a cool mist on my breasts. My nipples hardened under its caress, and my mouth fell open to catch my breath.

God, I love being free.

I turned and grinned at Ron, my eyebrow cocked.

“Wanna fuck?”

His voice cracked.

“Out here?”

I nodded as I stepped up to him, taking his hands and placing them on my breasts. His Adam’s apple rose and fell as he swallowed. My hand slid down his side and moved towards his belt to unfasten it.

“Who knows who’s watching,” I said.

“That’s what I’m afraid of.”

“But it’s thrilling, isn’t it?”

The belt buckle came loose under my fingers, and I unfastened his shorts, unzipping them as I dropped to my knees. His little cock popped out.

“Mmm, someone’s hard.”

I engulfed it with my lips, sliding them down to the base of his shaft as I pulled the shorts to his ankles. He gasped. My hands slid around to his ass cheeks, and my fingertips dug in as I pulled him into me. I bobbed my head with quick thrusts, my lips locked along his shaft, and my saliva covering it. His breathless voice interjected between crashes of water on sand.

“Oh, god!”

My closed-mouth chuckle vibrated a humming sound around his cock. I pulled back, removing my suction lock on his head with a pop, and looked up at him.

“I want your cock inside me.”

I got up and bent over, planting my feet, spread apart, into the sand and facing the huts with the water at our backs. His hands grabbed my hips.

“Yesss.”

He slid inside me. I tightened my pussy around him to compensate for his size and arched my back, pushing my shoulders up and my ass back into him.

“Fuck me!”

He began thrusting, and my wetness seeped from my lips and trail down the insides of my thighs. I leered at the flickering torches and shadows near the huts as I thought about all the sweet little couples in their huts. Proud - even arrogant - in the daylight but struggling in the dark to find sexual chemistry together. All of them ready for me to take them down if I wanted.

“Give me that cock!”

The smacking sound of his hip bones against my ass rose above the muffling sounds of the ocean. I defied the resort’s propriety and fragile peace, adding volume to my moans.

“Pound this evil pussy, Ron!”

My eyes scanned the lawn and lights for witnesses. In the shadows, I spotted a figure. The sight sprayed gas on the fire in my pussy, and I quivered around Ron’s cock. Warmth spread through my body as it swelled, pressing back against the grip of my cunt.

Feast your eyes, peeping pervert.

The sway of my bare breasts beneath my frame inflamed my libido, amplifying the thrill of being naked and fucking in the open. The figure in the shadows stood up, and the moonlight outlined his facial features.

Brad!

I expelled an orgasmic howl for his benefit.

Those white tunics will hear about this in the morning!

The muscles in my neck tensed, and my chest tightened. Hot splinters of pleasure shattered across my forehead and raced down my spine.

“I’m cumming on your cock!”

He moaned as his dick exploded inside of my trembling twat. Swells of ecstatic heat rippled through my body and slammed into my skin, pushing bliss out through my pores. Ron’s fingertips dug into my flesh, and his hips and thighs trembled against my ass. I pressed the heels of my hands into my knees to steady myself as my legs wobbled. My skin tingled with the warm release of sweat, and my eardrums throbbed with the repeated thump of my heartbeat. I gasped.

“Oh, god.”

His grip on my hips loosened, and my vision of Brad and the resort lights blurred. I closed my eyes and simmered in the undulations of euphoria that rolled through my body. My chest heaved, grasping for air.

“God, that was good.”

Ron slipped out of me, and I stood up, staggering in the sand. I straightened up, stepped over to him, and flopped my arms around his neck. We steadied each other. The side of my open mouth pressed against his cheek, and a trailing drip of his cum rubbed off on my thigh from his flaccid cock. Our heartbeats pushed through our chests into each other’s skin. I whispered into his ear.

“Did you see our audience?”

“I did.”

I snickered.

“We’re gonna get in trouble,” I said.

“Don’t sound so concerned.”

I leaned back. Ron’s eyes sparkled under the light of the stars as he smirked at me. His cum trailed from my pussy and ran down the inside of my thigh.

“I’m not.”

“As long as it doesn’t affect our ability to get…”

I know—the money.

My fingertip rested on his lips.

“Don’t get all practical on me, Mr. Stroker.”

He smiled and kissed my finger.

“Ok.”

“Why don’t we take a nice naked walk through the resort back to our room while your cum runs down my leg?”

He laughed.

“Seems like a terrible idea. Let’s do it.”


Chapter 20
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“Thank you, friends, for spending this time with us. May the blessings of the sun and the sand be yours this beautiful day.”

The island shaman’s raised hand waved over the gathering of couples seated on the sealed surface of split logs turned into benches. One by one, they rose from their seats and moved into the sandy aisles of the outdoor amphitheater. Majestic palms stood along the back and cast thin shadows across the rustic rows.

“Well, that was inspiring.”

“I feel inspired to seduce a shaman,” Jessica said.

“Now, that would be impressive.”

And messed up.

Jessica cocked an eyebrow.

“Don’t challenge me. You know I’ll do it.”

I chuckled.

“Oh, I know.”

A familiar male voice boomed across the departing crowd.

“Sugar Ron!”

Jessica smirked.

“Oh, look. It’s your boyfriend.”

The back of my neck prickled as I tightened my stomach and raised my hand to wave at Rex. My smile stretched the skin in the corners of my mouth.

“Rex! What’s up?”

“Man, after that snooze fest, I need to wake up. I was thinking about hitting the gym. Wanna come with me?”

My heart skipped a beat.

Oh, man. Time to step up my game.

“I’d love to, but I don’t know if I can keep up with you, Rex.”

He slapped me on the shoulder.

Ouch.

“Sure you can, Sugar Ron. C’mon. Let’s go pump some iron.”

I looked at Jessica. She glanced towards Rex’s hard body and took a quick tour up and down, biting her lip.

“Don’t look at me, Sugar Ron. You boys go have fun.”

Jennifer tugged at Rex’s arm.

“Baby, can I come?”

“Aww, Jenn, you know I love working out with you, but this is bro time. Me and Sugar Ron.”

She pushed out a pouty bottom lip.

“What am I going to do?”

Jessica jumped in.

“We could go get our nails done. Braid each other's hair.”

You just couldn’t resist. You know she’d rather pull out your hair.

Jennifer scowled to the side at Jessica, refraining from direct eye contact with her.

“I’ll wait in the room. Don’t be long.”

Jessica watched her walk off like an alpha lioness watching a defeated feline limp away.

“I guess I’ll go find some trouble to get into it. Don’t hurt him too much, Rex,” Jessica said.

She chuckled. Rex threw an arm around me and clenched my shoulder with his firm grip.

Dang, that’s gonna bruise.

“Have you seen this gym yet? It’s pretty sweet. And I saw a punching bag for you!”

Ok, I can do this.

A grin eased across my face. I followed Rex through a few turns of the network of paved stone pathways until we approached a larger grass-covered building. Unlike most others, stucco walls enclosed this structure. We pushed through perhaps the only double glass doors on the island.

“They have air conditioning in here?”

“Nice, right? Coolest place on the island.”

“Yeah, this could become a regular thing.”

“Could become? C’mon, man. I say we hit this three times a week. Deal?”

“Umm…”

Rex pointed at me and winked.

“You know you want to. Say yes.”

I chuckled.

“Well, I mean…”

“C’mon. You’re my island bro, Sugar Ron. Don’t play with me like that.”

“Ok, ok. You’re on.”

“Yes!”

He held up a hand to high five me. I slapped it as hard as I could.

“Nice, Sugar Ron, but don’t go so light on me. Next time, hit it like you mean it.”

I am so out of my league.

Rex gestured around a mirrored corner.

“Punching bag is over here.”

His massive size reflecting next to mine reminded me of the movie Twins.

At least I have more hair than Danny DeVito.

Mirrors lined three walls that formed a nook around the punching bag.

“Dude, you’ve got your own spot here. And look, you can see yourself from every angle.”

He flexed his bicep and eyed it in the mirror.

“I love mirrors.”

“If I had biceps like yours, I would, too.”

Rex laughed and gave me a less jarring pat on the back.

“So, you and Jessica had fun walking after dark last night?”

I froze and winced.

“You saw that?”

“Sugar Ron, I think half the island saw that. You two have some serious stones.”

“Well, it was Jessica’s crazy idea.”

Rex picked up a pair of sixty-pound dumbbells and started alternating curls while watching himself in the mirror.

“I wish Jenn were gutsy like that. I’d be down.”

“Whether or not I’m down, Jessica always talks me into it.”

“I don’t know what Jenn’s afraid of. She’s got a smokin’ body, but she’s so shy with it. For the first several months that we dated, she wanted to have sex in the dark.”

“Yeah, Jessica likes the lights on. She wants me to see her.”

I threw a punch at the punching bag.

“Not that I mind.”

“I bet you don’t. I think Jenn got a little jealous the other day over that bikini your wife wore.”

“You mean the blue dental floss?”

Rex snickered.

“Yeah, it was pretty skimpy. But, hey, that’s her prerogative, right? With a body like that, why not show it? She must work out a lot.”

“She does enough to keep it tight.”

I winked at him.

Tight? When have you ever said that? Sad, Ron. You’re trying way too hard.

“You two must have a crazy sex life,” Rex said.

I threw another punch and found a rhythm with the bag. I lost count of how many reps Rex managed with those anvils in his hands.

“Crazy is a good word for it.”

Rex set the dumbbells down and walked over to a bench.

“Spot me?”

The color left my face as I clenched my fists and let them fall to my side.

“Umm, I’m not sure I can… ”

“Don’t worry, buddy. I won’t max out or anything. Just give it a light tap on the last rep. That’s all I need.”

Rex put plate after plate on either side of the bar. Sweat broke on my forehead, and my mouth turned dry.

“I envy you, Sugar Ron. I’m a very sexual person. And I like adventure. I’m grateful for Jenn’s tight bod, but I wish she’d walk on the wild side occasionally.”

He laid on the bench and lifted the bar. My heart raced as I imagined having to help when the weight got challenging for him. His veins surfaced on the brown granite boulders that bulged under his skin.

You’re like a tan Incredible Hulk. I bet Jenn respects you. No way a woman would toy with you.

When he finished, he talked me into a set. We removed most of the plates, but not enough. I managed six reps one time. Three the next.

I’m going to pay for that later.

I followed him from station to station for an hour, watching him achieve unimaginable feats of strength. And talking me into further torture of my muscles.

“Sugar Ron, you are a beast.”

I think I’ve been trampled by a beast.

I hunched over my knees and held myself up with stiff arms.

“I think I’m done for today,” I said.

“Fair enough. Don’t wanna burn all that energy in the gym, right? Gotta save some for that wild vixen you’re married to, huh?”

He laughed as he punched my shoulder and winked. His fist landed like grease on the fire of my burning muscle, and I retreated towards the exit, wincing.

“Sorry, Sugar Ron. Guess you’re kinda sore.”

“No worries, Rex. If it bruises, it’ll be my bro tat.”

Bro tat? I think it’s more like Bro-ken.

I pulled together my bravado and pointed back at him as I exited through the glass doors.

“See ya next time, Rex. It’s you and me.”

“There you go. That’s what I’m talking about.”

Just past the door, I released the tears dammed up behind my ego. Despite them, my heart warmed at my new friendship.

Can’t remember the last time I had a guy friend.

I massaged my aching shoulder.

Hurts so good.

Back in the room, I headed for the shower and more tears. When I emerged, Jessica pointed to the bed.

“As much as I’d love to...”

“I know, Ron. I could hear you sobbing. Lay down.”

I collapsed on the bed. She took ice from the mini freezer and wrapped a towel around it.

“Where does it hurt?” she asked.

“Everywhere.”

“How about we start with this nasty bruise?”

She held the makeshift ice pack against my shoulder.

“Geez, Ron. What did you do?”

“Oh, ya know, I tried to keep up with John Cena.”

She shook her head and stroked my hair with her free hand. Her eyes softened as she watched her fingers run through it. I wrinkled my brow and studied her face.

“You’re being nice,” I said.

“Yeah, I know. Don’t tell anyone, ok?”

“Why? Are you trying to lure me deeper into your crime ring?”

“Of course, I am.”

She stuck her tongue out at me and chuckled.

“No, I just figured… “

Her eyes met mine, and the playful grin melted to something sadder.

“…I should do these things while I still have the chance.”

A prickle in my nostrils followed a fluttering in my stomach.

Wow. What has this place done to you? We should have come here years ago.

“Oh, by the way, while Sugar Ron was busy getting his ass kicked, I talked to Brad.”

“He talked to you?”

She nodded and cocked an eyebrow.

“He did.”

“And?”

“He’s in.”
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Tiny flames danced inside the lanterns that dangled from wall fixtures around the bungalow. Their light leapt around like dark spirits and cast a haunting glow on Jessica’s voluptuous frame. The sheer black lace of her bodystocking lay against her like tattoo ink on her caramel skin. Her stilettos knocked on the hard floor as she walked to the corner and pulled a large chair out from the wall.

“Hide behind this.”

“Jessica, he’ll see me.”

“Ron, think about it. His eyes won’t be able to look anywhere but here.”

Her hands glided down her body and floated out like wings.

“I promise you, he won’t know you’re in the room.”

I walked over to the chair.

She’s right.

In the low light, the darkness behind it offered a perfect cover. I crouched down, and she pushed the chair back, crowding me against the wall and pinching the skin on my feet.

“Ouch.”

She snickered.

“Woops.”

I leaned out enough to see the bed turned back. A knock came at the door. My heart skipped, and I sucked in my breath.

You’re going to have to breathe, Ron.

The door clicked as Jessica unlocked and opened it.

“Hey, Brad, you look handsome!”

Her voice dripped with desire. Fake. But only I would know.

Or would I? I’m sure she’s done the same to me.

“What do you think of my outfit?” she asked.

His voice stuttered.

“Looks good.”

“So, Brad, why don’t you come in and get comfortable. Maybe take a seat over there?”

Oh my god, Jessica, really?

I hunched deep into the shadow until my ribs ached from crowding together. Jessica closed the door and locked it. Brad’s steps scuffed across the floor, and his body lowered into the chair, pushing it harder into me and my sore muscles. I bit my lip to restrain a yelp.

“I believe Merlot is your beverage of choice? And don’t worry, no pristine white tablecloths in here to mess up.”

She chuckled.

“You just drink that, relax, and watch.”

I focused on drawing a slow breath through my nostrils, trying my best to avoid making any noise. My hand rested on the floor to support me as I leaned out inch by inch, trying to glimpse her over the edge of the chair. She pressed her knees together and bent them just enough to cause her thighs to flex. Her waist twisted, and her hips swayed. She moved like a cobra in front of him, hypnotizing with her curved lines.

“Has a woman ever danced for you, Brad?”

I could see the top of his head shaking. His voice stammered.

“Whha… Where’s Ron?”

“I sent him out. Don’t worry, Brad. No one will interrupt us.”

Her hands slithered up her body as it pulsed to an imaginary beat. With her fingertips, she caressed the undersides of her breasts through the black lace that obscured only patches of them from view. I swallowed and fought to muffle the sound.

If he’s a breast man, his heart just exploded.

Her eyes crept from the floor until they locked on his face, unblinking, like a predator about to pounce. She painted invisible strokes on the floor with the brush of her steps until her statuesque form hovered in front of the chair.

God, you’re beautiful.

With a whip of her lengthy hair, she turned her back to him, planting her stilettos on the outsides of his feet. Her hands slid down her straightened, flexed legs as she lowered her head towards the floor, and her pussy peeked out through a small opening in the crotchless hose. Brad gasped. Jessica’s fingers reached around the back of her thighs as she leaned deeper forward. She pushed her ass towards him as she pulled her pussy lips apart, showing him her pink insides.

“Before we’re done, Brad, you’re going to bury your cock deep inside this pussy.”

Her perfume’s intoxicating smell singed my nostrils with a sweet sting that rippled up into my brain. The brushing sound of her fingers against the lacy mesh tickled my ears, and the hair on the back of my neck stood up. As did my cock. She turned to face him and dropped to her knees.

“You’ve had these pants on long enough.”

Brad’s hand gripped the arm of the chair just inches from my face, and his knuckles turned white. He disputed the sound of his belt coming unbuckled with a frantic whisper.

“Oh, god, Jessica. I’m not sure about this.”

“Yes, you are, Brad. You didn’t come here tonight to play cards.”

I grinned.

Oh, but you are playing yours.

She unzipped him, and he whimpered.

“Wow, Brad, you have a nice cock.”

I pressed my tongue against the roof of my mouth and clenched my teeth until my temples throbbed.

I wonder if she’s lying to him.

He gasped.

“Oh, god.”

I pushed with my hips to raise myself so I could get a better view. The soft satin sheen of Jessica’s dark hair bounced in and out of sight, and the sound of wet suction around his shaft pierced my chest. An invisible grip tightened around my ribs as I pictured her fingers wrapped around his cock, sliding up and down it, just beneath her expert lips.

You want me to hear this, don’t you? Hear how it sounds when you suck another man? Like you’ve been doing behind my back?

My cock pulsed against my shorts, causing the head to sting from the pressure on my tender skin. I clenched my eyes shut and tried to control my breathing. My sweaty palms ached with the need to wrap around my throbbing member. Her mouth made a popping sound as it pulled off him.

“You’re about to cum, Brad. I love how much you’re enjoying this, but let's savor the sweetness of your sins, shall we?”

He panted, now a prisoner at the mercy of her will.

“Oh, fuck, Jessica. I’m so hard.”

“Aching to cum?”

The chair jittered, and Brad’s hand smacked the sweaty spot he left on the arm of the chair before gripping it again.

“Yes, aching.”

Jessica’s eyelids narrowed over her tigress eyes, and her lips parted, revealing the tip of her tongue.

“So, Brad, your wife had some interesting things to say at our dinner together.”

He pushed a pained breath through his nostrils.

“Mmm-hmm.”

I pushed up on my knees. She glanced over at me and grinned before looking back at him. His head pressed into the chair as her fingers crept along his shaft.

I thought so. Your favorite game. Dangling them on a string and making them beg.

My cock throbbed like it remembered the many times she ruled me with her ruthless, slow strokes right at the edge of my climax.

“Do you share her disdain for black people, Brad?”

“Huh? Oh, no.”

“Because, Brad, I’m going to share a secret with you. A secret even Ron doesn’t know.”

She winked at me.

“These lips have sucked quite a few black cocks. How would Alice feel knowing you’ve had lips wrapped around your cock that have sucked a black man’s cock?”

He swallowed and gasped like a man dying from pierced lungs.

“She’d be mad.”

“Because she’s a racist bitch?”

He squirmed and sputtered.

“Brad, it’s ok. You can say it. No one will ever know. It’ll be our little secret.”

The frame of the chair creaked under the force of his writhing body.

“Has a woman ever swallowed your cum before, Brad?”

“No.”

“Mmm, I’d love to drink every drop. Imagine releasing into my mouth, Brad. This married mouth that has sucked many black cocks, sucking on your married cock. Betraying your Alice. Your racist bitch wife.”

My arm stung as the chair slid back into me like a vice grip against the wall. He squealed.

“Oh, god!”

“Say it, Brad, and I’ll let you cum in my mouth. Suck up every delicious drop of your unfaithful load.”

He whispered.

“She’s a racist bitch.”

“Louder, Brad. I need to hear you.”

He raised his voice in a wail.

“She’s a racist bitch!”

“Say her name, Brad. My mouth is watering for your cum.”

“Alice is a racist bitch!”

Jessica’s head plunged into his lap like that of a vampiress attacking the neck of her victim. Brad wailed.

“Oh, god!!”

The chair shook, and his hand stretched into the air, swatting at it and slamming the arm.

“Fuck!!!”

My heart pounded against my sternum like a boxer unleashing knock out blows in the last round. Huge beads of sweat dripped from my forehead onto the floor under me. Spots of light twinkled in my vision, and intermittent stabbing pains shot out from my brain through different points in my skull. My cock throbbed with the need for release. Brad’s arm collapsed over the side of the chair, and his lifeless hand dangled. Jessica rose, wiping her fingers across her lips, and walked into the bathroom. I knew why.

She’s not done with him.

She came back with wet hand towels. Hot and cold. A trick she often used on me. And, I was sure, many others behind my back.

“You’ve still got work to do, Brad. Your cum tastes delicious, but I’m going to need you to fill my pussy with it.”

Soon, she had him on his feet at the edge of our bed, her legs spread wide open, and him plowing into her. Her heels bounced in the air on either side of his naked ass as he drilled her.

“Yesss, Brad, fuck Ron’s pussy!”

He threw his head back as his ass cheeks clenched.

“Give me Alice’s cock. Give me her cum!”

His moan vibrated into the walls as he unloaded into her.

There’s no way other bungalows can’t hear this.

He stumbled back and put his hand up to his forehead. Jessica kept her legs lifted and spread, and his cum ran out of her bare pussy. Her eyes darted over at me and back at him.

“Mmm, just look at it, Brad. Your married cum running out of this evil cunt.”

He whimpered as he stared at it.

“What have I done?”

“What you wanted, darling. Now, run along to your unsuspecting wife. Crawl into bed next to her with my juices drying on your cock. Your secret is safe with me.”

He hobbled towards the door. Once it clicked closed, I crawled over to the bed to get a closer look. Sloppy wetness covered her labia and shimmered in the light of the flames flickering around us. My head floated towards her as if gravity pulled me to her pussy. I opened my mouth and extended my tongue to clean her.

What are you doing, Ron? Why?

I buried my face into the blended brew of her cum and his. The familiar sting in my chest connected with a similar sting in my cock, which pulsed against my shorts.

Maybe I better do these things while I still have the chance.
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The door rattled with repetitive banging from the outside, startling us both from our trance.

“Holy hell,” Jessica said.

She sat up and put a hand on my forehead, pushing me back. The room air laid a refreshing cool on the wet heat all over my face. My lungs drank in the oxygen as though I had surfaced from the depths of a pool. Jessica’s tight ass cheeks and calves flexed in a hypnotizing fashion as she sauntered towards the door and looked through the peephole.

“It’s Huda!”

Her mouth opened, and her eyebrows furrowed. She put one hand on her hip and the other on the doorknob. For a moment, she scowled, looking at me with her lips pressed together.

Don’t do it.

Jessica took a deep breath, painted a mischievous grin across her face, and turned the knob. It opened to a sour-faced Huda, steam coming out her ears and arms folded across her chest. Her eyes and mouth widened as she looked Jessica over.

“You harlot!”

“Excuse me?” Jessica asked.

“What was Mr. Brad doing coming out of your room so late?”

“Who?”

“Don’t pretend like you don’t know, Jessica. I just saw Mr. Brad leaving your room.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“You’re lying! Look at your outfit.”

Huda’s eyes narrowed, and she hissed.

“You were trying to seduce him! A married man! And you are a married woman!”

“Not that it’s any of your business, Huda, but I’m dressed like this for my husband. We were having a very sexy moment. In fact, his face is covered in my pussy juices right now.”

Huda peered into the room and looked at me.

“I was about to return the favor with this mouth before you interrupted!” Jessica said.

You were?

My cock twinged.

“Well, you should have used the privacy of your room the other night! I saw you both having sex out on the beach. And you!”

Huda pointed at Jessica with a trembling finger.

“You were naked! I caught my Rayan looking through the curtains with his hand down his…”

I raised an eyebrow.

Uh oh.

“Anyway, who do you think you are? Flaunting your body for other married men to see? Don’t you know that it will tempt them? They could fall into Zina! It is an abomination to God!”

Huda’s loud voice and shrill tone scraped the insides of my skull.

So, this must be the Islamic version of hellfire and brimstone.

She folded her arms across her chest again as her eyes looked down at Jessica’s lace clad body.

“In my country, it is a crime punishable by death.”

She leaned towards Jessica and arched her neck out like she would spit in her face, but she only spewed poisonous words.

“It’s unfortunate they don’t have such rules here on the island, but know that I have reported you to the resort staff.”

She pointed one last time, getting closer this time to Jessica’s face.

“I’m watching you.”

“So is your husband.”

Oh, snap.

Huda shook her fist and growled.

“Devil woman!”

“Good night, Huda. Better go keep an eye on him.”

Jessica waved at her, winking and blowing a kiss, and closed the door. She turned and leaned up against it.

“That bitch makes me want to suck Rayan’s cock.”

“Yeah, I kinda want you to do that, too.”

Jessica cocked an eyebrow and grinned.

“Really?”

She stepped towards me, letting her hands fall and swing in rhythm with her strides.

“Saint Ron wants his evil wife to seduce another husband?”

I tilted my head sideways and looked at the floor.

“Well, I mean…”

“Suck his cock with this wicked mouth?”

I smirked.

“Get up,” she said.

My stomach tightened. The sudden shift in her posturing surprised me, but it also stoked my desire for her. For her domination.

Again? Ron, really?

My eyes fell to the floor, and I raised myself up. Jessica placed her fingertips on my chest and pushed me back on the bed. She cooed as she leaned over, and her hands slid up my thighs, grabbing my waistband.

“Want to see me take him from that hateful Huda?”

She pulled my shorts and underwear down my thighs, and my cock sprang out.

“Mmmm, you do.”

She stared with the hunger of a gorgon and climbed onto the bed, placing her palms on either side of my exposed hardness. Her lips parted as her head hovered over my throbbing member, and her heated breath on the skin of my inflated head unleashed waves of need through my thighs and abdomen. I arched my back, and my knees lifted and spread out under her.

“Look at you. So hungry to be taken. So stirred by the sight of me corrupting Brad. Thinking of me doing the same to Rayan.”

My mouth fell open, and my palms moistened with sweat.

She’s right. I’m addicted to this.

I winced, thinking of the sky above the bungalow and a God who frowned on me, shaking His head in disappointment.

“You can’t help it, Ron. You want to fight it, but you can’t resist the allure of evil.”

The heat that gusted from her mouth, so close - every word enveloping my cock - teased and tortured it. A sinister laugh from her chest pushed a flurry of more small puffs over it.

“You want these wicked lips around your cock. The same ones that just sucked the fidelity right out of poor, innocent Brad. Don’t you?”

I squinted, unable to fight anymore, as I nodded my head. My soul lay ready to surrender more than just my cum. She held the key to a part of me no one else understood. Ally glimpsed it but could only be a witness. Her light prevented her from entering into it. But Jessica summoned it, gave it wings, and made it her pet. A pet that craved slavery to her and freedom from the shackles of morality. My voice cracked as I pledged my drunken allegiance.

“I’ll do anything you ask. Tell me what your wicked heart wants from me.”

Her gaze burst into a wildfire, and she rose, knees on either side of my legs. She brought her hands together and rubbed her flattened palms against each other, fingers stretching out.

Then they stopped.

The fire died in her eyes, and the hunger drained away.

“You think you are ready for that. But you aren’t, Ron.”

She lifted one knee and brought it together with her other at my side. Her hands rested between her thighs on her lap.

What is this?

“Ron, I’d love to take you and twist you. Torment your innocent soul with my darkness until it’s corrupted like mine.”

She reached out to the mattress with her fingertips.

“I’ve done enough to you.”

My breathing stopped, and a warmth expanded through my chest. The servant inside reached for its unresponsive master and ached, but the wounded man found comfort in her curious restraint and consideration.

Why did you wait until the end to show me this side of you?

The back of my eyeballs tingled, and a thickness formed in my throat. A tear emerged in the corner of my eye as she lowered herself and nuzzled her head into my shoulder. My erection retreated, and my muscles released the tension of my fading arousal. Her torso and shoulders went limp as they melded into my body, and she draped her gorgeous leg over my thighs.

“I’m sorry, Ron. I really am.”

“You’re confusing, you know that?”

A soft chuckle pushed a breath out through her nostrils.

“I do. And not just for you.”

She laid a hand on my chest.

“I confuse myself.”

I wrapped my arms around her and held her like it might be the last time. Her voice broke as she muttered.

“Don’t hate me forever.”

“I don’t hate you now.”

She looked at me with glistening eyes. The fierce goddess stepped back and allowed something softer—even innocent—to step into the light. A little girl inside her clung to my soul as she took a deep breath and let it out.

What am I going to do with this?

My tenacious hold on my resentment continued to slip and give way to forgiveness. My heart quivered with a tiny pang as I contemplated the trap door about to open under me.

What happens if I let myself fall again?

I placed a hand on the soft tuft of dark silk strands that streamed from her head. My wife’s breathing deepened, and her eyelids closed.

Good night, Jessica.


Chapter 23


Jessica

Siddhi’s voice lilted as I entered her hippie lair.

“Jessica! So good to see you.”

I slowed my steps and looked around the room.

Where are you hiding your grumpy twin?

She walked over to me and put a hand on my shoulder, and her smile oozed with a jarring amount of warm energy.

“Come on in. Have a seat.”

“You know, would it kill you to have chairs?”

She grinned at me as she took a seat on a cushion and waited for me to join her.

Oh, alright.

As I sat, she watched me as if studying the mechanics of a person sitting down. Her soft gaze pried at some chamber that hid all my dark secrets.

Girl, back up with those searchlights.

“So, are you ready to be honest with me?”

“Um…”

“I have something for you.”

She swiveled her torso and reached behind her, fidgeting around in a brass box. She turned back to me and held out a thin cigar and a lighter.

“Is that a…”

“It’s a blunt.”

My mouth dropped open.

Are you fucking kidding me?

“I haven’t done one of those since college.”

“It’ll help you relax. I find it’s beneficial for my patients in therapy.”

She stroked the wheel on the lighter and held the flame under the end until it smoked.

This is a horrible idea.

I accepted it as she held it out to me, put it up to my lips, and drew a hit off it. The smoke-filled my lungs, and I coughed. My eyes burned and watered, and I handed it back to her.

“There. Happy?”

“Take a few more puffs of it.”

Ok, you’re trying to fuck me up with this shit.

“What have you got to lose, Jessica?”

Ouch.

I looked at the smoke rising off the end of the blunt. A soothing warmth bubbled up in my chest.

Fuck it. She’s right. I’ve got nothing to lose. I already lost it all.

“I told your husband, I’m not your typical therapist.”

“Yeah, I’d say.”

I took another long hit and coughed out my words.

“I hate therapists. No offense.”

She grinned.

“None taken.”

“Here. Take this,” I said.

She took it from me and placed the burning end in a small dish in between us.

When did that get there?

The dish reflected the light in the room off its shiny surface. The burnt red color in the ceramic reminded me of lava rolling down the sides of a volcano, and the room’s light that bounced off it appeared to cut through the lava in soft slivers of white. I stared at it for several minutes, mesmerized by its beauty.

“That’s a pretty bowl.”

Siddhi sat, smiling at me. She sparkled like the brightest star in the entire universe.

“And you have pretty eyes, Siddhi.”

How long has she been staring at me?

“Damn, I think I’m high. That’s some good shit.”

“Yes, well, we have good shit here in paradise.”

Paradise. Damn, the raisin is right. This place is a fucking paradise.

The deep reds, greens, and purples all around me soothed me as the sight of them caressed my vision with their bold brilliance. All around, the soft shimmer of gold threading trimmed their lines. The beaded curtains in the entryways twinkled with the sunlight grazing them from outside. They tapped against each other like the percussive section of an orchestra as the gentle breeze brushed by them.

This place is like a palace. Siddhi must be one rich bitch.

“Tell me about the men in your life before Ron.”

Her question grabbed at my stomach like twiddling fingers, unleashing an explosive belly laugh. I put a hand down to steady myself as tears streamed down my cheeks, and my chest erupted with an orgasmic fit of guffawing. After several minutes, my temples ached from the pounding of my continued hysterics.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

I lifted the back of my hand to my mouth.

God, I didn’t think anyone could laugh this long. But that was fucking funny.

“Ugh. God. Ok, let’s see. The men in my life.”

It started again. My sides burned now, and my chest vibrated with tingles. It took another several minutes for me to pull myself together.

She must think I’m a bimbo. Get it together, Jessica.

“Um, the men. Well, do you wanna hear about my abusive father who cheated on my wonderful, selfless mother? Or maybe you’d like to hear about my asshole fiancé who cheated on me with the bitch I thought was my best friend?”

I continued to struggle with suppressing intermittent chuckles, and my tears made Siddhi’s face look fuzzy. I wiped the wetness from my face and squinted at her. Her eyes glistened like she might cry.

She thinks I’m pitiful. I mean, I am pitiful.

“Don’t cry for me, Argentina. Fuck those shitheads. Ya know? Like FUCK. THEM.”

I put a hand up to high five Siddhi, but she just smiled.

Ok, definitely thinks I’m a bimbo.

“Besides, I figured what’s good for the goose is good for the mother fucking gander.”

My fingers snapped my fingers while I moved my hand in the air, drawing a letter “Z.” Then, I pulled it back. The indention in my ring finger from Ron’s ring had almost disappeared.

Hmm, that didn’t take long.

I cocked my head to the side and frowned at it, blinking.

Focus, girl. What was the question? Oh, right.

“Yeah, my fucking father. Beat my mom. Beat me. He loved to use his belt. And the fiancé, well…”

A flash of my girlfriend rushed at me from the depth of my memory. On her knees in front of him, sucking his beautiful cock.

“I walked in on him with that cunt who pretended to be my friend.”

My hand raised, and I waved my finger at Siddhi.

“Shiddy, girl, never give your power over to a mother fucker. I don’t care if they seem harmless. Maybe they are harmless, ya know? But don’t take the chance. You don’t want to know what happens when they get some power.”

I smacked my lips to find any moisture in my mouth.

Hmm. I guess this salty ocean air took it all.

“Speaking of salt…”

My mouth scrunched up, and my eyebrows furrowed.

“Did I say something about salt?”

“No, dear. You were telling me about men and power.”

“Oh, right. Well, I could use some pretzels. Do you have any?”

“I’m sorry, Jessica. I don’t.”

My mouth bent into a scowl.

Well, that sucks. I’m gonna starve to death.

“So, Jessica, let’s talk about Ron.”

“Now, there’s a sweet guy. I mean, if there is a sweet guy on the planet, it’s Ron Stroker, but to prove my point, as soon as he got some power, he wanted to punish me.”

“Because you cheated on him.”

“Well, yeah…”

“With his boss.”

“Yeah.”

“Is that the first time you cheated?”

I looked around the room for cameras.

Do they execute people on this island? Like, burn them at the stake? Or maybe crucify them?

I pointed at her.

“Look, Sidley, if you’re about to bring the tunic brigade in here to haul me off, don’t let them nail me to a cross or some shit…”

She chuckled.

“No, no crucifixions here. Not in my sessions. You’re safe.”

I wrinkled my brow and turned to examine the room behind me. The curtained exits continued rattling in the breeze, but no one came through them.

Maybe she’s telling the truth.

“Yeah, ok. I cheated before. With my old boss, Steve, on a business trip. That’s when it started.”

“And what did cheating on Ron do for you?”

“I mean, it was pretty exciting. Breaking the rules and all.”

The skin on my forearms itched.

“My father had rules. Lots of rules.”

My voice became gruff and oafish, and I scowled as I pointed at the air.

“You can’t wear that in public, Jessica. You look like a whore!”

I stuck my tongue out.

“Fuck you, Charles. I am a whore.”

My eyes crept back to the old woman, looking for signs of judgment. She just kept that locked gaze on me.

“So, yeah, being a whore. Doing what I want with my body. Fuck the rules. It felt good. It felt fucking amazing.”

“Did you tell, Ron?”

“Not that time. I wasn’t ready. But with Austin, his boss, I told him.”

“And why did you tell him?”

My head jumped back on my neck.

That’s a fucking brilliant question.

My chest puffed up with the memory of driving home that night. Armed with the poisonous truth, ready to unleash it on Ron’s tender soul. And to see how he would react.

“I felt powerful, ya know? Telling him. And I think…”

My voice cracked, and a warmth expanded in my chest.

“I don’t know. I wanted to know what he’d do.”

“What were you expecting?”

“I don’t know. Same shit. That he would crucify me. He could have, ya know. And he kinda did, but he kinda didn’t. I guess I wanted to know if he was different. Or just like the others. If he saw the horrible whore inside me, would he still be the adoring husband, or would he turn into my monster of a father?”

My earns burned, and my toes curled.

“Shit. Did I just say that out loud?”

Siddhi grinned at me.

“What do you keep smiling at?”

“You, Jessica. You’re amazing, and you’re on the brink of a breakthrough.”

“Pfft! More like a breakdown.”

Am I laughing or crying? Or both?

I poked at my lips, testing them for feeling.

“And amazing? Like an amazing shit show, right?”

Ok, this is laughing. Damn, I’m funny.

Siddhi smiled but failed to appreciate my brilliant comedy routine.

“No, you’re a survivor,” she said.

Ok, that’s a stretch, sister. Let’s bring this back on down to earth.

“I’m a lying, cheating whore and an evil cunt. Ron deserves better.”

“I agree with the first part, but not the second.”

I raised my eyebrows.

Bitch, say what?

“Jessica, a lot of therapists would disagree with what I’m about to say, and that’s their right. But I’ve worked with a lot of couples. A lot of cheaters. There are men for whom a lying, cheating whore is the perfect partner.”

“Where can I find these men? Mars? I heard there are men from there?”

I snickered.

Men are from Mars. Nice one, Jessica.

“Are you sure you don’t have one of them?”

“Uh, yeah, in case you forgot, he’s divorcing me.”

“So what.”

“Whoa, chickee. Look, don’t take this the wrong way, ok, Sliddlee? How much of this stuff do you smoke every day?”

A brief chuckle? That’s all I get? C’mon.

“Here are some questions to ponder, Jessica. And I’ll leave you with them. What if Ron is leaving because he thinks your cheating is about him? What if he thinks you have no respect for him? That he is just an unloved toy to you?”

“I mean, I can see how he might think that.”

“But is it true? Does your cheating have anything to do with him? Or does it reveal a truth about you?”

“That would be a horrible truth.”

“Take ‘horrible’ out of it. Try not to judge yourself, Jessica. Seek to understand.”

“Yeah, I’ve been digging at that scab since I fucked Steve. There’s no understanding me.”

“Let me put it another way. How likely is it you’ll cheat on your next partner?”

Hmmm. Pretty damn likely.

“And if it’s likely, why?”

“That’s some deep shit right there.”

“Yes. Deep shit. Now, go ponder.”

“And you don’t have any pretzels?”

Siddhi smiled.

“I’m sure they have some at the bar.”

“My favorite place. Well, namaste and shit.”

“Yes, Jessica. Namaste.”


Chapter 24


Jessica

I’m going to miss these bungalows when we have to leave.

As I strolled the long boardwalk to our little hut over the water, the powerful buzz from my house party with Siddhi lightened. Waves rolled underneath me and offered a swishing sound through the warm boards.

Ron’s probably napping.

I wrapped my hand around the doorknob and took a deep breath, hoping to slide in without disturbing his rest. As it opened, I put a hand up to my mouth. Inside, tea lights around the room cast a warm flickering light against the walls. On the bed, rose petals formed the shape of a heart on top of the plush comforter. A stereo I didn’t know we had filled the air with a slow, smooth jazz. In the far corner, Ron stood wearing a clean white shirt, shorts, and a tender gaze with his grin.

“Whoa, what is this?”

“It’s a weird mood I’m in.”

“Yeah, I’ll say. Wanna tell me about it?”

“Well…”

Ron picked up a remote from the bedside table and paused the music. He looked at the petals and pushed his hands into his pockets.

“I’m not saying I want to rip up the divorce papers or anything, but I do, um…”

He choked on his words and cleared his throat. His lips pressed together as a tear rolled down his cheek.

“I do love you.”

My mouth dropped open as his words ignited in my chest.

“And not just part of you. The total package. Your iconoclastic, wicked bent. Your spontaneity. Your sarcastic wit. Your fearless, charismatic powers of persuasion.”

His words lapped against my body like warm ocean waves, melting my defenses and weakening my knees. I grasped for my humor, hoping to recover my balance.

“My amazing ass?”

He chuckled.

“It is pretty special.”

The brief lightness of humor failed to protect me. His pupils enlarged and returned to a softness.

Where is this coming from?

“But I’m being serious. Jessica, I’m grateful that you came into my life. Grateful you’re the person you are. I’m…”

He lifted his fist to his lips as another tear rolled down his cheek. His voice cracked again and quivered as he pushed his words out.

“…grateful for this scar on my heart that I’ll always have where you betrayed me.”

“Ron, I…”

“No, just let me finish.”

His head dropped like a weight dangling from his neck, and he searched the bed for words.

“It’s weird, but I think it’s an honor to bear it.”

With that, he ripped off the armor around my heart, causing my chest to expand. I grabbed my mouth as tears filled my eyes. He turned towards the sliding glass doors that lead out to our private deck and watched the waves crash against the pillars under the bungalow next to ours.

“We fear hurricanes for their destructive power. They rip trees out of the ground and roofs off houses. They are terrible and awesome. Their sheer force is a wonder to behold. And they are a part of nature. And you…”

He turned his head back towards me.

“…are like a hurricane of sensuality. Terrible and awesome. My heart will never stop revering that.”

He walked over to me as my shoulders hitched from my attempt to suppress a blubbering eruption. I took a deep breath and looked away.

“Wow.”

His voice steadied as he took my face in his hands. The musky scent of my favorite cologne wafted off his chest.

Even put on cologne for me. This man.

“If you’ll let me, I’d like you to lie down on this bed. Let these hearts be a symbol of my love for you. For the Jessica I now know in the most intimate way. Because I bear that scar.”

Oh my god, what prompted this?

“I want to make love to you. Not punish you. Not hurt you. I want to make love to the cheater whose brand will forever be on my soul.”

And that unleashed ugly crocodile tears. My sobs exploded from deep in my chest and shook my entire body. He steadied me with his hands, and I fell into him. His arms wrapped around my shoulders and pulled me close.

“Just this once, may I take you?”

My head nuzzled into his chest as I nodded and wrapped my arms around his torso. His surprising display of strength held me up as I melted and wept. He waited, holding me, until my bawling subsided to sniffles. Then, he took my arms off his waist and set them at my side. His hands returned to my cheeks, and he pulled my face to his. My tears mixed with his as our mouths opened to each other. His tongue slipped into my mouth and into my soul. It caressed the deep shame I kept locked away, stroking it with his acceptance. Another gush of tears pumped from my ducts and rolled onto his upper lip, wetting our mouths with their salty warmth. He whispered as he slipped one hand around to the back of my head.

“I love you, Jessica.”

His mouth returned to consume my mouth with the disarming torrent of his affection. Waves of warmth rolled through my body, from the connection of our lips, rising like steam into my sinuses and rolling like a hot spring down my neck into my chest.

This can’t be heaven. I don’t deserve it.

My hands rose to rest on him - one on his side and the other on his cheek.

And that’s ok. I’d rather be here.

Ron’s hands slid down to my shoulders and gripped them, directing me to the bed. I stood at the edge while he peeled my clothes off my body, his mouth caressing my skin as he uncovered it. My head tipped back, and I closed my eyes. The soft touch of his lips as they inched across my flesh spawned electric ripples outward like a pebble he skipped across a pond.

Am I still high?

Weeks of surrendering to his wrath gave me an unexpected thrill, but this - surrendering to his love - terrified me. Still, I wanted to. Even yearned to. Heat moved and swelled in my naked body, and my lips became engorged. My folds wet.

“Lay down.”

I sat on the edge and laid back into the cradle of the pillowy bedspread. My head turned to the side, grazing one of the red petals with my cheek. They surrounded me like satellites of his adoration. I reached out with my hands to touch their softness.

“Ron?”

“Yes, dear.”

Wow. You haven’t called me that in a while.

“I’ve never done this before. I’m scared.”

His hands slid up my shins and rested on my thighs.

“I know.”

My body’s weightlessness in this unfamiliar state of real surrender caused my heart to pound in my chest. I expected my instincts to kick in and catch me from this fall. But no. Instead, Ron’s love caught me and held me up in it, my feet dangling. He pulled himself up on the bed and hovered over me, peering into my soul.

“Do you trust me?”

I think I do. You have never done me wrong. Never hurt me. Not really. I’ve never met another man like you.

Heat bubbled in my chest, and my eyes prickled as they looked up at him. My bottom lip pushed out as I nodded. He lowered his mouth to mine and kissed me. First on the lips before his caress moved to my chin. Tracing along my jawline and down my neck, he set off a cool rush of happy juice that shot from my forehead, down my neck, and into my arm. His mouth continued onto my collar bone, and electric bolts of pleasure fired back and forth under my scalp. I pressed my hands into the bed as every pore in my skin opened to his attentive mouth and hands.

I have done so much fucking. But what is this? This is something different.

He floated down my body, touching every inch with the soothing balm of his gentle caress. I slid further up on the bed as he placed his hands on my thighs and spread them open. He massaged them with his hands and covered the inside of them with slow, open-mouthed kisses, drifting in towards my wet lips. When he brushed them with his tongue, he unleashed a shock wave of blissful heat down my legs and up my torso. My fingers grabbed a fistful of the petals, and I whimpered with a broken moan.

He offered me something I didn’t know I needed until that moment. Something I couldn’t take by seductive force. Something I could only have by laying open and receiving it. His tongue parted my lips and slipped inside me, and his lips enclosed around my hood. In so many of our sexual encounters before, I dominated him. Took him. Reduced him to be my slave. But at that moment, he dove into me freely, knowing me fully. Knowing I had cheated on him multiple times. Knowing I had chosen his boss to humiliate him. He knew the darkest corners of my soul, and he made love with his mouth to the part of me that bore the responsibility and memory of my most vicious crimes.

Oh, Ron. I love you, too.

My thighs and forehead tensed, and I moaned a wordless prayer of gratitude. Wet volts of pleasure danced down my spine and split out into my hips. My orgasms rolled one after another, not crashing into him with poisonous hostility. These reached out to harmonize with him in an intimate spiritual union. And a longing to have him inside me. As if he read my mind - or perhaps my body - he got up and stood beside the bed to remove his shorts. As he bared himself to me, my opening convulsed, beckoning for him. His small size, often a favorite target for my derision, comforted me.

I’ve been so mean to the kindest penis that ever entered me.

I took my hands to the insides of my thighs and held myself open while I looked Ron in the eye.

“Take me, Ron. I want you to.”

He took my calves in his hands and pressed my legs open wider, tilting my hips back. As he entered me, my body transformed into a vibrating temple of intoxicating pleasure. Not from the thick penetration of a monstrous member, but from the penetrative rawness of his fearless choice to love me. To put his manhood inside the deep cavern of my dark truth. As if he took the knife I stabbed him with and cleaned it, took care as he handled it, and placed it in the safekeeping of his most treasured belongings. I wrapped my wetness around him as he slid into me and rocked my hips back under the firm pressure of his grinding thrusts.

“Oh, god, Ron. Yes.”

My back arched, and I tilted my head back and closed my eyes. He drove his affirmation into me with undulating movements and hovered his mouth over my chin and neck, laying soft kisses on them, unwrapping my soul. The trappings of the bungalow faded as his body radiated into mine. Stars swirled around us as our spirits intertwined and melded together. His fiery breaths poured from his open mouth on the tight tendons in my neck.

“I love you, Jessica. All of you.”

My body pulled into a tight ball of energy, clamping down on him, clinging to his penetration of my soul. I put my arms around him, dug my fingertips into his lower back, and thrust my hips up into him.

“Oh god!”

An epicenter of orgasmic dynamite detonated and shattered my senses. My body convulsed, and I tore the air with my screams. He shoved his brand of love through the open portal in between my legs and unloaded it, spilling his knowledge of my deep secrets, his profound adoration, his fierce worship.

“Yes, fill me up!”

My pubic bone drove up against his, and our climaxes twisted together into an unbreakable cord of light and darkness. He panted, and his chest heaved as he collapsed onto me. I continued to tremble around him with aftershocks. The fire of his passion settled into smoldering coals of warmth against my chest and stomach. I wrapped my arms and legs around him - for one last time, for the first time - with the love of a partner. Something I never knew I possessed. Now with him. The only man who ever knew me. The only man who accepted my truth.

He lifted his head and looked into my eyes. My hands slid off his back, and I lifted them to his face, my fingertips grazing his firm chin.

“I love you, Ron.”

“I love you, too.”

He fell to my side, still holding onto me. My legs still wrapped around him. We clung to each other and that moment, free from thoughts about the past or future. Our blended psyche’s simmered in the cauldron of our deep, penetrative understanding of each other. My lips brushed his as our bodies melted, and we yielded to the onset of exhaustion. Sleep moved like a magical mist over the bed and blanketed us with a profound peace.

I don’t know about tomorrow, but tonight, Ron Stroker, I’m yours.


Chapter 25


Ron

I woke to the sound of the shower. The sliding wooden door that led to the bathroom kept steam and song from rushing into the bedroom. Jessica hummed a light melody I didn’t recognize, but I knew the nature of it. A childlike bliss that appeared so seldom but floated on the air like a flock of birds soaring in the morning sun.

I pushed the covers back and placed my feet on the floor.

What now?

My heart wrestled with the plans I carried with me onto this island, plans to get through and be rid of her. They crumpled in the fire of last night’s spiritual supernova. I watched them in my mind’s eye as they crackled and reduced to ash.

Why do I need a plan, anyway? For once, Ron, live in the moment.

I rose and went over to my suitcase, unzipped it, and stroked the folded soft cotton shirt on the top. I took a deep breath and pulled it back along with several others stacked, giving me access to the bottom. And there it was.

Why did I bring this? Did I know? Somewhere deep down?

The tip of my index finger grazed the ring I wore for years that left an indention in my skin. At times, it represented a prison of torture for my soul. But at that moment, it represented the precipice of a new adventure.

Dare I jump?

I picked it up and held it in the sunlight that poured in through the glass doors. Tucking it in my palm, I turned towards them and slid them open. The ocean breeze and the sound of crashing waves washed over my face and ears. My heart swelled in the magic of that place and the memory of an unforgettable night with Jessica. Like no moment we shared before. A culmination of years. Learning each other, suffering at each other’s hands. And remaining.

But you were ready to leave, Ron. The divorce is almost finalized.


Chapter 26


Jessica

The hot water massaged life into my slumbering muscles. I rubbed my shoulder as I turned my back to the spray. My naked body still buzzed with the imprint of Ron’s energy on it. His choice.

But what now?

I closed my eyes and placed a hand up on the ceramic wall beside me. The steam rose into my nostrils and opened my passageways. They shared a tenderness with my chest cavity, both still tender from the previous night’s sobbing.

I don’t know about tomorrow, but I know how I feel right now.

I turned off the water, stepped out of the shower, and took hold of a plush towel hanging nearby. My toiletry bag sat on the counter.

Jessica, are you sure?

I stepped over to it. My heart fluttered as I looked at the collection of my favorite beauty products, knowing what they concealed. I wrapped the towel around me and dug through the bag.

I think it’s here.

Mascara and lipstick. A half dozen eyelash curlers. I grinned and shook my head.

Do you need that many?

I pushed them aside and saw it. Zipped in a clear plastic side pocket. My fingers trembled as they tugged at the zipper and dug it out.

This is crazy.

The ring that Ron gave me eight years ago. Humble compared to the first engagement ring I received, but so much more valuable. A douchebag gave me the first trinket. But the second? A heartfelt gift from a true prince. I curled my lips to the side as I held it up, glimpsing my reflection in the mirror.

Oh, what the hell.

I slipped it back on my hand and placed it on the counter. My head tilted back, and I searched the ceiling. My heart skipped as I heard the door behind me slide open. In the mirror, back over my shoulder, I saw Ron’s face. His affectionate energy washed over me as he stepped up to my back and put an arm around my waist. With the other, he stroked my bare shoulder. His hand glided over my skin, down my arm, until his hand came to rest on top of mine. The backs of my eye sockets prickled at the sight of it. His hand bore the ring I gave him. A ring that represented my broken promises. Yet he wore it. Our rings touched each other, and my eyes welled up with tears.

“Oh, Ron.”

He chuckled.

“I know. I don’t know what this means. Right now, I don’t care.”

He kissed my bare neck.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you, too.”


Chapter 27


Jessica

“I’ll be right back. I want to see what’s on the buffet.”

Ron smiled at me as I got up from our table for two. I batted my eyelashes at him.

“See you soon, Bubby Boo.”

My tongue slipped out, and I winked. He laughed, shaking his head. As I walked away, the after tingle from amazing sex flitted around in my hips. The buffet sprawled over three serving lines, and resort staff scurried about tending to its many stations.

How many people do they think they have to feed?

More guests were arriving and taking seats, and the terrace hummed with their conversations and the distant cries of seagulls. The smells of freshly cooked eggs, potatoes, and bacon beckoned from the bars in front of me.

Mmm, smells delicious.

A woman in a white chef’s uniform carried a silver tray out and set it into an open slot in the buffet. She lifted the lid, and steam rose from the mountain of golden, fluffy biscuits underneath.

Oh, my god. Yes.

I skipped over to them and grabbed a plate.

“Good morning, Mrs. Jessica.”

I turned towards the thick accent speaking to me and saw Rayan.

Oh, dear.

“Hey, Rayan. How are you this morning?”

His voice shook, and his knuckles whitened from gripping his plate.

“I’m good. Exceptionally good. Thank you! And you?”

I smirked and put some syrup in my voice.

“I’m fantastic.”

Jessica, you need to stop.

His hand fumbled with a pair of tongs laid on top of a pan of bacon and sausage.

“Listen, Mrs. Jessica. I feel I should apologize. I understand that Huda came to speak to you the other night.”

“Rayan, you don’t have to apologize for her. She did that on her own. I’m sure you had nothing to do with it.”

“Well, I may have been a bit to blame. She found me looking out the window of our room, and you were outside.”

I grinned and cocked my hip to the side.

“Oh, really?”

He pursed his lips in a smirk as he tilted his head left and right.

“Yes. She was not happy.”

“Rayan, were you being a naughty little peeping Tom?”

“Excuse me? Peeping Tom?”

“It’s an expression. Means you were hiding and checking me out.”

“Oh!”

He shrugged his shoulders and puffed out a nervous laugh.

“I suppose I was a peeping Tom, then.”

“And did you liked what you saw? Was it worth the trouble you got in?”

He cast a quick glance over his shoulder back towards the terrace.

“I… um…”

“You know, Rayan, Huda gave me a little education during her visit the other night. She told me about this thing called Zina? Sounds serious in your culture. Like something a Muslim peeping Tom wouldn’t do unless they ached with a hunger for what they saw.”

I turned my back towards the buffet and leaned in to whisper in his ear.

“But I’m not Muslim. Sounds like fun to me.”

The hair on his neck stood up, and he bit his lip.

“Think about it. Hmmm? Trust me, Rayan. The show is much better with a front-row seat.”

He turned his head towards me.

I reached back, grabbed a biscuit, and bit into it as I fucked him with my eyes. My hips pressed against the bar to shove off as I winked at him, and I walked away.

Next target: acquired.

Ron laughed as I returned to the table.

“I know that face. What have you been up to?”

“Just planting seeds. Stay tuned. Let’s see if they grow. How many more weeks do we have?”

“Three?”

I nodded and chuckled.

“Oh, yes. That’s plenty of time.”

He grinned.

“For?”

“Wait and see, Bubby Boo. Wait and see.”


The Taste of Her Truth, Part Two
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Chapter 1


The sun poured into the resort office's main lobby through a large, open entrance and warmed the smooth, fieldstone paved floor. Resort staff wearing leis and white tunics stood on either side and greeted guests as they approached. The sound of trickling water danced through the air, coming from a fountain at the lobby’s center. The sparkling stream issued from the palm of an uplifted marble hand. It ran down the statue’s arms, split, and snaked around her hard, naked curves as they mirrored the warm glow of the island sun.

Kalei Kahue, the resort director, gestured to one guest seated in a lobby chair and pointed towards a pair of French doors.

“Please, come in here, Mrs. Abbas. Can I get you anything?”

Huda clutched a handful of her grey silk abaya as she stood and lifted it just enough to avoid the steps of her feet. Her white hijab surrounded her frowning face and ruffled in the soft breeze that blew through the open lobby.

“No, thank you. That won’t be necessary,” she said.

She followed the direction of his hand through the doorway and took a seat in front of his desk. Kalei took a deep breath and mustered a warm, professional smile as he closed the door and walked around the desk towards his chair.

“So, what can I do for you today? I trust your stay so far has been an enjoyable one.”

“No, it has not.”

“I’m very sorry to hear this. Is there something wrong with the accommodations?”

“No.”

“Have the staff been less than impeccable in their service?”

“No, the staff are fine.”

“Perhaps the food has not been…”

“It has nothing to do with any of that. I need to file a complaint about another guest.”

Kalei’s eyes widened and glanced to the side as his head shifted back on his neck.

“Oh. I see.”

“She parades around the island wearing the most disgraceful bikinis. Making a display of herself and distracting the other men on the island with her harlotry.”

“Mrs. Abbas, this is an island resort. It is acceptable for women to wear swimsuits here.”

“These are not swimsuits, Mr. Kahue. They are the devices of a witch, designed to seduce.”

“I see. Can you describe the swimsuits, Mrs. Abbas? What about them do you find so offensive?”

Huda’s eyes narrowed, her posture stiff.

“There is more material in the lint in your shirt pocket than in one of her bikinis.”

“Mrs. Abbas, my shirt doesn’t have a pocket.”

“Exactly.”

“So, she is walking around naked?”

“She might as well be.”

“Well, I suppose I could ask my staff to observe her when she is in the common areas, and if they feel her attire is inappropriate, they could ask her to change her clothes. Would that make you feel better?”

“No, it would not. Correct me if I am wrong, Mr. Kahue, but the mission of this resort is to provide a place for married couples to come and work on their relationship, is it not?”

“You are correct. That is our mission.”

“This whore has no intentions of working on her marriage. She is only out to destroy the marriages around her.”

“That is a very grave accusation, Mrs. Abbas. Other than your objections to her attire, do you have any evidence to back up what you are saying?”

“Yes. I witnessed another guest who was not her husband leaving her bungalow late at night.”

Kalei Kahue raised an eyebrow, put his elbows on his desk, and folded his hands in front of his mouth. Huda continued.

“After he left, I knocked on her door, and she answered wearing a scandalous garment.”

“Well, that sounds a bit concerning,” Kalei said.

“When I confronted her about her attire and the man who left, she pointed to her husband and claimed to wear it for him, but she lied. She couldn’t have changed that fast. And what was the other man doing in their private quarters to begin with?”

“Well, Mrs. Abbas, I realize you find it inappropriate, but some guests befriend each other during their stay. Resort guidelines do not prohibit visiting each other in their rooms, especially after hours when common areas are closed.”

Huda scowled and leaned forward.

“This was not an innocent visit between friends. I assure you of that.”

“If I may ask, Mrs. Abbas, what other man did you witness leaving their bungalow? Can you describe him?”

“Yes, he’s an older gentleman with unkempt grey hair. His wife is a heavyset white woman with short, curly red hair.

Kalei smiled and sat up straight, clapping his hands together.

“Oh, you mean Brad and Alice. Mrs. Abbas, they have been patrons of this establishment for at least ten years. They are a lovely couple who adore each other. I cannot believe that Mr. Brad would ever do anything inappropriate like you are suggesting.”

Huda gritted her teeth and glared at Kalei.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Abbas, but unless you can provide some kind of irrefutable evidence of your accusations… perhaps a photograph or testimony from some other witnesses… I am not in a position to…”

She slammed her open palm on the desk and stood up. Her eyes burned as she pressed her fingertips into the desk and hissed at the director.

“Do you know who my father is?”

Kalei shrunk back, his arm muscles tensing as his hands retreated to the armrests of his chair.

“I’m sorry, should I know?”

“He is an influential member of the Qubth-ut-Allah.”

“I am not familiar with…”

Her stern tone pummeled Kalei’s chest and caused the tendons in his neck to tighten.

“They are the fist of God. And they do not take the matter of a wayward woman lightly.”

“Ok. Well, Mrs. Abbas…”

“If you do not have the tramp Jessica removed from the island at once, I will have to tell my father, and trust me; you do not want the Qubth-ut-Allah to address the situation.”

Beads of sweat surfaced on Kalei’s forehead. He pressed his lips together as he stood and extended a shaking hand - fingers spread and palm down - towards Huda.

“Please, Mrs. Abbas. Let’s not do anything drastic. I believe you are referring to the Strokers. They are new to this resort and may not be aware of the community guidelines. I will go over the rules with them. I am committed to preserving an environment at this resort that is conducive to couples focusing on their marriage and working to improve it. We do not tolerate a situation that detracts from that.”

“Then, Mr. Kahue, you need to give your full attention to this matter. I know a villainous slut when I see one, and I assure you that this one is a heinous fire that threatens to burn down your resort and every marriage on this island.”

“I promise I will get right on investigating the matter. No need to involve your father.”

Kalei’s heartbeat pounded in his ears while he suffered what seemed minutes under the radiating heat of Huda’s piercing eyes.

“We shall see.”

She turned towards the door.

“Can I escort you?”

She raised a hand, not looking back.

“No need. I know the way out. And I know the way back. Next time I return, I expect to hear your resolution to this situation, Mr. Kahue.”

“Trust me. I will get right on it.”

He followed her to the French doors and watched as she exited the lobby, holding his breath and a smile until she left his sight. Then he closed the doors, turned, and leaned back against them. His chest heaved as he gasped for breath and wiped the sweat from his brow.

“Oh, god, I need a drink.”


Chapter 2


Ron melted into the soft cushions of the lazy boy tucked in the corner. Next to him, a sliding glass doorway opened onto a private deck, and a warm ocean breeze blew in. He inhaled the scent of salty mist it carried. The crash of waves underneath the bungalow mixed with swishing sounds from the bathroom as hot water sprayed against naked skin. He closed his eyes. Jessica humming in the shower inspired a tingle in his chest and a grin on his face.

This was paradise. Or the closest he’d get to it. His cooperation in executing the first of Jessica’s nefarious schemes on the island shattered any hopes for eternity in Heaven. If such a place existed. The morning sun grazed the spot on the bed where Jessica had laid, her legs wide open, taking Brad’s mouth and cock in between them.

And I was her partner in crime, Ron thought.

Alice’s bigotry and shrill voice annoyed Ron, but she didn’t deserve Brad’s betrayal.

The shower cut off, but Jessica’s humming continued. Ron smirked as he listened. Was her bliss over her success at drawing another innocent into her web? Or from her many orgasms since arriving on the island? She slid the bathroom door open along its track and stood in the doorway, a plush towel wrapped around her wet, naked body.

“Good morning,” Ron said.

“Yes, it is.”

Ron’s heart rate picked up as she stepped into the room. The thought of her bare skin under the towel stirred him.

“I’ve been contemplating how to seduce Rayan into betraying that harpie.”

Ron chuckled.

“We planted the seeds. After all…”

She eyed Ron as she walked towards the open, sliding-glass doorway, tracing the top of the towel with her hand. Her thumb and fingers loosened its grip on her breasts, and it fell to the floor. Her hands reached for the doorframe, rested on the metal, and glided up their rails. Her back arched, and her firm abdomen stretched out into the morning air.

“…he got an eye full of this decadent body.”

Ron leaned on the arm of the chair and rested his chin in his palm. His eyes traced her naked form, now glowing in the sunlight. The tingling in his chest intensified, and his cock twitched in his pants.

“That he did. I think our neighbors are getting an eye full right now.”

Jessica’s head turned to the bungalow next door. Her hair danced with the wind, and her nipples stood erect under its caress. Tiny chill bumps rose on her bare ass.

“I’m planting all kinds of seeds.”

She turned and winked at Ron, walking back into their room.

“But Rayan will put up a fight. It’s going to require some creative bitch craft to get him to fall,” she said.

“I’ve never known you to shrink from a challenge.”

“It’s not fun if it’s easy.”

She walked to the edge of the bed, turned, and sat down in front of Ron. Her eyes simmered as they locked into his, and her fingers stroked the inside of her thigh.

“I love a challenge,” she said.

Her elbow behind her, she leaned back and spread her legs wide. They formed a perfect “V,” and her toes pointed like a gymnast.

“Imagine that dutiful, religious man caving under the building pressure of his desire. His hateful wife wondering where he could be.”

Her fingers slid across her skin towards her opening lips and parted them wider.

“Imagine him burying his married cock in this evil pussy.”

Ron’s heart pounded, and his prick begged to be free. Jessica closed her eyes and began circling her clit with her fingertips while he stared, mesmerized by it. The sunlight reflected on the beads of dew emerging from between her folds, and her lips fell open.

“Oh, god, yes.”

Her circles quickened. Ron slid off the chair onto his knees, bringing him closer. His mouth watered, and he swallowed hard. His chest and neck muscles tightened as he absorbed the radiant energy of her arousal.

But she stopped.

Her hand glided up her abdomen, between her breasts, and lifted to her mouth. She eye-fucked Ron as she placed the wet fingers between her lips, keeping her legs wide open to him. The vibrations of her cooing through her closed lips tickled his ears. She took her fingers out of her mouth, stuck them deep into her pussy, and then extended them to Ron.

“Here, Ron. Taste the evil truth.”

A thick coating of her juices drenched her fingers. Ron shivered as he took them into his mouth, tasting her.

“You know why I’m so wet. Evil excites me. And I’m planning to do evil things.”

Ron’s cock ached from the pressure and hunger brimming over inside of him, and his mouth clung to her as though he were dying of thirst.

“Yess. Look at Saint Ron. Bewitched by the wickedness. Suck them clean.”

Her words melted Ron, pulling him like gravity into her vortex of depravity. His body shifted forward as if he lost his balance, and he did her bidding, sucking her fingers until she removed them. She stroked his cheek, leaving a trail of his saliva on it.

“Glad to see you inspired, Ron. I’ll have more tasks for you soon.”

A pang of sadness broke through Ron’s trance. A familiar fear. That to her, he might be only a pawn in her game.

A knock came at the door.

Jessica rose and walked over to it. Ron’s eyes widened.

She has no fear, he thought.

Her silky skin and hourglass figured mesmerized him. The shift of her hips back and forth. Her brief stint doing runway modeling equipped her with a dangerous talent. An ability to turn heads just by walking. Before she opened the door, she turned and winked at Ron, laughing. Then she jerked the door open. A resort bellhop stood on the other side and clasped a hand over his mouth, eyes glancing at her bare breasts.

“Ma’am. I’m so sorry. I can come back.”

“Relax, Tattoo. I’m sure you’ve seen a naked woman before. What can I do you for?”

He stuttered.

“Well, um, we request your presence at the communal circle.”

“Just me? And will this outfit be suitable?”

Ron smirked, hearing the playfulness in her tone.

“I’m sorry, ma’am, but no. You need to put some clothes on. And we request that both of you be there.”

Jessica left the door open and turned to walk back into the room, speaking over her shoulder.

“So, who else is going to be at this circle?”

The bellhop’s eyes clung to the floor.

“Everyone, ma’am.”

She whipped around and planted a hand on her hip. With the other, she gestured down her naked frame.

“And you don’t think I should wear this? It might be a real hit.”

He glanced over at Ron, puffing his cheeks and blowing through pursed lips.

Poor little guy, Ron thought. He’s about to have a heart attack.

“I guess I’ll cover up. What time are we expected?”

“In an hour, ma’am.”

“Ok, Scaredy Smurf. We’ll be there! Toodles!”

She waved at him and winked.

He stepped away, stopped, and looked back. With a pained grin, he reached for the doorknob and pulled it shut. Jessica looked down at her breasts and placed her hands on them.

“So, we are going to a communal circle with all the other couples.”

Her fingers moved in circles, teasing her nipples.

“I can see your devil horns from here.”

“You mean these?”

Jessica pointed at her nipples and laughed.

“Ron, darling, in an hour, everyone will see them.”


Chapter 3


“Follow me,” Jessica said. “Time to turn some heads.”

She winked and walked down the left aisle of the outdoor amphitheater. Rows of tree trunks - debarked, split in two, and finished - served as benches. Several couples sat on them, scattered across the space. Some chattered amongst themselves. Others faced forward quietly. Ron followed Jessica as she made her way towards the front and across a row until she reached a sunny spot. Before sitting down, she turned to look over the small crowd. The sunlight passed through her thin sun dress and warmed her skin. She grinned, imagining the silhouette of her bare breasts and legs illuminated for the gawking eyes of judgemental women and their lustful husbands.

“Hey, girl!”

Alice waved at her from three rows back. Brad sat next to her, his eyes trained on his feet. Alice nudged him.

“Look, Bubby. It’s our friends!” she said.

He glanced up and blushed as Jessica waved at him, blowing a kiss. Alice laughed and waved.

“Girl, you are too much!”

She has no idea, Jessica thought.

Her heart beat picked up, and a warm tingling sensation moved from her chest, down her abdomen, into her pussy as more eyes turned towards her body. Several seats over, Huda folded her arms across her chest and wore a smug grin as she stared. Jessica wondered what reasons inspired her stupid grin.

“Welcome, everyone! Please, take your seats.”

The resort director, Kalei Kahue, directed his voice to the group but eyed Jessica.

Jessica sat, leaned into Ron, and whispered.

“I think I just got in trouble.”

He snickered.

“Here at Second Chance Retreats, we know you are all here with different situations but the same goals. To enrich your relationships with your partners, to strengthen your commitments to them, and to grow deeper in love.”

Jessica’s throat thickened. The hardness of the tree trunk bench under her ass reminded her of the firm oak pews in her father’s church. The skin on the back of her neck prickled, sensing hateful eyes glaring at her from behind. For a moment, the image of Charles Gamble’s coffin flickered in her mind’s eye, resting in sharp focus behind the blur of the resort director walking back and forth and droning on about the virtues of love and marriage. She clenched the fist lying in her lap, and the tingling sensation in her body escalated to a buzzing vibration.

All your pomp and circumstance, she thought. I’m going to burn it down.

“Some of you have already met each other, but many of you have not, so I’d like to give each of you a chance to introduce yourselves and tell us something about your partner that you cherish. Who would like to go first?”

Huda’s voice sliced through the air and scraped Jessica’s eardrums.

“I would like to speak.”

“Of course, Mrs. Abbas. Thank you for volunteering,” said Kalei.

Jessica’s eyes met Ron’s, and she rolled them before grinning at him.

“My husband is a godly man, devoted to Allah. It makes me happy to honor him, as we do in our culture, by covering my body and keeping it only for him to see.”

“That’s beautiful, Mrs. Abbas. Does Mr. Abbas want to share anything?” Kalei said.

Jessica turned in her seat, and a devilish grin crept across her face as her eyes smoldered at Rayan. He stood, smiled, and waved at the group.

“Hello, everyone. My name is Rayan.”

He stuttered, folding his hands together in front of him.

“My wife, Huda, is a powerful woman. Strong in spirit. No one messes with her.”

His shoulders lifted towards his ears as he chuckled and looked back at Huda, who met his eyes with a tight-lipped grin. Ron whispered in Jessica’s ear.

“Well, we know that’s not true.”

Jessica cocked an eyebrow and smirked back at Ron. Rayan waved again to the group and sat back down.

“Wonderful. Who will go next?”

“I guess I’ll go.”

Rex stood up from his seat on the far side of the amphitheater. He towered over Jennifer, who stood up with him and nuzzled herself under his strapping arm. He wrapped it around her slender frame, and her doting eyes gazed up at him as he spoke.

“Well, Jenn is really smart. And, as you can see, she takes great care of her body. Fitness is a big deal to both of us.”

Jessica sat up straight, her eyes attentive to Rex’s moving lips, as her fingers crept across Ron’s thigh and slipped down between his legs. She wiggled her fingers, prompting him to spread them. He whispered in her ear.

“Um, what are you doing?”

She pushed the heel of her hand into his crotch and pressed her fingertips into Ron’s thigh, rubbing them up and down. His cock twitched against her subtle stimulation, and her eyes lit up as she smiled at Jennifer.

“Rex is my rock. I couldn’t live without him. And I can never get enough of him.”

Jessica continued her act, directing her attention to each couple as they spoke, while quickening the up and down grinding of her hand into Ron’s growing erection. The resort director turned towards them.

“How about the Strokers?”

Jessica turned to look at Ron with a wicked grin. His face glowed beet red, and the veins in his neck popped out.

“How about you, Ron? Why don’t you stand up and tell us something about Jessica?”

“Well, um…”

“C’mon, honey. Tell the nice people about me.”

He cast a glance aside at Jessica, grimacing. Then he groaned, rising as though suffering from arthritis, and his erection pushed a small but noticeable bump in the front of his shorts. Kalei pressed his lips together and locked his eyes on Ron’s. Ron closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Jessica looked him up and down, smiling as she put a hand down on the bench and leaned back into it.

I’m evil, she thought.

“So, Jessica…”

He looked up at the sky and put his hands on his hips. Jessica tilted her head to the side and wrinkled her nose. His changing posture surprised her a bit. She wondered what he might say.

“My life would be pretty dull without her. I’m pretty straight-laced. I don’t take risks. Don’t venture outside my comfort zone much. No one would want to read my life story if I were the only author of it.”

He opened his eyes and looked down at Jessica. Tenderness filled them, and his lips curled up into a warm smile.

“But she came into my life and wrote on my soul with her electricity and her wild imagination. And it hasn’t all been highs. Some of it has been lows. Some of it has been very uncomfortable. But it made for a much more thrilling ride.”

Jessica’s eyes glistened as Ron placed a hand on her shoulder.

“She’s at the center of all the moments in my life when I felt most alive. I have no regrets,” he said.

Rex called out.

“Woo-hoo! Tell it, Sugar Ron!”

A warmth expanded through Jessica’s chest, and a prickle formed behind her eyes. Kalei interjected.

“Thanks for sharing that, Ron. How about you, Jessica?”

“Um…”

Jessica’s voice cracked, and she pressed her lips together as a tear welled up in her eye. She turned to look at Ron and smiled.

“He’s a good man.”

Her hand rose to her cheek and wiped the tear away to make way for another.

“I don’t deserve his love.”

Ron put an arm around her as she leaned her head on his shoulder. The warmth continued spreading through her body, and her head felt light. She melted into him and whispered.

“I’m sorry, Ron.”

He rubbed her thick, satiny brunette hair.

A pang shot from Jessica’s heart down the left side of her body, and she clenched her teeth. The ground beneath her feet felt distant.

Ugh, I hate feeling needy, she thought.

She took a deep breath and sat up, removing her head from Ron’s shoulder. Wiping the tears from her eyes, she straightened her spine and whispered again to Ron.

“Well, enough of that.”

Kalei gave some parting blessings and dismissed everyone. Jessica stood and perused the group as they made their way out of their seats and into the aisles. Then she snapped her head back to Ron and gave him a wry grin.

“What do you say we invite your boyfriend and his little shadow to join us for lunch?”

Ron’s eyebrows drew together.

“Umm…”

“Oh, c’mon, Sugar Ron. You two can talk about your next workout date plans.”

She grabbed his hand and pulled him down the row towards Rex and Jennifer.

Time to plant more seeds, Jessica thought.


Chapter 4


“I’m so hungry, I could eat a horse,” Rex said.

Jessica peered at him over the brim of her menu. Her devilish smile and mischievous tone hid behind it.

“I don’t know about a horse, but a big, juicy piece of meat sounds fabulous.”

A sharp stabbing pain shot through Ron’s chest. At that point, he could deal with Jessica seducing every man on the island. All except one. He never expected a muscular, handsome man to like him, much less take him on as a workout buddy. In his experience, jocks made fun of nerds. Beat them up. Toyed with them. But Rex befriended him. Even invited him to workout together.

“What about you, Sugar Ron?” Rex asked.

“I don’t know. I’m kinda craving Mexican. But would they have that here?”

“Even after you devoured my taco the other night?” Jessica asked.

Ron smirked, casting a side glance at her and shaking his head.

“How did you make tacos here on the island?” Jennifer asked.

She frowned as her eyes narrowed on Jessica. Ron interjected.

“She didn’t. Honey, you must be referring to the night before we left to come here. That was a week ago.”

Jessica lowered the menu and sat up, her shoulders back, as she turned to look at Ron.

“Oh, that’s right. I remember now. You inhaled my taco, and after that, we both came.”

Ron blinked as he pressed his lips together.

Oh my god, Jessica, just stop, he thought.

Rex chimed in with an ignorant, giddy tone.

“And then we met you and Sugar Ron at the airport!”

“Like it was destiny,” Jessica said.

Her tone carried dramatic flare, finished off with the wry grin on her face.

“Well, you joke about it, but I haven’t had a workout partner in years,” Rex said. “Sugar Ron, over there, can really pound a punching bag.”

Ron’s ears grew hot as he smiled and shrugged.

“What can I say? Punching is kinda my thing. But what about you, Rex? I’ve never seen someone lift as much weight as you do. You’ve got some serious guns.”

“You mean these?”

Rex lifted his arms on either side of his head and flexed his biceps. Jennifer smiled, looking up at him.

“Sometimes, Rex uses me for a bench press. He just lies on the ground. Then I lay on his hands, and he lifts me over and over,” she said.

Jessica turned to Ron and put a fingertip between her teeth.

“Just imagine that, Ron. Little Jennifer over there getting on top of Rex and letting him use her.”

“It’s not much of a workout. She’s light as a feather,” Rex said.

“But it’s fun. I feel like I’m flying when you do it.”

“Oh, I bet you do,” Jessica said. “I know I would.”

Jessica turned to Rex and reached out a hand to touch his bulging bicep, still lifted and flexed.

“Rex, honey, I imagine any woman would be happy to let you use them for your workouts.”

Jennifer’s tone turned stern.

“Jessica, do you always touch people without asking?”

Jessica withdrew her hand, and Rex lowered his arms, reaching out to Jennifer to stroke her shoulder.

“It’s ok, babe. She just wanted to feel my guns. I get that all the time.”

Jennifer continued, nostrils flared, glaring at Jessica.

“I realize you probably cut your preschool classes, but when the rest of us were two, we learned to keep our hands to ourselves.”

They all returned their eyes to their menus. The table shook from Rex’s restless leg, twitching up against it until he stopped.

“Sorry,” he mouthed.

Ron turned the menu over. The sounds of seagulls in the distance failed to penetrate the thumping of his heart inside his head. He dared not look at Jennifer. The heat from her temper radiated across the table towards Jessica, roasting him in the crossfire. He pretended to study the menu, but he knew what he wanted. A large helping of “get me out of here.” He hated awkward tension.

“I hope I’m not interrupting.”

Ron looked up, relieved at Rayan standing next to him.

“Hey, Rayan. Not at all,” he said.

“You can take one of our seats. Rex and I were just about to leave,” Jennifer said.

Her smug smile clashed with her curt tone and cold eyes. Rex frowned.

“But babe, we haven’t even ordered,” he said.

Jennifer turned to him, her tone instructive.

“I’m not hungry. I’ve lost my appetite.”

“But I’m…”

“Leaving. Now.”

She glared at him, and Rex put his menu down on the table.

“See y’all later. Sugar Ron, maybe we can hit the gym again soon.”

“Sounds good, man.”

The feet of Jennifer’s chair scraped on the pavement as she stood and turned her back to Ron and Jessica. She extended a stiff arm and open hand to Rex, who waved at the rest of the table. Jennifer huffed.

“C’mon, Rex.”

She grabbed Rex’s hand and dragged him away from the table.

Wow. Demure Jennifer can be assertive when she wants to be, Ron thought.

“I’m sorry if I interrupted something,” Rayan said.

“No, your timing was perfect,” said Jessica. “Wanna have a seat? Those two are still warm.”

She leaned back, gestured to her lap, and winked.

“This one is even warmer.”

Rayan’s voice cracked as he laughed.

Ron’s nerves clawed at the inside of his skin, his mind still anchored to the departure of his workout buddy with an angry wife.

“I won’t stay. I just wanted to apologize again for my wife’s behavior.”

“Relax, Rayan. You have done nothing wrong,” Jessica said. “Not yet, anyway.”

Jessica pursed her lips and eyed Rayan like prey. He swallowed hard and shifted to stand behind Jennifer’s vacated chair.

“She’s a very charitable woman. We come from a very conservative culture. She is not used to the ways of a more modern woman like yourself, Mrs. Jessica.”

Jessica grinned at Ron and stroked his arm with her fingertips.

“You hear that, babe? I’m modern.”

Ron still held on to his menu, his smirk appearing for an instant before fading to flat, his forehead wrinkled from the thoughts still racing in his mind. He wanted to feel playful with Jessica as he had over the last several days, but her flirtations with Rex vexed him. Rayan continued.

“But she can also have a mean side. Mean as a viper. It is best not to awaken her anger, Mrs. Jessica.”

“Trust me, Rayan. I’ve dealt with vipers before. She’s not the first.”

“I just wanted to caution you. I will leave you two alone. Have a beautiful day.”

Rayan bowed and turned to step away. Jessica called after him.

“Don’t be a stranger!”

Her eyes tracked him as Rayan’s steps scuffed the stoned path, dirtied with sand grains.

“Do you ever worry that you’re going to burn in hell for these games?” Ron asked. “Because I do.”

“You worry for me?”

“I’m worried for both of us.”

Jessica looked down at the arm of her chair and stroked it with her fingers.

“What’s the story? That some guy named Peter guards the pearly gates?”

“That’s the story.”

“Well, with a name like that, he’s bound to have a cock capable of a rock-hard erection.”

Ron sighed.

“See what I did there?”

“Yeah, clever.”

“I mean, I do have heavenly tits, and I can give one hell of a blob job. Those have opened doors for me in the past.”

Ron shook his head and rolled his eyes.

“I’m serious.”

“I know.”

She looked away. A breeze passed across the patio and brushed at her hair, causing it to dance.

“I think I’d rather burn in hell for being my authentic self than live forever among righteous people who are not my people. It’s what I love most about my new job. My boss. She’s just as evil as I am.”

Ron raised his eyebrows and curled his lips. He admitted to himself that he respected her response. Honest. Twisted. Real. He folded his hands in front of him on the table and stared at them.

“You are evil, but you catch blame for things that aren’t your fault. All these men you’ve seduced. They are adults. They make their own choices.”

He reached for a fork and poked at a folded cloth napkin.

“I think it’s easier for people to blame the woman. To label her the slut. To give the man a pass. Like he couldn’t help it.”

“I am pretty persuasive.”

“Yes, but they have a choice. When they choose you, it’s because you radiate something that resonates inside of them.”

“I know. And I love bringing it out of them. Exposing the truth.”

“That said, Jessica. Please, stay away from Rex.”

She turned her head towards Ron and leaned back in her chair. Her eyes narrowed.

“Don’t want me to seduce your new boyfriend?”

“C’mon, Jessica. You can fuck every other man on this island for all I care, but I haven’t had a guy friend in a long time.”

“Which would make it so evil of me to seduce him. Just think of it. Your hateful wife using her wicked mouth and body to lead him to betray his new friend.”

Ron’s crotch pulsed, and his heart fluttered.

“I mean it. Stay away from him.”

“You don’t want me on my knees sucking his big, beautiful cock?”

She licked her lips and looked down at Ron’s shorts. They pressed against his rising erection, and his balls drew up underneath it.

“Jessica, oh my god. Seriously, no. I don’t.”

“Mmm-hmm. Ok,” she said. A wry grin on her face. She picked her menu back up and returned her gaze to it.

“Jessica, please. Not him.”

“Relax, Ron. I won’t fuck your boyfriend.”

He studied her face as it perused the menu in front of her.

I don’t believe you, he thought.

He adjusted his shorts and felt a wet spot where the tip of his cock pressed against them.

“Thank you,” he said.


Chapter 5


A pale orange sliver of sunrise peeked above the dark blue horizon of the ocean. Jessica slipped out of their bungalow, easing the door to a quiet close. Her black lace cover-up hid all but hints of her red micro bikini and slowed the cool air that brushed against her body. Her ruby-painted toenails shimmered in the fading moonlight as she placed a foot on the boardwalk leading away from her slumbering husband. Perhaps she wanted to practice a quiet escape. Or maybe she just wanted to go for a walk to think. She wasn’t sure.

Brunch with Ron the day before both stirred and irritated her. Sure, Rex caught her eye with his ripped physique and rugged good looks. With his wedding ring. And with the desperate clinching of his wife’s arms around him. But Ron erected a new wall between her and Rex. Set down new rules. And made the fruit of Rex’s cock even more forbidden. Jessica’s favorite kind.

Ron should know better, she thought.

She made her way down the boardwalk and onto the beach. Before long, the bungalows over the water and rows of rooms further back on the resort green all lay quiet behind her with their sleeping occupants. Her skin tingled as she turned to look back at them. She felt like a predator prowling among helpless victims. The whole place stood like a monument of judgment over her. Over her kind. Wild, untamed women like her and her boss, Erika. Every couple at the resort, devoted followers to this suffocating religion of fidelity and piety, had gathered for jury duty. Her shoulders pushed back as she squared her stance in the sand, facing the resort, and her chest rose and fell with heavy breaths.

She whispered to them.

“I could topple any of your precious marriages.”

The morning light of the sun grew stronger on her skin, warming it. She turned to face it, and a lump formed in her throat. Her eyes fell to the sand as the rays spotlighted her with increasing intensity. Ron’s words came back to her. His question. “Do you ever worry that you’re going to burn in hell for these games?” The sunlight pierced her soul with a divine and disapproving glare.

A tear formed in the corner of her eye as she responded to it.

“You were never on my side. Where were you when I needed you?”

She took a deep breath and grabbed the hem of the cover-up. Lifting it over her head, she tossed it on the sand in front of her. Then she reached behind her back for the clasp holding her bikini top in place and unfastened it. As the rising sun heated her bare tits, she raised her chin into it, gritting her teeth, and hissed through them.

“I choose me. Whether you do or not, I will always be on my side.”

Tears flowed freely, burning on her cheeks. She put her thumbs under the strings of her bikini bottom and pushed it over her hips so that it fell to her ankles. Air filled her lungs as she drew it in. Her eyes closed, and she lifted her hands to run her fingers through her hair. The warmth of the sun on her bare labia provoked her body to arousal. Her nipples and clitoris hardened and pulsed. Tiny sparks jumped between her skin and her fingertips as she moved them down over her breasts, grazing the tips of her nipples, down her abdomen until they rested on her hipbones. Her lips fell open.

“Yesss. I choose this body.”

Electricity coursing through her veins, she turned back towards the resort. Leaving her bikini and cover up on the sand, she took one step. Then another. Her strides widened, and her arms swung with them. Spray from the ocean misted her bare breasts. She imagined the early risers on the island might notice her walking back towards her bungalow. She cocked an eyebrow, and her mouth curled up on one side. With each stride, the bungalows and resort rooms with their potential witnesses grew closer.

Near one building, in the shadows, she noticed two figures. Women. Her hand raised to her forehead to shield her eyes from the risen sun so she could better see.

Huda and Jennifer. My favorite people, she thought.

Huda disappeared from view, but Jennifer marched towards Jessica.

“Oh boy,” Jessica said.

She kept walking back towards her bungalow, pretending to be unfazed by the approaching steam train.

And she seemed so shy when we first met, Jessica thought.

The muscles in her stomach tightened.

“Jessica, what the hell are you doing?”

Jessica’s eyes narrowed on Jennifer, who stopped a few feet from her.

“I’m going for a morning walk.”

“Obviously. Where are your clothes?”

Jessica turned back towards the distant spot where she disrobed and pointed towards it.

“I left them back there.”

“Well, go back and get them. Now.”

Jessica laughed and placed a hand on her hip, cocking it to the side.

“Excuse me, Jennifer, but you’re not the boss of me.”

“Who the hell do you think you are? This is not a nudist resort. It’s a couple’s retreat. The rest of us are here to work on our relationships with our partners, and we don’t need a trashy slut parading around the island in the butt floss you’ve been wearing, much less naked.”

“What does my naked body have to do with you working on your relationship?”

“Are you serious? Just go get your goddamn clothes on.”

Jennifer leaned forward and planted her open palms on Jessica’s shoulders, pushing her back. Jessica brushed her hands away.

“Bitch, don’t touch me.”

Jennifer’s eyes burned as she put a finger in Jessica’s face.

“I’ll do a lot worse than that if you don’t get your ass over there and put your fucking clothes back on.”

“Afraid your muscle man will see something he’d like to get his hands on?”

Jennifer’s mouth fell open. Then she reared back and slapped Jessica across the face so hard, it knocked her back. The tendons in Jessica’s neck tightened as she gritted her teeth. Heat from the slapped skin mixed with her erupting anger, and she came back at Jennifer with an even fiercer slap. Jennifer cried out as she spun around and returned with a closed-fisted left hook across Jessica’s mouth. Then she grabbed Jessica’s hair and drove a knee into her stomach. The blow knocked the wind out of Jessica, causing her to double over and fall to her knees. Jennifer stood over her, snarling.

“Listen, you cunt. Stay the fuck away from my man!”

Jessica’s chest ached as her lungs fought to recover from the blow and grasp even a little air. A crushing pain spread through her jaw, followed by a burning sting from the broken skin of her lip. She lifted her finger to her mouth and felt the wetness of blood trickling from it. Looking up, Jessica saw sand kicking up from Jennifer’s heels as she stormed away. Jessica spat blood onto the sand and winced at the pounding in her head.

You messed with the wrong bitch, she thought.

Jessica grunted as she lifted one leg and put a hand on it, pushing herself up from the ground. Once standing, she looked down the beach at the pile of her cover-up and bikini lying on the beach. She liked that suit and would get it later, but for now, she had a naked walk to finish. She watched Jennifer disappear around the same corner Huda exited behind earlier.

“Just try to tell me what to do with my body,” she said. “See what happens.”


Chapter 6


“Take a seat.”

Kalei Kahue gestured to the two chairs placed in front of his desk. Ron shuffled in like a dog with its tail between its legs, and Jessica followed. She attempted to make eye contact with the resort director, but he looked away as she passed him. Her perfume wafted by his nostrils, causing a momentary intoxication to ripple through his synapses. Once she passed him, Kalei’s eyes traveled down her curvy frame and stole a glimpse of her ass hugged by her crochet beach shorts. A wave of fluttery sensation rolled through his chest and stomach. He closed his eyes.

Focus, Kalei, he thought.

He reached with his eyes for a focal point on the far wall and walked around his desk as he clung to it with his stare.

“Thank you for coming in today, Mr. and Mrs. Stroker.”

Jessica’s leaned back, crossed her legs, and grinned.

“Our pleasure, Mr. Director, sir. We’ll come whenever you want us to.”

Ron pressed his lips together, almost grinning.

Kalei swallowed hard as he took a seat and folded his hands in front of him on his desk.

“I asked you to come in today to talk to you about some complaints I’ve received from a few of our guests.”

Kalei tried to get a handle on the rapid blinking of his eyes as he cleared his throat and glanced up at Jessica.

“Mrs. Stroker…”

Her eyes twinkled as she grinned and stared at him.

“Call me Jessica. Or call me whatever you want, Mr. Director.”

He squirmed, glimpsing her teeth biting her grinning bottom lip.

“Right. So, a few of our guests have come to me concerned about your attire.”

Her gaze on Kalei paralyzed him and made his heart pound in his chest.

“And how do you feel about my attire, Kalei?”

“Um… I didn’t ask you here to share my opinion of your attire, Jessica.”

“But you have one.”

“Personal feelings aside, as Director of this resort, I have to listen when guests come to me with complaints. Especially when it’s not just one guest.”

Ron interjected.

“What are the complaints, exactly?”

“I’ve been told that Mrs. Stroker… Jessica… has been wearing very skimpy bikinis on our beach. Or going topless.”

He shuddered.

“Or even completely naked.”

“Well, now, that would be very naughty of me, wouldn’t it? Someone should spank me.”

His heart fluttered.

“Please, Mrs. Stroker.”

“Jessica,” she replied.

“Please, Jessica. This is a serious matter.”

She sat up straight and placed her hands on her knee, leaning forward as her eyes narrowed on Kalei.

“Let me guess. Huda complained. And maybe Jennifer?”

“I’m not at liberty to reveal the source of the complaints.”

“You don’t have to. I know where this is coming from.”

“There was also an accusation that you were seducing other married men on the island.”

Ron’s ears flushed red.

“And you believe these accusations?” he asked.

Kalei shrugged and dropped his gaze to the space on his desk just in front of his folded hands.

“When multiple guests grumble about the same thing, it gives one reason to think they may be credible complaints.”

Jessica’s hand glided across her breast to the top button of her semi-sheer, white beach romper and unfastened it. Her fingertips slid beneath the open collar to caress her skin, and her voice dropped into a slow, husky tone.

“Tell me, Kalei, in all your time as the director of this fine establishment, have you ever done anything, shall we say, inappropriate with a guest?”

The director’s forehead glistened with the damp sheen of fresh sweat, and his chin trembled as he responded.

“I don’t see what that has to do with…”

“Have you ever, perhaps, wanted to do something inappropriate?”

Jessica rose and put her hands on the desk, leaning forward. The neck of her romper fell open, revealing her ample cleavage. Kalei fought to keep eye contact with her, but the gravity of her bare skin pulled his eyes down.

“That’s not at all what we’re here to talk about.”

“Isn’t it? You’re suggesting that I’m the type of person to do something inappropriate. You know, I’ve never sucked a resort director’s cock before, but…”

Jessica cocked an eyebrow and reached for him, but Kalei jumped from his chair, his face turning white.

“No, Mrs. Stroker, you must stop this at once!”

He pointed a quivering finger at her, looked at it, and then pulled it back to his chest. His voice whimpered as he attempted to raise it and find sternness.

“I have a responsibility to protect the mission of this establishment. I will not compromise my duty to indulge in such behavior. And I will not tolerate any such inappropriate behavior on the island between guests.”

Jessica maintained eye contact, her arms stiff and palms still planted on the desk.

“Ahh, but you want to, don’t you?”

Kalei lifted two clinched fists, eyes wide.

“Sit down, Mrs. Stroker. Listen to me, both of you. I know why you are here. I know about the will.”

The smile faded from Jessica’s face, and her gaze fell as she drifted back to her seat.

“You both need to leave here with an excellent report from our staff, and that includes me. Assuming you want to qualify yourselves for that inheritance money.”

Ron spoke up.

“How did you find out about this?”

“Everyone on the staff knows about it, Mr. Stroker. The attorney’s office that booked your reservations here informed us of the conditions of the will, and they requested a report of your attendance, participation, and cooperation after your stay.”

Kalei’s posture slumped as he ran his fingers into his hair and clasped a handful.

I need a vacation from this place, he thought.

He took a deep breath and raised his hands for emphasis, eyebrows raised.

“So, can you please stop whatever games you two have been playing? I don’t want to hear any more complaints from my guests about you streaking or seducing married men. Do you understand?”

Jessica made a tiny triangle with her index fingers and rested them on her lips, her head tilted forward and eyes glancing up at Kalei. He raised his voice.

“Do you understand?”

Ron glanced over at Jessica and then at the director.

“Yes, we’ve got it. You won’t hear of any more trouble from us.”

“I hope not.”

Ron made eye contact with Jessica and nodded towards the door. They both rose and turned. Jessica’s eyes trailed, leaving one last glance back at Kalei with a smirk. Her body slinked out like a serpent, and Kalei’s eyes failed him, following the hypnotic movements of her hips until she disappeared through the doorway to his office. He walked over to the door and closed it, leaning his head against it and catching his breath. His heart pounded.

“Those two are going to be trouble,” he said.


Chapter 7


“I think we have to stop,” Ron said.

Jessica grinned at Ron and stepped ahead of him into their bungalow. Her open palms rested on her hips as they swayed with her steps.

“I know what you’re trying to do, but I need you to listen to me, Jessica.”

Her thumbs hooked into the crocheted shorts and slid forward and back around the rim, teasing them down just far enough to reveal the tops of her ass cheeks.

“Oh, I’m listening, Sugar Ron.”

Ron felt a tingling sensation behind his forehead that cascaded down through his chest into his crotch.

“We have to think about what we’re risking, Jessica, and why we came here to begin with.”

She pushed the shorts over her bare ass cheeks but spread her legs, keeping them from falling to the floor.

“You’re worried about getting caught, but Ron, I never get caught. People only find out about my cheating if I want them to.”

“I see. And that’s how you lost your job at Starlight?”

Jessica turned her head towards him, her mouth wide open.

“Yes, I know about that. And don’t worry. I’m over it.”

“How did you find out?”

“You think Steve’s wife was going to keep that secret from me? She hates you.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“That bitch.”

“You’re missing the point. You’re crafty, Jessica, but you can still get caught. And you heard what that resort director said. If that happens, we lose the money.”

Jessica cocked an eyebrow and pulled her thighs together, letting the shorts fall to the floor. As she turned her body towards Ron, her bare labia drew his gaze, and he shivered as his voice cracked.

“Please, Jessica. We need to stop this game.”

Jessica lifted the romper up over her head and tossed it on the floor. Her eyes fucked Ron’s as she reached behind her neck to untie her bikini top.

“What if I can’t stop, Ron? What if I’m too evil to resist the taste of infidelity?”

Ron’s cock twitched, and his heart knocked at his chest bone.

She took the untied ends of her top and held them up in front of him, the cups still hiding her breasts from his view.

“What if my pussy can’t stop taking married cocks from their wives? What if it can’t stay faithful to you in these last weeks of our marriage? No matter what it costs me?”

Her fingertips let go of the strands, and they fell. The cups of her bikini floated down with them and revealed her breasts. Ron’s cock pressed up against his shorts, and the hair on the back of his neck stood on end.

“Jessica…”

She stepped towards him, raising a finger to his lips to stop him. Her fingers took the top button of his shirt and unbuttoned it.

“And what if you want to feel these tits against you so bad that you can’t bring yourself to stop me?”

She unbuttoned the rest of his shirt and pressed the soft warmth of her breasts into Ron’s bare chest. Her mouth hovered close to his neck, and her fiery breath electrified his skin.

“What if your cock aches so much to be in this pussy that you don’t care if it has taken other forbidden cocks? Don’t care that I risked your precious millions so my slutty pussy could have what it wanted?”

Her hands took hold of his waistband and fiddled with the button. Ron’s eyes closed as his head fell back. All his willpower melted in the heat of her seduction. She was right. His body betrayed him. It wanted her, no matter what it might cost him. Or what she had done.

“Oh my god,” he muttered.

“You mean, your goddess?”

She chuckled as she unfastened his shorts and pushed them to his ankles. Her fingers jerked his boxers down as her breasts left his chest, and the wet heat of her mouth surrounded his cock. His heartbeat thundered through his forearms, slamming into the knuckles of his clenched fists. He opened his eyes, pleading with the ceiling for the resolve to wrench himself free from her alluring assault. Her mouth popped off the head of his hardness, and her thumb and index finger encircled it. She teased it with slow strokes up and down the shaft.

“Yesss, your cock can’t resist. And what if this mouth continued to suck other married cocks on this island? Drink their cum? And then come back to slather my unfaithful saliva all over your unsuspecting dick?”

Her salacious words and wicked laugh reverberated in Ron’s chest, and his erection twitched in her hand. She extended her tongue and licked the underside from the base up to the tip, sending shock waves from it into Ron’s abdomen that tingled in his nipples. She enclosed her lips around the head again and plunged down to the base of the shaft with the enclosure of her mouth. Her suction held Ron like a dying antelope in the jaws of a lion. Her fingernails dug into the sides of his hips, and the pain intensified the sensations of pleasure radiating from his hard cock. Ron’s head fell in surrender, and his gaze flew like a moth into the raging flames in her eyes. They consumed him. Her stare locked on him as she slid her lips up his shaft and off his pulsing head.

“Fuck me,” she said.

She rose, walked over to the bed, and bent over, propelling her ass towards him. Her back arched down, causing her pussy to push out into the open air and beckon to his throbbing member with its shimmering wetness.

“Look at it, Ron.”

His mouth watered, and he swallowed hard.

“Just imagine the cocks it has taken. That it will take.”

She swayed her hips to the left and right, drawing him into a trance.

“Come grab these hips and drive your hungry cock into its evil. Spank this ass for what it wants to do behind your back. You know you want to.”

Ron trembled from head to toe as he stepped forward. Images of Jessica kneeling in front of Rayan and Rex inundated his mind, pressing the accelerator of his arousal. He placed a hand onto her ass, and a jolt of liquid heat rushed up from his fingertips into his brain. She hissed at him.

“Yessss, let the evil overtake you.”

His hands took hold of her and tightened their grip on her soft skin. He slid his cock into the dripping fire of her pussy, and she groaned. Her ass drove back into his hips so that she engulfed him. He inhaled as he soaked in her dark energy, and his hips flexed and drove into her. His hand left for a brief second to spank her ass before grasping back at her as though he might lose his balance.

“That’s right, Ron. Spank that ass!”

She clenched around him as she howled.

“I’m cumming on your cock with this evil pussy!”

The sides of his neck pulled tight with burning pain that shot into his skull, and sweat dripped down his forehead into his eyes. His heart thrashed inside him, and his cock exploded. He cried out.

“Oh, fuck!”

“Give me your cum!”

Her pussy squeezed his pulsating shaft, and she reached back to fondle his balls as if to milk every drop out of him. It drained from him like blood into the bite of a thirsty vampire. His energy melted away, and his legs trembled. The heat in his chest and skull rolled over him like waves with each pound of his heart. He stumbled back and dropped to his knees, putting a hand down to steady himself.

Jessica rose, turned, and walked over to him. Her fingers ran through his wet hair and took hold of a fistful. She lifted his head as she thrust her pussy into his face. He saw his cum mixed with hers, draining out of it.

“Your essence mixed with my evil juices. Just like you. Unable to separate from it.”

Ron whimpered in agreement.

“Lick it,” she said.

She pulled his head into her, and he extended his tongue in obedience. The abrasive taste of his seed reminded him of having his mouth washed with ivory soap. Like punishment. His stomach turned, and he winced, but he continued, burying his tongue inside her dripping folds.

“So pussy-whipped.”

She snickered.

“And you’ll just have to wonder if I’m respecting your wishes or risking your precious inheritance with my wicked cunt.”


Chapter 8


Tiki torches burned on either side of the entrance to the large tent, and thick red tassels spread out from the bottom edge across the stone pavement around it. Jessica winced at the brick in her stomach as she approached. Smoking pot had gotten her through her last visit with Siddhi, the island therapist, but no intoxicant could quell her inner torment this time.

She paused outside the entrance, taking a deep breath.

“C’mon, Jessica. Just get it over with.”

Shaking her head at the ground, she stepped through the beaded curtains and into the incense-filled air inside. Siddhi sat in the center on a small, faded oriental rug.

“Ah, Jessica. So good to see you again.”

The warmth of her smile pried at the steel cage around Jessica’s heart.

Wipe that grin off your face, bitch, Jessica thought.

“Come. Have a seat with me.”

Jessica rolled her eyes as she stepped forward and took a seat in front of Siddhi.

“I almost didn’t come today.”

“Why is that?”

“Because I hate this shit.”

Siddhi chuckled.

“Untangling the mysteries in our souls is challenging work, but it is always worth the price we pay.”

Jessica groaned.

“So, what tortures have you concocted for me today?”

“I want to show you something.”

Siddhi reached behind her and pulled out a book.

“What is this?”

“The Canterbury Tales. By Geoffrey Chaucer.”

“Uhhh… ok.”

“Have you read them?”

“I was supposed to read them in my English Lit class back in college, but I had other priorities. Ya know? Like having fun.”

Siddhi grinned.

“Yes, I imagine those are the priorities of most college students. I want to show you something.”

She opened the book resting in Jessica’s hands and thumbed through the pages.

“Here it is. The Miller’s Tale. Read this part right here.”

Jessica sighed and let her eyes fall to the page.

“You know there’s a reason I avoided this stuff the first time someone tried to get me to read it.”

“Trust me, Jessica. It will interest you.”

Jessica’s eyes perused the words, and her eyebrows lifted.

“Wait. So, this Alison chick cheated on her husband Nicholas with this dude, John.”

“Yes, keep reading.”

After a moment of more reading, Jessica laughed.

“And they tricked the husband into believing a flood was coming just so they could fuck in his bed?”

“That’s right. Let me show you another story.”

She turned a few more pages.

“Ahh, yes. The Merchant’s Tale. Read that passage there.”

Jessica read for a few minutes. She smirked at the thought that such smut existed in classic English literature. Then her jaw dropped.

“This bitch May used her blind husband’s back to climb into a tree to fuck this Damyan? While her husband was right there?”

“That’s right. And when the god Pluto granted Januarie his sight back, he saw the betrayal, but his wife convinced him it wasn’t what it looked like. And Chaucer ended with the hint that she continued to cheat on her husband.”

Jessica shrugged and shut the book.

“Ok, so what’s your point? That I should have paid more attention in English Lit. Got it. Thanks for catching me up.”

“No, Jessica. That’s not my point. These are just two examples of a theme that occurs all over Medieval English literature. The people of that time believed women to be sexually insatiable and inclined to cheat on their husbands.”

Siddhi took the book back.

“Of course, the Church frowned upon it.”

“I’m sure they did.”

“But, Jessica, you are not as much of a freak of nature as you think you are. Modern views of women and sexuality have left you, and many women, with the idea that they are, or should be, far less sexual than men. But it wasn’t always that way. Did you think about the questions I asked you?”

“What questions?”

“The ones I asked you at the end of our last session.”

Jessica smirked.

“You know you got me totally fucked up in that session. I don’t remember anything we talked about.”

“I asked you if you thought you would cheat on your next partner. And if so, why?”

“Oh, well, that’s easy. Yes, I will probably cheat because I’m an evil bitch.”

“That’s too easy.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. What? You don’t like that answer?”

“No, Jessica, I don’t. Because it’s too easy to hate yourself. It’s hard… very hard… to learn to love yourself. Because of what you learned from your father.”

A sharp pang shot through Jessica’s chest, and her blood boiled.

“Don’t bring that son of a bitch into this! I didn’t learn shit from him!”

“Jessica…”

Tears formed in Jessica’s eyes.

“And thanks for the fucking history lesson, but in case you haven’t noticed, we’re not in the Middle Ages, Siddhi. This is the goddamned twenty-first century where women get crucified for cheating!”

Jessica stood up and turned to exit.

Siddhi called after her as she stormed away.

“Jessica, they do, but what if they shouldn’t be? What if your truth is that you are a slut? And what if that’s ok?”

Her words stopped Jessica in her tracks. She spun around, her eyes burning through her tears, and she pointed at Siddhi.

“Quit pretending that I’m not a horrible person. I know what I am!”

Jessica’s chest inflated with the eruption of grief that Siddhi uncorked as she choked out her words.

“No one could love me! Not if they know the truth about me!”

“But what if someone could, Jessica? What if they do?”

“Who? Like Ron? Don’t give me that shit, Siddhi. Hope is a cruel joke, but I’m not fucking laughing. And I’m not falling for it. I’m not some starry-eyed innocent just waiting to have my heart broken by reality. I’m a whore, ok? And Ron doesn’t love me. He may think he does, but he doesn’t. He can’t.”

Jessica leaned forward towards Siddhi, annunciating her words as if they were blades slicing the air.

“I’m unlovable!”

She headed back for the door, her vision clouded by the swirl of tears. The back of her throat ached from the forceful pounding of her sobs against it. Siddhi’s mouth turned down, and her eyes saddened as she shook her head.

“Jessica, you learned that from your father.”

The words bounced off Jessica’s mental shield. Her teeth gritted in a fierce stance against the seeds that Siddhi tried to plant in her head. Just before passing through the hanging beads, she stopped, looked back at Siddhi, and hissed.

“You’ll see. When I’m done with this island, you’ll see exactly what I am. And then you’ll know that no one, not even Ron Stroker, could love a cunt like me!”

She tore through the beads, stumbled out past the edge of the pavement until she fell to her knees in the sand. Her head pounded from the crying, and her chest ached. She clinched a fistful of sand and squeezed it until her palms stung, and her words whistled through her gritted teeth.

“I’m going to fuck every man on this goddamned island!”


Chapter 9


A figure moved from darkness into the light pouring from two halogens at the corner of a guest building. Its ghostly shadow darted across the wall of the building next door. Moonlight rained down to highlight their black hood as they continued out into the blackness of the open field. The figure stopped in the center, far from all the buildings, and an eerie blue light illuminated her face.

Huda’s fingers pecked at her phone screen as she scowled into its unnatural glare. Then she held it to her ear. A deep voice with a thick Middle Eastern accent spoke through it.

“Yes, my dear. It is very late. What is it? Is something wrong?”

“Yes, Baba. Something is very wrong.”

“What is it? Are you hurt?”

“Not yet, Baba. But there is a shaitan at work here at the resort. It lives inside a vile woman who sews seeds of lust and seduces married men into Zina.”

“Are you sure of this?”

“Yes, Baba. I am certain of it. I can feel it in my very bones.”

“But, Huda, have you actually seen her seducing these men into an act of Zina?”

Huda whined as she raised her voice.

“Baba, no. How could I have seen it? But I know she is doing it.”

Her father released a heavy sigh through the phone.

“My dear Huda, do you remember Raghibah?”

Huda hung her head, and her voice dropped to a mumble.

“Yes, Baba.”

“Do you remember coming to me with these same accusations about her? You were certain, because you saw her always going into the home of Saafir and Deema, that she was seducing Saafir.”

“There was more than that, Baba.”

Her father cut her off.

“We brought both Raghibah and Saafir before the elders. We investigated them. They were both brought to shame by just the insinuation of guilt.”

“I know, Baba.”

Her father’s voice grew stern and louder.

“But they were not guilty, Huda. Raghibah was caring for Deema’s aging mother. She was like a daughter to them.”

“I still don’t believe…”

“Huda, my dear, you are a smart woman, and I am quite proud of you. But you are a very suspicious person, and sometimes your suspicions are just that. Nothing more.”

“But Baba…”

Huda’s whining took a sudden turn into blubbering.

“She is after Rayan!”

Her boo hoo’ing traveled across the green, but no tears fell from her eyes.

“What?”

“Yes, Baba. And you should see the way he looks at her. I am worried he will not be strong enough to resist the power of her temptations. That he may fall into Zina, Baba!”

“I see.”

“Baba, please, help me. I do not want this harlot to ensnare Rayan.”

“No, I do not want that either.”

Huda’s shoulders rose and fell with her heavy breathing. She pushed out her bottom lip and lowered her voice to a whimper.

“Please, Baba.”

“I want to believe Rayan will be strong in the face of any such temptation. He is like a son to me. But if it as you say, and this woman is after him, then I cannot have my daughter’s marriage destroyed by Zina.”

“Baba, she is a beguiling witch. She walks around the resort wearing almost nothing. Using her body as a trap to pull men into sin.”

Huda added a few more sobs for effect as she waited for her father’s response. Her eyes glared into the distance, focusing on her imagined target.

“There are challenges with this, Huda. The island where you are staying is outside the jurisdiction of the Qubth-ut-Allah. We do not have influence there.”

“But I have seen you work, Baba. I know there is nowhere on Allah’s green earth that the Qubth-ut-Allah cannot reach.”

“I wish it were so, my daughter.”

Huda raised her voice as though she hoped to wake the rest of the island.

“It is so!”

Her father snapped back at her.

“Huda, that’s enough!”

She dropped her gaze to the ground in front of her.

“Yes, Baba.”

“Listen to me. I cannot do anything based on just your… intuitions. You must have solid evidence. Do you understand?”

“I do.”

“You need witnesses. Recordings. Pictures. Video of this woman committing the crimes you are alleging. And it cannot be just pictures of her walking around in these outfits you described. The cultures of the world are not like ours. They are heathens. Such attire is acceptable to them. You will need irrefutable evidence of her in the act of Zina.”

“But how do you expect me…”

“Huda, dear, you will figure it out.”

She huffed a breath through her nostrils.

“You have your phone. You can take pictures and video with that.”

Huda’s foot swiveled as it dug into the grass as she faked sniffles.

“Ok, Baba.”

“I will talk to the elders about this matter and see how they want to handle it, provided you can produce the evidence. But in the meantime, dear Huda, try to focus on your husband. Do not neglect your duty as a wife to serve and please him. This is your greatest defense against the Zina. Do you understand?”

She rolled her eyes but managed to sound sincere.

“Yes, I do.”

“Very good, then. I am proud of you, my daughter. Keep me informed. And may the blessings of Allah be upon you.”

“Thank you, Baba.”

She hung up the phone and stared into the darkness through stoic, dry eyes. Her thumb rubbed the glass on the phone screen, and her teeth ground together. Her chin jutted out as she whispered to the air.

“So, Jessica, it’s cat and mouse, then. And this cat will hide and wait for you to make your move.”

She lifted the phone to look at the screen, and she opened the camera app, switching it to video mode. Her eyebrows slanted inward as her eyes narrowed.

“And then, I will have you.”


Chapter 10


Kalei’s chest tingled, and he struggled to swallow as he rubbed his wedding ring with his thumb. His fingers rested on the handle of his desk drawer. Taking a deep breath, he pulled it open and picked up the small decanter and shot glass that sat at the bottom of it.

I need this, he thought.

His hands trembled as he poured himself a shot of the whiskey and tossed it back. The burn of the alcohol singed his sinuses and rippled through his skull. The painful tension in his neck and shoulders eased. He poured another shot, got up and carried it over to a window, and pulled the shades open to let the sunlight pour into the room. In all those years as resort director, he only fell twice. Only gave in to temptation and engaged in adulterous sex with a guest just three - or no - it was four times. But there had been so many other opportunities he had resisted. Many lustful wives tried to seduce him, and he found the strength each time to resist. To hold on to fidelity. But none of them affected him like this woman. This Jessica Stroker. Was she a witch? A sorceress? After her last visit with her husband, Ron, her seductive energy remained on Kalei. In him. Coursing through his veins, through the synapses of his brain, like poison. He whispered as he stared out the window.

“And she’ll be here any minute.”

He threw back the second shot.

“I hope you’re going to share.”

The silky voice came from behind him, startling him. He turned his head, and his eyes widened. Jessica Stroker stood in his office with a grin and cocked eyebrow. A bright green sundress hugged her voluptuous curves, plunging at the neckline to reveal abundant cleavage, and stopping high on her thighs, just below where he imagined her crotch to be. Over her shoulder, she held a handful of hangers carrying clothes.

“Thanks, Mr. Director, for agreeing to see me alone. I just wanted a chance to talk to you some about these accusations. I brought some outfits you’ve heard about so you could see them for yourself. Maybe it’ll help you decide if I should stop wearing them on your island.”

She chuckled. Kalei stood paralyzed, his eyes traveling up and down her serpentine frame.

“You might want to close those shades, Mr. Director.”

He shook from his trance and pulled the chord, closing it. She turned and pulled the shades closed on the French doors leading into his office.

“There. Now we have perfect privacy. So, we can talk.”

She tossed the clothes onto Kalei’s desk, winked, and bit her bottom lip. Then she lifted the sundress over her head, revealing her naked body. A hot stake pierced Kalei’s chest. Her buxom breasts hovered above a toned abdomen, and her waxed labia peeked out from between smooth, muscular thighs. A rich caramel color spread across every inch of her skin, barely interrupted by the faintest of tan lines. He stammered.

“Wha.. what are you doing?”

She reached for one of her bikinis lying on his desk and lifted it.

“I’m trying on my outfits for you, silly.”

“But you’re naked.”

“Yes, well, a necessary evil if I’m going to show you these. You can close your eyes if you don’t want to see.”

A wry grin spread across her mouth as her eyes crawled down his body towards his crotch.

“Or keep them open if you do.”

Kalei’s cock pressed up against his pants as if responding to the call of her hungry stare. His jaw tensed, and his clammy fists clenched.

“This is the little red number I wore on the beach the first day.”

She turned and bent over, her ass facing Kalei and her pussy peeking out at him. The pressure of his inflating shaft pulsed as his member twitched inside his boxer briefs. She stepped into the thin stringed loops and pulled them up around the taut curves of her calves. The red strands caressed her velvety hamstrings before nestling like floss in between the lustrous bubbles of her ass cheeks. Turning back towards him, she revealed the tiny red patch just covering her labia, hinting at their contours, and baring a long stretch of her firm, bronzed skin leading up to her navel. Her eyes burned through him as she reached for the top and stayed locked on him as she put it on. It also featured tiny patches that just covered her nipples and little else of her ample breasts. She placed her hands on her hips.

“So? What do you think?”

Kalei’s voice cracked as he stumbled over his words, his eyes caught in a mesmerized stupor, glued to her body.

“I, um… Well, it’s very revealing.”

Jessica did a slow pirouette, giving him a full 360-degree view of her statuesque physique. Her voice grew husky.

“Hmm, so you think perhaps I’m being naughty by going around in public wearing an outfit so revealing?”

She stepped towards the edge of the desk, making her way around to Kalei’s side.

“Well, Mrs. Stroker, I…”

“I mean, walking around the resort wearing this, showing everyone so much of my tits and my ass. And a nice hint of my pussy lips. That seems like something a bad girl would do, don’t you think?”

The veins in Kalei’s neck pulled at his jaw, and he backed towards the window. Her steps slithered towards him, and she lifted her hands to cup the sides of her breasts and push them together.

“I imagine the married men on this island have struggled to keep their eyes off these tits, don’t you think? Maybe imagined their cocks nestled in between them.”

Kalei surrendered to the trap of her hands and her words, letting his gaze fall to rest on the soft curves of her cleavage. He took another step back, and his shoulder blades landed on the wall behind him. His breaths quickened, and his chest fluttered with a light stinging sensation.

“Maybe you’d like to feel your cock between them, Mr. Director.”

She slipped up to him and dropped to her knees, her eyes locked into his. He trembled as she unfastened his belt and unzipped his pants, and his voice whimpered.

“I shouldn’t do this.”

Her fingers took hold of the hem of his boxers, and her fingernails tickled the skin underneath.

“That’s right. You shouldn’t. But you can’t resist your need to feel them. To feel this mouth around your cock. No one can.”

She pulled the boxers down, and the air rushed in around the hungry skin of his erection.

“Oh my, Mr. Director. You have a very nice cock.”

His heart pounded as he pushed his head back into the wall and tightened his ass cheeks. The warmth of her lips grazing the head of his dick sent ripples of electricity up through his abdomen. It spread into the outside edges of his chest and armpits. He closed his eyes as she slid the hot, wet lasso of her lips down around his shaft, engulfing it. His body shook.

“Oh, god!”

Her hand planted into the crease between his stomach and thigh, and she pushed him back into the wall. With her other hand, she encircled the base of his shaft and dug into him so that his erection tightened and swelled. She ambushed the aching granite of his cock with voodoo of her mouth, slathering it with her saliva as her hand and mouth moved up and down his shaft, driving down into the base, gripping him, and then pulling up to the rim of his swollen head. Her head bobbed like a piston, milking him at full throttle towards the edge of orgasm. And betrayal. He winced as his thumb again grazed his wedding ring in his clasped hand. Shaking his head, he cried.

“I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it.”

Then he groaned and convulsed as his climax roared forth. She hummed with delight, and the vibrations coaxed the full volume of his load into her. Reaching around him and grabbing his ass, she pulled at him and gored his pelvic bone with her lips. They pressed into him like those of a hungry lion, drinking every drop of his seed. He melted into the wall, and a tear ran down his cheek. He whispered.

“What have I done?”

The tip of his retreating cock slid off her tongue, and she stood. Her mouth hovered near his ear, and her hot breath blew into it as she hissed.

“Mmm, I love the taste of infidelity.”

He lay paralyzed against the wall, his strength drained from him. She turned and walked back around the table, grabbing her clothes.

“I’m so glad you approve of my outfits and don’t believe all those horrible accusations about me, Mr. Director.”

He opened an eye and furrowed his eyebrows. Jessica walked over to a small bookcase on his office's sidewall and reached for the top shelf. A phone leaned up against a row of books, and the camera pointed straight at Kalei. She picked it up and looked at it.

“Yep, looks like I got everything.”

Kalei’s heart thudded against the inside of his chest, and his head grew woozy. His mouth fell open.

“Wait, what is that?”

“Just a little insurance. Don’t worry, Kalei. No one will ever see this video. As long as you leave me alone and quit entertaining the hateful bitches on the island who have nothing better to do than be jealous.”

She winked and waved at him as she slipped out the door. He looked up at the ceiling.

“Oh, my god. What have I done?”


Chapter 11


“Ron, darling, I think I’m going to need your help with something.”

Jessica held the plush towel around her wet head and massaged her hair around in it. Ron squinted into the morning light that invaded their room, his head still resting on his pillow, as Jessica twisted the towel into a turban on top of her head. She walked over to the bed and leaned over him, placing her hands on either side of his head. Her bare breasts hung in his line of sight.

“Could you help me?”

He lifted his hands to his eyes and rubbed them.

“Sure. I mean, I guess. What do you need help with?”

“Well, I’ve just been thinking about our situation. What we’re trying to do. If we’re going to make it on this island for the whole month, we’re going to have to repair some bridges we’ve burned.”

He smirked and narrowed his eyebrows.

“Ok, that I’ve burned.”

“Thank you,” he said.

Jessica hopped over him and flopped down onto the bed next to him. She put her leg over his comforter-covered thighs and propped her head on her elbow. Her eyes softened as her fingers rested on his chest.

“I think Huda hates me.”

“You think?”

“And Jennifer.”

“Well, she isn’t a fan.”

“I didn’t tell you what happened. She assaulted me on the beach. That’s why I had that fat lip.”

Ron sat up and scooted back into a sitting position.

“Oh my god, Jessica. Are you serious?”

“Yeah.”

“Ok, I know you’re parading around the island in your butt floss and making flirty eyes with the men, but that’s no reason to… I need to talk to Rex.”

Jessica slid up to sit next to Ron and nuzzled her head into his shoulder.

“It’s ok, babe. I can handle Jennifer.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah. I think I know how to mend that situation. Huda, on the other hand…”

Ron huffed out an exasperated laugh.

“Mother Superior would love to take her ruler to you. How do you plan to fix that situation?”

“Well, you can’t just walk right up to a bear and give it a hug.”

“Really? Then why do they call it a ‘bear hug’?”

Ron grinned as Jessica laughed.

“Proud of yourself for that one?”

“I kinda am,” he said.

“It was clever.”

“Thank you.”

“But no, you can’t hug a bear and live to tell about it. So, you have to be more crafty about putting it to sleep.”

“Mmm-hmm. And what exactly do you have in mind?”

Jessica grinned and looked into his eyes.

“Well…”


Chapter 12


“I appreciate you meeting me for breakfast, Brad.”

“Sure thing, Ron.”

The two men sat under a large canopy to shelter themselves from the rare showers that pelted the island from large, grey clouds. The static sound of droplets assaulting the patio pavement enveloped them in a cocoon.

“How are you and Alice doing?”

Brad smiled and shrugged.

“We’re actually doing well. I um…”

His fingers played with the napkin next to his plate.

“I imagine you heard about what happened between me and…”

Ron smiled.

“My wife? Yes. She told me. And don’t worry about it. I encouraged you, remember?”

“Yeah, I do. So, I kinda took a page from you and Jessica’s playbook. I just thought about how you were honest with each other about her activities.”

Ron swallowed hard.

Not really, he thought.

“And I just couldn’t deal with my nagging conscience every time I looked at my wife. So, I told her.”

Ron’s eyes widened.

“You told her?”

Brad glanced up from his napkin and nodded. Ron leaned back in his seat. His breathing stopped, and his hands gripped the chair. A gust of wind blew across the patio, sending a mist into their dry space. It made Ron question if the moisture on his forehead came from the rain or a cold sweat emerging on his skin.

“What did she say?”

“Well, she was angry for a day. Didn’t talk to me. But, after thinking about it, she came back and said she would have done the same thing if she had a pecker.”

Ron gasped, and the tension in his body loosened.

“Then she wanted to know details. She’s very taken with your wife. Sometimes, I think she might be bisexual, but she would never admit that. She thinks gay people are, well, you know.”

Ron’s eyes stared off into space, but he huffed out a brief chuckle.

“Yeah, I know.”

“I’m glad we met. I needed to get that off my chest. But don’t worry. Alice said she wouldn’t tell anyone.”

Thank God, Ron thought.

“Was there anything you wanted to talk about?”

Ron shook himself from his stupor and sat up.

“Yeah, actually there is.”

He rubbed the back of his neck and blinked at his plate.

“I’m sure it won’t surprise you to hear that Jessica continues to get into trouble.”

Brad grinned.

“No, it wouldn’t. What else did she do?”

“She messed with the wrong couple.”

Brad’s lips parted as he lifted his hand to his mouth.

“Not the Muslims.”

“She knows how to play with fire.”

“She really does. Ron, you both might be in danger. I heard the wife comes from a radical extremist group within their religion. The kind you hear about on the news.”

He raised his eyebrows and stared at Ron.

“You know the kind?”

“Yeah, I do. And I’m not surprised.”

“So, what are you going to do?”

“Well, that’s what I wanted to talk to you about.”

Ron leaned forward, hunching over his plate, and folded his hands above it. His forehead rested against his thumbs, and he took a deep breath before looking up at Brad.

“I need to get a message to Rayan, the husband. And I need you to help me.”


Chapter 13


“Mind if I join ya?”

The voice startled Rayan. He opened his eyes and looked up into a silhouette of sunlight surrounding a figure. Was it the spirit of Muhammad in heaven coming to him in a vision? But the voice sounded nothing like he expected. As the figure approached, it eclipsed the sunlight, and the stranger’s face came into view. Its wrinkled skin gathered in a smile from underneath a sun hat, and messy, gray hair fell in curls around its ears. A tropical shirt with colorful shapes of palm trees opened wide at the neck and parted down between his chest, showing a dark tan decorated with silver coils of thick hair. Rayan’s wincing eased, and he opened his eyes to look on a man. He knew this man.

“Oh, hello.”

“Hello, Rayan. Sorry if I’m interrupting.”

“No, not interrupting. I was just finishing my morning prayers.”

“Where’s your wife? Don’t you two usually do this together?”

Slight nausea pulsed in Rayan’s stomach, and his cheeks tightened.

“She wanted to do her morning prayers alone today.”

The familiar face gritted his teeth through open lips. Rayan hung his head.

“Huda is not happy with me right now.”

“I’m sorry. Marriage can be tough sometimes. Do you wanna talk about it?”

Rayan’s stomach tightened. His head still down, he peeked up at the Bohemian. Perhaps he could understand. Rayan felt alone on the island with his secret thoughts. Shameful thoughts. But what if the man would judge him? Or worse, what if he would expose him? Rayan was too desperate not to take the chance. The secrets ate him from the inside. As though losing an arm-wrestling match with himself, he gasped and closed his eyes.

“Yes. I don’t want to talk about it. But I think I need to.”

The man took a seat in the sand beside him and took his hat off, laying it in front of him. His hands messed his hair, releasing the impression of the hat from his thick, grey curls.

“So, my man, what’s your wife upset about? Oh, and it’s Brad, by the way.”

He extended a hand, and Rayan took it.

“Hi, Brad. Nice to meet you.”

Rayan bit his lip and narrowed his eyes to study Brad, sizing him up one last time, deciding whether to trust him.

Well, here it goes, I guess, he thought.

“There’s a particular woman on the island. A beautiful woman. She walks around the resort wearing very tiny bathing suits.”

Brad smiled.

“You mean Jessica.”

Rayan’s chest heaved out a sigh, and his shoulders fell.

“Yes, Jessica.”

“Hard to keep your eyes off of her, isn’t it?”

Rayan’s eyes lit up, and he twisted towards Brad, holding out his hands. His voice lilted.

“Yes! It is impossible. And I am like a moth flying towards a flame that will consume me.”

“I get it. She has the same effect on me. And… “

Brad looked down and fingered the sand next to him.

“I flew into the flame. I got burned, Rayan.”

Rayan’s mouth dropped open.

“Wait. Do you mean you… “

Brad’s eyes stayed locked, staring at the sand, and he nodded.

“Oh, man.”

A lump formed in Rayan’s throat as he contemplated his next question. His voice lowered to almost a whisper, and he choked on the words.

“Wha… what was it like?”

Brad continued to stare, but his eyebrows raised, and his lips pursed to one side.

“It was the hottest, most amazing sex I’ve ever had.”

The words pierced Rayan, sending heat through his chest. He knew it. If he succumbed to this temptation, he would experience something unforgettable. He gritted his teeth and clenched his fists.

“I’m sorry, Brad. Thank you for telling me this. But I cannot give in to the temptation. I must not. In my culture, it is a heinous sin to betray one’s spouse.”

“Well, that’s what I’m here to talk to you about. I think I can help you with that. You’re going to have to do something, though, that you may not want to do.”

“I will do anything. Anything to be free from this temptation.”

Brad tilted his head to one side before looking up at Rayan.

“You’re going to have to meet Jessica. Face to face. Alone.”

Rayan’s head shrunk back on his shoulders, and his heart sunk like a brick in his chest.

“How can this help me? This is like walking right into the fire.”

“I know that’s what it sounds like. But hear me out. I had a chat with Jessica’s husband, Ron.”

Rayan folded his arms tight against his chest.

“Ok.”

“Here’s what he told me.”


Chapter 14


“Huda! Oh my god, you will not believe what I just found!”

Jennifer’s voice shook Huda from a deep trance, her knees resting on her prayer mat in the middle of the green. Perhaps her display of righteousness might prick the consciences of the heathen on the island who witnessed her. Her eyes narrowed on Jennifer as she ran over to her. Jennifer’s two-piece swimsuits revealed too much, inappropriate for a married woman to wear. American women needed the light of truth. At least, with Jennifer, Huda thought it reasonable to hope she could influence her and guide her towards a more righteous path. Besides, Jennifer held one thing in common with Huda. They both despised the vile harpie, Jessica Stroker.

“Look at this!”

Jennifer fell to her knees next to Huda and handed her a piece of paper. Huda took it and unfolded it. Her eyes widened as they studied the words scribbled on the paper. Then she read them aloud, her voice growling.

“R- Meet me tonight. On the beach. At the spot where we first met. Eleven thirty P.M. After H falls asleep. -J”

Huda’s eye twitched, and her forehead wrinkled as she turned to look at Jennifer. She crushed the paper and held it up in her shaking fist.

“Where did you find this?”

“On the ground near your room. I was coming this morning to see you, and I spotted it.”

Huda’s eyes broke away from Jennifer’s.

“This is my chance.”

“You chance?” Jennifer asked.

Huda nodded.

“Yes. My chance to get the evidence I need. So my father will believe me.”

Jennifer cocked an eyebrow.

“Why do you want your father to know about this?”

Huda looked at Jennifer with a steely glare.

“Because my father is a high-ranking member of the Qubth-ut-Allah. And they deal harshly with an adulterous woman.”

Jennifer grinned.

“How can I help you?”


Chapter 15


“You’re tearing up that bag today, Sugar Ron. Does it owe you money?”

Rex laughed as his heavy hand slapped Ron on the back. Ron looked at Rex’s reflection in the mirror. His bare chest rippled with the contractions of powerful muscles swollen from exertion. His tan skin shimmered under the gym lights, and tiny shadows outlined the ridges of each bump and crevice in his carved abdomen. Everything about Rex reminded Ron of his smallness, age, and weakness, yet Rex seemed to like Ron. Ron hoped his new friendship was real and not part of a game to get to Jessica.

“Yeah, I’ve got a lot on my mind.”

“Well, whatever it is, it’s working. With that kind of motivation, you’ll get jacked in no time.”

He put his hands out towards Ron’s reflection.

“Not that you’re not already fit, Sugar Ron. I’m just saying you should harness the thoughts. Use them.”

Ron smirked.

“It’s ok, Rex. I know what I am. You don’t have to patronize my fragile ego.”

“Whoa, buddy. What’s this stinkin’ thinkin’ we got going on here? Let’s rip that out and put some good stuff in!”

Rex grabbed Ron’s shoulders and rubbed them.

“You’re a tiger. Ya here, me? A ferocious animal. Nobody messes with Sugar Ron.”

Ron winced as he forced a smile. Rex’s well-intentioned pep talk fell on flat ears.

“Can I ask you something, Rex?”

“Sure, buddy, ask away.”

“Why are you doing this with me? Like, why are we friends?”

Rex made a face like someone shoved a lemon wedge in his mouth.

“What kind of question is that?”

“No, I’m serious. You’re this handsome, muscular young guy. I’m a much less attractive, wiry older guy. What made you want to hang out with me?”

“I don’t know. You just seemed like a cool guy. Didn’t put much thought into it.”

Ron frowned and nodded.

“Man, you think too much. Gonna make yourself crazy with those thoughts, Sugar Ron. You need to pump some iron. Come over here and get on this bench.”

Ron rolled his eyes.

“Trust me, bro. It’ll make you feel better.”

Ron’s feet trudged over to the bench, and he dropped like a rock, sitting on the bench. He took a deep breath and leaned back, sliding himself under the bar. Rex got behind him to spot, his crotch very close to Ron’s head. As Ron reached up to wrap his fingers around the bar, he imagined Rex to have an enormous cock, just like his muscles. Jessica had imagined it, too. He just knew it.

“Don’t worry about the weight. I’ll help you if it gets too hard,” Rex said.

Too hard. Like the hardness of his cock that Jessica imagined between her thighs? Ron felt a twitch in his shorts.

Oh no, I gotta think about something else, he thought.

He focused on the bar, gripped it, and pushed it up off the stand.

“That’s it, Sugar Ron. Get after it.”

The bar lowered, and Ron’s chest muscles screamed with pain as he struggled to hold the weight.

“I can’t do it!”

“Yes, you can, Sugar Ron. Own that bar!”

Ron glared at the ceiling. The veins in his forehead bulged as if ready to burst, and his neck tightened. He pushed with all his might at the bar, and it lifted.

“That’s it, Sugar Ron. You got this!”

His whole body shook the bench as he groaned in a high pitch, and the bar continued to rise.

“Keep pushing!”

Pushing. Like Rex pushing his hard cock deep into Jessica’s pussy? Ron imagined the muscles in Rex’s ass cheeks flexing as he pounded her. Until his arms popped into a straight position, the bar held aloft.

“You did it, Sugar Ron. Now, c’mon. You’ve got another one in you. I know it. Let’s do it again!”

Again. Like Jessica begging Rex to fuck her again. His powerful thighs, so close to Ron’s head now, tightening as he undulated his hips to gore her wet hole again and again. Ron’s hands burned from his tenacious grip of the bar as it lowered and raised one more time. His entire body tingled under the potent mixture of strain and imagination. The bar descended again towards his chest. Like Jessica’s ass lowering onto his chest to put her unfaithful pussy in his face. To force him to taste her infidelity. As Ron shoved at the bar to lift the vision of her off him, he imagined her raised hips above his head being penetrated by Rex. His balls dangling over Ron’s head, slapping into his wife.

“Umm, Sugar Ron?”

The bar clanked against the stands behind the bench, and Ron’s arms quivered as they lowered back towards his body.

“You got something going on there.”

Ron’s awareness of his body returned, and he felt a tight pull in his shorts pressing up against his cock.

Oh no, he thought.

He looked down to see a tent in his shorts and lurched up, hunching over it to hide himself.

“Don’t get me wrong, Sugar Ron. I get into my workouts. But you took it to a whole different level. You just manhandled that bar like it was your bitch.”

Rex’s words continued to stoke the imagery pulverizing Ron’s mind. He saw a fistful of Jessica’s hair in Rex’s hand as he rode her. She moaned in submission to him. And in betrayal of Ron.

“Can I ask you something, man?” Ron asked.

“Sure, buddy.”

“And I realize this may appear an odd question, but would you fuck my wife?”

“Whoa! That is an odd question.”

“Yeah, I know. But seriously. Would you?”

“Ummm…”

“I promise I won’t be mad, whatever your answer. Tell me truthfully.”

Rex scowled and reached across his chest to rub his opposite shoulder.

“I mean, ya know, I’m married. And you’re married.”

His eyes fell to the floor, and he shrugged.

“But I guess if we weren’t married and Jessica was available for that, then yeah, I’d have sex with her. I mean, you know she’s hot, right? And the way she walks around, so confident, just flaunting her body. It’s sexy. You get that, don’t you?”

Rex’s eyes peeked up at Ron, whose chest tightened.

“Yeah, man. I get it.”

“But we’re cool, right? You’re not mad?”

Ron’s stomach sunk with a heaviness, but he forced a smile.

“No, I’m not, Rex. We’re cool.”


Chapter 16


The stars sparkled like diamonds in the dark blue night sky, and the tides rolled in, whispering with splashes of water on the sand. They sank in and sizzled with each wave, and a warm breeze rolled in from the water, brushing across Rayan’s skin. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, trying to slow his fast-beating heart. He scratched the dark stubble on his cheek and thought about his wife that he left slumbering in their bed. His throat thickened, and his face warmed. She would have been so angry with him if she had known where he was. What he was doing. And Allah. Allah indeed looked down on him with displeasure. He spoke into the air, looking up at the sky.

“But I’m putting a stop to it tonight. I promise.”

He needed to silence the thoughts that vexed him since he arrived on this island. Thoughts of the vixen, Jessica Stroker. Rayan winced as his crotch pulsed in defiance.

In the brush behind him, a rustling sound startled him. He jerked his head around to look in the noise's direction. Tall palms reached up against the sky, painting it with dark silhouettes of sharp-tipped leaves, spreading out like fingers over his head. The moonlight pierced through their darkness only in spots, highlighting the edges of a few of their trunks.

And then a figure emerged.

It was her. And she spoke.

“I’m glad to see you, Rayan. I thought you might not come.”

Rayan smiled, and his lips parted to speak, but words failed him. Jessica stepped out into the light of the moon and stars, and it bathed her curvaceous form, illuminating its soft and voluptuous features. She wore one of her bikinis under a sheer white kimono that rippled in the breeze against her body.

The devil dressed as an angel, Rayan thought.

The skin on the back of his neck tingled. His fingers ached to touch her bare skin, just beneath the translucent white fabric. His breastbone ached from the pounding underneath it, and his legs turned to jelly as she approached him. Her feet crept across the wet sand like a predator’s approaching its prey, and her sultry eyes swam with a dark elixir that reflected the moonlight. She reached out with her hand, floating her fingers through the air until they came to rest on his chest.

“Thank you for coming to talk to me,” she whispered.

Her fingertips walked up his chest to the collar of his shirt and played with it.

“I admit, I wanted tonight to be a night of decadent sex with you, Rayan. I’ve dreamt of undressing you, licking and sucking on every part of you. Taking your hard cock in my mouth. And my pussy.”

Her provocative words shocked him like tiny lighting bolts, stirring his senses and causing his chest to tighten.

“Jessica, I…”

She put a fingertip on his mouth, silencing him. Her eyes fell to the bare skin of his neck, causing it to tingle under her gaze.

“But I’ve thought about it, and I’ve realized that what you and Huda have is very special. It would be wrong of me to have sex with you.”

Rayan’s eyes widened, and his head shifted back on his shoulders as he stuttered.

“Oh… Well, I appreciate you recognizing that.”

“Trust me, Rayan, it was a hard decision for me. You’re a very sexy man.”

Rayan’s face grew warm, and he pulled his arms into his side as he laughed.

“Thank you, Mrs. Jessica. That is very kind.”

“I’m not kind. I know a good lover when I see one. Huda is lucky to have you.”

He shrugged his shoulders, looking to the side and chuckling.

“You are lucky to have her, too. She seems to be a wonderful woman. Stern. But a good person. I respect that.”

Rayan nodded, and he fought to suppress the sadness stirring inside him over Jessica’s decision. Part of him wanted her to seduce him. He thanked Allah for the grace extended to him, sparing him of the temptation he might have failed to resist.

“You are a good person, too, Mrs. Jessica. May the blessings of Allah be on you for your righteous choice tonight.”

She winked at him.

“Thanks, Rayan. Well, I better be getting back to my husband. And you should get to bed, too. Don’t want your beloved to wake up wondering where you are.”

Rayan swallowed hard as she turned and showed him the bare cheeks of her ass through the sheer kimono. The thin string of her bikini bottom nestled between the soft bubbles of tan flesh.

I wish Huda would wear something like that for me, he thought. But our beliefs do not allow it.

Jessica disappeared into the shadows of the palms. Rayan’s eyes stayed on the last spot where the moonlight kissed her skin, and the stiffness of his cock lessened as his sadness bubbled up to the surface. He thought of Brad’s words.

“It was the hottest, most amazing sex I’ve ever had.”

He couldn’t describe sex with Huda that way. Far from it. She did it out of marital duty to him, but he knew she didn’t like it. Jessica seemed to love it. And to want it from him. He took a deep breath, shaking his head, and whispered to himself.

“Go to bed, Rayan.”

His feet trudged through the sand, and his arms hung like weights from his shoulders. The darkness of the palm trees eclipsed the sparkle of the night sky as he passed under them and headed back towards his room. And his bed. And his stern wife.


Chapter 17


From the darkness of the shadows, Huda watched through the trees as her husband disappeared. Her legs ached from crouching, and her body pulled towards the ground like an anvil. She collapsed into a sitting position and picked up her phone. Her thumb rubbed across the screen as she scowled. Swiping back to the gallery of videos and photos, she replayed the recording she captured of the meeting between Jessica and Rayan.

“Ugh. This is Raghibah all over again.”

She groaned, tossed the phone onto the sand, and put her head in her hands.

“Father is going to tell me he told me so.”

Her heart shrunk inside her chest, and her stomach clenched with pangs of nausea.

Could she be wrong? Could she have misjudged Jessica? The woman’s outfits were heinous, but was there some trace of good in her after all? She thought of all that she had said about Jessica behind her back. To the resort director. To her new friend, Jennifer. Jessica deserved some of it, but would Huda have to take some of it back now?

She thought of Rayan getting back to their bedroom and finding her gone.

“Oh, shit!”

Huda grabbed her phone and jumped up.

I have to beat him back, she thought.

She tore through the trees, trying her best not to trip, until she paused at the edge leading out onto the green. Her eyes darted around.

“Where is he?”

Her eyebrows narrowed as she dashed out across the green for the path she had used so many times in her moving about unseen, spying on Jessica, or sneaking out to talk to Jennifer. She knew it like the back of her hand, and soon she reached her room and slipped back into bed. She fought to breathe and slow her pounding heart, waiting for Rayan to return. As she clutched her pillow, she revisited the events of the evening. A sour taste oozed into her mouth as her throat burned. Jessica may have abstained from Zina with her husband, but her claws still sunk into him before her eyes. Rayan giggled like a schoolboy, putty in her hands.

He wants her. I know it, she thought.

Her eyes narrowed, glaring into the dark, and her teeth ground together. She imagined holding a knife, approaching Rayan in his sleep, and castrating him. That would teach him a lesson.

Her heart skipped at the sound of the doorknob turning. Saliva pooled in her mouth, and she swallowed as she focused on the sucking sound of weather stripping separating from the door frame.

Idiot. He thinks he has fooled me. Like I don’t know he’s been out. Or where he’s been, she thought.

She pretended to wake up, making her voice sound sleepy.

“Rayan?”

A grin crept across her face in the dark as she imagined his panic.

“Yes, dear.”

“Is that you?”

“Yes. I’m sorry to wake you.”

“What are you doing? What time is it?”

“It is late. Go back to sleep.”

She reached over for the bedside lamp and turned it on, fake wincing to appear as though the light hurt her eyes. Rayan stood still just inside the door, his eyes downcast. She raised her voice, careful to keep the sound of slumber.

“Where have you been?”

He stuttered, and his eyes widened as he held his hands out to her.

“I just couldn’t sleep. I needed to go for a walk to think.”

“By yourself?”

She scowled at him, and he lowered his hands.

“Yes, dear. I needed time to pray and get some fresh air.”

Her eyes seethed, unblinking, as they moved up and down his body, and her lips pursed.

“You should be in bed.”

“Yes, dear.”

She reached back for the lamp and turned it off. And smiled with narrowed eyebrows.

I’ll continue this guilt trip in the morning.


Chapter 18


“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Jennifer said.

She stood in the doorway of her bungalow, one towel wrapped around her body and another around her head, giving Jessica a death stare and planting a hand on the frame of the door.

“What the hell do you want?”

Jessica folded her hands at her crotch and held her arms in tight to her body. It pressed her massive tits together, so they spilled out of her ridiculous excuse for a bikini.

“Well, I know our men are at the gym together again. I figured you would be alone, too.”

“And that you’re the last person I’d want to see. Did you figure that part?”

“I did. And you’re right, Jennifer. Ok? I came to the island with the wrong wardrobe. That’s actually why I’m here. I wanted to talk to you about it.”

Jennifer pursed her lips before turning to walk back into her room, leaving the door open and talking back over her shoulder.

“I heard about your little rendezvous last night with Rayan.”

“You heard about that? But how?”

Jennifer rolled her eyes.

“Oh, I’m sorry, did you think you were good at covering your tracks? Please, Jessica. I have eyes all over this island.”

Jennifer turned back towards the door as she dried her hair between the towel. Jessica held a hand up to her chest, and one of her feet turned in towards the other. Jennifer’s voice scraped at Jessica, like raking claws into a leather couch.

“It sounds like you actually made a choice not to wreck someone’s marriage. I bet that was hard for you.”

Jessica lowered her head and stared at the floor.

“Don’t act so ashamed, Jessica. You don’t fool me. You’ve got some reason for this sudden display of repentance.”

Jessica brushed the mat at the threshold of the doorway with her foot.

“You’re right. I do.”

Her eyes crept up from the floor to look at Jennifer.

“May I come in?”

Jennifer scowled.

“Whatever.”

She stepped into the bathroom and picked up a brush, ignoring Jessica’s stepping into the room and shutting the door behind her. The brush glided through Jennifer’s long, silky hair as her fist clenched it near the roots.

“Ron and I are having trouble. He doesn’t like the bikinis in my wardrobe, either. At least, not when I wear them in public.”

“Well, duh.”

“I don’t want to lose him, Jennifer. He means so much to me.”

“So, I know you want something. Spit it out.”

“Well, I figured you, more than anyone else, would like to see me make some changes to my wardrobe while I’m here on the island.”

“I’m just the one talking to you about it, Jessica. Trust me. Several women on the island feel the same.”

Jennifer set the brush down on the vanity and turned to face Jessica. She unfastened the hold of the towel around her breasts and let it fall to the ground. Jessica’s eyes widened.

“Jessica, you’re not the only one on the island with a body. I just choose to keep it for my husband rather than walk around flaunting it like a tramp.”

Jessica stuttered.

“I, um, came here because…”

Jennifer laughed.

“Not used to someone giving you a dose of your own medicine?”

“I came here because I have a problem. All the outfits I brought are…”

“Inappropriate? Slutty? Why am I not surprised?”

Jessica swallowed, focusing on the ground.

“I can’t get anything here before the end of the retreat. I was wondering if you might loan me some clothes.”

Jennifer’s mouth drop open.

“Wow. You’ve got a lot of nerve. You know that?”

She pressed her fingers into Jessica’s shoulder, pushing her aside as she walked through the bathroom doorway back into the bedroom. Her stomach burned at the presence of this bitch in her room with her. Who did she think she was, coming here to ask for help? And borrow clothes? Still, Jennifer wanted her to cover up in the common areas. She walked over to the bed, bent over, and pulled her suitcase out from underneath the bed-frame. Throwing it on top of the comforter, she unzipped it and opened it.

“None of this stuff is going to fit you with those bloated udders of yours.”

“But it will still cover me up better than anything I brought.”

“That’s pathetic. You realize that, right?”

“Perhaps it will make you happy that they don’t fit and feel uncomfortable. Think of it as my punishment.”

“You deserve much worse, but yes, that will make me happy.”

Jennifer dug a couple of bathing suits and shorts out of her suitcase and threw them at Jessica, who caught them.

“There. I hope they’re exceedingly uncomfortable. Now, get out of here.”

“Thank you, Jennifer.”

“Oh, stop. Please. You’re going to make me throw up.”

Jessica turned and headed for the door.

“I’ll give them back before it’s time to leave.”

“No, you won’t. I won’t want them after your filthy body has been in them. Just wear them and spare us your lack of class.”

The door shut behind Jessica, and Jennifer massaged her jaw before shaking her head.

“Unbelievable.”


Chapter 19


Ron awoke from a deep sleep. Images from his dreams still lingered in his mind’s eye. Images of Jessica bent over the edge of their bed. With Rex behind her, grabbing her hips as he thrust himself into her. Ron’s cock pulsed against the sheets, holding it up like a tent. He looked around the room.

“Jessica?”

The waves crashed against the cedar pillars underneath the bungalow, and the seagulls howled as they flew over the beach nearby. In the room, silence enveloped him, drawing attention to the thumping sound of his beating heart. His hand slid across his hip bone to his throbbing member. Jessica’s recent compliance with his wishes surprised him, while a part of him suspected her of insincerity and pretense. Her recent history of violating his trust loomed large in his mind. And stirred his libido.

What if she was lying to his face? Pretending to acquiesce to his request to stop, but secretly sneaking around behind his back, continuing her games of seduction and deception? His cock jumped, and the tip left a small streak of moisture on the sheet. His fingers encircled his warm shaft, and the sensation of their touch joined forces with his provocative thoughts to intensify the electricity flowing in his body.

Where was she? What if she was somewhere, lying on her back, legs spread open, with Rex’s tongue buried deep in her pussy? He imagined the tip of Rex’s tongue parting her labia, tracing the edges of it, moving up to the hard crest of her clitoris. The sound of Jessica’s moans filled Ron’s mind. She knew what Rex’s friendship meant to Ron. How evil would it be of her to disregard those feelings and seduce him? What if she even chose Rex, not just because of his astonishing good looks, but because he meant something to Ron? What if she wanted to stab Ron in the heart again?

His mouth fell open, and he gasped furious breaths through his lips. The inside of his index finger caressed the palpitating vein running up the underside of his aching member, and bolts of pleasure darted from his crotch up into his stomach and chest, causing his pectoral muscles to quiver and his armpits to tingle.

Like fast-forwarding through a recording, Ron skipped to another vision. Jessica’s mouth wrapped around Rayan’s cock and slid down to the base of his shaft. Her eyes looked up at him as she drooled on his dark skin and hummed with pleasure. Rayan’s head fell back, and his eyes closed to hide the sadness and shame of his failure to resist. He stood broken, captured. Another victim of her witchcraft. Ron peered into Jessica’s thoughts and imagined her pussy tingling at the thought of Huda, fooled and betrayed. Jessica’s hand slipped around Rayan’s waist and pulled at him, and she moaned around his cock through her closed lips.

Ron’s strokes quickened, and his grip on his cock tightened. His back arched, and his legs spread as waves of pleasure rolled over him, each one more powerful than the last. He broke the silence with a gasp.

“Oh, god!”

In his imagination, he stepped outside himself and looked at his convulsing body. So pitiful to jack off alone while his wife might be somewhere else, giving her pussy away, laughing at him. The humiliation of it stoked the fire, causing it to rise even higher in his body. His toes curled, and every muscle tightened. His orgasm came rushing at him like a tidal wave.

“No!”

He threw back the sheets to keep them from getting soiled, and his cum spurted from his head, spraying up onto his stomach and chest. Each hot squirt layered him with the disgrace of wearing his cum, alone and possibly betrayed. Again. His chest heaved, and the heat of his body pushed beads of sweat out onto his skin. Threads of semen continued to pump out, pooling on his stomach and gumming up his chest hair. A burning pain tore from one temple, across his forehead, to the other, and he let his hands fall at his side on the bed.

The sound of the lock on the front door startled him. The key ground into the tight slit of the doorknob, announcing Jessica’s arrival.

Oh shit, he thought.

Whether he covered himself with the sheets or lay there exposed, she would know. His heart sank as he accepted his fate, closing his eyes as the door opened.

“Ron?”

His heartbeat pounded in his ears, and heat rushed to his face. His chest continued to rise and fall, and the moisture of his cum tickled his skin. A hint of delighted accusation laced her voice.

“What have you been doing?” she asked.

He wanted to retort that he should ask her the same thing, but he swallowed twice, cowering naked and keeping his eyes shut.

“I thought you were going to meet Rex at the gym.”

He cleared his throat and pushed at the invisible weight on his chest, struggling for the air to enable him to speak.

“I was.”

“What happened?”

“I got tired and changed my mind.”

“Rex work you too hard last time?”

She chuckled, and her laughs dug at the scabs of Ron’s insecurity. The memory of Rex’s confession that he would fuck Jessica. And of the drastic difference in the reflections coming back at him in the mirror between Rex’s herculean physique and Ron’s. All reasons he stayed home to sleep instead of meeting Rex again.

“Something like that.”

“You gonna shower all that off?”

Ron scowled, slid his legs over to the edge of the bed, and got up. His eyes avoided contact with Jessica’s, and he made his way into the bathroom, closing the sliding wooden door behind him. As he stepped into the shower and turned on the hot water, he tried to chase away his self-tormenting thoughts. Perhaps Jessica meant to honor his desires to focus on the money, follow the rules, and get off the island in the good graces of the resort. The steamy spray pressed into his skin and melted away the globs of his cum, washing it down his body and into the drain. And with it, the vexing thoughts of Jessica betraying him yet again.

He took a deep breath, inhaling the steam, and reached for resolve to focus on the mission. Behave. Get the money. Move on with his life. And maybe have a little fun with Jessica before it’s over. Good, clean fun.


Chapter 20


“A pleasure to see you again, Mr. Stoker.”

Siddhi bowed as Ron entered her tent. Ron smirked as he bowed in return.

“Good to see you, too, Siddhi.”

She gestured towards the familiar pile of cushions.

“Come in. Take a seat.”

She patted his shoulder as he passed by her. Her little domain enveloped him in her warm energy and the smells of incense. Ron’s muscles softened as he breathed it all in and sat down.

“So, Ron, what’s been going on?”

“Well…”

He chuckled and looked down at the floor, shaking his head.

“It’s been a little crazy.”

Siddhi walked to her spot and sat down in front of him. He glanced up and found her eyes peering into him, and the light in them seeped into his soul. She reminded him of Jedi Master Yoda in Star Wars. Old and wise. Wearing wrinkles on her face and a powerful magic around her spirit. He looked back down, and his fingers played with the tassels on a pillow as he searched for words.

“Jessica and I got in trouble with the resort. The director called us into his office. Some other guests had lodged complaints.”

He imagined she already knew this news. The resort staff probably had regular meetings where they shared and discussed these details.

“What sort of complaints?”

Or maybe not, Ron thought.

“Umm, well…”

His voice cracked.

“You remember I told you about the games that Jessica had roped me into playing with her?”

“I do.”

“Someone caught us. And told the director.”

Ron peeked up to check for any reaction from Siddhi. But found none.

“As you know, Jessica and I are here to fulfill the requirements of a will that entitles us both to a lot of money. The director knew about the will. He said our behavior jeopardized our compliance and ability to receive the money.”

Siddhi nodded.

“Mmm-hmm.”

“So, I asked Jessica to stop.”

Siddhi pressed her lips together in a grin.

“I can’t risk losing that money.”

“So, you asked her to behave.”

“Yes.”

“Ron, you know your wife as well as anyone. You know it’s not in her nature to do that.”

“Well, yes, but surely she can hold it together for a few more weeks so we can get our money, get off this island, and move on with our lives.”

“Be honest with yourself, Ron. Do you believe that? Do you believe she can hold it together?”

Ron scowled.

“She has to.”

Siddhi’s knees rose from the floor to support her elbows, and she formed her trademark tee-pee with her pointer fingers, touching her lips. Then she pointed the tee-pee at him.

“We don’t get to choose who a person is, Ron. Our only choice is to look bravely and honestly into the truth about the person they are showing us - the truth that we know deep in our hearts to be there - and choose. Do we want to continue to be present in their lives? To be a witness to their truth? Or do we want to part from them? That’s it.”

She lowered her knees and placed her hands back in her lap, smiling.

“So, Ron, what do you want?”

Ron’s head tilted forward, and his volume raised.

“I want a break.”

“So, you’re going to get your money, divorce her, and start over in a nice, quiet, stable life with no mischief or mayhem.”

Ron’s lips parted, but words failed him. His chest hung heavy on top of his rib cage, and he wrinkled his nose. When Siddhi said it that way, it sounded nothing like a life he wanted. It sounded dull—even lifeless. But after the torment of the last several months with Jessica, the safety of boring sounded like a much-needed reprieve.

“I can’t handle her mischief and mayhem, Siddhi.”

Siddhi stood up, grinning as she looked down on me.

“I don’t think that’s true.”

She stepped towards the old board, which was covered in a cloak.

“With all due respect, Siddhi, you don’t know me. And you don’t know all the shit that Jessica has put me through. I need a break from it.”

Her eyes stayed on the board, and she rested a hand on it.

“Do you remember this, Ron?”

Ron’s mouth grew dry, and his stomach tightened.

“Yes.”

“And you remember of all the couples I told you about? Women who cheated on their husbands but never confessed?”

“Yes, but I don’t see how…”

“You remember I told you how Jessica took a substantial risk in revealing her truth to you. Because she believed in you. Because she respected you.”

“Siddhi, what does this have to do with my situation?”

Siddhi turned from the board and faced him.

“And you remember discussing your spirituality. How you were looking for a new place to worship. One that resonated with the darker shades in your soul.”

Ron’s face fell.

“Yes, I remember.”

“And that you found that new place to worship in Jessica.”

He whispered his response.

“Yes.”

“Ron, I don’t care what you choose for yourself as long as it’s honest. As long as you are true to yourself.”

Siddhi walked back to Ron, placed her feet shoulder-width and her hands behind her back. Her eyes narrowed as they dug into him.

“You have a choice before you, Ron Stroker. It’s time to choose who you are. Who you want to be. Not what I think you should be. Not what society thinks you should be. Or what your parents or your preacher think you should be. Who is Ron Stroker? What do you want to be?”

Ron’s body temperature rose, and the veins in his neck pulsed. He stood and shouted back at her.

“I don’t know. Ok?”

His feet turned him away from her, and he stepped towards the door.

“But I know one thing.”

He gritted his teeth as he passed out of the tent.

“I need a break.”


Chapter 21


Ron shut the door to the bungalow behind him and stepped inside. His head and shoulders drooped, and his feet trudged across the threshold.

“You look like you’ve had a rough day.”

He looked up at Jessica and attempted a smile, but his eyes glistened as though he might cry.

“You could say that.”

Jessica lay on the bed wearing a hunter green bathing suit of Jennifer’s. The top pressed at her breasts, pinching them together and causing them to spill out.

“What do you think?”

“Of what?”

Her eyebrows furrowed, and her nose wrinkled.

“Are you serious? The suit, silly.”

Ron looked her body over and pushed out a bottom lip.

“I don’t remember seeing that suit before.”

Jessica grinned and cocked her eyebrow.

“You haven’t.”

Her fingertips pressed like claws into the comforter as she pressed herself up, and her back arched, pressing her breasts out even further. She pulled her knees up under her so that she crouched on all fours like a feline.

“It’s almost like I’m a different woman. Lying in your bed. Do you like it?”

His eyes fell.

“Wow, you’re gloomy tonight. Let me see if I can fix that.”

He put his hands up, and his head shifted away from her on his shoulders.

“Jessica, I don’t know if I’m…”

Before he could finish getting his words out, she leaped up from the bed, slid over to him, and unfastened his belt.

“Shhh, Ron. Just be quiet and let me do the rest.”

Dropping to her knees, she pulled out his hard cock and wrapped her fingers around it. Her insides clashed with a cacophony of feelings. Doing nasty things with Ron - or anyone - wearing Jennifer’s suit made her pussy throb. She wanted to get her juices and her sexual energy all over it. But her heart stung with a pang of sadness as she held Ron’s warm flesh in her hand.

This might be the last time, she thought. I should be kind to him.

Her lips wrapped around him and slid down the shaft, her tongue caressing the underside of his cock. This man got as close to loving her as any man could. Or ever would. She knew she would always remember this cock. Small, but precious for its weakness. Its vulnerability. And its surrender to her. It always rose to meet her when she beckoned for it.

Her right palm rested on his thigh and glided up to his stomach with a feather touch as she washed his member with the slow, gentle strokes of her enclosed mouth. He moaned, and her heart warmed as she responded with the vibrations of her humming, emitting them into his body from her throat. Her other hand grasped the back of his thigh, and she began to bob up and down his shaft, quickening the thrusts of her head.

“Oh god,” he said.

He swelled inside of her, and she moaned affirmation, signaling to him to cum in her mouth. With a gasp, he released his seed, and the salty warmth of his essence hit the back of her throat. She plunged her lips to the base of his shaft and held them there as he shook, draining into her. Her moaning continued, coaxing every last drop out of him. And then she brushed the underside of his softening penis with her tongue until it fell off the tip.

Rising from the floor, she planted her fingertips in his chest and pushed him back on the bed. Her eyes fucked his as she pulled the cups of the bikini top aside, exposing her bare breasts. The suit cradled them, holding them up and together, and she bent over Ron, rubbing her soft tits up against his thighs, pulling his shirt up and continuing the tease against his stomach with them as she climbed up towards his head. Her chest felt light, and her pulse raced. Like a tiger, she spun around, putting her ass and pussy near his face, his cock near her mouth. Her fingers crept between her thighs and moved Jennifer’s green suit to the side, exposing her pussy lips to Ron.

“See that naughty pussy?”

She grinned at his cock as it twitched, resurrecting from its post-ejaculation slumber. While two fingertips held the suit to the side, her pointer finger parted her lips and stroked her clitoris.

“You know the things it has done.”

Jessica curled her lip, smirking at the memory of her father. And her submissive mother, slaving and serving and honoring a man who abused and cheated on her. She sneered at his church friends, who judged her and dared to shame her sexual energy. And as she wrapped her fingers around Ron’s cock, her teeth gritted at the memory of her former fiancé who cheated on her with her best friend.

Now, I have the power, she thought. And I’m never giving it up.

Her pussy throbbed, and heat ran into her neck and face as she thought of the crimes she had committed with her pussy. She savored the thrill of breaking the rules of men, giving her hungry pussy whatever it wanted, no matter what fences anyone tried to erect to keep her from it. Her hand gripped Ron’s pulsing cock as she continued to stroke her fleshy bulb. Her juices seeped out onto her fingertips, and she closed her eyes as her lips parted.

“Yesss, look at this evil pussy.”

Her eyes opened again, and she looked ahead, into the future. Into her plans. Her fingertips rubbed circles around her clit as it hardened and tingled, and a delicious fire rose from her touch into her hips and stomach. Her heart raced, and her entire body vibrated with exhilarating electricity. Ron’s tongue grazed her clit, and it sent a charged wave up her body, smashing into her forehead like exploding fireworks. She pushed her hips back into his caress, and he buried his face in her wet folds as she came on him. His fingers pressed into her ass, digging under Jennifer’s green suit and pulling Jessica’s body into him, and his face mashed into her pussy. She moaned and quivered as waves of rapture wracked her body over and over.

As they subsided, she collapsed onto him, her sweaty stomach resting on his. She kissed his cock, and her sadness returned as she whispered to it.

“After I’m done, you’ll see the truth. My horrible truth. Again. And you’ll know what a whore I am.”

A spike of heat in her chest drew it in, and her throat thickened. A tear ran out of the corner of her eye and onto his skin.

“And that you could never love me.”

Ron mumbled.

“What, honey?”

She closed her eyes, and her hand cuddled his genitals.

“Nothing dear.”


Chapter 22


Rayan’s temples twinged, and his forehead wrinkled as he slipped out the door, away from the slumbering tiger in his bed. Another day where he could cut the tension with a knife hung heavy in his body. He wanted to run away, but where would he go? His chest released his held breath as the door shut, and he stepped into the cool night air. The tightness in his neck and between his shoulder blades eased with each step away from the room.

I just need to clear my head, he thought.

A thick, dark cloud moved across the sky over his head, blocking out the light of the moon and stars. It made the path before him hard to see, but he knew it well. More and more, he retreated to it to find reprieve from the pressure cooker of his marriage. Why was this happening to him? He fought temptation and chose the path of righteousness, and yet, his wife still treated him with resentment as though he cheated on her.

I might as well have, he thought.

His nose wrinkled, and he winced as he scolded himself out loud.

“No, Rayan! You mustn’t think such things!”

His shoulders fell, and his legs wobbled as he remembered the night Huda walked in on him in the bathroom. She saw his fingers wrapped around his erect penis and his hand pounding at it. He didn’t confess his thoughts about the woman, Jessica, but his wife suspected and accused him of it, anyway. Attempts to deny it failed, as though she saw the truth written across his face. He felt like a horrible husband for finding relief and escape in thoughts of Jessica. Thinking about the things he might do with her if he did give in to temptation.

The distraction of his thoughts carried him through the trees until he reached the opening out on the beach. The same spot he met Jessica that night. He dug his feet into the sand, still warm from the sun’s baking. Looking around him and finding no one, he took a deep breath and unfastened his pants. The night air tickled the flesh on his growing penis, and he slipped his fingers underneath the shaft, holding it as it expanded. His eyes closed, and he envisioned Jessica that night. How sexy she looked.

“This seems to be our spot.”

Rayan jumped at the sound of the female voice coming from behind him, and he fumbled with his pants, trying and failing to put his erection away. He turned towards the sound, his heart pounding. Jessica Stroker stepped out from the trees. Through the darkness, he could just make out the glow of her bare skin, her sinuous curves, and her flowing hair. Her voice dripped like hot syrup.

“What are you doing out here, Rayan?”

His stiff phallus ached as he shoved it into his pants, and his hands trembled, failing to grapple with the zipper. Jessica slipped up to him like a ghost. Her fiery breath tickled the skin on his neck, and her warm fingers rested on his stomach just above his unzipped pants.

“Looks like someone is being naughty. Touching themselves outside on the beach.”

His voice stammered.

“I shouldn’t. We shouldn’t be seen out here together, Jessica.”

“Who’s going to see us? It’s almost midnight.”

Her hand glided down his stomach into his pants, and her fingertips grazed his hardness. He shivered as a bolt of delight shot from the place she touched up through his sternum, into his neck and chin.

“Well, Huda saw us the other night.”

She chuckled, and her husky voice sent soothing vibrations through Rayan’s bones.

“I know, Rayan.”

His voice cracked as her fingers wrapped around his shaft, pulling it up and out of his pants.

“You know?”

“Mmm-hmm. You can’t see it, Rayan, but I’m wearing a different suit. My new buddy, Jennifer, gave it to me. She doesn’t know it, but she also helped me out. I put a little note where I knew she would find it. And she did just what I thought she would. She took it to Huda.”

“A note?”

The low hum of Jessica’s laugh brushed Rayan’s eardrums.

“Yes, Rayan. A little note that hinted about our meeting.”

“Why would you do that?”

“I wanted to make sure your wife saw both of us repenting from our sins.”

Rayan swallowed hard. A sting sliced at his forehead as he considered his present failure. Jessica’s presence melted all his resolve - all his moral fibers - until only his surrender and desire remained.

“I imagine Huda has been pouncing on you with ravenous sexual appetite ever since she saw you choose faithfulness to her, but I haven’t been able to keep you out of my mind, Rayan. I tried to be good, but I can’t. I want your cock inside me.”

Jessica’s head lowered out of sight, and her free hand pulled at Rayan’s pants so that they fell to his ankles. His eyes closed as the warmth of her wet lips slipped around the head of his penis. His thigh and butt muscles tensed, and his member throbbed as electricity ripped through his midsection. He sneered at the thought of Huda pouncing on him with sexual appetite. If only. Perhaps he wouldn’t be standing there now, so ready to fall into sin. How could he resist the desire of this bewitching woman? She came to him like a refreshing drink for a man dying of thirst in a desert.

Jessica rose and turned her back to him. Looking back at him with a devilish smile, she bent over and pushed her beautiful bare butt towards him until her soft skin pressed into his pulsing penis.

“Fuck me, Rayan. Put your hard cock in me.”

As if in a trance, Rayan reached out his hands and took hold of her hips. The head of his penis slipped into her dripping hot vagina. Hot waves of ecstasy rolled up through his chest and smacked against the back of his head. He clenched her slender waist and pulled at it, and she moaned.

“Yess, take this pussy, Rayan. I’ve wanted it so much.”

Each time his hip bones smacked against her silky butt cheeks, pulses of forbidden bliss released in his groin, in his chest, and behind his forehead. He groaned, and his chest vibrated with satisfaction.

“Oh, god, Jessica!”

“Take it, Rayan. Make this pussy yours. Fill it up with your cum!”

His penis stretched to a painful hardness, and his heart ached as he grieved the coming culmination of his failure and betrayal of his marriage. He whimpered.

“Oh, god, I’m going to cum.”

She howled.

“Yes, Rayan. Cum inside me. Oh my god, I’m going to cum, too. I’m going to cum on your cock.”

He felt her body shake in his hands as he exploded inside of her. His seed burst out of him, burning like fire, and his entire body shivered like an icy hot liquid raced through his veins. The sensation spread to the tips of his fingers, to his toes, to his earlobes. He leaned back, still clinging to her, and his hips pressed into her.

“Oh, god.”

The waves slowed as the pumping of his semen into her subsided. His grip on her loosened, and he stumbled back. The night air hit the moisture all over his penis and sent a chill up his spine. Reality set in, and his heart sank.

“What have I done?”

Jessica bent over and picked up her bathing suit.

“Think about that later, Rayan. We need to hurry back to our sleeping spouses before they wake and wonder where we are.”

She kissed him and hurried off, leaving him standing there, his wet penis dangling. A tear formed in the corner of his eye as he repeated the question to the silence.

“What have I done?”


Chapter 23


Ron threw another flurry of punches at the bag. A trail of sweat ran down the side of his face. Another trail curved around the corner of his nose, resting on his lip. He stepped back from the bag and licked his lip, tasting the saltiness. His gloved hands fell to his side, and he looked around at the emptiness of the gym. Walking over to his bag, he pulled one of his hands out of its glove. He bent over and dug through it, finding his phone and waking it up. His eyebrows furrowed.

“He’s late.”

It wasn’t like Rex to be late. He loved working out and always got there before Ron.

Jennifer probably talked him into staying in bed today, he thought.

Ron grinned.

Maybe Jennifer took a page out of Jessica’s playbook. Used that fit body of hers to seduce Rex into cheating on his passion. Or she guilted him into staying. That seemed more her style.

Ron shook his head, walked over to a treadmill, and stepped on. With a push of a button, it came to life, and his legs started moving underneath him. His thoughts wandered into dreams of his future. Soon, he’d be back in Los Angeles. He and Jessica would receive a lot of money, more than he’d ever had before. With that money, he wouldn’t need to work. He liked his job, and he hoped to keep it for personal fulfillment, but with the inheritance, he wouldn’t need it anymore. It would give him the power to demand to work remotely. Or Ron would quit.

His heart warmed at the thought of being that free, and a smile spread across his face.

I’ll move somewhere far away. As long as I have internet service, it can be anywhere. And, finally, I’ll be free of Jessica’s games, he thought.

The acoustic ceiling tiles lifted over his head, and the soft thud of air pressure changing rapped on Ron’s eardrum. The sound of footsteps came from the entryway. Ron called out.

“Rex?”

He turned towards the sound, and his eyes widened. Jennifer stood in the doorway, wearing a robe, scowling with her arms folded. Her voice pelted through her gritted teeth.

“Where is he?”

“I thought he was with you.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“No. He’s not.”


Chapter 24


“Hurry. We’ve got to be quick,” she said.

Jessica pulled Rex by the hands into the bungalow.

“If it makes it easier, you can imagine I’m her. I am wearing her bathing suit after all.”

She winked and smiled, but Rex shook his head.

“No, I’d rather do this with my eyes open. She’s not that fun in bed, anyway.”

“Oh, Rex, honey, you have no idea. But you’re about to find out.”

She shut the door behind him and grabbed him by the back of the neck, pulling his head down to her face. Her lips assaulted his, and they both dug into each other with their tongues. She grasped his throbbing cock through his shorts, and he reached for her thigh, lifting her off the ground. He carried her over to the wall while they continued to press their mouths into each other. Her shoulders hit the wall. Rex pushed his hips into her, plastering her frame against the side of the bungalow. She groaned, feeling his hardness driving into her crotch through his shorts and Jennifer’s suit that covered her quivering cunt.

“I want you inside me!”

He let her drop, her feet touching the floor. While his hands lifted his muscle shirt over his head, Jessica tore his shorts down to his ankles. She pulled the suit cups down, so they hugged the undersides of her breasts, pressing them up and out. With one hand, she pumped his hot shaft while she pulled the suit bottoms to the side, exposing her engorged labia.

“Put it in!”

She threw her head back against the wall as his thickness slid into her juices.

“Oh, god, Rex. Your cock is huge.”

He picked her back up and drove into her like a bulldozer. His powerful hips sandwiched her pelvis between his and the wall, and his cock stretched her pussy, touching deep places she hadn’t felt in a while. It set loose fireworks of pleasure that exploded in tiny flashes all across the space inside her body.

“Yesss, fuck me with that juicy cock.”

He pounded her like a stallion. The pressure of his size. The vice grips of his hands. The wall behind her. And his pelvis against her. They all conspired to squeeze orgasmic juices from her pussy that squirted out from the sides of his shaft as it penetrated her. Every cell in her body vibrated. And sung.

She grasped the back of his head, taking his hair in her hand. With the other, she reached around and clawed at his back. Her lips hung open, rubbing against his ear from the shock waves of his thrusts.

“Oh god, Rex. Your cock is amazing! I’m going to cum so fast.”

She quivered as her climax blasted through her body. Her fingers weakened their grip on his hair as all her energy rushed to the epicenter of her pussy. Rex held her fast, continuing to pound her as she convulsed around his stiff shaft. Her body floated, levitating on a high orgasmic tide. The room's sensations around her faded, overtaken by the burning fire of bliss in her cunt. And the continued penetration of his cock as it pummeled her. She heard herself whimper.

“I’m cumming again!”

Her heartbeat sounded through a veil in her eardrums, and her eyes closed, flooded by light. The pressure of his swelling cock stretched her, sending ripples of bliss through the dense cloud of rapture that held her above the floor. Above existence. Jessica reached another climax. And another. They came in rapid succession, pulverizing her senses. Through the euphoria, she heard him hiss in her ear.

“I’m going to cum inside you!”

His groan harmonized with her moaning, both backdrops to the deep bass of her heartbeat. He stopped his thrusts and held her up against the wall. His member pulsed inside her, and they gasped together. The sensation of her heaving chest returned. Her ears tuned in to the sound of her gasps for air. The heat of their bodies - still pressed together - and their mixed sweat brought Jessica back from the orgasmic dimension his sex took her to.

“Wow!” she said.

He laughed through labored breath.

“That was amazing.”

He let her down, and her legs wobbled as her feet touched the ground. She clung to him to steady herself. She laughed.

“I’m not sure I can walk.”

Her head rested against his warm chest, and she grasped for her strength and focus.

“We better get dressed.”

Her quivering heart burned with a sudden piercing as she heard the bungalow door open. And Ron’s voice.

“What the hell?!”


Chapter 25


Rex turned around, his semi-hard cock glistening with wetness. Ron’s chest ached. Rex’s size exceeded his wildest imaginations about it. Rex put his hands up.

“This isn’t what it looks like, man.”

Ron scowled at him and responded in a dry tone.

“Your wife is looking for you.”

“Ron, man, listen to…”

Ron’s volume raised, and his muscles tensed as he looked at the floor to the side of where Rex and Jessica stood.

“Get. Out.”

Rex hastened to pick up his clothes and get them back on, but Ron’s eyes locked on Jessica. He shook his head and glared at her. She grinned in return with a cocked eyebrow. The tension in Ron’s shoulders pulled into his neck as Rex passed him and exited, closing the door behind him.

“You just couldn’t resist, could you?” Ron asked.

Jessica prowled up to Ron, reaching for his belt. Ron swatted her hand away.

“Don’t even think about it.”

But she persisted, dropping to her knees to get closer and grabbing at his crotch. Her hand grasped a handful of his shorts and the hardness of his shaft. Her eyes lit up as she looked up at him.

“I knew it!” she said.

“Fuck you, Jessica.”

She smirked.

“Wouldn’t you like to, Ron?”

He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her up. Her lips parted and released a devilish laugh.

“Mmmm, what do you want to do to this wicked whore, Ron?”

His hand jerked her head back, and his other hand reached for her bare breast, taking the nipple between his finger and thumb. Jessica howled as he squeezed, gritting his teeth as his eyes burned at her and the sensation of adrenaline rushed through his body. Her howl melded into a chuckle. Then a hissing whisper.

“Yesss. You want to punish this whore!”

Ron slapped her breast with his free hand, and she howled again. Using her hair as a rein, he shoved her over towards the bed.

“Take this pussy, Ron! Fuck me with your rage!”

He pushed her onto the bed and growled at her.

“I don’t want to fuck you. Lay down!”

She complied, and he pulled out his hard cock. Her eyes narrowed, and she pursed her lips as he stroked it.

“Spread your legs and finger yourself.”

Her fingers obeyed and slid down her stomach towards her parting legs.

“Look me in the eye, you slut. Tell me how you did it. Every detail.”

“You mean how I got your boyfriend to betray you and his annoying wife?”

Ron reached out and slapped Jessica across the face, jolting her head to the side.

“Of course, that’s what I mean, you whore.”

Jessica’s mouth hung open in a grin as she turned her gaze back to him and parted her pussy lips with her fingers. One fingertip began circling over her shimmering, raised clit.

“It wasn’t that hard. Your workout lover had his eye on me from the moment I met him in the airport. And with a bitch like that for a wife, I knew he was starving for some sexual adventure. Provoking Jennifer only helped my cause. She became more controlling, forbidding him to talk to me. She played right into my trap. Nothing is more enticing than forbidden fruit.”

Jessica writhed on the bed as her finger danced in a fury on her nub. Ron stopped his stroking, grabbed her wrist, and pulled it away. Then he slapped her pussy, causing Jessica to cry out. Her eyes turned to steel, and she smiled at him.

“Rayan was just as easy.”

Ron’s eyes widened, and he slapped her pussy again, harder this time. She arched her back, wincing and moaning.

“That’s right, Ron. Punish this evil pussy. You hate it, don’t you? And you hate me.”

She turned her head towards him and opened her eyes, glaring at him.

“You don’t love me, do you? You hate me, don’t you?”

“How could I love a lying, cheating whore?”

He spat on her pussy and slapped it one more time before returning his hand to his erection.

“Keep stroking, slut.”

His fingers wrapped around his cock and stroked with furious speed.

“I’m gonna cum all over your face, you filthy cunt!”

“Ooo, yesss, show me your hatred!”

Both of them rubbed their genitals in a frenzy. Ron’s ass cheeks tightened as the pressure in the tip of his cock rose to a painful level. His stomach muscles tightened as the fire inside of him spewed forth from his cock onto Jessica’s face. He kept pounding his cock with his fist, milking it all over her. His eyes burned into her as thread after thread seared his penis opening and shot out, spattering her face and tits. She moaned and shook.

“I’m cumming!”

“Because you’re a whore!”

She licked her lips, catching some of his cum as she did.

“Yesss, I am!”

Ron’s heart pounded as he shook his softening cock to get every drop of his seed on her body. Her mouth and legs hung open, and her frame convulsed. He stood over her, scowling.

“I’m so glad I’m divorcing you.”

Jessica’s eyes remained closed, but she responded.

“Of course, you are.”

“You couldn’t keep to the plan for a few weeks. Goddammit, Jessica, was that really so much to ask? And you had to go after the only guy friend I’ve made in five years. Do you realize what this does to us? To our chances of getting the money?”

“I don’t give a fuck about the money.”

Ron’s forehead stung as a burning thread connected across it from one temple to another, and he clenched his fists as he shouted at her.

“But I do!”

He put his cock back in his pants and turned away from her, zipping them up.

“So does your little friend.”

“Wow, you went there.”

He turned back towards her.

“You bet I fucking went there.”

Her voice softened, and the light in her eyes left.

“Look at the noble Ron Stroker. Punching below the belt.”

“Give me a break, Jessica. You want to go down in flames? You can do that by yourself.”

A knock came at the bungalow door, and paper slid underneath it across the floor towards Ron.

“What the?”

He bent over to pick it up, and his eyes perused it.

“That’s rich.”

He wadded it up and threw it at Jessica. She held her hands up to deflect the paper ball.

“We’re invited to a couple’s ball. Tonight.”

She turned her head away and faced the sliding glass doors leading out to the deck.

“I’m not going.”

“Fine with me. But I am. The little flyer says all the couples are going to share something about themselves. What makes their relationship unique. And believe me, I’ve got plenty to share.”

Jessica turned back to Ron.

“You wouldn’t.”

“Oh, yes, I would. Jessica, I’m done with your games. I’m going to tell them everything. If they didn’t already hate you, they all will once they know the truth. I imagine the resort staff's sympathy will be enough to get me an exception in the will. You don’t want the money? That’s good, cause you aren’t getting any. But you will not keep me from getting what’s mine.”

Jessica frowned, her eyes vacant.

“I knew it.”

“Knew what?”

“It doesn’t matter. Do what you must, Ron. It’s what any man would do.”

She turned away from him, and he fought the sudden twinge of concern for her that tried to emerge inside him.

Fuck her, he thought. She made this bed. She can sleep in it.


Chapter 26


“Everybody, please take your seats.”

Kalei Kahue, the resort director, stood up in front of the stage. A band of musicians behind him stopped playing tropical music, and the murmur of chatter died down as people took their seats at their appointed spot. Name cards written in a sweeping script sat at each place setting, and sparkling silverware flanked fine china atop crisp, white tablecloths. Condensation formed on the clear crystal glasses that accompanied them. Each filled with decorative shapes of ice and water.

Ron turned to look at the expansive crowd gathered under the large tent.

Wow, there are a lot of couples at this retreat, he thought. I feel underdressed.

“We gather here tonight from the four islands of Second Chance retreats. You all came here to find a retreat from the troubles and distractions of the world. To reconnect to your spouse. To your love.”

Ron grimaced and shifted position in his seat.

“By this time, all of you have rediscovered some morsel of beauty in yourselves. In your partner. And so, at Second Chance, we maintain a tradition. To gather on this night and to give each of you a chance to share with the community. To tell us about your sacred union.”

A wave of murmurs and a few chuckles in the crowd.

“Now, don’t worry. We’re all here for the same purpose. It’s natural to be nervous, but you don’t have to share anything profound. It can be simple. But over the years, we’ve found this exercise inspiring, so I want everyone to share.”

Beads of sweat formed on Ron’s forehead.

Oh god, am I really going to do this? Ron thought.

“Is there anyone who would like to be brave and start us out?”

Kalei looked across the group, gleaming with a Sunday school teacher sort of patronizing smile. A few chairs creaked, and ice rustled around in a glass that someone lifted to take a drink.

“I promise, we don’t judge here. We only celebrate. Who would like to share first?”

The familiar voice of a woman called out.

“I’ll share.”

“Thank you, Jennifer. So, stand up and tell everyone your name.”

Jennifer stood. An elegant blue dress hugged her firm body. The single diamond hanging on a delicate silver necklace around her neck sent glints of light into the air, reflecting the canned lights suspended from the tent frame.

“Hey, everyone. I’m Jennifer. Jennifer Snodgrass-Armstrong. And this is my husband, Rex.”

Jennifer placed a hand on Rex’s shoulder, and Ron’s stomach turned. His eyebrows furrowed, thinking of the curious shift in demeanor between the two of them. Shy Jennifer stood boldly in front of the group while the once commanding Rex cowered in her shadow.

“Rex and I have been together almost a year, but in that short time, we’ve faced challenges. Challenges from the outside. And challenges from within.”

Her chin thrust out as if she clenched the back of her teeth, and her eyes glistened with a hardened resolve.

“Some of the toughest challenges have come in the last few weeks on this island. What I’ve learned is that some people will come against you. Try to disturb the peace that you have.”

Her volume raised, and her tone became more stern.

“But they don’t matter. They’re petty, immature little girls with nothing better to do. And they will pass. But we…”

She looked down at Rex and smiled. He winced into the light as he tried to smile back.

“We will outlast their childish games. They will fade. We will remain.”

Kalei clapped his hands.

“C’mon, everyone, let’s show Jennifer some love. Give it up for our first sharer.”

The group obliged with a brief round of soft clapping.

“Rex, would you like to share?”

He chuckled, and his voice cracked.

“Well, um…”

He stood up, his grand physique filling out the sports jacket and clean t-shirt underneath.

“I’m not much for words.”

Not now anyway, Ron thought.

“I’m just grateful for my lady, here. She’s the strong one in our relationship.”

He sat back down, and Kalei led the group in another round of applause.

“Well, beautiful thoughts. We do face challenges, don’t we? But we stand together as a couple, and we weather them. Thank you, Jennifer and Rex. Who will go next?”

Huda stood up and moved behind her chair, gripping it with lightening knuckles and squaring her shoulders.

“Ok, Mrs. Abbas. Thank you. What would you like to share?”

“Thank you, Mr. Director. And thank you to all of you who have come here in the spirit of morality and marital fidelity. Of charity and holiness. That is how my husband, Rayan, and I have come. To honor Allah and the sacred covenant of marriage. As I have knelt in prayer on the beach each morning and looked upon the mighty waves rolling onto the sand, I am reminded that righteousness will always prevail. The inequity of sin will be washed away by its power. And as I look at my husband…”

She glanced at Rayan, who kept his head down.

“I see a devoted follower of Allah, a servant of righteousness. And I am grateful that the temptations of the damned do not sway him.”

Kalei’s closed lips and wrinkled nose pushed into a smile as he nodded and clapped.

“Thank you, Mrs. Abbas. Rayan?”

Huda spoke again.

“My husband is taking a time of silence and reflection. To meditate on these truths.”

Kalei’s mouth shriveled into a small circle, and he cast a worried glance at Rayan.

“I see. Well, thank you both for being here. And thank you for those profound words of wisdom, Mrs. Abbas.”

The director put his hands behind his back and walked to Ron’s side of the crowd.

“Who else?”

His eyes glanced in Ron’s direction, and Ron’s heart skipped.

“I’m sorry to see that Mrs. Stroker couldn’t join us tonight, Ron. I guess you will have to speak for the both of you.”

A woman’s voice came from the back of the crowd.

“That won’t be necessary.”

Everyone turned towards the voice, and several gasped. Jessica Stroker stood at the edge of the tent wearing her red bikini. Her hands draped down to her sides with Jennifer’s green bathing suit in one of them.

Kalei cleared his throat.

“Mrs. Stroker. It’s good to see you, but perhaps you didn’t read the invitation? This is a formal gathering. The guests were all encouraged to wear something more…”

Jessica cocked an eyebrow, and Kalei’s voice dropped in volume.

“…appropriate.”

Jessica tilted her head to the side and narrowed her eyes.

“Really, Kalei?”

She stepped forward, her eyes locked on the director.

“You know, all my life, people have tried to tell me what to do with my body. Tried to tell me to cover it up.”

Her eyes left him and surveyed the crowd as she continued to walk through them towards the front.

“And I’ve been judged. Usually by women.”

She glared at the back of Jennifer’s head. Jennifer turned a fork in her hand and rolled her eyes as she looked at it.

“I’ve heard their lectures about being a lady. About practicing modesty and not giving a man a reason to be tempted.”

Jessica’s eyes returned to Kalei, and they burned at him.

“But I am NOT a lady.”

Jessica moved just in front of the table where Rex and Jennifer sat until she was on the opposite side of it from them. Jennifer didn’t look up to acknowledge her, but her forearm tensed as she continued turning the fork. Jessica’s voice lowered and growled.

“You snide bitch. You couldn’t handle my body, so you tried to cover it up.”

Jessica’s hand waved down her frame with one hand, and then she held out Jennifer’s suit in the other, her fingers clenched and trembling.

“And you were more than happy to give me one of your ugly suits so all these people could see less of me. Well, guess what? I like this body. I fucking love this body. So you can take your fucking suits back.”

Jessica threw the suit across the table, and it landed on top of Jennifer’s hand and turning fork.

“Oh, and wash that one. Ya know, since I used it to wipe your husband’s cum out of my pussy.”

Murmurs erupted in the crowd, and the tendons in Ron’s neck tightened. Jennifer’s mouth fell open, and her eyes moved to the suit laying on her hand. Her head tilted to the side, and her eyes filled with tears.

“Did you?”

Rex shifted towards Jennifer, shaking his head. He reached for her, but she shrunk back from him. Her voice raised.

“Did you have sex with this slut?”

“Babe, I…”

Jennifer jumped up from her chair and stepped back from Rex, her voice trembling.

“How could you?”

“I… I didn’t. She’s lying.”

Jennifer shrieked, and Rex threw up his hands to guard himself as she beat his head with the suit.

“How could you do that to me?!”

He tried to get up, but she threw the suit at him and ran out of the tent. The murmurs of the crowd grew louder as they watched her leave. Kalei tried to regain control of his gathering.

“Now, everyone, quiet down. Mrs. Stroker, I think you’ve said enough. It’s time for you to leave.”

Jessica spun around and hissed at him, her fists clenched at her side.

“Oh, really, Kalei? You want to silence me? I bet you do.”

Kalei shrunk back, his head shaking. His face turned pale, and he mouthed the word “no.” Jessica stepped towards him and extended a pointing finger at him.

“Let me tell you all about this mother fucker. The one whose island you all came to so you could work on your marriages. This shining example of marital fidelity and relationship wisdom.”

Jessica turned away from Kalei and faced the group.

“His cum tastes a bit too much like dish soap. I’ve had better from other married men on this island.”

Kalei dropped into a crouch and put his face in his hands. Jessica and Huda locked eyes.

“And you…”

Jessica took a few steps towards her table and stopped, putting a hand on her hip.

“You hateful, self-righteous cunt. You’ve judged me from the moment you saw me, and you think you’re so holy. So honorable. But you’ve got hate and murder in your heart.”

Leaning forward and narrowing her eyes, Jessica dropped her voice to a growl.

“I’m not afraid of you. Or your father. Or the thugs that he runs with who hijacked a religion so they could oppress women. I had a father just like him.”

Jessica held up a shaking fist.

“He beat me until I bled because I showed my body. And his church loved him. Made a saint of him. While they called me a whore.”

Her voice raised, and she looked up at the larger group.

“Well, they were right. I am a whore. Because I love to fuck. And not just my husband. Not just the cock that the rules say I have to keep my pussy for. I love to fuck whoever my pussy wants. Especially if someone’s rules say I can’t. Those are my favorite cocks to suck and fuck. Because when I take them…”

Her voice cracked up, and a tear formed in her eye.

“That’s when I feel free.”

She continued facing the group but looked aside to Huda.

“So, if I fucked your husband, I would have no problem telling you right to your fucking face so you could go running back to daddy. But I’d rather let you wonder. Did my husband cheat on me? Or was he faithful? Well, bitch, you’ll never fucking know.”

Huda stood up, letting out an animal groan, and threw her knife at Jessica. The sharp edge grazed Jessica across the cheek, drawing blood. Rayan reached for Huda and grabbed her arm.

“Huda, no!”

Kalei also stood and walked towards Huda, holding out his hands.

“Please, Mrs. Abbas. I know this upsets you, but we cannot have violence here on the island.”

Huda wrestled against Rayan’s grip while she hissed at Jessica.

“You’re a repulsive woman! The hottest fires of Jahannam are waiting for you!”

Jessica sneered, flipped Huda off, and raised her voice to talk over her.

“You can all hate me. I know you probably do. Because you haven’t walked in my shoes. But this is MY body. This is MY pussy. And I can and will do whatever the fuck I want with it. I don’t expect any of you to get that.”

Her head dropped towards the floor, and she turned towards Ron. Tears were streaming down her face, and she glanced up at him.

“But I hoped you would.”

Ron’s mouth fell open, and his stomach ached with the weight of a brick sitting on the bottom of it. Jessica rushed for the nearest edge of the tent and disappeared into the darkness. Huda’s voice screeched above the rising buzz of chatter all around.

“You will burn, Jessica Stroker! Burn forever!”


Chapter 27


Kalei Kahue paced the floor of his office, patting his forehead with a handkerchief while holding a phone receiver to his ear.

“No, Mrs. Chestnut, there won’t be any more drama like last night. I promise. I have dealt with the situation.”

Ron stood in the doorway, leaning up against the edge of the frame. His head hung from his shoulders like an anchor, but he managed to peer up, watching the director’s erratic movements.

We did this, he thought.

“I know. She said a lot of things. But can you trust the words of a person like that? I don’t think so.”

Kalei waved at Ron, gesturing towards a chair in front of the desk, then turned to the side, closing his eyes. Ron came in and sat down.

“Thank you, Mrs. Chestnut. I appreciate that very much. Goodbye, now.”

He put the receiver down and released a heavy sigh.

“Putting out fires, I see,” Ron said.

“You have no idea.”

The director collapsed into his chair and looked at Ron. His eyes glistened with sadness. Or weariness. Ron couldn’t tell for sure.

“I’m sorry for all the trouble,” Ron said.

“Ron, you don’t have to apologize for what your soon-to-be x-wife has done. And if I have anything to say about it, she will not jeopardize your chances of getting that money you’re entitled to from your inheritance. My secretary is drafting a letter to Barkley & Associates. It will state that you put forth significant efforts to mend your marriage and that Jessica refused to cooperate. It should satisfy the conditions of the will such that you receive the full ten million.”

Ron’s chest and neck tightened. He should have felt relieved. Even ecstatic. But Jessica getting nothing?

Why do I care? he thought.

“She left you a letter,” Kalei said.

“What do you mean ‘left’?”

“Oh, you don’t know? She’s gone.”

The tightness turned to a sharp pang, and Ron’s eyebrows furrowed.

“Gone?”

“She came in very early this morning. Insisted on being removed from the island. We don’t normally do that kind of thing, but considering the trouble she has caused while here, I was more than happy to oblige her.”

“How did you get her off the island?”

“We have a cargo boat that comes here from the mainland once a week to bring in supplies. As luck would have it, they came this morning and were just about to leave when she showed up in my office.”

Kalei pushed an envelope across the desk with Ron’s name on it, written in Jessica’s hand. Ron picked it up, and a lump formed in his throat. He opened it up, unfolded it, and read.

“Dear Ron,

During my stay on this island, I connected with one core truth about myself in all of my mischief. I need to be free. Free to do what I want with my body. Free to choose for myself.

In the middle of that epiphany, I understood why you want to get as far from me as you can. You are not free. As long as I am in your life, you will feel imprisoned by my sexual power. That is why you want the money. That is why you want to leave Los Angeles. Well, you don’t have to.

I am enclosing a letter taking full responsibility for the failure of our marriage. You should be able to give that to the attorney and get your money. I’m also putting the house on the market. When it sells, I’ll give you the equity. I’m going to move out of the city. Erika will probably want to keep me on board and open a new market wherever I land, but if she doesn’t, I’ll be OK. As you know, I’m a survivor.

Thank you for the memories. You were the closest I ever got to feeling loved as I am. For that, I will always love you.

Affectionately, Jessica.”

Ron thumbed the other letter tucked in the envelope, staring at it while he wiped his mouth.

“I can only imagine what she said in that letter. That woman is full of surprises,” Kalei said.

“Yeah.”

Light nausea tickled Ron’s stomach, and his voice fell flat.

“She is.”

“Is there anything else I can do for you, Mr. Stroker?”

Ron snapped out of his trance, blinking and sitting up in the chair.

“Um, no. Thank you. I…”

He looked out the window.

“I’m gonna go for a walk.”

Kalei cocked an eyebrow, putting on a plastic smile.

“Ok. Have a good day, Mr. Stroker.”

Ron waved a limp hand and stepped into the lobby, holding the envelope at his side. Everything came out exactly how he wanted. Jessica got the exposure and public condemnation that he hoped she would. The money was his. The plans he had for a new life could now become a reality. And yet, Ron Stroker felt hollow.

He stepped out into the sunlight. A resort gardener dug their hands into the mulch around a flower bed in front of the office.

“Beautiful day, isn’t it?” Ron said.

They looked up at him, wincing as they smiled, and their skin gathered into hard wrinkles around their mouth.

“You don’t speak English, do you?”

The gardener continued to smile and nodded their head.

Nope, they don’t, he thought.

He sighed, and his chest ached as though his heart hung out of it. His feet dragged across the ground, and he wandered the island for what seemed hours. No one spoke to him. They appeared to avoid him. After what happened, who would want to talk to him? His wandering brought him to the edge of the steps leading from the green down to the beach. He placed a hand on the rail, and a tear formed in his eye. The memory of Jessica taking off her bikini and parading down those steps naked flooded his mind. His heartbeat picked up, which only caused the ache to worsen. He followed the memory of Jessica down to the sand, to the spot she seduced him into having sex with her. Sex on the beach. One of a hundred crazy things he would never have done without her. He hung his head and heaved out a heavy breath. And whispered to the space around him.

“But with her, I was free.”


Chapter 28


“Good evening, Mr. Stroker.”

Ron nodded to Siddhi as she smiled at him.

“Thank you for seeing me this late.”

“Well, I don’t normally see my couples at this hour, but given your situation, I believe it merited an exception. Why don’t you come in and have a seat?”

She guided him with a gentle touch on his arm.

“Can I get you anything?”

“No, thank you. Well, can you get me a new heart?”

He chuckled, but his heart ached at the sound of his own words.

Siddhi continued to smile, her eyes searching his face as he sat down.

“If only it were that easy, Mr. Stroker.”

She sat and crossed her legs. The inviting, comforting energy of her space pried at Ron’s soul, priming the pump of his emotions. A tear streamed from the corner of his eye, and that disturbed him. Yes, the recent events in his world rocked him, but he couldn’t put a finger on the reason for his tears. Yet they came.

“So, tell me. How are you doing?”

“I don’t know.”

“You have a lot to process.”

Ron let out a hard puff of breath.

“You could say that.”

“The last time we talked, you said you needed a break. It looks like you are going to get it.”

Ron’s eyes fell to the floor in front of him.

“Yeah. Looks like.”

“How do you feel about that?”

“I don’t know. Confused.”

“How so?”

“Well, I…”

Ron hugged his arms around his chest and leaned over them, sandwiching them between his chest and knees.

“I thought I wanted a break. I thought I wanted justice. To see her pay for her crimes.”

“And she has.”

“Yes.”

Ron nodded, his eyes frozen in a vacant stare.

“Yes, she has.”

He closed his eyes and took a deep breath before sighing.

“And I thought that would make me happy. Make me feel vindicated. But I’m not happy.”

He opened one eye, peeking at Siddhi, as though he expected an “I told you so.”

“I’m actually pretty miserable.”

She smiled.

“How can I shake this? How can I feel better?”

“I don’t think those are the right questions.”

Ron’s forehead wrinkled as he frowned.

“What are the right questions?”

“What do you want, Ron? You still haven’t figured that out. You are still sitting on the fence between one life and another. Now you have everything you need to create a new life free of her. The life you said that you wanted. But you are still holding on. Why?”

Ron lifted his hands and dropped them to the floor, raising his voice.

“I don’t know.”

“Let go of her, Ron. Move on. And if you can’t, then you need to be honest with yourself.”

“Honest with myself? What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Can you live without her?”

Ron’s mouth shriveled as though Siddhi squirted something sour into it.

“Oh, definitely.”

She cocked an eyebrow.

“Ok, then why are you struggling? Your new life awaits. Take your money and go create it.”

Ron’s shoulders drooped from his neck, and the great cavity in his chest ached.

“What does it look like? This life you want to create for yourself?”

Ron imagined Little House on the Prairie. In black and white. Peaceful breezes blowing across a field. A sense of security. Safety. Where nothing dangerous or scandalous ever happened. He scowled.

“I don’t know.”

“I think you do. And when you look into your future, does it make you happy? Does it make you feel alive?”

His voice dropped, and he rested his forehead on his hands.

“No. No, it doesn’t.”

It looked like a prison to Ron. Like a repeat of his childhood. Like dutiful observance of all the rules. Left to his own devices, Ron feared he would follow his patterns and create a life of boredom. That he would wither and die in a casket of the mundane. Siddhi’s hand rested on his shoulder.

“You have a choice to make, Ron. Until you decide, you are going to be miserable.”

Ron looked up and smirked.

“Thanks for that.”

She laughed.

“I have faith in you, Ron Stroker. Listen to your heart. It will lead you.”

It already is, he thought. I’m just not sure I’m ready to go there.


Chapter 29


Ron Stroker lay in a hospital bed. An IV in his arm. A monitor next to the bed emitted an occasional beep. A single, droopy plant sat on a table against the wall with a card tied to it. He moved his legs to the edge of the bed, took hold of the rolling IV bag pole, and pushed it over to the plant. His bony fingers opened the card. Type-written words - the work of someone’s secretary – expressed cordial “get well” wishes from his work colleagues. The cold air of the room sent chills up his spine as it grazed his bare back through the hospital gown. A mirror hung on the wall over a sink, and he stepped back to look at himself in it. A knot formed in his belly as he took in the visage of his aged face. Eyes sunken into his head. Skin hung from his skull. A few stray white hairs stuck up in disarray on top of a dry, patchy scalp. He scowled at himself.

“What happened to you?”

He looked around the stark white room. A photo album lay on the foot of the bed. Walking over to it, he opened it to the first page of photos. All of them black and white. He saw pictures of mown yards. Painted mailboxes. Paid bills. He mumbled.

“Where is Jessica?”

Page after page. Ron couldn’t find her in a single picture. But he saw himself. He smiled in all of them, but his eyes looked glassy. Void of any light. Of any life. He closed the book and walked back over to the mirror to get a closer look. His eyes looked flat like dull, opaque marbles. No vitality. And his heart sunk.

A knock came at the door.

“It’s your nurse.”

He hobbled back over to the bed and climbed in. She came over to look at his IV bag and check a monitor, never making eye contact with him.

“Excuse me, ma’am.”

She stood up straight, her eyes wide, as though he hadn’t spoken to her before.

“Yes?”

“Why am I here?”

She winced.

“Oh, dear. The memory is the last thing to go.”

“Last thing to go?”

“Yes, Mr. Stroker. You’re on our palliative care unit.”

“Palliative care.”

“Yes, Mr. Stroker. We’re just trying to keep you comfortable for the time that you’ve got left.”

Ron’s mouth fell open.

“Time I’ve got left.”

“Yes, dear. We’ve already had this conversation several times.”

Ron’s nose and forehead wrinkled as he looked down at his feeble hands.

“If there’s anything you want to do. Someone you want to speak to. You know. Before your time is up, this is the time to do it.”

He looked down at the album at his feet, and a wave of nausea came over him. His chest tightened, and his breaths grew shallow.

Before my time is up?

“Mr. Stroker, you need to breathe.”

A loud beeping sound came from one monitor, and the nurse called out the door.

“I think he’s coding!”

Ron’s eyes grew dark.

His body lurched up in bed, and his eyes darted around the bungalow. They ached from the sunlight pouring in through the sliding glass doors. He jumped out of bed and ran into the bathroom.

“Oh, thank God.”

His hands cupped cold water from the faucet and splashed it on his face.

What a horrible dream, he thought.

He turned to look at the empty bed, and a pang stung his chest.

“I don’t want that to become my reality.”

His head turned back towards the mirror, and he peered into his eyes.

Still a glimpse of light, he thought. But it’s fading. I can see it.

He planted his hands on either side of the sink and took a deep breath, closing his eyes.

He knew what he had to do.


Chapter 30


Ron stepped through the doors to the gym and took a deep breath. On his last visit there, his friend stood him up. And he later found out that friend betrayed him. But now, Ron needed Rex. Ron stepped into the weight room. Rex’s eyes widened and then fell to the floor. He lowered the dumbbell in his hand, setting it down.

“Ron, I…”

Rex’s eyes glistened as he peered back up at Ron.

“I don’t know what to say. Except that I’m sorry.”

“I know, man.”

“She just put some kind of voodoo on me. I can’t explain it.”

“You don’t have to, Rex. Believe me, I know her. I know the power she has.”

“It’s scary.”

Ron chuckled and sat down on a bench.

“Yeah, it can be.”

“I guess you two are…”

“Well, we were divorcing before we even got here.”

Rex’s mouth dropped open.

“You were?”

“Yeah. For us, this was all about satisfying some stupid will to get some inheritance. Or at least…”

Ron looked out the window.

Maybe it wasn’t about that. Not really, he thought.

“How’s Jennifer?”

“Oh, she hates me now,” Rex said. “She’s divorcing me.”

Ron looked back at him and leaned forward, placing his elbows on his knees.

“Man, I’m sorry.”

“Eh, it’s ok. Ya know, Sugar Ron, this whole thing showed me I wasn’t that happy in my marriage. Jennifer’s too…”

“Cautious? Careful? Compliant?”

Rex laughed.

“Yeah, you nailed it.”

“She’s me. I get it.”

Ron sat up.

“She’s got a boring life ahead of her if she doesn’t loosen up.”

Rex smirked.

“So, are we good then?”

“Yeah, Rex, we are. And I need your help.”

Rex stood up, his eyes lighting up.

“Oh, yeah, man. Anything. Anything for my buddy, Sugar Ron!”

Ron smiled.

“I’ve got to get to Jessica.”

“Well, let’s go find her.”

“She’s gone, man.”

“Oh, dang. Like off the island?”

Ron nodded.

“Wow, that was quick.”

“You know how she is.”

“So, what’s your plan?”

“Well, here’s where you come in…”


Chapter 31


Kalei Kahue wiped the sweat from his brow. The last two days ranked up there as the worst in his entire career as a Resort Director. In his whole life. The board almost took his job. His wife nearly left him. But somehow, he convinced them that the conniving witch, Jessica Stroker, had lied. That he could never do what she claimed at the couple’s banquet. Given his years of service to the resort, the board elected to give him another chance. His wife showed more reluctance. She still looked at him with suspicion, and the tension between them gave him heartburn. The constant calls from guests wanting a refund - wanting to leave the resort - also pushed him to the edge. He reached into the desk drawer for his decanter and shot glass.

I need this, he thought.

A knock came at his door.

“I’m swamped,” he called out.

Ron Stroker stepped in. Kalei shut the drawer to cover up the evidence of his drinking on the job.

“Mr. Stroker, I’m sorry, but this is a bad time. Can you come back…”

A lump formed in Kalei’s throat as Rex Armstrong ducked under the doorway, coming in behind Ron. His muscles bulged in the snug-fitting tank top, and his chin jutted out like a rock formation.

“Um… hello, Mr. Armstrong.”

“What’s up, Kay Kay.”

Kalei’s eyes blinked, and his fingers fumbled with a piece of paper on his desk.

“I’m pleased to see you both, but I am quite busy.”

Rex closed the door behind him with enough force to cause the blinds on the windows to shake. Kalei’s voice cracked.

“Of course, I could take care of my business later. What can I do for you two today?”

Ron took a seat, leaning forward and locking eyes on Kalei.

“Kalei, where did that ferry take Jessica?”

Kalei glanced up at Rex and then back at Ron.

“Well, she wanted to get on the next flight, so…”

Ron leaned back into his chair.

“The next flight?”

“Yes, Mr. Stroker. She was eager to get away from this place.”

“Aren’t flights out of here hard to get?”

“Oh, yes. Very. They only leave here once a week. From the mainland, and you have to buy the tickets in advance. The seating on those flights is limited.”

Kalei scratched his neck. Ron let out a sigh and looked over at a bookshelf.

“But given your wife’s power to persuade, I imagine she got a ticket for the flight that is leaving this afternoon.”

Ron’s eyes cut back at him.

“There’s a flight leaving this afternoon?”

“Yes. And there won’t be another one for a week.”

Ron turned to Rex.

“I have to get on that flight.”

Kalei interjected.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Stroker. But that’s impossible. There aren’t any boats available to take you back to the mainland for another several days.”

Ron scowled, his eyes narrowing.

“You really expect me to believe that there’s no way off this island other than that ferry?”

“Well, I…”

Rex stepped up behind Ron’s chair with his arms folded, flexing his biceps, and glared at Kalei. Kalei glanced up at him, and his heart pounded.

“I’ve never shared this with another guest before. I have a boat. A private one. I keep it in case I…”

Ron’s eyebrows raised.

“In case I need to get off the island.”

“Mmm-hmm. So, you’ll take us to the mainland then? Like right now?”

“Oh, I couldn’t possibly. Have you seen the wind today? The waves will be quite intense. That boat isn’t suited to…”

Rex stepped forward, placed his hands on the desk, and leaned over it, towering over Kalei.

“Maybe you misunderstood, Kay Kay. My friend needs a ride to the mainland right now. It’s urgent. And I’m going with you.”

Kalei shrunk back into his chair, his knuckles turning white as his hands gripped the arms.

“Umm, sure, Mr. Armstrong. That’ll be no problem. Let me just get the boat ready. I’ll meet you two at the dock in say an hour?”

Rex pounded the desk, causing Kalei to jump.

“Thirty minutes. I’ll meet you in thirty minutes.”

Rex straightened up, and Ron got up from his chair.

“Don’t be late, Kay Kay.”

Rex’s finger pointed at the director as they slipped out the door. As soon as they left, Kalei reached back for his liquor drawer.


Chapter 32


Salty spray whipped at Ron’s face as he clung to the side of the small cabin cruiser. Waves crashed against the hull, one after another, sending jolts through the boat and into his wobbling legs. He yelled at Kalei over the roar of the motor and swishing sounds of the whitewater splashing up around the sides.

“How long to the mainland?”

Kalei shrugged and yelled back.

“Depends on the surf. And the wind. Maybe an hour. Maybe two.”

Rex steadied himself by holding onto the boat’s hardtop and reached over to pat Ron on the shoulder.

“We’re gonna make it, Sugar Ron.”

Ron gritted his teeth and turned to look at the horizon.

“I don’t see any land.”

Kalei hollered back over his shoulder.

“You won’t for another half hour.”

Ron’s chest tightened as he calculated the math in his head, estimating the likelihood of catching Jessica’s flight.

“You two might as well get comfortable. It’s a long ride.”

Ron sighed and guided himself hand over hand along the rail towards the stairs leading down to the interior cabin. Rex followed him.

“Wow, this ain’t bad,” Rex said. “Being a resort director has its perks.”

Ron flopped his body down on a long cushioned bench seat by the window wrapped around the bow.

“So, when does Jessica’s flight leave?”

“Two hours,” Ron said. “I’m hoping it’s delayed.”

Rex dropped to the floor in plank position and started doing push-ups. Between reps, he grunted out words to Ron.

“Missed my workout today, Sugar Ron. But this is more important.”

“Thanks, Rex. I really appreciate it.”

“So, what changed your mind? The last time we talked about your marriage, you seemed unhappy. I didn’t know you were divorcing, but I figured you were having some trouble.”

Ron rolled on his side and watched the waves through the window.

“Yeah, I guess you could call it that. Did you have any appointments with a therapist?”

Rex laughed.

“Yeah, I kinda missed most of them.”

Ron grinned, continuing to look out the window.

“Well, my therapist made a good point. She said I had a choice to make.”

The sound of Rex’s grunting stopped.

“She was right. I know what kind of woman Jessica is. I’ve known for a while. And I can’t change her. So, my choice is to leave her or embrace her as she is.”

“And you’re choosing to embrace her? I mean, don’t get me wrong. She’s hot. And a lot of fun. But you know she’s going to cheat on you again.”

“Yeah, I do.”

Ron rolled back over and faced Rex.

“I’m counting on it.”

Rex’s forehead wrinkled, and his lips parted.

“Ok.”

“Rex, before Jessica, my life was pretty dull. Because I am pretty dull. It’s how my parents raised me. And every once in a while, it’s nice to watch paint dry, but…”

Ron’s eyes prickled, and his body melted into the cushion.

“I had a dream. And it scared me because I know it would come true. It was my life without Jessica.”

Rex sat cross-legged, holding his knees in the crooks of his elbows. Ron’s eyes met his.

“No one thrills me like she does. Not even close. I dated a nice girl a few months ago. And it comforted me. But…”

“She didn’t set your soul on fire.”

“No. Not like Jessica.”

Rex rolled forward onto his knees and slapped Ron on the back.

“I’m happy for you, man. I hope I find that person for me someday. At least now, I have a chance.”

The boat lurched, throwing Ron a foot off the cushion and causing his teeth to clamp into his tongue. Searing pain mixed with a salty taste in his mouth. Rex called up the stairs.

“Damn! What’s going on out there?”

Kalei’s voice stammered.

“We’re headed into some pretty rough water. I think this is going to be closer to that two-hour trip.”

Ron rolled his eyes.

“Figures.”


Chapter 33


Jessica Stroker stepped up to the airport official’s desk and handed him a boarding pass and her id.

“Oh, yes. Mrs. Stroker. I heard about you.”

The official bent over, taking her bag, and placed a luggage tag on it with “Los Angeles” printed on it.

“I don’t know who Erika Bloodworth is, but she has a lot of pull around here. This flight was full, but she must have offered a lot of money to someone in first-class, because they sold their ticket to her, and she gave it to you.”

The bag landed on a conveyor belt that carried it towards a black rubber curtain.

“I wish I had friends like that.”

Jessica forced a smile, but her heart hung like a weight in her chest. Erika came into Jessica’s life at the perfect time. And at the worst time. Jessica knew she’d be leaving Los Angeles, Seminal Communications’ home base of operations.

I’m letting her down, she thought.

“Yeah, nice to have friends.”

The official’s stamp pounded the boarding pass with a thud, leaving a black mark on it. He handed it back to her, cocking an eyebrow with a plastic smile.

“Ok, you’re all cleared through to Los Angeles. Gate three. Enjoy your flight.”

Jessica’s sandals flapped across the grey tiles of the airport terminal floor. Through the windows, she saw small island hopper planes taking off and landing. She thanked a god she didn’t believe in for the massive airbus that would carry her across the Pacific.

I hope they have booze, she thought.

Her radar for the lusts of men tingled. She noticed several men checking her out, and one of them tried to cover the wedding ring on his finger. But her usual energy for playing her games with men failed her. In her mind, she could only see Ron, and her body shivered with a chill, and her stomach gurgled. She kept her eyes glued to the floor in front of her and kept walking.

At the gate, a woman in airport uniform smiled as Jessica approached.

“Mrs. Stroker?”

Jessica’s stomach fluttered as she tilted her head to the side.

“Yes. How did you know my name?”

“Mrs. Bloodworth sent me your picture. She wanted to make sure we took care of you. If you’d like to board early, you can. Your accommodations will be more comfortable than out here.”

Erika, I don’t deserve all this, she thought.

“Yes, I’d like that. Thank you.”

Inside the spacious cabin, the hum of the airplane engine vibrated in Jessica’s chest and her ears. She made her way to the third row, seat A. A first-class window seat. Erika never missed a detail. A woman with long silver hair sat in seat B, gazing out the window.

“Excuse me,” Jessica said.

The woman looked up and smiled.

“Oh, yes. I wondered when you’d get here.”

“Don’t tell me you know my name, too.”

“No, I just had a gut feeling I’d have some company.”

Jessica nodded.

“Oh.”

Oh dear, I’m sitting next to Granny Granola, she thought.

The seat enveloped Jessica with its soft leather, and her muscles relaxed.

“So, how was your time in paradise?”

And she wants to talk. Great.

“Eventful.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah… I’d rather not talk about it.”

“Oh, dear. Things went sour with a romantic partner, didn’t they?”

Jessica’s lips parted, and she cleared her throat.

“I’m sorry, I know it’s none of my business.”

Jessica pressed her lips together into a flat grin.

“But if you want to talk about it…”

Jessica’s eyes narrowed, and she turned to face the woman, ready to give her a stinging reply. But she froze. The woman’s eyes sparkled blue in the sunlight and flooded Jessica’s soul.

“Oh my god,” Jessica said.

“What is it, dear?”

Jessica’s skin tingled, and her heartbeat raced. The woman’s eyes mesmerized her. And reminded her.

I know those eyes, she thought.

“Are you ok, hun?”

Jessica sat up and shook herself free of the trance.

“Um, yeah. Sorry. You just remind me of someone.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, your eyes.”

The woman smiled, and Jessica’s heart warmed. The smile, too. They resembled those of her mother.

“Um…”

Jessica pulled her attention to her lap, trying to get a grip.

It’s not her. You’re just emotional.

“So about this man. You know, there’s just no telling what will happen with a man when you’re on these islands. This place is the rise and fall of many a love.”

The tension in Jessica’s chest eased, and she relaxed her shoulders.

“For me, it was both.”

“Oh, dear. I’m sorry. Those are the sweetest and the hardest. You’ll carry the memory of this trip with you for the rest of your life.”

Jessica turned her head and looked out the window. Her voice lowered.

“I’m sure I will.”

“So, this man. Was he tall, dark, and handsome?”

“No…”

Jessica chuckled as she wiped a tear from her eye.

“He was none of those things.”

Her head turned back towards the woman, and she trembled as their eyes met again. Tears rolled down her cheeks, burning her skin.

“But he filled a part of me that I thought no one could ever fill.”

The woman’s eyes glistened, and her lips pursed as she nodded her head, cooing with an affectionate hum. Jessica dropped her head.

“Or would ever want to fill.”

She took a deep breath in through her nose and straightened her spine, looking again at the older woman and flashing a pained smile.

“Turns out, he doesn’t.”

Her lip quivered, and another tear followed the wet trail on her skin. The woman shifted in her seat to face Jessica, and she reached out, putting a hand on her shoulder.

“Awww, dear. Are you sure he doesn’t?”

The warmth in the woman’s eyes washed over Jessica, melting her as she pressed her lips together and nodded. She turned back towards the window and leaned her head against it. Her knuckle rested against the glass, and she stroked it.

“And I don’t blame him. I’m a hard woman to love.”

The woman’s hand rubbed Jessica’s arm. She closed her eyes and let the tears pour out as she absorbed the touch of this angel.

I’m so sorry, Ron.


Chapter 34


“Oh no, this is bad.”

Kalei’s voice dripped with gloom. Ron looked out the window of the boat as it rolled up to the dock.

“What is it?” Rex asked.

“The festival of Hina.”

“Of who?” Ron asked.

“Hina. She’s a powerful female goddess that some of the oldest tribes in these islands still worship. And they have a huge festival for her every year. It draws tourists from all over the world.”

Ron and Rex ran up the stairs to see, and Ron’s limbs weakened at the sight of the crowds. As far as he could see, an ocean of people.

“The festival is today. You guys will never get to the airport through all this.”

Rex scanned the area around the docks.

“The hell we aren’t!” he said.

He grabbed Ron by the arm and pulled him onto the boardwalk.

“C’mon, buddy.”

Kalei called after them as they ran towards the shore.

“You’ll never make it!”

Rex pointed to a vendor stand.

“Ron, grab a map!”

A rotating dispenser of maps stood just to the side of a vendor’s booth, and Ron grabbed a map from it.

“Hey! Mister! You need to pay for that!”

But Ron kept running, following Rex over to a large, black pickup truck with massive tires. He peeled off his shirt and wrapped it around his fist. Ron’s mouth dropped open.

“Umm, Rex, what are you doing?”

Rex stepped up to the driver's side window.

“I’m getting you to the airport.”

His fist slammed into the window and shattered it, setting off the car alarm.

“Oh, shit, Rex! We’re gonna get arrested.”

Rex reached in and unlocked the doors.

“Get in, Ron!”

Ron’s chest tightened as he climbed into the truck. Rex leaned to the side of the steering wheel, ripping out the housing underneath it. Ron’s eyes widened as he watched Rex fiddling with the wires underneath. A sound of electricity and the site of sparks, and the engine started.

“Umm, how do you know how to do that?”

Rex winked at Ron and flashed a smile.

“Another story for another time, Sugar Ron. Fasten your seatbelt!”

Rex laid on the horn and revved the engine. In front of the truck, the crowd stepped back, yelling at Rex in some language other than English. Rex threw the truck in gear and drove, pushing the mob aside as he headed for the bushes on the side of the road.

Ron grabbed the handle above the door and the side of his seat.

“Rex!”

“Ron, we’ll never make it on the streets, but this baby doesn’t need them. Hang on!”

He plowed through the bushes into a yard, up a driveway, and through a fence.

“You’re my navigator, Sugar Ron. Look at that map. Figure out where we are.”

Ron threw his hands up.

“How am I supposed to figure out where we are when we’re not on the road?”

Rex pointed at Ron and patted him on the chest.

“Focus, Sugar Ron. We’re getting you to Jessica. You can do this!”

Ron stiffened his lower lip, and his chest puffed up.

“You’re right. We can do this.”

The truck lurched through mounds of grass and dirt, leaving behind a row of houses and heading into a row of trees. Ron unfolded the map and combed over it with his eyes.

“Ok, if the water is here, and that’s where we came in, then that means we’re headed north. Or northwest.”

“Find the airport.”

“Right.”

Ron’s fingertip bounced across the map, thrown about by the shaking of the truck.

“I got it!”

“Great! Where do we need to go?”

“Um, you need to bear right.”

Rex wheeled the truck to the right, the side mirror smashing up against a tree.

“Woops!”

Ron shook his head at Rex as he laughed.

“You’re crazy, man.”

“Hey, Sugar Ron. We’re on a mission.”

Ron’s chest warmed, and his eyes softened.

“It’s ok. I like the crazy.”

The seatbelt tightened against his chest as they went over a log.

“Thanks, Rex. I couldn’t have done this without you.”

“Don’t get all mushy on my now. Time for that later. Map!”

“Right!”

Ron traced a path through the trees with his finger, guessing at the angle of their direction.

“If we’re headed the way I think we are, this should come out onto a big road. Maybe an interstate.”

“That’s perfect!”

“Let’s hope it’s just a nice smooth spot to get on.”

Branches thrashed against the windshield, leaving streaks on the glass, and the sounds of sticks and gravel striking the sides and undercarriage of the truck made it hard to hear or think. Light pierced through the trees from up ahead. Rex cheered.

“Looks like we’re coming to our road!”

Ron’s jaw tightened as the light grew brighter, the edge of the trees drew closer, and the ground ahead disappeared over a ledge.

“Umm, Rex! Do you see that?”

“Yep! Hold on tight!”

The truck broke through the tree line and vaulted into the air. Ron’s chest expanded, and his body floated off the seat. His heart burned like it might explode, and the sound of his scream pierced his eardrums. All at once, his body lurched forward, slamming against the seatbelt as the truck’s wheels pounded pavement. Rex gripped the wheel, turning hard to steady the vehicle and straighten it. They sped onto the interstate from the ramp.

“Oh, my god!”

Rex laughed.

“We made it! Ok, map! Where we going?”

Electricity rippled through Ron’s body as hope crept up inside of him, his eyes widening as they studied the map.

“We actually might make it, Rex.”

“Of course, we’re going to make it.”

“Three miles. Then take exit 12.”

Rex rolled down the window and let the breeze flow into the cab. On the opposite side of the interstate, traffic backed up bumper to bumper, but only a few cars dotted the path ahead.

“Once we get to the exit, it looks like it’s about a mile to the airport. We’ll probably see it from the road.”

Rex held out a fist, and Ron bumped it with his. In no time, they reached the exit and sped down the ramp.

“Uh oh,” Rex said.

Ron looked up from the map, and a lump formed in his throat. Up ahead, two police cars blocked the road. An officer stood in front of them, directing cars to turn around. Rex stopped the truck in the middle of the road. The officer looked up at the truck and waved to the squad car behind him. Another officer got out and started walking towards them.

Ron grit his teeth.

“Oh, no. What do we do?”

Rex watched the officer and bit his bottom lip.

“Ok, I’ve got it, Ron. Get down and listen to me.”

Ron unbuckled his seatbelt and slid down from his seat into the floorboard.

“I’m going to pull over next to the side of the road. I’ll do it nice and slow so they don’t get too fired up. This truck is high off the ground. He’ll have no visibility into the cab to see you. When I tell you, slip out the door and into those bushes over there. Take the map. Run to the airport.”

“But what about you?”

“I’ll be fine. Don’t worry about me. Get to Jessica.”

Ron’s midsection fluttered.

“Rex, how can I ever repay you?”

Rex turned the wheel and eased the truck forward, his eyes glued ahead and his voice lowering.

“Go live your life, Sugar Ron. Save the love that makes your heart soar.”

Ron reached out for Rex’s thigh and grabbed it.

“Thank you, man.”

“You’re welcome, Sugar Ron. Now go!”

Ron’s heart skipped a beat as he opened the door and slipped his feet down to the pavement. The voice of the officer on the other side of the truck addressed Rex with a thick accent.

“Sir, I need to see your license and registration, please.”

Ron’s leg muscles flexed as he tried his best to avoid making any noise with his steps. His temples ached as the pressure of his held breath built inside his chest and head. His steps quickened once he passed the bushes. When the officer’s voice faded, he gasped and grabbed his chest. Through his panting, he whispered.

“Ok, Ron. Get it together.”

He looked at his watch.

“Shit.”

His hands trembled as he unfolded the map, checked his bearings, and then wadded it up in his fist. His feet kicked up dirt as he took off in a dash. He ran with all his might. Through trees. Jumping over bushes. His chest burned with need for air, and his ribs stung as though they might break through his skin and rip him open. A branch whipped at his face, but he escaped from the trees, and his feet pounded onto pavement. He looked around. It expanded all around him, and in the distance, planes! He launched himself forward again, and his eyes fixed on the terminal building and the few aircraft around it. Most of them small, but one towered over them.

It has to be that one, he thought. It hasn’t left yet.

A stabbing pain shot through his chest as his body struggled to produce the speed he required of it. His mouth hung open, and his arms flailed at the air as he yelled out.

“Jessica!”

He winced. The plane started rolling backward.

“Noo!”

Adrenaline flooded his body, and his legs found new life. His feet floated across the ground, and his body weight diminished in the surge of heat and light radiating inside. The plane stopped and began rotating away from him. His feet crossed the threshold of the runway. He thought, only a football field’s distance between him and the plane that began rolling forward.

“Nooo! Jessica!”

The mighty jet lumbered. Slow at first. Ron closed the distance between himself and the tail. He flailed his arms in the air.

“Stop the plane!”

For a moment, the plane slowed, and he drew close, reaching the left side of the aircraft but staying clear of the wing. His eyes searched the passenger windows, and he struggled to keep his balance. His heart sank as the engine roared, raising the pitch of its hum. Then, in the third window back from the side entrance to the plane, he saw it. He could not mistake that hand, and the wedding ring still on it. The hand rested against the window, and the ring sparkled in the sunlight. Ron yelled with all his might.

“Jessica!”

But the escalating roar of the engine drowned out the sound of his voice, and the plane picked up speed. Tears began streaming down his face as he gave every ounce of his energy, trying in vain to keep up the pace. A gust of air blew from the plane’s engines, tearing at Ron’s body, and he lifted his arm to cover his eyes. It pulled away from him and barreled down the runway. He slowed and watched it lift off the ground and into the air. He whimpered.

“No.”

He fell to his knees, panting for air. His tears and sweat blended on his cheeks, and he looked up at the sky, his shoulders falling back. The sound of a vehicle came from behind him, and he turned to see a luggage cart pull up to where he knelt. A driver wearing an airport uniform waved at him.

“You miss your flight?”

Ron’s chest heaved, sucking in air, as he nodded.

“Aww, man. That sucks. That plane is going to the States. There’s not another one going there for at least a week, I think.”

Ron placed his hands on his knees and hung his head.

By then, she’ll have disappeared and gone somewhere I may never find her.


Chapter 35


Jessica watched from the upstairs window as the moving truck pulled up in front of her house, and two men hopped out. The driver appeared to be in his mid-twenties with a curly head of auburn hair, broad shoulders, and a tank top that clung to his toned chest and torso. His partner possessed a similar physique but stood taller, with darker skin and long, dark hair. His biceps flexed as he reached back and pulled the length into a ponytail. Jessica’s chest stung with a tightness, as though some part of her wanted to come out but strained under the weight of grief. She took a deep breath and descended the stairs. The expected knock came at her front door, and she reached for the doorknob.

You can do this, Jessica, she thought.

She dug deep for a smile to cover her heartache and pulled the door open. The driver beamed a smile, his blue eyes sparkling.

“Mrs. Stroker?”

“Yes, that’s me.”

“You ready to move?”

Jessica winced but nodded.

“Yeah. When do we start?”

The tall, dark moving man stood at the end of the truck and unlatched a tailgate lock. He shoved the door up, and it clacked like a train on tracks as it rolled up into the ceiling, revealing a third man standing inside the cargo area. Jessica’s chest tingled a bit despite her sorrow. This cargo passenger’s legs flexed in his tight jeans as he stepped down from the truck and waved at her, flashing perfect white teeth with his smile.

“So, there are three of you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” the driver said.

She clapped her hands together, hoping to snap herself into gear, and shoulders rose with her deep inhale.

“Ok, let’s get to it. Why don’t you boys come on in?”

Cargo boy smirked as he stepped up the stairs, and the skin on Jessica’s neck tingled as they each passed by her, entering the house. Closed cardboard boxes, sealed with packing tape and labeled “Kitchen,” “Den,” and “Bathroom,” stood in stacks around the walls.

“Looks like you’ve been busy, Mrs. Stroker. We could have done all this for you.”

“I know, but I needed something to do, and I’m kinda in a hurry to get out of here.”

“I understand.”

He bent over and picked up a box. The other two followed suit, and they began carrying her things out.

“I’m just gonna head upstairs and finish some packing up there.”

Cargo boy answered, grinning at her, and stepped across her door’s threshold with a large box in his arms.

“Yes, ma’am. We got this.”

Something about him stirred her, but she fought to press her primal urges back into their box.

It’s too soon, she thought.

Putting a foot on the stairs and a hand on the rail, she remembered Ron. How he followed her up them many times, lusting after her ass. The other sights and sounds around her faded. As she drifted into that memory, her fingers and toes went numb, and a thickness grew in her throat.

A female voice came from behind her, interrupting the reverie.

“I like your moving crew.”

Jessica turned, and her heart skipped a beat.

“Oh my god, Erika.”

Her eyes prickled, and her lip pursed as she tried to keep a lid on her tears. Erika stood in the entrance hall wearing electric blue leggings and a fitted t-shirt. Even in comfy clothes, she owned her surroundings with her gorgeous body and sensual power, but the energy coming off her felt warmer and softer than usual.

“Hey, Jessica.”

She held out her arms, and Jessica ran into her embrace.

“Thank you so much.”

“Don’t mention it, girl.”

She patted Jessica on the back and loosened her hold.

“Ok, what can I help with?”

Jessica stepped back and put a hand up in her hair, looking around.

“God, Erika, you’ve already done so much.”

Erika waved a dismissive hand in the air, smiling at Jessica.

“Maybe come upstairs with me and help me sort that out. I’ve been avoiding it.”

Erika gestured towards the stairs.

“After you.”

Jessica’s chest tightened with each step up the stairs. For the last few days, she slept on the couch downstairs, unable to stay in the bedroom for long. Reaching the doorway, she froze. Erika’s hand rested on her shoulder, and her torso relaxed. Jessica’s voice cracked as she spoke just louder than a whisper.

“I did it in here, ya know.”

“Hmmm?”

“Cheated on Ron. In that bed.”

Erika’s other hand took the other shoulder, and they massaged the muscles.

“You know, I’ve never married, but if I ever made that mistake, I’m sure I would do the same thing. Over and over.”

Jessica sighed.

“Do you think I’ll ever find someone who can love me like this?”

“I haven’t.”

Her hands slipped off Jessica’s shoulders.

“I accepted I’m not relationship material.”

Jessica’s eyes glazed over as she stared at the bed.

“Yeah, I don’t think I am, either.”

“Men. They’re only good for a few things. And you don’t have to buy the whole pig just to get a little sausage.”

Jessica turned to look at Erika, struggling to find a smile. Her well-meaning words failed to comfort, but her presence eased the pain of facing reality.

“You know, I recognize one of your moving crew.”

Jessica’s head tilted to the side.

“Oh, which one?”

Erika grinned.

“The one with the perfect teeth.”

Jessica’s lip curled up on one side.

“Oh, yes. He was riding in the cargo bay.”

“Makes sense.”

Erika slid past Jessica into the bedroom and flashed her a devilish smile.

“He likes a rough ride.”

Jessica’s mouth fell open.

“Oh my god, you?”

Erika nodded.

“And he’s bisexual.”

Jessica’s head rocked back on her shoulders.

“Really?”

Erika’s lips smacked as she responded.

“Yep.”

“Huh.”

Jessica stood pensive. Erika’s lifestyle gave her a haven. A place to feel less of a freak.

“You sure I can’t convince you to change your mind?”

Jessica shook her head.

“Yeah, I’m sure.”

“It’s a damn shame. I was just getting to know you, and I’m already really going to miss you. We could have done some shit together.”

“Well, maybe you can visit me.”

“Where are you going?”

“I don’t know. Maybe Puerto Rico. Someplace I can disappear.”

Jessica turned and looked at the picture sitting on the bedside table. She picked it up and sighed. In it, Ron held her from behind and glowed with a boyish smile. Her teeth sunk into her trembling lip.

“Oh my god, you left that out? Are you trying to torture yourself?”

Erika swiped it out of her hands.

“Give me that! This is the first thing I’m going to pack. You know, you should let me take you out on the town. We could…”

Erika’s voice trailed off in a blur, and Jessica’s ears expanded to tune in to the sound of male voices outside the house. Her heart quickened. She interrupted Erika’s chatter, placing a hand on her.

“Do you hear that?”

“Hear what?”

“It can’t be.”

Tears welled up in Jessica’s eyes, and she tore out of the bedroom and down the stairs.


Chapter 36


Ron Stroker pulled up to the house he used to call home. His heart raced at the sight of the moving truck backed up to the front door.

“Oh god, I hope I’m not too late.”

His car came to a quick stop at the curb, and he hopped out and jogged up to the two men carrying a couch down the front steps towards the truck. Ron remembered the many times sitting on that couch with Jessica watching their wedding video. She bought it with one of her first commission checks at Starlight.

“Hey, guys…”

He reached out for one end of the couch to take it from a strapping young man carrying it.

“Hey, buddy. What do you think you’re doing? We’re trying to move this lady.”

“I know. And I’m sorry. Let me explain.”

The young stallion stepped back, scowling, and put his hands on his hips. The other set the couch down with Ron.

“This is my house. Well, it was my house. And that lady is my wife.”

The mover Ron took the couch from lifted his hands.

“Hey, man. We don’t want to get in the middle of your issues with Mrs. Stroker.”

“No, it’s not like that. Listen, I need you guys to help me.”

The movers looked at each other with raised eyebrows.

“I promise I’ll pay you double your fee for this contract. And you’ll be helping to save a marriage.”

Ron looked at the man he took the couch from.

“Are you the lead guy on this deal?”

The man nodded.

“Yeah, that’s me. Name’s Steve.”

Ron grinned.

“That could not be more perfect. So, the lady. My wife. Would you agree she’s hot?”

Steve shrugged his shoulders.

“I mean, you know.”

“Steve, listen. I know there’s this code where men aren’t supposed to look at another man’s wife. And we both know that’s a load of bullshit. You look. I look. And I’m not that husband who is going to get pissed. You can be honest with me. I need you to be honest with me.”

“Ok, yeah. She’s hot.”

“Like you would bang her?”

Steve chuckled.

“This is the weirdest conversation I’ve had in a while.”

“I know. I get it. But would you?”

“Yeah. Yeah, I’d bang her. I imagine all of us would.”

He looked at his partner for confirmation, and the tall, dark-haired mover nodded and spoke up.

“Dude, your wife is hot. I’m sorry, but that’s a fact.”

“Great! I’m glad you both think so.”

Another mover emerged from the doorway. He grinned as he spoke.

“Y’all don’t let me do all this moving by myself.”

Steve motioned to him.

“Mark, you’re gonna need to come listen to this. I think there may be a change of plans.”

Ron took a deep breath.

“Here’s the thing about my wife. About Jessica. She’s a very naughty woman. She loves to fuck. And she loves to cheat on me.”

Mark stumbled down the steps as he spoke.

“Whoa! What have I walked into?”

Steve held a hand out, palm down, and waved it towards the ground. He held his other finger up to pursed lips.

“Just shut up and come here, man. And keep it down. I wanna hear what this dude has to say.”

He turned back to Ron.

“Go ahead, man. We’re listening.”

“It hurt me, and I didn’t think I could handle it, but I’ve had time to think about it. And I know I can. I know I want to.”

Ron’s throat thickened, and his voice cracked.

“Because I love her. And because I think she’s the most exciting, amazing woman I’ve ever known.”

Steve’s eyes bulged like saucers.

“Wow, dude.”

“So, here’s what I need you fellas to do for me. If she’s up for it, and I feel sure she will be, I need you to all fuck her. In front of me.”

Mark laughed.

“This is insane.”

“I’m serious, guys. Will you please help me? I know it sounds crazy, but this will save our marriage.”

Mark put his hands on his head and blew through pursed lips.

“I mean…”

They looked at each other as if having some kind of coded conversation with their eyes. Steve straightened up and looked Ron in the eyes.

“I don’t see how we can say no to the chance to save a marriage. Especially one that’s as crazy as yours.”

Ron raised his hands and looked up in the air.

“Thank you so much.”

A familiar voice interrupted their conversation.

“Ron?”

Jessica stood in the doorway, her arms folded across her chest as though she were naked and freezing. Her lip trembled, and her eyes glistened. Ron’s heart lurched out of his chest as he spoke to her.

“Babe.”

She stepped out onto the porch, still clutching herself.

“What are you doing here?”

“I had to get back… To see you. Over the last week, I realized something. Ever since you told me you fucked my boss, I’ve struggled, and I’m sorry, but I know what I want now. I know what I need.”

He stepped towards his wife. Her cheeks trembled as tears welled up in her eyes.

“I need my wife. Not some woman who behaves. Or falls into line with what the world wants from her. I need the woman I met at Joe’s Burger Shack all those years ago. The one who cheated on her fiance with me behind the restaurant.”

Jessica burst out into tears.

“Oh, Ron.”

He got down on his knees.

“Please, let me spend the rest of my life worshiping my queen.”

She put her hands over her mouth, and her body shook. A woman stepped through the doorway behind her and to the side. She spoke to Ron in a stern, business-like tone.

“Hey, Ron. I’m Erika, Jessica’s boss.”

She turned her head towards Jessica and put an arm around her.

“And friend.”

Jessica turned her head into Erika’s breast and sobbed.

“And I heard your idea.”

She nodded her head upwards towards the bedroom window.

“I could hear you from up there. But if you’re serious about this, I think you need to raise the stakes a little. When these boys finish fucking your wife, you’re going to need to clean up the mess.”

Ron’s heart skipped, and his cock twitched.

“Mark over there likes a little action on both sides of the aisle, don’t you, Mark?”

Mark’s face turned beet red.

“Yep. He does. So, when your wife’s juices mix with his cum and cover his cock, you’re going to need to kneel and clean that off. And I don’t care if you like that kind of thing or not. You’re going to do it cause that’s what servants do for their queens. If you really want this woman to rule you.”

Ron looked up from the ground at Jessica, his eyes steely as he smiled at her.

“I do.”

He stood up, and his shoulders squared back.

“So, what are we waiting for?”


Chapter 37


Amber Levinson’s hand held onto the woman who became a mother to her. Her feet fumbled underneath her, feeling out her steps, and her eyes pressed shut under the blindfold. Her heart danced, and her little chest melted, reuniting with Mrs. Jessica after missing her for over a month.

“How much longer?”

Mrs. Jessica’s laughter filled her ears and lifted her spirit. She loved Mrs. Jessica more than anything, and she loved her laugh above all other sounds in the world. Her feet wanted to skip, but she willed them to stay steady, not wanting to trip.

“Where are we?”

Mrs. Jessica’s voice hummed like a playful song.

“You’ll see.”

Her hand pulled Amber up, and she lifted her feet to climb up a few steps. Something about the ground felt familiar to her, and her body tingled all over.

What could it be? she thought.

“Ok. We’re here.”

The strong, soft hands of her guardian angel rested on Amber’s shoulders. She felt Mrs. Jessica’s body stepping behind her, surging with intense, warm energy and the sound of a deep breath. The knot behind Amber’s head wiggled as Mrs. Jessica fiddled with it, and then the tightness around her head subsided. The blindfold fell away, and light flooded her eyes. Amber held her hand up over her eyes to allow them to adjust, and she squinted to see her surprise. Mrs. Jessica bent down behind her and put her arms around her.

“What do you think?”

Amber’s vision sharpened, and the house she grew up in came into focus. Her heart skipped, and her mouth fell open.

“Mrs. Jessica, is it?”

“Yes, dear. It’s yours.”

Amber’s eyes welled up with tears, and she turned into Mrs. Jessica. Her chest expanded like it might explode as she took hold of Mrs. Jessica’s face with her tiny hands.

“Is it really?”

She laughed and wiped a tear from her eyes.

“Yes, sweetie. I bought it for you.”

She dove at Mrs. Jessica and wrapped her arms around her neck, squeezing with all her might.

“Oh, Mrs. Jessica, thank you! Thank you so much.”

The woman who saved her rose to her feet, lifting Amber in her arms. Amber’s heart soared as her feet left the ground, and she trembled as she wept tears of joy into the sweet-smelling tresses of Mrs. Jessica’s hair.

“I can’t believe it!”

The strong arms of her hero held her like a cradle.

“C’mon, let’s go inside!”

She put her back down and took her hand. Over on the curb, a well-dressed man with salt and pepper hair leaned up against the car. Amber cocked her head to the side and shriveled her nose. Jessica chuckled.

“That’s Mr. Ron. He’s my husband.”

Amber’s eyes lit up.

“Ohhh.”

“You know how you say I saved you?”

“Yeah.”

Mrs. Jessica looked back over her shoulder at the man and smiled.

“He saved me.”

Amber’s mouth formed an “O” as the corners of it curled up in a grin. She called out in an exuberant tone.

“Very nice to meet you, sir!”

The man smiled and waved back. Jessica squeezed Amber’s hand and whispered.

“C’mon! Let’s go see your house!”

They beamed at each other as they skipped up towards the door.

“Mrs. Jessica, now I can make the shelter I told you about! Will you help me?”

“Of course, dear. Of course.”

And the two of them stepped onto the front porch. And into their future.
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Thanks for reading the Jessica's Game series bundle! Did you like it? If so, I could really use your help. Ratings and reviews are important for any book, but especially if it’s erotica. You can post your review for this book here.

Wanna join my inner circle of "Patter Peeps"? You'll get a free copy of the subscriber-exclusive prequel to this series when you subscribe to my newsletter here.


A Note from The Author


When I was younger, I struggled with a great deal of shame about how sexual I was. I spent a long time trying to be less sexual. Running from my true self caused me to suffer from severe depression.

No more.

I have a vivid imagination, and my sexuality has always played a big part on that stage. Writing gave me an outlet to explore and share that part of my inner world with others.

I am deeply grateful for you, dear reader. Thank you for visiting the erotic places in my mind. If you enjoyed your visit, I hope you will come back often.

You can find out more about me and my writing on my website.

https://www.mlpattersonbooks.com/
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