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CHAPTER ONE: The Copy Room

"Alex...we...we can't," Cammie murmured, wiggling free of the strong, warm hands that held her.

She turned away, yet only reluctantly, from the soft lips that had melted her insides when they kissed hers just moments earlier.

"Why not?" Alex breathed, his voice thick with longing. "I want you so bad...I need you."

"I...I...," Cammie stammered.

She was breathing heavy, overwhelmed by the moment and at a loss for words. Alex stared at her cleavage, alluringly enveloped in a white top that was dangerously close to being unprofessionally unbuttoned.

He watched her breasts rise and fall, and saw her stiff nipples making themselves known through the thin fabric of her blouse and whatever delectable undergarment lay beneath.

He'd felt them pressed against his chest when they had kissed long and slow and deep. The feel and the sight of them was enough to make his cock quiver and thicken in his dress pants.

Cammie gazed up at Alex again, strands of blonde hair falling over blue eyes that searched his. She was hoping he would understand the complicated mix of passion and fear and guilt and yearning that roiled within her like a ship in stormy seas.

"I know you want me, too, I can feel it," he whispered. "Why...why can't we?"

"I want to, oh my God, I want to. Alex, you have no idea how much I want to."

It was true.

As soon as they'd fallen into each other's arms in the copy room and kissed for the very first time, after many months of exchanged smiles and coy flirting around the office, she was desperate for his touch.

Secretly, she'd lusted after Alex White.

She had long imagined his hands all over her bare skin. His mouth caressing her soft flesh as it slowly traveled down toward her most intimate of places, bringing her closer and closer to rapturous release before filling her all the way up with his rock-hard desire and making her explode in pure ecstasy.

Yes, she wanted him. And now that here in the copy room, at the end of the work day, they'd crossed over that line, the fantasy had suddenly veered into reality and Cammie wanted to go all the way.

She wanted to fuck Alex White. Actually, she wanted Alex White to fuck her. Over and over and over again. And yet...

"Come back to my apartment with me...please," Alex whispered in her ear. His hands found the small of her back, pulling her body into him.

Cammie closed her eyes and sighed. She felt the sound of his voice, and the invitation it had just offered, slip inside her and travel through her mind and body, filling her with warmth and happiness.

Entranced, she felt a "yes" forming in her throat. And yet...

"I can't! Please, I can't!" Cammie blurted as her eyes flew open.

"I'm married," she whispered, looking around the room and then back at Alex. "I just...I can't," she whispered.

Alex pushed his body closer to her. She gasped as she felt his erection against her leg. Cammie could feel it throb, and she wanted nothing more than to take it in her hand, to massage it, to unzip him and pull it out and part her thighs for him and feel him inside her.

"So what if you're married, that shouldn't stop you," Alex said. "We both want this. You know it and I know it. It's not like I'm trying to wreck your marriage and take you away from your husband. Let's just be together this one time, and do what we both want to do. What we've both been thinking of doing for so long. Let's feel amazing, together. And then you can go home feeling totally fulfilled and it can be our secret forever and no one will ever be the wiser."

Cammie was so tempted.

It was so hard to turn down his pitch.

Alex was so goddamn good at this. So smooth, so convincing. He hadn't risen to Vice President of Sales and Marketing for nothing. As much as she desired him, she knew what was coming next.

He'd surely remind her that at least half of the married women in the office were fooling around with other men in the company, from the executives at the very top to Robbie in the mailroom.

Then he would probably try to tell her that her husband, Ritchie, had been fucking anything that moved.

Alex wasn't the only person who thought so.

Cammie's friends had been telling her even before she and Ritchie got married that Ritchie was cheating on her, but she didn't believe it.

Sure, Ritchie went to the corner bar most nights of the week. But it wasn't like he was hooking up with women left and right, or even at all. Cammie was certain of that.

She didn't want to be the jealous, controlling wife. And she'd never once discovered any evidence he was messing around behind her back. He wasn't clever enough to keep it hidden from her, she reasoned. So she took all the rumors and warnings with a smile and a huge grain of salt.

Alex hadn't brought up any of that yet. But Cammie still felt indignation preemptively rising within her, tempering her intense longing for him. It was probably just a defense mechanism borne of guilt, but she decided to go with it. She took a firm step backward from Alex, resolving not to let him knock her off course.

"I can't, and I won't, I'm sorry," Cammie said. "I don't care if everyone in this office is fucking everyone else, or if my husband is at home fucking three skanks from the bar at once right now while I'm at work. I'm a married woman, and I, I just....ohhhh, God...."

Cammie's determination withered as she looked at Alex's handsome face and gorgeous, amused smile.

There was simply no pretending she was mad at him. She couldn't fool him. Or herself.

"Stop it!" she cried out in soft frustration. "Stop making this so hard for me!"

Before anything else could happen, Cammie turned and ran out of the copy room.

Alex stared at Cammie's long, shapely legs and that perfect ass of hers as she made her hasty exit. He knew what he wanted, and he knew what she wanted. It wouldn't be long before they were together. He was sure of it.

Alex White was a self-aware kind of guy. He knew he wasn't a pig. Or a monster. It wasn't like he’d made a habit out of this sort of thing. After all, in a decade of working for the company he'd only hooked up with one other female colleague in the office, and that had been years ago. He wasn’t on the prowl in the halls. He wasn’t pushing himself on anybody and everybody, either for sport or because he desperately needed to get laid.

But all of that fell by the wayside when it came to Cammie.

She was special.

He knew it the moment he'd first laid eyes on her. The attraction between them was undeniable. He felt giddy around her, something he'd rarely experienced in his life. It felt real and true.

And yet, Alex had lied. He had lied when he'd told Cammie he didn't want to take her away from her husband. He most definitely wanted to take Cammie away from Ritchie Dryden. Not just for a quick, one-time roll in the sack, only for her to go back to her married life. No, Alex White wanted Cammie Dryden to be his. Now and forever.

Leaning back against the copy machine, his cock softening now that Cammie was gone, Alex thought about her going home to her husband and he winced.

He’d met Ritchie Dryden a couple of months earlier at the company’s Christmas party at Alias, one of the poshest clubs in the city. As soon as he saw Cammie, who back then had just started working at the company as Dave Duncan’s executive assistant, walk into the club with her husband, Alex could see she was way out of his league. He couldn’t figure out how a goon like him could have landed a wife so beautiful and elegant.

Alex had tried to strike up conversation with Ritchie, mostly so he could just be close to Cammie. But her husband could barely string two coherent thoughts together.

Mostly, Ritchie just wolfed down hors d’oeuvres that he'd grabbed from the passing silver trays with his big meaty hands while ogling the female servers, barely able to mask his pathetic attempts to look down their shirts. Alex was embarrassed for Cammie. But she seemed oblivious to it all.

As he walked out of the copy room, Alex grimaced as he thought of that gorilla-like buffoon clumsily trying to fuck such a delicate, gorgeous thing as Cammie. There was no way their sex life could be any good, Alex thought, shaking his head. Cammie deserved so much better than that clod, he mused. She deserved to be made love to slowly and lusciously by a real man. A real lover. A lover who would drink in every inch of her magnificent body and make her feel like a queen.

Hopefully it wouldn't be long before the chance arose, Alex thought. A sly smile returned to his face as he walked back to his office.

Cammie had already gotten back to her desk outside Duncan's office, still flustered from the afternoon’s surprise encounter. She knew she needed to calm down and compose herself before she got home. She felt like Ritchie would be able to smell the duplicity on her like a DEA bloodhound catching the scent of a shipment of drugs.

Her thoughts were running a mile a minute.

She wanted Alex.

So bad.

For months she had thought about what it would be like to climb on top of him in bed. To straddle his athletic body. To oh-so-slowly lower herself down onto his raging cock while looking into his eyes until they both groaned together at the sensation of becoming one.

But the mere presence of such thoughts made Cammie feel like she had been cheating on Ritchie. She'd tried so hard to banish them from her mind. It had proved impossible.

Cammie was putting some files into a cabinet when Kerri Thompson —leaving for the day — stopped at her doorway.

“Heyyy, girl!” Kerri beamed, then she looked around the hallway and stepped into the room while lowering her voice. “Have fun in the copy room?" she whispered conspiratorially.

Cammie shot her an angry glare, but Kerri kept smiling and let out a small laugh. Kerri, ever the perceptive one, had already noticed Alex stealing glances at Cammie, and she’d been trying to convince Cammie to get with him, telling her how good it would be and how good for her career it would be, too.

If anyone knew about screwing around with men in the office, it was Kerri Thompson. She’d fucked everyone from Mr. Goodstone, who was one of the founders and chief executives of the company, to Stephen, the 20-year-old intern.

And it didn’t stop there.

Whenever Goodstone had clients in from out of town who needed some “special entertaining,” Kerri was just the woman to take care of them. She was in her late thirties, and she was ridiculously good-looking. Cammie was plenty fine in her own right, but even she envied Kerri’s mesmerizing face and drop-dead-gorgeous body.

The fact was, Kerri was hot. She knew she was hot, she loved being hot, she loved the power she had of making the most powerful men in the company weak-kneed in her presence, and she loved all the perks that came with fucking them.

What annoyed Kerri was that Cammie, this sexy 25-year-old newcomer, didn’t seem quite as interested in playing the same game, even though she’d probably be crazy good at it. Maybe even better at it than she was.

“You told Alex where I was!” Cammie hissed.

“Girl, please!” Kerri laughed brightly. “He always knows where you are. He’s just waiting for the right time to pounce when no one will catch you two. So, good little quickie, then?!”

“Nothing happened!” Cammie snapped. “I mean…something, but…not that. Not even close to that!”

Kerri shook her head. “Awww, that’s too bad, sweetie. A late-afternoon quickie in the copy room with a hot man like that is like hitting the jackpot.”

“Whatever...,” Cammie muttered as she leaned over her desk to shut off her computer.

“Look, no offense,” Kerri said, “but you are really slumming it with that husband of yours. The way you look, honey, with that body of yours…damn, you could have every man in this place tripping over themselves to buy you jewelry, cars, take you on incredible vacations, all of it. You could have anything you wanted if you just used what the good Lord gave you to your advantage. Instead, you're giving it away for free to that douche you married.”

“Please don’t talk about my husband like that,” Cammie said curtly, not even bothering to look up. Kerri sighed, shook her head, and left.

Despite the rancor of their conversation, Cammie really did consider Kerri a good friend. Maybe the best friend she'd made since she started at the company. They'd hung out outside of work plenty of times, and Cammie had even picked up the vibe that Kerri might be interested in her in that way.

As more than just a friend.

Kerri was really hot. The idea of getting with her was far from the worst thing Cammie had ever considered.

Cammie stared at the far wall of the office. Ever since high school she’d heard the same thing. About how she’d have no problem snagging a rich man to give her everything she wanted, if she just worked it right. She knew she was a looker. She knew it from the way men stared at her everywhere she went, even if she had no makeup on and her hair was messily bundled atop her head and she was wearing sweatpants. She knew how fantastic her body looked. She saw it every morning when she stood naked in front of her full-length mirror as she got dressed.

And there was no doubt she loved being noticed in that way. More often than not, anyway. She knew she was reasonably intelligent and witty and had more going on than simply her looks. But all the attention, especially from Alex White, had done wonders for her self-esteem.

She sure as hell wasn’t getting the same attention at home.

She just didn’t get it.

Ritchie had a beautiful wife who was willing to please him in any way he wanted. And yet their sex life was in a shambles. Foreplay was non-existent, and Ritchie couldn’t last for more than a couple of minutes. He’d come home from the bar at one in the morning reeking of beer, then slip into bed and give Cammie a quick fuck that he wouldn’t remember and she wished she could forget, and then he’d finish, flop back onto the bed and be snoring within seconds.

She knew that's why she'd been fantasizing about Alex. She was young, and she wanted to have fun. To live life to the fullest. She wanted a husband she could go out with, whether it was dinner or a movie or a concert, or even just a romantic stroll around town, hand-in-hand. But all Ritchie was good for anymore was inhaling the food she made for him most nights without saying hardly one word, just grunting and burping as he ate, and then heading out to the bar.

Cammie was getting sick of the man she had married seven years earlier, right out of high school. But she was raised to be faithful.

Ritchie hadn’t been this way when they first got hitched. She wondered if he was just going through a rough patch. Though lately, trying to be close with him was like trying to force her way through a forest of bramble bushes. For better or for worse, the vows went went. And even if this was most decidedly worse, she hoped it would get better soon.

But something had to change, and it had to change fast.

Just as she was getting ready to leave the office, Cammie’s phone rang.

It was Duncan on the line.

“Oh good, you haven’t left yet,” Duncan said.

“Well, I was just—“

“Sorry to do this to you, but we’re having a meeting down here in the conference room and Mr. Goodstone has requested your presence.”

“Sure, Mr. Duncan, I’ll be right down,” Cammie said, grabbing a notepad and pen. She sighed and shook her head as she hung up the phone, then fished her cell phone out of her purse to text Ritchie that she’d be coming home late tonight and he’d just have to microwave his own supper. He’d probably just opt for a liquid dinner down at the bar.

Cammie walked down the hall to the conference room.

“There she is!” Duncan said as Greg Goodstone stood next to him. “After you, Mrs. Dryden,” Goodstone said, smiling as he ushered Cammie into the room. Goodstone and Duncan both stared at Cammie’s ass as she walked ahead of them, then looked at each other and shared winks and smiles.

Several well-dressed men whom she didn’t recognize were in the conference room, some sitting, some standing, many drinking tumblers full of whiskey as they chatted. They must be new clients, Cammie figured. As Cammie walked in, the talking stopped and all eyes turned toward her.

Goodstone came up behind her and gently put his hands on her shoulders and squeezed.

“Gentlemen,” he announced, “This is Ms. Cammie Dryden, perhaps the finest acquisition in my company’s history.”

The men chuckled as Cammie smiled and sat down in a chair adjacent to the conference table, crossing her legs and placing her pad on her knee, casually but purposefully flashing her small diamond wedding ring.

“Today she’s here to take notes of our meeting, but tomorrow she’ll probably be running the place,” Goodstone grinned. "But anyhow, gents, if you can take your minds off this lovely lass for a few minutes, let’s see if we can take care of a few last things and then call it a day.”


CHAPTER TWO: Ritchie

When Cammie finally got home at eight that night, she was surprised to see Ritchie still there, sitting at the dining room table nursing a beer. At least he wasn't drunk. Yet.

"Hi honey, I figured you'd be down at the bar," Cammie said, trying her best to hide her growing contempt for him as she hung up her coat next to the front door and reached down to pull off her heels.

"I wanted to eat first," he muttered, taking a pull from his bottle.

"You couldn't find anything in the freezer to heat up?"

"I preferred you make me something," he said.

Cammie sighed. Typical.

"Sure," she said, "I'll cook you up some pork chops."

"Sounds good," Ritchie said. "Why were you working so late tonight?"

"Just had a meeting that ran late," Cammie said as she searched the fridge for some vegetables to cook with the pork chops.

"Oh yeah?" her husband said. "No secret hanky-panky with the big boss man?"

Cammie froze, then relaxed as she heard him chuckle.

"Are you wasted?" she said indignantly as she turned to her husband with an armful of food.

"Naw, baby, I'm just playin' with you," Ritchie said. "If I really thought you were messin' around behind my back, trust me, you'd know...," he said, looking at his wife out of the corner of his eye as he drained the contents of the bottle.

"I'd almost prefer hanky-panky with that wrinkly old Mr. Goodstone to those boring meetings they make me sit in on," Cammie said drily, hoping the joke would be properly disarming.

It worked. Ritchie let out a big laugh. "That bad, huh?"

"Yeah, that bad," Cammie said, her insides flooding with relief. If Ritchie knew about what had happened with Alex that afternoon, or all the fantasies she'd had about Alex these past several months, she'd be dead meat. And so would Alex.

"You want another beer?"

"Sure, hon, that'd be great."

Cammie slapped two thick pork chops on the skillet and dropped some broccoli into a small pot of water. She went to the fridge, pulled out a beer and brought it over to her husband, setting it down on the table in front of him.

"Thanks, baby," he said, twisting off the cap and taking a big swig.

As she stood over the sizzling chops, she thought back to her senior year of high school, when Ritchie had first swept her off her feet.

It seemed like a million years ago.

She was a cheerleader, and Ritchie was the quarterback. A hell of a baseball slugger, too. Handsome, sturdy, not so smart but smart enough. Every girl in school wanted him, and he got with plenty of them, that was for sure.

Cammie was as hot for Ritchie as anyone else, but she played a little harder to get. Eventually she caved, unable to resist his charms. It made sense to everyone -- the swaggering quarterback dating the hot blonde cheerleader. It made sense to Cammie, too.

They had sex on their very first date, right there in the bed of his pickup truck on the side of a road somewhere in New Jersey farm country. At least he had a couple of blankets. Classy, not so much. But to Cammie, it was exhilarating.

Sure, she noticed some cracks in his "perfect" facade early on. He could be incredibly mean to people, in a stereotypical jock-bully way. Sometimes he snapped at her when he didn't get whatever he wanted precisely when he wanted it. But he was good to her, more or less, and all of Cammie's friends told her how lucky she was to be his boyfriend and that she needed to do whatever was necessary in order to keep it that way.

What she didn't know was that in the locker room, Ritchie was telling all his teammates every last detail of their sex life, leaving nothing to the imagination.

The first time he gave her a facial, all the guys knew about it the next day. The first time he and Cammie tried anal, he provided all the play-by-play action for his buddies, even mimicking her pained screams and contorted expressions.

How none of that got back to Cammie was a minor miracle, considering just about everyone at school knew what was going on between them.

But what Ritchie didn't know was that despite all the sex they were having, Cammie wasn't nearly as satisfied as she thought she should be. Just about every time Ritchie fucked her, he was done before she even got close to orgasm. There was no slow, sensual build-up. He'd just shove his cock in her and pound her hard like there was no tomorrow until he came.

And he never, ever went down on her. Real men never did that shit, he always said to her. And real men fuck a woman hard, none of that gentle sissy stuff, he added proudly.

Cammie was willing to try anything and everything sexual in the hopes of improving things. In her youthful naivety, she thought things would get better in that department the longer they were together and the tighter their romantic bond became. Maybe that's why she agreed to marry him just weeks after they graduated.

But of course things just stayed the same. Then they got worse. And yet a tiny part of Cammie was holding on to a shred of hope, because without that...well, the bleakness and misery of the alternative was almost too much to contemplate.

She knew Ritchie had his faults, which seemed to multiply during their marriage. She tried to focus on his good attributes, though they seemed fewer and fewer as the years progressed. She was sure she could get him to change for the better, and to love her the way she wanted and needed to be loved. In the bedroom and everywhere else.

"That food almost done, I'm fucking starving!" Ritchie called out from the dining room. "And get me another beer, will ya?"

"Coming, it's coming," Cammie sighed wearily.

She carried out a plate of food and a fresh beer to the table, and had barely set it down when Ritchie attacked it with his knife and fork. He hacked off a huge chunk of meat and shoved it into his mouth as Cammie sat down across from him and watched him eat, feeling disgust and anger and frustration mounting inside her.

"How is it?" she asked icily.

"Good," Ritchie grunted between bites, not even bothering to look up at her.

Cammie sat quietly for a few minutes as Ritchie plowed through his food.

"Sooooo," she said finally, "I don't think I'm going to go to Chicago next week for that work convention after all."

Ritchie looked up at her, mid-chew.

"What do you mean, you're not going?"

"I just don't want to."

For weeks and weeks, Goodstone and some of the other executives had been trying to get her to go, ostensibly to help with some of the presentations and meetings, they'd said.

But her alarm bells had gone off every time they talked to her about it. She knew what went on at these kinds of conventions. And given all the screwing going on around the office, she sensed the real reason they wanted her to fly out there with them.

It seemed like a recipe for disaster, all those high-powered execs in a fancy hotel with drinks and expectations flowing. She had figured out how to navigate and dodge all the advances at the office, but stuck in another city with a bunch of powerful men on the prowl, who knows what could happen?

She could lose her job -- or worse -- if she turned down the wrong man. It was smarter to just play it safe and opt out entirely. She could say she had obligations at home.

She thought Ritchie would be happy and relieved that she'd decided not to go. After all, when the subject of the convention first came up a month or so ago, he'd made some kind of joke about knowing "what those kinds of things are really all about."

But her husband had a strange look on his face, like he wasn't at all happy with her decision.

"I think you should go," he said slowly.

"Why?" Cammie said, puzzled. "I really don't want to, and I thought you'd--"

"Dammit, you said you were going!" he shouted, slamming his hand down on the table, rattling the dishes.

Startled, Cammie jumped in her seat, then stared at Ritchie, totally bewildered. "I don't...I don't understand!"

"Whatever," Ritchie muttered, standing up. "You want to jeopardize your job by telling them you're not going, fine. That's just great. Just great."

"It's not like I have to go, it's totally optional!"

"Optional, suuuuuuuure," Ritchie said, walking over to the coat rack and grabbing his jacket. "Fine, you don't want to go, don't go. But don't come crying to me when they hold it against you at work."

Ritchie glared at her, then pulled open the front door and slammed it behind him as he left.

CHAPTER THREE: The Black Raven

Cammie felt so confused. She wasn't sure if she should scream or cry. Or both. She didn't understand why he wanted her to go to Chicago so badly. Did he want her out of his hair for a week? Had things really gotten that bad between them?

She cleaned up the dishes, then grabbed an apple and took a disinterested bite. She hadn't eaten any dinner, but she didn't have much of an appetite and she tossed the half-eaten, browning fruit into the trash can and folded her arms across her chest as she stared out the kitchen window.

She and Ritchie needed to have a talk. A real heart-to-heart about what was going on. About the things that frustrated her and the things that frustrated him. They needed to fix whatever was broken in their marriage before things really spiraled out of control.

If she was happier, she wouldn't be fantasizing about Alex White. She wouldn't have come within a hair's breadth of accepting his offer to go back to his place and fuck like animals in heat. And if Ritchie was happier, well, things would just be so much better all around. Cammie wasn't ready to give up on her husband, no matter how angry and flummoxed he made her feel.

Then an idea popped into Cammie's head.

She'd walk down to Callahan’s and hang out with Ritchie and his friends. Maybe even knock back a few beers. God, she hated beer. But she'd do it, and she'd have a good time. And then, when they got back home, they could talk about things. Maybe they could start on the path to repairing their cracked relationship before it was too late.

Cammie went into the bedroom and took off her top, then her skirt, then her tights. She lingered in front of the mirror for a moment just in her black bra and panties, admiring her figure. Ritchie was insane not to want her body every moment of the day and night, she smiled to herself. 

She pulled on a pair of tight black jeans, put on an equally tight and thin charcoal sweater that showed off her full, firm breasts, and then put on her new black boots. She pulled her blonde hair back into a low pony-tail and fixed her makeup.

The look was casual but sexy, and Cammie had a feeling she'd be the best-looking woman at the bar. She was certain all the men there wouldn't be able to keep their eyes off of her, and that Ritchie would probably love that, knowing that all those guys were lusting after his wife. He'd be crazy not to feel that way.

As she looked in the mirror, making sure once more that she looked good before heading out, another thought suddenly crossed her mind.

Alex.

The look of desire Alex would probably have on his handsome face if he could see her right now. Jolts of excitement shot through her body, and she could see in the mirror that her nipples had gotten hard almost immediately, poking right through her sweater. They were as aroused as they'd been that afternoon when Alex had held her close and kissed her.

Oh God, that kiss!

Cammie smiled dreamily and her eyes closed, thinking about how it felt to be in Alex's arms. Her hand slowly lowered to her chest, the outside of her palm slowly tracing the curve of her left breast as her mind wandered back to the copy room. She felt a tingling sensation between her legs as she remembered how Alex's hard cock felt against her leg, as she thought about how much he wanted her. She remembered how much she wanted him, too, about how easy it would have been to go back to his place with him after work.

His place! Cammie's eyes opened wide as still another thought, the most wicked one yet -- and one she barely dared acknowledge -- entered her mind. What if I went to Alex's place right now?!

She could do it. It wasn't even ten yet. Knowing Ritchie, he'd be at the bar for at least the next few hours, just like every other night. She could go over to Alex's house, do what they both wanted to do so badly, and then come home totally fulfilled before her husband came home. He'd never, ever know.

No. You can't.

She told herself she couldn't give in to her desires now, just as she had somehow resisted Alex earlier. She was going to work things out with Ritchie. It would be worth it.

Or would it? Cammie couldn't remember the last time she was so torn. She'd never wavered this much about something that could have massive implications for the rest of her life as she knew it. She didn't feel ready to take the leap into that great unknown. But while her mind was telling her one thing, her hand was doing another. It had already reached into the back pocket of her jeans and pulled out her cell phone, and her fingers were tapping "Alex White" into the location app.

There. It popped up.

Well, two Alex White popped up. But one of them was 92 years old, according to the app. The other one was 38 years old.

It was him.

There was the address. She recognized the street name. She remembered him once saying he lived there.

Cammie's heart was pounding. There were butterflies in her stomach. She had that warm, gooey feeling again.

Alex White was there. At that address. Right now, probably.

It was so close. A ten-minute drive, tops.

She sat down on the edge of the bed, still staring at the screen. She fell backward onto the bed, letting the phone drop onto the comforter. She stared at the ceiling. Then she closed her eyes. She pictured herself getting into her car, driving over to the street where Alex lived, parking her car, walking up to his door and knocking.

She thought of him coming to the door, wondering who it could be so late on a Wednesday night, then opening the door in a pair of plaid wool pajama pants and a tight T-shirt that showed off his muscular frame. He'd see Cammie standing there, smiling at him.

"I decided to accept your invitation," she'd say as Alex took her by the hand and pulled her inside, his cock quickly getting hard again as he led her to his bedroom.

Cammie's breathing became quicker, heavier, imagining how they'd stop just short of his bedroom door and stare into each other's eyes, their bodies closing together as if they were magnets until they were locked in a passionate embrace, kissing deeply and with more and more abandon. She'd be leaning back against the door frame as Alex's hands wandered to her breasts, cupping them over her tight sweater, rubbing his thumbs across her nipples, driving her completely wild.

Then they'd tumble into his bedroom, fall onto the sheets, their bodies intertwined as they frantically pulled off one another's clothes. Soon, she'd be down to just her underwear, and she'd realize how soaked her panties were. Thinking about it there in her own bed, Cammie's pussy began to throb, and she realized she was getting really wet in real life.

Her mind wandered back to Alex. She thought about how she'd pull down his pajama pants and his huge cock would jump out, and she'd wrap her hand around it and feel it so warm and smooth.

Alex would do everything to her she'd ever wanted a man to do.

He'd do it right, and he'd do it slow. So slow.

He'd kiss her everywhere. Touch her everywhere. Make all of her senses go haywire in exactly the right way.

His mouth and his lips would slip between her legs and the feeling would be otherworldly.

She'd return the favor, taking his big cock in her mouth and bringing him to the edge of blissful release.

Then they would make love.

Slow, incredible love that became more and more frenzied until they--

"No!" Cammie said out loud, crashing back into reality as if she'd just driven her car into a brick wall. She jumped out of the bed.

She had to stop thinking such thoughts! It would be easy, just too easy, to go over to Alex's place. She had to summon every ounce of strength and resolve not to do it. For the sake of her marriage.

Maybe Alex wasn't even home, she told herself.

Or maybe he was so horny from their encounter in the copy room that he went out and picked up some other chick and brought her back to his place and he was fucking her right now. That's right, Cammie told herself, exhaling sharply as she fixed herself up again in the mirror: He's probably fucking some other woman right at this very moment and if you went over there you'd be in for a nasty, miserable surprise!

She hurried back into the living room, grabbed her coat and left the house. The sooner she could get to Ritchie, the quicker she could put Alex out of her mind. At least for the time being.

As soon as she stepped outside, she noticed that Ritchie’s truck wasn’t in the driveway. Strange, she thought. Callahan’s was only four blocks away and he usually walked there and back, since he was usually much too drunk to operate a vehicle.

Cammie picked up the pace as she walked through the chilly night air, staring at the sidewalk and counting her steps to distract her mind from the naughty thoughts about Alex and the troubling thoughts about her marriage.

She got to the bar and walked in, wrinkling her nose at the smell of stale beer and burnt hot dogs. She looked around with disgust at the dim interior. This was where Ritchie liked to spend his nights?!

The place was dead. No Ritchie to be found. A couple of ragged-looking men sitting on stools, both of whom appeared to have already knocked back a fifth of bourbon each, leered at her.

“Hey baaaaaby,” one of them slurred in Cammie’s direction, halfway falling off his stool before the man next to him stopped him from falling to the floor. Cammie gave them wide berth as she went to the far end of the counter where the bartender was standing and watching a basketball game on the small television mounted to the wall.

“Excuse me,” Cammie said, “do you know Ritchie?”

“Uhh, kinda big tough guy, dark hair, sorta mean lookin’?” he replied.

Cammie let out a little laugh. Maybe other people knew her husband better than she did.

“Could be,” she said. “He’s here most nights.”

“Sure…Ritchie, sure, I know the guy…he owe you some money or somethin’?” the bartender joked.

“No, I’m his wife,” Cammie smiled.

The bartender’s eyes widened for a moment and a surprised look crossed his face. Just as quickly he coughed, trying to play it off. But Cammie noticed.

“Wife, huh? Didn’t know Ritchie was married…definitely didn’t think he was married to, uhh, someone like you.”

“Someone like me?”

“Well, I mean, you seem like a classy kinda lady.”

“I’m not sure how to take that,” Cammie laughed. “Thanks, I guess?”

“I meant, you know...Ritchie ain’t the sophisticated type,” the bartender said. He looked extremely uncomfortable.

“I guess I know what you mean, but like they say, opposites attract,” Cammie shrugged. She looked around again. “Sooo, has Ritchie been in tonight?”

“Nah, haven’t seen him,” the bartender said as he started wiping the counter. “He’s usually here most nights, but not tonight.”

Cammie frowned. “Well that’s weird. He left the house a little while ago, figured he came here. I guess I’ll go back home.”

“If he comes in, I’ll tell him you were here lookin’ for him.”

“Nah, you don’t have to do that,” Cammie said. “Thanks, though.”

She turned and walked out of the bar. The bartender looked over at the two drunks and shook his head. “Ritchie’s ol’ lady’s really somethin’, huh?” he said.

“Yeah,” one of them cackled, “wonder if she knows what her old man is up to!”

The three men laughed together.

Cammie hurried back home, wondering where Ritchie had gone. Worry started to creep into her mind. He’d already had a few beers before he left, she remembered. What if something happened to him, especially if he was behind the wheel?

She hopped into her car and started driving around the neighborhood, looking for her husband’s truck. She drove past three or four other bars she knew of, but no luck.

Finally, after another fifteen minutes of looking around, she saw his truck parked in the small gravel lot next to the Black Raven, a seedy biker joint at the other end of town that made Callahan’s look like a five-star lounge for the rich and famous.

What the hell is he doing way out here?

It seemed weird. Still, she thought, it wasn’t like he had lied to her. He didn’t say he was going to Callahan’s. She'd just assumed that’s where he was.

Cammie pulled into the lot and parked a couple spots down from Ritchie’s truck. As she got out and walked to the front door, she wondered what would make him go so far out of his way to come here when he could just walk a few blocks to his regular haunt. The beer here couldn't be much cheaper or better, and bikers didn’t seem like his scene at all.

Inside it was loud and crowded and rowdy, though just as dark and dingy as Callahan’s. Southern rock music was blaring, people were yelling, laughing and dancing, and the booze was flowing. Cammie felt incredibly out of place as she looked around, trying to spot her husband. Slowly, she made her way over to the bar.

“Damn, baby, ain’t you a sight,” a fat, grizzled, middle-aged biker with hair-curling whiskey breath grunted at her. She turned her head the other way and kept looking for Ritchie through the smoky haze. No luck.

The place was giving her a headache. She was about to turn around and walk out when she looked past the two pool tables toward the back of the place.

It was Ritchie. His back against a wall with a beer in his hand, watching a couple of guys play pool.

And standing there, directly in front of him and leaning back into him, was a curvy redhead all slutted out in denim short-shorts and a leather vest that barely contained her gigantic breasts.

As Cammie stared at them in disbelief, trying to process what she was looking at, she saw the woman turn her head toward Ritchie and look up at him. The redhead said something to him and they both laughed. Ritchie’s arm wrapped around her and held her while she closed her eyes and smiled happily.

Cammie began to shake with rage. She tried to calm herself down. There had to be a rational explanation for what she was seeing.

Maybe the chick was just the girlfriend of one of Ritchie’s buddy’s. Maybe she was with one of the guys playing pool, and Ritchie was just wasted and being dumb and chummy with her.

Slowly, Cammie moved closer to them, trying to get a better view but taking care not to be spotted. It was easy, since the bar was dark and completely packed. As she moved between patrons she tried to convince herself not to think the worst. After all, Ritchie and this skank were just standing next to each other drinking beer and talking and laughing, it wasn’t like—

Cammie froze. The redhead had turned and looked up at Ritchie again, said something to him, and Ritchie leaned down and the two of them started kissing.

Cammie felt dizzy.

She felt her world collapsing.

She didn’t know whether to throw up, to run up to them and punch them both in the face, or run out of the bar, go home and throw all of Ritchie's stuff out into the street.

She did none of those things.

Instead, she stood rooted to the spot, watching Ritchie slowly grinding his crotch against the redhead's big ass. He tipped his beer bottle back and realized it was empty. One of the guys playing pool walked over to them and said something to Ritchie, and they all laughed.

The skank reached up, curled her arm around Ritchie’s head and pulled it down toward her. She said something in his ear and he smiled and nodded, running his hands up and down her sides as she wiggled her hips with delight. She reached over toward a chair, grabbed her coat and put it on as Ritchie gave bro-hugs to the pool players.

Cammie retreated into the crowd as Ritchie and his redhead walked toward the door, passing just a couple of feet from her. Cammie got a good look at the woman. She was not attractive. Bad skin, ugly nose, terrible hair. She was hideous.

But Ritchie sure as hell seemed hot for her. He was grinning as she leaned into him while they walked. And she seemed eager to show off her prize.

Cammie felt like she had died and she was a ghost hovering over her husband’s life after she was gone, watching him as he moved on to someone else.

Only she wasn’t dead, and they were still married. But on paper only, now. Something she had thought she could fix just an hour earlier was irretrievably broken, she realized now. The betrayal was playing out right in front of her like a scene from a movie nobody wants to believe is their life.

It all made sense now why Ritchie wanted her to go to Chicago for the convention. Cammie pictured all the plans her husband and his skank whore had in mind while she was away. They were probably planning to fuck all around the house. Except Cammie had gone and ruined it all by deciding to stay.

Cammie's eyes were fixed on them until they walked out the front door. She wondered where they were going, but then she realized it didn’t matter.

She had seen enough.

Two of the men who had been playing pool walked past her toward the bar counter.

“Damn, Ritchie’s gettin’ some tonight!” she heard one of them say.

“What else is new?” the other replied. “He goes home with a different broad every time he comes here. Don’t know how that fucker does it.”

“Well it ain’t like Cassie’s all that hard to get. Buy her a couple shots and tell her she’s pretty and your dick’ll be in her mouth in no time. Worked for me!”

Cammie's mouth hung wide open.

That motherfucker.

She looked around, took a deep breath, then stomped out of the bar. As her sexy black boots pounded the gravel and she clutched her car keys in her hand, she thought how wonderful it would be to run over the two of them in the parking lot. Then put her car in reverse and drive back over them, just to make sure they were flattened.

Then another thought crossed her mind.

There was something else she needed to do.

Payback time.


CHAPTER FOUR: Alex

Cammie was still shaking as she knocked on Alex's door.

It was nearly midnight, but she didn't care. She hoped that Alex didn't, either. She realized how foolish she'd been, in light of what she'd just witnessed, to deny herself Alex's amorous intentions.

If her husband was going to fuck that disgusting skank, then she was going to seal the deal with Alex.

Fair was fair.

She knocked again, a little harder this time. The more she thought about it, the more that "fair" meant she'd have to do a hell of a lot of cheating to catch up to Ritchie, from the sound of things. It wouldn't even be cheating, she felt, since her husband had already destroyed all semblance of trust and sanctity to their marriage.

Cammie had repressed her deepest desires, and had even felt incredibly guilty and remorseful that she'd done that at all, to the point that she had let Ritchie walk all over her and treat her like garbage because that's what she deserved. Masochism, or penance, or something like that.

But no more, she decided.

No more.

The door finally opened. Alex looked at Cammie with an expression of surprise and delight. He was wearing a black T-shirt and a pair of cotton drawstring pants. Cammie laughed a little to herself. It wasn't too far off from her fantasy scene.

"What...what are--"

Cammie rushed toward him, cutting him off as she grabbed his shirt with both hands and pulled him toward her as her mouth desperately devoured his. Alex wrapped his arms around her and joined in on the fervid kiss. He pulled Cammie inside and closed the door behind them.

"I couldn't stay away from you anymore," Cammie panted when their lips finally broke. "I know it's late, but does your offer still stand?"

"Baby, you know it does," Alex murmured. Their lips dove into one another's again as their hands frantically roamed all over each other's body.

"God, you're fucking hot," he said.

"So are you."

Alex reached down and grabbed Cammie's ass. She let out a little squeal, then began to moan as his hands moved higher, up to her waist and then around front as they slid over her breasts and squeezed.

"Ohhhh Alex, that feels so good!"

They kissed again, their tongues wrapped together as the heat between them grew.

Cammie could feel Alex's erection against her leg, just as she had at the office. Only this time, instead of shrinking away from it out of fear and worry, she let the excitement of the moment wholly possess her.

Her pussy was throbbing just as much as Alex's thick cock was throbbing against her thigh. She embraced every bit of the sensation. She felt completely liberated. Absolutely alive.

"I'm here...here for you," she said softly, her eyes heavy lidded with pleasure. "Take me. I'm yours."

"I'm so glad you decided to come, I've wanted you for so long," Alex said. His lips brushed over her jawline and he kissed and nibbled Cammie's slender neck. She tipped her head backward.

"Me too. So bad."

Cammie reached up and pulled the small band out of her hair, letting her long blonde locks spill onto her shoulders.

She cradled Alex's head and moaned softly as he kissed further down her neck, down to her collarbone. His lips felt amazing on her skin. The way he smelled, the way he moved, just the way he was...it was all so incredible, as good as she'd imagined.

Alex's big, warm hands fondled her breasts over her sweater, his fingers gently pinching her hard nipples, making her shiver. She drove her tongue deep into Alex's mouth to show him how much she loved having his hands on her, and she pressed her leg against his hard cock and rubbed it.

"Mmmmm," he moaned into Cammie's mouth.

"Let's go to your bed," she said, hunger in her voice and her eyes and her hands as they caressed Alex's muscular shoulders and arms.

With a saucy smile he took her by the hands and pulled her toward the bedroom. As they passed through the door, she pulled off Alex's T-shirt, revealing his toned torso, and he pushed her against the wall and peeled her sweater off.

Cammie reached down to take off her jeans, but Alex's hands stopped her and he started to do it himself. She giggled and then kissed him while he undid the button, slowly pulled the zipper down, then gently slipped them down her hips. His fingertips caressed her curves as they passed over her panties and felt the silky softness of her outer thighs.

Cammie reached down and pulled off her boots, taking the opportunity to gaze at the large bulge in Alex's pants. She yanked off her jeans and stood back up, now clad only in her bra and panties.

Alex's eyes relished her glorious body and they embraced and kissed again. His knee slid in between Cammie's parting thighs until her crotch was atop his leg.

He pressed into her and she moaned deeply. She could feel how hot and wet she was getting, and she became aware of her musky, womanly scent growing stronger and stronger.

Alex's mouth returned to her neck, moving lower and lower until he had passed her collarbone. His lips caressed the uppermost slope of her breasts. His hands were all over her back, his fingers moving upward to deftly unhook her bra and pull it off of her. She moaned as his hands moved around to her front.

"My God...," he murmured, looking down as he cupped Cammie's firm, perfect breasts, his palms massaging her rock-hard nipples.

"You like them?"

"They're amazing."

"Mmmm, it feels so good the way you touch them."

Alex pushed her breasts together, squeezing them a little harder and pulling lightly on her nipples.

"Ohhhh...mmmmm," Cammie mewed as shivers of delight made her hips wiggle as she pressed against Alex's body.

Their lips met again, and they kissed even more feverishly. Alex lowered his head to Cammie's breasts and lightly dragged his lips and tongue around her heaving chest, taking her nipples into his mouth one at a time and sucking and pulling on them with his lips, then swirling his tongue around her pink buds, enjoying how hard they felt in his mouth.

"Ohh yes, ohhhh Alex, that's so good...you make me feel so fucking good," Cammie moaned as she played with his hair.

She let out another little squeal as Alex suddenly wrapped his arms around her and lifted her a couple of inches off the ground. He whirled around and carefully set her down on the bed.

"God, you're so strong and perfect," Cammie said. Her entire body tingled as Alex reached down, slid his fingers inside the waistband of her panties and started to pull them down. She bit her lower lip as she lifted her ass up from the bed to help him out.

She heard him inhale sharply as he spied the neatly trimmed tuft of hair between her legs. "It's all for you, baby," Cammie said softly. "Every inch of me is yours to do with as you want."

"I want to kiss you everywhere," Alex said.

"Please...I want you to...."

Just as she'd envisioned so many times in her wildest fantasies, Alex slowly kissed down her body, his mouth lingering on every curve, taking his time as she enjoyed every bit of the warm wetness of his mouth as he teased and pleasured her.

This was real, and it was better than anything she had imagined. Her tiny moans grew louder the lower he got, and she began to writhe on the bed as his mouth passed her bellybutton and dragged along the inside of her hip.

"Ohhh Alex, ohhh my God...," she murmured, looking down. He reached up and took her hands in his, their fingers interlocking as she parted her legs for him and he nibbled the tender flesh of her inner thigh.

"Baby, mmmm, you smell so good. You're so hot, I can feel how hot you are on my face."

His words sent waves of excitement rippling through Cammie's body as she moaned loudly, gripped his hands more tightly and sank the back of her head into the pillow.

Cammie gasped as she felt Alex's tongue touch the outer edges of her labia. She lifted up her hips and pushed her mound toward his mouth. He laughed softly, pulling his tongue back, teasing her.

"Please, please, don't mess with me, I need to feel it, please!" Cammie pleaded.

"Oh yeah, is this what you want?"

Suddenly, his soft, flat tongue was all over her pussy, moving up and down in long strokes, then swirling around and lapping at her folds.

"Ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhh God yes! Ohhhh my God!"

Ritchie had never pleasured Cammie like this. She didn't realize how good it could be. She looked down and watched Alex's head moving around as he licked all around her pussy, gently pulling her pussy lips into his mouth and sucking on them, then using the tip of his tongue to make tiny circles on her swollen clit.

A long groan escaped Cammie's throat. She felt herself connecting to her most primal sexual core. She spread her legs wider for Alex as his hands moved down to massage her thighs as he licked her. His tongue swirled deeper and deeper into her pink flesh as her juices started to flow more freely.

"Mmmmm, you taste amazing, baby," Alex moaned as his tongue hovered at the entrance to her tunnel.

"Fuck me with your tongue!" Cammie muttered.

As soon as she said it, she couldn't believe she had. It wasn't like her to talk dirty or make demands in bed. But Alex was taking her places she'd never been before. She still felt like herself, but like a better version of herself. A version of herself who knew what she wanted, but wasn't afraid to take it.

Alex obliged, his tongue slipping inside her opening, stimulating every nerve ending. Cammie could barely breathe from the intensity of the sensation. She thought she might pass out.

"Oh God, ohhh yes, yes, yes!"

Her moans and squeals filled the bedroom along with the wet, slurping sounds of Alex's tongue vigorously fucking her opening and lapping up her juices.

She looked down again. Alex's chin, and her tuft and her inner thighs, were glistening with her sweet cream and his saliva all mingled together. She couldn't believe how good he was at this. How good he was making her feel.

Her body was shaking almost violently when Alex finally pulled his face from her crotch. He slid back up to her and they kissed deeply. She was incredibly turned on by the pungent, musky, sweet taste of herself on his lips -- it came as a pleasant surprise to her -- and she buried her tongue in his mouth while wrapping her arms around him, rocking her body against his to let him know the bliss she felt.

"I've wanted to do that for so long," Alex said.

"I wanted you to do that for so long."

She looked longingly into his eyes, then flashed an impish smile. "What else do you want to do to me?" she said, the top of her thigh pushing against his erection.

"Ohhh, I can think of one or two things."

"Just one or two? I can think of more things than that."

"Oh yeah?" Alex said. "Like what?"

"Ohhh, well, how about....," she said, reaching down and fondling his bulge. "Maybe we should get you out of your pants and then we can figure it out."

Alex grinned as he rolled off of Cammie and onto his back. She got up on her knees as she reached down, her hands grabbing onto the waistband of his pants and pulling them down, lifting them carefully over his hard-on.

She gasped loudly when Alex's cock popped out. It was long and thick, firm and dark red. She slid his pants down to his knees, then brought her hands back up and placed her palms on either side of his cock, slowly moving them up and down, admiring the shape and the contours, feeling how warm and smooth it was, and how it throbbed beneath her touch.

"Look at that," she murmured, staring lovingly at his dick. It was bigger and so much more beautiful than Ritchie's. She hadn't seen another man's penis in so long. She had thought that she'd never see a cock other than her husband's this close and personal for the rest of her life.

But everything had changed. And she couldn't have been more thrilled at the sudden turn of events.

"It's so nice," she said, turning and looking at Alex as she wrapped one of her hands around the shaft and squeezed. Slowly she stroked it up and down, looking back down at his cock and then back at Alex, smiling as he closed his eyes and moaned at the sensation.

"That feels so good," Alex said, reaching up and fondling Cammie's breasts as she continued to jerk him off slow.

Her other hand wandered down to Alex's balls. She lightly cupped them as she pumped his cock a little harder and faster, feeling him grow even harder in her hand.

"Mmmm, you like that, huh?"

Alex replied with a pleasured groan and Cammie laughed softly. "I guess so," she smiled. "I can barely get my fingers around you, you're so thick."

As she kneeled over him, stroking his big cock with a little more authority, Alex's fingers slid along her thighs and his fingers found her soaked folds.

"Mmmm, yeah, is that what you want?" she said, parting her legs for him as his fingers began rubbing against her clit. She started trembling again, pumping his cock harder.

"Oh God...ohhhh," Cammie said, closing her eyes as Alex slid one finger inside her slippery hole. He slid a second finger inside her, finding it so easy to get them all the way inside her, so juicy was she after having her pussy licked.

"Mmmm ohhhhh yeah, yeah....ohhhhhh shit," she groaned, her hips swaying wildly and pushing down on his hand as his fingers plunged in and out of her pussy, her juices dripping onto his wrist. He was stimulating her clit and her G-spot all at once, and she felt the passion within her shooting toward the surface for what promised to be an explosive release.

"Fuck me, Alex," Cammie growled. "Put your big cock in me and fuck me! Please, do it now!"

Cammie rolled onto her back as Alex got on top of her, his strong arms on either side of her. He positioned himself between her legs and she lifted her knees up, gazing into his eyes as she grabbed onto his forearms.

As he brought his throbbing cock closer to her pussy, Cammie shuddered with desire. It had been so long since she had been properly fucked, and she was so desperate to be fulfilled.

All the anger and frustration and sadness and worry about all that had been lacking with Ritchie had melted away like a mountain of snow when winter gives way to spring, now that she lay beneath this new lover of hers. The lover she'd lusted after for so long.

After so much time spent denying herself her deepest desires, she and Alex White were about to become one. She was about to get exactly what she needed.

The tip of his manhood pressed against her dripping wet opening, and Cammie pushed her hips up, trying to ensnare Alex's cock and pull it into her.

"Please!" she panted. "Please fuck me! Fill me up with your cock!"

Her body quivered, her head tilted back and her mouth opened wide with wonder and ecstasy as Alex pushed inside her. He buried his cock deep in her satiny and snug inner flesh. It was like they were created to fit together.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!" she moaned loudly, her hands moving up to his shoulders and to his back, pressing hard into his skin as Alex groaned with the sensation of finally being inside this beautiful creature.

He lowered his body into her, pressing against her breasts, feeling her hard nipples digging into his chest as his lips sought hers. They kissed ravenously as he began sliding in and out of her.

Cammie's tongue again plunged into Alex's mouth as she wrapped her legs around his body, pulling him into her, wanting him deeper and deeper inside her. They fell into a steady rhythm as Cammie's body shuddered with delight, her pussy glowing with the heat of the glorious friction.

"Oh my God, you feel amazing," Alex gasped, shoving his cock deep into her. He stayed all the way inside, circling his hips, reveling in the divine sensation of Cammie's pussy enveloping his shaft.

"You're so beautiful, more beautiful than any woman I've ever known!"

It could have been something Alex said to all the women he made love to. But to Cammie, in that moment, no words ever before uttered to her had ever seemed more sincere or heartfelt. Especially as she gazed into his eyes. Eyes that couldn't lie about the passion and connection he was feeling. Eyes that lovingly caressed her face as he pumped in and out of her with more gusto, their bodies loudly slapping together.

Their moans mingled in the air and Cammie held fast to him as together they rushed toward a euphoric peak.

"Yes, baby, yes, fuck me, fuck me, ohhhh God fuck me harder, harder, HARDER!" she screamed into Alex's ear as he grunted and pounded her, his balls slapping against her ass.

"Yes, yes, YES!!"

The sharp, exquisite tremors that had been building and building inside Cammie finally reached the surface. She couldn't utter so much as a squeak as her body tensed up. The sounds of their union and Alex's ardent groans and grunts receded to the background, as if she was underwater. Then, just as suddenly, all of her sensory perceptions slammed back into her in a fine point as her insides detonated. The orgasmic quake rolled through her as she shrieked, consumed by a climax more profound than she'd expected or experienced before.

"Yeah, baby, cum for me, cum so hard!" Alex said. She didn't need any urging as her pussy violently spasmed and her sweat-covered body convulsed beneath him, ablaze with rapture.

Cammie clung to Alex as her powerful orgasm maintained its grip. She looked up him with pleading eyes.

"Cum with me, please, cum with me!" she panted.

Alex grimaced with pleasure as he fucked Cammie's pussy harder than before, feeling it squeezing his shaft so tightly with each powerful spasm. She could feel him shaking as he plunged into her like there was no tomorrow.

"It's all for you, take it, I'm all yours!" Cammie moaned and growled, pushing her hips up into his thrusts. "Cum in my pussy, cum in me!"

She could feel him thickening inside her. She could tell he was losing control. And that he wanted to lose control. That he was surrendering to the exhilaration of his seed rocketing up through his shaft.

"Oh....oohhhh fuckkk!" Alex cried out as he buried his cock as deep in Cammie's pussy as he could.

"Yes! Oh God yes, YES BABY!" Cammie screamed as she felt the turbulent throb of Alex's cock erupting inside her.

His hot cum gushed against her walls and filled her up as he fucked her hard through his release. Seeing the ecstasy in his face sent her over the edge again. Another orgasmic wave lifted her up as she screamed and shrieked some more. She was scarcely able to believe this was happening, that all of this was real, here in Alex's bedroom, so close and yet so far away from the life she had known, a life that had just changed forever.

They held onto each other tightly as the bonfire of their encounter gradually softened to warm, glowing embers. Neither said a word. They just shared adoring smiles as they cuddled together. Their fingertips lightly caressed one another's skin.

Cammie had never felt anything like this before. A kind of happy and contented intoxication that enshrouded her as she lay next to Alex. It felt momentous. It was obvious by the look in his face that he felt the same. She played with Alex's hair and giggled as he ran his hand along her bare hip.

She had no idea it could be this way!

Angry thoughts started to intrude her serenity. Cammie wanted to kick herself for enduring all those years with her husband. Wasted years when she could have been making love to men like Alex who lifted her to the stars.

Life could have been incredible and intense and special and beautiful. But instead, she had chained herself to Ritchie. A man she married because she foolishly believed in their love. A man she had refused to leave even when it all turned to shit. All because of some moral duty she felt to preserve their rotten union.

And all of that for a man who was cheating on her every damn night!

Cammie sighed, trying to dispel all thoughts of her husband. She smiled at Alex, not wanting to betray her inner outrage and spoil the sublime moment.

But she resolved to make up for lost time and lost opportunities. There was a whole lot of fucking to be done. And Cammie couldn't wait to get started.


CHAPTER FIVE: Kerri

"Mmmmm," Kerri Thompson moaned softly as she caressed Cammie's bare breasts, pulling on her nipples.

"As soon as I saw you on your first day at the office, I knew I wanted to touch you just like this," Kerri murmured.

Cammie grinned. She was thoroughly enjoying being naked in the big, soft bed of her equally naked co-worker and friend -- who was now so much more than just that.

Cammie's eyes closed and her lips parted slightly as Kerri's face dipped into her cleavage.

She began kissing Cammie's flesh, sucking on her nipples as she fondled her firm tits.

"That feels so nice," Cammie sighed, playing with Kerri's long, dark hair. "Being with you feels so good."

Kerri slid back up to Cammie's face and the two kissed tenderly, their tongues gently tasting each other's lips.

Neither was in much of a hurry. There was no zealous sexual frenzy. They were content to enjoy each other slowly, lingering on whatever felt good.

Cammie reached down and cupped Kerri's breasts, then took her turn sucking on Kerri's nipples as her friend moaned low and slow.

It wasn't the first time Cammie had kissed and fondled a woman.

She'd had a couple such experiences before she'd hooked up with Ritchie. But they were youthful experiments, not much more. None of those encounters had ever gone to where she and Kerri were at this moment. And Cammie sensed she'd soon be heading into further uncharted waters.

Kerri's hand wandered along Cammie's skin.

Cammie gasped, Kerri's nipple still in her mouth, as her friend's fingers brushed against her bush and then, ever so lightly, traced around her moist pussy lips.

"Mmmmmmmygodddddd," Cammie moaned. She sucked and pulled on Kerri's nipple a little harder and swirled her tongue around it as she felt Kerri's fingertips slide further into her slit. Kerri's finger moved closer, oh so tantalizingly closer, to Cammie's throbbing clit, yet stopped just short of a direct touch.

It was precisely what Cammie needed -- this delicate, sensual, and comforting affection and attention -- after the absolute horror of what had just transpired with her husband.

Cammie had so relished the afterglow of her romp with Alex that it was almost three in the morning when she realized she needed to get back home.

She reluctantly pulled herself from Alex's loving embrace and quickly got dressed.

Cammie would have happily stayed at Alex's place all night, and the next night, and the night after that, if he'd have her. She was fairly certain he would.

But she had to stand up to Ritchie. She had to confront him, and tell him what she'd seen at the bar.

The thought frightened her. But her newfound sense of liberation was fueling her courage.

Cammie felt like she could do just about anything, now that she finally felt free to be herself and satisfy all of her needs, whether that meant her deep sexual cravings, or telling her husband to his face what a terrible piece of cheating garbage he was. Or both.

When Cammie had pulled up in front of her house, she'd seen Ritchie's truck parked outside. All of the lights inside the house were off. She'd taken a deep breath, grabbed the keys and got out, shutting the car door as lightly as she could.

Gently, she'd slipped her key into the lock and slowly pushed her way into the dark house.

But as soon as she'd closed the door behind her, a light flipped on. Ritchie was standing in the living room, swaying drunkenly and trying to stay on his feet.

His clothes were disheveled. He had a beer in his hand, and six more empties sat on the table.

His eyes blazed with fury.

"Where the FUCK have you been?!!" he roared.

Ritchie charged toward her.

Terrified, she'd stood frozen like a deer staring at the headlights of an oncoming eighteen-wheeler. He grabbed her by the shoulders. His face was purple. Sweat poured from his brow. Cammie winced and turned her head as his foul beer breath blew into her face.

"I said, where the FUCK have you been?!!" he screamed again.

"Let me go, you're hurting me!" Cammie cried out.

"You ain't seen nothin' yet, you BITCH!"

"Leave me alone! I was out looking for you!!"

Ritchie shook his wife hard, slurring his words as he screamed at her some more.

"Bull...SHIT! I know what you were doing, I can fucking smell it on you. You were out FUCKING SOMEONE!!!"

Cammie had never been so scared in her entire life. Ritchie seemed capable of just about anything. He was angrier than she'd ever seen him before, frothing at the mouth like a rabid dog.

A day earlier, she might have just cried and begged him to let her go.

But something in her had changed.

She wasn't going to go down without a fight.

She'd turned back to him, her own eyes filled with fire, and she spat right in his face.

Shocked, he let go of her and took a step back, wiping his face with his hand. He looked at Cammie in utter disbelief.

"YOU'RE the one who reeks like a nasty, used-up twat!" Cammie screamed at him. "You've got the pussy stank of a disgusting redheaded bitch named Cassie all over you!!"

Ritchie's expression twisted into even further surprise and confusion. He'd never seen his wife so combative before.

"Y-you...you...," he spluttered.

"THAT'S RIGHT, FUCKER! I saw you at the fucking bar, at the pool table, with your hands all over her! I saw you leave with that disgusting whore! How many different skanks have you walked out of there with since we've been married? Ten? Twenty? Fifty? A hundred?!!"

"You were fucking FOLLOWING me, SPYING on me?!!" Ritchie yelled, moving toward her again menacingly, his hands tightening into fists.

Cammie held her ground. "I wasn't spying on you, I was out looking for you! I wanted to hang out with you!"

"BULLSHIT!!" he roared again. He grabbed Cammie's sweater, tearing it as she pulled away from his grip.

"It's true!" she hollered right into his face. "And then I saw your truck, and I went inside, and then I saw you with her, your dick rubbing all over her nasty big ass! You pulled her right past me on the way out. You didn't even see me. You just couldn't wait to stick it in her, could you, you fucking two-timing piece of shit!"

In a flash, the back of Ritchie's hand smashed into Cammie's face, knocking her backward.

Ritchie rushed toward his wife again with the crazed look of a murderer.

Stunned from the blow, Cammie summoned all of her strength, closed her eyes and kicked, driving her sexy new black boot directly into her husband's balls.

Ritchie screamed out in agony and doubled over, then fell to the floor.

"You pathetic piece of crap, don't you EVER lay a hand on me again!" Cammie said, spitting on him again as he lay crumpled in a heap, holding his groin and moaning in pain.

She'd turned and walked out of the house, slamming the door behind her. She'd gotten back in her car and drove off, one hand on the wheel and the other rubbing her swelling jaw, trying to figure out where to go.

She'd thought about checking into a motel.

But she needed to be with someone.

She considered going back to Alex's place. He probably would have been ecstatic at her return.

But she didn't want to drop all that baggage of what had just happened with Ritchie at Alex's feet.

She didn't want their nascent affair -- or whatever it was called that they were doing -- to be sullied by the miserable details of her terrible marriage and her cheating, abusive husband.

Cammie needed a friend's shoulder to cry on. Someone who understood men and all the wretched things they were capable of. Someone who had been down the same road. Someone she could talk to and commiserate with and be close to, all without judgment.

Kerri Thompson.

But it was so late. She didn't know if Kerri would even answer her door at this hour.

Cammie had texted her that she was on her way over, though she figured Kerri was probably sleeping and wouldn't even see it.

But as soon as she got to Kerri's place, Kerri was downstairs, standing in the doorway in her robe, her sleeping mask perched atop her head.

Cammie rushed into her outstretched arms and sobbed as Kerri whispered comforting words in her ear, stroked her hair and eased her inside, pushing the door closed behind them.

Cammie told Kerri what had happened. Kerri gave her some ice for her bruised, swollen jaw and told her to get undressed and come to her bed, where they could just lay together and relax and talk and just be two women together who each knew the hell the other had been through when it came to men.

Kerri held Cammie close and stroked her hair and listened to her, nodding in sympathy. But Kerri couldn't hide her excitement when Cammie told her what had happened with Alex.

The two women hugged.

Kerri felt so good, so soft, so close, Cammie thought.

And as they held each other, Cammie felt a strong urge deep within her. Something much more than just mere appreciation for her friend.

They gazed into each other's faces, not saying a word, and then their lips touched. Only barely and so tentatively, as if they were kissing another human being for the first time in their lives.

But in mere moments, Kerri was out of her robe and Cammie had taken off her bra and panties. They were laying skin against skin, kissing and touching and admiring each other's bodies. So good, So soft. So close.

This is the most insane night ever, Cammie marveled to herself.

Only a few hours earlier she had been making love with Alex.

Then she had come this close to being killed by her husband.

And now she was making out with her sexy, wonderful friend.

So be it.

Cammie decided to let the winds carry her wherever they wanted to take her. She was embarking on a new life, destination unknown, and she was going to enjoy the journey.

Both women moaned now, their bodies intertwined, each's finger roaming in the other's delicate, juicy slit.

"Oh my...ohhh," Cammie murmured.

"Yeah, just like that, yeah...oh God," Kerri purred as Cammie's middle finger slid in and out of her opening. "Oh God, just like that...."

They started kissing again, harder and more passionately, their hands moving back up to fondle each other's breasts.

They had been laying on their sides facing one another, until Kerri gently pushed Cammie onto her back. Kerri began sucking on Cammie's nipples again, then licked the lowest curves of her breasts and moved down to her tummy.

Cammie felt herself trembling with the thrill of what was about to happen.

Holy shit, she thought, she was going to get eaten out by both Alex and Kerri in the same fucking night!

Cammie clutched Kerri's long hair as her head slid between Cammie's thighs. She moaned as Kerri's tongue flicked against her clit, then began to swirl all over her wet pussy.

Then Cammie remembered. Alex had cum inside her earlier!

"Kerri, I...when I was with Alex, he--"

"I know, honey, I just discovered that."

Cammie felt herself turning beet red with embarrassment. "Oh my God, I'm so sorry, I--"

Kerri dove back into Cammie's pussy, licking her even more intensely.

Cammie's protestations melted into a long groan as she looked down at Kerri, who was looking back up into Cammie's eyes as her tongue hungrily circled around her clit.

"It's fine," Kerri said as she lifted her mouth from Cammie's pussy momentarily. "I really like it. It's hot. It tastes like sex. You taste so fucking good."

"Ohhhh...my God," Cammie moaned, her thighs trembling and the muscles in her abdomen tightening. The pleasure was almost too much to take.

All of these new, incredible sexual experiences all at once were almost too much to take.

But she wanted to take it. All of it.

"Yeah, suck my pussy into your mouth," Cammie muttered, desiring some control.

"Mmmm yeah!" Kerri exclaimed. "That's my girl, telling me what she wants...with pleasure, baby," she said. Kerri drew Cammie's swollen pussy lips into her mouth as she slid her hands under Cammie's ass and squeezed.

"Ohhh fuuuuuuck, yes, YES!" Cammie cried out at the sensation.

Twice in one night her pussy had been in the hands and mouth of an expert, after years of neglect.

Kerri slid two fingers inside of Cammie's dripping snatch and pumped them in and out as her tongue focused on her clit.

Cammie writhed and shook, holding tightly onto Kerri's hair and pushing her head into her crotch, as her pussy juices dripped down the insides of her thighs and soaked Kerri's silken sheets.

"Oh God, oh God, ohhh fuck...you're gonna make me cum...oh God, YEAH!" Cammie cried out as Kerri mashed and rubbed her clit with her fingers and shoved her tongue deep in Cammie's pussy, lapping up her flowing nectar.

"YES, YES!" Cammie screamed, her ass lifting off the bed.

She pushed her pussy into Kerri's face, her body squirming and shaking and burning with the heat of the incredible climax washing over her.

Cammie's velvety insides were melted caramel, her pleasure zone blasted to the stratosphere.

The sound of her own screams had turned to colors -- vivid pinks and magentas and tangerines.

She never wanted to come down from this orgasmic high. Kerri didn't want her to, either, as she licked and licked Cammie's sensitive clit, drawing out her release as long as possible, until the pleasure became too much and Cammie pulled Kerri's head from between her legs.

"Ohhhh...my fucking...oh my fucking God, oh my fucking God," Cammie said over and over and over as she caught her breath and came back down to Earth.

Kerri laughed and curled into Cammie's body and they kissed tenderly again.

"Girl, you had no idea what you've been missing, did you?"

"Hell no, hell no..." Cammie replied with a happy, drained smile.

"Well, I get the feeling this might be the beginning of something very, very special," Kerri said, returning the smile.

Kerri was right, Cammie thought. The night had been wild and nuts, but this was only the start. The sexual animal within her had been unleashed, and she was ready to go on the prowl.

"Damn, girl, just wait 'til we get to Chicago," Kerri laughed. "It's gonna be so on!"


CHAPTER SIX: The Windy City

The Windy City was even more beautiful than Cammie ever imagined.

Then again, everything had seemed better to her over the past 72 hours. Food tasted more delicious. The air seemed fresher and cleaner. Her morning coffee was spectacular. It was like she had been reborn.

Standing at the window of her hotel room on the 28th floor, Cammie gazed out at lovely Lake Michigan, and looked at all the skyscrapers rising around her. She couldn't believe she was going to be in Chicago for a whole week.

Cammie and Kerri had arrived a day early, ostensibly to do some advance preparation for the arrival of the executives the next day and the various presentations and meetings that were scheduled for the convention.

Prior to leaving, Cammie had thought about going home while Ritchie was at work and getting some of her clothes to pack for the trip. But she didn't want to risk it. She really didn't want to run into Ritchie again. So she and Kerri went shopping. She'd wanted some new outfits for a while, and the retail therapy felt damn good.

The flight wasn't terribly long, and as soon as Cammie got off the plane, she couldn't wait to dive into the city and all it had to offer.

And from what Kerri had said, plus the vibe she'd picked up from Goodstone -- not to mention the snippets of conversation between other company men, accompanied by nudges and winks, she'd overheard in the weeks leading up to the convention -- the carnal adventures that awaited her seemed like they could be legendary.

Bring it on! she smiled to herself.

She heard a knock behind her.

"Room service!" Kerri exclaimed brightly when Cammie opened the door.

Kerri looked left down the hallway, then right, then leaned into the room and kissed Cammie hard. Cammie gladly accepted the gesture, her tongue slipping into Kerri's mouth.

"I could get used to that kind of service," Cammie laughed breathlessly when their lips finally parted.

"Me, too, honey, me too," Kerri said, "but I think we should go hit the town for a little bit and see what's going on. It's just about happy hour, and I'll bet a couple of lookers like us could find ourselves some hot Midwestern fellas in no time."

"Sounds like a plan to me," Cammie said.

They didn't have to go very far -- the hotel lobby, in fact -- before they started turning heads.

"So many gorgeous men here," Cammie whispered to Kerri. "I think I might have to move!"

"I think you should give a few of them a test drive first...you know, before you commit."

The two women laughed as Cammie hooked her arm around Kerri's and they headed out onto the street.

The bars were teeming with people, including plenty of young, handsome men in dapper business attire who were blowing off steam after a long day at the office.

Cammie and Kerri ducked into one establishment, the name of which they didn't even bother to notice. They weren't inside for more than a few minutes when two men sauntered up and offered to buy them drinks.

Evan and Jay worked at a Chicago brokerage firm. At least that's what Cammie thought she'd heard them say. She didn't much care what they did for a living. All she knew was that Evan was tall, dark, slender and extremely handsome, and Jay, with his sandy blonde hair, was more cute than hot. She always went for handsome over cute, and Kerri seemed like she was enjoying her conversation with Jay.

Evan. Yes. Evan was the one.

Cammie knocked back the first vodka tonic he bought her in record time. She'd never been much of a drinker, especially after watching Ritchie get loaded every single night. But now, she figured, what the hell, she'd have some fun getting a little lubed up.

By the third vodka tonic, Cammie was feeling goooood. Not drunk, but definitely tipsy.

Evan wasn't even trying to be sly about staring at her tits. But Cammie loved it. She wasn't wearing this tight, low-cut black dress for nothing!

Evan leaned in close. "Soooo," he said, "your husband doesn't mind you flirting with strange men in bars?"

She looked at him, alarmed. Then she remembered. She was still wearing her wedding ring.

"Oh, he'd mind, trust me," Cammie smiled. "And he's huge!"

Evan backed away a bit and lifted his hands up. "Hey, I don't need to get my ass kicked!" he said.

Cammie laughed and grabbed Evan's blue tie, pulling him back to her.

"Listen," she said, staring straight into his eyes. "For one thing, my husband is back home hundreds of miles away. For another thing, he's a fucking asshole and he's not going to be my husband for very much longer. And for another thing...."

She pulled him even closer, until she was whispering in his ear, "Come back to my hotel room and fuck me like your life depends on it."

Evan's eyes widened, then he turned and shouted at the bartender, "I need to close out my tab...now!"

He turned back to Cammie with a glint in his eye. "I like the way you talk, it's refreshing."

Cammie put her hand on his knee, then slowly slid it up his thigh. "I like the way you...," she said softly, looking down and noticing his pants quickly tightening at his crotch, "...get hard when I touch you like this."

Evan paid the bill, and he and Cammie got up from their seats. Evan and Jay exchanged knowing grins while Cammie gave Kerri a quick hug.

"Fuck his brains out real good," Kerri whispered in her ear.

"Oh, I intend to, and then some," Cammie whispered back.

Night was falling as Cammie and Evan walked hand in hand back to the hotel.

She wanted to jump on him in the elevator, but it was packed with people so she was forced to wait. It was excruciating.

But as soon as they reached her door and she slipped in the card key, she grabbed Evan by the jacket and pulled him into her and kissed him. They pushed their way into the room and slammed the door shut as their hands were all over each other.

With Cammie's help, Evan got his suit jacket off and tossed it onto an armchair. Near the bed, Cammie whirled around and Evan got behind her. His hands reached around and squeezed her breasts, her hard nipples sliding in between his fingers. She reached up and lifted her hair while Evan kissed the back of her neck, down to her bare shoulders.

"Mmmm that's nice," Cammie moaned as she tipped her head back into him and pushed her ass into his groin, feeling his hard cock against her cheeks. "Really nice," she moaned.

"Wow, you're really something, baby," Evan murmured as he kissed the side of her neck. His hands slid from her breasts down to the bottom of her dress, hiking it up as his fingers moved along her inner thigh.

Cammie squealed and shivered as his hand quickly arrived between her legs and pressed against her pussy over her panties.

"There you go, tiger, you found the pot of gold," Cammie moaned, feeling her insides throb and her slit grow damp and hot beneath his touch. "Mmmmmmmmm...I knew as soon as I saw you how good you'd make me feel."

With one swift movement she pulled off her dress. She was clad now in just her panties, bra and heels as she pushed back into Evan again.

"Fuck, you're fucking gorgeous," he said as he got her bra off and cupped her breasts in his hand, pinching Cammie's nipples and rolling them between his fingers as she moaned and trembled.

"Are you gonna fuck me good, baby?" Cammie sighed.

Evan quickly undid his belt and unzipped his pants, wanting to free his erection and press it against her ass cheeks.

But before he could, Cammie wheeled around, kissing Evan hard as she undid his tie and pulled open his shirt, breaking a couple of buttons in her zeal to get him undressed.

They both laughed at her moxie, then began kissing again passionately as Evan kicked off his shoes and pulled off his pants and boxers.

Cammie reached down and took his thick, hot shaft in her hand and stroked it as their tongues mashed together. Evan grabbed Cammie by the shoulders and spun her around again, and she giggled amorously as she bent over in front of Evan, her hands on the plush bedspread.

He grabbed her panties and pulled them down her legs and over her heels as she stepped out of them.

"God, your ass is perfect," he said, taking his dick in his hand and rubbing it against her behind, smearing a few drops of pre-cum on her skin. He slipped his cock between her ass cheeks as she wiggled her butt for him.

"You're so big and hard," Cammie cooed, feeling him pulsating against her flesh. "I can't wait for you to put it in me!"

Evan reached underneath and played with her tits, then moved one hand back to her pussy and started rubbing it and lightly smacking her clit. Cammie moaned loudly and writhed some more, getting on her knees on the edge of the bed and lifting her ass high for him.

His fingers caressed and massaged her slick folds, pressing against her clit and rubbing the creamy, sticky pink flesh just outside her opening. She gasped and moaned again. feeling jolts of excitement shooting from her pussy outward to every nerve ending.

Cammie wanted Evan's cock inside her, so fucking bad, but there was something else she wanted to do first.

She slid off the bed and spun around and got on her knees in front of him, looking up at him as she smiled. She licked her lips sensually while taking his shaft in one hand and his balls in the other.

Evan inhaled sharply, realizing what was about to happen. Then a happy groan escaped his throat as Cammie's lips slipped around the head of his cock, swirling around the tip and tasting more drops of sweet pre-cum that oozed out as she squeezed.

"Ohh yeah, it feels so warm, so good," Evan moaned as her mouth slid further down his cock.

Her mouth made his length shiny and wet as she slurped and sucked, one hand jerking him and the other pulling gently on his balls as she got even more inches into her mouth until he was beginning to enter her throat. She gagged a little, and pulled her mouth off of him.

"Fuck, it's so big, holy shit," she marveled breathlessly as she dove back in, her throat relaxing so she could take all of his length more comfortably.

Evan looked down at Cammie, playing with her hair as she sucked him. Occasionally, she looked up into his eyes and smiled at the ecstatic look on his face.

"Do you want to fuck my mouth a little?" she asked in a sweet, innocent voice before breaking into a mischievous smile.

She pulled back a bit and grabbed onto his ass as he started sliding his dick past her lips, which were wrapped tightly around his shaft. The sensation of her soft, wet tongue on the underside of his cock drove Evan crazy. His thrusts became more and more vigorous until she gagged again and he pulled his cock out of her mouth.

"Oh my God, I'm sorry, baby," Evan said.

"It's okay," Cammie panted, "don't stop."

Evan complied, shoving his hard, saliva-coated tool back in her mouth. Cammie reached down and started playing with her pussy, moaning onto Evan's cock as she pushed three fingers down hard on her clit and circled fast and tight.

"I want to taste you," Evan said. "I want to taste your pussy so bad."

"Mmmmm," she said, pulling her mouth off of him, "yeah? Do you?"

Evan laid down on the bed, his huge cock sticking straight up in the air. Cammie kicked off her heels and joined him. She wanted to straddle him and ride him until she got off, but another idea struck her.

Turning around, she threw one leg over him and dangled her pussy over Evan's face, then she draped her body over him as her face descended toward his cock.

Her hand wrapped around Evan's throbbing cock and she started jacking him off hard. She felt his hands wrap around her and grab her ass, his fingers buried in her soft, luscious flesh as he pulled her crotch down to his face. She moaned as his lips and his tongue made contact with her pussy. He groaned as her mouth slid all the way down his shaft again until the entirety of his dick was buried in her face.

Evan sucked and lapped at her pussy as Cammie kissed down the length of his hard cock, licking and nibbling on his shaft. She moved back up to the tip and swirled her tongue all over it as she pumped him. Her pussy juices were flowing onto Evan's face as he began to tongue-fuck her.

"Ohhh fuck yeah, fuck yes!" she cried out, pumping his cock in her hand as Evan robustly ate her out.

Cammie savored every bit of his tongue as it plunged in and out of her, and flicked across her clit and her pussy lips.

After years of her husband refusing to ever go down on her, in just the span of a few days she'd had Alex, Kerri and now Evan lavish their oral affections on her.

She laughed to herself when the notion of ranking the three of them, worst to best, crossed her mind. But then she snapped back to the moment, focusing on the feeling of Evan's mouth softly sucking her pussy into his mouth, and she wasn't laughing anymore. Just moaning as she starting sucking his cock again and pressing her tits into his torso.

Cammie loved the feeling of their bodies together like this.

She had never sixty-nined with anyone before. She had only heard about it, and now she realized it was something she wanted to do all the damn time.

And, of course, she could. She could do whatever she wanted, with whomever she wanted, in any position she wanted, now that she was out from under Ritchie's thumb.

She intended to explore every sexual urge she felt, she resolved to try every new thing that occurred to her.

She gasped at the delicious thought of all the possibilities. Or maybe it was because Evan had slid one finger, then a second, inside her pussy as he kissed her innermost thigh.

"Ohh fuck yeah, oh fuck yeah, oh my God!!" Cammie shrieked as Evan finger-fucked her hard. "Oh God, you're getting me fucking close, ohhh fuck, baby!"

Evan slid his fingers out of her and pulled her pussy to his face again and sucked hard on her clit.

Cammie's moans turned to screams she was sure the whole hotel floor could hear, and maybe a few floors above and below them, too. But she just didn't care as the exquisite sensation of orgasm flooded her pussy and shot up and down her body as she reached down and grabbed onto Evan's legs, thrashing around on top of him as she came hard.

"OhhhhhhhAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!" she cried out as Evan wrapped his arms around Cammie's waist and gulped down the juices that flowed from her quivering pussy into his mouth.

Evan's cock grew even harder and thicker as his mouth made Cammie cum, and Cammie knew she had to have him inside her right away.

She lifted her pussy off his mouth and slid down until her sopping wet opening was perched right over his dick. Evan moaned with anticipation as he felt the heat of Cammie's pussy radiating onto his cockhead. He put his hands on her waist and pulled her down at the same time she lowered himself onto his erection, and they groaned simultaneously as she felt his cock fill her all the way up while he felt her warm, tight flesh envelop his raging boner.

"Fuck that's so good," Evan moaned as Cammie started riding him. She leaned forward at first, her hands atop his thighs, then she leaned back while his strong hands held her firmly at the waist and guided her up and down his long shaft.

"Ohhhh yes, your fucking dick feels so good in me, so good!" Cammie moaned.

Together they found a perfect rhythm as she rode him harder and faster, both of them covered in sweat and going crazy at the feeling of the hot friction and the wet sounds of her pussy swallowing his cock.

Cammie lifted off of Evan's cock for the quickest of moments as she turned around, wanting to look into his face as she rode him until he got off.

They both smiled and groaned again as Cammie's pussy once more surrounded his massive prick. As they picked up the pace, careening toward orgasm, they looked into each other's faces, filled with rapture and lust.

Cammie arched her back as her fingertips grazed Evan's chest. His hands moved from her waist up to her breasts, holding them and squeezing as she fucked him and fucked him and fucked him, moaning and screaming as he thrust up and into her as she bounced up and down, making Evan grunt and groan.

"Fuck baby I'm gonna cum," Evan growled.

"Ohhhh I'm cumming again, I'm gonna cum again!" Cammie screamed out.

"Oh shit," Evan groaned, "I'm gonna shoot in you!"

"Yeah, do it, cum in me, oh FUCK YEAH!" Cammie cried out loudly, consumed by the roiling sensation of her own climax madly possessing her body.

With a mighty thrust of his hips, Evan sent his cock deep inside Cammie's pussy and he hollered as his semen blasted into her, one thick hot rope after another into her tight, spasming pussy. She writhed on top of him, scarcely able to believe the sexual dynamo she had already become.

Cammie couldn't get enough!

She wanted to fuck all day and all night.

Any and every sexy man or woman she could get in her grasp.

She felt like the nymphomaniacs she had only read about in magazine articles or joked about with her friends. Now she understood. She knew what it was like to be beautiful and sex-crazed and completely free and able to indulge her every fleshly whim.

As she looked down at Evan trying to catch his breath, she smiled broadly, feeling powerful and emancipated.

Yes, she was happy to make him feel good, there was no doubt about that.

But this was about her.

Her needs.

Her desires.

Evan was a reasonably nice enough and surely handsome enough. He had a great cock to fuck her with, not to mention his top-notch pussy licking skills.

But suddenly, her thoughts flew to Alex.

Cammie didn't exactly feel guilty about what had just happened. But now that she knew precisely what it was like to just pick up some hot hunk of meat for a good, hard fucking, she longed for something more. Some kind of connection, too. Especially right now, as she slowly crawled off of Evan.

She didn't want to lay in his arms and fall asleep next to him. In fact, she just wanted him to leave.

"Fuck," Evan said, "you are some kinda woman, you're--"

"Look," Cammie said, cutting him off while sounding more irked than she'd intended. "That was really, really awesome, but I have a presentation tomorrow that I need to prepare for, so, um, I think maybe we'd better call it a night."

A look of disappointment crossed Evan's face. Cammie knew what he was thinking. He probably thought they'd nap together for a few hours, and then resume fucking in the wee hours. But it was not to be.

"Sure, no problem," he muttered as he got out of the bed. He started to get dressed as Cammie reached for her purse and pulled out her cell phone, scrolling through several texts and emails while paying Evan no mind.

"All right, well...," Evan said once he was dressed, "...maybe we can see each other again before you leave town?"

"Maybe, we'll see!" Cammie said in a way that let him know there was virtually no chance he'd fuck her again.

"Good luck with your...ummm....whatever," Evan said dejectedly, lingering for a moment in the hope that Cammie would relent and let him back into the bed for another romp. When he realized it was definitely not to be, he turned and left the room, slamming the door behind him.

Cammie laughed as she sank into the pillow. She was relishing the aftersex glow, but even more so the fact that she was in control now, able to dictate terms and conditions.

It hadn't been that way for years and years with Ritchie.

But now she called the shots.

If she wanted to get laid, she'd get laid. And she'd be able to find the cream of the crop to satisfy her. If she wanted to be dominant or submissive, it was her choice.

And if she wanted to let herself be vulnerable and fall in love with a man -- a man like Alex, perhaps -- she still would never let that man run her life and make her miserable.

She'd never again let a man fuck her over like Ritchie had.

But falling in love, a relationship -- anything like that was a long way off.

Cammie smiled. Right now, here in Chicago, there was tons of wicked fun still to be had.


CHAPTER SEVEN: Extra Spicy

The next morning, Alex arrived on a red-eye flight.

First-class. 

After all, he was a valued executive on the way up in the company.

Yet, he hadn't climbed the ladder so high that he merited a seat on the private jet that brought Goodstone, Duncan, and several of the other higher-ups to Chicago.

Cammie had been wondering whether Alex was going to get in touch with her when he got to town, or if now that he'd gotten a piece, he would just consider her a notch on his belt and move on.

If that's the way it went, well, she figured, that's the way it went. She knew she'd have plenty of other sexy, handsome, successful men lining up to be with her.

Still, when Alex texted her from the airport, wanting to know if she wanted to get some breakfast with him, she couldn't deny the warm, happy feeling it generated inside her. Or the butterflies that were doing backflips in her stomach.

There was simply no denying to herself how much she liked Alex White.

Cammie wasn't going to commit to him in any way, shape or form. Not right now. She wanted the freedom to have a one-night stand with a hot piece of meat like Evan, if that's what she desired.

But she was also intrigued by the idea of getting to know Alex better. She wanted to find out more about him, beyond just how good he was at fucking her. She was curious to see where it all might go with him. She wasn't going to pretend she wasn't.

Cammie took a quick shower, then dried and quickly styled her hair.

With her adroit makeup skills, and some top-shelf cosmetics, she'd been able to conceal the small bruise on her jaw -- the lingering result of Ritchie's backhand several days earlier.

She sighed with relief as she looked in the mirror and saw that it was fading.

Maybe she could have played it off to anyone who noticed. She could have told them she'd broken a heel and taken a spill or some other such mishap.

But she didn't want anyone at the company to suspect she was some kind of battered wife. It wasn't entirely a matter of shame. She'd been the one to leave Ritchie, and she was in control of the situation. She didn't want or need anyone's sympathy, other than Kerri's. And maybe Alex's.

And she certainly didn't want anyone judging her. She knew how that kind of thing worked, in the business world and in the larger world. Too much victim-blaming out there. Some would think she'd done something to deserve what happened to her. Or that she was weak, a frightened little guppy in a shark pool, unable to fend for herself. She really didn't feel like dealing with that kind of attitude. From anyone.

Alex had suggested they meet at Les Bistro.

When she arrived via taxi, Alex hadn't gotten there yet. He'd texted her to say he was still waiting to get his rental car. She got a table for two near a window and ordered a mimosa.

It wasn't long before Alex walked through the restaurant door, and Cammie's gooey feeling returned in a hurry as he smiled at her and headed for the table.

He looked better than ever, Cammie thought. He was finely but casually dressed in a button-down shirt, blazer, dark jeans and very expensive shoes -- Cammie knew shoes -- that perfectly accentuated that hot bod of his that she now knew quite intimately. Alex had an aura of confidence and easy sophistication that she knew had been missing from her life for so long, at least as far as a romantic partner went.

Cammie forced those "partner" thoughts from her mind as she rose from the table.

It was too soon for any of that, she reminded herself.

Twice.

"Well you're a sight for sore eyes," Alex said as he hugged her and kissed her on the cheek.

They let the moment linger a second or two longer, reflective of their status as more-than-friends but less-than-attached.

Cammie had always rolled her eyes at the term "friends with benefits," but she'd never really known what that meant. Now she did. There seemed like no more appropriate way to characterize her current situation with Alex. Or Kerri, for that matter.

"How was your flight?" Cammie said as they sat back down.

"Uneventful," Alex said. "Frankly, I couldn't wait to get out here and see you."

Cammie smiled bashfully. Twice more she reminded herself not to fall too hard.

"Awww, that's sweet," she said, trying to play it cool.

"I wasn't sure if...," Alex started, his voice trailing off when a server came over and handed him a menu. He ordered a Bloody Mary, with extra horseradish.

"I wasn't sure if, you know, what you've been thinking as far as, you know, the other night...," he continued after the server walked away.

Cammie grinned. He was so cute, and almost seemed nervous or something talking about it. It was adorable!

"The other night?" Cammie said, flashing a faux-puzzled look. "What happened the other night?"

Alex looked at her with a bewildered expression until she laughed. An embarrassed smile creeped across his face.

"That memorable, huh?" he said.

"I'm kidding," Cammie said before looking around and lowering her voice. "It was amazing. You know that. I've been thinking about it ever since it happened.

"Oh good, me too," Alex said. "Soooooo, uhhh, is your husband actually cool with you flying out to Chicago all by yourself for a whole--"

"I don't want to talk about him," Cammie snapped.

"Whoa, okay," Alex said, slightly taken aback by the dark expression that had suddenly clouded her face.

Still, he was secretly delighted, for obvious reasons, that there appeared to be some trouble brewing at home. "I'll not speak of it again," he said.

"Good," Cammie said as the server returned to the table with Alex's Bloody Mary and took their order.

"Mmmm, spicy, just how I like it," he said as he sipped his drink.

"Me, too," Cammie giggled. "Extra spicy."

"Oh yeah?"

"Spicier the better."

"I'll remember that."

"You should."

Alex cleared his throat. "So, you and Kerri got in yesterday, did you two go out on the town or what?"

There was no way Cammie was going to tell Alex about Evan.

And she didn't know what had become of Kerri and Jay. For all she knew, they were in Kerri's room fucking each other's brains out right at that moment.

"Ehh, we just went and grabbed some drinks at some bar, nothing exciting," Cammie said. "I was in bed pretty early."

At least she didn't lie, she thought.

"Well, it might be a crazy week, so it's probably good you got a little rest before it all gets started," Alex said, winking at her.

"Yeah," Cammie said, "I hear these conventions can get pretty...intense."

"Well, if this year is anything like year's past, umm...," Alex said. "The last few years they had it in Vegas, and you know what they say about Vegas, so, mum's the word."

"Oh come on!" Cammie said. "Tell me something!"

"Well, if I tell you then I have to kill you."

"Wow, I've never heard that line before, Mr. Cliche," Cammie said teasingly. "But I'll risk the possibility of death for a good story."

The server returned with their breakfasts.

"Maybe I should eat my eggs Benedict first, though, in case it's my last meal," Cammie joked.

Alex looked at her fondly, appreciating her sense of humor almost as much as her beauty. And the way she looked when she was beneath him as they made love.

"Well, okay, but it's about Duncan and Miss Greer, your predecessor," Alex said.

Cammie looked at him with extreme curiosity. "I was wondering what had happened to her, I heard she was fired?"

"Yeah, something like that," Alex laughed as he dug into his omelette.

"Ooooo...this sounds good," Cammie said, her face lighting up.

"Okay, well, I wasn't there so I'm getting it second-hand, but I'm getting it from someone who was there in the room, sooooooo..., Alex began. "Anyway, so basically Duncan and Stone -- do you know Stone?"

"Umm, I think so?"

"Stone runs the Denver office, he'll be here this week. He's the one who told me what happened, but you didn't hear that from me."

"My lips are sealed," Cammie said.

"Oh, that's unfortunate," Alex said, pretending the sexually charged quip was supposed to be under his breath.

"You're so bad," Cammie gasped, lightly smacking Alex's arm as she laughed.

"Anyway, okay, so...," Alex continued, lowering his voice. "Stone and Duncan are down at the hotel bar one afternoon getting ripped on a bottle of 50-year-old scotch, because, you know, only the best for them, right? So Stone's chatting up the bartender, this beautiful girl who can't be more than 22, 23 years old. Somehow he convinces her to come back up to Duncan's suite after she finishes up her shift. Lucky for them she's the afternoon bartender and she's done at six or something, so they don't have to wait long."

"Wow, smooth talkers, huh?"

"I know, right?" Alex said. "I mean, they're these old, fat, ugly guys, right? But I guess when you have money to burn you can get pretty much anything you want."

"I dunno," Cammie mused. "I've never seen Stone, but Duncan's not so bad...."

"Are you fucking kidding me?"

Cammie looked at him with a twinkle in her eye. "Well, he's no you or anything," she said, "but I can see how under that layer of blubber he's, you know, kind of...."

They both broke into hysterical laughter, then quieted down after the couple at the next table shot annoyed looks at them

"It gets better," Alex said, his voice a whisper now. "So the three of them are up there in the suite and it's not even dinnertime yet, and Stone and Duncan are wasted. The bartender chick, she's doing shots, and they're all snuggling up together on a couch. And Duncan goes, 'We need to get my assistant Miss Greer over here.' So he calls over to her room and tells her she needs to go over some notes with him for the meeting he's got the next day, or some kind of bullshit like that."

"Yeah, I can hear his voice now saying that," Cammie laughed.

"So she comes down and knocks on the door and Stone yells out to come in and she's like, 'I don't have a card key,' and a minute later Stone comes to the door and he's not wearing any pants, just his shirt and a tie and underwear and socks."

"Oh my God," Cammie said. "Did she run away screaming?!"

"No! That's the thing. Somehow he gets her to come in, but here's the thing -- and you'll see in a minute why this is important -- Miss Greer doesn't close the door all the way."

"Oh noooooo, I think I see where this is going!"

"Yeah, but it's even worse than you're thinking," Alex smiled.

"Don't tell me, Goodstone comes by, or room service, or the maid!"

"Better...but wait, let me get to it!"

"Okay, okay!"

"So Miss Greer and Stone walk toward the couch and there's the bartender chick and she's on her knees in front of Duncan blowing him and sucking his balls while he's holding his bottle of scotch, his big belly hanging down."

"Oh shit, no fucking way!" Cammie said. "What did Miss Greer do?!"

"That's the thing. She gets all horny seeing this, and she starts taking off her clothes! Apparently she had the hots for Duncan all along."

"Are you serious?!"

"Yeah. She'd been Duncan's assistant for something like eight years. She was, I dunno, maybe in her mid-thirties by this point. She looked good. Not hot like you, but cute, you know?"

"Well, thanks," Cammie laughed.

"You're welcome," Alex smiled. "So she gets naked, and Stone takes off his clothes, too, and pretty soon all four of them are naked and the bartender starts blowing Stone while Miss Greer is going to town on Duncan's cock. Then the two women start sucking and licking on him at the same time. Duncan's never had it so good!"

"Holy fucking shit," Cammie murmured, trying to picture her boss getting his cock sucked by two women.

She felt a little tingle deep within her as a mental image formed. It must have been a combination of her already being so sexually charged up, and Alex -- who she most definitely wanted to fuck again soon, even if she didn't want to let on that she did -- telling her the story. She tried to push the feeling away as she listened to the tale.

"So, according to Stone, anyway, the four of them go into the bedroom and they're all going at it every which way," Alex whispered. "Duncan's eating out Miss Green, then the bartender, then back to Miss Green. The girls are bent over and Stone and Duncan are taking turns fucking them from behind...."

"Oh my," Cammie said, pressing her thighs together. The tingling feeling was getting stronger. Maybe Alex was intentionally trying to turn her on with all this sexy talk, or maybe not, but the effect was the same. She felt herself getting hot and bothered and she took a big gulp of the mimosa, draining the glass and waving to the server to bring her another.

"But then...," Alex said, starting to laugh, "...here it comes!"

"Oh, the door!" Cammie remembered.

Alex nodded, trying to stifle his laugh. "So it seems that Mrs. Duncan had decided to fly out to Vegas to surprise her husband...."

Cammie's eyes widened and her hand went to her mouth. "Ohhhh nooooooooo!"

"Yeah!" Alex grinned. "Apparently she was totally clueless about these conventions and what goes on when the husbands are away from the nest."

"Did she...?"

"Ohhhhhh yeah!" Alex laughed. "She shows up at the suite unannounced, the door's open, she walks in and calls out her husband's name. She's hearing some noises in the bedroom, of course, so she waltzes in and there on the bed, Stone and Duncan are laying next to each other and Miss Greer is riding Duncan and the bartender is riding Stone and everyone's screaming and moaning."

"Oh my fucking God!" Cammie said, her hand still over her mouth.

"Yup!" Alex said, barely able to contain his laughter. "Stone said he saw her first but Duncan didn't see her, and it's right when Duncan's about to blow his load inside his assistant. Duncan's wife is standing there, looking like she's about to have a stroke, and she's making some kind of crazy gurgling noise or something like her head's about to explode. The bartender turns around and sees her, and she jumps off Stone's cock. And right then, Duncan sees his wife but Miss Greer is going crazy bouncing up and down on him so he cums right there, shooting his load inside Miss Greer while his wife is watching him."

"Oh my God, what did she do?!" Cammie said, shifting in her chair and trying her damnedest to ignore the insistent throb deep in her crotch.

"She lets out this scream and runs at Duncan to hit him with her handbag! Miss Greer jumps off of him, and she and the bartender run out of the room and get dressed while Duncan's covering himself with his hands, trying to keep his wife from hitting him while his boner is shriveling. Stone's there trying to calm her down, obviously to no avail."

"That's insane!"

"Duncan's wife is yelling about a divorce and 'How can you do this again?' and all of that kinda thing," Alex said, "Then she storms out and leaves Duncan sitting there on the bed, naked and drunk and confused."

"Wow," Cammie said, "but wait, aren't they still married, though?!"

"Well yeah, see, that's how this all works," Alex said, sticking his fork into the last of his omelette. "Duncan's wife flies back home, gets all lawyered up, tells Duncan she's through. Then Duncan reminds her about the pre-nup she signed, but he buys her a half-million-dollar ring and a new Mercedes and he promises he'll never do it again. And of course he fires Miss Greer, too. So his wife is placated."

Alex shrugged. "I mean, who knows? Maybe she knew that's exactly what he'd be up to in Vegas, so she flew out just so she could catch him in the act so she could put the squeeze on him."

"Ohhhh, right," Cammie said, her eyes narrowing. "So he's fucking around on her and she's the evil conniving one."

"No, no, I didn't mean it like that," Alex said. "It's just...look...it's fucked up he did that, no doubt about it. And the fact of the matter is that all it took was him throwing some money her way and she let it slide. I'm not saying either of them are in the right. It's just fucked up, is all."

"Yeah, I guess," Cammie shrugged, drinking her fresh mimosa.

Part of her was livid, thinking about Duncan's wife catching her husband in the act. It was just like how she'd caught Ritchie cheating on her. But then again, she admitted to herself, after all the fucking Cammie been doing the past few days, and all the fucking she intended on doing foreseeable future, morals be damned, who was she to judge anyone else?

The saddest part, Cammie thought, was that Miss Greer got the axe.

But then again, Cammie figured, she was a more-than-willing participant. Miss Greer was aware of the risks, knowing her boss was a married man. So, play with fire and you're gonna get burned.

"I'm surprised Duncan's wife lets him come to these things after that," Cammie said.

"Yeah, me, too. And to be honest, I'm surprised, given what happened, that she is okay with someone as smokin' hot as you working for Duncan. Have you met her yet?"

"No, not yet," Cammie said. "And thanks for the compliment, I didn't miss that one!"

Alex smiled as he sipped his drink. "Well you are most certainly welcome. Anyway, after he fired Miss Greer, and before he hired you, he had a couple old hags working for him as temps. That's probably what his wife ordered him to do. Maybe she doesn't even know about you yet. I've actually been wondering about that. She'd probably flip the fuck out."

"Sounds like it," Cammie said. "She's called a couple of times asking for him but she never asked me anything or sounded suspicious of anything, or anything like that."

"Who knows," Alex winked. "Maybe he's planning to get back to his old tricks and he wanted to at least keep you a secret until after the convention!"

"Ohhhhh, maybe you're right!" Cammie said, feigning shock.

"Ya know, I'm starting to think maybe you actually do have the hots for ol' fat Duncan...."

"Well," Cammie grinned impishly, "whatever keeps you on your toes."

"Uh huh," Alex said, returning the look. "Anyway, I hear Duncan's wife's got some twenty-year-old stud from the neighborhood that she's boning, so who knows, maybe she wants to get rid of Duncan for a week just as much as he wants to come to these things and do whatever he's gonna do. Besides, he has to be here for business, so it's not like he can just skip it. There's not much she can do about that."

"Well, good for Mrs. Duncan, I'm glad she's got a boy-toy to make her happy," Cammie said. "It's a sad state of affairs, and people might as well do what they need to do to make themselves happy instead of pretend their husbands or wives are being completely faithful to them."

"Damn," Alex said, "I'm not trying to pry, but am I detecting a--"

"I said I really don't want to talk about it."

"Okay, okay, sorry."

Cammie sighed. "It's okay, I didn't mean to snap. It's just...let's just say I don't believe in marriage anymore, that's for sure."

"Hey, been there done that," Alex said. "I went through a divorce a couple of years ago...."

"Oh yeah?"

"Yeah. Not fun, but it is what it is and I'm a lot happier now, and so is she, I'm sure."

"How long were you married?" Cammie asked, her interest piqued.

"A few years, but....," Alex said, his voice trailing off. "Ehhh, I don't really want to talk about it, or her. Anyway, it's that bad between you and your husband, huh?

"Yeah," Cammie said, "it's that bad."

She looked at Alex and smiled. "But I don't want to think about that crap any more. I'm free now, and I can do whatever I want, and I look out for myself and I can be with whoever I want to be with. And everyone else can do whatever they want with whoever they want. It's not for me to say who's right and who's wrong. It's up to people to decide that for themselves. As long as they're prepared to deal with the consequences."

"Oh yeah?" Alex said. "Wow. That sounds...I dunno, heavy."

"Yeah, well...," Cammie said. "There's no perfect way, no easy answers. But right now I want to just live in the moment. I'll deal with the consequences as they come. I don't think it'll be any worse than the situation I've just gotten myself out of."

"So, you and Ritchie....," Alex said.

"I'm sure you can figure it out," Cammie said curtly.

"Wow. Well, okay then, does that mean that...you know..."

"Well I wouldn't have gone over to your place the other night if I didn't want to fuck you, right, dummy?" Cammie said, staring at Alex. "I swear, you men. You're so fucking dense sometimes."

"Yeah, it's just--"

"What, do you want me to tell you we're going steady or something, ya big puss?!" Cammie said.

Alex leaned back, surprised by Cammie's demeanor. "No, not really, it's just I'm surprised, most women want, you know...they want to know it's more than just sex, that--"

"I'm not 'most women.' I know what I want. And if I want more than simply some awesome fucking, if I want a boyfriend or something, I'll let you know."

"Well, all right then!" Alex said.

"Look," Cammie sighed. "Things are all upside down right now, and I'm just going with what feels good. I don't know how I'll feel tomorrow, or next week, or next month, or next year. But right now, this is who I am. I don't want to be tied down to someone. I just want to have some fun. So, take it or leave it."

"Oh, I'll take it."

"Well, we'll see about that, won't we?" Cammie said, innocently batting her eyes at Alex but biting her lower lip seductively. She was savoring the tingle and throb that had returned to her pussy with a vengeance.

"I certainly hope so," Alex said. "Anyway, I guess we need to get going. Supposedly we have actual work to do this week, along with all the fun."

Cammie nodded.

Her thoughts were a huge jumble. She loved the feeling of freedom, sexual and otherwise, that she'd enjoyed the past couple of days.

But she really liked Alex, too. Here with him now, she felt that tug. And she didn't want to push him away. She'd just gotten done telling him about consequences. Maybe the consequences of fucking anyone she wanted to, all without the emotional commitment, were that she'd miss out on something real and good and deep with Alex.

It was a lot harder to scoff inwardly at the emotional commitment than she cared to admit to herself.

Cammie was torn. But she was okay with that.

She didn't have to be one way or another. She didn't have to conform to any expectations. She was free to do whatever she wanted. And she reserved the right to change her mind whenever she wanted to. She didn't owe anybody anything. She just owed it to herself to be true to herself.

The way Alex was acting, he clearly wanted something more than just sex from her. That wasn't a bad thing. Not at all. The old Cammie of a week ago would have wanted that more than anything in the world. And she definitely wanted to fuck him again. And soon.

Still, she thought with a smile as they got up, headed out of the restaurant and strolled toward Alex's rental car for the trip back to the hotel, a lot had changed in a week.

The new Cammie needed to explore her naughty side to the fullest. Wherever that took her, she was willing to go along for the ride.

The spicier, the better.


CHAPTER EIGHT: The Boss

The hours seemed to move as slow as molasses as Cammie sat through meeting after meeting, presentation after presentation. She helped out where she could, all the while looking forward to whatever sinful adventures awaited her that night.

Seeing Alex that morning for breakfast had ignited her lust for him. Especially as she thought about their first encounter.

The way they had climaxed together. The look of ecstasy in his face as they reached that blissful place.

Still, as her romp with Evan had proven, there were tons of hot men, and women, out there in Chicago she could get with for one hell of a one-night stand. After all, Alex would still be there for her to screw when they all got back home once the convention was over.

As a meeting dragged on and the executives and clients droned on and on about nothing she particularly cared about, Cammie smiled to herself. Boy, it was such a tough problem to have, figuring out who to have mind-blowing sex with later that night, she mused.

Finally, evening arrived. Cammie went back to her hotel room to freshen up, to change out of her business attire and into something a bit more sexy and alluring for the night's activities.

First, a hot bath was in order.

As she shed her clothes in the bathroom and waited for the tub to fill with hot water, she felt the tingle of excitement and anticipation deep within her core. Her nipples stiffened reflexively, and her fingertips absentmindedly caressed the curves of her breasts, moving along her taut abdomen and the top and sides of her thighs.

Cammie gently slid into the tub, luxuriating in the relaxing heat that enveloped her body. Soon, her fingers wandered down between her parted thighs, lightly stroking her folds as she closed her eyes and thought about Alex's tongue all over her clit.

Soft moans filled the bathroom as her fingers circled around her nub, swollen and pulsating from the thoughts that had entered her mind.

She pinched her left nipple, enjoying the sharp stimulation that traveled from her breast to her pussy, and rubbed her slit harder, sliding her middle finger inside her opening and moving it in and out. First slowly, but then with increasing urgency as her pulse quickened. Her body trembled in the water as she envisioned Alex's beautiful, thick cock filling her up and pumping her wildly.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhh," she gasped, pushing her fingers hard and slow against her clit. That familiar sensation of pre-orgasmic tension lurched toward release much quicker than she had anticipated. God, she was horny! Thinking of Alex had pushed her to the brink.

And beyond.

"Ahhhhhhhhhh...OHHHHHHH!!" she cried out as she shuddered. The sweet feeling of climax rippled through her body.

Cammie savored the sensation, but she was hardly satisfied. It was just an appetizer for what was to come later, she thought to herself as she settled back into the tub.

And it was Alex she wanted. At least for this night. That much, she'd settled on.

After lolling in the tub a little while longer, until the heat of the water -- though not her sexual desires -- had diminished a bit, Cammie pulled herself out.

Slowly, she toweled off, unhurriedly did her hair and makeup, then slipped on a sexy scarlet dress that she knew would rock Alex's world. Almost as much as her body would, once the dress wound up on the floor next to the bed in which they'd be fucking.

Cammie took the elevator down to the hotel bar, where she'd figured Alex would be, along with other company men blowing off steam from the day's work with tumblers of expensive scotch in hand.

Then she froze. Alex was there, indeed.

But he was at a corner table, chatting with some dark-haired woman in a sexy dress that rivaled Cammie's.

She felt woozy, her plans for the night suddenly gone awry. Suddenly, she felt herself transported back to the Black Raven, watching from afar as her husband hooked up with that skanky redhead.

Pangs of anger and jealousy shot through her as she watched Alex and the woman talking and laughing.

But then Cammie's senses came back into sharp focus and she shook it off.

Alex and her weren't a thing, she told herself.

So what if she'd decided she wanted to spend the night with him? He was far from her only option. And she, clearly, was far from his only option, too. This she realized as she watched Alex and the woman get up from their table and hurry toward the elevator bank, his hand caressing her hips and ass.

Cammie forced herself to smile.

Hope he gets laid as good as I'm gonna get laid, she thought.

"Ms. Dryden!"

Cammie turned to look in the direction of the voice that had called out her name.

It was Duncan, her boss, waving her over to a table where he sat with three other executives.

She smiled politely and strolled over.

All day, as she sat near Duncan at various meetings, she couldn't help but think of the story Alex had told her about his dalliance with Miss Greer.

Was Duncan planning to put the moves on her?

She was only mostly serious when she laughed off the notion of finding Duncan attractive during breakfast with Alex.

He wasn't horrible looking, she thought.

Sure, he was old enough to be her father. Maybe her grandfather, even. And yeah, he was more than a bit chubby.

But there was something strangely appealing about him. He had a good face. Strong and comforting. And fascinating, soulful eyes. Maybe it was his charisma, or his confidence. Cammie couldn't put her finger on it. But she was hardly disgusted by him.

And, she laughed to herself just as she arrived at his table, making Duncan happy in the sack could be absolutely fantastic for job security at the company. Kerri would probably approve of that line of thinking.

"Miss Dryden, are you enjoying yourself so far, or is all this business just too dreary for such a young, vivacious woman as yourself?" Duncan said, as the other men looked at Cammie and smiled, their eyes caressing her curves.

"No, I'm having a wonderful time so far, sir," Cammie gushed. "Chicago is a beautiful city. I can imagine living here."

"Oh, you'd better not move to Chicago!" Duncan bellowed. The way he gestured and slurred his words, Cammie could tell he was already half in the bag, thanks to whatever he was drinking.

"You're the best assistant I've ever had. And by far the most beautiful, isn't that right, gentlemen?"

The other men at the table nodded fervently.

"Ah, I shouldn't say things like that, should I?" Duncan murmured as he searched Cammie's face for a sign she was offended. "This day and age, even a harmless compliment can mean a lawsuit."

Cammie laughed. "Oh Mr. Duncan, you don't have to worry, I can handle a nice compliment from my boss."

Duncan's face lit up. "You see, gentlemen," he grinned, "I knew I hired a good one. Miss Dryden knows I respect the hell out of her. In addition to appreciating her incredible beauty."

"You sure got lucky," one of the men said to Duncan, giving him a quick, knowing glance as he sipped his drink. Cammie might have missed the meaning behind the look entirely if she didn't know a bit about her boss's history.

"Miss Dryden," Duncan said, "I'm certain you must think I'm a classless clod since you're still standing there and I haven't invited you to sit with us. But the fact of the matter is, we were all just about to head back up to my suite to continue the party, as it were, in a slightly more private and relaxed manner. And I was hoping that you will join us. Miss Thompson is going to be there, too."

Cammie had been wondering what Kerri was up to. Was this going to be that kind of a party? Cammie couldn't even imagine what her boss and the others had in mind. But she wanted to go with the flow and find out.

Besides, Alex was already otherwise occupied. He and his new little friend were probably already up in his room or hers yanking each other's clothes off. If Duncan or one of the others intended to put the moves on Cammie, she thought, well, why the hell not?!

"Sounds like fun, count me in!" Cammie exclaimed.

Duncan clapped his hands together with excitement. "Then what are we waiting for, let's go, everyone!" he said as they all headed for the elevators.

Twenty minutes later, swingin' jazz music, Duncan's favorite, was playing and the drinks were flowing in his suite. Seven or eight well-dressed men -- most company men, the others clients -- sat in chairs or milled about with their suit jackets discarded and their ties loosened.

Cammie sat on a couch with Duncan and another man, drinking a gin and tonic and wearing a wide smile as she watched Kerri dancing exuberantly to the music in the middle of the room.

Most of the other men were watching Kerri as well, eying her lasciviously as her lithe body twisted and her tits threatened to pop out of her little white blouse, which was already halfway unbuttoned.

Cammie was enjoying Kerri's little show just as much as the men were. Especially since she had intimate knowledge of the delicious flesh lurking just below the thin fabric of Kerri's outfit.

One of the men started dancing with Kerri, grinding up against her as she laughed and bent over, pushing her ass into his groin.

As he held his drink aloft with one hand, he reached around with the other and started squeezing Kerri's breast. Pleasure crossed Kerri's face as she smiled, closed her eyes, and parted her lips slightly, continuing to press her bottom into him.

The growing bulge in the man's pants signaled his arousal to everyone in the room. They were all watching the action now and hooting and hollering.

Kerri opened her eyes, looked directly into Cammie's face, and smiled devilishly.

Cammie could feel her friend's sexual excitement radiating outward.

It was making Cammie horny as hell. The gin was definitely lowering her inhibitions, because when Duncan leaned over and slurred in her ear, "Darlin', you're looking especially ravishing this evening," she flashed her boss a coy smile instead of trying to figure out an escape.

"Do you think so, sir?" Cammie said softly.

Emboldened by the fact that she hadn't shot down his advances, Duncan went for it. "You're one of the most beautiful women I've ever laid eyes on," he whispered.

"Well, thank you, sir."

"Call me Dave, please."

"Yes sir, Dave," Cammie smiled.

She looked around.

No one in the room was paying attention to her and Duncan. They were all watching and clapping and yelling out as the young executive continued to grope Kerri as they danced.

Cammie was certain that in a matter of moments, they were going to rip each other's clothes off and start fucking each other right there on the floor in front of everyone. Duncan's full attention, however, had strayed from the two of them to Cammie.

"Every time I'm around you, I feel like a young man with a crush on a young woman," Duncan said as he put his hand on the top of Cammie's thigh.

"Awww, that's so sweet," Cammie cooed, finding Duncan's touch strangely exhilarating.

It wasn't much of a surprise. She'd seen the way Duncan looked at her in the office, ever since her very first day working for him.

"It's good to hold onto that youthful feeling, no matter how old you get...not that you're that old or anything, sir...Dave," she said.

Duncan laughed.

"Well, you know what they say about not being able to teach an old dog new tricks? Thing is, my tricks are so good I don't need any new ones."

He slipped his hand under Cammie's dress. Slowly, he moved his hand along the inside of her soft thigh. Cammie smiled and closed her eyes halfway, leaning into Duncan as she enjoyed his touch.

"Mmmm, well, that's a nice trick you're performing right now," she murmured.

Cammie looked over at Duncan's crotch and saw he had a bulge of his very own.

"Oooooooooo...," she said, casually putting her hand on Duncan's leg. She moved it up slowly until she felt his hardness. Duncan was breathing heavier now.

Cammie leaned in and whispered in Duncan's ear, "Is that for me?"

"Would you like to join me in the other room and find out?"

Cammie said nothing, just smiled and stood up as she grabbed Duncan's tie. Gently, she tugged on it as he pulled himself to his feet.

They walked past the group of men huddled around Kerri and the executive, who were now making out as they danced. Kerri's blouse was already fully unbuttoned, revealing her ample, impressive breasts barely covered by her skimpy, lacy bra. She was tugging at her partner's shirt as they kissed, pulling the tails out from his pants.

No one paid much attention to Duncan and Cammie as they went into one of the bedrooms and shut the door.

Immediately, Duncan's hands and mouth were all over her.

Already turned on by the heat of the action in the other room, Cammie felt her pussy throbbing at the fact that her old, married, philandering boss wanted to fuck her.

It felt so illicit, so taboo, and...so good, so exciting, such a thrill!

Cammie almost couldn't believe this was the person she had turned into so quickly.

But she knew deep down that this was who she really was, and this was what she really wanted. She wanted to taste all the sexual possibilities. To know what it was like to leap at any opportunity that presented itself. To live with no regrets.

"I can't wait to feel your pussy, darlin'," Duncan grunted as he spun Cammie around and bent her over a chair, sliding her dress up over her ass and revealing her small, black panties.

"Mmmm, yeah, sir, it's all for you," she panted, turning her head and looking back to see Duncan undoing his belt and getting his pants down.

She realized there wasn't going to be much in the way of foreplay. Nor was there going to be any delicate lovemaking. Duncan intended to fuck her from behind like an animal, it seemed. And she couldn't wait, wiggling her ass in anticipation of what was to come.

"You know, on second thought, in moments such as these, I think I like when you call me sir instead of Dave, if that's all right, Miss Dryden," Duncan said.

"Absolutely...sir," Cammie said.

Duncan lifted his palm and brought it down on Cammie's ass, over her panties. She squealed at the sensation, which was sharp but not painful.

"What was that, Miss Dryden?" Duncan barked.

"I said, absolutely, sir!

"Good, good," he said. "Now, you know you're being a very, very bad girl being here right now with your married boss, right?"

"I know, sir."

Duncan slid his hands up Cammie's ass. His fingers curled under the elastic of her panties, and he delicately pulled them down to her knees, exposing Cammie's buttcheeks.

Cammie moaned at the sensation of the cool air on her naked flesh.

Duncan lifted his hand again and slapped her behind a little harder, eliciting another squeal as her flesh turned pink and warm.

"How do you think Mrs. Duncan would feel, knowing you were bent over in front of me and that I was going to fuck you?" Duncan growled.

"Probably not very happy about it, sir!" Cammie said. Her pussy was growing wetter and hotter by the second with the little game they were playing. She was surprised by the pleasure of the pain of the spanking Duncan was giving her.

She let out another lustful cry as Duncan's hand again came down on her ass.

"Naughty, naughty girl," Duncan breathed thickly. "Mrs. Duncan would not approve of this one bit, not one bit. You're not going to tell her, are you?"

"Of course not, sir, I would never tell!" Cammie panted.

"I know you wouldn't, I know, sweet Miss Dryden," he said as he unbuttoned his shirt. "I think I've punished you enough for being naughty. Now it's time for something nice."

"Yes, sir, please...give me something nice, give it all to me," Cammie moaned. She gasped as she felt his erection pressing against her ass cheeks.

"Mmm it feels so big, so warm," she sighed happily.

"See, I'm not too old to get nice and ready to go for a beautiful young woman," Duncan said. He held his cock in his hand and rubbed it all over her backside.

"God, your ass is so perfect, I've never seen a more beautiful bottom," he muttered.

Cammie's pussy was dripping. She wished she could take leave of her body, to be able to float over the scene and watch as she gladly played the submissive role for her boss. What a turn-on it would be to see the action unfold as an observer. Though being a participant was pretty damn hot, too.

She felt her nipples harden against the fabric of her dress as she slowly gyrated her hips with desire. Cammie moaned loudly as she felt the head of Duncan's engorged cock slide between her wet folds and move up and down, caressing her pussy but stopping short of sliding inside her opening.

"That feels amaaaaaazing," she mewed.

Duncan grabbed his cock and smacked Cammie's pussy with it. She let out another surprised squeal as shivers rocketed through her body.

"Naughty, naughty girl, letting your married boss fuck you!"

"I thought you were going to give me something nice!" Cammie said.

"This isn't nice?" he said, smacking her folds again with his dickhead. Then he rubbed it all over her pink flesh again, covering it with her own sticky pussy cream.

"Mmmm yes, but I want you to fuck me...please, stop teasing me and fuck me!" Cammie begged, trying to push back on Duncan's cock and get it inside her.

"Say the magic word!" Duncan intoned.

"I did, I said please!"

"Say please, sir!"

"Please, sir, please! Fuck me with your big--"

Cammie's pleading turned into a long, loud moan as Duncan shoved his cock in her pussy with a groan, sliding in so easily and burying itself inside her hot walls.

His dick wasn't all that long, but it was thick and very, very hard, and it filled Cammie up in a different kind of way than she was used to.

Duncan began pounding Cammie with a vigor she never expected.

She loved the feeling of his hefty frame driving into her, taking her just how he liked. She felt his belly against her ass as he fucked her, and it strangely turned her on.

She wished again she could be a secret voyeur, watching through a crack in the door as this large, powerful man took her from behind as she bent over so willingly for him, wanting every inch of him to ram her as hard as he could.

"Yes, ohh God, yes!!" she moaned.

"Mmm your pussy is so tight and good, Miss Dryden," Duncan groaned as he held onto her ass. He picked up the pace, pumping Cammie hard as she pushed backward onto her boss's cock, fucking him while he fucked her.

"So good, so fucking good!" Cammie moaned as she felt one of Duncan's hands sliding along her ass crack.

Suddenly, she felt the tip of his thumb circling her anus. The sensation was exquisite, but she started to tense up a bit. She'd never let a man explore her there.  But she decided to let Duncan have total control of the situation. If that's what he wanted to do, she would just have to find out what it was like.

Cammie knew in the back of her mind she could put a stop to it all if it was something she really didn't want. But right now, as Duncan coated his thumb with some of the slippery juices flowing from her pussy and then moved it back to her asshole, she was more than willing to roll with the moment.

Slowly, his thumb slid into Cammie's ass as she gasped.

"Dirty girl...dirty, dirty girl," Duncan grunted, plunging his thumb further into her asshole as he hammered her pussy with his thick, angry red cock.

"Ohhhh...UNNNGGHHHHH!!" Cammie shrieked, barely able to handle the feeling of both of her small, tight holes being filled at once.

Her rectum tightened around Duncan's thumb. But after a minute or two, she started to relax, and the initial discomfort turned to pleasure as her boss stimulated her in ways she'd never imagined would get her off.

"Ohh God, ohhh fuck YES!"

Duncan was driving her wild, taking her ass and her pussy at once as he grunted and groaned. She was pleasantly shocked by Duncan's stamina and the hardness of his cock, which felt like a steel rod. She wondered if he'd had some help in that department with a little tiny blue pill. But if so, hey, whatever worked.

"You like it up the ass, don't you, dirty girl?" Duncan muttered.

"Yes! Oh fuck YES!!" Cammie yelled.

Her pussy and her anus were humming with pleasure. Her whole body was starting to squirm and shake as Duncan brought her closer and closer to the edge.

"Show me, Miss Dryden, show me how much you like it," Duncan groaned as he shoved his thumb as far as it would go into her ass while thrusting his cock equally deep in her pussy.

That was it.

Cammie screamed out with pleasure as her body started thrashing around wildly in her orgasmic frenzy.

"FUUUCKKKKK YESSSS!!"

"That's it, naughty girl, THAT'S IT!" Duncan growled, giving Cammie his cock with all his might.

As the powerful climax flooded her body, Cammie felt the slight pop of Duncan's thumb as he pulled it out of her asshole. She thought for a moment he might replace it with his cock up her freshly stretched anus.

But the way he was hammering her pussy, and from the gurgling noises he was making, she knew he was about to cum.

"Do it!!" she cried out. "Fill me with your cum!"

Duncan lifted his hand and smacked her ass again. She cried out at the sensual sting.

"What do you say?!" he yelled out huskily.

"Sir, please sir! Cum in my hot little pussy, sir!"

"Naughty, dirty girl!!" he uttered, a sound somewhere between a gasp and a groan as his load blasted down his shaft.

"Here it comes, HERE IT FUCKING COMES!"

Cammie felt his big body shudder behind her. She felt his cock throbbing and thickening in her. Then, the feeling of the eruption of cum inside her as he cried out and grabbed her ass with both hands while spurt after spurt of hot cum filled her pussy.

"UhhhhhhAHHHHHHHHHHH!" Duncan groaned as he unloaded all of his jism inside Cammie. Her whole body savored the heat of the moment.

Finally, drained of its hot payload, Duncan's cock began to soften. He pulled out of her and staggered backward, plopping down on the bed sweaty, huffing and puffing.

Cammie kneeled on the chair, trying to catch her breath as the mixture of her boss's semen and her pussy juices began to trickle out of her pussy and down her thighs.

"Good God, Miss Dryden, you are amazing," Duncan panted.

Herself drained, Cammie turned her head to her boss with heavy lidded eyes and smiled dreamily.

"Mmmmm that was so nice," she murmured. "You're so good, I never would have expected it."

"See, what did I tell you about my little tricks?" Duncan grinned as he stood back up. He reached down and pulled his pants back up.

"You sure know how to drive a lady wild," Cammie said as she got her panties back on and fixed her dress. "I'm sure Mrs. Duncan--"

"No, no, let's not talk about Mrs. Duncan right now," Duncan said, putting his hands up. "Don't ruin the moment."

Cammie smiled, but inside, her emotions were roiling.

No, she didn't regret fucking her boss. And yes, she wanted to experience everything she could sexually.

And yet, now that the moment had passed, she felt a certain degree of disgust and contempt for Duncan, the way he so cavalierly cheated on his wife.

She knew precisely what it was like to be the oblivious, cheated-on spouse.

On the other hand, Cammie remembered, from the sound of things Mrs. Duncan was getting some on the side, too.

Cammie wondered if Duncan knew, and, if he did, if he would even care.

She suspected he would. That old double-standard. Especially for men of Duncan's generation.

Cammie acknowledged her conflicted thoughts, and just how cynical she had become.

True love might not be a myth, but long-lasting love probably was.

Cammie excused herself and went into the bathroom to finish making herself look presentable again before she went back out into the suite. She could still hear the music and the unintelligible shouting of the men. She wondered if Kerri and the executive were on the floor fucking right now. It sure as hell sounded like they were.

Cammie looked in the mirror. The reflection was the same as always, but she could hardly recognize herself.

Who was this crazy sexual creature she'd become?!

Part of her felt guilty for indulging in this primal side of herself so fully and completely, damn the moral and ethical implications. She felt selfish. But then, a bigger part of her felt free and powerful and alive, happy to satisfy her deep carnal cravings.

If men could do it, why couldn't she?

If Alex could act like he was really into her, and then go off and fuck someone else at the drop of a hat, why couldn't she?

If other people could learn to live with the guilt, and find a way to navigate all the other complicated and conflicted feelings that were part and parcel of this sort of sexual liberation, why couldn't she?

There would be time to reassess her choices, maybe go in a different direction. Maybe try to find a man or a woman to pursue a relationship with, and to be okay with the knowledge that even the most passionate and genuine love affair might not be forever.

Yes, there would be a time for that.

But that time was not now.

Cammie relished the tingle that returned to her pussy as she left the bathroom and heard a woman's amorous shriek coming from the other side of the door.

Kerri was definitely getting some, Cammie smiled, as she and Duncan hurried out of the room to see what was going on.


CHAPTER NINE: The Wild Side

The scene on the other side of the door was even wilder than Cammie had anticipated.

The guy Kerri had been dancing with was laying on the floor on his back, his shirt open and his pants down around his ankles.

Kerri was on top of him, naked from the waist up and her skirt around her midsection, and riding his cock like a woman possessed. Her head was tilted back as she bounced up and down hard and fast. She moaned and screamed, caught up in the throes of passion.

Some of the other men who had been in the room earlier were gone, but the four that remained stood tightly around the two, their pants down and their hard cocks out. They were all watching and jerking off with furious abandon.

"Well, will you look at that," Duncan marveled, standing behind Cammie with his big hands rubbing her shoulders.

"Looks like they didn't miss us one bit," he laughed.

Cammie thought for a second that her boss might want to give it to her again, perhaps turned on by the display in front of him.

But he was clearly drained from the intensity of their encounter. He took his hands off of her shoulders, sauntered over to the couch and sat down, content to watch the action as he lifted the glass of scotch he'd left behind earlier.

Cammie, however, felt a horny thrill flowing through her as she stood off to the side and took it all in.

So consumed were they by the sex show in front of them, as well as beating themselves off, none of the men noticed Cammie's sudden presence.

But when Kerri opened her eyes and looked to the side, she saw her friend. She squealed in delight, sticking out her arms and wiggling her fingers at Cammie. The gesture was meant to draw Cammie to her, for her to come inside the lustful circle.

Cammie obliged, squeezing between two of the men.

"Ohh yeah, baby, why don't you join in?" one of the men said to her.

Cammie stood behind Kerri, playing with her hair. Then she reached down and cupped Kerri's breasts, pinching her hard nipples. Kerri groaned and leaned back into Cammie, riding the guy's big cock even harder.

"Fuck yeah," one of the men panted as he jerked himself harder at the ramped-up show.

"Does that feel good, baby?" Cammie purred to her friend as Kerri moaned loudly.

"So good, SO FUCKING GOOD!" Kerri cried out.

Watching the two of them fuck, and watching the four men stroke their big hard cocks, set Cammie's wicked urges aflame again. The sexual energy that possessed her was unlike anything she'd felt before. No inhibitions. No fear. Just pure, wanton lust.

Cammie quickly reached underneath her dress and slid off her panties. She licked her lips as she locked eyes with two of the masturbating onlookers. Then stood over the head of the man Kerri was fucking and, while facing Kerri, kneeled down until she was sitting on his face. His tongue began bathing her pussy.

"Wooo!" one of the men yelled as Cammie and Kerri leaned into each other, their mouths mashing together in a passionate kiss.

Cammie's hands kneaded Kerri's breasts. Kerri pulled the top of Cammie's dress down until her tits were exposed, too. The three of them moved together in unbridled, animalistic sexual fervor, the man driving his hips up into Kerri as he fucked her, his tongue robustly lapping Cammie's pussy.

It was all too much for one of the men. He let out a yelp of pleasure as he shot his load over the threesome. Spurts of cum splashed onto Kerri's arm, and a glob of warm jizz landed on Cammie's leg.

"Yeah, Mark, nice one!" one of the men yelled out as the others cheered on the executive's impressive cumshot.

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming, oh God I'm CUMMING!!" Kerri screamed.

"Yeah, sweetie, cum so good, cum so good!" Cammie panted as she reached out and embraced her friend's body. She felt Kerri writhe and spasm as she came, feeling her own climax rushing to the surface as she rode the man's tongue like it was a cock.

Engulfed by the heat of the intense threesome, and loving being watched by all these other men around them who were getting off on it, it set Cammie off like never before.

"Ahhh...AHHHHH, I'm cumming too, oh yes, YES, OH FUCK!!!!" Cammie screamed out.

She grabbed onto Kerri. She felt the vibration of the man groaning into her pussy as his body shook, and she realized he was shooting his load up into Kerri's pussy.

Kerri's hands were on Cammie's waist, pushing down as Cammie pushed her pussy into his mouth, her hips gyrating and all the muscles in her legs and abdomen quivering as she came hard.

Two of the men stepped closer to Cammie and Kerri, their cocks hard, purple and throbbing just inches from the womens' flush, sweaty faces.

Just like that, Kerri's lips were wrapped around one of the men's dicks while her other hand pumped his shaft hard.

Cammie was still riding the tongue shoved up her pussy and savoring the aftershocks of her orgasm, feeling dizzy and delirious as she watched Kerri suck the young executive off.

The other man pressed the head of his cock against Cammie's lips as he jerked off, and she looked up at him and smiled. She slipped her tongue underneath his cockhead and licked, tasting the pre-cum that was oozing from the tip.

He was jacking himself furiously now, and as Cammie reached up and fondled his balls, the wet slurping sounds of Kerri getting face-fucked filled her ears, as did the moans of both men.

"Oh fuck baby, I'm gonna cum!" said the man whose cock was in Kerri's mouth. She looked up at him as she took his whole length. He let out a loud, deliciously helpless groan as his body shook, and Kerri let out her own moan as she gulped down the thick sperm that flowed into her throat.

Cammie massaged Kerri's breast with her free hand, feeling woozy from the decadent, overwhelming thrill of everything she was seeing, and feeling turned on beyond all belief at being right in the middle of the unbridled orgiastic pleasure.

"Open your mouth baby, take my cock," the other man said to Cammie. She obliged, feeling his thick shaft filling up her mouth.

"Damn, girl, suck that fucking cock!" Kerri enthused like a cheerleader, watching the action unfold as Cammie's mouth started working up and down the hard shaft.

His dick felt like it was growing bigger and harder in her mouth as she sucked and licked. She wrapped her fingers around his thickness and started stroking it, pulling her mouth back so just the head was sitting on her flat tongue.

"Do it, cum in my mouth!" Cammie panted as she looked into his eyes, wagging her tongue underneath his spit-soaked cockhead while she jacked him off.

She felt the man beneath her licking her clit hard, bringing her to the precipice of orgasmic heaven again.

"Oh God, ohhhh FUCK!" Cammie moaned loudly.

Her body shook, and so did the knees of the man she was about to get off. She could tell they were both about to explode together.

"Fuck YEAH!" he hollered out in ecstasy. A huge stream of cum spurted onto Cammie's tongue, followed by another shot that hit the back of her mouth.

Barely able to breathe as her own climax hit, Cammie drank down the thick load as more filled her mouth. Her eyes rolled back into her head.

She was semi-aware of Kerri saying, "Yeah, oh yeah baby, that's so fucking hot!" and her friend's hands massaging her thighs and hips as she gulped down all the jizz she'd milked out as she writhed around on the other man's face.

Cammie didn't even notice the fourth man who'd been watching the action step up to her and stick his cock next to her face while she was still finishing the other man off. He shot his cum across Cammie's cheeks and her nose.

The facial was unexpected. But the hot, gooey load felt good on her skin. It was the cherry on top of the whole insanely hot encounter.

"Bravo, bravo!" Duncan clapped from the sofa.

The two men stepped back from Cammie, who slid off the face of the man beneath her while Kerri did the same. The two women, both on their knees on the floor, embraced and began to kiss, then both of them giggled as Kerri took her fingers and wiped some of the cum from Cammie's face, then licked it off her fingers.

"Mmmmm," she cooed, then she leaned in and whispered in Cammie's ear, "You are just the hottest thing ever!"

Cammie just smiled, unable to say a word, still trying to process all that had just happened.

Kerri got up to her feet and pulled Cammie up. Together they went to the bathroom to clean up while the men, drained and smiling, got themselves dressed again.

In the bathroom, Cammie and Kerri hugged and kissed again slowly and lovingly.

Cammie turned and took one look at her sweaty, makeup-streaked, cum-covered face in the mirror and gasped, then laughed.

"Holy fucking shit," she murmured, "I can't even...did that really just happen?!"

"Oh yeah, baby, it definitely just happened," Kerri said. "I've done a lot of things in my life, but that ranks up there with one of the hottest."

"I've never...I've never done anything like that before," Cammie said.

"Yeah, no shit, honey!" Kerri laughed.

Cammie turned on the faucet and waited for the water to warm up.

"Does it feel good, though, getting this wild?" Kerri smiled.

"It's...yeah, it does," Cammie said, cupping her hands under the water stream and then rinsing her face off.

Kerri handed her a towel to dry off.

"I'm kind of scaring myself how much I liked that," Cammie said softly.

"Yeah, I get that," Kerri said, cleaning herself up next to Cammie.

"I almost don't know who I am anymore," Cammie laughed. "I mean, I never would have dreamed I'd done that, or fucked my boss, or--"

"Wait, you fucked Duncan?!" Kerri exclaimed, turning to her friend as warm water dripped off her chin.

Cammie smiled bashfully. "Yeah, while you were busy dancing, and all the rest, with that other guy."

"Woooow," Kerri said. "Girl, you are so set. Duncan is going to make sure you're hooked up. That man is loaded."

"Well, I didn't do it for that reason," Cammie said. "I just wanted to fuck him. Or, more to the truth, I just wanted him to fuck me. Just because I could. I want to do it all. Try everything. Do it with whoever I want and wherever I want, whenever I want to."

"That's it, girl!" Kerri chuckled. "That's the best way to be. That's what I do. No regrets. You only live once. Why deny yourself the experiences and the pleasures?"

"I'm figuring that out, I guess," Cammie said.

Cammie finished cleaning herself up. She was looking forward to getting back to her room, to taking a nice, relaxing hot shower before collapsing into her big, soft bed. But just then she thought about her husband.

"I should send Ritchie a postcard from Chicago that just says, 'Thanks!'"

Kerri laughed. "Why 'Thanks'?"

"Well, if it wasn't for him fucking around behind my back and me finding out about it, I'd never have done any of this. Not with you, or Duncan, or those other guys, or Alex, or that guy from the bar," Cammie said.

"I never would have had this much fun, gotten off so good, had such amazing sex," she continued. "And I just feel so free to experience it all, and to want more, more, more...without feeling the least bit bad or guilty about it. It feels so fucking good. It's all thanks to my husband, really, weird as it is to say."

Kerri laughed again and hugged her friend tightly.

"I guess that's one way to look at it," Kerri said. "Whatever it is, I'm glad you're figuring this out. No one should ever be able to hold you back. Definitely not that piece of shit husband of yours. It's your life, your choices. Maybe you'll get sick of all of it and take a break. That's how I get once in a while, and I won't have any sex for months, except with myself."

They both giggled. "Or maybe you won't be able to get enough and you'll just go nuts every night," Kerri said. "Nothing wrong with that, if you've got the energy for it. It's your call, as it should be."

Cammie looked at her reflection in the mirror. The beautiful, glowing woman staring back at her had taken the leap, and had left the old Cammie behind.

At first, Chicago seemed like a mini-vacation from herself. A chance to don any persona and indulge in every sexual fantasy she desired, and then go back to the old life when she got home.

But now Cammie understood that this wasn't merely a temporary escape from reality. This was her new reality.

She knew in her heart that her marriage to Ritchie was over. She was happy about that. Still, she knew she had to see him again to deal with what would probably be a messy divorce. She was dreading that part of it. She was sure her husband wouldn't let her go without an ugly fight, regardless of their marital bond being in tatters.

Cammie forced those thoughts out of her mind.

Maybe, like Kerri said, she'd get her fill of all this crazy, impulsive sex and dial it back. Maybe she'd return to a certain normalcy, even though she didn't really know what "normal" would look like going forward.

Cammie smiled. Truthfully, she hadn't gotten her fill quite yet.

She was still riding the high on this latest, and wildest, sex romp. And yet she felt like a fiend, wanting more, more, more.

It was addictive, this feeling of letting loose so profoundly and trying it all and living in the moment.

She knew was making up for lost time in a huge way. She had several more days in Chicago. Those days, and nights, could bring anything. Cammie couldn't even fathom what could surpass what had just gone down here in Duncan's suite. But she was willing to find out.

And then, one singular thought, of one person, took hold of her mind and wouldn't let go.

Alex.


CHAPTER TEN: Just Walk

Cammie slept fitfully, and when she woke up, Alex was still on her mind.

She wondered if right at that moment, he was cuddling in bed with the gorgeous brunette Cammie had seen him with the night before.

Cammie's imagination started running wild. Maybe the two of them had ordered room service breakfast, but just a few bites in their almond croissants and after couple of sips of hazelnut cappuccinos, they were going at it again for the fifth or sixth time during their crazy sex marathon.

Rolling onto her side, Cammie castigated herself.

How could she possibly justify her feelings of jealousy and envy and hurt, especially in light of all the craziness that had gone on in Duncan's suite?

So what if Alex White got his? Cammie had gotten hers, And it wasn't like they were a thing, as she'd established to herself during yesterday's breakfast. As she'd told herself several times already on this trip.

But Cammie couldn't lie to herself.

Not here, alone with her thoughts.

She liked Alex. She really liked Alex.

She'd been attracted to him long before he put the moves on her in the copy room. And now that they'd consummated their affair after months of moving in that direction, the feelings had only grown stronger.

She wanted him. And she wanted him to want her. And only her.

Sure, she thought, it was ridiculous to feel that way. And unreasonable. And unfair. And hypocritical. Irrational, too. But since when are matters of the heart rational?

It was simply how she felt. True as true can be.

She clutched her large goose-down pillow, wishing Alex was next to her in bed. Smiling at her. Holding her. Loving her.

For all of the steamy, over-the-top sex Cammie was experiencing for the first time in her life, something obvious was missing, and she felt it acutely.

None of those men the night before, her boss included, cared a damn for her as a person.

To them she was just a whore, a skank, a dirty slut. A piece of meat to be fucked and then talked about later on, with knowing grins and high-fives, when they reminisced about how much they partied at that convention in Chicago that one year.

Of course, it was a two-way street: To Cammie they were just cocks and tongues meant only to please her.

She couldn't even remember their names beyond Duncan and Kerri. She'd gotten what she wanted out of it. Or so she'd thought at the time.

But the hollow feeling that gnawed at her in her empty bed in the light of the morning after was stronger than she had anticipated, and within seconds she was sobbing into her pillow.

Cammie wanted to love. And to be loved.

She had tried so hard with Ritchie. She had really wanted it to work, even when all signs pointed to it falling apart. The realization of his betrayal cut her to the bone. Yes, she wanted payback. Yes, she wanted to pursue her newfound, insatiable sexual desires to the fullest extent possible.

But the night before, she wanted to be with Alex.

Just he and her, in an intimate embrace, like the first time they were together.

The tryst with Duncan, and the group sex that followed, was impulsive revenge, she realized.

The feeling that coursed through her body as her shoulders shook with the sobs that poured out of her was easy to describe: Regret.

The lifestyle clearly worked for Kerri. But Cammie wondered if she was really cut out for it.

She sat up in the bed and wiped away her tears. Maybe she was being weak, she thought. She flashed back to the exhilaration of the threesome while the other men watched and got off on it. It made her feel horny.

Cammie smacked her hand down on the comforter in frustration.

How could she feel all of this at once?!

How could she contain so many contradictions? How could she wobble back and forth by the second about what she really, truly wanted? It was maddening!

Her mind felt cloudy, like she needed twelve cups of coffee to gain some sense of clarity and understanding about herself.

She couldn't remember a time when she felt so confused.

She couldn't locate her core, the very essence of who she was as a woman. As a person.

But Cammie wasn't stupid and clueless. She knew she'd just been through a type of trauma with what her husband had done.

And now, in a strange city with strange people and all of these strange and incredibly intense new experiences, it was all so disorienting and surreal.

What had felt so exciting at first was now a source of anxiety. In the span of a week, her life had been an emotional rollercoaster the likes of which she had never fathomed.

Was it time to get off?

Cammie wanted to get dressed and just walk.

To walk through Chicago. Not in search of anything or anyone. No destination in mind. No adventures. No surprise sexual encounters. Just to walk.

To clear her head. To think of nothing but her breathing and the feeling of one step after another on the sidewalks.

To be totally anonymous. A woman melting into the masses of people, until the movement was everything and the only thing.

Alas, there were meetings scheduled to begin in two hours. Skipping them was not an option.

Cammie wasn't looking forward to seeing Duncan, to seeing the look in his eyes as he looked at her with the knowledge of what had happened between them the night before.

She wasn't looking forward to the possibility of seeing any of the other men from last night, either. She wondered if the orgy was already the talk of the town. The thought terrified and sickened her.

But there was nothing she could do about it now. She sighed, wiping her hands across her tear-stained face as she got out of bed and shuffled into the bathroom.

As she stood naked under the shower head, thankful for the modicum of calm and comfort the hot water provided, all Cammie craved was a hug from Alex.

A long and loving embrace to make her feel safe and wonderful and cared for and special. The feelings everyone truly wants, whether they want to admit it or not. Whether they pretend to be hard-hearted to the outside world, or whether they're deadening the pain of their loneliness and sadness with a never-ending pursuit of sex or money or power or prestige or all of those things.

Maybe Alex was one of those people.

Maybe he wasn't the person to give her what she needed.

Maybe he was just after Cammie for the excitement of the hunt. And now that she'd run to him and given him what he wanted, it wasn't that interesting anymore for him. Maybe he was on to his next prey. Maybe that's why he'd gone off with that woman the night before.

But then Cammie remembered the way he looked at her when they made love. The way they talked and they joked together.

The way they shared space.

The connection was real. It was more than lust. There was no hiding it, even if Alex wanted to. There was something there between them. Cammie knew it in her heart.

The thought made her feel better.

She allowed herself to smile as she turned off the water, stepped out of the shower, toweled off, and got ready for whatever the day would bring.


CHAPTER ELEVEN: No Going Back

The meetings and presentations dragged on forever.

Duncan was nowhere to be seen in the morning gatherings, but Cammie soon learned that he and Goodstone were meeting privately with some big-time prospective clients for much of the day. That brought her great relief.

Cammie's boredom was interrupted only when one of the men from the night before showed up for one of the meetings. Her heart jumped into her throat, and they exchanged awkward glances but nothing more.

As Cammie sat and took meeting notes from the other side of the room, she watched him out of the corner of her eye as he played with his wedding band. His forlorn expression could have been mistaken by most for a slight hangover, but Cammie knew better. He seemed to be feeling some of the same regret she did, compounded by no small amount of guilt.

From the conversations among executives during the session she caught his name.

Jeremy.

She filed that information away, in case he or someone else tried to use the events of the previous evening against her in some way.

She'd make sure to push back, although she didn't think it would actually come to that.

Cammie glanced at Jeremy. He was quite handsome. She wondered about his wife. She wondered if they had kids. She wondered if Jeremy's wife had any clue about what her husband was  really up to.

The woman was probably oblivious, just like Cammie had been with her own husband. She wondered how many conventions Jeremy had been to. How many women he'd slept with. Or how many women he'd watched fuck other men, before jacking off on their faces.

Cammie's eyes narrowed. Men were all the same, she thought.

But that's the world they were all living in. And if women were smart, she reasoned, they would wise up, assume the worst, and use sex to their advantage and their pleasure just like men did. And not feel bad about it.

Cammie hated that she had become so jaded. So cynical. Still, she felt like she was finally seeing the world for how it was. Finally removing her mask of naivety.

The sound of the droning of the executives in her ears receded as she searched within herself for truths.

She hadn't completely lost faith in humanity.

She knew there had to be good men out there. Men who respected and loved and genuinely liked their wives and girlfriends. Men who could resist all the sexual temptations out there and save it up for when they got home. Men who wanted nothing else but the women they cared for deeply.

Sure, there were good men who were with bad women, too. Women who lied and fucked around.

Cammie knew she could never be that kind of woman. She was unattached now. Her marriage had disintegrated. She could be with whomever she desired, with no guilt at all. 

If those men were married -- like Duncan, or Jeremy, well -- anything they chose to do was on them. She didn't force anything to happen the night before. She wasn't the prime mover.

She knew she could never actually cheat. She would never cross that line.

She could have thoughts, though. Fantasies.

Every person did, and they were a liar if they said they didn't. Cammie had thoughts about Alex White all the time, ever since she'd met him. But she would never have put the moves on him first. And she would never, ever have fucked him if it wasn't for what her husband did.

And if she ever got married again, as unlikely as that seemed to her, she would always remain faithful.

That is who she was. And she was determined to hold onto that through everything that happened. Otherwise, all was lost, she felt.

Cammie was surprised not to have seen Alex all day. She thought about texting him, or going to his room, but she was afraid he was still with that other woman.

Maybe he had blown off his meetings so the two of them could continue their sex marathon?

Cammie shuddered at the thought, then laughed to herself. He probably just banged her once or twice, and then she left. She doubted they were in bed sipping expensive champagne and feeding each other chocolate-covered strawberries. At least that's what she told herself.

Seriously lacking an appetite, what with everything she was mulling over in her head, Cammie half-heartedly nibbled on carrot sticks and drank bottled water throughout the day. But by late afternoon she was famished.

As she walked out of one of the hotel conference rooms and headed for the elevators, she pulled out her phone and was about to text Kerri when she heard a familiar voice.

"Hey, umm...hey!"

Cammie looked up. It was Alex running up to her, a smile on his face that to her seemed part-excited, part-apologetic.

Cammie crossed her arms over her chest and fixed a semi-mean glare at him.

"Long time no see," she muttered as he stopped in front of her.

Alex's smile had turned into something else. An almost shy, vulnerable expression that Cammie, despite all efforts to the contrary, found adorable.

He also looked incredibly hot. But she wasn't going to let him off the hook that easily, even though deep down she was thrilled to see him. And happier still that the brunette wasn't with him.

"Yeah, it's been a crazy day...a crazy 24 hours, actually," Alex said.

"Yeahhh...I know the feeling," Cammie replied, searching his face to see if she could spy any inkling that he knew what had gone down in Duncan's suite the night before.

Nothing.

If he knew, he was doing a damn good job of keeping it to himself.

"Lot of really good meetings though," he continued, his face brightening. "Looks like I may have scored us some huge overseas business. Goodstone's gonna shit himself when I tell him the news. Hopefully he returns the favor with a bonus or a promotion or something."

"Aww, that's great, Alex," Cammie said coolly. "I'm glad this convention has been...productive for you."

Alex regarded her with a puzzled look. "Are you...okay?"

Cammie laughed lightly and looked around. "Oh yeah, swell! Everything is fine."

"That doesn't sound good."

"It's been a long day, I'm sick of all these meetings, I'm hungry as fuck, I'm--"

"That's why I was looking for you," he interrupted. "Looking everywhere, in fact."

"You could have just texted me."

"I know, I know, I just...I have an idea."

"Oh yeah? Does it involve me putting food in my face?"

"As a matter of fact, it does," Alex said. "Let's go bowling."

"What the fuck are you talking about?"

"Bowling. I know a place, it's just a couple blocks from here. One of those upscale hipster bowling places, but it's good. Great food, like really gourmet food, not hot dogs and chips and shit. Great cocktails, too. And we can blow off some steam by rolling thunder. It works for me every time!"

Cammie looked at him with slightly parted lips. It was the most ridiculous thing she'd ever heard him say.

"Rolling...thunder....," she said slowly. "Oooookaaaaaay."

"What, are you too cool for bowling?"

"Nah," Cammie said, "I'm not too cool for anything. It's just...."

She thought about bringing up the other woman. It almost came out of her mouth, but she bit her tongue. She'd let him buy her dinner first, at least.

"I haven't gone bowling since I was in high school," she said.

"Well, that was only what, a couple of years ago?!" Alex chuckled.

"A little longer than that," Cammie said, cracking a tiny smile. "It feels like a lifetime ago, actually."

"Let's just go bowling. It'll be fun. Something different, you know?"

"Fine," Cammie said.

She was acting reluctant, but inside she was thrilled that Alex wanted to do something as mundane as bowling. With her. Like an actual goofy date, instead of him just trying to take her up to his room and fuck her.

It made her feel good.

Liked.

Not just a piece of meat to be devoured, then the bones tossed away.

"I guess I should go up and get changed, get out of these heels."

"Nah, you're perfect as is," Alex said. "Besides, I know it's been a while, but they do give you shoes to wear."

"What, you don't want to see me...what is it...go roll some thunder in these shoes?"

"Well, as entertaining and sexy as that might be, I'd rather not have to take you to the hospital when you snap an ankle."

"Mmmm, good point," Cammie grinned. "You'd hafta carry me to the ER. Although I'm pretty sure I'm as light as a feather right now because I haven't eaten all day, so let's go already. Get some food in me."

"Let's do it."

A short cab right later they arrived. The place was nothing like the grungy, smoky, nasty bowling alleys of Cammie's youth in New Jersey. The decor was retro-sophisticated. The patrons were well-dressed and clearly of the young and moneyed class. The lighting was low. And the burgers were twenty bucks. They swapped out their footwear for bowling shoes, then opted to satisfy Cammie's ravenous hunger before hitting the lanes.

Cammie wolfed down her bacon cheeseburger and washed it down with a Cosmopolitan as Alex watched in amazement while he chewed his own burger and sipped an overpriced pint of local craft beer.

"Damn, it's like watching one of those animal shows on TV when the lion catches up to the gazelle and rips it to shreds," he said.

Cammie formed her hand into a claw and waved it around, making a growling noise as Alex laughed.

"That's right, don't fuck with a woman when she's hangry," she said, joining in the laughter.

They both looked at each other with affection. It felt so good, so natural, so easy to be with Alex, Cammie thought.

She really didn't want to ruin the moment, but she blurted it out before she could stop herself.

"So who was that chick you were with last night?"

Alex stopped chewing and stared at Cammie for several seconds. Slowly, he set his burger down on his plate. A pained expression crossed his face as he looked down while he finished chewing.

Cammie instantly regretted saying anything, although she was dreadfully curious what was coming next.

"Oh, you saw her, huh?" Alex murmured, lifting his eyes toward Cammie.

"Yeah, I saw her," Cammie said. "I went down to the bar, looking for you, actually. I really wanted to see you...but then I saw you go off with her, with your hands all over her, and I...."

Her voice trailed off. Alex leaned back in his chair and sighed.

"Yeah, so...that was Rochelle," he said.

"Rochelle. I see."

"Rochelle...," Alex said, leaning forward again, his elbows on the table and his fingers clasped together, his thumbs under his chin as he looked at Cammie. "My ex-wife."

Cammie stared at him, mouth agape.

"What the hell is your ex-wife doing here?"

"Well, she lives here now, in Chicago. She knew I'd be at the convention, soooo...she kind of surprised me when she showed up at the bar."

"Kind of?"

"I mean, I know she lives here, so, I guess I wasn't absolutely shocked to see her. It's not like she flew in from South Africa or something. I just...I didn't expect it, and I didn't ask her to come."

Cammie stared at Alex as the sounds of bowling balls hitting pins started to fill the background.

"You didn't, huh? Well, you sure looked like you were happy to see her. Or, more specifically, her ass."

Alex looked away, then back at Cammie, and exhaled. "You're right, okay. You're right."

Cammie felt herself getting warm, her face turning red, that latent anger starting to simmer as it headed toward a boil.

"I'm being totally honest with you, okay?" he continued. "It's easy to fall into the old habits, the old feelings, with an ex."

"I guess I don't really understand how that works," Cammie snapped, thinking suddenly about Ritchie and how all she wanted to do was punch him in the face the next time she saw him.

"Well, your situation and my situation are...," Alex said, his voice trailing off as he thought the better of going down that road. "Look, Rochelle and I are still on decent terms, even though we split up. Like I told you the other day, it's for the best. I'm happy, she's happy...."

"Yeah, you both looked very happy, and excited...together...as you were running to the elevator."

"I know, okay, I know...we were both drinking, and, honestly we haven't been together... you know, in bed...ever since the divorce."

"Oh, I see, so you just decided to go for it, even after...," Cammie said, her voice starting rise, "...even after we, you and me, and breakfast, and me being around, and...."

Cammie felt herself trembling. She wanted to scream at Alex, or burst into tears, or both. It took all the will she could muster to do neither. She tried to stay calm, and rational, remembering that they weren't a thing.

They weren't a thing. They weren't a thing.

"I'm sorry," she said, taking a deep breath, "I'm not sure what I was thinking. I shouldn't have thought anything, I guess. We just had our little fun, it didn't mean anything. On to the next, right?"

"No, no it's not like that, not at all!" Alex said pleadingly.

"Alex," Cammie said, low and measured, "please do not fuck with me. Please. I'm fucking serious. I'm--"

"I'm not fucking with you, I swear. The thing is, and this is the honest truth...okay, Rochelle and I were gonna go up to my room and fuck, it's true...."

Alex put up his hands in a halting gesture when he saw Cammie's expression. "But...listen...so when we got up there, yeah, we kissed for a minute, but then we stopped, and it didn't go any further than that.

"Yeah, right!" Cammie fumed. "You think I'm an idiot?!"

"I swear to fucking God, we did not do anything!"

Cammie wanted to believe he was lying. But the way he looked at her, and the way he said it, she instinctively knew he was telling the truth.

"I swear, it just didn't feel right, not then, not there," he continued. "I don't know what it was. I guess I thought about you and--"

"You guess?"

"No, I did, I did think about you. I thought about a lot of things. The past. The present. The future. It's so complicated. You have to understand. Aren't you going through the same thing?"

"Yeah, but...I fucking hate my husband. I never want to see him or talk to him again."

"I know. And I felt the same about Rochelle when we were in the middle of all the bullshit. The same fucking way. I hated her fucking guts. But you know how it is, what do they say, about time and it healing shit."

"So, what then...you're saying it's healed between you two and you're getting back together?" Cammie said quietly.

"No. I mean...not no, it's...fuck," Alex replied, grabbing his glass of beer and taking a big swig.

"That no sure sounds like yes to me," Cammie smiled.

It wasn't an affectionate smile.

"It's not a yes," Alex said. "Rochelle said she wants to, you know, maybe see if there's still something there between us."

"And you want to, too?"

"I don't know."

"Sure you know!" Cammie laughed.

"It's complicated," Alex said. "I like you, I really like you. I didn't expect to. I mean, not the way I feel right now."

"Ohhh, okay, so what did you expect? You expected to just fuck me and that was that?"

"Honestly? I don't know."

"You don't know?"

"Look, Cammie, we were both feeling it, for ages, we both wanted each other, right? I didn't know. I thought we'd maybe have some fun. You're married, so I didn't think it would necessarily go anywhere. Not that I didn't want it to. It's just...I thought that's what the situation was."

Cammie wanted to be mad at Alex. She wanted to read him the riot act.

But she knew that what he was saying was true. That she had wanted him bad, too, and that she wasn't some innocent victim of his lust. The hurt she felt inside was real, but she couldn't just blame Alex, or lash out at him.

She had set aside her feelings for him in order to indulge in meaningless sexual encounters over the past few days. So how could she hold him to a different standard?

"So you're getting back together with her, then?" she said quietly, calmly, finishing off her drink.

"You just asked me that."

Cammie let out a rueful chuckle. "That's because I didn't get a straight answer. You can do what you want, and I can do what I want. I just want you to be real with me. I can handle it. I'm an adult."

"I'm being as real with you as I ever have with anyone," Alex said. "I do like you, I really do. And I know this is unfair. I'm not choosing Rochelle over you, or you over Rochelle. I don't know what I want to do. I just need time to think."

"Must be tough for you, having two hot women so desperate for your attention and affection," Cammie said, the hurt in her voice palpable. "Well, I'm not going to beg for it."

"I know. I don't want you to. I figured you would hate my guts."

"Were you going to tell me about her? You know, if I hadn't seen you two together, or if I hadn't brought it up?"

"Yeah, I was going to tell you."

"Before or after we bowled?"

Alex laughed. "I was thinking maybe around the fifth or sixth frame."

"Lovely," Cammie muttered.

"I'm kidding. I was going to tell you. I know you probably think I'm a scumbag but I--"

"I don't think you're a scumbag," Cammie sighed. "I just think you're kind of a typical dude."

"Oh really?"

"Yeah," Cammie said. "I mean, you chased after me. I finally gave in. We fucked, and you acted like you really liked me, and--"

"I wasn't acting!"

"Okay, okay, you really like me," Cammie said, making air quotes with her fingers. "But the minute your ex comes into the picture and wants to get back together, you can't just be like, 'Sorry, that's in the past, I've moved on with my life and there's someone else now.'"

"I...," Alex started to say, then he stopped, a helpless look on his face.

"I know, I know, I'm not 'someone else' just yet," Cammie said. "I guess I thought we were maybe getting to that point, but obviously we weren't there yet. Bad timing for me."

"I just need a little bit of time to figure it all out," Alex said.

"Sure, take all the time you need. But I'm not gonna sit around staring at my phone hoping you'll call or text...hoping, you know, you'll pick me!"

"I know. And I'm probably making a huge mistake. I'm probably blowing something really good right now."

Cammie shot him a vicious grin. "I guess you'll just have to find out, won't you?!"

She stood up from the table and fished a few twenty dollar bills from her purse.

"What are you doing?" Alex said.

"I got this," she said curtly, tossing the cash on the table. "I really don't feel like bowling, though, so you're on your own. See you around, I guess."

"Cammie, I...," Alex said as he reached out, trying to grab onto her as she walked away. But she dodged his grasp and hurried out of the place, her eyes welling with tears as she hailed a taxi and jumped in.

Cammie looked out the window and saw Alex run out of the bowling alley, looking in every direction for her as her cab sped off. She tried but failed to fight back the tears that started running down her cheek as they headed back to the hotel. Then she looked down and realized she was still wearing the bowling shoes.

Fuck, she thought. She leaned forward to tell the cabbie to turn around so she could get her heels, but instead she silently sank back into her seat, wiping away her tears.

No, she decided, there was no going back.


CHAPTER TWELVE: The Message

The remaining days of the convention were a blur of sadness and confusion. Cammie struggled to maintain a professional demeanor. During the day she moved zombie-like from one meeting or presentation to the next, smiling only when absolutely necessary. In the evenings she retreated to her hotel room, where she ordered room service, watched bad TV and wallowed in her self-pity while ignoring Kerri, who kept texting Cammie to join her during her ongoing man-hunt across Chicago.

She got another text, too. From Ritchie. "I love you baby, let's work it out OK?" it said. Cammie deleted it instantly.

At one point she saw Jeremy in a hallway. As they passed each other he flashed a big smile at her and she thought for a moment about grabbing him, pulling him into a closet or a bathroom stall or something and letting him fuck her hard. To perhaps exorcise all the pain she was feeling inside.

But her emotions were raw. Yes, she wanted to finally exercise her freedom. It occurred to her that she had jumped from an attachment to her husband right to an attachment to Alex, no matter how much she tried to deny it, and that she never really got to enjoy true sexual liberation. But she just couldn't muster the enthusiasm for a quickie that she thought would end up making her feel even worse.

It wasn't until Cammie was sitting at the gate of the airport, waiting to board a morning flight back home, that she told Kerri what had happened between her and Alex. Then she ran into the bathroom, with Kerri running after her, before bursting into tears while Kerri held her close, stroked her hair and told her it was going to be okay.

"I know it hurts," Kerri said, "but trust me, either he's gonna come to his senses and realize you're the best thing in the world for him, better than that ex-wife of his -- and believe me, they won't be together again for long before they remember why they got divorced -- or you're going to find someone else even better and Alex White won't mean shit to you. One or the other is going to happen to you soon. I promise you that. You're too beautiful and awesome."

"You're such a good friend," Cammie smiled gratefully as they hugged.

"Hell, I just might want you all to myself," Kerri whispered in Cammie's ear as both women giggled. "But I know you need some time to work this all out, so, I'm here for you any way you need me, babydoll."

"I might need to stay with you for a little while longer, until I figure out the whole Ritchie thing, if that's okay?"

"Of course!" Kerri smiled. "I love having you around."

"Thank you," Cammie said as she washed up and fixed her mascara. "Let's not miss our flight. I'm fucking over Chicago. I don't think I ever want to come back here."

By early evening they were back at Kerri's place. Cammie hadn't even emptied her suitcase yet -- she'd only just gotten into sweats, put her hair up and found a comfy on Kerri's couch to decompress from all that had transpired -- when her cell phone beeped with an incoming e-mail.

"Holy shit," Cammie murmured as she read through the message.

"What's up?" Kerri said, plopping down next to Cammie in her robe and casually drying her just-showered hair with a towel.

"It's from Goodstone."

"Oh yeahhhh?" Kerri smiled. "What does he want?!"

"He wants me to come to his house tomorrow night. He says he has a proposal for me and wants to go over a few ideas."

"Oh he does, does he?!" Kerri said. "I was wondering when you'd get an invite like that!"

Cammie looked at her friend with a puzzled smile. "What do you mean? It's not like he...."

Her voice trailed off, and her puzzlement turned to understanding.

Cammie remembered that Kerri had gotten with Goodstone before, having quickly gone to the top with her sexual conquests in the company.

Kerri had played it smart. It had led to the arrangement she'd come to in which she "entertained" prospective clients in return for Goodstone obviously taking very good care of her.

There was no way Kerri could afford her spacious and lavish apartment, which filled with expensive furniture and artwork, on her executive assistant's salary. Not to mention the jewelry and the outfits. And that hot blue Maserati of hers.

On one hand, it seemed to Cammie like a more gussied-up version of prostitution. Not that she'd ever say that to Kerri. Especially not now, after she'd been such a good and supportive friend.

And on the other hand, Cammie understood implicitly that many women exchange sex for money every day. Not just hookers. Weren't so many relationships, and marriages, just an acceptable form of prostitution? Women giving their bodies to their men and in return getting support -- be it financial, emotional or otherwise? Not every woman did that, but it was far more common than society wanted to admit, Cammie knew.

And, she smiled to herself, Kerri probably would have fucked just about anyone and everyone in the company -- including Goodstone -- just because she loved to fuck. Because she loved the challenge. Not that most men could resist her anyway.

Still, the thought of entering into an arrangement like Kerri's frightened her. It turned her off. Yes, Cammie wanted to fuck with total wild abandon like Kerri. But she wanted to fuck who she wanted, and not be obligated to screw on company orders. What if Goodstone wanted her to sleep with some fucking gross and scary guy?!

"What's going through that pretty little head of yours?" Kerri said, noticing Cammie had just shuddered.

"I don't know, I just--"

"Hey, who knows, maybe he's got something different in mind for you than he did for me," Kerri said. "I mean, my deal isn't for everyone...."

"God, you read my mind," Cammie said, hurriedly adding, "not that I'm judging you, I swear, I'm not! I just...I...."

"Babydoll," Kerri smiled, "it's okay, I know you're not, I believe you. Don't forget, after what you and I have done in the past week, I know we're much more alike than different."

Cammie smiled bashfully.

"I know what I am and what I do, and I'm fine with it," Kerri said. "It's what I want. I don't feel bad about it. I feel empowered by it. It's my body, I do what I want with it. I fucking love sex, and if it ultimately helps me get where I need to go, so be it. It's better than a lot of the alternatives in life."

"I know, but...."

"What, you're worried that Goodstone tells me what to do and who to fuck and I don't have a say in the matter?"

"Yes!" Cammie said, "Doesn't that--"

"It's not really like that," Kerri said. "Most times, to be honest, it hasn't even come to full-on sex. A lot of times, it's like, I present myself as the company's main liaison, the person they'd be dealing with regularly. And it's just the promise of what might happen down the line that hooks 'em. It's not like I just bend over for every potential client I meet. I mean, I've given a couple blowjobs, a few handjobs. Gone down on a couple women. Big deal!"

Cammie giggled.

"There really haven't been that many men, or women, that I've actually had to fuck," Kerri continued. "And the ones I have, thankfully, I would've fucked anyway if the circumstances were different and normal, whatever normal is. Goodstone's not going to put me in a bad spot with some ugly, disgusting creeper. He likes me and cares about me. He'd find another way to get the business if it was someone like that. I'm just...a handy shortcut, you know?"

"Wow," Cammie said, looking at her friend with amazement. "I just never knew, I mean, I'm not naive, I know these things go on in the real world, in the business world, but I never knew anyone who, you know...."

Kerri laughed brightly. "Hey, well, now you do! I'm sure some people think I'm a fucking whore, a damaged and disgusting and filthy--"

"No, I don't, I really don't!" Cammie said, reaching out and taking Kerri's hands.

"Not you, I know you don't. It's not like very many people really know know. But anyway, fuck it, it's my life and I live it the way I choose. I have my reasons. Maybe I am fucked up, maybe I'm not. But I haven't seen anyone with the perfect way to live, the perfect way to get what they want out of life without making sacrifices of one kind or another. So, until that happens, I'm going to do what I do, and when I don't want to do it anymore I'll walk away -- with no regrets and with a shit-ton of money in the bank. That day may be coming soon, anyway. Goodstone probably knows that. I am getting older, after all..."

"Oh come on," Cammie laughed, "you're hotter than I am!"

"Awww, isn't that nice of you!"

"It's true, I'm serious!"

Kerri cuddled into Cammie, resting her head on her friend's shoulder. "I know, I know, but you're the hot young thing in the company now, so....anyway, we're both getting ahead of ourselves. Who knows what Goodstone really wants from you? Could be something else entirely."

"Yeah, I'm sure he wants to put me in charge of Research and Development," Cammie snorted.

Kerri laughed. "Guess you'll find out soon enough. Tomorrow night, he said?"

"Tomorrow night."

"Dress to impress, girl!"

"I'll do my best," Cammie said as she yawned.

"Well, my closet is your closet," Kerri said, flashing a tired smile.

Both women were wiped out from the crazy week. Cammie needed a break from the extreme emotional rollercoaster she'd been on. The intrigue of Goodstone's e-mail wasn't enough to override her exhaustion, and she dozed off on the sofa along with Kerri, each tucked into the other's warm, sheltering body.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN: A Proposal

Cammie's GPS took her well north of the city, to a lush, quiet countryside she'd never been to before and never even knew about. Life was full of surprises, she thought, as she gripped the wheel, turning the car onto gently curving roads that passed sprawling estates. And maybe there were more surprises in store when she got to Goodstone's home.

"Your destination is on the right," the GPS voice chirped as Cammie pulled up to a gate. She was just about to press the button for the intercom when the gate began to slide open. She drove on, past impeccably manicured lawns and gardens, all the way up to a stately mansion.

It was something out of some old-fogie PBS television show, Cammie giggled to herself as she parked her car and got out. She smoothed out the front of the elegant silver dress that she'd found in Kerri's closet, along with a pair of heels, that fit her perfectly.

As her heels clicked on the cobblestones, she wondered what kind of proposal Goodstone had for her. Just what kind of ideas he wanted to go over.

It just had to be something along the lines of Kerri's "position" with the company. Cammie had agonized the entire drive up what she would say to Goodstone if that was what he laid out in front of her. She just didn't know if she could go through with something like that, when it came right down to it, even after the talk she'd had with Kerri.

She and Kerri were a lot alike, but they were plenty different, too. Kerri had clearly given up on love, at least a storybook kind of love. And as numb as Cammie was to love at the moment, especially after the whole mess with Alex, she couldn't let go of the possibility of its existence. That would be like repudiating the existence of God, Cammie thought, and she couldn't quite go that far.

Becoming a "company girl" would almost certainly change her, as it did Kerri. As much as Cammie could justify it morally, she knew it might put the final nail in love's coffin. She had a lot of life left to live, hopefully, and she really didn't know if she could do it.

But as she walked up the steps to the front door, the moment felt intoxicating. The fresh evening air. The scent of the beautiful flowers and fresh-cut grass. This beautiful mansion. This wealthy and powerful man who wanted to meet with her.

It wouldn't be hard to get used to all of this, Cammie thought, though she knew that was a fantasy. After all, Kerri hadn't exactly moved up to these kinds of digs. But she was doing damn well. A lot better than Cammie.

She rang the bell, and a well-dressed man in his thirties answered the door.

"Mrs. Dryden?"

"Miss Dryden," Cammie said, correcting him with a smile.

"My apologies, Miss Dryden," the man replied, a neutral expression on his face. "Come in, I will let Mr. Goodstone know you have arrived."

"Thank you."

As the man walked into another room, Cammie stood and marveled at the grand foyer around her. She admired the huge chandelier, the winding stairs, the fancy sconces, the tiled floor, and the resplendent columns and arches. The man returned moments later.

"Mr. Goodstone will see you now, come with me."

Cammie smiled, nodded her head slightly and followed him into the study, where Goodstone stood in front of a large fireplace with a glass of scotch in his hand. It was precisely the scene she'd envisioned in her mind during the drive here.

Cammie figured him to be in his mid-sixties. Though she'd told Ritchie that Goodstone was wrinkly and old, he was actually quite far from undesirable.

Tall, lean and stylish, with closely cropped gray hair, pale blue eyes and a jaw that remained strong, Goodstone reminded Cammie of a veteran actor whose name she couldn't recall. She could picture him atop a horse playing polo. Or sailing his boat through pristine Caribbean waters. Or whatever else rich and successful businessmen did for fun when they weren't busy making money. The mental images made her want to giggle, but she restrained herself.

"Mrs. Dryden, so good of you to come!" Goodstone beamed, turning to the well-dressed man. "Thank you, Charles, I don't believe I will be needing anything else."

"Very well, sir, then I shall retire for the evening. Good night, sir, good night, ma'am."

Cammie waited until the man had left, closing the study door behind him, and then she turned to Goodstone and smiled.

"Actually, it's Miss Dryden these days, not Mrs. Dryden," she said.

"Oh?" Goodstone replied, an eyebrow raised, "Is everything all right?"

"Fine," she said with a wave of the hand. "It's kind of a mutual thing, it's still being worked out."

"I understand," Goodstone said as he set his glass down on the mantle. He moved toward Cammie with an expression of sympathy on his face. "Matters of the heart certainly can be tricky," he said.

Goodstone reached out and took Cammie's hands in his, and his eyes slowly caressed her body from head to toe.

"My God, you look absolutely stunning this evening, if I may be so bold, Miss Dryden," he said, an impish grin crossing his face.

"Sure you may, I'm flattered," Cammie replied.

Goodstone squeezed her hands a little firmer, and moved a little closer.

"I meant what I said at the meeting the other week," he said softly. "You're one of the best hires we've ever made. Your work has been superlative in the time you've been with the company. Everybody says so."

"Well thank you. I try my best."

Goodstone's gaze dropped to Cammie's cleavage, where it lingered momentarily before returning to her face.

Here we go, she thought.

Goodstone's advances were entirely expected. And not entirely unwelcome. He was handsome, sophisticated, charismatic, pleasant enough...and rich as hell. Just about every woman's dream.

And, Cammie figured, what did she have to lose? Her marriage was finished. Alex was back with his ex-wife. Why not have some fun and see where it would lead?  

"And I hear you were absolutely indispensable at the convention," he said. "You represented the company very well. And...," Goodstone's voice trailed off for a moment but his eyes were sparkling, "...and, I was speaking with Duncan, and he said...well, he said you're a real go-getter, quite aggressive at that, and that you've really got what it takes to move up the ranks. That you're willing to do just about anything...."

"Just about...," Cammie said, returning the mischievous smile. "I mean, everyone's got their limits, right? But if there is an opportunity to advance in the company, well, I'd most definitely be interested."

"Yes, I think that would be a win-win for everyone involved," Goodstone said, lightly licking his lips.

"I agree," Cammie said, shifting closer to Goodstone until they were just inches apart. "And...you know...I have a hell of a mind to go along with this body. So...do you have something in mind?"

Goodstone began to breathe a little faster and harder. "Well, as a matter of fact, I do. That's why I asked you to come. I have a proposal I would--"

"That's why you asked me to...come?" Cammie purred, pressing her breasts against the front of Goodstone's sports coat. "Do you think I'd be a good fit?"

"Miss Dryden, I believe the fit would be perfect."

"Oh yeah?" Cammie smiled, pressing her thigh into Goodstone's crotch. She leaned in and whispered into Goodstone's ear, "Tell me more about this...good fit."

Goodstone gulped. "I must say, Duncan was right about you. You certainly are a go-getter. I thought I was going to have to--"

Cammie pressed her lips against Goodstone's, absorbing the rest of his sentence. Their kiss grew more heated when Cammie ran her fingers through her hair and Goodstone caressed the soft skin of her upper back and shoulders left bare by her dress. Her body felt flush with excitement, and her pussy was tingling now that the immediate future between she and Goodstone was coming into much clearer view.

"I suppose you don't need any convincing after all," Goodstone panted when their lips finally parted.

"Convincing about what, some kind of new position, or...?" Cammie said.

"Well, that and...this," he said as he moved in and kissed her again, this time sliding his tongue into Cammie's mouth where it was happily met by her own.

"Please understand, Miss Dryden...," Goodstone murmured after a moment. "The proposal I have for you is not contingent upon...this present activity...what I mean is, you're not obligated to--"

"Mr. Goodstone, just shut up and fuck me and we can talk about your offer later."

Goodstone's eyes widened and he grinned. "I like your attitude, Miss Dryden!" he said, his hands moving down to Cammie's round ass. Her eyes closed, her head tipped back and a tiny moan escaped her lips as as he squeezed her cheeks.

She felt his lips traveling along her neck as he reached around and cupped her breasts, making her quiver with excitement. Her nipples quickly stiffened beneath his touch. All she wanted was to be out of her dress and feel Goodstone's hands all over her naked body.

Goodstone must have sensed her thoughts -- perhaps wisdom really does come with age, Cammie laughed to herself -- as he reached back and unzipped her dress, then slipped it down her wiggling body, pulling her bra down a bit along the way until her nipples popped out from the lacy fabric.

Goodstone leaned down and took her left nipple in his mouth and swirled his tongue around it, then sucked and lightly nibbled on it, making it even harder.

"Mmmmmm soooo niiiiiiiiiiice," Cammie muttered as she cradled Goodstone's head in her hands. He continued to lavish her left breast with oral attention, then moved to her right as her dress dropped to the floor. She stepped out of it and kicked off her heels. Goodstone took a half-step back to admire her body, clad only now in tiny panties and a bra.

"You're more beautiful than I ever imagined, and I've thought about this moment a lot, Miss Dryden," he said.

"Oh you have, have you?" Cammie grinned as she stepped toward Goodstone and wrapped her arms around him again.

"And please, you can call me Cammie. I mean, you're about to put this in me, aren't you?" she cooed, sliding her hand down to the hard bulge in his crotch. "We really should be on a first-name basis."

"You're...you're right, Miss...Cammie," Goodstone half-spoke, half-groaned at the sensation of her hand stroking his manhood. "I've wanted you ever since I first laid eyes on you," he said.

"Is that so? Well, as a matter of fact, I've thought about being with you, too."

"You have?!" Goodstone said with no small amount of surprise and delight in his voice.

"Well, what woman wouldn't? You're the kind of man every woman really wants."

Cammie was laying it on thick, but she understood the game, and she knew what Goodstone wanted to hear, even if he wasn't totally convinced it was true.

They kissed again as Cammie pulled off Goodstone's sports coat and started unbuttoning his shirt, moving down to kiss his bare chest as she went.

"Your lips...so soft...and you smell so good...," Goodstone murmured.

He reached around Cammie's body and unhooked her bra and pulled it off, finally releasing her breasts. He gasped at their naked splendor as Cammie savored the cool air against her excitedly warm, bare skin.

Goodstone began kissing her breasts again, putting his head between them, as Cammie held onto his head, loving the way he worshipped her body as the romantic crackle of the fireplace merged with the wet sounds of his lips and tongue on her tender flesh.

Her pussy was throbbing now, and the musky scent wafting up into her nostrils was more evidence of just how aroused she was. Goodstone noticed it too, and he quickly began undoing his belt and getting his pants off.

"I want you right now, I want to fuck that hot little pussy of yours," Goodstone panted with more authority in his voice than he had previously displayed.

"Ooooooooo, Mr. Goodstone, I like it when you talk that way!" Cammie exclaimed.

"Call me Greg, we're supposed to be on a first-name basis, right?" Goodstone said. "Especially now that I'm going to give you this."

Cammie looked down and saw Goodstone's cock was out and pointing straight ahead. It wasn't the biggest cock she'd ever seen. Certainly nothing like the men she'd had in Chicago. But it was red and hard and throbbing and so warm and smooth to the touch when she reached down and wrapped her hands around it.

"This old man can still get it up, especially in the presence of the most gorgeous woman he's ever been in the company of," Goodstone said proudly.

"I see that," Cammie said approvingly. "You have such an incredible cock," she said, letting out another white lie that Goodstone ate right up. "I can't wait to feel it in me."

"Take off your panties," Goodstone said. "I want to see you, all of you."

Cammie smiled and released his cock, then turned around so her ass was facing him. She bent over and slowly pulled her panties down, wiggling her naked behind as she slid them down her legs. She looked back to see Goodstone holding his cock in one hand and slowly stroking himself as he stared at her bottom.

"You like that...Greg?"

"Oh yes, so much," he panted.

She reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them so he could get a good view of her pussy lips.

"How about that?" she cooed as she looked back at him. "Do you like that?"

Goodstone didn't say anything coherent but Cammie heard a wet, husky groan come from his throat. She laughed softly, naughtily.

"I guess you do like that!"

"I have something you might like," Goodstone said after regaining his composure.

"I see that," Cammie said, gesturing toward his cock.

Goodstone laughed. "Well, yes, that, but something else, too....don't move a muscle, Miss Dryden...Cammie."

Intrigued, she watched as Goodstone -- who was naked except for his black socks and his unbuttoned shirt -- scurried over to a small table sitting next to an antique leather chair. He pulled open a drawer, and pulled a small object out.

"Come over here, come sit down," he beckoned.

Cammie obliged, sitting in the leather chair, her hands on her lap and thighs pressed together coquettishly.

"Like this?" she mewed.

"You are so fucking sexy, you little minx!"

Cammie laughed. She couldn't recall ever having been called a "minx" before. It was so old-school. But she wasn't going to tell him that.

With a grin and a flourish Goodstone opened his hand and revealed what he'd taken out of the drawer. It was a mini purple vibrating dildo that he switched on and let buzz and dance on his palm.

"Ta-daaa!" he exclaimed.

Cammie drew her hands to her mouth in mock-astonishment. Goodstone was clearly pleased with himself, so she decided to play along. There were worse things, she thought, gazing at the sex toy and wondering what he was going to do with it.

"Now where did you get that?!" Cammie said.

"Oh, I'm just full of surprises, just you wait and see."

"Oooooo, I like surprises."

She smiled at Goodstone and batted her eyelids in a come-hither manner. Slowly, she parted her thighs and slid her hand down to her closely shaven muff, scissoring her soaked labia and spreading it for Goodstone so he could get a nice view of her glistening pink pussy. She curled and uncurled her other index finger to beckon Goodstone closer.

Goodstone glided over to the chair and set the dildo down on the leather next to Cammie's thigh. He sank to his knees in front of her, his head going directly to her chest again as he sucked on her nipples and squeezed her breasts together with his hands as she pushed them up into his face.

"You like those, don't you?

"Mmmm yes, they're glorious," Goodstone said, his voice muffled by her ample globes.

He sucked and licked her hard buds more fervently, sending tiny jolts of pleasure shooting all through her tits and down her body as her finger lightly stroked her hood. Cammie started whimpering and moaning, writhing around on the chair as Goodstone took his time delighting in her breasts.

"Oh yessssssss...," she moaned, "suck on them...sooooooooo good...."

"Ohh Miss Dryden, Miss Dryden, how I've longed to do this," Goodstone panted.

Cammie let out a pleasured sigh as his mouth finally left her bosom and started traveling down her tummy with little kisses. Cammie drew in a sharp breath as his lips and tongue went lower and lower.

"Ohhhhhh God, mmmmmmmm, what are you going to do to meeeeee?" she moaned.

Goodstone chuckled as he reached over and grabbed the dildo. Cammie giggled and wiggled with excitement in the chair when she heard the buzz again.

His face was close to her crotch. "Mmmm, I can smell you and feel your heat and I can almost taste your delicious pussy," Goodstone said as he dragged the vibrating dildo along Cammie's tender inner thigh.

"Mmmmmmmmmm, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh....," she moaned a little louder.

She lifted her foot up to his crotch and gently massaged Goodstone's balls and hot, pulsing cock as his tongue teased her pussy lips.

"Ohhhh goooooood lick me, please lick me," Cammie panted.

"With pleasure," Goodstone growled, burying his mouth into her pink flesh and sucking and licking. Cammie groaned and pushed her hips forward, shoving her pussy against his lips and tongue as she grabbed onto his hair.

"You taste exquisite, my dear," he said as Cammie squirmed in the leather chair and spread her legs wider.

She let out a squeal as she felt the vibrator pressing against her clit. Goodstone slowly moved it back and forth on her engorged nub as he began sliding his tongue in and out of her opening.

"Ohhh fuck, ohhh yes, ohhhh yes, yes, just like that, oh my God it feels too good!!"

"You're so beautiful, so perfect, a goddess," Goodstone murmured into her slit as he tongue-fucked her harder and faster.

Cammie's entire pussy felt like it was on fire, the most delectable kind of fire. Already she felt her juices flowing freely and the sharp pre-orgasmic rumbling deep within her core.

Her moans and groans got louder as she thrashed around in the chair under Goodstone's expert tongue and the buzzing pleasure tool working on her clit. Goodstone was sucking her soaked pussy into his mouth now, lapping up and gulping down her nectar and letting it coat his chin, as if he really had a choice.

It surely wasn't a game anymore.

Cammie was consumed by lust and pleasure, not caring a whit about any proposals or career advancement or "company girl" obligations. All that mattered was the here and now of Goodstone's mouth and hands lifting her to uncharted galaxies.

It had been a little while since her last sexual encounter, and now that she was connected again to that primal, carnal urge that lived within her, still as strong as ever, she felt like a ravenous animal that needed to feed on this ecstasy until she was satiated.

"Ohhhh...OHHHHH.....OHHHH YES, YES!!" she began to shriek, feeling her climax rushing to the surface. Sensing her imminent explosion, Goodstone slid the purple dildo inside her pussy as he pressed his tongue hard against her clit and swirled it around.

Cammie clutched Goodstone's hair and let out gasping holler as her body tensed up. The muscles in her abdomen and thighs rippled, then she detonated with the force of the orgasm roiling her molten pussy.

"OHHHH FUCK I'M CUMMING SO GOOD!!!" she screamed, her body convulsing with pleasure as Goodstone drank down the pussy cream gushing from her enraptured folds.

The waves of euphoria were still coming and Cammie was still trembling, her pussy still spasming, as she pulled Goodstone's head up to hers and they kissed hard and feverishly.

"Fuck me!" Cammie panted as their mouths mashed together. She wrapped her legs around Goodstone's waist and pushed her mound toward his throbbing erection.

"Put your hard cock in me and fuck me, I need it inside me now!!" she begged, reaching down and taking his dick in her hand and stroking it against her bush.

Goodstone was in his own state of ecstasy now, enshrouded in a cloud of desire and excitement at the fact that he was about to fuck the beautiful Cammie Dryden. He was about to make his long-standing fantasy come true at last. He was trembling now as he looked down at his hard cock against Cammie's pussy, his shaft sliding around slick pink flesh that hungered for his entry.

He reached down and grabbed Cammie's tits, kneading and caressing them as he continued to lubricate his cock with her pussy juices.

"Please!" Cammie uttered in a desperate whisper. Her hands grabbed onto Goodstone's ass and pulled him to her as she spread her pussy wide for him. "Please...fuck me! Please fuck me!!"

Goodstone couldn't take it any more. He plunged his cock into Cammie with a loud groan. Her loud, long moan filled the room as Goodstone's cock slid all the way in with ease.

"Oh my...ohhhh....unnghhhhhh," Goodstone grunted as Cammie's tight pussy walls swallowed his prick.

Immediately, Goodstone started driving his cock in and out of Cammie's pussy like a man possessed. His hands still gripped her tits, and Cammie felt the full force of Goodstone's desire as he took her hard and fast, exactly how she wanted it in that moment.

She loved Goodstone's magnetism, and she marveled at his sinewy body and his vigor. He seemed at least twenty years younger as he moved in her with his surprisingly potent manhood.

Duncan, with all of his charms and sexual gusto, was nowhere in Goodstone's league, that was for sure.

Older men where were it was at, as long as their equipment was in good working order, Cammie thought. And Goodstone was giving it to her as good as she'd ever gotten.

"YES, YES! FUCKING POUND ME, FUCK MY PUSSY!!" Cammie screamed as their sweaty bodies slammed together, her ears filled with the wet slapping sounds of Goodstone's cock and balls pummeling her dripping hole.

Goodstone's lips were on hers again as he pumped in and out of her, their tongues hungrily mashing together, her screams and his groans disappearing into each other's mouth. He drove his cock deep inside Cammie's pussy and held it there, and their hips gyrated slowly and intensely as he pressed into her, their bodies locked together.

Cammie felt his hard cock throbbing in her, and Goodstone felt her pussy walls pulsating.

"Ohhhhhhhhh my fucking God!!" Cammie gasped, while Goodstone could only groan.

They looked into each other's eyes, knowing they were both getting close.

Cammie felt another climactic surge flowing through her, this one somehow more powerful than the first.

"I'm almost there, ohhh fuck, I want you to cum with me, I want you to cum with me!" she panted.

Goodstone shuddered, his eyes rolling back into his head. He started pumping Cammie again hard as the sharp sensation of his hot fluid barreling down his shaft took over his very existence.

"I'm gonna...ohhh, I'M GONNA CUM," he gurgled loudly as his cock rammed into Cammie's pussy just as she quivered and then exploded again.

"YESSSSSSSSSSSSS!!" she screamed as every limb wrapped around Goodstone's body and held on frantically as he unloaded one huge shot of cum after another deep in her pussy, flooding her hole with more jism than either he or she thought he had in him.

"UNNGHHHHHH!!" he hollered as his spunk continued to flow into Cammie. Their bodies thrashed together in utter jubilation.

It was many minutes before they both caught their breaths or surrendered their tight embrace on the chair.

They kissed tenderly as Goodstone massaged Cammie's breasts.

"You really like them, don't you?" she giggled.

"I suppose I'm a tad obsessed," Goodstone replied. "I'm sorry."

"Don't be, I love it! I'm glad my body makes you happy."

"Miss Dryden...Cammie...your body is a gift from the gods. As is the rest of you. You are truly a special woman."

"Awww, say it again, say it again!" Cammie laughed.

"I'll say it as many times as you like."

"It's okay. You sure know how to make a girl feel good."

Cammie felt so relaxed. While she had harbored some regrets about what had happened in Duncan's suite, this felt different.

Even if it was all part of some game, she felt genuine affection flowing from Goodstone as he held her and nuzzled her neck. It felt good to be so close to him. Safe. Perhaps it was his age. Their age difference.

Cammie was learning so much about herself, about what she liked, and what she needed. Maybe an older man like Goodstone was perfect for her.

"Well," Goodstone said after a while, "I must admit something to you."

"What's that?" Cammie said, feeling her pulse suddenly quicken.

"As much as I wanted that to happen, as much as I'd fantasized about it and as much as I enjoyed that it did, I never really thought it would happen. I never thought that such a beautiful young woman as you would accept the clumsy advances of an old bag of bones like myself, and--"

"No!" Cammie exclaimed. "I don't think of you like that at all! I'm glad you did, I'm really glad that happened. I wanted it to."

Goodstone smiled. "That's nice, that makes me truly happy. I just couldn't help myself once you were in my presence."

"Well, that makes two of us," Cammie said, kissing Goodstone gently on his forehead.

"And once Duncan told me about--"

"That probably shouldn't have happened," Cammie said quickly. "In fact, it definitely shouldn't have happened. I was in a weird space that night, and...."

"My dear, you don't have to explain. Duncan's also got quite a history, as his wife can certainly attest."

"So I've heard."

"Oh, you heard about some of that?"

"I did."

"Well, I didn't let Duncan get too far with the details, if that makes you feel any better. He started talking to me about it. But in my opinion, a gentleman does not kiss and tell."

Cammie grinned. "Well, that's why you have class and grace and Duncan does not."

"Careful, Miss Dryden, he is your boss," Goodstone admonished.

"Oh," Cammie said, slightly taken aback. "I'm sorry, I--"

"I'm joking," Goodstone laughed. "I'm sorry, didn't mean to scare you. Duncan's an oaf. He doesn't deserve the attentions of a woman like you."

"Well, it's not going to happen again with him, that's for sure."

"Well that's certainly your business, Miss Dryden...I wouldn't dream of telling you who to screw or who not to screw."

"Oh...no?" Cammie said. "I thought maybe you were going to do just that...."

Goodstone looked at her with a puzzled expression, then his face softened.

"Ah, you've been talking to Miss Thompson!"

"You're very perceptive!"

"It helps to be, in my line of work. A successful businessman needs to be able to read minds."

"That's a pretty handy skill," Cammie said as she cuddled into Goodstone's body again. "Anyway, yeah, Kerri told me some things."

"I imagine she did. But I just want it to be very clear. The things that Miss Thompson does for this company, that's not what I had in mind for you."

"No?" Cammie said, sitting up again.

She'd been sure Goodstone was going to present her with a "company girl" proposal. What, then, could he possibly want her to do?


CHAPTER FOURTEEN: She Arrives

"I won't lie to you, Miss Dryden," Goodstone said. "My offer, well...it's in a slightly similar vein, I suppose. But not entirely. It's slightly unorthodox. It wouldn't involve multiple clients, as Miss Thompson's arrangement necessitates."

"I see...," said Cammie.

"In fact, it would involve just one man," Goodstone said. "And it may or may not involve matters of...the flesh."

"Okaaaay," Cammie said slowly.

Goodstone chuckled.

"I see that I'm confusing you slightly, Miss Dryden, and I apologize for that. A good businessman is also direct with his communications, and I've failed at that thus far. Although having a stunningly attractive naked woman in one's arms in front of a roaring fireplace after having mind-blowing sex could be used as an excuse. At least somewhat."

Cammie grinned and stroked Goodstone's shoulder. "You really are something," she laughed.

"Okay, so, let me lay it out for you," Goodstone said. "I'm talking about Trevor Bolton."

"The British guy?"

"You know Trevor Bolton?"

"Well no, other than the name and someone mentioning that he reminded them of James Bond."

"Which Bond?"

"Umm...," Cammie thought. "Not the first one, and not the newest one. The one before the newest one."

"Yes," Goodstone nodded. "I believe he's gotten that comparison more than a few times."

"So what about Trevor Bolton?" Cammie asked, stroking Goodstone's bare chest.

"I'm poised to bring Trevor Bolton into the company. To make him a full partner. He would be my second-in-command. We would open an office in Los Angeles, and he would run it. I've known Bolton for a number of years. His business acumen, particularly in Europe, is second to none, quite frankly. He'd be perfect."

"He sounds impressive."

"Yes, he is. And the business he would bring along with him to this company would be even more impressive. Invaluable. It would put us in a position to dominate the market. We would become the kind of company, the kind of corporation, they will be talking about in hushed, reverent tones one hundred years from now."

"Wow," Cammie said, "that's...something. Soooo, how do I fit into this great moment in history?"

"I can't tell if you're being sarcastic or not, Miss Dryden," Goodstone laughed.

"I wan't, I was just teasing. It sounds really great, I mean it. I just...it all seems so momentous so I can't imagine how someone like me would matter in this whole plan."

"That's the thing. Bolton...well, he's on the fence about my offer, so...."

"Ahhhh," Cammie nodded, "I'm starting to see the picture."

"Are you?"

"You want me to...seduce him. Spend a night...or two...or more...with him. Sweeten your offer, as it were. Right?"

"Not exactly, Miss Dryden. What Bolton wants is...an assistant."

"An assistant? So, what then...I'd work for him instead of Duncan? Out in L.A.?"

"Much more than just an executive assistant, Miss Dryden. He's a businessman, but he's also a man...and what he wants is sort of a partner. A female partner. An extremely attractive female partner who will be responsible for important aspects of the business during the day. And then, at night...perhaps be responsible for...you know, other things."

Cammie stared at Goodstone. "I...I don't even know what to say to that. Like...Bolton's sex slave?!"

"No, I don't think I would characterize it like that. Think of it more like...I'm searching for a proper analogy...maybe more like an arranged marriage? You wouldn't have to do anything you didn't want to do. I don't believe Bolton intends to demean or abuse you, or force you into anything."

"Well gee, that's good!" Cammie snorted, folding her arms defensively over her chest.

"Bolton is...an odd character, but he is a decent and honorable man," Goodstone said. "I can absolutely vouch for him in that respect. The way he explained it to me, he wants a woman he can be a true partner with. Both in the company, and in life. He wants it to be seamless. Someone he can work with, someone he can trust...intimately. Do you see what I mean?"

"I'm trying to."

"Trevor Bolton is a man of taste. And naturally, as a red-blooded man, he wants a woman who is as beautiful as she is talented and capable to share that partnership with. A woman like you, quite frankly."

"I'm flattered, but--"

"Miss Dryden, you wouldn't just be his executive assistant, like you are now for Duncan. You would be second-in-command of the Los Angeles office. You would immediately become one of the most powerful people in this company. This growing company. You would be a crucial decision-maker for the future of this company."

"Me?! How? I'm an executive assistant. I haven't been with this company even a year. And all of a sudden...this? I don't know the first thing about--"

"You're smart and you're capable and you're energetic," Goodstone said. "I see things in you I don't think even you see about yourself. Bolton would teach you the ropes. It's not hard. I think you have the instinct to do well in our business. In the business world."

"Why, because I fucked you and I fucked Duncan?"

"Miss Dryden!" Goodstone said, sounding angry for the first time.

"I'm sorry, but this...this is crazy...why else would this be happening?" Cammie replied softly.

"Look, Miss Dryden...Cammie...I'm not going to tell you that your being an incredibly beautiful woman isn't playing a part in this. And...well...your openness and enthusiasm in the, shall we say, passion department, well...I already had a fondness for you, as evidenced by me inviting you here tonight to present you with this proposal even before we made love. And I didn't know that we would actually make love tonight, as I have stated, though the fact that we did makes me feel even more affectionate toward you. I'm rambling now, aren't I?"

"A little bit," Cammie laughed. "I just don't--"

"Look, you're the right woman in the right place at the right time. Consider yourself fortunate, if you must, but I do believe we often make our own luck. And the fact that you are who you are plays a big part in this. I mean, Kerri is a fine-looking woman. But I would never in a million years consider her for something like this. You're special. You're perfect. I believe you're exactly the woman Bolton is looking for."

"Wow, I--"

"And look, Miss Dryden, I...we...we don't need your answer right at this very moment," Goodstone said, lightly stroking the top of Cammie's thigh.

"That's good," she laughed, "because...this is all crazy. This is something I need to process."

"I recognize that. And of course you need to meet Bolton. You need to spend time with him, to understand what you'd be getting into, so to speak."

"Well, duh!"

"Interestingly put, Miss Dryden," Goodstone laughed.

"Besides," he winked, "Bolton is a very handsome, physically fit, wealthy, cultured and a good man. He's quite a catch in any situation, take my word for it. After all, he does look like James Bond. Or...the second-most-recent James Bond."

Cammie smiled, though her mind was spinning.

"And may I also note," Goodstone said, "with your new position, should you take it, will come some immediate and very, very lucrative financial rewards. That includes a salary starting in the mid six-figures, as well as stock options and a company car of your choosing. And so forth."

"I see," Cammie said. "As long as I...you know...satisfy Bolton's requirements for the position. Right?"

"Well, again, that may prove to be of no concern to you. Especially if you and he, as they say, hit it off. And if you don't, it's not a big deal. You don't have to do it if you don't want to."

"But if I don't, then Bolton won't join the company and...you won't make history, right?"

"That's a very dramatic way of putting it," Goodstone laughed. "But I would then just have to scramble to find some other woman to fit the bill. And I guarantee she won't be as good a choice as you. I would prefer to go with the best option I have before me."

"It's good business, right?"

"Yes, in fact, it is. But it's more than just good business. It's life. From the sound of things, you seem to be at a bit of a crossroads."

Cammie couldn't deny the truth of that statement.

Her marriage was over. And for the first time in her life, she was free to go wherever life took her. Goodstone's offer was beyond tempting, she had to admit. A fresh start in a new city. More money than she'd ever had, which could mean true independence someday.

But at what cost?

"The thing is," Cammie said softly and slowly, "I want to improve my life on my terms. I don't think being some other man's plaything is--"

"Miss Dryden, with all due respect, get real," Goodstone interrupted.

"I don't mean to sound harsh, but we all make compromises and sacrifices. And as far as sacrifices go, this one is not exactly that harsh. Bolton is the kind of guy you'd probably date...or hell, even marry, anyway. You'll see when you meet him. When you spend time with him. It's not like he's some horrible ogre where you'd regret and despise every minute you spent with him."

"I really, really need to think about this," Cammie murmured.

"Of course you do! I would expect nothing less. He'll be in town for two weeks starting next week. I would like to introduce the two of you and, you know...see how it goes."

"All right, I guess," Cammie said.

If Bolton really was as fantastic as Goodstone was making him out to be, a man she'd happily fuck anyway, then the proposal really did seem to be a no-brainer.

Money, power, a potentially fulfilling career, sexual pleasure...all the things anyone in their right mind would want. And who knows, maybe even love, if it worked out that way.

Goodstone had likened it to an arranged marriage. For other cultures, that kind of arrangement had worked for hundreds, maybe even thousands, of years. And even if those marriages weren't love at first sight, you can certainly learn to love someone.

And, Cammie wagered, many of those relationships were probably longer-lasting, more genuine and more loving than the traditional way of doing things. Hell, she had done the traditional thing with Ritchie, and look where that had gotten her?

Maybe it was her cynicism talking, but Goodstone's proposal really did make sense. It seemed like a means to an end. And it didn't have to be forever.

"There's no pressure, Miss Dryden," Goodstone said, interrupting her thoughts. "We're all adults here, and you need to do what is right and best for you. I am merely offering you a career opportunity that could truly change your life. You're a sweet, wonderful, caring, intelligent and lovely woman, and you deserve such an opportunity."

"I have to say, this is the strangest after-sex conversation I've ever had in my life," Cammie muttered.

Goodstone laughed loudly. "Yes, I imagine so. But whatever happens, it feels so good to be here with you, even if it never happens again...."

"Why wouldn't it happen again?" Cammie grinned mischievously.

"Well," Goodstone said, "I didn't...I don't know...I didn't think you--"

"You were wonderful," Cammie said. "I wouldn't be opposed to, you know...."

She reached down and wrapped her fingers around Goodstone's soft cock, caressing it gently until it began to thicken in her hand.

"Ooooooo!" she exclaimed, a surprised smile on her face as she looked back up at Goodstone. "I didn't think you'd be ready for Round Two so soon!"

Goodstone leaned over and started fondling her breasts again. "How can I not get turned on again in the presence of such a gorgeous young woman."

The two began to kiss again. Cammie was so engrossed in the resumption of their passion that she failed to notice the middle-aged brunette who had opened the door and taken a few steps into the study, and was standing looking at their naked, intertwined bodies on the leather chair, with the purple dildo sitting nearby.

"Well, what have we here?!" the woman said loudly.

Startled, Cammie pulled her lips from Goodstone's and looked over at the woman, who was smiling broadly.

Mortified, Cammie looked around for something to cover her naked body, but she couldn't find a thing. It didn't matter, though. It was more than clear what was going on. The room smelled like sex.

She and Goodstone were busted.

"Hello, honey," Goodstone said rather nonchalantly.

Cammie turned and looked at him wide-eyed, then looked back at the woman.

"I was wondering if you'd get here before Miss Dryden left," Goodstone said to the woman.

The woman slowly walked over to the chair.

Cammie was terrified. She wanted to get out of the chair and run away, but she was rooted to the spot

Still smiling, the woman put her hand on Goodstone's shoulder.

"Hi there, Mrs. Dryden," she said. "I'm Sylvie. Sylvie Goodstone. My husband has told me so much about you over these past many months."

"It's Miss Dryden now, it appears...," Goodstone said to his wife. "She's freshly single again. But she's not letting it get her down."

"Oh?" Mrs. Goodstone said, raising an eyebrow. "Well, in any case, it's a pleasure to meet you, Miss Dryden," she said, extending her slender arm toward Cammie.

Her mouth agape, Cammie didn't know what else to do but reach out for the brunette's hand.

Mrs. Goodstone's eyes sparkled as she took Cammie's hand in hers. She squeezed it gently and lovingly as her gaze wandered down to Cammie's chest, then drifted along the rest of her nude curves.

"You're even more beautiful than Greg described," she murmured softly, appreciatively. "I'm glad you've come by tonight so we can all get better acquainted...."


CHAPTER FIFTEEN: And Then There Were Three

Cammie gazed back at Mrs. Goodstone, scarcely able to believe the woman was smiling at her rather than attacking her with the fireplace poker for catching her naked with her husband.

Goodstone's wife was wearing a black cocktail dress. Yet not for long as she unzipped it and let it fall from her willowy, tanned body, leaving her standing in front of Cammie clad only in a black bra, a black thong and black stiletto heels.

Cammie gulped. Her eyes couldn't help but rove up and down Mrs. Goodstone's body.

She had thought Goodstone's wife to be around fifty, but now that she was half-naked, she seemed to have the toned figure of a thirty-something woman.

A thirty-something woman with very expensive undergarments, Cammie noticed. And the healthy glow of someone who was probably just back from vacationing on a Greek isle.

"Ahhh, feels so good to get out my dress," Mrs. Goodstone cooed.

"How was the...what was it again, the hospital thing?" Goodstone asked his wife.

"That's right, dear. It was a fundraising banquet with one of those charity silent auctions. It was quite lovely. They were most appreciative of our donation this year, and everyone asked after you. I told them you had some...business to take care of this evening."

"And so I did, dear, so I did," Goodstone winked at his wife. Cammie looked back and forth at them in a state of confused disbelief.

"They had so many lovely things there, some things I wanted to bid on myself, but...nothing quite as lovely as what you've got sitting here, my dear," Mrs. Goodstone said as she grinned at Cammie, who returned a nervous smile.

Mrs. Goodstone ran her hands over her breasts, which were still encased in the pricy black fabric. She wasn't huge-chested, Cammie noticed, but her tits seemed exceptionally firm. Maybe she'd had some work done on them, or maybe she spent her days at the gym to keep in such good shape. Cammie hoped that twenty or twenty-five years from now, she still had such a body to die for.

But it wasn't just Mrs. Goodstone's body. She had dazzling facial features. High cheekbones, a small chin, a straight and perfect nose, alluring green eyes, and flawless skin.

She looked like a slightly older version of the trendy Eastern European models Cammie saw in all her fashion magazines. She even put Kerri to shame. Not that Mr. Goodstone was ugly, far from it, but this woman was simply out of his league.

Cammie was aware of the concept of the "trophy wife," but now she was seeing it up close and very, very personal.

"Soooo, I see you must have been having some fun with this," Mrs. Goodstone said, looking down at the dildo sitting on the chair.

"I'm jealous," she said as she reached down and picked it up. She looked right into Cammie's eyes again as she used the dildo to casually tease her nipples over her bra, then she brought it up to her tiny, perfect nostrils.

"Mmmmm, smells so sweet," she purred, biting her lower lip as she pushed her hip out a bit, posing seductively in front of Cammie just like a genuine supermodel would.  

Cammie's fear started to give way to another, more amorous feeling as her pussy began to tingle.

The intensity of the fucking Goodstone had just given her still had her in a horny state. Cammie couldn't deny that it felt good to again be tapped into her wild side. The side she had started to really explore in Chicago, but had eschewed in the days since being rebuffed by Alex. At least until tonight.

Goodstone's gorgeous, sexy wife standing right in front of Cammie and so obviously coming onto her felt like a welcome respite from her indecision over the Bolton proposal. There would be plenty of time to think that over. Later.

A buzz filled the study as Mrs. Goodstone switched the dildo on and ran it across the taut skin of her abdomen and inner thighs. She moved it extra slowly as she brought it across her crotch and over top of her thong. Her eyes were heavy lidded with lust.

"Mmmmmmmmm...," she sighed. "It's so nice to be home. Greg told me what he had in store. I really wanted to make it back here for the first go-around, but I just couldn't get away from my obligations this evening, and my husband just couldn't wait. But maybe now I can get in on the action?"

Cammie didn't know what to say. She just smiled as Goodstone got up and moved to another chair while his wife took his spot. She cupped Cammie's breasts and ran her hands all over Cammie's skin, playing with Cammie's hair as Cammie started caressing Mrs. Goodstone's arms and hips and thighs.

"Your hands feel so nice, so warm," Mrs. Goodstone moaned.

"Yours, too."

Mrs. Goodstone leaned in and pressed her lips against Cammie's. They began kissing tenderly, laughing softly as their tongues gently touched. Mrs. Goodstone lightly bit and pulled on Cammie's lower lip as their hands paid eager attention to each other's bodies.

Out of the corner of her eye, Cammie saw Goodstone watching the two of them, his hand on his hard cock as he slowly stroked it. Mrs. Goodstone noticed Cammie watching her husband and she, too, gazed in his direction with a loving smile on her face.

"You don't mind watching the two of us for a little while, do you, dear?" she said.

"Not at all," Goodstone said. "I'm rather enjoying the show."

"Is this all right for you?" Mrs. Goodstone said as she turned back to Cammie. "Do you mind my husband watching us?"

"No, I don't mind, I kind of like it," Cammie said. "It's, ummm, not the first time I've done something like this...."

Mrs. Goodstone let out a laugh.

"Ahh, so fresh-faced and yet so experienced!" she said. "I like that. I haven't done anything like this in...some time. I've missed a woman's touch."

Cammie responded by squeezing Mrs. Goodstone's breasts together as she leaned in and kissed the older woman again, this time with more passion and urgency.

Mrs. Goodstone responded with delight, stroking her thigh against Cammie's as they ratcheted up the intensity of their making out until both women were panting and exceptionally heated up.

Mrs. Goodstone pinched Cammie's hard nipples, rolling them between her fingers as Cammie moaned into the brunette's mouth. Cammie slid her hands to Mrs. Goodstone's back and undid her bra, then pulled it off and let it drop into her lap as she cupped her perky breasts in her hands. They felt natural and perfect.

"Wow," Cammie whispered, admiring Mrs. Goodstone's tits as she lightly fondled them. "Your body...it's...it's so incredible."

"I've been blessed with good genes and the best personal trainer money can buy," the older woman laughed. "Maybe one day I'll have to see about tightening myself up the surgical way, but hopefully that day is--"

Mrs. Goodstone words turned into a moan as Cammie's mouth slid down to her soft pink nipple and started sucking and pulling on it with her lips, making it stiffen in her mouth.

"Ohhhhh...mmmmmmm, that feels good," Mrs. Goodstone moaned.Cammie moved to her other nipple and did the same thing while her hands continued to caress and squeeze her breasts. Their bodies were pressed against one another's and slowly grinding together. Mrs. Goodstone's hands ran through Cammie's hair. Goodstone watched from a few feet away, leisurely jacking his cock, in no hurry to blow another load.

As much as Cammie had enjoyed Kerri's touch during her nascent sexual experience with another woman, this was on an entirely different level. Mrs. Goodstone's sheer presence, and the way she tasted and smelled, and the way she touched Cammie, had the younger woman's senses going into overdrive.

"Mmmmmm yes, Mrs. Goodstone," Cammie murmured as she felt the older woman's palms on her full breasts again.

"Please, call me Sylvie!" she laughed brightly. "We're all friends here...and much more."

Cammie smiled bashfully and kissed upward, savoring the top of her bosom, her delicate collarbone, the base of her neck and further up until their mouths were together once again.

"What an enchanting young thing you are," Mrs. Goodstone sighed as their lips broke. "It's been so long, too long. The whole time I was at that banquet I thought about this. I was hoping you would be as beautiful and wonderful as my husband's been saying you were. As soon as I laid eyes on you, I knew my expectations had been exceeded."

"Thank you, Mrs....Sylvie...I don't know what to say," Cammie said softly.

"Don't say anything, my dear, just lay back and let me taste you, let me taste all of you...."

Cammie moaned at the elder woman's words and leaned back in the chair as Mrs. Goodstone's mouth slowly and skillfully worked its way down Cammie's neck. Down the slope of her tits, her tongue flicking her nipples before licking the lowest curves of her breasts. The down her tummy as the brunette slid between Cammie's legs and lowered herself to her knees on the floor in front of the chair.

With one hand atop Mrs. Goodstone's head, gently guiding it down to where she was going, Cammie tipped her head back and closed her eyes, reveling in the sensation of the other woman's soft, wet mouth on her tender skin. She loved the attention she was getting from this experienced lovemaker, and she relished the sharp tingle between her legs with the knowledge of what was about to happen.

Mrs. Goodstone's fingertips lingered around Cammie's bellybutton as her mouth moved lower and lower. Cammie gasped and moaned, then glanced down again as the brunette's mouth reached the small, soft tuft of hair on her mound. She looked up into Cammie's eyes as her lips moved lower.

Another gasp, then a more strident moan, as Mrs. Goodstone's mouth reached the top of her pussy lips. Her tongue flicked across Cammie's hood while she brought her fingertips down to join in on the action.

"Ohhhhhhhhh.....myyyyyyyyy...Goddddddddd....," Cammie moaned low and strong.

"Mmmmmm darling," Mrs. Goodstone murmured. "So good, so wet, so sweet...so womanly."

Cammie suddenly remembered that Mr. Goodstone had just flooded her pussy with his spunk.

"Oh God, is...is it okay?" Cammie stammered. "I forgot that--"

Mrs. Goodstone cut her off by burying her face in Cammie's pussy and passionately sucking it into her mouth, making the rest of Cammie's words melt into a moan.

"Mmmmm, I love the taste of sex, the sex you just had," Mrs. Goodstone panted after a few moments. "It's so fucking hot."

Cammie moaned again as Mrs. Goodstone's tongue found her swollen clit and made small, tight circles on it. Her fingers teased gently at her glistening entrance, soaked with the brunette's saliva and the remnants of the juices from the hard fucking her husband had just given her.

"I hope you don't mind that I left you a little present," Mr. Goodstone said to his wife.

She let out a laugh as she pulled back momentarily from Cammie's pussy and turned to him. "Not so little," she grinned. "You really filled her up. I can't imagine you'd have anything left in there," she said, looking at his hard cock as he continued to stroke it.

"Well, we'll see...," he said.

"Now where was I?" Mrs. Goodstone said, looking up at Cammie again. Cammie parted her legs wider as Mrs. Goodstone dove back in, sliding her tongue inside Cammie's pussy and moving it in and out even better than her husband had done earlier in the evening.

"Ohhhhhh...ahhhhhhh...just like that, don't stop!" Cammie cried out.

Pleasure sparked and burned in her pussy as Mrs. Goodstone's tongue swirled all over her pink folds while her finger played with Cammie's clit. The deliciously warm feeling radiated down her trembling legs and up to her heaving breasts as she closed her eyes again.

"Ohhhhh...OHHHHHHH...oh fuck yes, YES!" Cammie shrieked as she thrashed around in the chair, her thighs wrapped around Mrs. Goodstone's head, her hips grinding against the woman's mouth.

Mrs. Goodstone reached under and grabbed Cammie's ass as she mashed her lips and tongue into the younger woman's throbbing, succulent pussy, letting the oozing nectar flow into her mouth and trickle down her throat.

"Dear, I do believe you're about to make Miss Dryden cum," Mr. Goodstone said as he pumped his cock harder.

He was right.

"YES!!! YES!!!" Cammie screamed as the surging orgasm slammed into her and nearly took her breath away.

Mrs. Goodstone tongued her all the way through her release, eliciting a second wave of extreme pleasure that nearly knocked Cammie unconscious. Even after the exquisite sharpness of the climax subsided, Cammie shivered and trembled with the ambrosial aftershocks.

Mrs. Goodstone started slowly kissing back up Cammie's body, but Cammie pulled her up to her and they kissed deeply, Cammie tasting her piquant self. he pure, unadulterated taste of sex was so intoxicating. The two women wrapped themselves in one another and held on tight.

"Lovely, so lovely, like two beautiful angels," Mr. Goodstone murmured as he watched them kissing and nuzzling each other, unhurriedly stroking his cock.

"It's my turn now," Cammie finally murmured, gently spinning Mrs. Goodstone until she was sitting back in the chair.

Now Cammie was the one whose mouth was wandering down the other's body to the promised land. The older woman's eyes sparkled again as she watched Cammie kiss her flat belly. She lifted her ass off the chair as Cammie deftly pulled off her thong.

Cammie inhaled sharply at the view, greedily breathing in the musky scent growing more pronounced the closer she moved to Mrs. Goodstone's closely cropped mound.

The brunette looked over at her husband with more lust in her eyes. Mr. Goodstone started stroke himself harder and faster as he looked at his wife's face, watching her with her mouth open with intense pleasure. A moan poured from her lips as Cammie buried her face between the older woman's legs and moved around enthusiastically, sucking Mrs. Goodstone's hot pussy into her mouth and lapping at her wetness.

"Ohhh my God, ohhhhhh my God, ohhhhhh...ohhhhhhh...ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!" Mrs. Goodstone moaned and squealed.

Cammie had never felt so consumed by carnal appetite as she used her fingers to spread Mrs. Goodstone's pink lips and expose more of her gorgeous pussy to caress with her tongue.

The older woman was moaning and quivering.

Cammie looked up at her face as she licked. Mrs. Goodstone's eyes were closed and her mouth was open and she was panting and moaning like a woman possessed. Cammie felt a thrill shoot through her just knowing she could make this gorgeous creature feel so good.

She reached up and fondled Mrs. Goodstone's breasts, pinching her nipples delicately at first, then harder as she responded favorably with a loud groan and pushed her pussy hard against Cammie's lapping tongue. 

"I can feel it, ohhh, I can feel it, I'm getting close...oh fuck you're getting me off so good!" Mrs. Goodstone moaned. "Ohhhh, ohh yes, ohhh here it comes, I'm gonna...ohhhh I'm gonna..."

"Make her cum, make my wife cum!" Mr. Goodstone exclaimed loudly, surprising Cammie a bit. She had been so focused on bringing Mrs. Goodstone to the edge of rapture and beyond that she'd forgotten he was even there.

Mrs. Goodstone's body tensed up, and then she let loose with a pleasured wail.

"OHHHHH YESSSSSSSSSS!!" she hollered as pussy juice squirted from her folds and into Cammie's mouth. Taken completely by surprise, Cammie gulped down the honeyed spurt as even more coated her chin and her cheek. She'd heard stories of women who did this when they came, but Cammie didn't really believe it was real, until now.

"YES, OH GOD, YESSSS!!" Mrs. Goodstone shouted again, still in the grips of her heavenly climax. Cammie lapped at her drenched pussy and thighs until the other woman's pleasured convulsions finally ceased. She slid down off the chair to the floor to kiss Cammie again and hold her in a passionate embrace.

"I can't just watch anymore, I need to get in on this," Mr. Goodstone said as he got up from his chair. He hurried over to his wife and started kissing her, then lifted her up, turned her around and bent her over while she gripped the armrests of the chair.

"Yes, honey, take my wet pussy, it's all for you," Mrs. Goodstone cooed as she wiggled her ass.

Cammie got on her knees next to Mrs. Goodstone and spread her ass cheeks so her husband could get a good look at her sopping hole.

"Take her, Mr. Goodstone, she wants it right there," Cammie said.

Cammie's pussy throbbed something fierce as Mr. Goodstone got behind his wife and guided his dark-red cock, which was thicker than ever as he squeezed it in his tight grip, toward her slit. The Goodstones both groaned as he plunged his tool all the way inside his wife's pussy. Cammie gasped with delight at the penetration, entranced by the motion as his cock pumped in and out of Mrs. Goodstone.

"Oh yeah, fuck me, fuck my pussy!" his wife moaned as Mr. Goodstone plowed her intimate pink flesh from behind.

"Take it, take it, FILL ME UP!!" Mrs. Goodstone screamed.

Cammie reached under and cupped Mrs. Goodstone's breasts, which were swaying to and fro from her husband's strong thrusts. The older woman turned her head to the side and Cammie slid up so they could kiss. Mrs. Goodstone moaned into Cammie's mouth while Mr. Goodstone grunted and increased the pace of his fucking.

"Ohh fuck, OHH FUCKKKK!!" Mrs. Goodstone cried out.

"Yeah, yeah?" Cammie smiled, egging her on. "Are you getting fucked good? Is that little tight pussy of yours getting fucked good?!"

"Oh God yeah, yeah, YEAH!!"

"I love watching you getting fucked, it's so hot!" Cammie said to her, caressing Mrs. Goodstone's ass and looking up at Mr. Goodstone.

"You're really going for it, are you going to fill her pussy up with cum like you filled my pussy?" Cammie said to him.

"Urgghhhhh...ohhhhhh!" was his only reply as he slammed into his wife even harder, driving her into the chair and making her ass shake with every potent thrust as Cammie smiled.

"That's it, FUCK THAT PUSSY! Fuck her dripping pussy! You can do it harder, come on!!"

"YES! YES! HARDER!! HARDER!!!" his wife screamed.

"I want to get a better look," Cammie said, getting down on her back and sliding between the couple's legs until her face was directly under Mrs. Goodstone's pussy. The vantage point provided the perfect view of Mr. Goodstone's shaft and his balls slamming into his wife's snatch, making her juices drip all over Cammie's face.

Holding onto Mrs. Goodstone's gyrating hips, Cammie lifted her tongue and licked Mr. Goodstone's nuts. Then she flicked his wife's clit as she groaned and screamed and he grunted with pleasure. The younger woman reached down and started furiously rubbing her own folds, wanting to cum along with them.

Cammie was in heaven watching Mr. Goodstone fuck his hot wife with reckless abandon, making her shudder and shriek. The three of them were caught up in a sexual frenzy that had them hurtling toward unhinged ecstasy.

"YES, YES! OHHH SHIT YES I'M CUMMING!!!!" Mrs. Goodstone screamed. The sight and sound of her pleasure pushed Cammie over the edge, and she cried out as orgasmic spasms took hold of her pussy.

"Ohhh yeah, here it COMES!" Mr. Goodstone shouted in a husky voice. His cock plunged deep into his wife's pussy as ropes of thick jism flooded her inner walls, just as he had done with Cammie.

The otherworldly erotic thrill of the moment engulfed all three of them as each thrashed and squirmed and shook through the divine climactic satisfaction.

Finally they all collapsed together in a naked, sweaty, panting heap on the rug.

Mr. Goodstone tenderly kissed his wife's shoulders and Cammie's arm as the two women played with strands of each other's hair as they cuddled in the afterglow, regaining their breath and coming back down to earth.

"My God," Mr. Goodstone murmured. "How in the world could I be so lucky to be with the two most beautiful women in the entire universe in the same night?!"

Mrs. Goodstone smiled and stroked her husband's cheek, then looked at Cammie with fondness in her eyes.

"That was...spectacular," the older woman murmured. "I can't remember the last time it was that good."

Cammie let out a happy sigh, not needing to say a word.

"Honey, you're going to have to invite Miss Dryden over here more often," she said to her husband. "Perhaps next time her husband could also...," she started to say, then her voice trailed off as she remembered what Mr. Goodstone had said earlier. Again, she looked at Cammie, who now had a cloudy expression cross her face.

"Oh my God, I'm so sorry, honey, I forgot about...well, you know."

"It's all right, I'm still getting used to it myself," Cammie said.

"Well, I'd love to set you up with one of the studs I know. Maybe get you another husband. Then maybe one day the four of us could go down to the islands together. There's a swinger's retreat we belong to down there, and we could--"

"Thanks, that's really sweet of you, but I think I prefer being single right now," Cammie interrupted, trying to be gracious and steadfast all at once.

"Dear, all in good time," Mr. Goodstone said to his wife. "We don't want to overwhelm the poor sweet girl. She's already got a lot to think about, you know, with the other thing I proposed to her."

"Of course, honey...I guess I just got ahead of myself, can you blame me after...what we just did?" Mrs. Goodstone beamed.

Cammie flashed a weak grin at her. Her thoughts were tumbling around her mind like crazy. She didn't want another husband. She hadn't even gotten rid of the first one yet Not officially, anyway. She didn't want a boyfriend, either. Not even Alex White.

Or maybe she did want Alex for more than...

Oh hell, she thought, I don't know what I want!

All Cammie knew was that she thoroughly enjoyed this little encounter with the Goodstones. She had discarded her doubts and inhibitions and went with it, and the rewards had been...exceptional.

It seemed to Cammie like it would be so much easier for a single woman to move through the world and take what she wanted, when she wanted, and to be open and available for any experience that came along. That seemed better than being obligated to someone else and their whims and needs and desires and demands.

Cammie longed to feel like the entirety of the world was before her and she could go anywhere, and do anything, with anyone.

But there were ties that bound her. There was her marriage to Ritchie, although that would only take some time and paperwork and legal fees to undo.

Trickier still was her emotional connection to Alex, who still somehow had a grip on her heart.

Cammie couldn't forget the first time they made love. Or the months of attraction and flirtation that preceded that night, even if it was the trenchant sting of betrayal that drove her into his arms. Or the easy and affectionate rapport they shared, which seemed to create a foundation on which wonderful things could be built.

No, all of that would be much harder to let go of, even if circumstances dictated they must.

And then there was the Bolton proposal, which she still was having a difficult time wrapping her head around, especially since she didn't yet know the full extent of what that would entail. She probably wouldn't know until she and Bolton got together in a week.

It was well past midnight when Cammie got back to Kerri's place. Kerri was still up, laying on the sofa watching TV. She bolted upright when Cammie walked through the front door.

"Hey!"

"Hey yourself," Cammie said. "God, I have a lot to tell you!"

"Well, me first," Kerri said. "Ready for this? I got a call from your husband."

Cammie looked at her dumbfounded. "Ritchie called you? How did he...how does he know I'm here? How did he get your number?"

"No idea. I guess he asked around, figured it out."

"Shit, I guess I underestimated him. What did he want."

"Take one guess."

"I have no idea."

"He said he's sorry, he's so sorry," Kerri said, rolling her eyes. "He said he's been texting you, trying to reach you, and you're not returning any of his messages."

"Oh, for fuck's sake...."

"He said he just wants another chance. That he's sick over what happened and he loves you and misses you and just wants to talk to you and blah blah blah blah blah."

"Whateverrrrrrr," Cammie growled as she got out of her outfit and put on a tank-top and pajama pants.

"Soooo...what happened tonight?!" Kerri asked excitedly as Cammie joined her on the sofa.

First, Cammie relayed all the intimate details of her tryst with the Goodstones. Kerri hung on her every word, interjecting a "holy shit," or a gasp and a "that's so hot...," after every other sentence.

"Well, that sounds like the Goodstone I've known up close and personal," Kerri laughed when Cammie finished. "But I never got with his wife, so, you got the extra sexy treatment!"

"I feel so special!" Cammie giggled. "It was amaaaaaaazing, I gotta say. Goodstone's got some spunk for his age!"

"Yes, yes he does," Kerri laughed. "And Mrs. Goodstone sounds like a freak!"

"Yeah, she's pretty wild, and soooooo hot. We'll be lucky if we look like her at her age."

"I'm surprised they didn't invite Charles the butler to join in!" Kerri said.

Cammie doubled over laughing.

"Ohhhhhhh my God that would have just been too much," Cammie said when she finally regained her composure. "Wait, did you...did you get with Charles the butler?!"

"Nahhh," Kerri smiled, shaking her head, "Not yet!"

They laughed some more at the thought of Kerri in the middle of a Charles-and-Goodstone sandwich.

Then Cammie dropped the Bolton proposal on Kerri. Her friend squealed and clapped her hands and gave Cammie a huge hug.

"Girl, that is fucking incredible, you are so in!" Kerri gushed. "You got it made!!"

Cammie's nervous smile gave away her reservations.

"You can't even possibly be thinking you're not going to take the offer?!" Kerri said.

"I mean, I--"

"Girl, have you ever seen Trevor Bolton?" Kerri interrupted. "He's ridiculously hot. I mean, like, movie star hot. And he wants to make you his partner??! That's, like, the ultimate!"

"Yeah, I guess," Cammie smiled sheepishly, "I just...I don't know what's expected of me in return. I mean, I get the feeling I do, and I'm not sure I--

"Whatever it is, and I mean whatever it is...short of him asking you to murder somebody...it's a small price to pay for what you're gonna get out of it."

"Wow, do you think he'll ask me to murder somebody?" Cammie giggled.

"No, I think he probably just wants you to fuck him on the regular, and so what? If someone offered me a boatload of cash and a position in the company as prominent and powerful as that, especially if I was just an assistant to some mid-level executive, and all I had to do was fuck Trevor fucking Bolton every now and then, I'd feel like I won the freaking lottery."

"I know you would. I mean, I'm basically the same," Cammie said softly. "It's just...."

"What, you don't want to move to L.A.? Too smoggy?"

"No...."

"Ohhhhhhh, wait," Kerri said. "I get it. It's Alex White, isn't it."

"No!" Cammie said. She immediately relented with a deep sigh. "Yes, it's Alex White. Lame, right?"

"Girl, you are so sprung! Look, I understand, but, let's be real. Alex ain't the only guy out there for you. And maybe you're only into him in, like, a rebound kind of way after what went down with your husband."

"Maybe...."

"Cammie, we talked about this," Kerri said. "You can't count on him. He's doing his thing with his ex. You gotta do your thing, for you. You can't just sit around waiting for him to come around. You can't give him that kind of emotional control."

"I know. You're right. I know. I wish I could just forget about him already!"

Cammie cried out, exasperated, and both women burst into laughter as they embraced.

"Look, I think this will help," Kerri said as she reached over, grabbed her cell phone and let her fingers dance across the screen.

"What are you doing?" Cammie asked.

"I'm gonna show you what Trevor Bolton looks like...just doing an image search...okay, here you go."

Kerri held up her phone and Cammie gazed at the screen. Her eyes widened.

"Holy shit, are you serious?!"

"Not bad, right?" Kerri grinned devilishly.

"Are you serious, is that really him?"

"Yep."

"He's...oh my God, he's insanely hot."

"Right?!" Kerri grinned.

"How is he not married or, like, dating some supermodel or some actress?"

"I don't know," Kerri said. "I think he was married. Or maybe he still is, but it's one of those deals. Who knows? I mean, Goodstone's married, and now you know how that situation works...."

"True," Cammie smiled coyly as she stared at the photograph on Kerri's phone. "Damn, if he's not a total piece of shit as a person, then...wow."

She looked up at Kerri again. "I mean, Ritchie is handsome and he makes me want to vomit."

"Girl, I'll bet every dollar and every stitch of clothing in my name, and trust me, that's a pretty nice sum, that Trevor Bolton is nothing like your husband."

Kerri took Cammie's hands in hers. "It's all going to work out and be so awesome for you, you'll see!"

"I know...I know it will," Cammie replied. She believed her friend was absolutely right about one thing. It wouldn't take much for a man to be better than her soon-to-be ex-husband.

But deep down, she knew it would take more than a hot photo to banish Alex from her thoughts for good.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN: Trevor

Cammie stood nervously in front of the door to the suite on the 36th floor of the Hotel Royale, decked out in the most expensive outfit she'd ever worn.

Her black cocktail dress was tiny, but it cost a fortune. Her shoes had cost five times as much. She'd spent half the day getting her hair, makeup and nails done. It was more time, effort and money than she'd spent for her wedding day, she thought, as a wry smile crossed her face.

But impressing Trevor Bolton was of paramount importance.

Which was crazy, because from what Goodstone had to say, it was Bolton who wanted her. He was the one who had to impress, not Cammie. But she wasn't going to take any chances, not with so much on the line. Their meeting could very well change the course of Cammie's life. Every ounce of her being was focused on that fact like a laser locking in on its target.

A bevy of pep talks from Kerri had pushed Cammie off the fence, convincing her that the Bolton proposal was the best thing for her right now.

It didn't have to be forever, Cammie thought. All she needed to do was to get a foothold in Los Angeles, learn the ins and outs of the company and its business, even if the ol' in-and-out with Bolton was part of the deal. She'd make plenty of contacts in the industry, and she could call her own shots soon enough, whether that meant jumping ship to one of the competitors or even starting her own company.

Or she could stay and bide her time and take over when the old guard like Goodstone and even Bolton were ready to step aside or hand off the reins.  

One thing seemed clear to Cammie. She wouldn't get anywhere in the company, or in this world, simply remaining as Duncan's executive assistant.

And a life with Alex wasn't an option.

It was just a pipe dream.

Cammie had come to terms with that over the past week. She hadn't seen him at the office. Alex had gone straight from the convention to a business trip to Arizona, she'd learned, and she wondered if he'd brought Rochelle along with him. He hadn't texted or called her. After a couple of days, Cammie gave up hope that he would.

It was over between her and Alex.

Though a sadness lingered over what might have been, especially after that magical night they shared together, a night she couldn't entirely erase from her mind, Cammie resolved to move forward.

She hoped that one day she could find another special connection with someone. A connection that could turn into love like a seed that was watered with affection and caring and respect until it bloomed.

But she couldn't just wait around for it to happen.

She had to live her life, and run through the doors that were opening for her.

Including the door she stood in front of. She took a deep breath to calm her nerves, then knocked lightly.

"Coming, just a moment," came a deep, British-accented voice.

The door opened. Cammie gasped as the most gorgeous slate blue eyes she'd ever seen were staring right at her.

"Good evening, Miss Dryden, I'm absolutely chuffed you're here."

Bolton really did look, and sound, like the second-most-recent James Bond.

He had a quiff hairstyle, still mostly dark but graying slightly at the temples for a more distinguished air. He had straight and strong nose. A rugged, sexily stubbled jaw. A cleft chin. He had the striking, chiseled features of a movie star, and his modern and impeccably tailored black suit, with a crisp white button-down shirt underneath, completed the look.

Cammie was shaken and stirred. She just stood in the hotel hallway for several seconds staring at Bolton, her lips slightly parted in spacey amazement, until he flashed a brilliant white smile.

"Well, I haven't had anyone look at me quite like that since I spelled 'prospicience' correctly in my primary school spelling bee," he deadpanned.

"I'm sorry, I...umm...."

"Please, won't you come in, Miss Dryden?" Bolton said as he stepped back from the open door and made a sweeping motion with his hand.

Cammie smiled bashfully as she walked into the suite. She picked up the subtle scent of sweet spice as she brushed past him.

Damn, he smells as good as he looks, she thought.

Bolton gently shut the door as Cammie wheeled around to face him.

"Miss Dryden, you look even more bewitching than before."

Cammie looked at him, puzzled.

"Before? I don't think we--"

"In Chicago," Bolton said, taking one very slow, tentative step toward her. "I saw you. At one of the presentations."

"I don't remember seeing you. I know I would have remembered."

"I was...on the fringes, and only for a moment."

"I see," Cammie said, crossing one ankle over the other and letting her purse dangle halfway to the floor.

"Please, sit down," Bolton said, gesturing toward the sofa. A bottle of champagne on ice and two glasses sat on a nearby table. "Would you like some bubbly?"

"Not just now, maybe in a bit," Cammie said as she sat. "I'm trying to keep a clear head for the moment."

"That's probably a good idea, we have much to talk about," Bolton said, sitting in a chair opposite her. "After I saw you, I made inquiries...to Goodstone. He told me who you were, and how...valued you are at the company."

"That was very kind of him."

"I couldn't stop thinking about you, Miss Dryden," Bolton said, leaning forward a bit.

"Well, that is very kind of you," Cammie smiled.

She could feel herself blushing. His eyes seemed to penetrate all of her outer layers, but the feeling was heavenly, not intrusive. She crossed one long, waxed, shapely leg over the other, watching Bolton's eyes follow her movement before flitting back up to her face.

The tip of his tongue quickly darted out and drew across his lower lip.

He had incredible lips, too, Cammie thought. They looked soft. She wondered what they tasted like. Vanilla or caramel, maybe. They looked like they would taste like that.

"So Goodstone explained to you the...," Bolton said before hesitating. "Are you sure you don't want a drink."

"I'm sure."

"All right. Well, Goodstone told you the situation I'm interested in?"

"Sort of. But maybe you can spell it out for me a little better?"

"It's fairly simple, Miss Dryden. Although to the average person, it may seem a bit...strange, I suppose."

"Let me be the judge of that," Cammie smiled.

Against all prudence she was falling under Bolton's charismatic spell. It wasn't like he'd done much of anything in the three or four minutes they'd been speaking. But it was his sheer presence. His aura. His charisma. The alluring resonance of his voice. The way the tiny muscles in his perfect face moved as he talked. All of it had her completely entranced.

"Put simply, I'm looking for a partner more than a colleague. Someone with whom I can formulate plans and strategies for business success, of course. But...it's so much more than that. Someone who I know intimately. Someone who knows me intimately...."

Bolton and Cammie stared at each other silently for several seconds.

"Intimately," Cammie said softly. "I see...."

"Do you, Miss Dryden? It's much deeper than the word suggests. I want to have a certain kind of connection with that partner. I need to have that connection. The kind you can't have when you part ways when the clock strikes five and reconvene at nine the next morning."

"You don't strike me as the nine-to-five type," Cammie smiled.

Bolton laughed brightly and leaned back in his chair.

"No...no...certainly not, it's just a figure of speech. I work much longer and harder than that."

"Longer and harder, sounds good," Cammie murmured.

Bolton's eyebrow raised slightly, but he didn't acknowledge Cammie's not-so-subtle flirtation.

"Miss Dryden, I want my partner and I to be able to read each other's minds. To know what the other is thinking before we even think it. To be together as one whether it's in the strategy room, in client meetings...or...in the bedroom."

"The bedroom?" Cammie said. "That is a rather unorthodox way of doing business."

"Is it?" Bolton said, leaning forward again. "I believe it's one of the best ways, perhaps the only way, to truly achieve greatness in the business world. To rise to the top."

"You've gotten pretty far already. Is this something you're in the habit of doing?"

Bolton was quiet for a moment.

"No," he said softly. "This is a new approach for me. But I know many exceptionally successful men, and women, who have pursued this type of...arrangement. I've spoken with them about it. To a person, they say it's taken them to the next level."

"I don't understand why you can't just be successful on your own?" Cammie said. "Why do you have to involve another person. Why can't you just do this yourself?"

"Because...I'm a human being," Bolton smiled. "Perhaps an odd one, to you, but human just the same. Not a robot. I have needs and desires, as all of us do. I need...companionship, certainly, but something much more than that, as I've explained. Two people united in all ways for a common goal. A goal that's far more achievable together and which tastes so much better when the victory is shared."

Cammie laughed as Bolton looked at her quizzically.

"Is something funny, Miss Dryden?"

"It's just...this sounds completely crazy, the way you put it. I mean, are you saying that the only way to achieve success is to have a business partner you're fucking and attached to the hip twenty-four-seven?"

"No, I'm not saying it's the only way. I'm saying I think it's the best way, in my opinion and in the opinion of others. I would like to try it and find out."

"But why me? I'm just an executive assistant, and from the sound of things you want to vault me close to the top of this whole company? I couldn't possibly be as qualified as, I dunno, a million other people!"

"I believe you're quite capable, Miss Dryden. You're a smart woman, with excellent intuition and poise that simply can't be taught. But that is the foundation for success. I believe I have it, and so do you. I know plenty of people with the theoretical and academic bona fides when it comes to business, but they don't have the intangibles it takes to close the deal. I possess those intangibles, and I believe you possess them, too.

The other things can be learned quite quickly and thoroughly, particularly with my guidance and tutelage," he continued. "And I suspect you will be able to hold your own in no time. So that's part of the 'why you,' but...."

Bolton's voice trailed off and he flashed that knee-weakening smile at Cammie again.

"I suppose you can think of it as you being the right woman in the right place at the right time. Once I first laid eyes on you in Chicago I...I thought you could be the one."

Cammie felt her insides beginning to melt. She returned Bolton's smile and rubbed her crossed legs together ever so slightly as she struggled to maintain a professional demeanor.

"And once I made inquiries, I learned that...well...I'm told you're very enthusiastic, adventurous...willing to take risks, slip out of your comfort zone, all for the greater good, even if that greater good is your ultimate personal satisfaction."

"Oh, is that what you learned?" Cammie said.

"Was I misinformed?"

"I don't know. I guess I...I guess I've changed the way I do things recently, and I think it's for the better."

"Well then, that's the kind of attitude I'm looking for. Also, and you will find I will always be truthful with you, you are an unconscionably beautiful woman. If I am going to enter into such an arrangement, well...I'm a man who desires the finest things life has to offer. You certainly fit that bill."

Cammie smiled and bit her lower lip. "Is that so?" she uttered.

"It is so," Bolton said. "And further, your adventurous streak would be especially advantageous because I have certain...needs."

"Oh yeah, like what?"

Bolton's gaze suddenly dropped to the floor, then back up to Cammie's face. In that moment she sensed...not quite embarrassment, but, something else.

Vulnerability.

"What is it?" she whispered.

"I...well...it's perhaps best if I show you. That is, if you're willing...."

"Willing to what?"

"Miss Dryden, do you...do you find me attractive?"

Cammie let out a surprised chuckle.

"What do you think?!"

"I wouldn't want to be presumptuous."

"Look, Trevor, I came here pretty much knowing what it is that you want, this arrangement you're seeking. It's a little weird, I guess. Actually, a lot weird. But I've learned a whole lot recently. You know, about how things really are in this world. About how people really are in this world. And about who I really am. I used to believe...not in fairy tales, necessarily, but...I was a lot more naive. And I was also lying to myself, denying to myself a part of myself that I've gotten to know lately. A part of myself that I really, really enjoy. Without shame."

Bolton nodded and smiled.

"Goodstone talked about compromises and sacrifices to get where you want to be, and I know now that he was right," Cammie continued. "Everybody does it, in big ways and small ways, every single day, whether it's love or business or something else. We all make choices, and those choices might seem disgusting or shallow or morally bankrupt to some, but not to others."

"You make it sound so...ugly," Bolton sighed. "It doesn't have to be, not at all."

"Well I know that," Cammie smiled. "I was getting to that."

She stood up and slowly walked over to Bolton's chair as their eyes remained fixed on one another.

"You...you are not much of a sacrifice," she said softly as she stood in front of Bolton and he rose from his chair. "I had to meet you first to know for sure, but...now I feel like...I...I...."

Bolton gently touched Cammie's chin and she tipped her head slightly, her eyes closing, as his lips moved toward hers. They kissed softly. Tenderly. Tentatively. His lips didn't taste like vanilla or caramel, but they were eminently delicious.

"Miss Dryden...like I said, I have...certain needs...," Bolton said haltingly once their mouths reluctantly separated. "Which you may find highly unpalatable. It may be a larger sacrifice than you know."

"What is it?" she whispered.

"It's best if I show you," Bolton said as he took her by the hands. "Come with me. I promise that if you find it objectionable, you can leave and you'll never have to see me again."

"All right," she said, her curiosity aroused as she let Bolton lead her to the bedroom.

Once inside, Bolton's eyes turned to a small black suitcase. He leaned down and unzipped it and flipped open the top. Cammie looked down and gulped. Inside was a leather whip, a ball-gag, a paddle, a feather tickler, handcuffs, and a satin mask, among other items utterly foreign to her.

She looked back up at Bolton with alarm in her eyes. She saw he had that vulnerable look again.

"You want to...you want to...use all of that...on me?" she asked timidly.

Bolton let out a chuckle.

"No, I want you to use them on me."


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN: A Decision

"I've...I never done anything like this before," Cammie said.

"Well, I suppose there's a first time for everything, right? Besides, I'm afraid it's the only way...."

"What do you mean...it's the only way you'll make me your partner?" Cammie replied, a defensive tone creeping into her voice.

"No, not...that's not what I meant," Bolton said, offering her a pacifying smile. "What I meant was...how shall I say this...."

"Just say it," Cammie said softly.

"What I meant was, it's the only way for me to...become aroused."

"Really?"

"Yes, really."

"How long has...it been this way for you?"

Bolton laughed wistfully.

"My whole life, Miss Dryden. Even if I didn't discover the key to success, as it were, until much, much later than I would have liked."

"Wow, that's...wow," Cammie said. "Are you sure it wasn't just the--"

"The caliber of women I've been with?" Bolton smirked, finishing her sentence for her.

"You've never been with me, have you?" Cammie said, stepping forward until she was so very close to Bolton again. She ran her fingers up and down his lapel.

"I mean...maybe I'm the real key to success," she smiled seductively.

"Perhaps," Bolton said, "but to be perfectly blunt, Miss Dryden, other women have tried and failed, and...."

He paused for a moment, looking over at the suitcase. "And others still were not interested in pursuing...this particular angle."

"Well, like you said earlier, you believe me to be the adventurous type...soooo, let's see what I can do, I guess," Cammie said as she stepped backward and slipped off her dress, letting it fall to the floor.

She stepped out of it and let Bolton's eyes wander down her body as she reached behind her and unhooked her bra and let that, too, fall to the floor. Cammie hooked her fingers into her panties and pulled them off, then took off her shoes. She stood naked in front of Bolton and spun around once.

"Do you like what you see?" she said, looking down at Bolton's crotch, hoping to see a bulge forming. There was none.

"You're beyond stunning, Miss Dryden, but I--"

"Shhhh...," she said, stepping forward again and pressing her finger against his lips. "Get undressed. Be naked with me."

Bolton did as instructed, quickly taking off all of his clothes and setting them on the bed until he stood in front of Cammie clad only in a pair of boxers. Gently cupping her breasts as she watched, Cammie drank in his body, which was muscular and toned as if he was a man half his age. He looked at her with that vulnerable expression again as he slid his boxers off and stood naked in front of her.

Cammie looked down at his penis, which dangled softly between his legs. It was neither small nor big, but it remained flaccid, even as she pinched and pulled her nipples, making them hard. She slid one hand down her tummy to the soft tuft above her tingling slit.

"Miss Dryden, while you are a celestial creature, the most beautiful--"

"I said shhhhhhhh...,"Cammie smiled again and kissed Bolton, sliding her tongue in his mouth as he took her in his arms and caressed her skin.

She reached down and took his cock in her hand, fondling it and playing with his balls. All to no avail.

Cammie began kissing down Bolton's neck, down his firm chest, along his flat abdomen, finally reaching his cock. She looked up at him as he looked down at her, his hands lightly on her shoulders. She stuck her tongue out and touched the tip of his penis, flicking her tongue across his head, then took all of it in her mouth, gently tugging at it with her lips and licking it until it was soaked with her saliva.

Still nothing.

"Miss Dryden," Bolton said softly, after a few minutes. "While I truly do enjoy watching you do that, and it is a valiant effort on your part, I think perhaps we might want to try it my way."

Nodding, Cammie got back up to her feet and kissed Bolton again.

"I'm sorry," he said as their lips broke, "I don't mean to disappoint you, I--"

"Please don't be sorry," Cammie replied softly. "Please. I want to make you feel good. Just show me how."

"Are you certain?" he said.

"Yes. I'm certain. I like...I like being with you. I like being close to you. We can do it the way you want and just see what happens."

"All right then," he said, reaching into the suitcase and pulling out a whip. He held it out to her and she took it from him, feeling its texture and weight in her hand. She struck him in the arm with it, but only barely. She giggled a little bit, then adopted a less jovial expression when she saw how seriously he was looking at her.

"You're going to have to do it a lot harder than that, I'm afraid," Bolton said. "Can you?"

"I'll give it a shot."

"You don't have to be afraid to...do it hard," he said as he bent over, his palms on the bed as he offered his small, firm, lily white ass up to Cammie. "Do it really hard. It's what I want. I--"

Before he could say another word, Cammie cracked the whip across his cheeks. He let out what could only be described as a squeal that surprised her. The white flesh started to turn pink where she hit him. She was surprised she'd done it so hard right off the bat. Still, he'd asked for it.

"Again," Bolton panted, wiggling his ass for Cammie. She hit him a second time. Then again, and again, as he demanded, each crack of the whip eliciting a grunt or a groan or another one of his strange squeals.

His ass turned red and welty. She ran her hand over his flesh. It was blazing hot.

Cammie couldn't believe this was happening. Never in a billion years would she have imagined she'd be whipping Trevor Bolton to get him off.

"More!" he cried out.

Cammie complied, watching him squirm with pleasure and listening to him grunt as she struck his behind with the whip over and over and over.

There was something about the way he delighted in the lashing that was turning Cammie on in a way that fully took her by surprise. She couldn't deny the fact that her pussy was throbbing and her juices were flowing as she gave Bolton the treatment he so desperately wanted and needed.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

"Ungghhhhhhh!" Bolton cried out, caught up in the ecstasy and the agony of the moment. "Yes, Miss Dryden, yes, give it to me just like that!!"

Bolton was really thrashing around now. Cammie took a peek between his legs, to see if the punishment was having any effect. Bolton's penis looked a bit bigger, maybe halfway erect.

"Grab the dildo," he moaned.

Cammie reached into the suitcase and fished around and pulled out a brown silicone dildo.

"No, the black one!"

She reached back into the case and pulled out a black dildo that was much larger than the first one.

"Lube it up. There's some lube in there."

Cammie found the lube. She knew precisely what Bolton wanted her to do with the dildo. Still, her hands trembled as she generously applied the lube.

"Now do it," Bolton whispered, reaching back and spreading his ass cheeks. She got behind him and rubbed the tip of the dildo against his opening.

"I'm scared, I don't want to hurt you," Cammie whispered.

"Please, give it to me," Bolton panted. "This isn't...how do you Americans say...this isn't my first rodeo."

"Okay...," Cammie said nervously as she inserted the head of the dildo into Bolton's rectum. He groaned loudly and backed up into it. Cammie pushed it in a couple of inches further.

"Fuck me, fuck me with it," he grunted.

Cammie did as he said, sliding the dildo in and out.

As Bolton groaned with the pleasure of the penetration, Cammie felt the heat of lust rising quickly inside her. She was shocked how much this was driving her wild.

"Fuck, that's so hot," she murmured.

"Yes, Miss Dryden, yes, YES, I'm there!!" Bolton cried out.

He stood back up and Cammie instinctively removed the dildo from his asshole. His cock was hard and huge, the veins bulging from his angry red shaft.

"Holy fucking shit!" Cammie gasped.

"Now you've done it, Miss Dryden!"

Cammie fell onto the bed on her back and spread her legs for Bolton, frantically rubbing her clit in front of him.

"You've got me so fucking horny, now it's your turn to give it to me," she moaned, scissoring her pussy with her fingers and spreading herself open, presenting her drenched hole to him.

"With pleasure, Miss Dryden."

Bolton grabbed Cammie's legs behind her knees and pushed them forward, then leaned in and plunged his giant cock into her, burying it deep in her pussy.

She cried out at the sensation of a cock bigger than she'd ever had before seemingly splitting her in two. Then she felt pleasure overtaking pain as her pussy stretched wider for him. He stroked in and out of her, the friction feeling so divine.

Cammie looked up at Bolton, whose eyes were fixed on her bouncing tits. She squeezed them together with her hands and smiled at him as he picked up the pace dramatically, her legs up on his shoulders as he pounded her into the bed.

"YES, YES, FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG COCK, FILL ME UP!!!" Cammie screamed as Bolton grunted and hammered her even harder, sweat pouring down his face.

Her pussy was on fire, with an orgasm building inside her that threatened to blow the roof off of the hotel. Cammie was in heaven, with this impossibly sexy, charismatic, powerful man giving her the fucking of a lifetime.

"OH FUUUCKKKK, YES!!" she hollered, rocking her hips into him.

She could feel his body shuddering as he fucked her. He had to be getting close. His eyes were closed as he groaned and slammed into her, and she wanted nothing more than to look deeply into his eyes as they came together. To feel close to him. To share this incredible moment as fully and completely as possible

Cammie got her wish as Bolton's eyes flew open.

She stared into his slate-blue pools and...

Nothing.

There was nothing but a strange, disconcerting emptiness.

It was as if she'd burrowed all the way to where his soul should be, and found nothing there.

She gasped, feeling herself flooded suddenly with incredible sadness. The climax to which she'd been speeding receding quickly, like the tides.

"I'M CUMMING!!" Bolton yelled and Cammie felt him unloading his seed deep inside her.

Pleasure had turned to something like repulsion. But not really knowing what to do, Cammie feigned her own pleasure as Bolton's hands gripped her thighs while he drained the last of his sperm in her.

After another minute he pulled himself out of her. Cammie rolled over onto her stomach, feeling like crying but doing her best to hold back.

"That was spectacular," Bolton murmured.

"Time for a hot shower," he said, "care to join me?"

"No, you go ahead, I just...need a moment, you know," Cammie said, forcing out a smile.

"All right then. If you change your mind, you know where I'll be."

As soon as she heard the shower turn on, she grabbed a pillow and buried her face in it as she began to sob.

She didn't understand what had just happened. How it had gone from weird to really hot to so, so wrong. All so quickly.

Maybe it was just all part of...his thing.

Or maybe it was the pressure of the situation. A pressure she had tried to bury deep, what with Goodstone and Kerri convincing her this was the right and smart and good thing to do. 

Maybe it really was only because it was their first time together, and so much was riding on it.

Maybe she'd seen something that really wasn't there, although Cammie hadn't seen or felt anything so cold or distant or upsetting as what she saw when she looked into Bolton's eyes in the height of bliss.

Not when she was with Alex, or Kerri. Hell, not even with Duncan, or the other men in Duncan's suite that night at the convention. Or that Evan guy the first night in Chicago.

And not with her husband, either.

Was she completely crazy? Was she overwhelmed by the intensity of what had just transpired, and what she'd need to do to fulfill Bolton's sexual demands?

The truth of "sacrifice" suddenly burned clear and strong in her mind.

Maybe things would get better with time if she entered into the arrangement with Bolton and moved to Los Angeles as his partner. But if they didn't, she would have to endure that horrible feeling over and over and over again.

Was it worth it?

"Ahhh, what a wonderful shower," Bolton said as he walked out of the bathroom naked, his penis hanging small again between his legs as he dried his hair with a towel.

"And what a wonderful woman, just as I'd hoped," he said, smiling at Cammie as she laid on the bed, wrapped in a sheet, her face wiped clear of tears.

"You really got me going there, like few other women have or have been willing to do," he said. "Usually they run away when they see my...implements. You're very brave. And very skillful. Everything I'm looking for, and more."

Cammie avoided looking into his eyes, afraid of what she might see again.

"Soooo," he said, sitting down on the edge of the bed. "Was that completely awful for you? Be honest."

He'd given Cammie an out.

She could just tell him how shaken and unsure she was. She could blame it all on the whip and the dildo and how that stuff just wasn't for her, rather than telling him the truth of what she had seen in his eyes.

And that would be that. The deal would be over.

Cammie continued to look away as thoughts raced through her mind.

No Los Angeles.

No high-powered position.

No fresh start.

She'd go back to the way things were.

Back to the office, where she'd have to see Alex, happily back together with his wife.

Back to Duncan, who after Chicago would now probably expect regular sexual favors from her.

Back to dodging her husband, who wasn't going to make divorcing him easy, and trying to find a new and affordable place to live, because she couldn't stay with Kerri forever.

It seemed so exhausting.

So exhausting, Cammie thought, that maybe, despite how much he had wronged and abused her, maybe in a moment of self-doubt and weakness she would even go back to Ritchie.

Isn't that what people almost always did in the end? Go back to the familiar, however painful?

Or maybe she was just destined for one secret sexual fling after another, just to dull the misery, not knowing if each experience would satisfy her urges or send her spiraling into crippling loneliness and regret. Maybe both.

Was that a better alternative?

Cammie shuddered, then turned and looked at Bolton.

She stared into his eyes.

They looked blue and gorgeous and warm and human again.

Had they always been? Had her fears played tricks on her?

He was waiting for an answer.

The words slowly came.

"I...it was...it's going to take some getting used to, but...I guess it's worth a try," she said.

Cammie took a deep breath and closed her eyes as Bolton leaned in and tenderly kissed her forehead.

"Welcome to your new life," he whispered.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN: Loose Ends

"He's coming, I just buzzed him in," Kerri said. "Quick, hide! Is your cell phone charged up?"

"Yeah, almost 100 percent," Cammie said as Kerri pushed her toward the bedroom closet.

"Good, be ready."

"Are you sure this is a good idea?" Cammie said as she stepped into the closet. "Who knows what he's capable of right now...."

"Don't worry, I can handle your husband," Kerri said, adjusting the belt of her silk robe -- the only thing she was wearing other than a conspiratorial smile.

"Hopefully after tonight it'll be over."

"I hope so," Cammie whispered.

"Okay, just be quiet, don't get caught!" Kerri said as she closed the closet door.

"Be right there!" she called out when she heard a knock at the door, then took a deep breath.

Ritchie had been texting, e-mailing and calling Cammie non-stop for the past few days. He had even called the office several times, which had her fuming and worried that he might somehow find out about Bolton and her impending move to Los Angeles and try to do something to stop it.

His communications alternated between lavish apologies and promises he would treat her like a princess from here on out, to vague threats should she go through with pursuing a divorce. He said that he would draw it out and make her life miserable, and that he had a high-powered lawyer at the ready who would make sure she got "screwed."

Cammie was surprised Ritchie hadn't already showed up at Kerri's place looking for her, since the tenor of his messages seemed to grow more desperate by the day.

She knew she'd have to face him eventually. She'd taken a huge chance going back to their house while Ritchie was at work. She was relieved to find that he hadn't changed the locks when she slipped her key in the door. She'd gone there in order to get some of her clothes, her jewelry, a small box of old photos and a few other cherished possessions. But given the legalities of divorce, she knew she'd have to deal with him face-to-face before departing for the West Coast.

At first she thought she'd arrange a meeting at a neutral site. Perhaps a lawyer's office. Then Kerri suggested a plan, and Cammie reluctantly agreed. She texted Ritchie and told him to come by so they could talk.

From inside the closet, Cammie strained to hear what was going on in the other room. She could make out Kerri telling Ritchie that she wasn't home from work yet, that she had a surprise late meeting and she probably wouldn't be back for at least a couple of hours. She could hear the irritation in her husband's voice, and his insistence that there probably was no such meeting but that Cammie was dodging him yet again.

"Well, why don't you come in, you can wait here for her," Kerri said. "Besides, I could use the help of a big, strong man like you. I need to move my bed and I just can't do it all by myself."

Cammie started to giggle and put her hand over her mouth as she peered through the slats in the closet.

"Nice bed," Ritchie said as he followed Kerri into the bedroom. "Seems awful big for just a little lady like you."

"Well, I like to be able to stretch out and roll around," Kerri said.

"I'll bet you do," Ritchie said. Cammie could see his eyes all over her ass and the rest of her body while Kerri's back was turned. She shook her head in disgust.

"Do you want something to drink?" Kerri said, turning around suddenly.

Ritchie stared at her cleavage for several seconds. "What?" he said finally, snapping out of his trance.

"A drink, do you want a drink?" Kerri smiled, placing her hands on her hips.

Ritchie licked his lips. "Sure, you got beer?"

"Sure, I'll get you a beer."

Kerri smiled as she brushed past Ritchie, his eyes closely following her as she sashayed out of the bedroom.

She's good, Cammie thought.

Cammie heard the pop of a bottle cap from the other room, and a moment later Kerri came back into the bedroom with a bottle of beer that she handed to Ritchie.

"Thanks, babe," he said, taking a long swig.

"Maybe you should save some of that for when you get all hot and sweaty....you know, from moving my bed."

Ritchie eyed her as he took another drink. "What, you don't have any more?"

"No, I have a few more in the fridge," Kerri grinned. "Just let me know if you want more."

"Yeah, I might want more," he said, his eyes going to her chest again.

Cammie wanted to retch. She didn't know how Kerri kept a straight face.

"So, where do you want the bed?" Ritchie said.

"I think I just want to move it over a couple of feet," Kerri said.

"What's wrong with where it is now?"

"Are you familiar with the term 'Feng shui'?" Kerri said.

"Feng who?"

It was all Cammie could do not to laugh loudly and give the whole thing away.

"Feng shui," Kerri continued. "It's how you place things, like furniture, in relation to one another in order to maintain harmony and good energy."

"Good energy...," Ritchie said, taking another swig until the bottle was empty. "You're one of those types, huh?" he muttered.

"Another?" Kerri smiled, gesturing toward his bottle.

"So...is Cammie seeing other guys?" Ritchie said. "Is that where she is tonight, out with some guy?"

"No, she said she had a meeting at work."

"Yeah...sure...a meeting," Ritchie snorted, setting the bottle down on the bedside table. "And here you are, all alone."

"Well, I'm used to it," Kerri said, adding with a theatrical sigh, "I'm pretty single these days."

"Well that's a shame," Ritchie said, making no effort whatsoever to hide the fact that his eyes were undressing Kerri and caressing her body.

"Seems like a waste that a beautiful woman like you...you know, isn't getting any."

"Yeah, well," Kerri laughed, "what can ya do?"

Ritchie laughed too as he took a small step toward her. "It's too bad I'm, you know, a married man."

"Yeah, it is too bad," Kerri purred, taking a small step toward him. "But you came here to see Cammie, your wife, right?"

"Yeah...right," Ritchie murmured. "But she's not here, she's out doing who knows what."

"She's in a work meeting."

"Yeah...right."

"She probably won't be back for a couple of hours...."

"You mentioned that," Ritchie said.

They were standing close together now. Cammie lifted her phone to the closet slats and pressed the video button.

"It's too bad...," Kerri started, gently pressing her hand against Ritchie's T-shirt and running it down his torso, toward his waist. "It's too bad you're not the kind of guy who wants to, you know, have a little fun right now. Since Cammie's not here and all."

"Trust me, I like to have fun," Ritchie said as he put his hands on Kerri's hips, over her silk robe.

Kerri slid her hand down to Ritchie's crotch and felt him getting hard.

"I bet we could have some real fun before she comes back, and she'd never be the wiser," she said softly, smiling as she massaged his cock over his jeans.

Ritchie leaned in to kiss Kerri, but she pulled away.

"Maybe we shouldn't," Kerri said. "Aren't you trying to fix things with her?"

"Don't worry about that."

"But this isn't right. Cammie is at work, and here I am putting the moves on her husband. What the hell is wrong with me?"

"What can I say?" Ritchie said, pulling Kerri close to him again, their faces just inches apart.

"You want me, and I want you, and like you said, Cammie won't be the wiser. I won't tell her if you won't."

"But...but I--"

Ritchie pressed his lips into Kerri's and started kissing her hard as his hands slid down to her bare legs, then they slid back up, hiking up her robe as he caressed her ass.

Out of the corner of her eye, Kerri glanced over at the closet.

Cammie felt sick to her stomach as she pointed the phone camera through the slats at her husband making his move on her friend.

Ritchie was utterly revolting.

The feeling taking hold of Cammie wasn't much different from when she saw him at the bar with the redhead weeks earlier. That time, she had been blindsided by the revelation that Ritchie was cheating on her. Now she expected it, and she despised his very being.

That didn't make it any easier to watch. Still, she needed to get a little bit more on video.

"What if she comes back?" Kerri panted as Ritchie undid her belt and ran his hands inside her robe, grabbing and squeezing her tits and playing with her hard nipples.

"Then we'd better make it quick," he said, moving his hand down between her legs and roughly massaging her clit.

"Easy there, tiger. You gotta get a girl nice and worked up before you go diving in there."

"We don't have much time, aren't you wet yet" Ritchie growled.

"Gettin' there, baby, gettin' there...."

Ritchie pulled Kerri's robe off of her and tossed it to the ground. He lifted her up and brought her over to the bed and set her down on her back.

"Maybe you just need to get a look at this," he said as he started to unbuckle his belt and unzip his pants.

"Mmmm, are you gonna get your cock out for me?" Kerri said loudly.

"That's right, baby," he said, pulling his pants down to reveal his boner.

"Ooooooo, is that huge thing all for me?" Kerri said, pretending to be impressed by his cock.

"Yeah, all for you, baby, you like it?"

"Ohhh yeah, are you gonna fuck me with that cock?" she said as she rubbed her pussy with her fingers.

"You know it," he grunted as he crawled onto the bed, his pants down around his ankles.

"But what about your wife? What if she comes home and catches you fucking me?!"

"Fuck that bitch. Let's do this before she fucking comes back. You wet enough yet, or am I gonna have to fuck that shit dry?"

Cammie's hands were shaking with anger as she held the camera aloft. She couldn't take much more of this, and she didn't want to put Kerri through any more.

"Almost there, baby, almost," Kerri said, glancing over at the closet again as Ritchie mounted her and positioned his cock at her opening.

Cammie pushed the closet door open and stealthily walked up to the bed. Her husband didn't even notice her.

"Get ready, baby, cause daddy's gonna give you this big cock," Ritchie said to Kerri.

"Oh yeah, is that what daddy's gonna do?" Cammie said loud and resolute.

Ritchie looked over at his wife, confused, as Kerri let out a laugh and pushed him off of her.

"What the...what the fuck is going on?" Ritchie spluttered, his face turning dark red as Cammie kept the phone camera trained on him.

"Smile, asshole, I got you! You and your sad little cock! Is this what you meant by treating me like a princess?!!"

Ritchie scowled at his wife as the reality of the situation dawned on him.

"That's right, fucker," Cammie yelled. "All on video! You can show that to your high-powered lawyer. You may not have gotten laid tonight, but you're the one who's fucking screwed now!"

"Give me that!" an enraged, purple-faced and sweating Ritchie blurted out as he reached out and tried to grab Cammie's cell phone. She yanked it away.

"Nope, sorry!" Cammie shouted.

"I'll fucking kill you, I'll kill both of you!" Ritchie screamed.

As he scrambled to get up from the bed, Cammie suddenly felt fear wash over her as she saw the maniacal look in his eyes, a look crazier than when he'd struck her in the face the last time she'd seen him. She knew instinctively that he was capable of following through on his threat.

Cammie wanted to run from the room, from the building, but she was frozen in place with fear.

This was it. It was all over. He was going to kill her.

But as Ritchie stood up and lunged for Cammie, he tripped on the pants still around his ankles and fell to the carpet.

As he tried to get up, Kerri stood over him, a snub-nosed .38 revolver in her hand.

"Don't move, you piece of shit!" Kerri screamed.

Cammie stared wide-eyed and trembling as her husband looked up at the barrel of the gun pointed at him. She felt like she was going to pass out.

"Okay, okay, don't fucking shoot me!" Ritchie said, lifting his hands up in a pleading gesture.

"Don't fucking try anything, I know how to fucking use this and I will not hesitate to blow your fucking head off!" Kerri shouted again.

Cammie felt her body flood with relief.

"Okay, okay, I'm not doin' shit!" Ritchie said. Both women could see he was shaking.

"Big man, big fucking man, huh, asshole?" Kerri said. "Now get up, real fucking slow, and pull up your pants before you piss and shit yourself all over my floor. Do it slow!!"

Ritchie did as he was told as he glowered at Kerri, then Cammie.

"Now get the fuck out of here, never come back again, and leave Cammie the fuck alone forever. Got it? You're done with her!"

Ritchie glared at the women, wiped his damp forehead with his sleeve, then turned and walked into the living room, Kerri close behind him with the gun still pointed at him.

"Fuck you," he spat at Cammie as he got to the door.

"You're a dumb fucking cunt. Too dumb to know all the bitches I fucked behind your back. Good fucking riddance."

And fuck you, too," he said as he turned to Kerri. "Both you bitches can go to hell."

"I've had more great fucking in the past two weeks than I ever had the whole time we were dating or married," Cammie said with fire in her eyes. "You're a pathetic excuse for a man and rotten in bed, and that will never change. Now leave, loser."

Ritchie clenched his fists, then glanced at the gun in Kerri's hands and thought the better of it as he pulled open the door and slammed it hard as he left.

Cammie stared at Kerri as her friend locked the door. Kerri lowered the gun. Cammie burst into tears as she fell into Kerri's arms, and the two held one another for what seemed like an eternity.

"Jesus, where did you get a fucking gun?" Cammie said finally.

"Babydoll, with the people and things I tend to get involved with, you better bet I'm gonna protect myself. You just never know in this world."

"I thought he was gonna kill me."

"Yeah," Kerri said, then smiled. "Girl, you really know how to pick 'em!"

Cammie laughed hard, more from relief than anything.

"I feel awful that he put his hands on you like that, I--"

"Don't worry about it," Kerri said. "The plan was my idea anyway, and that's how it had to go. Trust me, I've been in way worse situations."

"Do you think he'll come back?"

"Nahhh," said Kerri, gesturing toward the cell phone in Cammie's hand.

"I think he probably figures you're not worth the trouble, especially now that you've got some leverage. He won't like it, but he'll move on. In the end, he's really just a coward. That's what I saw in his eyes. Pure coward."

"Yeah...I don't even know how to thank you," Cammie said softly.

"Honey...honestly, what are friends for, right? But if it makes you feel better, you can just owe me one. I'll come visit you in L.A. and you can pick up the tab, and maybe your new British partner has an equally hot friend he can hook me up with."

"But what if he's into, you know, the same kind of thing as Bolton?"

"Hot!" Kerri grinned. "I'll make sure I bring along my collection of toys!"

Cammie smiled. She'd told her friend nearly everything. But not about the deadness she'd seen in Bolton's eyes. It was nagging at her, yet she kept it to herself.

If what Cammie had seen was real and true, it was just the cost of business, she decided.

The sacrifice was worth it.

Love was a luxury in this lifetime. And at least for the foreseeable future, it just wasn't in the cards for her.

And that was that.

There simply was no other way.


CHAPTER NINETEEN: Farewell Drinks

The next morning, Goodstone called Cammie with the news.

Bolton had come on board as  a partner in the company, thanks to the arrangement that Goodstone had brokered. The Englishman was eager to get the new Los Angeles office up and running. Bolton was cutting short his two-week visit, and Cammie was to be on a flight to L.A. the next day.

"Wow, that quick, huh?" Kerri said when Cammie got off the phone in a bit of a daze and told her what was happening.

"Yeah, it's...it's crazy, everything's moving so fast," Cammie replied. "But I guess it's good. No sense waiting around, second-guessing and third-guessing it. I need to just go."

"What's to second-guess, girl?! Go, go, go!"

Cammie smiled. "I know...Goodstone said I can take the day off to pack and stuff. I don't even know what I'm gonna do with my car."

"You can get it shipped out there," Kerri said. "But from the sound of things you're gonna be able to afford a new Mercedes pretty soon and you won't need that old piece of crap."

"True," Cammie laughed.

"I can ship out your other stuff," Kerri said.

"Thank you," Cammie said, hugging her friend. "There won't be much to send, though. I really just want to leave most of it behind, really break from the past and start fresh."

"Sounds like a good plan to me. You want some coffee?"

"Sure, sounds good."

As Kerri turned to go into the kitchen, Cammie's cell phone started to buzz with an incoming call. She looked down at the screen.

"Oh fuck," she murmured.

Kerri wheeled around. "What's wrong, what is it?"

"It's...it's Alex. He's calling."

They both stared at the phone as it rang a couple more times.

"What are you gonna do?" Kerri said.

Cammie didn't answer her.

Or the phone.

The buzzing stopped.

"That's the first he's tried to contact me since...in a long time," Cammie said.

"He must have found out you're outta here," Kerri said, her voice starting to rise. "Fuck that guy. He had his chance and he blew it! Now that you've got something so much better he's trying to get back in. What a fucking asshole!"

"Yeah," Cammie said softly, fondling the phone for a minute before she shoved it in her back pocket. "Yeah, you're right."

"I know I'm right, just forget about Alex," Kerri said. "He's part of the past you're breaking away from."

"Yeah, you're right," Cammie repeated a little more resolutely, smiling again.

"That's my girl!" Kerri beamed as she turned back toward the kitchen.

Cammie felt the phone buzzing in her back pocket.

"Goddammit...," she muttered.

"Ignore it!" Kerri called out as she went to make coffee.

"I know, I know..."

By late afternoon Cammie's bags were packed and there was nothing left to do except go out for farewell drinks with Kerri.

"Don't get me too messed up!" Cammie laughed to her friend as they left the apartment and headed out of the building. "My flight's early and I don't want to miss it, and I also don't want to be on a plane for that many hours with a hangover."

"Oh my God, that's the worst," Kerri said.

The sun was starting to set as they walked outside and started for the bar, just a few blocks away.

A cab pulled up to the sidewalk in front of them. Chatting away, neither woman paid much attention to it until the back passenger door flew open and a man jumped out and looked straight at Cammie.

It was Alex White.

"What the actual fuck?!" Kerri shouted as Cammie stood speechless.

Alex ignored Kerri and walked up to Cammie.

"I tried calling you," he said softly.

For a moment, Cammie felt herself pulled to him like a sailor to the siren's song, but then she took a step backward, crossed her arms over her chest and glared at him.

"I know," she snapped. "I didn't feel like talking to you. I don't...I...."

"Hey pal, let's go!" shouted the cabbie, who was standing next to the popped trunk.

"Don't move!" Alex said to Cammie as he ran back to the taxi. He pulled his luggage out of the trunk and fished some bills from his pocket.

"Let's go," Kerri said, grabbing Cammie by the arm and ushering her down the sidewalk. "You don't need to deal with this asshole."

"Wait, please!" Alex said, running up to them. "Please! Just give me a minute, okay?"

Cammie stopped in her tracks. Kerri looked at her. "Are you serious?" Kerri said. "Don't let him get under your skin like this!"

Cammie turned and looked into Alex's pleading eyes.

"You've got one minute," she said. "Talk fast."

"Privately?" Alex said, looking at Kerri, who rolled her eyes and walked ahead.

"Well that ate up ten of your seconds, so I hope it was worth it," Cammie said.

"Look, I...I fucked up," he said.

"Where's your wife?" Cammie said, her tone sharp as broken glass.

"She's not...look...I made a mistake, I don't know what I was thinking, it's just...we had history and she...I just...," Alex stammered.

"Your time's running out and you haven't said anything worth hearing yet."

"I couldn't stop thinking about you, I--"

"Are you fucking serious with this right now?" Cammie laughed with disgust. "Let me guess, she dumped your sorry ass and now you're crawling back to your Plan B, like I'm supposed to just--"

"No, I left her."

"Yeahhh, right!"

"I swear, Cammie, I swear it. Whatever I was thinking...with her...it was over practically before it started again. It was a mistake. I realized I was throwing away what really mattered to me. It was just a stupid moment of weakness. I'm sorry."

Cammie was silent as she stared at him, her mind a mish-mash of feelings and emotions.

"I'm a fucking idiot," Alex said. "I know I am, but I...I thought of our night together, and all the time before that, and our dumb little conversations that--"

"Our conversations are dumb?!"

"No, I just mean...they're silly, in a good way. I can't talk like that to anyone else. It just feels comfortable and good and right to be with you."

The words tumbled out of his mouth at a speed that matched Cammie's own blurred thoughts.

"That night we shared, it was special, we were so close, I felt...," Alex said, then paused. "I care for you so much. I feel so strongly for you. I want to be with you, because we had something and I want that. I want that so bad. I want to see where it could go. Where we could go...together."

His voice was a husky whisper. It was making Cammie weak at the knees. She'd wanted so badly to hear Alex say these things to her.

She was glad he didn't say the L-word. Saying it right now in this moment, however desperate he seemed, would only have cheapened it. What he said was genuine and sincere. It was too soon for them to be in love. And yet, the underpinning was there. Alex was right about how they were together, whether in bed or at breakfast. It felt good and right and true. Cammie couldn't deny it. And yet...

"You're just saying this because you know I'm leaving tomorrow, you just--"

"What do you mean you're leaving tomorrow?"

Cammie laughed, her voice full of indignation again. "Oh come on, don't act like you don't know!"

"What are you talking about?" Alex said, confusion in his face. "I literally came here straight from the airport, I just flew back from Phoenix, and I've got something I want to--"

"You're not lying to me? You don't know about L.A.? About Bolton? About the whole--"

"Wait," Alex said, putting his hands up in the air in a stop gesture. "Bolton? Trevor Bolton?"

"No, Michael Bolton," Cammie smirked. "Yes, Trevor Bolton."

"Shit, shit!" Alex said, pacing in a circle as he pressed his fingers to his temples.

"Cammie, come on, let's go!" Kerri shouted from up the sidewalk. "Don't let this asshole fuck with your head."

"Please!" Alex shouted at Kerri, then he turned and looked at Cammie.

"Please," he repeated more softly, "I know who Bolton is, I know what he is about, I--"

"Jealous much?!" Cammie grinned angrily, crossing her arms across her chest again.

"He made you promises?"

"Yep. And so did you."

Alex flashed a puzzled look at her. "What did I promise?"

Cammie's chin trembled and her eyes started to well with tears, but she tried to beat her emotions back.

"It's not what you said," Cammie whispered. "It's the way you looked at me. The way you touched me. The way you held me...that night. It's everything that led up to that. I'm not saying you promised to be with me forever or anything like that, but the way you were, you promised me without saying that...."

Cammie turned away as she began to choke up. Alex moved closer to her as she wiped away a tear that started to streak down her cheek.

"What?" he said softly.

"Just that you wouldn't hurt me," Cammie said. "You made me feel safe when everything was crashing down around me. I was confused, scared, unsure of myself. I still am. But I gave my heart to you. I didn't say anything, I just did, and I felt you take it and hold it and cherish it, even if you didn't say anything either. You had my heart...even if others had my body."

Alex stared at her bewildered at her last remark, but decided not to push it. "I didn't mean to hurt you, I'm a fucking idiot, and I...," he said, his voice trailing off as his eyes started to fill with tears.

"Alex, it's too late, okay?" Cammie said, touching his arm tenderly, more tenderly than she'd imagined she ever would when she saw him jump out of the taxi.

"It's too late," she said softly. "You should have come to your senses sooner. I believe you that you didn't get the memo. But Goodstone and Bolton have made me an offer that's too good to turn down. I just can't stay here anymore. I can't be in this place, where my marriage fell apart. I can't work here anymore. I can't work for Duncan anymore, just be a lowly assistant for the rest of my life. This is a huge opportunity for me. I've already made up my mind. I can't stay here, and I don't know if...."

She looked deep into Alex's eyes. "I just don't know if I can let you have my heart again."

"I won't hurt you again," Alex said, a tear falling from his eye. "I promise. I'm saying it this time. I promise."

"Dammit!" Cammie cried out. "Why are you fucking with my head like this?! I need to get out of this place, I need a new life!"

"Leave her alone!" Kerri shouted, hurrying back toward her friend. "Haven't you fucked with her enough?"

Alex ignored her. "Cammie, listen to me. I was going to call you earlier and talk to you, to tell you how I felt and to--

"Yeah, maybe you should have," Cammie snorted, shaking her head.

"--and to tell you something else. To tell you why I was in Arizona."

"Yeah, I heard you were on a trip with the wifey, is that when you had your little epiphany that you wanted to be with me instead?"

"Rochelle didn't come with me to Arizona. I left her back in Chicago. I was meeting with the Glatson Group."

"Who?"

"The Glatson Group. They operate a bunch of high-end restaurants in the Phoenix area. I grew up with Jim Glatson, you know, the celebrity chef? He's been on TV, he's--"

"What the hell are you talking about?" Cammie huffed, throwing her hands up in exasperation.

"Jim called me while we were in Chicago. They're looking to expand on the West Coast. They wanted to talk to me. Cammie, they offered me a job. A really good job."

"Well, good for you, I'm really, really happy for you."

"No, you don't understand," Alex said excitedly. "I told them about you. I told them you'd be perfect, too. They have a job for you. A public relations job. A really good one, like, you'd be the company spokesperson. Really high profile, way more money than you're making now, just...better.

"In fact, I told them it was a two-for-one deal," he continued. "I said that I wouldn't take the job unless they hired you, too."

Cammie stood speechless.

"Come on," Kerri said, tugging at her friend's arm. "He's feeding you a bunch of shit, he's desperate."

"No, listen, I'm serious!" Alex pleaded. "They want to meet with you, but it's all but a done deal, the job is yours."

"Wait, you were doing that, like, all last week, you were...trying to get me a job out in Arizona?"

"Yes! I'm sorry, I should have told you, I just...I thought once I came back I would, you know, just tell you everything. I didn't know you were leaving."

"This is insane," Cammie muttered. "So I'm just supposed to go out to Phoenix...with you...just like that. I suppose you want me to marry you, too?"

"No, no, we can get separate places to live, see where things go between us. Take it slow..."

Cammie laughed and shook her head.

"How do you know I even want some PR job? With a restaurant company? Who the fuck are you to speak for me, to get me some job I don't even know about, in some city I've never been to?"

"You just said you can't stay here, that they're giving you a great opportunity...well, this is an opportunity, too," Alex said, his voice cracking with passion. "To get the hell out of here, to start fresh, with a really good job. To get out of this horseshit company. It's toxic. Everyone's fucking everyone. I know what Goodstone is, and what Duncan is, and what Bolton is. I know how they are, what they do...what they expect...of the women that work for them. I'm not an idiot."

"Do you know what I've done?" Cammie said softly.

"I...well...I don't know, I heard a couple of things but I...."

"Are you fucking judging me?!"

"No, no! Not at all! I swear. Whatever you've done, that's your business. I just...if you want it, this is your chance to get out of all of that. And it's a chance for us. If you want it."

"Nobody made me do any of it," Cammie whispered. "I wanted to do it. I wanted it, I needed it. I fucking loved it."

"That's fine. That's not...I don't care about any of that. We've all done...things. I just know that I want you, I want to be with you, more than anything I've ever wanted in my life. I know that now. You're special. I want you in my life, and I want to make you happy."

Cammie felt his words pour into the empty places inside her, filling her up.

"I...I...," Cammie stammered, at a loss for words.

At a loss for what to do.

"I'm supposed to be on a plane in the morning...Bolton...they--"

"Do you love Bolton?"

"What?"

"Do you love Bolton?" Alex repeated softly.

"Do I...no, of course I don't love Bolton, it's just...."

Cammie put her hands to her head. She thought of Bolton's dead eyes.

"Goddammit!" she cried out, smacking Alex hard in the chest with both hands. "You're messing with me so bad! I don't know, I just don't know, I don't know...."

Cammie started to sob. Alex moved to hold her, but Kerri took her in her arms and glared at Alex.

"Look at her, she's a fucking mess because of you," Kerri snapped. "You can't just stand here on the sidewalk and drop all this shit on her and force her to decide. She'd given up on you."

"I know," Alex said as Cammie cried into her friend's shoulder.

"Cammie," he said softly. "Cammie."

Cammie lifted her head from Kerri's shoulder and looked at him through wet eyes.

"I'm sorry, I truly am, for putting you on the spot like this," he said. "It's not fair. And I'm sorry for hurting you. I mean it. I'll never hurt you again."

Again, Alex's voice dropped to a near whisper. "Whatever you choose to do, that will be the right decision. I'm going to leave you alone. I'm going to go home now. If you get on that plane tomorrow morning and go to Los Angeles, I'll understand. I hope you don't, but I'll understand if you do. I only want the best for you. I only want you to be happy."

"You should go now, okay?" Kerri said to Alex. "Let her figure it out for herself."

She turned to Cammie. "Do you still want to get drinks?"

Cammie shook her head. "Let's just go back to your place, okay?"

"That's fine, babydoll, we'll just chill there," Kerri said. "You have an early flight anyway."

Alex looked at the two women, then glanced down at the sidewalk. Cammie had never seen him look so sad. He looked up at her one final time, then turned around and hailed a cab and hopped inside as Kerri wrapped her arms around Cammie and led her back into the building. Cammie turned and watched Alex's cab speed off down the darkening street.

Once inside Kerri's place, Cammie collapsed onto the sofa, wiping away the last of her tears.

"The good thing is," Kerri said, "I have plenty of booze here, so we can have a little farewell party of our own.Vodka tonic work for you?"

Cammie nodded. "Coming right up, sweets," Kerri smiled.

A few moments later, Kerri returned with drinks in each hand, placing one in Cammie's trembling fingers as she sat down next to Cammie on the sofa.

They were silent for several minutes as they sipped their drinks.

Cammie stared into her glass, as if the ice cubes would give her the answer she was looking for.

Finally, she looked up, then over at Kerri.

Cammie's lips parted as if she wanted to speak, but no sound came out.

"So, babydoll...," Kerri said quietly. "What are you going to do?"


CHAPTER TWENTY: So Damn Lucky

Cammie squealed loudly and delightedly, hopping up and down, as Kerri popped into view at the airport gate. Kerri ran toward her and the two women hugged tightly.

"Oh my God, it's so good to see you!!" Cammie gushed.

"Holy shit, girl, it's been too long, let me look at you!" Kerri said as she stepped back, holding Cammie's hands as her admiring eyes moved up and down.

"Damn, babydoll, look at you, you're friggin' glowing! You look amazing!!"

Blushing, Cammie started to laugh. "You always knew how to make me feel good," she said.

"Looks like it's L.A. that's making you feel good," Kerri smiled. "Just look at that tan, and your hair, and oh my God your nails. You look like a million bucks!"

"Ehhhh," Cammie said, waving her hand, "just half a million."

"I can't believe it's been a year and a half since you left!" Kerri said.

"I can't believe it took you that long to come visit me! Was the flight okay?"

"It was fine," Kerri said. "And, well, you know how Goodstone is, he's always got something...or someone...for me to do!"

"Oh no you didn't!" Cammie said in mock horror. "You need to get your bags, right?"

"I mean, I could just leave them here and buy a whole bunch of new outfits for the week, but that seems really decadent," Kerri laughed.

"Okay," Cammie grinned, "you get your bags and I'll go get my car and bring it around and we can catch up on the drive to the restaurant. You are hungry, right?!"

"Girl, they didn't even give me a bag of peanuts on that flight. Air travel sucks anymore. Besides, way back when you said you were gonna pick up the tab when I finally came out here to see you, so I'm looking forward to the fanciest dinner I've had all year!"

Cammie laughed. "You're lucky I can afford it these days! Business is goooooood."

"I can't wait to hear all about it!"

"All right, come to the pick-up area when you have your bags and look for the brand-new white Mercedes convertible...."

"With some super hot chick at the wheel waiting to pick me up?" Kerri teased.

"Something like that."

A short time later they were on the road, Los Angeles International Airport in the rearview.

Kerri turned to her friend and smiled impishly. "Sooo, you're great, this car is great...but the bigger question, how is he these days?"

"He's good, really good...it's all going so much better than I ever thought it would. I feel so damn lucky."

"Do you ever wonder what would have happened if you'd gone the other route?"

"I used to, sometimes," Cammie admitted, "but not anymore."

"Right on, babydoll," Kerri said, settling into her seat and feeling the warm Southern California wind whip through her hair.

"I feel bad that I was kinda pushing you into the other thing."

"Were you, I barely remember!" Cammie laughed as she looked over at her friend.

"Oh whatever!"

"I'm sure James Bond found himself another leading lady somewhere," Cammie muttered.

"Maybe. All I know is that Goodstone's still pissed the partnership fell through when you ditched Bolton for Alex. He lost a lot of money on that one."

"I'm sure he'll manage just fine," Cammie said.

"Yeah...," Kerri said, "Mrs. Goodstone and I have managed to brighten his spirits every now and then."

"I'm sure you do!" Cammie laughed.

"So what's the deal? Are you permanent in L.A.?"

"Well, I'm here so much since Glatson opened his two new restaurants here a couple months ago, you know, I'm so busy with all the media campaigns I'm running and everything, that I've got my condo here. But I'm back and forth to our house in Phoenix all the time. It works out good, I don't mind it...and it's good for Alex and I to miss each other once in a while, you know? Make for good reunions!"

Kerri laughed. "Crazy how much things change in such a relatively short time, isn't it?"

"I know, I mean, look at where I was two years ago, right?"

"Speaking of which, whatever happened to--"

"Don't even say that asshole's name," Cammie growled.

Kerri laughed. "Yeah, sorry, fuck that guy. You think you'll ever get married again?"

"Not any time soon," Cammie said as she floored it on the freeway. "But, you know, if Alex asks, I wouldn't automatically say no."

"So wait, is he in town right now or is he in Phoenix?"

Cammie turned to Kerri and smiled. "He's here. I texted him, he's gonna meet us at the restaurant."

"Awesome!" Kerri said. "Sooo, can I ask you something?"

"Sure."

Are you guys, you know...exclusive?"

Cammie grinned broadly.

"Well, yeah, since we moved out here, outside of being with Alex I've been pretty tame, believe it or not."

She put her hand on Kerri's bare knee and bit her lower lip as she glanced devilishly at her friend.

"Buuuuut...I think tonight we can make room for one more…”

~ THE END ~
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