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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    Elaine's erotic ritual had begun. Spicy perfume, her favorite lingerie, and a pair of sexy fuck-me shoes were spread out on the silky bedspread. Alone in her bedroom, the lit candles illuminated the enticing adornments waiting to be layered on Elaine's gorgeous body. The long, floor length mirror reflected her nude, thirty-nine-year old physique, toned with captivating curves. Elaine admired her shapely legs with black-seamed stockings rolled on to her taut thighs, fit from all the years she'd spent walking up and down aisles in heels. Unlike other flight attendants who chose comfort over style, she didn't wear flats, no matter how bad her legs ached at the end of a flight. Giving the passengers a little thrill as she passed their seats, flexing sleek calves under sheer stockings, excited her. With a body like hers, turning forty wasn't so daunting.  
 
    Mood shifted from methodical to sultry with the anticipation of a titillating afternoon with the dashing Michael, Elaine sprayed perfume on her skin—a special scent he'd bought for her in Rome. Michael liked to spoil Elaine on their international layovers with little symbols of their ongoing work affair, buying her gifts not meant to be shared with anyone but him.  
 
    He was routinely late for their surreptitious meetings, but Michael promised he'd be punctual, knowing Elaine had arranged a naughty surprise for him. It was half past noon, and he hadn't called or left a message about his arrival time. The only message on her phone was from Ryan, her husband, and it went ignored.  
 
    Ryan was out of town on one of his frequent business meetings. He was a salesman for a high-tech company, and between his schedule and Elaine's constant travel itinerary, they hardly saw each other. He'd been out of town for two days, and was expected to be gone for another three. Elaine had meticulously designed a clandestine routine that flowed with Ryan's absences, so her affairs wouldn't suffer from lag time. It was a long-established pattern between Ryan and Elaine, and although she preferred to conduct her extramarital love life while out of the country, she left room for domestic connections, too.  
 
    He'd called her more frequently this particular business trip, which bothered Elaine. Ryan gave Elaine plenty of space, and wasn't one for checking up on her, or checking in. Her many affairs during their ten year marriage had been hidden well, and her potent ego refused to accept the notion that her secret life would ever be discovered. The last few trips Ryan took, his voice sounded different on the phone and it unnerved her. A trace of insecurity was detected in his normally confident tone, and she'd refused to buy into it. The chances of Ryan receiving truthful answers from Elaine was slim, and he'd learned to accept his wife for what she portrayed, and not for who she really was. 
 
    A sudden jolt of fear struck Elaine as she blew out the candles—a sensation completely out of the norm for her cool disposition—and she found herself dialing Ryan's number before her rational mind caught up with her impulsiveness.  
 
    “Hi honey,” Elaine said with a shake. “Is everything okay?” 
 
    Ryan's casual answer was expected and safe. “Yes, babe, why? Didn't you listen to my message?” 
 
    “No, I've been busy. I fly out tomorrow.” Elaine held the phone between her shoulder and ear, the fuck-me shoes fastened around her ankles. “You know how I get before an international flight.” 
 
    “Yes, I do. I wish we could see each other before you leave. I hate not being with you on your birthday.” Ryan was sincere, as always, dedicated to being her husband. “Is it a direct flight?” 
 
    “No. We stop in Vegas first and then New York before heading to Spain.” 
 
    “There's a chance I could meet you in Vegas. We could have a quick lunch at the airport depending on your schedule. It's only about an hour from my hotel.” His warmth was like a blanket, even over the phone, smothering Elaine. 
 
    “I wish.” A text chimed through. Elaine read Michael’s name and message of arrival on the screen. “We won't be on the ground that long.” 
 
    “Well, call me later. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, too.” And she meant it. She did love Ryan. Having a personal life outside of him, as she often referred to her extramarital activities, only made her love him more—or so she convinced herself. The call with Ryan ended, and Elaine tossed the phone onto the bed. It was time to disconnect and create marital distance. More importantly, it was time for her to finally reveal her special surprise to Michael. 
 
      
 
    He was just a fling—that's how Elaine classified Michael at the start of their affair—a one-night stand on a Tokyo layover—the city where he bought her the fuck-me shoes. He was an unmarried, hardcore romancer who played the seduction game like a blood sport, devouring his female flight crews in large quantities. Michael's sex drive was relentless, and it didn't matter to him where his affairs took place, as long as they were out of view from airport security or jealous husbands.  
 
    Decorated and respected as an elite commercial pilot for two decades, Michael was quite a catch, and yet no one had caught him, except for Elaine. The chemistry between them was unreal, stronger than her previous extra-marital flings, which had short life spans and fizzled quickly. Michael arranged for her to always crew his flights so they could spend layovers screwing in hotel suites. His constant pursuit of her pussy made the steamy situation seem inescapable and Michael had no intentions of letting Elaine go. “It'd take an act of God to stop me from having you,” Michael would tell her, and she'd giggle, loving his drive and dedication to their affair. 
 
      
 
    Elaine lived dual lives, defending her selfish behavior as a survival technique, and Michael was her insatiable equal. She'd thrived on the twisted thought that this affair might be the one Ryan uncovered. What fueled her flames wasn't a point of contemplation—it's just who she was and if Ryan suspected her, he certainly hadn't exhibited the will to dig into her inner motivations. Michael brought Elaine close to the edge of exposing her authentic self—too close. With Michael she was free—with Ryan, she was a habitually unfaithful wife.  
 
    Nothing was heard in the house beyond her heartbeat and the tap of the fuck-me heels on the marble floors as she went to greet Michael. His masculine outline showed through the etched glass doors, and she sensed his erection already in progress. Michael took a moment to gaze at Elaine, basking in the naughty glow of lingerie, with the door opened wide for any curious passerby to see. 
 
    “Gorgeous,” Michael smiled, patting the bulge in his pants. “Absolutely gorgeous.” 
 
    “Your surprise is waiting.” Elaine took Michael by the hand, and drew him to her. The door closed behind him without locking and neither bothered to secure the latch.  
 
    “You keep talking about this surprise.” His hands slid under Elaine's robe, and moved over her waist and hips. “Is this it? Your new lingerie? I like it.” 
 
    “The surprise is in the guest bedroom,” Elaine whispered, passion elevated by his touch.  
 
    “Really? What if we don't make it to the bedroom?” Ryan pressed her against the wall. “Will it spoil the surprise? I was going to take you standing right here.”  
 
    Her mouth brushed his, tempting a kiss. “Why don't you then?” 
 
    “Is there anyone else here?” Michael nibbled at the fabric blocking his mouth from the swell of her bosom. “It feels like we're not alone.” 
 
     “No, we're not. And you should at least say hello to her before your cock gets in me, don't you think?” Elaine moaned as Michael's gentle bites grew hungrier and more intense.  
 
    His hot mouth approached her nipple, “Her?” 
 
    “Yes, her.” 
 
    Elaine felt Michael's pulse skip with excitement. They'd teased each other with explicit talk about Tessa—the new hire Michael couldn't keep his eyes off of when she'd crewed on the last flight. Ryan never showed interest when Elaine suggested bringing a second female into their bedroom for a night or two. The last time Michael and Elaine were together, she mentioned the idea of a threesome and it made his cock swell inside her.  
 
    Michael held Elaine against the wall with his chest and rolled his protruding firmness on her damp opening. “And what are we going to do with her?” 
 
    “Everything.” Elaine kissed him, desperate for his taste. “The three of us can do whatever we want together for the rest of the day... and night.”  
 
    Michael struggled, restraining himself instead of unzipping his slacks, wanting to enter her right then, and groaned one more question. “You arranged it? And she's totally willing?”  
 
    Elaine's hands zoned in on his length, stroking the outline of his hardening shaft through his pants. “Very willing. I hope she's who you wanted.” 
 
    “You're who I want, Elaine. Every gorgeous, fucking inch of you,” he said, and kissed her madly. “I came here for you.” 
 
    “Yes, I know. But I want you to come for her, too.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hi, Michael. Were you two messing around while I napped?” Tessa's pretty young body clothed in a jersey cotton and lace baby-doll nightie was the perfect complement to Elaine's sophisticated sexiness. “I hope so, considering.” She pointed a dainty finger at Michael's crotch, and the wet spot to the side of his zipper. Her curled position on the bed, like a kitten waking from an afternoon nap, was playful and alluring.  
 
    Thrilled to see the young attendant, Michael's mouth curled with dirty intentions. “Good to see you, Tessa. Don't you look lovely? And yeah, we were messing around. But you knew that about us already.” 
 
    “I could tell something was going on between you two,” Tessa said with a naughty grin, “It wasn't until Elaine invited me to your hotel room a few weeks ago in Dallas that I had proof of your affair, though.” 
 
    Elaine shot Michael a look, her secret of a previous attempt blown. “She was seeing someone on that layover and was trying to be faithful.” 
 
    Holding his powerful stance as the only man in the room, Michael assessed the two horny women. “And you're not trying to be faithful anymore?”  
 
    “Not at the moment, no.” Tessa's skin-deep innocence perfectly suited the steamy situation. “Elaine said you've been dirty talking about me.”  
 
    “We've had a few heated discussions.” Michael spanked Elaine before giving her ass a squeeze. “You're a fantastic planner, Elaine. Thank you for the surprise.” 
 
    “I've had a few dirty thoughts myself.” Tessa shared, “I was having the hottest dreams before you came in.” Her beautiful nipples poked through the lightness of her off-shoulder bodice and she pinched them.  
 
    Elaine and Michael shared the same curiosity, but he asked her first, “What did you dream about?”  
 
    “I was floating in a pool, drifting on the water's surface, naked with my eyes closed. And I felt hands—many of them—caressing my body, holding me, turning me in gentle circles.” Tessa circled her areolas, and shivered at their sensitivity. “And I just let it happen. I let them have control over me.”  
 
    Pleased with the flow of the situation, Elaine sat on the end of the bed, and took Tessa's foot into her hands. Slowly applying pressure to the arch with her thumbs, she kissed each one of Tessa's freshly manicured toes. “Sounds like a wonderful dream.” 
 
    “Ohhh,” Tessa moaned, eased back onto the pillows, and looked at Elaine with half-closed eyes. “It was. I love having sex in pools. It's so much fun. Have you, Elaine?” 
 
    From a chair on the side of the bed, Michael lounged, his shirt unbuttoned, watching the women. He raised an eyebrow at Elaine. “Hmm? Have you?” 
 
    The foot massage continued to Tessa's heel, with a circular motion that moved up and under her silvery ankle bracelet which clinked on Elaine's long red nails. “No, but it's definitely on my list of locations, though.”  
 
    “It's not as easy as it looks in porn,” Tessa said with an authoritative tone. “The water makes everything extra slippery.” Her youthful exuberance excited both of her soon-to-be older lovers.  
 
    Elaine's hands explored further up Tessa's leg, the slope of her silky calf, to her ticklish knee and then caressed her thigh. “Mmmm... sounds like a good time to me.” 
 
    “Was it only once you had pool sex or more?” Michael inquired, joining the ladies on the bed half-dressed. An element of nervous tension filled the room, adding to the intensity. “I've missed out on experiencing it, too. I've had sex in showers, but that's more challenging than satisfying.” 
 
    Elaine sighed. “I guess I'm the only water virgin here.” The sexy scent of Michael's musky cologne intoxicated Elaine, and radiated sensations into her pelvis.  
 
    “We can try fixing that later.” Michael pressed his strong chest and hips behind Elaine, relaxed and in control of her, rotating his groin over her voluptuous bottom. She pressed back onto him, giving the ready signal, and parted an ass cheek for him to slide his shaft between her mounds.  
 
    Elaine worked deeper into Tessa's massage, responding to the gorgeous feelings Michael's touch set loose in her body, and transferred them directly into Tessa. “You're simply scrumptious, young lady,” Elaine purred. “And I'm going to devour you.” 
 
    And then the room went silent with only the subtle sound of bodies against sheets, and the removal of Tessa's clothes, except for her lace panties. Tessa's eyes closed as she settled onto the pillows, her girlie bosom exposed. She enjoyed the luscious feeling of Elaine's hands on her thighs, and felt the edge of her panties lifted by a probing finger.  
 
    Elaine whispered, catching her breath as Michael's fingers went inside her pussy. “Tell us more about having pool sex, Tessa.” 
 
    Tessa continued, talking as if she was still in a dream. “When my parents were home, me and my boyfriend would go out to the backyard and submerge in the pool. It was the only way we could mess around undetected and we were always really horny.” 
 
    “That's hot.” Michael's hunger increased, wanting more details. With Elaine's leg lifted over his outer thigh, he gave a sexy view of her womanly patch to Tessa. His index and middle finger flickered at her clit than dove inside her wet hole again. “Did you straddle him underwater or did he get you bent over against the side?” 
 
    “Both.” Tessa's voice changed, replying as she sighed and moaned, watching Elaine's hand maneuver towards her dampness. “We'd chatter like nothing was going on to disguise the rhythmic splashing, but he was in me the whole time and he'd go until he came. Thank goodness he had a big dick.”  
 
    “Yes, thank goodness,” Elaine said as she fingered drops of her spit onto Tessa's pussy, moistening the hood and hole so she could dive in. “Wait until you see Michael's.” She reached behind her and grabbed Michael's hard shaft, showing off his manly eight inches. “It feels as good as it looks.” 
 
    “I bet.” Tessa switched her attention to Michael, seeing how turned on he was from sliding his erection in between the rounded curve of Elaine's buttocks and her puckering ass. She heard how wet he made her with his fingering, and felt flushed at the sound. “You bumped me on the flight, remember, Michael? Accidentally? I felt you press on me down there, and thought, damn, he's hung.” 
 
    Michael laughed at her naughty recollection, “Blame it on the turbulence.” 
 
    “What a romancer he is.” Elaine glanced over her shoulder at Michael, loving his deep, penetrating fingers. “That's nothing compared to what I've done to her in the back of the plane.”  
 
    “Oh?” Michael grinned, well aware of Elaine's passion for fooling around with women.  
 
    “Don't act surprised,” Elaine playfully scolded him. “I tell you everything.” 
 
    Tessa groaned as Elaine rubbed her thumb and middle finger on the sides of her tender clit. “I thought you said our fooling around was a secret, Elaine?” 
 
    “I meant from everyone but him.” Elaine clarified, “I told him after you expressed interest in a threesome.” 
 
    “See?” Michael teased. “The crew has all the fun. I think it's time I get my reward for getting us to our destinations safely while you two were messing around in the back.” 
 
    “Oh yes, Michael,” Elaine hissed, feeling the bulbous head of his erection taunt her hole as he removed his fingers from her. “You'll be rewarded, but I get to taste her first.” Massaging Tessa's slickness into her outer lips like lotion, Elaine inhaled Tessa's feminine scent. “So delicious, baby.” 
 
    “Thank you, Elaine,” Tessa replied, her body shaking with anticipation.   
 
    Elaine's face perched on Tessa's lacy panties, ready to remove them. “Your scent is heaven,” she said and then her voice trailed off, morphing into a cry of pleasure as Michael's index finger swept her clit with a downward motion, stroking it while his cock threatened to plunge in her hole. “Yes, yes, touch me just like that. You want to see me lick her?” 
 
    “Yes,” Michael groaned, keeping his adrenaline surges under control, ravenous and poised to fuck them both.  
 
    Tessa gasped as Elaine's tongue descended, and licked her pussy, mouthing at her lace panties before swiping them to the side. “There it is, so sweet and tiny.” Elaine admired Tessa's beautiful little clit, kissing it gently, and then made full contact with her quivering hood. She swirled delicate wet circles over h-er sensitive spots, with a steady, unwavering pace.  
 
    “Finally!” Tessa exclaimed, holding Elaine's head in her hands. “You've teased me for too long with no action, Elaine,” she scolded playfully, twitching with each tongue lashing. “And it was so worth the wait.” 
 
    Elaine lifted her head from Tessa's pussy, and the women kissed with a lusty yet familiar flair. Tessa swooned at the flavor of her own juice on Elaine's lips and she sucked on her tongue before whispering into her mouth, “Make me come.” 
 
    “Fuck, ladies,” Michael grunted, unable to hold himself back. “You two make a man's cock throb.” In one athletic swoop, he rolled Elaine flat on her belly, keeping her head positioned at Tessa's pussy. He drove his cock inside Elaine's warm, tight opening with a few swift thrusts until his shaft was all the way in.  
 
    Elaine gasped, “Michael!” as her shoulders shoved forward, burying her face between Tessa's swelling pussy lips.  
 
    “Oh yes,” he said, unapologetic for his aggressive entrance. “Take my cock, baby, just like that.”  
 
    And she took every thick, sliding inch of him, bracing herself against Tessa's stomach and hips. “Fuck, Michael,” Elaine murmured as her busy mouth ecstatically worked on Tessa's pussy. “You feel so fucking good.” 
 
     He kept on, sweat beading on his forehead quickly, fucking her with a lusty intensity. “Lift your hips, Elaine,” Michael ordered, spanking her ass repeatedly. “I'm gonna drive my shaft in deeper.”  
 
    Elaine drew a breath, spreading her legs wider and hoisting up her hips as he filled her hole with his cock to the brim. Michael forced his dripping head to bump on her inner walls till it couldn't go any further. He'd used slow, and blissfully torturous motions when they'd make love in hotels, milking her pussy till it came on his rod, but that Michael wasn't in this bed. The cock fucking her while she ate another girl's pussy was merciless and unrestrained. 
 
    Michael gripped Elaine's shoulders, fucking her with small, sharp motions, making “pat, pat, pat” sounds with his pelvis on her ass. “Perfect,” he said. “You feel how hard you make me?” 
 
    “Yes!” Elaine gave a muffled cry, loving his dominance, sucking and licking on Tessa's stiffening clit. “I can't wait to watch you fuck her, too.” 
 
    “Oh my God!” Tessa made a sudden shriek as Elaine's mouth went ballistic on her mound, lapping and licking, wiggling the tip of her finger inside her tight hole. “Got to warm it up, sweetie, because he's got you next.”  
 
    “Yes, yes, Elaine! Warm up my pussy!” Tessa's whole body was flexed and stiff, an orgasmic build racing through her body like a wild force of nature. The power of Michael's pumping shoved her back against the headboard, with Elaine's tongue, finger and mouth sliding in and out of her cunt.  
 
    “So tight, baby,” Elaine said with a shallow breath, pounded on from behind. She cried out again, on the verge of coming. “Michael, you're going to make me!”  
 
    “Elaine!” Tessa's girlie moans turned into cries of want. She let go of Elaine's head to hold her legs far apart in the air. Her little hole suddenly opening allowed Elaine's finger to slip inside of it, triggering an instant orgasm. “God damn it! I'm coming, Elaine! I'm fucking coming on your face!” 
 
    Shuddering with Tessa's unexpected and very naughty words, Elaine's own cunt tightened and swelled on Michael's shaft. “Me, too, baby. Me, too!” 
 
    “Yes!  Fucking come on me, Elaine! Squeeze that shaft!” Michael thrust into her as he spanked her ass into submission, biting the inside of his mouth to keep from blowing like a geyser. There was a second pussy he was dying to explore and give his cum to. Still, he struggled to maintain, slowing his pace so Elaine could feel his cock throb while she came on him. “There it is, Elaine, yes, let it go!” 
 
      “Oooo!” Was the only cry Elaine made, her tongue suddenly way up inside Tessa's pussy, rolling it in luscious circles as Michael's cock took the brunt of her wild, bucking orgasm. The sound of Elaine's tonguing and sucking filled the room, and then Tessa moaned loudly, “Fucking hell! Wait, WAIT!”  
 
    Elaine froze, her pussy clenching on Michael like a sex machine on overdrive, keeping her tongue steady as Tessa released, tickling the tip of her puffy, inner trigger. She made more muffled noises against her cunt, causing a sizzling vibration with her moans that radiated through Tessa's pussy.  
 
    “Yeah, oh, fuck yeah...I'm fucking coming, Elaine!” Her hips bolted and bucked, and Elaine pushed back, not wanting her tongue to leave the hot little hole that was coming on her mouth. Tessa's juices were sweet and creamy—just as she'd imagined—and she sipped and then drank.  
 
    “That's so hot... drink her, Elaine.” Michael's crazed pounding settled to a trot, giving her a round of even, steady thrusts. He rode Elaine while her waves peaked then mellowed, knowing what she liked him to do to her. He was ready for his new lover, and locked eyes with Tessa when she finally opened her lids. “God, you're a beautiful girl, Tessa.” 
 
    “Thank you, Michael.” Tessa blushed. “You're beautiful, too.” 
 
    Elaine crawled up on Tessa, and the two women smashed their faces together, desperately kissing, swapping pussy juices with spit, tongues wrapped and intertwined. Tessa shook in Elaine's arms, overcome with emotion and raw, sexual need to be filled by the captain. She felt her legs opened by Michael's strong hands, and before she could utter another sound, his cock was rubbing the slick opening that Elaine's tongue was just in. 
 
    “You want my fingers first?” Michael asked, but he didn't wait for her reply. His middle finger slipped inside her and then crooked up, massaging the same swollen spot Elaine had made come.   
 
    “Yesss...” Tessa's whole body relaxed, giving in to the salacious threesome and Michael's fingering. She was the anchor now—the center of their love triangle—with Elaine's hand tracing down her lean stomach muscles to the soft curve of her pussy, opening her pretty lips for Michael to enter. Tessa trembled, excited and afraid. “Elaine, stay close.” 
 
    “I'm here, baby,” Elaine said in a soothing voice before clamping her mouth on one of Tessa's breasts. She sucked and nursed on her girlie buds, holding both breasts up for Michael to watch her lavish one and then the other. “Your tits are yummy, Tess, I never want to stop sucking them.” 
 
    A few beads of sweat dripped from Michael's brow onto Tessa's mound as he hovered over her, his cock stroked by one hand while his other massaged her sensitive clit. He was mesmerized by the beautiful, uncensored view of Elaine devouring Tessa's young, buoyant bosom and without warning, he thrust his hips forward, penetrating her very tight hole.  
 
    Tessa gasped, eyes popped open, focused on the pleasure covering Michael's face as he felt her constricting passage give way to his thickness. “Oh God,” was the barely audible sound she made, seeing his cock disappear between her thighs. “Michael, careful...go slow.” 
 
    “I will,” Michael assured her, sensing she wouldn't be able to handle his length, and didn't want to force it. “I won't go all the way in.” 
 
    “But you feel wonderful.” Tessa sunk back into the pillows, holding onto Elaine, inhaling and exhaling as fully as she could. She did her best to relax her pelvis, wanting him to fuck her like he did with Elaine. “You can go faster.” 
 
    “Yeah? Like this?” He sped up his motions, hands planted firmly down on the sides of her hips, his eyes on her face, measuring how much more he could give her.  
 
    “Yes, a little more.” 
 
    And he accelerated, loving her cunt. “God, Tessa, that tight little pussy of yours, it has me by the balls.” 
 
    Elaine's pussy pulsated, feeling Tessa's body shudder and rock in her arms with Michael's pumps. Her faint cries were such a turn on, knowing how incredible Michael's cock felt. “Suck my tits, Elaine, like you do so well.” 
 
    She kept her tongue running in indulgent circles, then traced wet lines from breast to breast, all the while watching Michael, not wanting to miss a minute of the live sex show. Having never seen him fuck another woman, right there in front of her, her pussy twitched and beckoned to be touched, but she dedicated her hands, fingers and mouth to Tessa's building pleasure. “Beautiful, Tessa, you're doing so good taking his cock. Isn't he so big?” 
 
    “Yes!” Tessa moaned, one hand digging into a pillow, knees buckling as he plunged three quarters of his cock inside her, threatening the entire shaft as he thrust harder. “He's getting bigger, too.” 
 
    “Oh baby, that means he's close.” 
 
    “I am. I am so fucking close!” Michael outdid himself, biting his lip, and breathing heavy. His pace was getting faster, with the swiftness of a racehorse on the final lap. The reward—Michael's long-awaited orgasm—was etched on his sweaty face. 
 
    “Ahhh... Elaine!” Tessa squirmed and shook.” My pussy's coming!” 
 
    “Do it, gorgeous girl,” Elaine encouraged, kissing her neck and chest. “Come on his cock.” 
 
    Tessa yelled, driven further into the mattress. “Michael!” She started to flail beneath him, pussy contracting beyond her control. “I can't take it, coming so hard!”  
 
    Michael kicked his hips into high gear, fucking her with lightning speed. “Hold on, baby, here I am...here I go!” 
 
    The wet sounds of his cock splashing in Tessa's overflowing juice brought back flashes of salacious memories to Elaine. She remembered Michael screwing other flight attendants on layovers, his lovers clueless that Elaine was secretly listening and playing with herself in the other room. Elaine and Michael had toyed, teased, and dared each other to have sex with someone else while the other one was listening, unseen and unannounced. They indulged in their perverted game to its fullest extent, seducing whoever was willing to have a tawdry fling. Elaine loved masturbating to the loud moans of his fucking, and the orgasmic cries from the women who took his relentless cock, unknowing about Elaine's audio voyeurism. One naughty flight attendant was a virgin, who willingly gave up her precious pussy to Michael's hefty shaft for her first experience—all while Elaine quietly fingered herself into delirious oblivion, totally turned on and completely out of view. 
 
    Michael grunted between clenched teeth, “Take it, all of it!” He lunged in with a sudden, pumping motion that was like bullets firing from a machine gun.  
 
    Tessa screamed with pleasure, head thrown back, Elaine lavishing the swell of her breasts while pinching her hard nipples with teeth and fingers.  
 
    Elaine couldn't take her eyes off of them, observing his cock disappearing at a rapid, breakneck pace between her puffed, swollen lips. He'd drive in then pull out, coated with their cum, whiter and thicker with each withdrawal. The room was loud with their moans, and the bed rattled and shook. Elaine's own pussy was coming with them, too, mentally stimulated to the hilt. 
 
    The head of his rod suddenly shot out of Tessa's pussy and spewed a layer of cum onto her belly. “That beautiful little cunt,” Michael growled. “Milked it out of me.” 
 
    Elaine grabbed his shaft and pumped it right to the ridge of the red, swollen head, making him release till he was done. His hot ejaculations pooled in Tessa's pelvis and slid down the sides of her trembling ribs. “Look at how much, Michael,” Elaine hissed, then she licked his cum from Tessa's bosom. “Mmmm.” 
 
    Michael's back arched with the last spurt from his shaft, and he held that pose for what seemed like minutes, but only seconds passed. His chest heaved with a deep inhale, as if he'd took his first breath of life, and then he collapsed in an exhausted heap, the head of his cock still dripping.  
 
    Tessa looked from Elaine to Michael, and then at her cum covered torso, and sighed with bliss. “That just happened.” She laughed. “Can we do that again when we get to Spain?” 
 
    Elaine had never heard Michael snort, but he did, relaxed and drifting. “What are you talking about? Spain? We're doing that again in ten minutes.” 
 
    Tessa looked at Elaine, perplexed yet compelled, “Really? You can go again that quickly?” 
 
    Michael laughed and so did Elaine, knowing he was being overly optimistic. Then Tessa laughed with them, too.  
 
      
 
    A gentle silence blanketed them, and Michael and Tessa were lulled into a light sleep. Elaine watched the light streaming through the window—the last sun rays of the day—and then the most beautiful dream swept through her mind. It was a dream she knew all too well wasn't ever going to come true, but it didn't matter. She had all she wanted. 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    The taxi arrived earlier than usual the next morning. Elaine gave up driving herself to the airport years previous. Parking was a bitch, even in the airline's reserved areas, and there were no benefits in having her car there when she returned home from long flights, too exhausted and jet lagged to drive. Michael had left during the night, as was his preference—not one for sleeping in another man's home.  
 
    Tessa had showered, dressed and packed as Elaine did, with plans to share the cab to work with her. She waited at the door, engaged in rapid-fire texting, stopping to see the stunning site of Elaine as she came towards her, dressed perfectly in a navy blue uniform skirt and blazer. Her breasts were stacked and lifted by her natural abundance, supported with a push-up bra, boldly showing a bit of cleavage in her work blouse.  
 
    “Your rock that suit.” Tessa tucked the phone away, and gave her full attention to Elaine. “I love how you always wear high-heels when in uniform.” 
 
    “Thank you, pretty girl,” Elaine said with a flirty yet maternal tone, “And I love how your ass looks in that skirt.” 
 
    Tessa felt a dampness in her panties as Elaine brushed her ample chest against her. “Too bad you're not working in the back of the bus with me today. We could fool around.” 
 
    “I can't go a whole flight without touching you,” Elaine purred, lips hovered over Tessa's, tempting a kiss. “Not after last night.” 
 
    “I can still taste your pussy.” Tessa licked her lips, an equal player in their mutual seduction game. “And I can't wait to lick it some more.” 
 
    “You will, baby, you will. Your ass isn't leaving my bed when we get to Spain. We're going to rub our pussies together for hours and maybe even have shower sex.” Elaine smiled coyly, remembering their pre-sex conversation. “We can finger each other in the hotel pool.” 
 
    “I wish we were there right now, because then we'd be fucking instead of talking about it.”  
 
    The heat between their bodies was like invisible friction setting off sparks and flames within them. From outside, a blaring taxi cab horn broke the spell, and they snapped to action.  
 
    Elaine twisted a tube of red lipstick, and swabbed a dab with her pinky finger. She applied it to her lips and then spread it on Tessa's, too, before kissing her. “Let's go, beautiful.” 
 
      
 
    The cab ride was sublime. Elaine rested her hand on Tessa's knee, and stroked her ticklish spots. “You're so hot.”  
 
    Tessa's playful giggle had an addictive quality, and it stirred Elaine's ravenous libido. “So are you.”  
 
    “I wish we could make love right here in the backseat.”  
 
    Tessa quivered from Elaine's exploring hand, caressing under the hem of her skirt. “We don't have enough time. The airport's only a few blocks away.”  
 
    Elaine leaned in, and whispered, “My panties are soaked just being next to you. I'll have to change them before getting on the plane.”  
 
    A dirty grin was how Tessa replied, noticing the taxi driver's extended glances in the rear-view mirror. Elaine parted her legs and reached in between them, swiping her fingers against her slit. She brought her fingers to Tessa's pretty mouth and offered a taste.  
 
    The tip of Tessa's tongue slid out to lick Elaine's glistening fingertips. Their desire filled the small space inside the cab, and Elaine felt the driver's tension, barely able to keep his eyes on the road. He swerved with a sharp and sudden jolt, nearly crashing into another car as he navigated through airport traffic. Elaine caught Tessa, and kept her face from smashing against the door. She shouted, “Hey! Watch where you're going!” 
 
    Responding with a defensive scowl, the driver swung the car up to the curb, and rolled to a stop. Shaken, Elaine and Tessa collected their belongings, and tossed some money at him before exiting. “Did you get his name? We're lucky he got us here in one piece.” Tessa smoothed her hair and straightened her uniform as she and Elaine entered the airport terminal. In an instant, the passionate women clicked into professional mode, and strode through the crowds.  
 
    Elaine winked at Tessa. “No, I wasn't paying attention to him at all.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica loved the smell of coffee brewing in the mornings. Steven was diligent about prepping the coffee maker the night before and kept it on an early setting so Jessica could have a fresh cup first thing. He'd slip out of bed, careful not to wake her, and pour her a cup, then place it on her nightstand. This was his loving routine on the mornings Jessica had to travel for conventions. She'd hit the snooze button stubbornly, and kept herself in a light sleep, drifting with the dreamy images that floated through her dozing mind between alarm chimes. 
 
    Steven wouldn't utter a word. He'd place the steamy cup next to her and let it work its magic. Sitting on the bed beside her, he had a front row seat to watch Jessica's gradual departure from peaceful sleeper to morning grump. He loved her scowl, the mess of her bed head, the way she'd silently protest having to be awake. It was funny to him, and he'd refrain from lecturing or forcing her to behave differently—he loved Jessica for who she was, and relished her infrequent moments of immaturity.  
 
    Her thumb hit the phone, extinguishing the alarm for the fourth and final time. Defeated, Jessica propped herself on two pillows and glared at the phone, seeing the numerous emails and texts awaiting her reply. “Why did I book such an early flight?” 
 
    “Because you're a workaholic, honey,” Steven said, smiling softly at his sleepy, pouting girlfriend. “You like being at the events before your boss arrives, or anyone else. First one at the convention center door, knocking on the glass, waiting for someone to let you in. Oh, and, good morning, my beautiful brat.”  
 
    “Hey.” Not ready to embrace Steven's good nature, Jessica offered him her cheek and he kissed it. The kiss lingered on her warm skin and she felt Steven breathe comfort on her face and neck as his mouth moved down. She eyed the hot mug on the side table like it was gold and reached for it. “Thank you for the coffee.” 
 
    “You're welcome. Want me to start a shower?” 
 
    “In a second.” With a practiced motion, Jessica caressed his morning bulge over his pajama pants while swallowing several sips of coffee—without spills. “I can't part with the cup yet.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know.” Steven pretended to sulk. “Coffee's your first love.” 
 
    “No, shoes are my first love.” She felt him growing under her hand and it sent a tingle through her chest. “Coffee's second.” 
 
    Steven rolled from her touch, too turned on to take the situation lightly. He knew she wasn't fully in the mood—she never was before her business trips. Jessica's mind had clicked into work mode and he didn't like making love to her when she wasn't completely with him. Patting her leg, more as a best friend than a lover, he withdrew. “You better hurry, babe. You have a plane to catch.” 
 
      
 
    Through the beveled glass of the shower stall, Steven watched Jessica twirl her long, brown hair into a clip at the sink while he soaped his athletic body. They were a couple who frequently engaged in shower sex as an efficient way of romantically connecting. Two ambitious, young professionals in their late twenties, with busy and often conflicting schedules found their best time to be physical was while showering. Steven was respectful of her, sensing the lack of sexual urgency. “Want me to finish up before you get in?” 
 
    Jessica had become too good at quieting her urges. She was deeply attracted and turned on by Steven, but when in pre-convention mode, she couldn't focus on playing with him. Steven was handsome and built with an insatiable erection that constantly needed to be in her. She loved watching him soap up, slicing his flexed biceps through the deluge as he cleansed his groin, all the way to the very tip of his manhood. She took him by surprise, asking, “You don't want a quickie?”  
 
    He splashed water over the glass at her. “You know the answer to that question.”  
 
    “Then stay in there and make some room.” Jessica joined him, her arms covering her breasts in reaction to the heat.  
 
    Steven gave her a second to adjust. “What a pleasant treat,” he said, pouring water from his hands onto her cold and goose bumped skin. “Better?”  
 
    “Yes,” Jessica said, leaned up against the back of the shower with a widened stance. She loved how the water felt trickling down the softness of her belly. It streamed over her hips in thin lines that trailed to her mound and warmed her clit. 
 
    Lathering Jessica from her shoulders to buttocks, Steven parted her round cheeks so his fingers could slide in between. She groaned, brushing her ass on his hardening length. “Oh, babe, I love how you feel.” 
 
    He lifted her leg, letting the underside of her knee rest in the crook of his arm, and slid his erection on the outside of her hairless lips. His balls became the runoff point for the shower streams, as he eased himself into her. He knew how aroused she'd get when he only gave her a few inches. She loved his gentle bobbing motions, the top rim of his shaft just barely inside, massaging her most sensitive area. He was thick, and his size caused delicious pressure in her pelvis as he inserted himself deeper, giving her a little more.  
 
    Cock pointed at the perfect angle within her pussy, he bent his knees to pump her. Driving his cock in further, his balls made sexy splashing sounds to the beat of his thrust. “Oh Jessica,” he moaned, holding tight to her hips. “Your pussy is so amazing.”  
 
    “It's you, babe, it's your cock that makes me want to scream.”  
 
    “Then scream, Jess,” Steven encouraged, thrusting like a madman, “I love hearing you moan.” 
 
    And she did, groaning wails that bounced off the walls of the small bathroom, and he yelled out, too, “I need your pussy on me, Jess. I can't survive without it.”  
 
    She anchored her body against his hefty thrusts with one hand on the shower wall for support. Her other one was secured on her soaking wet mound, and she rubbed her slick bud, twirling her aching clit in delicious circles. “Oh yeah, baby, your pace is perfect.” 
 
    His teeth were clenched, power pumping and thrusting, “Fuck, Jess, I can hardly move, you're so tight.”  
 
    Steven let her leg down from his arm, and repositioned Jessica in a new pose. She widened her legs and perched on her tip toes, her ass swung up and lower back arched. Eyes fluttering backwards as her pussy trembled with a growing orgasm, inside and out, she moaned, “You're so thick, babe. I swear, your cock gets bigger every time we fuck.”  
 
    Her pussy walls were wrapped firmly around his pulsating shaft, and clung to his erection as he throbbed harder and pumped faster. He reached down between her thighs and joined her fingers in a twirling motion around her sensitive clit. “Oh, Steven!”  
 
    “Come with me,” he said, thrusting in short, quick bursts. “Come on my cock.” 
 
    Jessica felt pleasure radiate from his rod into her hole, like electric beams.   
 
    Steven's grunts synchronized with the frantic splashes of water going between their bodies, and she knew he was close. “Baby? Are you gonna?” 
 
    “Oh yeah, baby, I'm gonna... and you are, too,” he said, totally in command of her body. “You're coming with me.” 
 
    “Baby!” She wailed louder, feeling his first big wave of pleasure as his cock stiffened and swelled even more. Together they ran her clit in frantic circles, hitting her come spot again and again. Her legs were shaking, and her pussy quivered and squeezed. “Hold on to me!” 
 
    “I got you, Jess,” Steven cried out, thumping all the way up into her. “Your pussy is so fucking amazing. Come on my hand!” 
 
    “Fuck! Steven!” She let the waves rush over her, circling that little spot faster and faster till her peak was hit. “Yes, yes, yes!”  
 
    And he came, too, grunting as his cock erupted and burst inside her. “Oh my fuck... you're squeezing me out!” Steven's entire frame hoisted her forward, planting his cock in all the way, his high-speed pumps slowing to long, luscious strokes. “Ahhh, baby, there it is... coming loads inside you.”  
 
    “I feel it, so thick, Steven.” She wanted to taste him, and drink his orgasm, but he held her upright, shoulders against the slippery, wet tile. He'd come so hard that a slick cascade of his cum poured out of her just as fast as it shot out of him.  
 
    Steven pushed in a final time and held firm, growling with each hot shot of his orgasm. “God damn it, you make my knees weak,” he huffed, shuddering as his balls finished releasing. “You're so, so good to me.” 
 
    “Fuck, baby,” Jessica whined, catching her breath. “I came so hard.” 
 
    “Yeah? You better have.” He laughed, and stroked inside her loaded pussy a few more luscious seconds before withdrawing. “You've got to live without my cock for days until you get home.” He eased his grip from her clit and hips and kissed down her spine. Jessica's legs wobbled as she turned to face him, reeling with an adrenaline buzz. As fantastic as their chemistry was, nothing felt more powerful than looking into his eyes. “I know and that sucks.” She kissed him. “I love you so much, Steven.” 
 
    “I love you, too, Jess.” He brought them both under the shower head. Jessica tilted her head back, letting the downpour rinse her neck and breasts. He teased her, kissing her face. “I didn't mean to make you late.” 
 
    “Yes, you did.” She kissed him back, long and lingering, until her internal alarm buzzed, reminding her to rush.  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica sent a flurry of work emails from her phone as Steven drove her to the airport. His hand was stationed on her knee as a show of support more so than a need for touch. Absorbed in rapid business communications, Jessica didn't hear him talking to her.  
 
    “Babe, what airline?” He waited for a response, then tapped her leg. “Jess? What terminal?” 
 
    Snapped from her phone trance, Jessica blinked. “Same one as usual.” 
 
    They'd been together for three years, and known each other for five. What was once occasional work-related travel had grown into monthly out-of-town conventions and events. Steven knew that traveling was an essential part of Jessica's job, and although she wouldn't admit it, she loved to be on the go. His job was busy, too, as a regional manager for a popular retail chain, but his travel wasn't out of state.  “This is a three-day trip?” 
 
    “Uh, no, this one is five,” Jessica reminded him. 
 
    “Okay. Don't forget to text me your return flight info then.”  
 
    “I won't forget, honey.”  
 
    The conversation reached its extent, and Steven wasn't one to pressure her for attention. Tension had built in their relationship over the past year, with Steven's persistent hinting about cementing their relationship and getting married. Her interest level was vague at best, which created an awkwardness in their otherwise happy situation as an unmarried couple. It wasn't that he was desperate to get married or was particularly needy. He just felt it was time to talk about the future, for reasons he couldn't totally identify, considering their young age. Jessica's lack of meaningful dialogue over the topic confused him—it was the only subject she backed away from—and he found himself pushing for answers, or at least an open exchange.  
 
    Steven had the trunk popped and her luggage on the curb before Jessica realized they'd arrived at the terminal. He opened her door and offered assistance in helping her step out of the car. “The line doesn't look too bad, Jess. You should make it in plenty of time.” 
 
    “Thanks, honey,” Jessica said as she hugged him. She stood an inch or so taller than him in heels and it always made her giggle to kiss his forehead.  
 
    With two hands he cupped her beautiful face, and held her in a lingering, emotion-filled kiss. “Have a safe trip, honey. Call me when you land.” 
 
    “I will.”  
 
    He waited a moment, and watched her sway to the check-in line. Jessica looked back at him and waved. The emotions that flowed through him were unsettling—he already missed her with an unusual longing. Steven was in love, and his feelings for Jessica went deep, but this felt different, if not painful, observing her as she disappeared from his view. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    Jessica found her seat in the back of the plane—an aisle position next to a kind-looking grandmother. “Oh, hi,” she said to Jessica. “Are you in the seat next to me?” 
 
    Relieved she wasn't assigned a seat by one of the crying or screaming children stationed further up the aisle, Jessica opened the overhead compartment and shoved her carry-on in it. “I am.” 
 
    “Thank goodness. I hate having to sit next to some sweaty old man or young person blasting music in their earphones. Are there any blankets in the bin?” The grandmother pointed at the overhead and Jessica retrieved a blanket for her. “Oh good. I'm always cold on planes. My name's Cathy.” 
 
    Settled in the seat, Jessica stowed her purse and tightened the loose seat belt. “I'm Jessica. Nice to meet you.” 
 
    “You, too, sweetie.” Cathy studied Jessica's face, fishing in her purse, finding a warped pack of chewing gum. “What a lovely young woman you are. Would you like a stick?”  
 
    “Sure.” Jessica unwrapped a piece and chewed, swallowing the hot cinnamon flavor. “Wow, that's spicy.” 
 
    “Yeah, it is. My granddaughter bought it from one of those all-natural grocery stores where she lives. Everything's organic. Are you into the all-natural thing?” 
 
    “I try, but my job keeps me too busy to focus on anything but my work. It's easier to grab food on the run than contemplate the integrity of the ingredients.” 
 
    “That does seem to be an issue for many people your age. At least it is for my son and his wife, and their kids. No one sits down to eat anymore as a family.” 
 
    Jessica was struck by her words, reminded of Steven saying the exact thing. “My boyfriend says that, too, but I think it's just the way things are. We have careers and mine is very important to me.” 
 
    Cathy's nerves caused the friendly chatting, and Jessica welcomed the distraction from the bustling going on around them—an aspect of flying she hated—the rudeness of other passengers. “How great to enjoy what you do. You look like a model.” 
 
    “How sweet. No, not a model. I sell engagement and wedding rings for a major company.” 
 
    “Nice. I wish I had done something like that. I've always had a love for fine jewelry.” Cathy brought her hand to Jessica's face, letting her modest diamond shine in the overhead spotlight. “This was all my husband could afford when we first got married. Simple, yet elegant.” 
 
    “It's pretty,” Jessica said. “I like vintage styles. They're making a comeback in the bridal industry.”  
 
    “Really? So, my ring is popular again?” Cathy laughed and confided in Jessica. “My husband used to tell me he'd buy me a better ring one day. And I didn't care because I loved this one, but secretly I did read through magazines and had a couple of pictures tucked away.” 
 
    “And what happened?” The little girl sitting across the aisle from Jessica caught her eye. She waved and Jessica automatically waved back. “Did you get your fantasy ring?” 
 
    “No, sadly. He passed away a few weeks before our twenty-fifth anniversary. That's when it was promised to me. After he died, all the wishing and dreaming for a bigger rock and fancier setting seemed so shallow. What I wanted—the man I needed—was gone.” 
 
    Jessica shivered over Cathy's emotional story. She opted to lighten the mood.  “I've got the feeling lately that my boyfriend wants to pop the question.”  
 
    “Oh?” Cathy's face brightened, and she gave Jessica's hand a maternal squeeze. “How romantic! I'll never forget those days when I felt him plotting a proposal. It was a magical time, really. Are you excited?” 
 
    The answer on Jessica's tongue wasn't what Cathy wanted to hear, and she paused before answering. “Honestly, I'm terrified.” 
 
    “Jessica, don't be scared. This is what life's about—finding your perfect match, your soul mate and taking leaps of faith.” 
 
    “For better or for worse?” Jessica smirked, defaulting into sarcasm. 
 
    “Sure, but what does your heart tell you?” 
 
    “I don't know.” 
 
    “Do you love him?” Cathy's maternal nature was disarming, melting Jessica's cool exterior. 
 
    “Yes,” Jessica replied. “Very much.” 
 
    “You don't feel ready?” 
 
    “I know him,” Jessica explained. “He'll want kids once we're married. Everything will change.” 
 
    “Everything changed the second you fell in love with him,” Cathy assured her. “The scary part's already happened.” 
 
    Jessica nodded, still avoiding the truth. “Hmm. Interesting.” 
 
    “Marriage is inevitable the longer you two stay together. Why fight it?” 
 
    “I wish I agreed with you.” Jessica returned Cathy's clinging hand back to her own lap, disturbed by an argument between two passengers over seat assignments. 
 
    “You know, I didn't even ask if you preferred the window,” Cathy said. “It doesn't matter to me if you want to switch.” 
 
    “How sweet, Cathy, but I'm okay. It's a short flight. I'm good on the aisle.” Jessica's leg was bumped by a tall, blonde women in an airline uniform, walking quickly towards the scuffle. It took her a minute to identify the woman as the alluring flight attendant who greeted her at the gate and took her boarding pass. The attendant handled the situation swiftly before turning to face the passengers in time with the 'ding' of the seat belt sign.  
 
    The attendant smiled radiantly, then directed her laser sharp eye contact towards every lap, as she passed each row, checking for locked belts and upright seats. She approached Jessica, and caught her eyes instead of her lap, and smiled. Her gold name-tag flashed in the sun rays coming through the window, and Jessica squinted at it. Her name was Elaine.  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica drifted in a sublime dream, lulled to sleep by the hum of the engine and the cool air inside the plane. She and Steven played like they used to during their first year as a couple when they were both on their best behavior, eager to impress. Steven was like a crazy boy who'd instigate pillow fights in the kitchen and preferred making love over counter tops and secretly on balconies than the bed. More and more, Jessica's dreams floated back there—to the time in her relationship before she fell in love with him. When living spontaneously in the moment meant something. Before life got so serious.  
 
    The sound of two women lightly giggling behind her brought Jessica out of the dream. She leaned out of her seat and saw Elaine with the other flight attendant, a girl much younger than she, kissing and touching each other in provocative ways. At first, their behavior didn't compute to Jessica. What were they doing? Did Elaine really have her hand inside the other woman's blouse? She'd been flying regularly for months and not once had she witnessed aircraft staff fooling around. It was bizarre and surreal.  
 
    Caught, the attendants got back to work and loaded a beverage tray, blushing only slightly.  
 
    Elaine passed Jessica first, scooting the cart with her. “Can I get you anything to drink? Juice, coffee, soda?” 
 
    “I'll take cranberry juice,” Jessica said, diverting her eyes from Elaine's and checked out the other attendant, observing a lipstick stain on her neck.  
 
    Cathy leaned over Jessica, examining the soda choices. “I'll have a Sprite.” 
 
    Jessica and Cathy clinked glasses, taking swigs of their drinks. Cathy smiled, ready to resume the chatter, when a loud bang rang out from the other side of the plane. Instantly, they lurched to the right, and held their breath in the silence that filled the plane for what felt like forever, waiting to discover what the sound was. The structure of the plane shuttered as the vessel struggled to level itself with the horizon.  
 
    Cathy clawed Jessica's arm, shaken. “I hope that was nothing bad.”  
 
    “Me, too.” Jessica's voice was weak and dry, heart pumping in her throat. She scanned the aisle for the flight attendants, and caught herself praying for the captain's reassuring voice.  
 
    Static sounded over the speaker, and then the captain cleared his throat. “Folks, I apologize. I hope everyone's okay. Please remain in your seats. I know it's tough, but please be calm while we assess the situation. For now, what's happened is that the plane's lost an engine. We can still fly, and we're roughly twenty minutes from the Las Vegas airport. They've been notified on our condition and are clearing the runway for an emergency landing. Now, don't panic. Everyone take some deep breaths and our flight attendants will do everything they can to help you as needed.”  
 
    All at once, the peaceful, lazy morning flight was warped by controlled chaos. No sooner did Jessica slow her breathing then the plane tilted again, favoring the right side, weighted down by the dead wing. The little girl across from Jessica cried, holding her frightened mother for dear life.  
 
    Cathy was frozen, glimpsing the view out of the windows on the dropped side. There was the land below—houses, buildings, schools, people—the airport not yet in site. “What in the world? Dear God, Jessica. I'm simply terrified.” 
 
    “I know, but all we can do is what the captain said. Just remain calm.” Where Jessica got the strength to get through those frantic, horrendous minutes was beyond her. She didn't consider herself brave, but the panic factor was too severe to think any further than moment to moment.  
 
    Elaine's authority rang out over the front cabin—the cabin ahead of where Jessica was. Cathy's chatter blurred out her instructions, and Jessica strained to listen. 
 
    “Cathy, hold on,” Jessica said. “She's saying something.” 
 
    “Well, what?” Cathy shrieked. 
 
    “I'll tell you.” Jessica zoned in on every syllable Elaine spoke, piecing her words together, trying to make sense of it. “She's saying we have to stay in our seats, and that if we feel sick, or short of breath to use the masks.” Then with a weird laugh, Jessica opened the seat pocket in front of her. “Or the barf bag.” 
 
    “She said barf?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The younger attendant wasn't collected like Elaine, gripping on to the seats as she checked on the back passengers, unable to disguise her fear. She petted the crying girl's head and reassured her mother, and then turned to Jessica and Cathy. Her name-tag reflected in the sun as Elaine's did, stating Tessa, with wings underneath. “How are you ladies doing?” Tessa's voice wavered, and she struggled to keep a smile on her tense face. Beads of sweat dampened her upper lip and, with shaky hands, she tucked her strewn hair into a clip. “Are either of you feeling sick?” 
 
    “Terrified, I'm feeling terrified, Tessa,” Cathy stated, showing an edge of anger as if it was Tessa's fault. “Tell me we're going to be fine.” 
 
    Tessa choked down a hard swallow, and looked suddenly pale. “We have an incredible pilot at the helm with an impeccable record. If anyone can fly a damaged plane and get us on the ground with a safe landing, it's Michael.” 
 
    “Michael?” Jessica felt the need to repeat his name, and did it a second time. “Michael is the pilot's name?”  
 
    “Yes, it is,” Tessa's mouth tried to curl into a limp smile. “Take care of each other. I'll check back with you two in a few minutes. Okay?” 
 
    Jessica kept her gaze locked on Tessa as she repeated the inquiry, moving aisle by aisle up the plane towards Elaine. Looking out the tilted view below was too much, and all she could think of was Steven, and their bed, and the half-drunk cup of coffee she left in the kitchen sink.  
 
    “Can I please hold your hand, Jessica?” Cathy was already interlocking her fingers with Jessica's before she received an answer.  
 
    “Of course, Cathy,” Jessica closed her hand around the shaking grandmother and held tight. “Hang on to me.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The chaos inside the plane had gone eerily silent during the descent. Flying in tilted circles was the only pattern that could bring the broken vessel down without nose-diving. It was a slow spiral from air to land, and Tessa didn't make a second round after she and Elaine were told to take their seats. 
 
    Jessica thought to herself, the landing strip was so narrow, so small, and the plane felt like a ton of metal with a heavy wing. How would they do this? How would they make this landing in one piece? She kept these thoughts to herself, too afraid to speak, her throat tight and stomach clenched. 
 
     No one talked, or moved, buckled into their seats. Elaine and Tessa were stoic, huddled at the front, maintaining the subdued terror.   
 
    Jessica felt icy, supporting Cathy as she moved her lips in quiet prayer. The pilot hadn't spoken in eighteen minutes, and when the crackle of the speaker filled the cabin once again, it shook Jessica to the bone. “This is your captain with an update. We're in the final approach. It's our plan to get us on the ground within the next fifteen minutes. At this time I need to thank you all for staying calm through this situation. I know we're all praying for the best possible outcome for our landing.” 
 
    Through the severe turbulence, Jessica and Cathy braced themselves, neither uttering a word. The plane veered and dipped to the right, but the suffocating force of the gravitational pressure as the pilot struggled to level the plane out was horrific. “My head is killing me,” Cathy winced. 
 
      
 
    Michael's voice came back, gritty with static. “Prepare for impact.” 
 
      
 
    Impact? There was going to be impact? Jessica thought, shutting her eyes, not wanting to see the landing. She had convinced herself through this whole ordeal that somehow everything would be fine and the landing smooth. Her heart was in her throat and her stomach twisted with gut-wrenching fear. The grinding sounds coming from the one good engine to power the crooked descent was like glass in her ears. She gritted her teeth and spoke to Steven in her head, and told him what an awesome guy he was, and how much she wished they'd stayed in bed. In the seconds before the plane made contact, Jessica remembered being told as a kid the safest place to sit on a place was in the back. Or was it the front?  
 
      
 
    And then they smacked the earth. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    “Jessica,” Steven said, massaging her shoulder, carefully navigating around her fading bruises. “It's seven a.m. You wanted me to wake you before I left for work.”  
 
    “I wasn't sleeping.” Jessica shifted away from the unwelcome sunlight streaming through the window, and out from under Steven's touch. The regular morning coffee service had ended after she returned home from the hospital—her need for caffeine replaced by an abundance of deep, dark sleep. “Don't go, Steven. Can't you take one more day off?” 
 
    Steven controlled his frustration, not wanting to cause more upset. The four weeks since the crash had been excruciating—the complexity of Jessica's emotions went beyond anything he'd prepared himself for. “Babe, you know I would, but it's not helping you.” He stood, collecting his watch from the nightstand—a pricey piece Jessica bought him for his birthday the previous year. “Me spending another day lying in bed with you is too much for both of us.”  
 
    She knew he was right—the clinging had to end. Her dependency on Steven to take away the nightmares and debilitating anxiety was foolish to begin with. “I just wish I felt better.” 
 
    “Me, too. I was hoping you would by now.” 
 
    She flinched at his choice of words: by now. “It feels like I'm losing my mind, the constant replay in my head. I can't stop seeing it, the entire thing.” 
 
    They had agreed, at Jessica's insistence, not to use the word “accident” when they spoke of the crash. Jessica claimed the word made her want to vomit. Steven was respectful of her needs, and spoke with caution. “If I could erase your memories of it, I would, but I can't. I've run out of solutions and my empathy has had little effect. Tell me what you need from me and I'll try my best. Otherwise, I've got to get to work.” 
 
    Jessica sat up abruptly and threw the covers off. She was naked but their sexual chemistry had dimmed substantially during her recovery—to the point of nonexistence. “What I need no one can give, not even me. I'm lost in this, Steven, and I can't get out.” 
 
    He wanted to run from being pulled inside her pain, but the backward slide had already begun. “You can, Jess, there's a way.” 
 
    “I thought you weren't going to bring that up again?” Her defenses activated, Jessica looked at him incredulously. “I told you I'm not going.” 
 
    “Yes, I understand, you've said that. But we've reached a point where something has to give, or change. Neither of us can go on like this much longer.” 
 
    Her tone went flat, done with the conversation. “Then go to work. I don't want you to be late on account of me.” 
 
    “Jess, you need to talk to someone besides me. You can't live your life in bed. You're not sick.” 
 
    “Steven, please!” Emotions escalated, Jessica drew her knees to chest, and wrapped her arms around her legs. “I'll be up in a minute. You don't have to worry.” 
 
    “It's too late—all I do is worry about you. I need you to be an adult with me, right here, right now. We need to have a constructive conversation about your next steps.” 
 
    “Later. Go to work.” 
 
    “No, now.” Steven stood his ground, and opened the half-shut curtains. His need to make improvements in her psyche proved stronger than her desire to disappear. “Today these stay open.” 
 
    Jessica choked back tears, fearing the daylight. “Your theory of the sun being essential for my recovery is crap. The light doesn't change a thing.” 
 
    “Okay, then, do it for me. Leave them open.” 
 
    She gave in, pulling the blanket up to her chest. “Fine. Is that adult enough for you? May I be excused from the rest of the conversation?” 
 
    Done with her childishness, Steven checked his phone, reading over an email. “The airline sent out another notice. You've missed several of the sessions they've offered, and there's one today. I think it's worth a try, Jessica.”  
 
    Silence filled the room as Jessica withdrew, refusing to answer him.  
 
    “Want me to respond that you still need more time?” Steven waits, hoping she'll give him the right reply. “Or are you willing to give it a shot?” 
 
    “How would I get there? After the melt down I had in the car the other day, I don't want to drive myself.” 
 
    “I'll make myself available to drive you there and back.” 
 
    Without contemplating, Jessica snapped at him. “Fine. I'll go.” 
 
    Steven felt a wave of relief wash over him. “Good. There's a pot of coffee in the kitchen if you feel up for a cup. It's fresh, so, don't wait too long.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica faced off with the coffee pot, holding an empty mug with a shaking hand. Just pour a cup, she thought to herself. She felt Steven eyeing her from the kitchen table as he finished his morning emails and texts.  
 
    “I've rearranged my schedule to be your taxi service today.” 
 
    “Thanks.” She managed to fill a half-cup of coffee with cream and sugar and stirred.  
 
    “Somewhere inside you is the girl who drank several cups a day,” Steven said awkwardly. “You need to get back to who you were.”  
 
    “I get you don't want to accept this, but, I'm never going to be who I was again. That girl hadn't lived through a nightmare.” 
 
    His gaze searched the floor, as if he'd find an answer hidden there. “Well, I look forward to the girl you'll become then.” 
 
    Jessica nodded, fighting the uncomfortable tension in the room. “Steven, I'm terrified. You know I am. The thought of having to see those people in therapy is too much. I'm afraid of reliving it.” 
 
    “Jessica, you're constantly reliving it. You're seeing and feeling the crash replay right this second, and you'll continue to do so again and again until you come to terms with it.” Steven reached for his cellphone, silencing an incoming call. “Not attending the therapy offered isn't keeping you from being with those people. You're with them in your mind all the time.” 
 
    Her vision blurred with tears. “I try to not see their faces, though. In therapy I will, except I won't see the faces... of the ones I want to.”  
 
    Steven took the cup from Jessica and held her in his arms with a gentle, rocking motion. “However long it takes, and whatever we have to do, we're going to bring you back to life. I'll be right here for you after the session today, and however many more. We can order dinner in, maybe share a few glasses of wine, and talk out your feelings, or say nothing at all.” 
 
    “I'm not drinking, remember? Makes the anxiety worse. Are you sure your boss won't be mad about taking more time off? Don't lose your job over this. The last thing we need is for the two of us to be hanging around depressed.” 
 
    “It doesn't matter. Your healing is the only thing I care about. You need to care, too.” 
 
    Jessica wondered if she did care about getting past the darkness, or if she ever would. What she felt was more than depression—it was guilt over being alive. “I just want the noise to stop—the grinding sound of metal, and the plane ripping to shreds. I even hear the dead engine, even though it didn't make a sound for the last half of the flight.” 
 
    Steven cupped his hands over her ears and kissed her head. “I wish I could take it all away.” 
 
    “I see them... the people who were right next to me going up in flames. The grandma who offered me a stick of gum when we took off... the little girl who was crying... where are they? What happened to them? Are they dead, Steven? Are they dead?” 
 
    “I don't know, babe, I don't know. You're going to have to find out, though. You need closure.”  
 
    “And then I think I don't really want to know if they're dead or not. I'd rather believe they made it home to their families like I did. I don't know if I can handle it if they didn't.” 
 
    For the first time since the accident, Steven was struck by the starkness of their reality. “I've been so focused on you, and so grateful you'd survived, my thinking hasn't strayed to those who didn't.” 
 
    “We've heard it repeatedly on the news, the death count, the ominous number that echoes in my head along with the replay.” 
 
     “I know, but I've tuned it out,” Steven admitted. “It's my own self-protection, my selfishness. You're here in my arms and I'm thankful.” 
 
    “I need a shower,” Jessica admitted, pushing away from the warmth of his chest.  
 
    “I'll start the water for you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The hot shower blasted on Jessica's back, calming her nerves. She felt a certain comfort remembering the showers she and Steven took together, and how he loved to watch her masturbate with the powerful jets shooting from the shower-head. The water pressure was perfect for teasing her sensitive spots, and she'd orgasm so quickly. Having him watch her was a sexy turn-on and intensified the pleasure. She loved to watch him, too—his gorgeous body in the steam, stroking his rod. She missed him—she missed her—and how they were as a couple. But it also scared her to realize the person she'd been was heading for a disaster. 
 
    Steven stood by the sink, and watched her—not like he used to, though. He watched her for protection, in case she needed him. “Are you hungry? I bought croissants yesterday. Did you know?”  
 
    “I saw them, yes.”  
 
    “You want me to heat one up for you?” 
 
     For a fleeting second she resented her faithful nurse. “No thanks, babe.” Water turned off, she let the last drips fall on her head.  
 
    He opened a towel for her and offered it. “At least let me dry you off.” 
 
    “It's okay. I can dry myself.” 
 
    His faded smile showed through the shower glass. “Of course you can, but it's my pleasure.” 
 
    Jessica couldn't deny him. “Then go ahead.”  
 
    Steven took his time, softly dabbing her skin, limb by limb, and placed a few kisses on her healing wounds. “You look much better, babe,” he said, with a trace of hunger in his eyes.  
 
    The stark transition from their extremely physical relationship to zero intimacy punctuated his tenderness, wanting to be with his girlfriend again, mind, body, and heart.  
 
    “Yes, and I'm not so sore, either.” 
 
    He swaddled her in the towel, then turned her to face him, exposing the swell of her breasts. He kissed her there, between her beautiful mounds and it felt totally unfamiliar to both of them. “That's good. More like yourself then.” 
 
    Jessica slipped into silence, letting the tension hang in the small, humid space.  
 
    “Jessica, don't. I didn't mean anything more than being happy you're healing.”  
 
    She wanted to cry again. “How soon do we need to leave?”  
 
    “Fifteen minutes.” On schedule as usual, Steven's willpower to get her out the door won over any resistance. “What can I get you? Water? Anything?”  
 
    “I'm fine,” she lied, fighting a nasty shiver. “Just let me get dressed and put my face on.” 
 
    “Okay.” He kissed her forehead, and then clumsily moved for her mouth. Their lips touched flatly, but he stayed on hers, not wanting to be the first to break the intimate connection. He felt her rawness and vulnerability, and didn't know how to react to it. She'd been the anchor—the directed career woman with a relationship on the side. He'd become accustomed to her on and off approach to romance with him. They were lovers and best friends, but her ambition had driven a wedge. Steven held onto what he knew to be true with his own heart. “I love you.” 
 
    Jessica pulled the towel over her chest and forced a brave smile. “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    Alone in the bathroom, Jessica swiped the mirror and closely examined herself. The bruises had faded and the facial scratches were nothing she'd felt the need to hide. She wondered how the others in the group looked. Were they worse than her? The same? The thought of sitting through hours of horror stories and unfiltered emotions was unsettling. She wasn't a natural hand-holder, especially not with strangers presumably as depressed as her. Recalling her professional techniques used when dealing with over dramatic brides-to-be whose biggest issue was how many carats her engagement ring would hold was the only mental tool she had. If she'd known what was ahead for her then, back when she'd interfaced with bridezillas, that she'd come face-to-face with her own mortality and the deaths of others, she'd have slapped those shallow women and told them to grow up and be grateful. But those days are gone. 
 
    Deciding to go without a spot of makeup, she tousled her hair and dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. There was no one there she'd need to impress. She was only going to please Steven anyway. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    “Steven, please, drive slower.” With her eyes tightly shut, Jessica endured the rush hour commute to the therapy group. Every bump in the road felt like the car had lost control. She gripped the door handle with both hands to keep from grabbing Steven's arm in panic mode. “You're scaring the shit out of me.” 
 
    “Jessica, take a deep breath,” Steven said, patient with her high-level of anxiety. “We're not in a plane. It's a car. I'll get us there unscathed. I promise.” 
 
    “Watch out!” Jessica covered her face, bracing for impact, having overreacted to a car merging into their lane within a safe distance.  
 
    “Please, just let me drive. It's going to be okay.” He patted her leg like a worried mother. “Inhale and exhale. I'll breathe with you. Ready?” 
 
    The sun's heat on the window had Jessica sweating, even with the air conditioning on full blast. She breathed with Steven, in through the nose, out through the mouth. 
 
    “Better?” 
 
    “Okay, yes. Why does the therapy group have to be at the airport? Seems like a bad choice of locations considering the situation.” 
 
    “It's not technically at the airport,” Steven said, trying to ease her fears. “It's in a hangar near the airport. There's a difference.” 
 
    “If the airline had any sensitivity at all, they'd never conduct a survivor's group anywhere near the airport. Why can't we meet in an office in a regular building?”  
 
    “I'm sure there's no hidden meaning or intention to be so insensitive on purpose.” 
 
    “Please don't defend them, Steven.” 
 
    “Listen, promise me you'll keep an open mind about the therapy. It'll be a total waste otherwise.”  
 
    “I have the right to be angry.” 
 
    “True, but try to funnel your anger in a constructive way,” Steven suggested. “Don't go ballistic.”  
 
    Jessica looked at him like he was a stranger. “Have I ever made a scene in public before?” 
 
    Steven gave her a knowing glance, reflecting back to a few crazed incidents over the years with her, then laughed. “Uh, no, never.” 
 
    She laughed, too, but thinly. “So, I'll watch my temper. Promise.” 
 
    “Cool.” Steven kept his eyes on the road and didn't push the conversation further. 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica's legs buckled as they approached the airplane hangar. She squeezed Steven's hand, afraid to let go.  
 
    “Did you want me to stay?” Steven paused, hearing the therapist's voice, the session already in progress.  
 
    “Yes, but no. I'll text you when it's over.” Jessica straightened her stance, spotting the small group seated around a youngish guy in a plaid shirt and black framed glasses speaking solemnly. “There's less people here than I thought there'd be. I hope that's a good thing.” 
 
    “We'll see.” Steven hugged her softly and left her to deal with it on her own. She didn't watch him leave. Instead, she kept her focus on an empty chair in the last row and went to it. 
 
      
 
    A few in the group glanced her way as she joined them and none looked familiar. The therapist paused from what he was saying and examined her. “Hi. You're here for the grief counseling?” 
 
    “Yes, I think,” Jessica replied. “The survivor's group? From the flight?” 
 
    “Great. You're in the right place.” His mellow brown eyes didn't study her or judge—they simply creased at the corners with his easy smile. “Welcome.”  
 
    Jessica nodded, folding her hands in her lap. She wanted to look at the others and see their faces, but she refrained from gawking.  
 
    The therapist continued. “I’d like to remind the group this is a safe place to share your thoughts. You can talk about your progression, regression, anger, fear, loss or grief. This is an open forum for discussions relating to your recent trauma, but if you'd like to share a story that's slightly off topic and yet still related to the situation we're here to confront, then you're welcome to.” 
 
    No shares were offered from the group, and his monologue went on with a more conversational tone. “Dealing with post-traumatic stress and survivor's guilt is normal. There's nothing you should feel the need to hide, especially if what you're holding back is blocking your path to healing.” 
 
    Jessica stirred in her seat, studying shoes, the hems of jeans, and scuff marks on the ground—anything to keep her gaze from looking up at their faces. To her right, a pair of low-heeled beige pumps, and feminine ankles—one with a gold chain hanging from it—captured her attention. The gold reflected the light as the woman's legs crossed and swung—a welcome distraction from the depressed mood in the room. 
 
    “Most of you have attended these sessions a few times now. Perhaps one or all of you would like to share a little about who are since the accident, and whatever you might be experiencing in your daily lives? How are you dealing with the residual aftereffects?”  
 
    The odd unity Jessica felt towards these strangers was unnerving. They unanimously fronted, and held up a wall of avoidance regardless of the therapist's gentle nudge.  
 
    Not having broken through to a single person, the therapist tried a different direction. He opened his notebook and leafed through the pages of his handwritten notes. “Okay then, I'd like to share a quote from John F. Kennedy. 'The courage of life is often a less dramatic spectacle than the courage of a final moment. But it is no less a magnificent mixture of triumph and tragedy.'” And then he closed the notebook and searched the group for any reaction. “As survivors, don't waste time questioning why you weren't among those who didn't make it out with their lives. There's no answer to justify it or make proper sense of it. Death is so often a random event and an unexplained mystery. The choice to accept how destiny, fate, or whatever you want to call it, revealed itself in your lives is up to you.” 
 
    A cough from the women with the gold ankle bracelet disturbed his speech, and it gave Jessica an excuse to look at her. The woman was Elaine, the flight attendant on the plane, but she wasn't totally familiar to Jessica. The head injury Jessica had experienced during the crash left her with blurred shreds of memory, which Steven said was a good thing.  
 
    With her blonde, curled-under hair and professional attire, Elaine was lovely, and the only one in the group dressed in something other than jeans and t-shirts. Elaine patted her chest until the cough quieted and then in a low voice said, “Pardon me.”  
 
    The therapist cleared his own throat, too. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Yes, thank you.” Not liking the attention, Elaine bowed her head and waved him off.  
 
    He took a moment to read over his notes again, then dropped his own wall and spoke sincerely. “What most matters is that you don't deny yourself from breathing every day. Go minute by minute, then hour by hour, until you're able to control the inner turmoil. The pain and sadness may never leave you, but you're allowed to not constantly relive what happened. You're allowed to let the memory dissipate and fade.” 
 
    This struck a nerve with Jessica, as well as a few others in the group. He went on, “The point is, you are alive. Honor and respect that. Let it be enough to help you go forward from the tragedy with strength and courage.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The group was excused for a break. In a narrow corridor outside of the main room, Jessica checked her phone for messages, and listened to the light conversations going on around her.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Elaine asked Jessica from a couple feet away, smoking a cigarette. “I think this guy's an idiot. A total newbie,” she stated, and then continued to voice her opinions, “I don't know where the company got him from. He was probably the cheapest therapist they could find—that is, if he has the credentials in the first place. The airlines cut every corner they can.” 
 
    “Oh?” Jessica sent a short text to Steven, letting him know she was okay. “He does seem a bit inexperienced, but I feel for him. It can't be easy talking to a group like us. We don't give him much to work with.” 
 
    “The whole thing's pointless anyway. I hate coming to these meetings.” 
 
    Jessica eased against the wall, and watched her exhale trails of smoke. A “no smoking” sign was posted clearly on the opposite wall, which Elaine obviously didn't care to acknowledge. “How many have you attended?” 
 
    “This is my third one,” Elaine said, extinguishing the cigarette under her foot. “I'm going crazy at home alone. I don't know what to do with myself.” 
 
    “I wouldn't be here if my boyfriend hadn't insisted,” Jessica admitted. “I wouldn't be anywhere but my bed. It's my drug of choice since the crash.” 
 
    “Ha! Your bed?” Elaine laughed, disguising layers of issues and secrets, “I love that... referring to the bed as a drug. Yeah, I can relate.” 
 
    It took a second for Jessica to comprehend that she made the woman laugh, and how strange laughter sounded, having not heard any in so long. “The depression's no joke. It's all consuming.” 
 
    “It certainly is. And no one understands. They can't, and thank God for that.” Elaine extended her hand to Jessica. “I'm Elaine.” 
 
    “Jessica. Nice to meet you.” The two exchanged a mild handshake. “I wish we weren't meeting here and under these circumstances, though.” 
 
    Elaine smiled, fiddling with the cigarette pack, and contemplated smoking another stick. “Isn't that the truth?” Giving in, she lit a second one and inhaled. “I'm sorry, how rude of me. Would you like one?” 
 
    “No, I don't smoke.” 
 
    “Good for you. I've been considering switching to a vaporizer but old habits die hard, I guess.” Elaine blew out, waving the smoke away from Jessica. “You know my sister actually suggested I get back on a plane immediately to help get over my issues?” 
 
    “You're kidding?” Jessica jolted, sick over the thought. “I can't... I don't ever want to get back on a plane for the rest of my life. Never. I mean, how could I? How would anyone who's been through it?” 
 
    “Exactly. This therapist can talk all he wants about strength and courage, but unless you know what it's like to...” Elaine's face flushed, and her eyes dimmed and teared. “You know, fall like we did, there's no getting back to normal.” 
 
    “I feel the same way.” 
 
    Elaine puffed a few hard inhales, then stomped the second one out, too. She watched the others filter back in the room. “We should go.” 
 
    Jessica didn't catch the meaning behind Elaine's words, and went to follow the group, but Elaine grabbed her arm. “Not back in there. We should go have some coffee, or a drink.” 
 
    “Now? But the therapy?” 
 
    “Do you really want to sit for another hour hearing him go on and on? Jessica, this little bit of conversation I've had with you is the most I've talked to anyone since I left the hospital. It's been a long, silent four weeks and it feels so good to finally feel safe with someone—safe enough to open up. You made me laugh, for God's sake.” 
 
    The temptation to take Elaine up on her offer was hard to resist. “Can we? Don't we have to let the therapist know?” 
 
    “Did he ask your name? Did he check you off a list?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “He doesn't know what he's doing and he can't help us. I'm desperate for some one on one. I get the feeling you are, too.” 
 
    Jessica felt it in her gut that Elaine was right. “I don't have a car. My boyfriend drove me here.” 
 
    “I'll drive us. We can go anywhere, even to my house if that makes you more comfortable.” 
 
    “Honestly, I'm not good in cars these days. I had a total panic attack getting here this morning.” 
 
     Elaine was mesmerized by Jessica's face—the depth of color in her rich, brown eyes. She was familiar, but venturing down the path of who survived and who didn't wasn't a direction Elaine wanted to go. “I've had similar feelings, but I had to get over it. Someone had to get the groceries.” 
 
    “I haven't wanted to be in public at all, not even to do basic grocery shopping,” Jessica confided. “My boyfriend's been handling that for me, for us. He thinks I'm having social anxiety.” 
 
    “And what do you think?” 
 
    “I have no idea,” Jessica said. “Whatever it is sucks. That's all I know.” 
 
     “Well, I can drive. And I won't freak out if you do, promise. I've had plenty of crisis training over the years.” 
 
    “We can just go to my place and take the 'social' aspect out. There's coffee and a cabinet filled with travel-size booze.” Elaine's point of view was compelling. “I even have water, if you prefer, and some munchies.” 
 
    Jessica heard the therapist resume the session, and it filled her with dread. “Cool. Let's go.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    In her dining room, Elaine displayed an assortment of travel-size liquors, giving Jessica first choice at the selections. “Which one do you prefer?” 
 
    “Oh, I'm not a big drinker,” Jessica said, reading the labels, and picked a small bottle of rum.  
 
    “I'm not either,” Elaine admitted. “But I had these stashed. Seemed like a good time to use them. Would you like coffee instead? Tea?” 
 
    “I used to be a coffee junkie, but one cup in the morning is my limit now.” 
 
    Elaine picked a bottle of tequila. “I get it. My appetite hasn't come back either. Soup, that's about all I eat.” 
 
    Jessica opened the rum and sniffed. Her nose tickled with the alcohol content. “Damn, this little bottle smells like it packs a punch.” 
 
     “Would you like a glass? Some ice?” The professional facade worked well for Elaine, protecting her vulnerability. “Or would you rather shoot it?” 
 
    “A glass with ice, please. I don't want to get smashed.” Jessica hoped the awkwardness she felt wasn't obvious. “And water, if it's not too much trouble. The last time I had hard liquor before noon was at my cousin's wedding over a year ago.” 
 
    “As our therapist sort of tried to say, it's okay if we live a little.” Elaine's voice trailed as she went to the kitchen, retrieving two glasses and a cup of ice from the kitchen. “Right?” Returning, she put two cubes in her glass and slid the cup across the table.  
 
    “Right.” Jessica filled her glass to the top with the rest of the ice, and poured in the rum.  “Cheers?” 
 
    “Yes, cheers.” Elaine and Jessica clinked glasses, each avoiding direct eye contact. 
 
    Jessica cautiously sipped the drink, ignoring her phone buzzing in her purse. “I admit to feeling guilty for ditching therapy in favor of hanging out. I mean, we just met.”  
 
    “There are plenty of things in life to feel guilty about.” Elaine drained her glass, setting it down empty. “This situation isn't one of them.” 
 
    “I suppose so.” Not convinced, Jessica admired the abstract art on the walls and pricey décor. “It's not like we're being graded on our attendance or behavior.” 
 
    “No, not at all. The therapy is really nothing more than standard protocol and corporate niceties. The airline's covering their ass by offering it.” Elaine noticed the constant noise coming from Jessica's phone. “You're a popular girl.” 
 
    “I used to be. Clients called and emailed me night and day.” She checked her messages, seeing several from Steven. “Not since the crash though. My boss stepped in and took over my workload. I think she's afraid I won't come back.” Jessica's guilt level skyrocketed reading over Steven's worried texts. “Elaine, I should call my boyfriend. I can't believe I forgot to tell him we left.” 
 
    “Oh, call him! I'll give you some privacy.” Elaine took her empty glass to the kitchen.  
 
    “Thanks.” Jessica noticed Elaine's diamond wedding ring as it sparkled under the dining room light. “Your ring is lovely.” 
 
    Elaine acted like she forgot the ring was on, flipping her hand around to look at it. “It's dirty. Haven't cleaned it in months. But, thank you.” 
 
    “You're welcome.” She heard the phone line pick up and Steven's tense voice. “Hi, honey. Sorry to leave you hanging. No, I... I left.” 
 
    Elaine exited the room, but stayed close enough to listen in. She heard Jessica's anxious tone, and felt their uneasy communication—very similar to how she talked with Ryan.  
 
    “I just couldn't sit through it any longer,” Jessica continued on the phone. “A half session was all I could handle today. I'll try again, maybe next week.” 
 
    Opening a package of cookies, Elaine assorted the baked goods on a china serving plate, and nibbled on one. The healing scar on her throat ached when she swallowed. She waited another moment, still listening to Jessica's side of the conversation.  
 
    “Yes, she drove me. I know, crazy, right? Considering how freaked out I was this morning in rush hour traffic. I only yelled twice and she was very understanding. Her name's Elaine—another survivor. I'll text you her address. Yeah, like thirty minutes or so. Okay, babe, thanks. See you then.”  
 
    Elaine delivered the cookies and a pitcher of water to the table. “It's all good?” 
 
    “Yes, as good as it can be under the circumstances.” 
 
    “I empathize,” said Elaine, studying Jessica's stifled emotions.  
 
     “I'm trying not to be so defensive with him. We're both struggling with putting everything into perspective. We used to know each other intuitively. Now he treats me like a foreign object.” 
 
    “It's impossible, I think,” Elaine responded, hiding the pain in her heart, “to sort out what happened. I've blocked out much of it. It's the only way I can sleep at night. I'm surprised my husband hasn't left me over my behavior.” 
 
    Jessica chose water over another sip of the rum, not wanting to reek of alcohol when Steven got there. “I'm doing a fairly good job at messing up my relationship, too. Not on purpose.” 
 
    “No, of course not.” 
 
    “I feel lost, confused, terrified, sad... everything feels magnified.” 
 
    “Jessica,” Elaine said, “we're not simply in a state of shock, or suffering from post-traumatic stress. We're in mourning.” 
 
    Stunned by the clarity of Elaine's statement, Jessica felt her body go limp—the feeling she got before fainting. Cathy's face, as well as the little girl who sat across from her on the plane, appeared in an unexpected flashback. “I hadn't thought of it like that, but, yes, I guess you're right. Part of why I went to therapy today was in hopes of finding out who lived.”  
 
    “Here, have some sugar.” Elaine handed Jessica a cookie. “You look quite pale suddenly.” 
 
    Jessica bit into the chocolate chunks, and chewed. “Yeah, I don't feel so good. I'm sorry. This was a lot for me to do today.” 
 
    “No explanation needed. You want to lay on the couch?” 
 
    “It should pass,” Jessica said with a strained voice, tears welling in her eyes. “And Steven will be here soon.” 
 
    “You love him. I can tell.” 
 
    And then the tears fell, mixed with the guilt, and as Elaine said, the mourning. “I do, and I'm so lucky to have him. He's been so good to me since all this horrible shit happened. Steven was always good to me, though, and I didn't care, too involved in my career.” 
 
    “It's like you're reading my mind, Jessica.” Elaine moved to the chair next to her, and covered Jessica's trembling shoulders with a supportive arm. “I was completely dedicated to my career, too. It was my life—and a part of me I never thought I could or would live without. It was taken from me, like everything else.” 
 
    Jessica wiped her tears on her shirt sleeve. Elaine's words and touch tilted Jessica towards emotional overload. The ding of Steven's text coming through was the out she needed to break from the uncomfortable moment. “He'll be outside soon. I have to go.” 
 
    Elaine dropped her arm from Jessica. “Let me get you tissue, or... whatever else you might need.” 
 
    “No thank you. I just... maybe I shouldn't have come? Maybe it was too soon? I'm not someone who cries in front of strangers.” 
 
    “Oh, please don't see me as a stranger anymore. We're not, you know?” 
 
    Jessica is silent, calming herself. She nods in response, gathering her purse. 
 
    “Let me at least give you my phone number.” Elaine stood quickly, and headed to the kitchen. She called out, “Give me one second.”  
 
    Jessica stood, too, and went to the door, wanting to run back to where she felt safe.  
 
    Elaine caught up with her. “Here. Text me whenever you want, or call. Please, don't hesitate. In fact, send me a quick text when you get home, or else I'll worry.” Handing her the note, she gave Jessica a hug. “I hope we can get together again, Jessica. I'm grateful we met.” 
 
    “Me, too, Elaine,” Jessica said as she turned to go. “Take care.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine locked the door after Jessica left. She wished she'd chosen different words rather than 'take care'. 'Take care' is what Elaine said to passengers as they exited planes, not to a person she wanted to see again. It was said when departing, not arriving or entering someone's life. Jessica had crossed her path, and she knew who she was—she remembered her from the flight—but today wasn't the time to share that information.  
 
    She opened the rest of the travel-sized bottles and drank one after another, until her dark memories turned into a lusty trance, visualizing Jessica in her arms.   
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    “I have to say, Jess, you ending up at some woman's house was the last thing I expected to happen today.” Steven drove less cautiously then he had in the morning, emotions tweaked by his girlfriend's unpredictable behavior. 
 
    “You and me both, Steven. I can't offer you further explanation either. It is what it is.” Jessica gripped the door handle, and monitored her breathing. “She asked and I went.” 
 
    “It's not like you.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “She could've been anybody.” 
 
    Jessica shook her head, and repeated his words from earlier. “I have a connection with the people in this therapy group. That's what you said. They're not strangers. We faced death together.” 
 
    “All I'm saying is, please let me know if you go somewhere we hadn't discussed,” Steven clarified, needing to make sure his points weren't ignored. “I showed up at the therapy group and no one was there and... you scared the shit out of me, Jess.” 
 
    “I won't scare you again.” 
 
    “I'm suffering, too, you know? I haven't told you just how horrific it was waiting for the airline representatives to call after the news broke, not knowing if you were dead or alive.”  
 
    Jessica shot him a sideways glance. “No, you haven't.” 
 
    Steven kept both hands on the wheel, and eased off the accelerator. “The worst hours of my life were spent waiting by the phone, praying, crying, and losing my mind with fear.”  
 
    “Steven, don't do this now. Wait till we get home.” 
 
    He continued, unable to hold it in, “You may not have, but I've always known I wanted to spend the rest of my life with you, Jessica.” 
 
    “Steven...” 
 
    “Preparing myself to receive a call... to hear a person I didn't know tell me you were among the deceased... and what went through my mind was this notion that if you were dead, so was I.” 
 
    “Steven, please stop! I can't handle this!”  
 
    “You have to hear me! You have to know!” 
 
    “I'm alive, Steven, and so are you. I'm sorry you had to go through it, too.” 
 
    “I'm not asking for your apology. I need you to understand that I'm recovering from the crash with you. I went through my own form of terror and loss and I still feel fear over losing you. It hasn't gone away, just like your nightmares.” 
 
    Jessica bit her tongue, hesitating to stir the situation further. “Okay, I get it, but please pay attention to the road.” 
 
    “You wanted to hang out with this woman, Elaine, today and blew off therapy. Fine, I'm cool with it, I guess. Just inform me, please. Don't pull a disappearing act and leave me to run in circles searching.” 
 
    She nodded, and sunk into herself. The events of the day had depleted what little remained of her inner reserves. “I won't. You'll know where I am from this point on.” 
 
    A couple of deep breaths and Steven mellowed as the emotional cloud lifted. He turned the radio up, hearing a song they used to love, and it brought on a flood of memories of who they were—some good, some bad—but them. Steven reached out for Jessica and she caught his hand with hers.  
 
    With palms pressed together and fingers interlocked, they turned the music up another notch and let the song fill the difficult gap between them.  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
     “Soup? Since when do you like soup?” Steven opened the pantry and sorted through cans and jars. “I don't see any.” 
 
    “It sounded good. Easy to digest, warm and comforting,” Jessica shrugged, searching her phone messages. “Otherwise, I really don't have an appetite.” 
 
    “Jess, what's up?” Steven refers to her phone, curious over her lingering attention to it. “Has your boss been emailing you?” 
 
    “No. I keep looking as if an onslaught of daily emails is hiding somewhere, like I overlooked them.” Putting her phone on the counter, she clicks it off. “It feels so strange to have this compulsion to constantly check for messages and then there's nothing there.” 
 
    “I'm sure.” Steven scoured another cabinet filled with emergency supplies—the items never touched, just in case. “So, are you going to tell me? How was the therapy you stayed for? You haven't said anything about the therapist.” 
 
    “He was okay, I guess. Since I've never been in therapy before I've nothing to compare him to.” 
 
    Finding no soup or anything appetizing in the cabinets, Steven hungrily sought refuge in the freezer, finding a box of frozen lasagna—his go-to when Jessica was out of town. “True. Was he cool? I mean, what did he talk about? How many people were there?” 
 
    “A handful, maybe six or seven.” Jessica admired Steven's build—his perfectly broad shoulders and natural masculinity. They used to make out in the kitchen while food was cooking and tease each other with threats of spontaneous sex that occasionally they'd follow through on. “I didn't recognize anyone, except for maybe Elaine. She's familiar, but I can't place her face from the plane. I was hoping the blurred images would clear, but they get foggier every day.” 
 
    “That's your mind protecting you. Maybe it's better not to see.” 
 
    Jessica gulped dryly, and grabbed her phone again. 
 
    Steven touched her arms, tracing her skin lightly. “I should just shut my mouth and love you.” 
 
    “You used to be so good at doing that,” Jessica told him with a smile—the first real smile she'd shown him in a while. “I've needed to hear every word you've said, though, whether I wanted to hear it or not. It would've been worse if you'd gone silent.”  
 
    “I miss you, Jess.” Steven took her hips and dared to get in her space. “Should we just go out to dinner?” 
 
    A streak of fear ran across her face. “Babe, I'm not hungry and I can't go sit in a public place and watch you eat. I'll heat the lasagna up for you.” 
 
    “No, no, Jess, look at me,” Steven said, blocking her path to the stove. “Maybe you're more ready than you think? How will you know if we don't try it?” 
 
    “Steven, I've had almost too much today. I don't want anymore. You go out if you want. I need to stay home.” 
 
    “I'm afraid to leave you.” 
 
    “Don't be.” 
 
    “Just this morning you asked me to take another day off work. You wanted me to stay and keep you company, like I've done daily for a month now. Do you understand why I'm confused? Are we coming or going, Jessica? Just tell me which way.” 
 
    “I'm here. We're here,” Jessica stated, rattled by his sudden emotions.  
 
    Steven broke from her, stuffing the lasagna back inside the freezer. “I need a shower,” he said. “Want to join me?” 
 
    She turned her head, and side-stepped his kiss, shaking her head. “I'll be in bed.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica waited for the sound of the water, and the metal clank of the shower door closing. Elaine's number in her hand, she input the digits into her phone, then sent her a text stating: Hope you're doing okay. 
 
      
 
    Elaine's reply was instantaneous but Jessica didn't read it. Instead, she typed in a search item in her browser and waited for the list to come up, but there were no matches. There was no public record of the deceased from the flight—and none for the living either. 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Steven rounded his spine against the hot water blast, and massaged his muscles, rocking from shoulder to shoulder. The soap lathered on his tanned skin created a wonderfully slick landscape for his hands to travel. They slipped down his chiseled chest and circled his lower abs, right to his hairline, then back up. He wasn't rushing to get clean and get out this time. His mind wandered to sexy thoughts of Jessica, fully in the mood and turned on in the shower with him. Fantasizing felt like a rare commodity, having quelled his desires to be with her sexually in the wake. He needed to let loose, and allowed his romantic thoughts to travel to her. 
 
    He turned to face the water, and let it drench his groin before using the lather as creamy lubricant. His hands scooped around his sacs, softening the whole area between his taut thighs. Balls rolled in his palm, he could just feel the hotness of Jessica's tongue on them, licking the circumference. Left hand gripped on the base, Steven used his right hand as a strong cuff, and stroked his length. He never tired of Jessica's style of blow jobs, and had to stop himself from daydreaming about her mouth on him frequently at work.  
 
    From her knees, she'd look up at him like a naughty, rebellious angel, mouth sliding down his shaft, until it bobbed on the opening of her throat. Swallowing against it, her throat muscles would hug him, and steal his control. Jessica's wet, wrapped tongue made the same sliding motions around his width as his soapy hand, and corkscrewed from one end to the other. That small, protruding spot just under the rim was where the tip of her tongue danced, tickling as the delicate area swelled and encouraged him to come.  
 
    He loved when she'd pull him out of her mouth right as he was peaking, and jerk on his thickness till he shot out. The steam filled his lungs, and the water pounded his pelvis, splashing with his gyrations. Jessica would suck him until his back arched, and legs went weak. The top of the shower stall was his support, holding onto the metal edge as he thrust his hips in orgasmic relief. Her hand squeezed and released his spewing erection until he'd emptied, then she'd lick the last drips of his cum from his red, sensitive head.  
 
    As hot as the shower was, Steven shivered. Streams of cum pooled between his knuckles as he stiffened with a sudden and heavy release. He shuddered with the intense sensation of a much needed explosion. Subtle strokes replaced the aggressive torque that powered his orgasm until he eased off his cock and let it hang. Jessica's image faded with the rinsed off suds and his chest calmed with steadier breaths.  
 
      
 
    “Steven?” He heard Jessica say, then saw her outline on the other side of the glass.  
 
    “Yeah?”  
 
    “I have to use the bathroom.” 
 
    “I'll be out in a second,” was his response, securing a towel around his waist. He wondered how long she'd been watching, if at all. “Jess?” he asked, but she was out of the room before he slid the shower door open.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    Ryan cut into his medium-rare steak, and let the juices run and blend into the mashed potatoes on his plate. Dinner had become a quiet and isolating event with Elaine. It was one of the few ways the couple connected when they were both in town, sharing gourmet meals and selections from their wine closet. The pleasant hum of conversation filled their dining room, as details about work and travel were exchanged. A sliver of butter melted on his food as he observed his detached wife next to him at the table.  
 
    Elaine's spoon clinked the China cup as she stirred her tea. “Is it good?”  
 
    “Yes, very good,” Ryan complimented, sinking his teeth into the prime cut. “The steak's cooked to perfection.” 
 
    “Thank you, honey.” She dissolved a spoonful of sugar into the tea and then drank, soothed by the hot liquid.  
 
    “You sure you don't want any?” 
 
    “I'm sure.” 
 
    “Were you able to resolve anything with the insurance company today?” 
 
    “No, I didn't call.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Her hand covered the scar on her throat. It still felt raw and tender. Something in the plane had slashed her on impact, and she was fortunate it only went skin deep. “I'm tired of dealing with it. I'll call the airline tomorrow. They might have news on my claim.” 
 
    “Yes, maybe,” Ryan said, knowing they'll offer no assistance, but not interested in starting conflict. “And therapy? How did that go?” 
 
    “I didn't stay long.” 
 
    “Oh? How come?” 
 
    “They need to get a better therapist. I can't relate to this one.” 
 
    Ryan realized this was an unending, circular line of questioning, with no way out. “What'll you do if they don't? Not go?” 
 
    “We'll see how I feel next week. When's your next business trip? 
 
    “Elaine, I leave tomorrow. You don't remember me telling you my schedule for the month?” 
 
    The piping hot tea couldn't prevent a nasty chill from filling her, drawing a mental blank over his question. “We should write out a calendar until I get my head on straight.” 
 
    “I'm fine with that.” 
 
    Elaine stood and drew the curtains to the side, viewing the manicured French garden beyond the window. “The gardeners must've been here earlier because the weeds are gone.”  
 
    Ryan chewed and swished wine in his mouth, mentally formulating a plan. “Darling, we should plan a trip, a long weekend away. I have vacation time coming and I'd like to take you somewhere nice.”  
 
    Craning her neck to see the backyard, Elaine did her best to deny his offer. “The backyard wasn't mowed, though. There wasn't a note on the door or anything. I wonder why he didn't finish the job?” 
 
    “Elaine? Did you hear me? I asked if you wanted to take a vacation with me, your husband.” 
 
    Cornered, Elaine froze. “Ryan, I resigned.” 
 
    “What? You did?” 
 
    “Yes. I was offered early retirement. Considering the level of grief I'm experiencing having lived through an accident where three quarters of the people on board died, and the fact that therapy isn't working, I thought it was best.”  
 
    “I see. Okay. And no discussion with me about it beforehand?  
 
    Elaine shook her head and shrugged. “I felt you'd support me in whatever decision I made.” 
 
    “I do, and I will, it's just...” Cutting another bite of steak, Ryan returned to his meal. “I'm glad you did what you felt was right, sweetheart.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I have to get rid of them,” Elaine muttered to herself as she headed for her closet. “It all must go, every last piece in there.” 
 
    Her inner torment spiked with rage as she flung open the solid wood doors with a bang. An entire assortment of navy suits, some covered in plastic, hovered lifelessly over rows of high-heeled pumps. She yelled, yanking on the hanger that held the first uniform she wore after earning her wings. It had faded to a dull gray, with embedded stains from food and beverages as she learned how to serve in the middle of strong turbulence. Crying, Elaine dug her fingernails into the worn seams and tore at the sleeves, then threw it onto the floor. The destructive pattern continued with her blouses, skirts and pant suits, until every last item belonging to her past was discarded.  
 
    “Elaine!” Ryan stood in the doorway, a look of horror etched his face. “What in the world are you doing?” 
 
    “Getting rid of them!” Her entire body shook as she cried, clutching her stomach with one hand and heaving shoes with the other. “Clean it all out! It has to go! It has to GO!” 
 
    “Stop it! Elaine!” He ran to her, and wrestled with her flailing arms until he had them pinned to her side. “Tell me what's going on!” 
 
    No longer in her sane mind, Elaine collapsed against his chest in a bout of hysteria, writhing to get free of his tight hold. “Nothing's going on! I told you time and time again! Nothing!” 
 
    The energy in the room was chaotic as she kicked the pile and thrashed about. “Elaine, why are you doing this? Tell me, honey! How can I help you?” 
 
    Elaine dissolved, and slipped through his arms, falling on the abandoned clothes. “They're gone...they burned in front of me, Ryan! When I went back in the plane rows of seats were on fire and passengers were still strapped to them and there was nothing I could do. Nothing but helplessly watch. A few died in my arms on the tarmac. Others were already dead when their bodies were pulled out.” 
 
    Ryan paced, helpless, gathering her shoes and accessories. “It's not your fault, Elaine. You did everything in your power, and risked your own life, too.” 
 
    She screamed at the ceiling, hating when he described her as a hero. “I welcomed them aboard. I looked right into their faces, and told them to fasten their seat-belts. I told them we were going to be okay.” 
 
    “It was your job!” Ryan lost his temper, fearful she'd hyperventilate. “You were trained to proceed as you did! When are you going to admit your behavior was in accordance with the situation?” 
 
    Elaine was speechless. In her hands were a collection of hotel keys from the rooms she stayed in with Michael—the lascivious keepsake from their extended affair. A nasty whirlwind circled her fragile self, trembling with the memories of her deceased lover. 
 
    “Honey?” Ryan sunk on the floor beside her, and offered his wife compassion. “I know its cliché, but what's done is done. I'm not going to feel guilty over my happiness that you're alive. You need to get to a point where you don't feel guilty about it either.” 
 
    “I'm always going to be guilty, Ryan. That's the truth.” 
 
    “No, no, no... it's not true.” He kissed her tears, then her mouth, relishing their closeness. “You're my beautiful, wonderful wife and I'm so grateful you've survived such a horrific tragedy.”  
 
    And then their bodies merged together with the familiar touch of husband and wife. Her pain morphed into passion, accepting his kisses on her face, neck, over her tender scar, before his mouth blended with hers. Their tongues merged and twirled together in a fiery dance of want and need, igniting the dormant flames.  
 
    Ryan unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants as Elaine spread her legs willingly for him to rub his length in between her thighs. He was rock hard and filled with heated desire, having been without her sexually for far too long. Without resistance, Ryan plunged his erection into his wife, rocking her over the scattered clothes. “Ohhh god, Elaine,” he moaned, sliding his pulsating shaft past her point of comfort, giving every inch of his length. “Your pussy feels so good.” 
 
    She wrapped her legs around his strong hips, and cried a muffled confession into his shoulder, “I'm a terrible wife, Ryan. You don't know me at all.” 
 
    He was gone, lost in pleasure, stroking inside of her soaking, squeezing wetness. “What, baby? Say it again, honey. I didn't hear what you said.” 
 
    But Elaine just cried, overwhelmed with the wonderful sensations of his pumping cock. She closed her eyes and let her head fall onto a favorite silk blouse. It still smelt of her perfume and it instantly transported her mind into a fantasy. She was in bed with Michael, making love to him like nothing else existed but their sweaty bodies thrusting madly on each other. She clutched a strand of pearls and spread her legs even further, imagining Michael's cock inside her, then inside Tessa's little cunt, then back in hers until he couldn't hold back from showering her with a lusty coating of cum. 
 
    “Honey!” Ryan grunted, his body stiff as he pumped, face twisted and frozen, his shaft hard with extreme, orgasmic waves. “I'm coming!” he gasped, and then yelled out, “you're my woman, and I love you, Elaine!” With a blast of expelled energy, Ryan spurted a heavy load inside his wife, balanced on his fists, and slamming his hips onto hers.  
 
    Elaine held onto his back with her arms and legs, his cock barely moving inside her clenched pussy. He was forceful and aggressive, as if he'd reclaimed her after a long span of being far away. “Oh my god, Ryan...”  
 
    His hot cum poured out of her hole and down into the pucker of her ass. With his cock still semi-hard, he withdrew from her cunt and slowly pushed into her unimaginably tight second hole. He thrust in, inch by inch, moaning and grunting, not easing up for a second.  
 
    Breathless, Elaine clawed at him, and bit his shoulder, wanting him to fuck her ass deep, and hating him for thinking he could. He hadn't been the husband she needed—more like the sexual placeholder in her life that she used while she screwed other people to satisfy the endless passion within her. What she kept from him he took without mercy, shoving himself up her forbidden entry, and let his shaft erect itself again. “This is mine,” he grunted through his teeth. “And it feels incredible.”  
 
    Hands positioned and cupped under the roundness of her ass cheeks and hip, he hoisted her up and titled her pelvis as his cock moved back and forth, pushing against her body's natural resistance. “Tell me you love me, Elaine. Tell me how good it feels to have your husband inside you.” 
 
    “You feel like too much,” she said with shallow breaths, lungs constricted by the weight of his chest. “And I love it. You feel so good... so fucking good, Ryan.” 
 
    His thrusting was out of control, abs contracting as he pulled in harder, buried to the base of cock in her ass. “I'm going to fill you again, Elaine. Do you feel it?” 
 
    “Yes! Come inside me, baby.” She felt him throbbing wildly, pulsating and twitching with a second dose of hot cum shots. His body jerked as his hips slammed into her, each time sending waves of fire through her thighs and pelvis. Blissful sensations rippled into her pussy and deep inside her tightest hole, where she squeezed on his softening shaft. It was then that she felt her own orgasm rise. Her ass pumped full and dripping with his spent lust, and his cock massaging all the sensitive spots. His exhales were like blasts of damp, warm air against her neck and he continued to fuck her hole, knowing what her clenching and moans meant.  
 
    “Honey? Oh my god, yes, come!” His face above hers, their eyes met, and Elaine let him see into her soul as she buckled underneath him. The slick, tickling of his cock set forth an orgasm within her ass that stole her voice, and stopped her breath. Her chest pushed up into his as her back arched slowly, coming with her whole body reacting to each jolt. She shook, mouth hinged open, forcing a breath as she flew over the peak of an unbridled inner explosion. 
 
    “Ryan!” She let out a yell that broke the sound of lusty love-making that filled the room, and then floated, lost in the delirious moments of a mind-blowing release after a long, loveless spell. “Oh god, oh god,” she whispered to herself, drifting in a glorious way, partly with Ryan, and the rest of her mind somewhere else. 
 
      
 
    “You're amazing,” Ryan whispered to her. “What you do to me is unreal.” 
 
    Elaine wanted to respond, and searched inside herself for an honest reply. Moments passed without her saying anything, and he rolled from her body, breaking the tranquility.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    The blankets formed a safe divide between Jessica and Steven's spooned bodies. Her cellphone had been dinging all night until she turned the ringer off. Jessica thought Steven was asleep when she quieted the phone, but he was awake. Not since her days as a busy engagement ring consultant had she had so many messages. Whoever she was communicating with obviously wanted to share with her, and it bothered him to the point of not being able to sleep.  
 
    Steven knew it was early, before five a.m., and another hour of sleep was available for the taking, but he couldn't stop thinking about Jessica, and the state of their troubled relationship. He'd settled himself to frequent masturbation until she acted more interested in sex again. Like anyone who'd gone through what she had, sex was probably the last thing on their minds, he thought. Yet being shut off from talking to her about this part of their life wasn't easy to cope with. 
 
    She stirred, tugging at the sheet and he took advantage of the free space to align his nakedness with her cotton nightie. His fresh erection was ripe and strong, desperately seeking release, and wanting it from her, not his hand. “Baby?” Jessica sighed, still in her dream.  
 
    “Yes, babe, I'm here,” Steven said, cuddling her close, “and you feel so good.” 
 
    Absorbing the heat from his skin, she intertwined herself with him. His chest was on her back, like a solid wall of strength and sexual energy and his erection had found shelter in between her supple thighs. He went with what he knew—his subtle and loving maneuvers that worked magic with her.  
 
    The first time she fell under his seductive spell was incredible. It was their second date as a “couple” and Steven claimed Jessica's pussy on the living room floor of his bachelor pad, his cock throbbing too hard to make it to the bedroom. Jessica agreed to remove Steven from strictly friendship to romantic partner after his long pursuit of proving himself worthy. He wasn't interested in waiting to be inside her once she'd become his girlfriend. He'd already stroked off many, many times fantasizing about her when she was just a friend and the reality of her juicy, delicious cunt was far better. The memory of being inside her pussy on that first night was what he still masturbated to. Jessica was a divine mystery, his medicine, and the one he was meant to be with. 
 
    She cooed the sweetest sound, floating out of her dream into awareness. The head of his cock wavered at her silky opening, and stroked it. Steven had the naughtiest habit of sleep fucking her, and she'd welcome his advances. “Baby?” Jessica called to him. “Are you awake?” 
 
    “I'm awake, Jessica, and I can't stop thinking about you.” His cock slid on her shaved mound, bathing in her relaxed wetness. He slipped just inside her, enough to make her jolt. “Your body's so beautiful, Jess,” Steven breathed into her ear, his arms so tight around her bosom. He reached with his fingers and caught her nipples, lightly pinching and rolling them in tiny circles. “I want you so bad.” 
 
    Jessica wanted him, too, and leaned forward so he had better access to enter her pussy from a perfect spoon. “How's that, honey?”  
 
    “Jess? You sure? You want me to do this?” 
 
    “Steven, please, yes... I want you to do this to me.” She was especially horny in the morning, and loved to cheat the alarm with a hot fuck. Heat rose from their skin and she parted her thighs, one knee placed on her side pillow. 
 
    “You let me know if you want me to stop. Okay?” The dewy tip of his manhood had made its way inside her, and his gentle thrusts, where only an inch of him went in, were maddeningly delicious. Hers was a tight one—and his width was more than she could take, as badly as she wanted to accommodate all of him. 
 
    She lurched with his motions, and gripped her pillow. “I will. You're so hard, baby.” 
 
    He rolled her over all the way onto her belly, tossing the pillow onto the floor so he could flatten her out. It was then that his cock sunk into her cunt, her smooth, velvet walls gripping him. He hadn't fucked her in weeks—since before the accident—and he knew it wouldn't take much to get him there. “God, your pussy is so tight.” 
 
    Her voice was tainted with a well-versed whorish tone, just dirty enough to make Steven crazy. His cock stiffened with her naughty talk, especially when she'd whisper curse words incoherently. “You like it that way. You like it when I squeeze and make you fuck my impossibly tight hole.” 
 
     She clenched a pillow and squeezed her inner thighs together so her pussy tightened up more on him. His swaying balls had a soft pad to bounce on between her thighs, too, wet from her juice.  
 
    “I do, Jessica, you make me struggle not to come.” Steven spoke through clenched teeth, overwhelmed with being inside her. “Fuck. I'm so close. I don't think I can hold back.” He shoved and slid her whole body up and down the smooth sheets with the hard bucking of his hips. A few inches from the base of his cock hadn't gone in her yet, and he knew as soon as he put his full length in, he'd blow. “I can't, baby, I can't stop!” 
 
    Jessica drifted from drowsy sleep to awake mode, sexually excited yet still seeing the nightmares behind her closed eyes. She clawed the bed and cried out, “Come, Steven, come!” Her back stiffened with the rush of receiving his entire rod, explosively thick and unrelenting in a geyser eruption.  
 
    His chest heaved as he hung in the fantastic sensations shooting from his balls to tip and out into her deepest spot—where her pussy wouldn't open any further—and then drenched down over his embedded shaft.  
 
    “Oh god, Steven,” she moaned into the pillow, her inner walls quivering around his length. “My pussy is so full.”  
 
    His high temperature cum ripped sensations throughout her body—the kind of buzzing ripples that brought Jessica to orgasm. She loved when his cum made her come, and Jessica felt the familiar, radiating pulses across her pelvis. But she couldn't grasp onto the wonderful feelings and run with them. 
 
    “Jess,” he hissed, barely able to inhale, every muscle in his body locked as his cock jetted out a final stream.  
 
    “Baby,” Jessica gasped, feeling his massive wad shooting into her pussy. “Yes!” There again was that blissful, buzzing, rippling further from her pelvis into her chest, breasts and shoulders. This was where she would jump on top of him and straddle his hips, riding the last of his erection till she came. She had a kink for screwing his cock after he'd come. The semi-flaccid width of his shaft was easier to slide on—his true size a few inches bigger than what she could comfortably take night after night. If he was on top with his chest lifted over hers, she'd hold his hips from bucking when he'd get too carried away. She'd even wondered if having a boyfriend with a big cock would be too difficult to handle and fuck constantly. But they'd worked it out and found the way to make his bulge and her tightness mesh in perfect love making. “Oh Steven,” she signed, letting her body and mind calm with his, and then told him lovingly, “I remember you.” 
 
    “Let me take care of you now,” was his gentle request as he slid out of her. His cock left a thick, white trail over her thighs and sheets in its wake.  
 
    Rolled onto her back, he admired her ample breasts and pretty buds. She adored when he'd soak her in visually, and pet the inward slope of her stomach as a method of turning her on. Not tickled but caressed—that's what excited her, and warmed her pussy until his fingers reached the delicate hood of her clit. He'd learned to be an expert at stimulating just the right spot that made her come, twirling his middle finger in an intricate path that often dipped into her sweet hole for added wetness.  
 
    She declined his passage down her belly, and looked into his dazed, satisfied face. “I'm okay, babe. You getting yours was enough for me tonight.” 
 
    “Babe? No, let me make you come.” 
 
    “Really. It's fine. I don't feel like I can,” Jessica said, all traces of the whorish tone were gone. “Like it's too much.” 
 
    A strike of guilt seared Steven's heart. He hadn't meant to be selfish, but she was so inviting. “Honey, I'm sorry if I went too far.” 
 
    “No, don't,” Jessica insisted, nuzzling her shoulder into his armpit, sleepily placing her head on his pecs. “It's okay. It really is. Please, just hold me while I sleep.” 
 
      
 
    And he did. He held her and rocked her till he heard her breathing change into a mellow snooze, switching off his alarm so he could dream with her, too. 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Steven had left for work while she slept in. A pot of coffee was prepared and still hot with a note placed under the cup on the counter, simply stating: enjoy.  
 
    Jessica poured a cup, blending in sugar and cream before sipping—her first real coffee in weeks. The buzz went straight to her head, and the sensation of an accelerated heartbeat wasn't the same high she'd been addicted to. It made her anxiety mount, just as she thought it would, and she poured it down the sink.  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Thanks for letting me invite myself over.” Elaine was in Jessica's doorway, equipped with a bottle of wine and a corkscrew. “I'm all out of miniature bottles.” 
 
    Jessica laughed. Elaine's smile had a refreshing quality, like that of an old friend. “Your message was alarming.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I guess I shouldn't have been so honest with you over text, considering we just met.” 
 
    “It's okay,” Jessica empathized. “I'm glad I could be here for you.” 
 
    Elaine spoke quietly, entering Jessica's home. The scent of diffused lavender oil wafted by her nostrils, reminding her of the spas she once frequented. “I had a total freak out last night. You're the only one I can talk to about this. The only person who'd understand.” 
 
    “Yeah, of course,” Jessica told her, leading her into the kitchen. “You're the first person I've had over since, you know, so, I should thank you for helping me out of this funk. This feels like a big step, oddly.” 
 
    “Funk? Yes, I guess you could call it that.”  
 
    “I'm trying to see what we're going through as a 'funk',” Jessica explained, “especially on the bad days.” 
 
    “I suppose I should try to see it like that, too?” Elaine wondered aloud. “Maybe I wouldn't have lost it?”  
 
    “I don't know. So, what happened?” 
 
    Elaine popped the cork and poured two glasses of the Merlot. “I hope it's not too early for a drink.”  
 
    “Ten a.m. on a Wednesday? No, not too early,” Jessica said sarcastically, taking a glass. 
 
    “It's Thursday.” Elaine winked, and then her eyes went bloodshot, noticing the note from Steven on the counter. “How sweet is he?” 
 
    “Abundantly sweet, but he needs a break from me. And I need one from him, too.” 
 
    “I totally understand that.” Elaine drank half her glass in two sips. “Being in Ryan's space feels claustrophobic.” 
 
     “Oh, Steven gives me space. He's good at that.” Jessica sniffed the bouquet and wondered how it would mix with the coffee still in her stomach. “I couldn't have asked for a better support system then him for having gone through what we did.” 
 
    “Interesting the way different men deal with a mate who's gone through trauma, isn't it?” Elaine followed Jessica to the living room and curled up on one end of the couch.  
 
    “Like what?” Jessica sat at the other end, keeping a safe distance from Elaine's brewing storm. 
 
    “He acts like I should be normal by now.” 
 
    “Who?” Jessica asked. “Your husband?” 
 
    “Yes. I tore apart my closet last night, Jessica. I shredded my uniforms with my bare hands. That's about as far from normal as I get.” 
 
    “Just uniforms?” 
 
    “Mostly, but there were other clothes in the line of fire, too, lingerie, summer dresses, outfits I'd bought from little shops in Europe. It felt like everything had to go.” 
 
    “Why?” Jessica felt her pain, but didn't want to share in it fully. “I mean, I get it, I think... just what was it exactly that made the purge go bad?” 
 
    Elaine glanced at the ceiling, dabbing at the corner of her eyes. “Everything represented me, but I'm not me anymore.” 
 
    Jessica wanted to get closer to Elaine and offer comfort. Instead, she handed her a tissue. “Who were you?” 
 
    “That's a question I can't get comfortable with lately. Looking backwards feels horrific. A large part of who I was died in the accident and I don't know who I am without being that person.” 
 
    “I could say the same thing. I've been reevaluating everything because everything feels so strange to me. Like I stepped off the planet for a minute and came back a totally different person—and not in a good way.” 
 
    “Well, basically, that's exactly what happened to us.” Silence hovered in the room. Elaine hit the bottom of her glass and waited for Jessica's reply, forcing the wine down in one swallow. She spun her diamond wedding band around her ring finger, disturbed by it's looseness.  
 
    Jessica fixated on the ring, seeing the sparkle. “Was your ring a custom design? I know I complimented it before, but it's very pretty.” 
 
    “It was,” Elaine shared. “Ryan had it designed. It doesn't fit anymore either. None of my jewelry does. I've lost like fifteen pounds. My appetite is just gone.” 
 
    “I've lost some weight, too. Can I see it?” Jessica extended her arm to Elaine. “Your ring?” 
 
    “Sure.” Elaine fluttered her hand across the couch and Jessica caught it, studying the facets. 
 
    “He has good taste,” Jessica said. “I always admired this type of design and tried to sell it to my clients. The men liked it but the women were so picky. They cared more about diamond size than the integrity of the setting.” 
 
    “Wow, Jessica, you sound like an expert.”  
 
    “I am, or was, anyway. I'm not sure I'll go back to my job. It requires a ton of travel to bridal shows and conventions, and like I said the other day, I'm not getting back on a plane.” 
 
    “You said that yesterday. Hard to keep track, isn't it?” 
 
    Jessica flinched at the notion she might not have her days straight. “That's scary, losing track of time. I do feel suspended.” 
 
    “It's the shock.” Elaine acted like a therapist conducting a private session. “It hasn't dissipated for either of us apparently.” 
 
    Their connection was magnetic and Elaine's ring was unnervingly familiar. Jessica slid back to her side of the couch. “Can I get you more wine?” 
 
    “Not if you're not going to drink with me,” Elaine stated. “I hate being the lone lush.” 
 
    “I'm afraid, Elaine,” Jessica admitted, “of being more out of mind than I already am if I drink. Two sips of coffee nearly brought on a panic attack. I'm sure you understand.” 
 
    “Oh yes.” Elaine rummaged through her purse, finding red lip gloss. She smeared a layer of it on her mouth and pressed her lips together. “So, were you a wedding planner or the like?” 
 
    “A wedding ring consultant. I did sales for a major jewelry company.” 
 
    Impressed and genuinely interested, Elaine relaxed for the first time since she arrived. “That's cool. I've never met anyone in that line of work before.” 
 
    “I've had a fascination with engagement rings since I was a kid.” 
 
    “Really?” Elaine adjusted herself to face Jessica squarely. “How interesting. Sounds like me with flying. What was it about the rings that fascinated you?' 
 
    “Everything—design, beauty, flash, sparkle. I liked how an engagement ring marked and often defined the woman wearing it, like a reflection of who they were, and how they'd been claimed.” 
 
    Elaine chortled. “Claimed, yes, good word. How old are you, Jessica? Do you mind me asking?” 
 
    “Twenty seven. I was twenty four when I got the job with Taicani Designs and it was like I'd found my place—my career. Working with couples in love, or the guy in love, if he was picking the ring out as a surprise, was just so exciting to me.” 
 
    “How nice to be so young and do something you're passionate about,” Elaine related. “So many people search for their dream job and never find it.” 
 
    Jessica reflected, “I know and I felt fortunate finding my niche. The job was like having the perfect view into happiness—to what was hopefully true love.” 
 
    “But it's a job that required travel, so, it's done? You've said goodbye to it?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jessica said with a lack of conviction. “And you've done the same with your career?” 
 
    Like a beam shining a light into her hidden self, Elaine squirmed and drew her knees to her chest. “I resigned last week, but it took me days to admit it to myself. Like you, so much of who I am was connected to work. It feels like I'm having an identity crisis on top of all the other terrifying emotions swirling in my gut, hence the freak out.” 
 
    “I get it. Completely.” Jessica felt Elaine's discomfort and moved closer to her again, wanting to hold her hand. “Your emotions are safe with me. It's probably best if we get this out of our systems.” 
 
    Elaine latched onto Jessica's hand with hers. “Yes, I agree.” 
 
    A silent moment passed. Elaine's fingers slid between Jessica's, using her hand as an emotional anchor. Jessica felt the light coating of sweat in Elaine's palm. “So, you keep mentioning that you did a lot of flying. You traveled for work, too?” 
 
    “Travel was my work,” Elaine shared. “I was a flight attendant for seventeen years.” 
 
    Her admittance struck Jessica in the chest with a flash of instant recall. “Oh my gosh. Talk about denial. As familiar as your face is, I didn't connect you with... as the attendant on the plane.” 
 
    Elaine held her gaze on Jessica, allowing her to see the shadows in her heart. “Yes, I was working on that flight. It was the first leg of what was supposed to be a longer trip.”  
 
    As if her eyes opened for the first time in weeks, the blurred images in Jessica's mind came into focus. “Yeah, it's coming back now. I remember you handling a fight between passengers and giving the safety instructions.” 
 
    Quietly, Elaine listened without interjecting. She held Jessica's hand firmly, feeling her tremble. 
 
    “I had the nicest lady sitting next to me,” Jessica continued. “Her name was Cathy, a grandmother going to Vegas to visit her kids. And that little girl one aisle over who cried the entire time, and how scared she was when she... when we heard the noise.” 
 
    Suddenly, Elaine was crying. “I have so little recall from during the flight. The head injury I sustained during impact blacked out most of it, but a few random ones remained and... they are of you.” 
 
    “What? Me?” Taken aback, Jessica blinked. “Why do you think that is?” 
 
    “I don't know, Jessica, but when I saw you in therapy yesterday, your face brought back those sporadic bits of memory.” 
 
    “Elaine, that's heavy.” Jessica felt her heart sink, and clung to Elaine's hand. The scratch of her wedding ring against her skin was somehow comforting. “Why didn't you tell me at the meeting?” 
 
    “Because I didn't want to seem like this crazy person. I also didn't want to stir anything up for you, either. This sense of closeness we feel towards each other is so intense for me and scary as well.” 
 
    This admittance stole Jessica's breath. “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “You were so beautiful that morning on the flight.” Elaine dried her tears and etched a loving, maternal smile on her face. “So many women get on planes looking like they've rolled out of bed in sweats and rumpled clothes and messed up hair and makeup.” 
 
    “I bet,” Jessica said, caught in the glow coming from Elaine's eyes. “You must have dealt with some interesting people over the years.” 
 
    “Absolutely. I could tell you stories, but... you were all put together, like a young little business woman, with such a pretty face, smiling so sweetly and talking so nicely to the woman next to you who's chatter could be heard at the other end of the plane.” 
 
    The comment about Cathy made Jessica laugh, and a levity suddenly filled the room. “She did have plenty to say. I wonder about her, Elaine, as well as the others who were on board. No names have been released, and it keeps me awake at night, the not knowing... I don't even know how I got out, truthfully.” 
 
    Elaine's face went dark. She stood, needing to stretch her legs, and paced without responding.  
 
    Worried, Jessica asked, “Elaine? Are you okay?” 
 
    “It's probably best if you don't know.” 
 
    “About what? Who survived or how I got out?” 
 
    “Both.” 
 
    Jessica sunk into the couch. She grabbed a pillow and hugged it to her chest. “Do you know?” 
 
    “I know of some.” 
 
    “Please tell me, Elaine.” 
 
    “No, I can't.” 
 
    Jessica's curiosity spiked, “Why? You said you quit. It's not like you're going to get in trouble for telling me. If it helps me sleep at night and eases my mind, then why won't you share what you know?” 
 
    Elaine's hand fluttered to her face, and covered her trembling mouth. Her wedding ring flashed again, like fire in Jessica's eyes. “Because it's too painful, Jessica, it's just too painful to accept.” 
 
    Jessica was blinded by the flashes, and the images that filled her vision suddenly. Her voice deepened as she shared the sparse details with Elaine. “I was still strapped to my seat after the crash. There was smoke and fire. Wires and cables were hanging where the plane broke apart. And then the daylight, and the bodies, like they were being thrown from the plane.” 
 
    Elaine spoke softly from the middle of the room, “Yes.” 
 
    “The sound and smell of metal melting and gas burning.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “And my head was pounding and I couldn't move.” 
 
    Elaine felt weak, and grabbed a chair for support. “What else?” 
 
    “A hand on my arm... yanking at me... trying to undo the belt so I could get free. I must've been in and out of consciousness. I'd been hit by something.” The flashes in Jessica's mind connected with the flashes radiating from Elaine's ring, and then suddenly more of the picture was revealed. “The ring, it kept blinding me when I looked down to see what was going on—to see who was pulling me—and I remember being lifted and held and then dragged out... Elaine?” 
 
    “Yes?” Elaine's voice was strained and low. 
 
    “Was it you?” Jessica cried. “Was that your hand I remember? Did you pull me from the plane?” 
 
    Tears streamed down Elaine's face, not wanting to be the hero. “Maybe. I tried to help as many as I could reach.” 
 
    “It was your ring—that's why it unnerves me to look at it—that was your hand. You're the one, weren't you?” 
 
    Elaine took a deep inhale. “I saw you struggling to stand. You were in total shock—we all were—and you didn't realize the strap was fastened. Your head was bleeding and I just went for you and did what I was trained to do in case of an emergency landing. But, it was you—you grabbed on to me, and if you hadn't, well, I didn't have the strength to lift anyone at that moment. You held on to my arm and lifted yourself and then a rescue worker grabbed on to both of us.” Drawing another deep breath, Elaine managed to continue. “He was the one who pulled us both out. We had our arms wrapped around each other when he set us on the grass about twenty feet away from where we crashed.” 
 
    “I don't remember any of that.” Jessica dissolved, overwhelmed, shaking as the tears started to flow. “I must've blacked out because I honestly don't recall the ground, or grass or the ambulance.” 
 
    Elaine's mind was somewhere else, lost in the darkness. “I do. And no, you weren't conscious when they got you on the stretcher.” She could barely utter the words, but they needed to be said. “It was like a field of bloody bodies, Jessica. Be grateful you don't have memories of it. There were many who couldn't get out, too, and I wasn't allowed to go back in. It was incredibly surreal—the aftermath.” 
 
    “Oh my God, oh my God... what a horrible nightmare it was.” Jessica's sobbed with her head in her hands.  
 
    Elaine went to her and sat close. “Yes.” She took Jessica in her arms, and they rocked back and forth. “I'm so thankful we met, Jessica. You're the one piece in this nightmare who gives me hope. Life's so precious, and I'm so happy you're alive.” Her warm cheek and lips caressed Jessica's neck in soft sweeps. Jessica's skin was smooth and cool against Elaine's. She kissed the bruise on her collar bone, and Jessica flinched—not anticipating an intimate touch. “Still hurts?” 
 
    Jessica was still, feeling Elaine kiss the bruise again with a light brush of her lips, so gentle and loving. It sent chills across her skin, and radiated a sensation through her chest and down into her belly. The sensation was familiar, like what she experienced during foreplay with Steven but never with a woman—especially not with a woman friend either.   
 
    Hands held loosely on Jessica's shoulders, Elaine continued to kiss Jessica's neck, keeping her lips close to her skin, exhaling heat before touching down with her mouth. “I love the scent of your perfume,” she whispered to Jessica, letting her kisses wonder up to her earlobes. Each kiss sent chills through Jessica, until her limbs tensed in reaction.  
 
    “Elaine?” Jessica asked, turning to face her. “What are you doing?” 
 
    Suddenly exposed, and not accustomed to having her forwardness questioned, Elaine replied, “Did I hurt you? Are the bruises still sore?”  
 
    Reality came sharply into view, and Jessica quickly created distance between she and Elaine. “Yes, they're still tender,” Jessica said, looking into the face of a guilty woman with a good defense. “I appreciate your care and concern, but, that didn't feel right.” 
 
    Totally out of her element, Elaine's eyelids fluttered, redirecting her approach. “I'm sorry, Jessica. I didn't mean to scare or upset you.” 
 
    Jessica's thoughts stumbled, out of sorts from their interaction. “No, you didn't scare or upset me. It's just... that was, you know, I can't think of the words to say what I mean.” 
 
    “I think I understand and it's okay. I've spent an entire career comforting people with a pat on the shoulder, an understanding smile and soothing words. There wasn't ever a flight where I didn't encounter passengers who weren't terrified of turbulence, or flying in general, and reaching out to touch them always worked like magic.” Elaine wore her professional facade with ease, and assumed the role of caretaker. “I sometimes had to hold hands with the really frightened ones until they calmed down, and they weren't all women either. Sometimes they were men!” 
 
    And then Jessica saw it—clearly, as if it just happened—the memory of Elaine and the other flight attendant fooling around in the back of the plane. “Oh wow... that was you.” 
 
    “What was me?” 
 
    “You were touching her,” Jessica recalled. “And kissing.” 
 
    Elaine's eyes grew wide, studying Jessica's reflective expression. “Kissing and touching who, Jessica?” 
 
    “The other woman who was working with you on the flight. The younger one with the pink cheeks and pretty face. I didn't remember her till just now, but I saw you two, in the back.” 
 
    Stifling a gasp, Elaine felt her spirit dim, and then slip from the center of her being, as if she was back on the tarmac, searching for Tessa and Michael. “Did you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jessica nodded, feeling oddly shy over sharing the details. “And you saw me. I didn't realize I was staring until our eyes met and I felt so strange, like I'd invaded your privacy.” 
 
    “Huh, interesting,” was Elaine's awkward response, “Her name was Tessa. She was a new hire, with less than thirty flights with the airline. I suppose we shouldn't have done what we were doing on the plane, but we did and there's nothing I can do about it now.” 
 
    Jessica was drawn in to Elaine's introspection. “Tessa? And you two were obviously quite close then? I mean, you don't have to tell me if I'm getting too personal.” 
 
    “The truth?” 
 
    For a second Jessica paused, unsure. “If you want to share it, yes.” 
 
    “We were lovers.” 
 
    The words hung in the air between them, both women examining each other for different reasons. Jessica shook, entirely uncomfortable. “I'm sorry, Elaine, I wasn't expecting you to say that.” 
 
     Elaine's gaze turned away from Jessica, feeling herself go under with an overwhelming wave of pain. “She didn't make it. And neither did he.” 
 
    “What?” The safety Jessica had felt with Elaine vanished, like a protective cloak was suddenly removed. “He? Your husband? I'm feeling very confused over what you're telling me.” 
 
    “No, Michael, the pilot. He was so brilliant... and he did everything in his power to land that plane. I'd never seen that look in his eyes like I did on the final descent, and when he told me he loved me, I knew... I knew.” 
 
    “Wait, wait, wait... don't do this,” Jessica grabbed her chest, sensing an oncoming anxiety attack. “I think I've heard too much already.” 
 
    “Jessica, please don't get upset,” Elaine said, needing to quell the rising tide of emotions once again. “If I said too much then I apologize. My filter doesn't work well anymore.” 
 
    “Elaine, I don't feel well at all suddenly,” Jessica jumped off the couch, and twirled her long hair into a knot, signifying in her own mind that the meeting was over. “I'm going to have to ask you to let me be for a while. I can't catch my breath for some reason.” 
 
    “Oh no, I didn't mean to do this.” Elaine stood, too, and extended her trembling hands out to Jessica. The look in her eyes was haunted and desperate as she stepped closer. 
 
    “It’s okay, no big deal, just need to be alone. Can you respect that, please?” 
 
    “Yes, of course. Sure I can. But I'm terrified of what you think of me right now.” Elaine gathered her purse. The car keys rattled in between her fingers. “I'll call you later, or text, okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” Jessica opened the path to the door for Elaine to leave without further exchange. 
 
    “Jessica?” Elaine detoured, and got in Jessica's space. “Thank you for letting me get all of this baggage off my chest. I feel suffocated by all of it, too. I can't just walk out of here seeing you like this. If you're having a panic attack, I need to stay.” 
 
    Jessica tried to speak, but her breathing was raspy. Elaine took measures into her own hands and pulled Jessica in, and patted her back with enough force to encourage airflow. “I can't tell you how many times I had to do this, especially on the long hauls through storms or severe turbulence. Just inhale for several counts. Here, I'll breathe with you.”  
 
    Elaine inhaled deeply from her diaphragm, her chest lifted and pressed against Jessica's as if their lungs were connected. Jessica clung to Elaine, fingers dug into the silky fabric of her blouse, and drew a breath, and then another, and another, until her anxiousness leveled off. “Good girl,” Elaine said in her most comforting tone. “It's going to be okay. We're going to be okay.” 
 
    Jessica's clawing grip released, and her shoulders dropped. “I hope so.” 
 
    Assured, Elaine nodded and went to the door. “We're survivors, remember? I'll check on you later, Jessica.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Steven's first full day back at work since Jessica's accident completed, he returned home with Chinese take-out and a bottle of wine. His heart pulsed with relief and happiness finding Jessica upright on the couch and not hiding in bed. “How cute are you, all curled up in a blanket watching TV? Are you hungry?” 
 
    “Starved, actually,” Jessica said, unraveling herself from the blanket, fully clothed underneath. “I haven't eaten all day.” 
 
    Steven kissed her cheek before retreating to the kitchen. “Why? I told you there was tortellini saved in the fridge.” Prepping their plates, he viewed the wine glasses in the sink, one with red lip gloss stained on the rim. “Babe? Did you have company today?” 
 
    Her voice was thin with a hint of defensiveness as she replied, “I did. Elaine asked if she could stop by.” 
 
    “Elaine?” Spooning fried rice and mandarin chicken onto their dishes, Steven felt a twinge of jealousy towards Jessica's unannounced guest. “The one you met in therapy?” 
 
    “Yes, her,” Jessica stated, wanting to drop the subject. “She didn't stay long. Maybe an hour or so.” 
 
    He examined the half-drunk wine bottle on the counter. “You two were drinking?”  Stuffing a stack of napkins in between his elbow and ribs, Steven brought the food to Jessica.  
 
    “She was. I barely made it through a quarter cup of coffee.” Taking a plate from him, she gave her sincerest look of appreciation. “Thanks, honey. Smells good.” 
 
    “So do you,” he said, smiling softly. “It's nice to smell perfume on you again.” 
 
    Suddenly self-conscious, Jessica mixed the rice with the tangy citrus sauce. “I forgot I was wearing any.” 
 
    Steven scooped a bite of veggies onto the fork, noticing the TV channel she had on. “Well, you seem to be feeling better overall today. You're even watching the news.” 
 
    Savoring the flavor, Jessica took her time to chew, observing the clips of war and violence as if she hadn't noticed that the TV was on until he mentioned it. “Not to disappoint you, but I wasn't even watching it.” 
 
    “No? What were you doing then?” 
 
    “Thinking, drifting, dozing... trying to stay away from the bed for a change.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    Steven clarified, “and how did it work out for you?” 
 
    “I don't know yet,” Jessica said, navigating his thought process, hinging on an inquisition. “Too early to comment. I haven't had another anxiety attack, so I take that as a good sign.” 
 
    “Then you had one today?” 
 
    “One or two, yes.” 
 
    “That sucks, babe. Sorry.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, Elaine helped me get through the last one.” 
 
    “What caused it?” 
 
    Jessica raised an eyebrow at him as her appetite dwindled. “You know what.” 
 
    “The memories?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The sound of Steven's jaw munching on the food buffered the silence, and then he continued, “Is Elaine experiencing similar things?” 
 
    “She is. Maybe even worse.” 
 
    “Why do you say that?” 
 
    Jessica laid her plate on the corner table, done eating after a couple of bites. “She was a flight attendant on the plane, Steven.” 
 
    “Oh? Wow, that's kind of intense?” 
 
    “Very much so... but, the really intense part is that she's... Elaine saved me from the crash.” 
 
    Steven swallowed, searching Jessica's face. “As in? How?” 
 
    Tired of explaining and crying, Jessica gave up the details point blankly. “As in, she was the one who got me out of my seat when I was in and out of consciousness, and helped carry me out of the plane.”  
 
    “Holy shit, Jess,” Steven said. “When did you find this out?” 
 
    “This morning. We were sharing our shreds of memory, trying to piece together a complete picture because she doesn't remember all of it either. And it was her wedding ring that made me recall what happened.” 
 
    Steven soaked in the information, hearing Jessica's phone buzzing with messages from under the blanket. “That's amazing. I'm sorry I don't understand the depth of what you're going through.” 
 
    Jessica dug out her phone and checked the screen, seeing five messages—all from Elaine. “I'm sorry, but I'm not. I don't ever want you to know the depth.” 
 
     “You've obviously struck a special connection with Elaine, and I'm happy for that.” 
 
    Not wanting to admit it, Jessica handled the remote, and turned off the TV. “How was your day, honey?” 
 
    “It was good, strange. I couldn't stop the feeling that I should be home with you.” 
 
    “You've already taken so much time off.” 
 
    “Right.” Steven shrugged. “Let's see, how was my day? I interviewed a bunch of high school nerds and not one was fit to be an intern. Two couldn't stop playing with their phones. They literally had their heads down the whole time I was asking them questions.” 
 
    “Wow, it's so different just from ten years ago when we were graduating high school and going out into the work force,” Jessica empathized. “We were so well behaved and professional during interviews.” 
 
    Steven laughed, adding much needed levity. “We had our brains on straight. These kids don't.” 
 
    Jessica's heart pounded. She had an abundance of love for Steven and missed pleasing him. “Listen to you, calling them kids. Like you’re such an old man at twenty nine?” 
 
    She could hear his voice stagger in his throat, watching her slide off the couch and wedge herself between his legs. “Jess? What's wrong?” 
 
    Her laugh was like gold, and she was so beautiful looking up at him. “Nothing, babe. I've missed you.” 
 
    “I've missed you, too,” he said, sliding his hands into her hair. He curled her long waves around his fingers, and held her gaze. “Jessica, you don't have to.”  
 
    “I've never had to, Steven, you know this.” She unzipped his pants and felt his crotch through his cotton briefs. “I do it because I want to.” 
 
    “You're incredible, babe.” His cock sprung at her the instant she lifted the cotton from his skin. “And this morning was so... delicious. It made being at work excruciatingly difficult.” 
 
    She blew on his shaft and watched it ripple with sensitivity to her breath. “Well, then no more morning sex for you.” Smiling, her tongue slid out and tempted him.  
 
    “No? Banned?” Steven shivered with her third exhale, wanting her mouth to swallow him in. “Can't I quit my job and just do this with you?”  
 
    “Then what? We stay in bed all day?” Off popped his pants. She opened them wide, running her hands over his hairline, and tugged at his shaft. “Baby, help me get your pants off.” 
 
    “This is happening then? Right here?” 
 
    “Honey, we used to do it on the couch all the time.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you know... it's important to me for you to feel safe.”  
 
    “You do that for me.” 
 
    He lifted her face to his, her hand still tugging softly on his bulge, and kissed her. The taste of his tongue, and the heat emanating from him was Jessica's seductive spell—blurring out the drama of the day. Their morning sex had stayed in her mind, too, until Elaine invited herself into Jessica's vulnerable realm. “You're my safe place.” 
 
    Jessica was the aggressor in their former dynamic. She'd mount him and straddle his thigh, massaging her sticky panties on his skin after dinner. The hairs on his upper leg would dampen from her juices, and she'd do the same with his balls, and his erections. Jessica was a tease, and full of fire for him, and he devoured her from the tip of her pussy to the tender crevices of her neck.  
 
    He whispered, “Your touch makes me insane,” and kissed her chin, and then bit on the diamond stud dangling from her ear—too close to where Elaine had kissed earlier.  
 
    “Let me have you, Steven, like I let you have me this morning.” 
 
    “You can have me, baby,” Steven said, adjusting the cushions so he could recline.  
 
    She tapped his hips. “One more.” 
 
    He knew what she meant, and stuffed a smaller pillow under his ass. Jessica liked his hips to be elevated in case giving him head made her want to ride him spontaneously. Before he lowered onto it, he assisted her with dropping his drawers. His shoes were left on, and she didn't bother taking them off either. She wrapped her hands around the base of his hardness, and wadded spit in the back of her throat before tonguing it on his length, from her knuckles to the upper edge. Jessica licked the circumference of his bulgy head, and increased the rapidness of her licks with his moans. That spot he loved her to worship—the puffy, sensitive area below the rim—was where her thumb pressed and rubbed, gentle, and then with pressure. She licked over it and in between her fingers. “So yummy, Steven.” 
 
    “You are, honey. Your mouth is so decadent—my favorite dessert.” 
 
    Jessica raised herself over his sexy manhood, hungry for his thickness, and bobbed her mouth over the swollen tip. She made mewing sounds, corkscrewing her head and hands in opposite directions up and down his expanding rod. 
 
    The time for sweet whispers was past. His cock disappeared into her mouth and reached the back of her throat. Her hands still squeezed and massaged his base without neglecting his heavy sacs. Light ticking on his balls drove him wild, and he groaned, throbbing with the slip and slide of her strokes.  
 
    “Jessica, that's so fucking hot.” Steven rocked his hips higher to her face and slid his cock between her fingers. Hot saliva poured from her mouth and over her hands, as he moved back and forth, each of his throbbing thrusts was responded to by her firm pulls, squeezes and twists. “I'm so close.” 
 
    “I know. I feel it. You get so hard right before you do.” Her hands like wondrous sex cuffs, milked his cock for all its worth, and made him want to blow.  
 
    “Make me, Jess,” Steven called out, his whole body thrusting upwards. “Make me come.” The first thick shots of his cum hit the side of her face before she could wrap her mouth under his swollen, red head. He'd get so sensitive around the tip that she knew better than to touch it while he came. 
 
     She kept her throat open, and he emptied his balls with hot streams of creamy fluid into her mouth. Jessica swallowed what she could, and then let the rest overflow her mouth and drip down her chin. He could have kept coming if there was anything left in his sacs but she drained them completely, and left Steven with his chest heaving on the couch. “Wow. So much, babe.”  
 
    “I've been missing you, honey.” 
 
    That intense feeling of swallowing her lover's load was undeniably naughty, and it reminded her of what a bad girl she was—bad in all the right ways. “Sorry I haven't been more giving.” Jessica was lost in the afterglow, satisfied with serving him.  
 
    The unspoken magic that floated in the air between them as his cock rested and withdrew from her hands was like a powerful elixir for her wounded spirit.  
 
    “Please don't ever apologize, Jess. I'm grateful for every day you're alive. That's been enough to keep me satisfied.” 
 
    She managed to push away from his body and get to her feet without dirtying up the couch with her cum coated hands—a skill she'd perfected over many years of giving him blow jobs on the couch. He'd almost expected her to gurgle with the cum in her throat on her way to the bathroom, but then he remembered this was a “new” Jessica, who hadn't emotionally landed yet—still making her descent from the unfriendly skies—alone and without him.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    “Meet me at therapy in the morning?” Was Elaine's first text to Jessica, followed by “I can't stop thinking about you and everything we talked about this afternoon.” and then, “I'll pick you up in the morning if you'd like.” 
 
    Jessica responded with a quick: okay and then turned off her phone. She'd known Elaine for less than a week but already her personality was quite obvious—she was an expert conversationalist, with a gift for making strangers feel at ease. Jessica was at ease with Elaine, and while washing her face before bed, she erased the weird thing that happened during the day with her. The kiss Elaine gave to her neck crept back in Jessica's mind every few seconds, and it wasn't a pleasant memory, but an uncomfortable one. Was this something to tell Steven about? Jessica's gut soured at the idea of mentioning it to him, fearful he'd want her to put a stop to their new friendship. She wasn't willing to go that far. 
 
      
 
    “Jess?” Steven poked his head into the bathroom, half-dressed in baggy sweats that drooped over his chiseled obliques. His washboard stomach was an aspect of Steven's anatomy Jessica swooned at, and devoured, and handled whenever it was exposed. “Can I get you anything?” 
 
    “I'm okay, babe,” she told him, patting her wet face with a plush towel. “I'll be in bed soon.” 
 
    She could see by his hard-on growing under the cottony material that Steven's indirect approach to achieving his naughty plans was in full effect. His eyes burned a horny path to her cleavage, plumped by a push-up bra nightie. “Honey, I swear you've never looked more beautiful.” 
 
    “That's a lie,” she said with a smile, batting him out of the room. “I need to blow dry my hair.” 
 
    “No, I need to blow dry your hair.” 
 
    Arguing wasn't allowed—not when Steven was offering his love and affection. Jessica gave in to his demands, and sat on the toilet lid—the place she'd sit whenever he wanted to play hairdresser. And he was brilliant at it, shaking out her long locks with one hand, the other blowing warm air through the cool wetness of her waves. He'd give her face a playful crotch rub, swaying his hips in front of her mouth and nose, until she'd tell him, “Stop! Or keep going, but pull your pants down. I don't like the taste of sweaty cotton.” 
 
    “Sweaty? Nice, thanks, honey,” he joked, scooping up her hair and aimed the blow dryer directly into his palms. The curled strands freed, Steven repeated the process of curling sections then added in a gentle scalp massage, avoiding the pinkish scar from where she was hit. He paid close attention to the nape of her neck, rubbing in careful circles. She moaned and it made him hard, especially having her face inches from his package.  
 
    “Damn, babe, you're going to make me pass out right here.” Jessica purred into his crotch, giving a kiss to his shaft over the cotton anyway. “Feels like heaven.” 
 
    Steven was on his knees before she could pull her lips from his groin, and he took her head into his hands. Their mouths merged and slid together, opening and closing with their passionate French kissing like long lost lovers. Tongues intertwined and flickering, inviting each other for a sexual rendezvous, and Steven went for what he wanted—her pussy. His hand traveled up her thigh and tickled her bare lips with a desperate need to be inside her.  
 
    “I need to taste you, Jessica,” he said as he spread her legs, just enough for his head to fit in and nestled at her opening. She had an intoxicating quality to him, and her pussy was what he worshiped. Her legs held tight against him, preventing his full connection. “Will you let me?” 
 
    “No, not right now, honey,” Jessica replied. “I was enjoying your massage. That's what I needed.” 
 
    Not wanting to push, Steven kissed her thighs and asked for nothing more. “If you're into it, I'd like to massage you on the bed. I've had to stop myself from giving you one while your bruises heeled. Do you think you can handle it?” 
 
    Jessica stroked his face, drinking in his handsome looks. “You've got a date.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Steven laid Jessica on her belly, and warmed vanilla scented oil in his hands. Both fully nude, he straddled her hips, resting his balls and cock on her mounds. He first applied the oil onto the gorgeous slope of her lower back, then slid them up alongside her spine. Jessica groaned, “I hate to say it, honey, but your massages are sometimes better than sex.” 
 
    “I think that's a compliment?”  
 
    She kicked a heel in his direction, and tapped his butt with it. “You know it is.” 
 
    “You should give my cock a chance to compete for the 'better than' title.” He rubbed his semi-hardness on the curve of her bottom. “It might just change your opinion.” 
 
    Melting under his touch, her muscles gave in to the pressure of his deep tissue massage. “The judge is being bribed by your hands right now. Ask me again later.” 
 
    Through her upper back he went to work on the knots hiding under her shoulder blades. He felt her chest tighten up with the unavoidable discomfort. “Breathe, babe.” 
 
    “Trying,” she spoke into the pillow. “I'm just so sore.” 
 
    “Breathe in with me, Jess, let's inhale,” Steven said, drawing air into his ample lung space, and she did, too. “And exhale.” Her body relaxed and he took advantage of it, massaging with an undulating motion that forced her muscles into submission.  
 
    Jessica's exhale was laced with having breathed with Elaine earlier, chest to chest, which stopped an anxiety attack from tidal waving over her. Elaine's ample breasts had fit underneath her own, and her pronounced nipples rested in the center of her ribs. The memory of being held by her in a moment of extreme emotion drifted as Steven's hands went down her spine and across her glutes to the tenderness of her inner thighs.  
 
    She gasped as his thumbs parted her upper legs, and journeyed to her labia. Not wanting to neglect her private areas, he massaged into her lips and swept the tip of her clit. “Cheater.” 
 
    “Hey, my technique was mastered in this bedroom,” Steven said in his defense. “I leave no part of you untouched. That's the rule and the reward.” 
 
    Jessica whined, patting her feet on the end of the bed. “Oh, but my feet need your touch more than my pussy does.” 
 
    “Do they now?” He hopped off her to reverse his body, and rolled his hands from her thighs to the back of her knees. “How bad?” 
 
    “Bad.” 
 
    “Prepare yourself,” he said, penetrating his thumbs into her heels and arches.  
 
    “God, Steven, I feel that all the way to my neck. Incredible.” Jessica's body was a sexy pile of limpness spread before him. Two months ago that meant Steven could ravish her when the massage was over. “You're putting me to sleep.” 
 
    “Wasn't that the entire purpose of the massage? Go to sleep, Jess. And I can drive you to therapy tomorrow if you're wanting to go.” 
 
    “You don't have to.” 
 
    “You're not going to go?” 
 
    “I am,” Jessica sleepily stated. “Elaine's driving me.” 
 
    “Oh?” Steven contemplated the sudden odd jolt of worry in his gut, then ignored it. “That's cool then.” 
 
    “I'm tired of burdening you, especially knowing I need to get over my issues.” Jessica laughed to herself, repeating Elaine's words.  
 
    “Don't call what's going on with you 'issues', Jess. I don't think it's funny to diminish what we've gone through.” 
 
    “I'm not diminishing, Steven. Just searching for new approaches to deal with it.” 
 
    He finished the massage by making circles between her toes. The oil had lasted the duration and he softened her feet with the last bits of silky moisture. “Okay. I'm glad you feel safe with her at the wheel. I'm happy to be your backup if you need me.” 
 
    “Thank you, babe.” Jessica yawned, flexing her feet in response to his light tickles.  
 
    The massage lingered until Steven felt Jessica's body at rest and drifting to sleep. Jessica's surprising revelation—the fact that she suddenly made plans on her own—was bizarrely unsettling to him. She was an independent girl, and he liked that about her, but this didn't feel like her natural rhythm. It felt different and out of sync with who she was—or who he'd known her to be.   
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ryan laid next to his wife. He reached for her hand under the sheets, and found it resting on her taut belly. “Elaine?” 
 
    “Yes?” Her eyes were closed, but she was awake, her mind filled with thoughts and visuals from her childhood—trips to the beach, her first time playing spin the bottle, the night she lost her virginity sandwiched between two boys she'd flirted heavily with in high school—anything that masked the violent images plaguing her sleep. 
 
    His hand traced the skin in between her fingers. “I can feel your tension.” 
 
    “Sorry, honey,” she said, unappreciative of his intuitive awareness. “I didn't mean to keep you from sleeping, too.”  
 
    “Your anxiety is mine, you know,” Ryan admitted, clasping her hand in his and bringing it to his own body. “I can feel you, even when you're miles away.” 
 
    Elaine squirmed, blocking his sentiment from entering her heart. “I don't want you to feel this, Ryan.” 
 
    “Too bad.” Ryan wasn't backing down from her push—not this time. “The plight of a husband in love with his wife is falling deep inside her madness and emotions whether we want to or not.”  
 
    “And what is it for you? Do you want to? Or not?” 
 
    “Elaine, being married to you has taught me to be open for anything.” Perched on his elbow, his touch cruised the soft lines of her ribs and underneath her breasts. “Getting deep inside your emotional life would be an honor, not a chore.” 
 
    “What makes you think you'd find anything worthwhile there?” She provoked him out of habit, not necessity. “What if my emotional life takes place in an inhospitable environment?”  
 
    “Then I'll brave the elements.” 
 
    She was quiet, searching her mental mess for a coherent thought. “I'm not used to the stillness that fills this house in the middle of the night.”  
 
    “This is the longest span you've gone sleeping in our bed,” Ryan replied, not letting her hand wiggle from his. “Your flight schedule was constant.” 
 
    “True, and I'd arrive home after a long haul with my head still buzzing from the hum of the engines. That noise would take days to get rid of, and when it'd finally dissipate, I'd be off again.” 
 
    “Or you'd sleep during the day and be up all night watching TV or reading.” 
 
    “I did go through a ton of books then.” Elaine loved reading, but she couldn't recall a single book or title—just a blur of words.  
 
    “Our house must be an awfully silent place for you now, without the hum.” 
 
    “Yes,” Elaine agreed with him. “It is. And want to know what else is crazy?” 
 
    “Lay it on me.” 
 
    “I miss the jet lag.”  
 
    Ryan empathized with her. “That is crazy.” His rod twitched as it hardened on his pelvis just from listening to the airy quality in her voice. He hadn't spent so many consecutive nights next to his wife in half a decade and it was oddly exciting, like a throwback to when they were sex friends-only, and the topic of a relationship was off the table. “I can honestly say, the jet lag would be the last thing I missed.” 
 
    “Because you're a regular routine-type person. You travel for work, but your destinations aren't far from home or for long stints.” Elaine analyzed him like a personal therapist and not as a love partner. “As flight crew, you have no choice but to thrive on losing a day, or gaining one, and mild to severe disorientation from constantly being in different places. You learn to stay fluid and not lock into any patterns.”  
 
    “Including a pattern like marriage?” Steven went for the jab, curious as to her response.  
 
    “Work and love life are two different beasts.” 
 
    He had her thigh over his, and stroked it. “I know that's how you see it. For me, I think your two sides are one in the same. Flying was your life, and so was sex.” 
 
    “Fuck off, Ryan,” Elaine blurted, angered by Ryan's insensitive profundity. “It wasn't just my life,” she corrected him. “Flying set my spirit free.” 
 
    He'd met Elaine as a passenger on a flight she was working from London to New York. They'd flirted for hours, and he fell utterly infatuated with her before the plane landed. Just by chance, he threw an invitation out to meet for drinks. To his shock, she accepted, and shared a cab with him back to his Manhattan bachelor pad. Elaine had people she hooked up with in many cities and didn't need another, but she was charmed by Ryan and drawn to his overt masculinity. His hands were strong with manicured fingernails and his eyes glimmered with a potent sexuality. They had drinks and breezed through controversial topics until he asked if he could kiss her. Ryan assumed all she wanted was a no-questions-asked one-night stand, and he was cool with it. But then Elaine added him to her regular destination rotation, and contacted him whenever she was passing through—never doubting Ryan would drop whatever was on his plate to be with her—and he always did.  
 
    Ryan further inquired, “And love imprisoned it?” 
 
    “You know the answer to that question, Ryan.” 
 
    “No, but you do.” Sensing the conversation hitting a wall, he crossed over her legs and maneuvered on top of Elaine's womanly frame, nestling his hips onto hers. “And I think we're done talking, unless you've got other things to say.” 
 
    Her pussy was damp and made wet noises that filled the room as his long cock went up and down her fleshy slit. “I'm tapped out of wit and confessions,” Elaine hissed into his shoulder, soothed by his shaft beckoning for her pussy. Ryan's tip dripped into her slippery entry as his gentle touch turned more directed and purposeful, hungry for his wife.  
 
    “Then open your pussy for me,” he said, groping Elaine in the dark. His fingers were quick to get between her legs and rub the tender sides of her clit. Her hand joined his, and her middle finger grazed at her opening before plunging in. She drove it all the way in to her knuckle, then tickled the spot that made her extra juicy.  
 
    Ryan slid his finger in with hers, gently, slowly, until she was too tight for him to push further. “What a gorgeous pussy, Elaine,” he said. “My wife has such a beautiful cunt.” 
 
    “Oh yes, I love two fingers in me.” Her lips were swollen around their fingers, and she continued to tease the special spot inside, careful not to pull her lips in with their deep, thick probing.  
 
    Ryan removed his finger in favor of keeping her slick lips apart so she could finger harder with ease. “Touch yourself, honey.” 
 
    “Put your finger back in with mine!” Elaine begged him, wanting to feel the pressure of more than one.  
 
    “How about this?” He wedged the head of his cock in her pussy, and worked it in alongside her finger. “You like when we stuff your cunt, don't you?”   
 
    “Yes!” Elaine grunted and cried, massaging his cock and her trigger spot. “Go deeper, Ry, put your cock in more!” 
 
     Ryan lunged over her, and forced his cock way up inside, the insertion of her finger making her pussy extra tight. “God, honey, the heat from your pussy is unreal,” he said, bobbing the head of his cock against her fingertip, squeezed by her pussy walls, until she was wet enough to let him fuck her like his shaft was a swirling drill.  
 
    “Fuck!” she cried out, arching her back, lifting his torso with hers, and withdrawing her finger from her hole so he could fuck her freely and fully. “Your cock is relentlessly hard, Ryan!” 
 
    “Yeah, that's why you married me, isn't it?” He was in full thrust mode, pushing and shoving his meaty inches in her clenching cunt. “Because my shaft fits so good inside your tight little pussy.”  
 
    “I married you for your dashing good looks.” Elaine moaned, letting him anchor his hands under her ass. She titled her pelvis and his cock rubbed the inner spot that stole her breath. Squeezing against him as he throbbed and grew harder, his length and size rode the edge of pleasure/pain as his swollen head hit the deepest part inside her pussy. 
 
    “Is that all?” Ryan laughed, pounding her faster.   
 
    Elaine grunted, plastered to the bed by his thrusts. “And your tailored suits and brilliant organizational skills.” 
 
    “Rub your clit, Elaine! Fucking rub it!” His chest curled up and his mouth latched onto her neck, sucking and biting. He lunged into her harder and with force, the sounds of his flesh smacking hers matched the banging of the headboard on the wall. Ryan's balls hit against her puckered asshole, and she hoisted her hips higher so he could reach her maximum, which never allowed for his entire length—until now.  
 
    Elaine held her clit between her thumb and index finger, pinching it till it sent waves of extreme sensations through her body. She almost put her finger back inside her pussy, but he was pumping too fast. She slapped Ryan's face and he liked it, hearing her groan, “You’re a fucking animal!” 
 
    He growled at her in response, licking his lips and blowing her a nasty, naughty kiss. “Yes, baby,” he said breathlessly, sweat pouring down his face, “I am.” 
 
    Elaine was so turned on. Her clit ached as she made wild circles across it, and then slid her hand down in the space where the base of his cock met her mound. She wrapped her hand around the bottom of his pulsating shaft so it slid between her gripping fingers before slipping in and out of her hole.  
 
    Ryan nearly screamed, feeling insane with sexual desperation. He groaned as they kissed, and Elaine sucked on his tongue. “I can feel you blowing up inside me, Ry... you're going to make me, too.” 
 
    “No, no, Elaine,” he replied with a fierceness in his voice. “You wait until you feel my loads shoot out. Let your pussy pulsate with me—no cheating—no rushing ahead!” He'd been such a methodical, thoughtful lover before the crash, treating her with more velvet than leather. He wasn't interested in being submissive with her anymore—not for a fucking second. He'd let her dictate his pace and restrained his passions, rendering him a mere beggar at her door with a chronic hard-on who's singular offering was his masterful ability to make her come. But her body was his wet and wondrous playground now, his salacious delight, and he intended on taking his lustful desire to the fullest. 
 
    Pelvis rocking wildly underneath him in rhythm with his hardcore gyrations, she felt her pussy pulsating with orgasm—just as he told her to. “I can't! I'm coming!” 
 
    “No! You wait for me!” And then he blew, hugely, each surge more intense than the last, shooting out streams like a geyser. His strong body buckled and jolted. He slammed into her and held his groin against her reactive cunt. “Now! NOW!” 
 
    And she obeyed with a full tilt release, jaw hinged open in a silent scream, her palm flat against the headboard to keep her body locked in position with his. His grinding motion hit the spot that made her gush and pour down his shaft and coat his releasing balls with her lusty fluids. She came on command, her pussy like an exotic sex toy created for pleasure, molded to milk his cock of every ounce he had to spew.  
 
    Crazed and breathless, his forehead sweated onto her face, and she turned away, enjoying the electric ripples radiating from her clit and further inside where his contracting cock massaged her bliss. 
 
    Ryan dropped to his elbows, and waited for Elaine to look into his face. “Elaine?” 
 
    She wouldn't look at him—she couldn't—fixated on the pool of creamy wetness under her ass and the radiating sensations. How their conversation begun, it ended with her same response. “Yes?” 
 
    He exhaled and kissed the scar on her throat, wanting to respond, but he cracked a twisted smile instead. She saw it, and it sent chills down her spine. The wet, swishing sounds of his cock still moving inside her made her almost want to ask for more, but then he tweaked his hip and slid out, finding comfort on his side of the bed. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    Driving her and Jessica to therapy, Elaine sang slightly off key to a popular song playing on the car radio. “What kind of music do you like?” she asked Jessica, alarmed by her white knuckled-death grip on the door. She wasn't quite so tense when they drove to Elaine's house from the previous therapy session. “You can open the window if you need some air.” 
 
    Jessica rolled down her window a crack and stuck her fingers through it. The cool morning air soothed her rattled nerves. “Thanks. It's strange how I've changed.” 
 
    There was no need for elaboration—Elaine knew precisely what Jessica meant. “Post-traumatic stress is a bizarre ailment. It's not uniform in how it affects certain personalities and I don't think anyone suffering from it truly understands they're in the throes either.” 
 
    “I have to let go of the notion that one morning I'll wake up and the mood swings and fear will be gone,” Jessica admitted. “Not being able to predict how I'll be from week to week is the toughest part.” 
 
    “Why can't you drive, Jessica?”  
 
    Jessica released a faint laugh, shaking her head. “The thought of being behind the wheel gives me the mother of all anxiety attacks. And this is coming from a girl who loved to get in the car and go, didn't matter where or how far. Taking road trips was a favorite thing to do.” 
 
    Intrigued, Elaine fished in her purse of a cigarette, not finding one. “And this change in you is directly related to the crash?” 
 
     “Yes. The attack I had behind the wheel a few days after returning home from the hospital really scared me, as well as Steven. I nearly killed us, almost running my car into a cement divider head on.” 
 
    Elaine shivered, feeling Jessica's pain as if it was her own. “Thank goodness that didn't happen. What brought it on? Besides the obvious?” 
 
    “A noise. A loud noise, probably from the truck that was driving next to me.” Jessica sunk into her seat, gripping the shoulder harness. “It sent me to the moment when the engine died—the sound that blasted through the plane—but the worst part is, Steven says he didn't hear anything. There wasn't any noise. It was all in my head.” 
 
    “Was it?” 
 
    Jessica shrugged, “Maybe.” 
 
    Flipping on the blinker, Elaine detoured, crossing over two lanes of traffic to park the car against the sidewalk and under a shady tree. She turned off the engine and turned towards Jessica. “We don't have to go to the session if you'd rather go somewhere else.” 
 
    “Like where?” Jessica sat very still as Elaine's tranquil glance made the odd situation seem a usual occurrence—like girlfriends meeting for breakfast. “It's nine a.m.” 
 
    “We could go get coffee, or a smoothie. I'm okay with doing wherever.” 
 
    Tempted but not swayed, Jessica wasn't up for free-styling. “I promised Steven I wouldn't go places without telling him, and he's expecting me to go to therapy.” 
 
    “And he wouldn't understand?” 
 
    “He'd understand, but it's not a conversation I feel like having. I'm not good at living in such a strained environment with him and I don't want to create more stress.” 
 
    “You're right,” Elaine said, halting her persuasions. “I break my own rules for following through with commitments sometimes in favor of spontaneous whims.” 
 
    “I'm not the spontaneous type. A planner by nature.” Jessica spotted a fresh bruise on Elaine's neck and wondered what it was from. 
 
    “Correction—you weren't that type,” Elaine chirped. “Who you and I become in the weeks and months ahead remains to be seen.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine and Jessica were late to the group, and avoided the therapist's scrutiny as they took their chairs. Sitting next to each other, Elaine naturally took Jessica's hand, like it was normal for them to hold onto each other in public—or at all.  
 
    “Thank you,” Elaine whispered in Jessica's ear. “It helps.” 
 
    Jessica felt a spotlight on her—on them—and wanted to hide in the corner. Her thoughts wandered, drowning out whatever speech the therapist was giving. What was she doing here anyway, sitting with strangers and holding the flight attendant's hand? 
 
    “I'm sorry,” the therapist said. “You're Jessica, correct?” 
 
    Elaine nudged Jessica's shoulder, snapping her out of the aversion trance. “He asked you a question. Are you Jessica?” 
 
    “Huh?” Jessica made eye contact accidentally with the guy sitting on the other side of Elaine. His familiar face was haunted with dark circles and lacerations near his ear. He was looking from her to Elaine, studying them. Jessica quickly freed her hand and spoke with a cough. “Uh, yes, I am.” 
 
    “Glad to have you back,” the therapist responded. “Today we're discussing the symptoms of PTSD, otherwise known as post-traumatic stress disorder.” His smile was breezy as he glanced around the small group, searching for a volunteer. “The symptoms can range from panic attacks, to garden variety anxiety, to the manifestation of physical illnesses, like stomach or digestive issues. Would anyone like to share their experiences if indeed you've experienced what might be a symptom? It could be a sudden shift of moods or an inability to sleep. Mild to severe, everyone reacts differently when dealing with PTSD.” 
 
    The therapist was interrupted by the blurted statements of the man with the familiar face. “She was the flight attendant on the plane,” he said to Elaine with disgust in his voice. “Weren't you?” 
 
    Elaine froze, shoulder to shoulder with Jessica, preparing for a confrontation. “I was, yes.” 
 
    “The one with the sassy talk and sexy walk?” He danced in his seat, mimicking her. “Coffee, tea or me?” And the he let out a hideous laugh that silenced the murmuring group. “Isn't that what you said to the other girl? The pretty young one who was struck by flying debris and died? Or did she break her neck when you told her to take off her top and show you her tits and instead was thrown to the back of the plane?” 
 
    Elaine gripped Jessica's hand to the point of breaking it. She tried to speak, to say anything in return to quell the oncoming storm, but nothing came out. 
 
    And he went on, not caring who heard the onslaught of his verbal stabbing. “Wasn't it you who flirted with the men sitting in front of me, rubbing your hip on their arms as you went up and down the aisles?”  
 
    Elaine shook her head for him to stop, but he continued, “Wasn't it you who ignored my cries for help? Wasn't it you who left me in my seat? To die?” 
 
    Then Elaine screamed, covering her head with her arms. “Stop it!”   
 
    He ignored her. “You saw me struggling to get free. I was trying to survive, Elaine, and you left me in the plane.” 
 
    “STOP IT!” Elaine yelled at him with an ear shattering roar.  
 
    Jessica grabbed Elaine's flailing body, preventing her from hitting the man. “Elaine? What's going on? Elaine?” 
 
    As if the world went dark, except for a single beam of light emanating from Jessica, Elaine came to, and grasped onto her. The rest of the group had watched her sudden flip out in stunned horror, afraid to intervene. “Jessica?” Elaine was frightened, at first not recognizing where she was, blinking her eyes at the blandness of the interior, and the scared onlookers, including Jessica. “You tell me.” 
 
    Using her most gentle tone, Jessica awkwardly patted Elaine's back. “Um, I think you might have demonstrated the therapist's point. You were screaming, like someone was harassing you.”  
 
    “No!” Elaine shuttered with the reality, and looked at the familiar-faced guy next to her. He gave her a compassionate smile, but she denied his guiltless stance. “He was saying terrible things to me, accusing me of letting him die, letting her die.”  
 
    “Elaine, he hadn't said a word,” Jessica clarified, feeling dread fill her gut. “The only person who said anything the past few minutes was you.”  
 
    The tension in the room that instant was sharp and piercing. “You're lying,” Elaine insisted. 
 
    “I'm telling the truth,” Jessica defended, and for the first moment, really looked at the others in the group. “They all witnessed it, too. It's okay, Elaine. Let's just take a breath.” 
 
    Elaine violently shoved Jessica away, vulnerable and humiliated. “Don't touch me!”  
 
    “Elaine, let's regroup. What happening with you is normal,” the therapist reached for her, but she slapped his hands, then bolted to her feet. 
 
    “You're a fucking moron,” Elaine proclaimed. “You haven't the slightest clue as to what I'm going through and whether it's deemed normal or not. You're just a talking head, a paid seat warmer for the airline.” 
 
    He took her insults in stride, solidifying his position. “It's fine you feel that way. I'm not going to talk you out of your feelings. I want to talk you through what's going on inside, and not ignore it.” 
 
    “I have nothing to say to you!” Clearly losing it, Elaine swung her purse over her shoulder and scolded the group. “I did everything I could until I wasn't allowed back in the plane! How dare you! How dare any of you!” 
 
    And then she split, flashing her middle finger to the others. Jessica stood, too, wanting to go after her, but the therapist blocked her from leaving. “Wait, give her a minute alone to calm down.” 
 
    “What if she can't? It's not the first freak out she's had,” Jessica said. “She told me she had one the other night. I should go see if she's okay.” 
 
    The therapist continued with his educated assumptions. “Let's not refer to symptoms of PTSD as 'freak outs', okay? They're momentary lapses in the healing process.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Jessica laughed sarcastically. “I just about crashed my car three weeks ago because I thought I heard a noise that happened inside the plane while driving! It wasn't momentary at all because I still can't drive!” 
 
    “Well, sit then, Jessica, and let's discuss it,” he replied, giving his professional best. “The purpose of the group is to share our experiences, both good and bad. This is a safe place for us to get it out and get well again.” 
 
    “Yes, you've said that repeatedly,” Jessica reminded him, hearing the echo of the bathroom door slamming shut. “And she just shared more than anyone else so far. Now, please excuse me.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Over a sink, Elaine's trembling chest hung, sobbing. “I'm sorry I brought you here today, Jessica. Don't know why I thought this would be a good idea.” 
 
    Jessica shivered, leaning against the cold, tiled wall. “This therapy sucks.” 
 
    “Yeah, like I said last time, this guy has no idea what he's doing or how to deal with people like us.” Elaine splashed water on her face and then fervently searched her purse for a box of cigarettes. “He's an amateur who likes seeing us suffer.” She dried her hands and tapped the found box on her palm till a single cigarette fell out and sparked it to life. “We're like a freak show to him.” She took a long drag and held it in. “He gets off on our damage.” 
 
    “I guess, but what happened with you? You were yelling at that guy.” 
 
    “He was saying terrible things to me.”  
 
    “I told you, he didn't say anything.” Jessica checked her phone, and quickly responded to a loving text from Steven with a series of emoticons. “Is he someone you recognized from the flight?” 
 
    “Yes and no,” Elaine told her. “All faces look familiar after you've seen them more than once.”  
 
    Jessica waved the trailing smoke from her face. “Has this happened to you previously since the accident?” 
 
    Elaine puffed hard on the cigarette then extinguished it in the sink. “No.” 
 
    “Was it a flashback?” 
 
    “Jessica,” Elaine paused. “It was my guilt.”  
 
    “Guilt over what, exactly?” Jessica stepped within striking distance of Elaine.  
 
    “I was only able to save a handful of people from the plane,” Elaine cried again, fishing for another cigarette. “And I'm haunted by the faces of those I couldn't help get out.”  
 
    Jessica twisted uncomfortably, recalling those she saw on the flight when a safe landing was expected. “I understand.” 
 
    “I have to go, Jessica,” Elaine stated. “There's no way I'm walking back in there after that.” 
 
    “No argument from me,” Jessica replied. “I hate it here, too.” 
 
    “Do I have to drive you home?” Elaine ran her fingers through Jessica's hair like she'd been given an invitation. “I'd love it if you'd spend the afternoon with me at my place. I could use the company.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Jessica told her, clicking on her phone. “As long as Steven knows where I am, it's fine.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica gazed at the candid pictures of Elaine and Ryan, framed and on display in the living room. “Your husband is a handsome man,” Jessica said. “You two look so happy in these pictures.” 
 
    “We do, don't we?” Elaine poured herself a glass of wine and lit a cigarette. “For the most part, we are happy. Ryan's a good guy, a worthy husband.” 
 
    Pausing to reflect on Elaine's words, Jessica held one particular photo up to the light—a wedding picture—and examined their youthful, glowing faces. “How old were you when you married him, if you don't mind me asking?” 
 
    “Thirty, well, technically twenty nine,” Elaine clarified. “We were married two days before my birthday. It's all gone by so fast. Seems like forever ago.” 
 
    “What's he like?” 
 
    “Who? Ryan? He's wonderful, better than I deserve,” Elaine confessed. “He works hard, has a great job, and makes plenty of money.” And then her thoughts wondered off. “And his love for me is so intense, it's often overwhelming.”  
 
    “I think that's how I feel about Steven,” Jessica admitted. “He gives me more love and support than I feel worthy of.” 
 
    “And what does Steven do?” Elaine inquired, only half-interested. “Is he a workaholic like you were?” 
 
    “Partly,” Jessica said. “He's good at scheduling his workload so that he has time off, which used to be spent watching sports and going to the gym.” 
 
    “Not anymore?” 
 
    Jessica slumped. “No, now his free time is spent babysitting me.” 
 
    Elaine nodded, sipping wine and puffing on the cig. “I loathe when Ryan tries to take care of me. That's one area he hasn't any skill.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “He just doesn't know me, Jessica,” Elaine confessed. “And I'm okay with it. In fact, I prefer him not knowing me.” 
 
    “Aren't you supposed to show each other who you truly are when married?” With a raised eyebrow, Jessica countered, “Good and bad?” 
 
    Feeling scolded, Elaine shot back, “I don't care for preconceived notions or predictability in marriage. The spark of spontaneity is what excites me.” 
 
    Confused by Elaine's rhetoric, Jessica changed the subject. “How did you two meet?” Taking a spot on the couch, Jessica instigated deeper insight into Elaine. “I miss hearing stories about beginnings. My clients loved to share their 'how they met' stories with me while selecting wedding rings. And I was usually a wuss, crying by the end.” Just recalling those situations brought Jessica to tears. “They let me in, even though I was only interacting with them for business, and it made me feel so special.” She dabbed her eyes, waiting for Elaine to speak. 
 
    “On a flight, he was a passenger,” Elaine shared. “I was constantly being hit on and flirted with by men while flying, but Ryan had a unique charm. His flirting wasn't obnoxious, but a turn-on.” And then Elaine's tone changed from matter-of-fact to wistful. “Honestly, Jess, I fell for him.” 
 
    “Did he rock your world?” Jessica laughed, needing levity to rescue Elaine from her darkening mood.  
 
    Stubbing out her cigarette, Elaine replied, “Yeah, he did.” 
 
    “Oh,” Jessica said. “Then why does it make you upset when you talk about him?” 
 
    Elaine brightened suddenly, her face contorting from depressed to ultra-happy flight attendant mode. “Upset? I'm sorry, I didn't mean to give false impressions.” Continuing on with her denial, Elaine lied, “He's fine. Everything's fine. We're both very happy.” 
 
    The lack of sincerity coming from Elaine bothered Jessica. “I'm happy for you then.”  
 
    “I'm happy for you, too,” was Elaine's strained response. Her weird reaction created a terrible vibe in the room, and Jessica curled into herself. “Being young and in love is such a beautiful thing.”  
 
    Jessica shined the light of vulnerability into Elaine's jaded soul. “Then why am I so afraid to marry him?” 
 
    “I didn't realize you two were engaged,” Elaine said, feeling the need to sit closer to her. “How long has that been in effect?” 
 
    “We're not, I mean, he hasn't asked,” Jessica explained. “Before the crash I felt him wanting to, though, and I was terrified. My fear got so bad that I refused to go anywhere too fancy for dinner with him, just in case he might pop the question.” 
 
    Giggling, Elaine poured the last drops of wine into her glass. “I've done that exact thing, Jessica, with several guys I dated. Dodging the question became an active sport for me.” 
 
    Jessica giggled, too, before turning direct again. “So, what was it about Ryan, besides his charm that made you say yes to him?” 
 
    A cold chill filled Elaine, thinking back to their engagement. “I felt like I couldn't live without him, and no man had ever made me feel that way, until...” She shook as unsettled emotions etched her face. “It was a long time ago, Jessica. We were too young, and so are you.” 
 
    “So many of my friends are married now, my age and younger, and I know it's important to Steven to settle down and start a family.” Jessica smiled, and in her mind she saw Cathy's joyful face when Jessica told her about being in a serious relationship.  
 
    Elaine inquired, “What are you smiling about, Jess?” 
 
    “The woman sitting next to me on the plane, and how her eyes lit up while I was telling her about Steven, and my suspicion.” 
 
    “Suspicion about what?” Elaine's guilt reared its ugly head. 
 
    “Him wanting to ask me to marry him.” 
 
    “Oh, oh, of course.” Finishing her wine, Elaine slipped next to Jessica on the couch. “I'm sure Steven's not the cheating type.” 
 
    “I wonder about all the couples who bought rings from me and hope their marriages lasted. I wished for their happiness.” 
 
    “That's sweet.” 
 
    “Elaine?” Jessica asked. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Jessica ventured a step beyond friendly conversation. “Why do you, or did you, cheat on your husband?”  
 
    Elaine's protective walls didn't fall—not interested in bleeding out years of her questionable decision making to Jessica. “That's a very personal question.” 
 
    “We've shared so much, Elaine,” Jessica said. “I hoped you might want to explain it to me because I really, really don't understand.” 
 
    “What is it you don't understand?” Elaine asked, miffed at the intrusion. 
 
    “Everything,” Jessica stated. “I've had girlfriends who accidentally cheated during drunken club moments or bachelorette parties, but when you told me the other day about the pilot, and when I saw you with the other girl on the plane... you act like it's normal to have affairs.” 
 
    “It's normal for me to engage with others,” Elaine explained, rubbing Jessica's knee through her jeans. “And my involvement with Michael, as well as Tessa, wasn't simply an affair.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No,” Elaine confirmed. “I loved him and I adored her deeply.” 
 
    Jessica kept firing off, needing the truth. “And your husband was fine with it?” 
 
    Elaine shifted, placing both hands on Jessica's legs. “Jessica, we women have our secrets, don't we? The part of ourselves that belongs to our soul, and only our soul.” 
 
    Jessica shook her head, keeping her hands in her lap, like a protective layer from the heat she felt emanating from Elaine. “I don't know if I believe in that.” 
 
    “You don't have to. It's my truth—it's who I am.” Elaine moved in closer, her linked gold necklace swinging back and forth. “The more I indulged in my desires, the more connected I became to my true self, and shutting that part of me off forever felt like a slow death.”  
 
    Absorbing the information, Jessica's inner voice whispered mixed messages—simultaneously telling her to run with Elaine's passions—and run in the opposite direction. “And Ryan doesn't know?” 
 
    “He might, but I doubt it,” Elaine said. “I'd spend the majority of my months out of town. We rarely saw each other, and that's probably why our marriage has survived this long. We stayed at a healthy distance.” 
 
    “I thought you're supposed to want to be close to the person you're married to?” Jessica smelt Elaine's alluring and spicy perfume—a bold and stark contrast to the innocent vanilla scent she wore—and felt intoxicated by it. “Not constantly far away.” 
 
    “I see myself in you, Jessica,” Elaine's sultry voice lowered, and her sunlit hair swooped into her face like a naughty tease. “A young, beautiful woman in love with a man who fails to reach the private space within her... the little gold box filled with feminine treasure... the part of you you're not willing to give up to become a wife.” Elaine continued, the edges of her mouth wet and curling. “As much as you love him, the fire burning from your soul hasn't been extinguished. It needs to go wild, and be free to ignite at will.” 
 
    “No, no,” Jessica stubbornly clamored. “You're reading me wrong.”  
 
    “Am I?” Elaine closed the gap between hers and Jessica's trembling mouth. “Then why won't you let him claim you as his wife? Why do you continue to run, if you love him like you say?” 
 
    “I don't know anymore.” Jessica's tears overflowed her control, and she cried in Elaine's arms. “It was important then that I keep distance, but I realized it was just a mindless game.” 
 
    “He loves you,” Elaine murmured. “He'll always love you. This won't affect that.” 
 
    Jessica gripped the couch, her body pinned by Elaine's sexy slithering. “And what is this?” 
 
    “We need each other, Jess.” Elaine massaged Jessica's shoulders, as her mouth brushed against her neck. “No one can blame us for seeking refuge. You're my lifeline, my reason for holding on.” 
 
    “I can't deny I owe you everything for getting me out of the plane, Elaine. I can't deny being drawn to you either, but-” 
 
    “We're allowed to show each other gratitude.” And then Elaine's lips merged with Jessica's, and she held them there against her soft sweetness, so warm and inviting. “Oh my God, Jess, It's been so long.”   
 
    “Long for what?” 
 
    “Since I've tasted a woman.” They kissed with a desperate passion, neither wanting to part mouths. The room seemed to close in on them, like a narrow tunnel with no escape. Elaine hissed through their lips, “You're so heavenly.” 
 
    Jessica gasped, suddenly resisting Elaine's lusty advances. “What's happening?” 
 
    Elaine kept her lips on Jessica's quivering mouth, slipping her tongue from corner to edge, and then center, penetrating her oral wetness till their tongues met. “It's just us, being women together in our private world.” 
 
    Resistance diminishing, Jessica opened her mouth and let Elaine in fully, tongues sliding in their hot, silky saliva, twirling in a dance of desire. “Elaine, I'm so scared.” 
 
    “Nothing to be scared of, sweetheart.” Soothing her anxiety, Elaine traveled one hand down to the waistline of Jessica's jeans. “I've got you.”  
 
    “That's what Steven says to me.” 
 
    “Yes,” Elaine reminded her. “But I said it to you, too, inside a burning cabin, and took you to where it was safe.” 
 
    Jessica gave in, throwing her head sideways in response to the full body sensations ripping through her. Elaine kept kissing her neck—a naughty distraction from her wandering hands—on the hunt for Jessica's feminine sanctuary. “I'm shaking, all the way to my knees.” 
 
    Elaine's fingers swooped inside Jessica's jeans till they traced the soft cotton of her panties, which made her pussy react with a tantalizing squeeze. “I know, and it's precious. You're doing the same thing to me—making me shake.” She took one of Jessica's hands and placed it on her ass, then rubbed it around. “I'm twitching with excitement.” 
 
    “Oh Elaine, I don't know,” Jessica pleaded, feeling Elaine's hand maneuver down inside the crack of her delectable ass. She wanted to stop her, but the burning desire to have her cunt touched by Elaine was too powerful and silenced her voice of virtue. “It's more than shaking,” Jessica revealed. “You're making my pussy ache.” 
 
    Elaine almost came hearing Jessica say the word pussy. The sudden explicit talk was unexpected, having sized Jessica up to be an enthralling and gorgeous prude. This only heightened Elaine's hunger, and she continued to seduce the young woman lying underneath her. “Say it again, Jessica. The word sounds lovely coming from you.” 
 
    “Say what?” she moaned, lengthening her neck for Elaine to lavish with wet kisses. Elaine dove onto the hollow of Jessica's throat, and licked. “Pussy?” 
 
    “Yesss... say it again, louder.” Chills ran across Elaine's skin, turned on and ready to pounce the virgin lesbian. 
 
    Raising her voice a slight octave higher, Jessica teased Elaine's ear. “Pussy.”  
 
    “Oh, yeah, that's my favorite word now.” Loving Jessica's naughtiness, Elaine thumped her clothed crotch against Jessica's and pressed down with deliberate rotations. “My favorite thing to make come.” 
 
    Kissing a woman was like binging on an exotic dessert, familiar and forbidden. Jessica lifted her chin, and Elaine instinctively responded with a dose of tonguing, deeper in her mouth, and wetter. 
 
    Elaine slowed her hip gyrations enough so both her hands could explore inside Jess's panties. “You're going to let me see your pussy.” 
 
    “Why do you want to?” Jessica knew the answer, but her conversational abilities were drowned by a flood of want and emotion.  
 
    “Please, don't insult me,” Elaine smiled. “I'd be a fool to pass up meeting your pussy face to face.” 
 
    Jessica cried with the ripples of pleasure coursing through her, as Elaine's tongue tickled and trailed from her mouth to chin, down her neck and then flowed in a stream to the swell of her breasts. Her nipples ripe and excited, they pointed up to touch Elaine's womanly chest, so full and round, cleavage overflowing her bra. “Your hands feel amazing, Elaine.” 
 
    Each of Jessica's bottom cheeks cupped in Elaine's hands, she rocked her pelvis upwards so that their crotches rotated on sensitive spots. “Everything about you feels amazing, Jess.” Shoving her hands even further around the natural curve where Jessica's ass blended with her pussy, Elaine dabbed at the wet hole between her swollen labia. “You little spot is tiny, and so wet. I'm going to open it for you, okay?” 
 
    “Ohhh, your touch, your touch,” Jessica repeated, her blouse wide open. The cups of her bra had folded inwards, exposing her delicate nubs. Her voice was raspy, almost breathless, feeling the tips of Elaine's fingernails circle closer to her damp opening.  
 
    “This is mine for now.” Elaine's subdued aggression lured Jessica into submission. “Unhook it,” she commanded, making suggestive sounds as Jessica sifted through her shirt, and unfastened her bra. “There,” Elaine continued, hovering over Jessica so her breasts swung slowly. “Touch me, Jess, feel how heavy they are in your hands.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” was all Jessica could say, legs wide apart, with one dangling over the back of the couch and the other wrapped tight on Elaine's hips. Her shaking hands skimmed Elaine's taut belly, then moved up the center area between her expanding and contracting ribs to the enticing droop of her full bosom. 
 
    Elaine's index fingers were in control of Jessica's pussy, rimming her outer opening with increased speed. “You feel me spreading them?” she asked, massaging her hairless lips with a steady beat. “You're soaking your panties.” 
 
    Jessica gasped and moaned, scared to take it any further, yet willing to drift further into the unknown. “Yes, so wet!” She could feel the drips coming from her quivering pussy, and the heat billowing within her travel to her head and scalp like a potent pain killer laced with an aphrodisiac.  
 
    “Say yes again if you want my fingers in you.” Elaine remembered doing this to Tessa—her silky little hole swallowed Elaine's plunging finger—while Michael thrust into her from behind in the midst of their frenzied threesome. His cock wildly throbbed inside her, pounding lustily, watching Elaine make love to their beautiful young lover's pussy... 
 
    “Yes, Elaine.” Jessica's voice brought Elaine out of the hazy, salacious memory. Her hips bucked with Elaine's advances, allowing the tip of her one finger to slide inside her hole. “Ohhh!” 
 
    “You like that?” Elaine was stealthy and calm opposite the rapid heartbeat heard from Jessica's elevated chest, and focused on the removal of the barrier that kept her from penetrating in further. “Raise your bottom, Jessica,” she ordered, and quickly assisted with her jeans coming off.  “Oh, yes, the precious, bald pussy is free.” And then Elaine felt her hard nipples touched, lightly at first, then more solidly as Jessica cupped her breasts. “You could make me come just touching my tits.” 
 
    Jessica made sounds from her throat, unable to speak as Elaine's swaying bosom covered her mouth. Her nipples teased their way inside, finding the hot wetness of Jessica's tongue as it swirled and tickled. Elaine's were more mature than Jessica's nipples, and thicker and longer, pulled and retracted by Jessica's gentle suction, and she switched from one to the other, giving both breasts equal attention. “Oh yes, Jessica, that's what I like. Suck them more, nibble on them.” 
 
    Elaine's jaw hinged open as waves of electricity from breast to clit flowed through her. She clenched onto Jessica's panties with one hand and rolled them down her thighs. There, spread wide with a dewy glow, was Jessica's shaved goodness, Elaine's singular finger inserted inside.  
 
    Drawing in a hot breath, Jessica felt the ache of her wanting pussy, knowing it was too late to close her legs and stop the affair from happening. It was inescapable and delicious. The perverted rush overwhelmed Jessica in the most magnificent way. She closed her eyes, lapping at the full, beautiful breasts in her mouth while her pussy was fingered by an elegant woman, and lost herself to their sumptuous love-making. 
 
    Then came the chill from the coolness in the room. It surrounded her exposed and penetrated hole and Elaine swapped the wet heat from inside Jessica's cunt to her outer flesh for silky warming, finger sliding in and out of her pussy. 
 
    “You hear how wet you are?” Elaine knew what she wanted, and had waited for it too long by her standards, and wasn't going to stop from her lascivious wish fulfillment. With a bolt, she went forward and fingered Jessica more energetically, making her cream pool around her knuckle. “Like sticky, sweet honey on a flowering bud—that's what you smell like to me.” 
 
    Jessica moaned, having never felt her pussy tremble quite like this. “Oh God, Elaine!” Watching the lewd maneuvering of Elaine's finger from her milky pussy to her suckling mouth made Jessica swoon.  
 
    “And you taste like sugar, too.” Elaine repeated the motion, dipping inside Jessica's pussy to retrieve a sampling of her juice, then tasted and savored it. “You're quivering, baby. Want me to make that quivering stop?” 
 
    Jessica wasn't sure what that meant. Did she mean to stop touching or to... she couldn't let her self imagine the next step, her breath coming faster. She answered, “Yes.” Jessica thought of Steven and he loved licking her juices from his fingers when fingering her, or when he'd alternate using his cock-mouth-cock-mouth technique to keep from coming too soon. But something about Elaine's nasty technique was far more intense. “Fucking hell,” Jessica moaned, and then licked what was left of her juice from Elaine's finger, before having her hole inserted with the cleansed probe again. “That feels insane.” 
 
    “Hold on, baby,” Elaine instructed, lifting her tits from Jessica's mouth and tugging on her nipples. “Play with your breasts for me and watch what I do next.” Not one for hesitation, Elaine threw off Jessica's panties, and tossed her legs over her shoulders.  
 
    Squeezing her nipples as instructed between her thumbs and middle fingers, Jessica locked eyes with Elaine's. “I'm scared,” she said. 
 
    “I know.” Elaine curled her lips like a cat on prey as she descended between Jessica's soft thighs. She jutted her tongue, aiming it at Jessica's pussy, and lapped at her swollen and sensitive hood. Moving it up and down, then side to side, she flattened out her tongue to massage the tip of her clit, making throaty “mmm” sounds as she devoured Jessica's most sensitive spot.  
 
    Jessica's sticky wetness was loud, and filled the quiet room with a naughty sound. “I'm so, so wet,” Jessica cried into a leather couch pillow, chanting “oh, oh, oh,” and shuddering as Elaine drove her finger all the way in.  
 
    Elaine ran her tongue in tiny circles over Jessica's clit while tracing the undulating walls of her pussy with her finger. She found the little orgasmic button tucked up behind a delicate fold of flesh. “Oh Jessica, you're so precious inside,” Elaine hissed. “So sweet and delicious.” 
 
    Back arched with a sudden jolt, Jessica was overcome by the electric sensations rippling from her cunt. “Elaine!” 
 
    And that was it—Elaine was done with the foreplay—desperate to make her new lover stream cum on her face and slid a second finger in while she licked faster and deeper.  
 
    Jessica's pussy squeezed against Elaine's double fingering, and was much too tight for three, but Elaine slid a third one in anyway, knowing how to manipulate a young hole into submission. Her middle finger pressed on Jessica's swelled trigger as her juices flowed, wetting Elaine's mouth and chin. She lapped at Jessica like a starved person, drinking her in, swallowing her feminine cream.  
 
    “Elaine!” Jessica exclaimed again, feeling thunderous vibrations building inside her. Clit buzzing and pulsating, she was taken by a passionate blaze brought on by the hot, velvet smoothness of Elaine's worshiping tongue. She yelled with pleasure, “You're making me come! I don't want to. I don't want to!” 
 
    “Yes!” Elaine yelled back, her voice laced with liquid lust, going at Jessica with a heightened pace. “Come on me!” 
 
    White heat rushed over Jessica, as she thrust against Elaine's mouth and chin, shivering and howling with the power of her orgasm. “Oh God! Elaine, I'm so scared!” Legs shaking, she felt a gush from deep inside her hole, right where Elaine pressed her fingers, and then the first stream shot out, hitting Elaine's pussy-covered mouth, and onto her face.  
 
     “Let it go, Jessica!” Elaine slurped, drinking two more of Jessica's luscious squirts. “You're doing it, baby!” Elaine felt tears in her eyes, overjoyed and filled with lust. Her tongue was like a spoon, slipping inside the quivering hole, retrieving mouthfuls of sweet syrup. “So good, oh yes, so good, Jess.” 
 
    Tears poured out the corners of Jessica's eyes, too, her entire frame rolling with the strength of the orgasmic waves.  
 
    All over Elaine Jessica came as she breathlessly gripped her tits, looking down at the sexy seductress who drank from her hole and then spoke, “Goodness, sweetheart, you came in abundance.” Wiping her dripping chin with her forearm, Elaine smiled, then shimmied out of her jeans, but left her satin g-string on.  
 
    “Oh God, Elaine,” Jessica said in a daze. “I don't know what else to say... or do.” 
 
    “Just hold on to me,” Elaine instructed. “I've got you.” She showed off her mound, swaying her hips to catch the light on her pelvis. “I don't have a bald pussy, like you, just a tiny strip of hair to grab onto.” 
 
    Still reeling from her orgasm, Jessica's eyelids fluttered, and Elaine's sultry curves sharpened into focus as she crawled up the length of her reclined body on the couch. “Elaine,” Jessica confessed, intuitively knowing what Elaine wanted. “I've never done it with another woman.” Playing with another woman's pussy was foreign terrain for Jessica, but the thought of pleasuring Elaine's pussy sent sparks into her reactive clit. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” Elaine purred, straddling Jessica's flushed face. “I'm the first one?” Her question was meant as a tease. Elaine could tell Jessica had never experienced girl-on-girl sex—probably fearful of a forbidden lesbian encounter—or perhaps just too timid to make the first move? Elaine spoke softly, still tasting Jessica on her tongue. “To me, two women, or more, getting off on each other is incredibly beautiful, and what I crave most. Taste it and you'll understand.” 
 
     Jessica's upward glance, viewing Elaine's pussy than her lovely face, hid a hint of shame. “I've only been with boys.” 
 
    “That's okay.” Elaine elongated her spine, and gently thrust her torso, showing off her toned abs sculpted under her hovering breasts. “It's a tender, sensitive bud in your mouth instead of a shaft. Soft and wet.” With one hand slipping the slim piece of satin to the side, Elaine spread her glistening pussy lips with the other, using two fingers to expose her clit to Jessica. “It's pretty, yes?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jessica agreed, feeling her heart racing again, breathing in Elaine's female scent.  
 
    “I'm so turned on by you, Jessica,” Elaine told her. “And being your first taste of pussy, besides your own, is an honor.” And then she shined her temptress smile. “I promise to come good and hard on you.” 
 
    Jessica gasped as Elaine brushed her clit over her lightly-parted mouth. Too late for stammering, or avoidance, there was no other choice but to embrace what was happening. Mind spinning, she felt Elaine's tender bud respond to the sensation of skin on skin.  
 
    “Very good, Jess. See? Nothing to fear.” Elaine's hair hung in her face, and she tucked it behind an ear so she could watch the entire thing, from first tickle to explosive ending. “Now, stick out your tongue, just a little, if you'd like.” 
 
    Jessica's tongue jutted out, like a wet spear, ready for instruction. Elaine continued, “Just as I thought when we were kissing,” Elaine assessed. “Your tongue was made for licking pussy. The perfect shape to get a girl off.” 
 
    Was there such a thing? Jessica wondered about Elaine's statement, but not for long. She laid very still, and anchored herself, as Elaine let her clit touch on her tongue. Her bud grazed over the soft texture of the velvet oral muscle, gliding back and forth, than circling. “Jessica, that's right, exactly right. Warm and silky. You can give it a lick, slowly.” 
 
    Jessica groaned, reaching her hand down to her own pussy and pressing into her clit as she gave the first licks to Elaine's. She spun her fingers around, jolting her cunt into a second orgasmic build, overly turned on by the sweet, womanly scent coming from Elaine and the feeling of her pussy flesh on her mouth. Licking her was strange, and yet wonderful—totally different than sucking Steven's cock.  
 
    “Yes, that's it,” Elaine encouraged. “A little more, Jessica, twirl it around my clit faster.” 
 
    Adrenaline surging through her veins, Jessica rubbed her clit with the wild force of a fully charged vibrator, ready to blowing in exact rhythm with each flicker of her tongue on Elaine.  
 
    Her pussy was ablaze with electricity, and Elaine let out breathy huffs, too turned on to moan. The creamy juice drizzling from Elaine's hole onto Jessica's tongue was beyond any fantasy she'd had—and more heavenly than what she'd imagined. Elaine moved her chin side to side as Jessica lapped and licked, feeling her clit stiffen and her inner walls clench.  
 
    “Oh my fucking clit,” Elaine finally wailed with a powerful exhale. “Jessica!” Her voice trembled as she rocked and spun back and forth on Jessica's tongue, plunging her sensitive hole on her chin as if she could fuck it like a cock. Chills covered Elaine's limbs, and she froze, holding her cunt right over Jessica's mouth. The potent ache from deep inside her tightening cunt was unreal, and there was no way to hold the explosion back. “Ahhh!” Elaine cried out. “Make me come, baby!” 
 
    Elaine's dirty, sexy, declaration made Jessica's pussy tighten, too, with a heightened ripple of a raging orgasm. She worked and moved her curled tongue viciously under Elaine, like an expert cunt-lover, catching the deluge of her creamy cum. Jessica's thighs spread open as if they were being forced apart and she tickled the outer rim of her pussy, dipping inside.  
 
    Elaine's hands were milking her tits, pulling and squeezing. “Yes, Jessica! You make that pussy come on you!” This other side of Elaine was captivating, and addictive for Jessica, sliding her tongue quickly from the older woman's pussy to drink her juice. That swallow—feeling the cream fill her mouth and slide down her throat—was enough for Jessica to know there would need to be more of this. It was too good, too delicious, to never have another taste of again. “Drink it, baby!” Elaine thrust her hips so her hole fit into Jessica's opened jaw. “Oh my fucking God!” Elaine growled. “There's more, Jessica! Drink me!” 
 
    Desperate to satisfy her teacher, Jessica did as told, and drank the second surge, and wished for a third. Elaine came in multiples, and pumped her hips at a manic pace, until finally the waves peaked. “Ohhh,” Elaine groaned, feeling her body relax as pleasure flowed. Jessica didn't change a thing—just kept moving her face side to side, with her tongue rolled and curled to cup what came from Elaine, and then swallowed.  
 
    Elaine held her mouth in a soundless “o” shape, her eyes on Jessica's. She wanted to cry, wishing for her former lovers, and prayed for their souls, then let their faded images dissipate into the ether as her orgasm calmed. “Thank you, Jessica,” Elaine was able to say with heavy emotion in her voice. She patted her clit once more on Jessica's mouth before sliding off of her face. “Thank you for being so wonderful.” 
 
    Elaine took her pussy on a naughty journey across Jessica's side-swayed breasts, down to her soft belly, and then dabbed their pussies together. She kissed and licked her cum off of Jessica's pretty face, and whispered, “Next time, we'll trib.” 
 
    Jessica was lost, confused, and didn't care to ask what “trib” meant. Other things crept in her mind that she wanted to ignore. “Okay,” she agreed, having no idea what she was getting herself into. 
 
    “You satisfied me perfectly,” Elaine confessed. “And I'm going to dream about you all night long.” Then she whispered prophetically, “you'll see me in yours, too. And when you do, remember how I tasted because I'm going to do the same.” 
 
    “That scares me,” Jessica admitted. “Because Steven said I've been talking in my sleep since the accident.” 
 
    This caused Elaine to snicker. “Well, you can always deny it, blame it on the stress.” She kissed her forehead, and whispered, “That’s what I would do.” 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
    Jessica expected she'd be a ball of nerves on the drive from Elaine's, but the lingering sexual tension between them intensified her reactions. Hearing Elaine's affectionate tone made her heart pound. “The shower with you was such a treat, Jessica,” Elaine said, her hand securely on Jessica's knee. “Thank you.”  
 
    Parked in front of Jessica's house, she glanced around her neighborhood, suddenly feeling vulnerable and exposed. “Oh, you're welcome,” Jessica said awkwardly. “It was fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” Elaine looked surprised and a bit insulted. “I hope it was more than just fun for you.” 
 
    “It was, it was.” Jessica reached for the door handle, but Elaine undid her seat belt, and leaned into Jessica's space.  
 
    “So, tomorrow?” Elaine asked, her hand lightly moving towards Jessica's crotch. 
 
    “Is there a session?” Jessica's pelvis rushed with a white heat, under the influence of Elaine's smoky seduction. “I hadn't looked at the schedule.” 
 
    “Yes, there is one,” Elaine informed. “I think we should go.” 
 
    “You sure?” Jessica felt Elaine's lips brushing on her cheek. “You're willing to risk having another episode?” 
 
    “Definitely.” Her lips parted so her tongue could flicker on Jessica's skin. “I think it's best to deal with the demons head on.” 
 
    “Can I let you know later?” Jessica's chin was swiftly turned by Elaine to come face-to-face. They kissed, mouths opened and sliding together in a fiery exchange of deep tonguing. The lustful liquid blend filled the car with a wet static sound, and their private moment suddenly felt obscene to Jessica. She pulled away, a web of saliva strung from their lips till she wiped it away. “I need to think it over, and talk to Steven first.” 
 
    Elaine smiled with a nod, studying Jessica's controlled expression. “Of course.” 
 
    Jessica had nothing else to say and this wasn't the place for them to be caught kissing—they shouldn't even be kissing in the first place. Her feet hit the sidewalk, and the door shut behind her.   
 
    She waved at Elaine as she drove off, and received a flirty wink in return.  Her stomach tightened with nervous energy, disturbed by the day's turbulence, and yet her pussy had soaked her panties from Elaine's kissing, right there in the open.  
 
    Elaine's taste lingered on Jessica's tongue, and the scent of her perfume was embedded on her skin and in her senses. Her purse vibrated with her phone's text alerts. On the screen were Steven's words, “Hi, my beautiful brat. How was therapy?” 
 
    The ground wobbled beneath Jessica, and her blood raced. She felt like Steven was watching, or somehow knew about what they'd done, but that was a crazy notion. He couldn't, and he wouldn't ever know either.  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The burning in her belly—the fiery sensations of fresh lust—made Jessica's pussy ache, sitting in her bedroom with the curtains drawn, fantasizing over what happened in Elaine's bathroom after they'd made love.  
 
    On her bed, Jessica stretched out under the sheet and blanket, and patted her mound. Too wet to wear panties, Jessica slipped her first two fingers over the her mound's rounded edge, finding the fleshy hood of her clit. She toyed with it, radiating sensations into her chest and nipples, thinking of Elaine's tongue down there, doing things she shouldn't have let her do. The hot, decadent shower they took after sex flooded back to Jessica's mind—and she rubbed her clit back and forth, adding a third finger and more pressure. Jessica felt flush with passion and dirty with guilt.  
 
    Twirling and circling faster, Jessica moaned to herself, flexing her feet as her knees bent and legs jerked. Pelvis titled upwards so she could dip her fingertips into her wetness, Jessica slid the juice onto her clit, like Elaine had done, and swirled it around. She brought herself to the edge of coming, imagining Elaine nestled in her thighs, her tongue pressed flatly against her... and then her hands soaping her in the shower... 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I can't let you leave covered in me,” Elaine had said as she brought Jessica into her master bathroom—an oversized room decorated with marble and etched windows, with fluffy towels placed on the edge of the large Jacuzzi tub—and warmed up the shower. “You at least need to rinse, and so do I.” Elaine laughed as if they'd simply gone to the gym together, rather than wildly fucked on her living room couch. “I'm going to attempt grocery shopping after I drop you off, if you can believe that.”  
 
    “Suppose I should try the same,” Jessica responded, receiving a light swat on her ass from Elaine as she stepped into the steamy stall. “There's literally nothing to eat in my house.” And then Jessica laughed, remembering Steven's reaction. “I really threw Steven off kilter when I told him I wanted soup.” 
 
    Elaine's face brightened, knowing Jessica's want for soup was influenced by her. “How cute,” she said coyly. “Was that because of me?” 
 
    “Yes, mostly. We also didn't have anything else in the fridge or pantry. There was the disgusting frozen lasagna he eats when I'm out of town.” Jessica caught herself and corrected with, “when I used to be gone.”  
 
    “Well,” Elaine replied, stepping in the shower behind Jessica. “I guess we can't avoid it any longer. It's time to feed ourselves and our men.” 
 
    This made Jessica shiver—the mention of their significant others. She closed her eyes and enjoyed Elaine's soaped hands cleansing her skin with deep, massaging motions. “Yes, I hardly remember how to cook. Not that I had any skill before.” 
 
    “Oh, I have recipes. Easy and delicious meals perfect for a working woman to prepare.” Elaine talked as if she was a spokeswoman for quickie dinners. “Some only need five ingredients.” 
 
    Jessica placed her hands on the glass stall for support as Elaine lathered from her wrists, up her arms, and then turned her attention to the gorgeous slope of her mid back, massaging there. “That's where I carry stress. My neck and lower back are the worst.” 
 
    “Mine, too,” Elaine shared. “And I used to regularly see a chiropractor when I was flying constantly, but... I can't go anymore.” 
 
    Jessica felt the tension from Elaine as she reflected on her past, but didn't want to ask. “Your hands are strong.” 
 
    “Too strong?” Elaine worried, easing off the pressure points. 
 
    “No, perfect, actually.” 
 
    The massage traveled to the crevice of Jessica's ass, and Elaine slid a hand between them, rubbing her puckering hole with her fingertips. 
 
    Jessica's body lurched. “Wow—hello. You're not afraid to go where no man's gone before.” 
 
    “Really? No man? You don't like a little ass play?” Elaine referred to anal as a “special occasion” and doled out her buttocks to Ryan when she felt he deserved it, which wasn't often. When he took her so boldly, without permission, on the mess of clothes she'd thrown on the floor, which was deserved. She owed him some gratitude for everything he'd been through with her. “With the right person, it can be fun and highly enjoyable.” 
 
    Jessica's tensed muscles relaxed as Elaine's passage downward left her bottom and went to her thighs instead. There, she softened her squeezing and gently massaged in circles, which slid across her whole leg. At her ankles, Elaine went deeper, digging into her heels and arches. “I feel lightheaded,” Jessica said, bracing herself against the shower wall. 
 
    Elaine put Jessica in a warm embrace—as a mother would do for a child, not a mature woman with her secret lover. “You just lean into me, Jess, I've got you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
     “Babe?” Steven gave Jessica a gentle shoulder shake. She'd fallen asleep under the covers, with no panties on, and her fingers were covered with pussy. “It's five p.m. Are you not feeling well?” 
 
    Her lids fluttered, seeing the filtered sun rays through the drawn curtains, and felt the wetness lingering between her thighs. She rolled over, blinking at his warm, brown eyes, “No, everything's fine. I just don't remember falling asleep.”  
 
    “How was therapy?” 
 
    “Oh, it wasn't good, “Jessica told him, turning to snuggle on his chest. “Not for Elaine, anyway.”  
 
    Steven stroked her hair, feeling her overheated scalp. “Elaine? What happened with her?” 
 
    Jessica clung to his pecs, loving his masculinity, and took comfort from the familiar hint of cologne on his skin—the scent she bought for him last Christmas. “She sort of lost it, right there in the middle of the group.” 
 
    He fluffed the covers, giving her sweaty body a blast of air. “Oh man. Like what?” 
 
    “Like a melt-down. She heard and saw things that weren't happening.” 
 
    “Oh no.” 
 
    “Yeah, she thought the guy sitting next to her was accusing her of killing people or something along those lines.” She grabbed the sheets, stopping the airflow, not wanting him to see her without panties on. “She didn't tell me all of it, just a couple of details, but it was bad. I felt terrible for her.” 
 
    Steven had caught a flash of Jessica's lower body nakedness, and felt his cock twitch in his jeans. “Babe?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    His hand went under the sheet to find her bare area. “How come you're half-dressed?” 
 
    “I was feeling hot, a little fevered,” was Jessica's defense. “But I think it was just the situation with Elaine, and napping helped.” 
 
    Whatever her reason, it wasn't important to him. He wanted her body on his and being half-naked was an open invitation for caressing, touching, penetrating. “So, do you think the therapy is going to work?” 
 
    “Can't tell after only two days.” Jessica sighed over his touch, and how well he knew her sensitive spots, as if he'd sculpted her by hand. “It's too early in the process to know, considering I've never been in therapy before.” 
 
    “Well, I think I've seen improvement,” Steven said lovingly, “I mean, I was a little alarmed finding you in bed. My first thought was you'd regressed. Yesterday you were up and watching TV went I got home.” 
 
    “I wouldn't read too much into my moods or behavior, Steven,” Jessica suggested, allowing his cool hand to cup her hot pussy. “I'm going through so many changes all at once, and... each day is different. A state of flux is what the therapist called it.” 
 
    “Hmm. And what else has he said?” Steven unzipped his slacks, and pushed them past his hips. His cock was hard and it sprang out the side of his underwear, which were off in a flash with his pants.  
 
    Jessica exhaled with the weight of Steven's strong body mounting her and the soft, smooth flesh of his shaft grazing her thighs. “He said we, the survivors in the group, need to be gentle with ourselves, and not put unnecessary guilt or critical assessments in our minds in regard to the healing process.” 
 
    His cock was rock solid, and poked at her hole, dabbing at the fresh fluids coming from her pussy. “Sounds legit, Jess,” Steven said, holding his breath as he entered her with just the head of his cock. He moved it back and forth slowly, encouraging her tightness to give way for him. “God, you're so hot inside, like a little furnace.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Jessica's pelvis rocked, giving Steven's erection a decadent angle to enter her deeper. “I've been thinking about you.” 
 
    “Really? I was thinking about you, too.” Steven winced, his cock squeezed by her clenching cunt. He breathed through her tightness. “What were your thoughts?” He persisted with steady penetration, and her wetness increased for him to glide in.   
 
    “I was remembering how we used to fuck in the shower every morning. It was our weekday ritual, like clockwork.” Jessica bit her lip, feeling her pussy stretched by his thickness. She opened her legs as far as she could, tying her ankles together over his lower back.  
 
    Groaning, he laid his hands next to her shoulders, and lifted her hips with his, hovering off the mattress, and got their bodies to swing in a back and forth rhythm. “We got so good at standing sex that we went for an hour once. God damn, our water bill was so high.” 
 
    Jessica felt older, more mature, taking his cock after making love with another woman. “Don't make me feel guilty for running up expenses when it was all for the betterment of our sex life,” she said, rubbing her head into her pillow for support against his thrusts.  
 
    Steven's balls hit Jessica's tender ass-hole, and instantly sent her into a flashback of Elaine running her fingers against it in the shower. 
 
    “Ohhh... Steven, go faster, make your balls smack my ass,” Jessica begged him with closed eyes, mentally focused on Elaine. “Yes, baby, yes.” 
 
    A fierce surge of adrenaline ripped through Steven, from cock to his muscular pecs, taken by her command. “Smack it?” he asked, shifting into overdrive. “Like this?” He pounded faster than she'd expected him to—with no intentions of stopping till his cock shot off. “Like this, baby? Huh? Are my balls hitting your ass hole hard enough?” 
 
    She gasped, throwing her head back, her arms pinned to the bed by his elbows as he hovered over her, fucking like a madman. “Steven! Oh my God!” 
 
    “Yeah? You like it? You want more?” He didn't wait for her answer, his entire frame hoisting and heaving, his legs locked and straight out behind him, powering his full frontal attack. The throbbing in his rod was relentless, and spiking. His heavy sacs smacked her ass, soaked and covered in a deluge of pussy juice. “I'm not stopping, baby, I can't!” Steven panted, his entire being shot straight up as he drove his shaft to the breaking point inside her cunt. His chest pounded and sweat poured down his back, but all he could feel were the streams of white, hot cum shooting out his bulging tip like a fully loaded shotgun releasing rounds of bullets.  
 
    “Oh, honey!” Jessica held on with her legs, feet clinging onto his lower back, her pussy suckling on his shaft as he unloaded. 
 
    “Jessica,” he said, drawing quick breaths. “My cock is so sensitive. Don't move!” 
 
    Jessica wiggled her pussy around his shaft anyway, feeling spent wads of cum ooze out her overloaded hole. “But you feel so good after you come, slippery and creamy.” 
 
    His erection wasn't quitting, even after coming so hard, and his mind held a salacious thought. “Jessica?” He exhaled, unable to ease the tip of his cock out of her tight hole. “Guess what?” 
 
    “What?” To her surprise, Steven wasn't finished, and she knew what the expression on his face meant.  
 
    “Want to know what I was thinking about earlier?” he asked. 
 
    Jessica felt a sudden lightness in her limbs and it made her shudder. “No.” 
 
    Steven lurched and rolled them both, he on his back and her eased on top of him, his cock still held inside. “You, riding me, like you used to, till you came. That's what I couldn't get out of my head.” He wrapped his arms around her torso and slid her across his groin until she straddled him. “I hope you don't take this wrong, but, I'm desperate for you to do this to me, to ride me again.” 
 
    She gazed at this face, glowing with trickles of sweat from his forehead, beaming a passionate love and need for her like she'd never seen in another lover's eyes—except Elaine's. “That's hot, honey,” she told him, handling his cum-coated cock with one hand while her other was anchored on his chiseled abs. “Wow, you're still so hard.” 
 
    “I'm not done, Jess, I need more.” He lifted her pussy from his crotch, where his stiffening cock swayed buoyantly, ready for round two. Manhandling his shaft, he pointed his dripping head at her just-fucked opening, and prepared to enter her again. “Sit down on it, baby. Let me feel you slide.” 
 
    Jessica couldn't get the mental image of Elaine straddling her face out of her mind as she rolled her pussy hole over his bulbous tip. She was wet enough to take him whole, in one, long sexy swoop, but she chose the slow, torturous method instead. “You came already, hot stuff,” she said teasingly. “It's my turn to get off and you're just going to have to endure.” 
 
    “Anything you want, Jessica,” he said with a groan, making a pained expression on his face as she rode with her pussy just covering below the tip. “That's fucking torture.”  
 
    “Good,” Jessica said, feeling him swell and throb inside of her. Her senses were lit and ablaze, every little movement sending orgasmic chills through her body. Tiny ups and downs and quick, sharp circles gave forth radiating pleasure waves up her spine, filling her pelvis with a rush of ecstasy.  
 
    “You used to love this position, Jess,” Steven moaned, his cock dripping pre-cum with each swirl of her pussy.  
 
    “I know, it feels incredible!” Her outer flesh ran up and down his length, hugging it. He grasped her, their hips moving in one undulating motion. “Steven, I'm so close!” Her pussy wanted to come bad, overly sensitive from the abundance of sex she'd experienced in one day, riding him like he was a wild horse, bucking on his cock. 
 
    “Me, too, Jess. Make me come with you. Make me come again.”  
 
    Thrusting hard and fast up into her, he stiffened, about to overflow with a second dose of hot cum shots. She felt this, his head swollen and ready to shoot and her pussy reacted. “Ohhh! Steven!” Jessica screamed, buckling as she came, reeling with orgasm. His cock forced it out of her, pumping faster as her upper body swayed and fell back and forth.  
 
    “Oh fuck!” Steven cried out, too, his breathing hard and shallow, hoisting his hips up into her, pulling her gyrating crotch onto his exploding shaft and keeping it there.  
 
    “Fuck baby,” Jessica said from her gut. “What the fuck did you just do to me?” 
 
    Steven was enthralled, feeling her pussy flutter from the inside, pulsating with orgasm. He suddenly remembered her fully, the girl who took his cock like a hungry whore night after night, in the mornings, whenever he wanted. “I was just following your lead, baby,” Steven moaned his reply, still rocking their hips, slower, relishing every second of their bliss. 
 
    Jessica rode him gently and silently, letting the sound of their mutual wetness speak for itself. Coming down from her orgasmic high, she felt a rush of emotions creep up, but kept her calm, catching her breath and stimulated beyond measure. 
 
    “Baby?” Steven's voice was concerned, unable to read if what she felt was pleasure or pain. His endorphins were blazing, and his cock still twitched in her pussy. “How do you feel?” 
 
    She looked down into his face, his sparkling, dazed eyes, so handsome and filled with love. “Oh Steven,” Jessica said. “My pussy and thighs are covered with us.” 
 
    “That's a wonderful thing.” Steven smiled, his face serene, peaceful. “We should shower.” 
 
    “Yeah, let's,” Jessica agreed. “Start the water?” 
 
    Steven pulled her down by her arms, landing her face on his and kissed her all over, ending at her mouth. “You know it.” 
 
    He was a sexy mess, and so was she, covered in their cum. Steven carefully withdrew his shaft from her, and he fought from wanting to put it back in. “Damn, baby.” He shook, relieved yet restless.  He got up and strutted his bare ass to the bathroom.  
 
    Jessica leaned over the side of the bed where her phone had fallen off the nightstand during their wild activity, and checked it. One message glowed from the screen. It was from Elaine. 
 
    “Thinking of you. Looking forward to seeing you again.”  
 
    Jessica could feel Elaine thinking about her, fantasizing about their afternoon engaging in forbidden things, and then the emotions washed over her, wanting to cry and come again simultaneously—wanting more of Elaine. She played with her pussy, feeling Steven's cum, and feeling hers, and wished Elaine's was mixed in, too.  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine was lying in bed, searching through the hundreds of photos she kept stored on her phone, idly playing with her pussy. Ryan was out of town on business, and Elaine took advantage of his absence by privately playing with herself. When he was away, she could masturbate to whatever fantasy she wanted, regardless of how lewd or wrong, and void of Ryan's love and adoration. The sense of freedom in these moments was a sinful delight—that alone turned her on.  
 
    The pictures of Michael and Tessa hadn't been lost or deleted, safely stored in the cloud. Michael with his shirt off, flexing his biceps, or showing off his pecs and Tessa being naughty with her stockings, flashing Elaine her panties underneath them in the airport bathroom. She couldn't take her eyes from their images, remembering—always finding herself back to her life before the crash. Rarely did thoughts of Ryan linger, and she skipped over their numerous couples photos—the pictures taken table side at fancy restaurants or the ones where they'd be enjoying drinks on the beach while the sun set in the background. Elaine marveled at how she and Ryan could look so exquisitely happy—no signs of a troubled marriage, and not a glimpse of Elaine's adultery—just pure and simple marital bliss. 
 
    Her fingers were moist with her dampness and she circled her clit gently, lewd thoughts filling her mind. Jessica's inexperienced tongue dancing on her clit was the soothing elixir she sought—just what she needed—and she wanted more. Elaine dipped her middle finger inside her opening, and slid it in and out, crooking her finger to latch on to the soft, fleshy spot—her pussy's pleasure trigger. Soaring sensations mingled with naughty thoughts of what to do with Jessica next and it made her clit tingle and swell. She rotated the little button under the hood in rapid, frenetic motions—too horny to linger, greedily wanting the peak.  
 
    “Jessica,” Elaine hissed. “You're going to make me come.” She wanted Jessica to somehow feel her masturbation—to know she was coming with her face in view between her thighs, looking straight up at her with innocent eyes, sucking a mouthful of pussy. “You looked so beautiful, and your tongue felt like heaven, warm and wet,” she moaned into the air, hoping her words might travel to Jessica, and fill her sleep with erotic dreams.  
 
    And then her stiff clit went soaring with a blissful orgasm that flew through her like a hurricane wind. She choked with the power of it, her back, hips and pelvis pushed up to the ceiling, digging her heels into the mattress. The peak was so high, and it spiked emotional tears. Elaine cried while she came, overtaken by the searing pleasure that went on and on. She blinked into the darkness of her bedroom, shocked by the power of what she felt—deliciously obsessed with needing another dose. She was far from done with feasting on Jessica. Her scent was fresh in her mind and senses. It was intoxicating and sublime.  
 
    Elaine didn't expect a text back from Jessica at this late hour. She was confident there would be one in the morning. Perhaps she'd have Jessica again before the day was over? It was her plan, and one worth pursuing.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
    Jessica and Elaine sat on different sides of the group, per Elaine's orders. She'd texted Jessica earlier and told her to wear a skirt to therapy. Elaine was pleased to see Jessica in one when she picked her up on the way and told her. “You look fantastic.” 
 
    “Is it too long?” Jessica fixed the rim of her beige, knee-length skirt, and looked sideways at Elaine. She wasn't being horrible in the passenger seat, and didn't cling to the door handle or look panic stricken. Jessica was distracted by their chemistry, and felt flushed just sitting next to her.  
 
    “It's perfect,” Elaine complimented. “Thank you for wearing it. I decided to wear a dress today, too. It makes me feel girlish again, and that's good.” 
 
    “My shoe collection is out of control,” Jessica said, feeling flushed from Elaine's subtle flirtation. “I'm almost embarrassed about it. Shopping for shoes was a hobby I took too seriously.” 
 
    “It's a benign pastime. No harm was done in the purchase of your shoes, I'm sure.” Jessica's glance followed Elaine's hand from the steering wheel to where it fell on her lap and traced her mound. “Show me which ones you're wearing.” 
 
    Jessica crossed her legs, revealing an understated high-heeled pump in black leather. “Are they too much for therapy?” 
 
    Pleased by her daring taste, style and willingness to play along, Elaine stroked Jessica's leg and said, “Yes.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    None of the other group participants seemed to notice their naughtiness, as Jessica watched Elaine open and close her legs, sitting on the other side of the half-circle. The usual self-help drivel poured out by the earnest therapist was easy to drown out. It was Elaine's idea to meet up here, like a secret meeting destination—someplace where they could tempt and toy with each other besides their homes, yet out of view of the general public.  
 
    It was then Jessica realized the absence of Elaine's panties. The overhead light cast a shadow that Elaine used to enhance the naughty view, skillfully waving her knees back and forth so that only Jessica could see Elaine flashing her.  
 
    Jessica's nipples sprung out of her bra and protruded through her blouse. Her pussy was juicing itself, hot from the teasing. She wanted to touch herself, and pressed her thighs together, as Elaine continued the tease.  
 
    Crooking her finger, Elaine beckoned Jessica out of the room. She left the group circle first, and wasn't surprised that Jessica followed so quickly.  
 
      
 
    “Elaine, what in the world were you doing out there?” Jessica asked, cheeks red with a rush of adrenaline as Elaine locked the bathroom door.  
 
    “Having fun with you.” Aggressively, Elaine went after Jessica, shoving her back up against the wall near a stall, pressing their breasts together. “Want me to stop?” 
 
    Jessica shook her head, then her lips were taken by Elaine's, both mouths opening wide as their tongues twirled together.  
 
    “You're a luscious lover,” Elaine gasped in a chest full of air, having lost her breath with their rousing.  “I'm so hungry for you, Jessica.” 
 
    “Oh my God.” Jessica was lost, feeling Elaine's hair fall all over her face as they kissed again. 
 
    “I couldn't stop thinking about you last night.” Elaine pursued Jessica's body, her plan materializing effortlessly. “Were you thinking about me, too?” 
 
    Jessica hoisted her hips at Elaine's, loving the heat bouncing from their crotches. “Yes, I was.” 
 
    “Did thinking about me make your pussy wet?” Elaine's hand traveled up Jessica's leg, finding the elastic band of her satin panties. “Did you want to play with it?” 
 
    Shuddering as Elaine's fingers pulled the panties from her skin, Jessica panted, “I... I played with my pussy, thinking of you.”  
 
    Elaine's hand went under the fabric, touching the edge of her hairless pussy lips. “Good girl. I did, too, and I came so hard. You're one hot fantasy, young lady.” 
 
     “So are you, Elaine.” And then Jessica squealed, her pussy inserted with two of Elaine's long, gliding fingers.  
 
    “Shhh... keep quiet,” Elaine instructed. “Unless you want to get caught?” 
 
    Suddenly frightened, Jessica clawed Elaine's back, snagging the silk of her blouse. “No, no, no, I don't want to get caught... and I don't want you to stop.”  
 
    Pussy penetrated with Elaine's two fingers, she went for the third, invited by Jessica's extreme wetness. “You're so turned on, baby.” Three was a tight, tight squeeze. “Breathe, Jessica.” Elaine told her, “Let me in.” 
 
    Jessica's pussy constricted Elaine's fingers, and she wondered how she could possibly take a cock with resistance like this. She bent her knees, relaxing her pelvis as much as she could.  
 
    ”I want to feel you come on the palm of my hand.” Like a fully charged sex tool, Elaine gave Jessica a wild finger bang, intuitively hitting her G-spot again and again, with just the right amount of pressure and persistence.  
 
    Jessica gasped tiny inhales, their slithering tongues twisting and turning, her pussy stuffed and swelling with pleasure. “Oh God, Elaine,” Jessica said, eyes locked on her lover's. “I'm close... right there... right there!” 
 
    “Like that, baby?” Elaine's hand and fingers drilled Jessica's little pussy mercilessly, and then set her pleasure button off with a spurting ejaculation. “Yes, yes! You do it, baby. Let that pretty pussy come on my hand.” 
 
    Jessica's stomach tightened and her pussy felt like a spurting hydrant of female liquids—she even heard her squirting hit the tile floor. In an ecstatic rush, Jessica's whole body quaked and jolted. “Oh fuck, Elaine! What's happening?” 
 
    Pleased with herself, Elaine laughed, slowing her arm to milk instead of pound. “Does it feel good?” 
 
    “Oh God, yes,” Jessica sighed, legs shaking uncontrollably. The room spun, and she clung to Elaine for support. “I've never done that before, though, until you made me yesterday.” 
 
    “Happy to introduce you to the wonders of your vagina, Jessica.” Slowly, Elaine withdrew her fingers, raising them up for Jess to see how much she came. “It's a very special place, up inside you, so young and taut, and such a pleasure to indulge in.” And then Elaine licked her middle finger before pointing them at Jessica to share.  
 
    Like a drooling tiger over a fresh kill, Elaine gazed at Jessica's tongue as it licked her fingers, running up and down the length of the three that were inside her. She suckled at the tips, and then kissed Elaine. “I can't go back in there, to the group. They'll totally know and I'm soaked.” 
 
    Elaine raised her eyebrow and said, “Yes, they will.” Smiling, she continued, “And we can't have that now, can we?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine drove through afternoon traffic with a laser focus, then veered off on a tree-lined side street where the abundance of shade offered a measure of privacy. It was a residential neighborhood not far from Jessica's house. She pulled over and parked, then turned off the engine, cracking the windows enough for air to circulate. “I'm dying for you to touch me, Jess.” 
 
    Jessica was still feeling the effects of having been taken ruthlessly by Elaine. She looked at her with a dazed and lusty expression. “Touch you where?” 
 
    “Here,” Elaine said, lifting her skirt, to reveal her glistening mound, “Touch me here.” 
 
    Playing into Elaine's sexual game, Jessica asked coyly, “Outside or in?”  
 
    “Both.” Elaine quivered as Jessica leaned towards her, and wiggled her hand between her thighs, which made her own pussy ache to be touched again, too. Elaine's breathing was shallow and her eyes were lit with desire. “Your hands are like silk, Jessica, reach in further.” 
 
    She obeyed, massaging deeper in the crevice that changed from warm skin to wet, womanly flesh, and found her spot—the puffy hood with layers that lead to her excited clit. “There?” Jessica asked, immediately rubbing her sensitive spot in little circles. “Or there?” With a cupped hand, she sent her fingers over Elaine's mound and drove one into her pulsating hole.  
 
    Elaine's head went from side to side, turning her hair into a messy pile against the leather seat back. “Like I said, both—all over it—just make me come.” 
 
    “I can't reach you with the steering wheel so close, Elaine.” Jessica's restricted movement made her fingering deep and intense, with no room for bigger arm motions—exactly what Elaine wanted. 
 
    Elaine opened her blouse, and grabbed her left tit, yanking her bra cup down and latching onto her nipples with all four fingers anchored by her thumb, she groaned, “Yes, yes, baby, get that pussy to come.” She shifted and tilted her pelvis upwards, rocking with the slight motions of Jessica's fingers. “It doesn't take much for me once you've landed on the spot.” Groaning louder, Elaine closed her eyes, milking her tit, rocking faster. “And you're so there! Right on it!” 
 
    “Yeah? I can feel you swell under my touch,” Jessica told her, observing Elaine's pleasurable reactions, and pressed her thumb onto her desperate clit, sliding it back and forth. The sound of Elaine's dripping pussy filled the car, and Jessica suddenly felt like the neighborhood was watching. She sped up her fingers, sliding half way in and out, tapping that inner button that made Elaine squirm in her seat. “Feels like you're going to explode on me, Elaine!” 
 
    “Oh, oh, OH!” Elaine's chest heaved forward as her head went back, her pussy gripping around Jessica's fingers. “Fucking yes, baby!” Elaine cried out. “Fuck my pussy just like THAT!” As loud as her sizzling build was, she couldn't utter a single moan as she came. Her body buckled and her ass made soft thumping noises against the supple leather of the seat as she rode Jessica's fingers. “Oh my fucking God... make me come, baby!” 
 
    Shuddering and jolting, Elaine released. She tugged her nipple firmly, and kept Jessica's fingers captive inside her narrow passage. Jessica felt like she was floating somewhere very different than anywhere she'd drifted with Steven after making out or making love. It scared her, this strange dimension. With fingers still inside Elaine's pulsating pussy, Jessica's heart felt as if it was palpitating out of sync with the rest of the world. Words of love whirled in her mind—the auto-pilot reaction to being physical with a significant other. Is this who Elaine was now? Her significant other? “What are we doing, Elaine?” 
 
    “What do you mean? Elaine huffed and sighed, regaining her mental clarity, blinking at the green lawn and flowering trees. “We're learning to live again.” She grasped Jessica's wrist and guided her fingers from their deep insertion and held their wetness up to the sunlight. “Proof of being alive,” said Elaine, fascinated by her feminine output coating Jessica's hand. She mouthed at her knuckles as if they were sugar cane. “I need you, Jessica.” 
 
    Jessica studied Elaine's lovely face, her pussy tainted lip gloss, and her tranquil eyes. She needed her, too, but saying it out loud was a bold statement she wasn't ready to make. Jessica needed Steven, she needed her career. There wasn't room for additional needs except for getting her life in order. This tryst with Elaine felt unquestionably fated, and Jessica was willing to go wherever Elaine led her, she thought, even to the back of a plane where they could fool around, partially unseen. “I don't know how to respond.” 
 
    “You need me, too,” Elaine told Jessica, covering her exposed pussy with her hand from the curious eyes of the lady power-walking on the sidewalk. “What do you say I take you out to lunch tomorrow?” 
 
    “Lunch?” Jessica replied, as if Elaine had asked her to jump off a building. 
 
    “Yes, women do eat together,” Elaine teased. “It's okay for us to enjoy a meal together, out in public.” 
 
    Jessica nervously checked her phone, seeing no messages from Steven, which brought about a weird sense of relief. “Where?” 
 
    “Does it matter?” Elaine shimmied her skirt down, and fixed her hair. “I'll surprise you.” The engine roared, disturbing the quiet neighborhood.  “Wear a dress, though, okay? And a pair of your sexiest shoes.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine scrolled through a social media site, randomly liking silly posts, and didn't react much when Ryan arrived home. His cologne wafted through the living room as he entered, like the scent of a lion marking his territory, invading Elaine's Sapphic mood.  
 
    “Hi darling,” Ryan said, his happiness to see his wife diminished by his festering suspicions. “Did you get my message?” 
 
    “Uh, no?” Elaine shined brightly, offering Ryan a hug. “But my phone's been acting weird lately. Probably time for an upgrade.” 
 
    Ryan nestled his head into her neck, sniffing a trace of a unique perfume—one he hadn't smelt on her skin previously. “A floral?” he asked. “You switched scents on me? You've only worn spicy perfumes for as long as I've known you.” 
 
    An expert at avoiding Ryan's passive jabs, Elaine smiled. “You're home early.” 
 
    “The office is no place for a husband with a wife who needs him,” Ryan said. “Besides, I'm out of town again for the rest of the week and only home for a night. My non-traveling time is best spent with you.” 
 
    “Aren't you sweet?” Her attention turned back to her phone. “I'm much better today, though.” 
 
    “Are you?” Ryan asked, well versed in Elaine's avoidance tactics. “I've been worried since the incident in the bedroom that your post-traumatic stress had taken a turn for the worse.” 
 
    Elaine waved his worry off. “Oh, Ryan, that was just a momentary expulsion of residual emotions.” 
 
    Ryan raised his eyebrow at her clinical explanation. “Was it? Is that what the therapist said?” 
 
    Stuffing her phone in her purse, Elaine lied. “Um, he did, yes. I hadn't slept when the last episode happened with the clothes and all. It was quite childish of me to throw everything on the floor in a fit.” 
 
    “Honey,” Ryan interrupted her. “Stop with your excuses, please. If you think I don't understand what happened, you're wrong.” 
 
    The floor beneath the couch felt shaky suddenly, as Elaine slipped behind her emotional facade. “I'm fortunate to have such a caring and empathetic husband, “she said. “Did you want to go to dinner?” 
 
    Not buying her diffusive act, he asked, “Elaine, why do I feel like there's this thing lingering in our marriage?” 
 
    “Thing?” Elaine giggled. “What kind of thing, Ryan?” 
 
     “Like an insurmountable disconnect,” Ryan said with conviction. “A wall you won't let me over. Not just since the crash, but before it.” 
 
    Elaine shifted, fussing with the contents of her purse, wanting only to escape from being cornered. “You're imagining this thing, Ry... I'm not putting up a wall or purposely trying to alienate you.” 
 
    “No? I'm sure of it, absolutely.” Ryan observed her body language, then noticed a few snags in her blouse. “I've ignored it the best I could, Elaine, and you know what I'm referring to, don't you?” 
 
    “I apologize for not being able to decipher your profundity, honey,” she said. “The person I was previous to the crash isn't who I identify with anymore. Perhaps it's not a wall, but an entire change in me you see?” 
 
    Disbelieving, Ryan replied, “Perhaps.” 
 
    “You've been great at giving me my space,” Elaine continued. “And not forcing me to be someone I'm not.” 
 
    “Space?” Ryan contemplated, accepting her point of view. “I've given you more space than any husband should. I'm very, very clear on that.” 
 
    Elaine unsuccessfully read Ryan's expression, disinterested. “I thought you wanted to go out?” 
 
    “At some point, Elaine, we need to be together again,” Ryan stated. “Honestly together, as a husband and wife.” 
 
    She stood, swinging her purse over her shoulder and glanced at him with vacant eyes. “And we will, we will. So hungry though. We should go.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Oh baby,” Ryan said to Elaine. “Your mouth knows how to get me good.” His zipper was down before they'd made it to the first intersection. Ryan gripped the wheel of his sporty sedan as Elaine bobbed her head on his cock. She liked to drive him crazy in the car by lavishing him with oral sex, and could make him gush like a geyser within minutes. There were flights where Michael had invited Elaine into the cockpit for a blow job, and it was her honor to drop to her knees and serve the captain, even when the co-pilot was watching. 
 
    “Eyes on the road,” Elaine muffled, mouth full of his hard shaft.  
 
    “They are,” he responded, feeling his balls grow heavy in his briefs as his cock moved in and out of his wife's mouth as she slurped. “And we're at a light.” 
 
    Elaine forced her throat on his erection till it hit her gag spot, then slid her mouth up and licked around his fat tip, spreading her silky saliva so it would drip down the shaft. Her hand pumped his thickness, paying close attention to the fleshy area just under the rim that always made him lose it. 
 
    He was close, and rocked his hips slowly with her motions. Elaine massaged his balls in one hand while the other twisted and tugged on his length. Her mouth was firmly planted on his cock in a perfect “O” shape that slipped and slid with her squeezing hand in one smooth, rotating motion, faster and faster.  
 
    “Oh fuck, baby,” Ryan groaned, becoming light headed as he lost control. “Yes! Pump my cock!  Drink it, drink it!”  
 
    She didn't stop, stroking and sucking his hard shaft relentlessly, not caring if they veered off the road or got in a wreck. Elaine's reckless streak was in drive mode, and she felt him about to explode in her mouth.  
 
    The garbled sounds she made were of a woman chocking on a massive load, and Ryan blew thick, white streams of his cum in her mouth and down her throat.  
 
    “Oh God, honey!” Ryan's eyes were tiny slits, barely able to see the road, just missing a car in the next lane. Elaine felt them swerve and it suddenly reminded her of the last taxi she shared with Tessa on the way to the airport, after their incredible threesome with Michael, and how they made out and teased each other in the backseat.  
 
    Ryan drew a breath, desperately regaining focus as his cock twitched and flinched in her hands. “Yes, yes, yes... so good, Elaine, so good.” 
 
    Swallowing a gob of his cum, she flipped her hair out of her face, and wiped her mouth with a laugh. “Glad you enjoyed it, honey.” 
 
    She looked around at the city surrounding them and felt too grounded, earthbound, stripped of her wings. Elaine missed the clouds, the way land looked from up above, the distance from what existed below.  
 
    Ryan tucked his spent manhood into his pants and zipped up. “That's was spectacular, sweetheart, thank you.” 
 
    She nodded, cleaning the lipstick smudges from the corners of her mouth. “My pleasure, Ry.” 
 
    “Still waiting for you to tell me where you want to eat,” Ryan reminded her. 
 
    “Anywhere,” Elaine replied. “I'm not even that hungry.” 
 
    And they drove on in silence.  
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
    Jessica shook like a leaf, gliding on a pretty blue dress she'd found in her closet with the tags still attached. It was a work dress, meant to be worn at an upcoming wedding convention, not a sneaky afternoon with another woman. 
 
    She heard Steven outside the bathroom door, rummaging through his briefcase, talking with a client on his cellphone. Her own phone was dinging off the hook with texts from Elaine, one and two sentence love notes filled with words of affection. “Thinking about you, beautiful Jessica, dressing for me this morning,” or “can't wait to see how gorgeous and edible you look,” and then, “I smelt you on my skin all night and dreamed of feeling your lips on mine.” 
 
    The seductive texts made her wonder what Elaine had in mind for the day, and where she was taking her. She felt like a teenager ditching school, not a grown woman meeting a girlfriend for brunch on a weekday. Underneath, Jessica knew her nervousness was connected with the little voice in her head telling her to be careful and do the right thing—be faithful to Steven—but the divide between right and wrong had been erased. Elaine had plotted their course, expanding Jessica's sexual horizons, and continued to tempt her with unquenchable desire. 
 
    “Jessica?” Steven called through the door. “I have to leave.” 
 
    She knew what he was really asking for, and showed her head through the half-opened door. “Have a good day, babe.” Jessica puckered, offering a kiss. 
 
    Steven took advantage of her kisses, pressing against the door, wanting a hug. “Thanks, Jess. Is everything okay?” 
 
    “Yeah, I'm good,” she said in reply, reluctantly letting him in the bathroom with her. He studied her outfit, the new dress... her hair and makeup. “Wow, honey, you're way more done up than usual.” 
 
    Jessica crossed her arms, wishing she'd stayed in pajamas. “I found it in my closet, never worn.” 
 
    “It's nice,” Steven complimented, then shot her a confused glance. “Why are you wearing it to therapy, though?”  
 
    “Felt like it,” Jessica defended. “Tired of wearing jeans and tops.” 
 
    Steven's tone went suddenly skeptical, asking, “Is Elaine picking you up again?” 
 
    “She is.” Jessica unfurled her hair from a damp towel. “I need to finish getting ready. When will you be home?” 
 
    “It might be a late night. I'll let you know.” Steven went to give her a kiss but she didn't meet him halfway. Instead, he blew one in her direction before leaving her to her own devices. 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine was a gorgeous sight, looking like she'd spent the morning in the salon. She radiated sexuality—a women who knew who she was and what she wanted. “You're not white-knuckling it, Jess.” 
 
    “I know,” Jessica said with relief. “And it feels good to not be so panicky.” 
 
    “That makes me happy. I'm glad you're getting better.” Elaine reached across Jessica's lap and traced her knee. “And I think it's adorable you wore navy.” 
 
    “You do?” Jessica lit up over pleasing Elaine. “I was afraid you'd think it was too boring.” 
 
    “Boring? Navy is a very tasteful color.” And then Elaine dimmed, telling Jessica, “It was the color of the uniform I wore for fifteen years.”  
 
    “Oh no, Elaine,” Jessica said. “It didn't occur to me... I'm sorry if my choice of colors seems insensitive.”  
 
    “Stop, that's not what I meant,” Elaine clarified. “My point was, the color works, and reminds me of something I loved.” 
 
    Recognizing the neighborhood as Elaine's, Jessica questioned, “Where are we eating? I'm staved, suddenly.” 
 
    Elaine's smile was mischievous, hitting the blinker and making a right turn onto her street.  “My house, of course.” 
 
    Jessica switched her glance from the street to Elaine, and asked, “Huh? I thought we were going out?”  
 
    “Just wait and you might be pleasantly surprised.” Elaine winked at Jessica, then stroked up her thigh. “Besides, I was respecting your social issues, in case you weren't quite ready.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    A glorious assortment of pastries decorated a China serving plate, and Jessica selected one with silver tongs. She'd been served gourmet coffee in a fancy carafe, while her custom omelet cooked in the kitchen.  
 
    Elaine buttered toast and sunk her teeth into it while checking out the tantalizing ass of the private chef making their brunch. “Smells delish. This guy really knows how to cook.” 
 
    Jessica licked the icing from the fruit center of the pastry, smacking her lips from the tartness. “I can't wait to taste it. My mouth is watering.” 
 
    “I was thinking the same thing about you.”  
 
    “This is amazing, Elaine, the chef and all.” Jessica felt spoiled, lightheaded from a few sips of champagne. “I wouldn't have thought of it. How did you find this guy?” 
 
    “I've wanted to hire him for a while, and was waiting for the right moment to splurge. A few of the attendants I used to work with had hired him on special occasions, bridal and baby showers, engagements.” 
 
    The chef was a good-looking guy, oozing charisma and ego, carefully transferring the special omelets to their plates.  
 
    Elaine took a deep inhale, intoxicated by the smell of fresh herbs and melting cheese. “Ohhh... you need to cook like this for us every day.” 
 
    Proud of his work, he replied, “I could.” 
 
    “I'd be broke by the end of the week.” Elaine held her coffee cup to him, and he filled it immediately. “Unless you'd work for blow jobs.” 
 
    Shocked by Elaine's outspoken flirtation, Jessica cleared her throat. “Elaine?” 
 
    “Well? For this it'd be worth it,” Elaine explained, then laughed. “I'm sorry,” she said to the chef, making him blush. “I hope I didn't offend you.” 
 
    “No, I'm flattered,” he said with a smile, observing Jessica's reaction over the flavor of her omelet. “How is it?” 
 
    “Yummy,” she told him, rolling her eyes with the food-gasm. “Like the best omelet ever.” 
 
    “Good,” he said with a nod, retreating to the kitchen. “Let me know if you need anything else.”  
 
    Elaine chewed, savoring the gourmet ingredients, then raised her champagne flute. “To you, Jessica.”  
 
    Jessica raised hers, too. “To me?” 
 
    Elaine continued, “For not wearing any panties.” 
 
    “You could tell?” 
 
    “Oh yes.”  
 
    They clinked glasses and devoured their meal. 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The dishes were cleared and being washed by the chef when Elaine took Jessica's hands. “Join me?” 
 
    Intoxicated, Jessica was drawn into Elaine's arms. “Where are we going now?”  
 
    Elaine cupped Jessica's face, then kissed her passionately, in plain view of the chef. “Dance with me.” 
 
    Jessica blushed at the offer. “Dance?”  
 
    One hand planted on Jessica's ass while the other held her face, Elaine pressed their pelvises together. “Yes.” 
 
    “I'm so full.” Jessica's limbs floated as Elaine made their hips sway side to side. “You ruined me with that incredible meal. I haven't had a breakfast like that in... Well, you know.” 
 
    “I do know, and you know what else?” Elaine was in full control, and made sure the chef could see them from the kitchen archway. He was almost finished cleaning, and she desperately needed his eyes on her—on them—and got him to look. Raising her voice, loud enough for him to hear, Elaine expressed her desire. “We're going to trib for dessert.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Elaine.” Jessica was swept up in Elaine's sensual dance, their nipples mingling under bras and dresses. “I don't know what that means, but it sounds rather naughty.” 
 
    Slithering her tongue along the sexy curve of Jessica's neck, she whispered, “Lay back, baby.” 
 
    Jessica saw the dining table behind her, and her mind and heart raced. “Here? On the dining table?” 
 
    “Yes,” Elaine hissed. “It's clean.” Using her own body weight to push Jessica down on the table, Elaine mounted her. “Wrap your legs around me.” 
 
    “Is he gone?” Flat on her back, the wood table felt solid underneath, even with Elaine on top of her, but she couldn't see past her. “I think I still hear him in the kitchen.” 
 
    “The chef? Yes, he's almost done cleaning.” Elaine kissed her mouth fully, using her tongue as an anchor for the rest of Jessica's body to dance around. “He won't notice a thing.” 
 
    “Wait, are you sure?” She was too tipsy and turned on to fight Elaine. 
 
    “Shhh.” Elaine worked fast, holding one of Jessica's ankles in her hand, and extending her leg straight out to the side. Her pretty, bare pussy was exposed, having not worn panties to their naughty brunch. Two of Elaine's fingers grazed the outer flesh of Jessica's tender pussy, then slid her lips open. “Don't make a sound if you're worried he'll hear us.”  
 
    The sound of Jessica's wetness as Elaine slid her fingers inside her pussy was amplified in the dining room. Her pussy hugged her fingers with swollen resistance, but Elaine could tell Jessica's pulse was racing with more desire than fear. “Ahhh,” Elaine sighed, finding that special spot inside Jessica that made her squirt. “Is that little pussy of yours going to soak me again?” 
 
    Jessica shook, so vulnerable and exposed. “Do you want me to?”  
 
    “Always.” Elaine's heart was pounding out of her chest with the sheer thrill of what was happening, reminding her of how it felt the night of the threesome with Tessa and Michael in the guest room down the hall from where she and Jessica were now. “Ohhh, yes, Jess. Your pussy is ripe for the taking, or tribbing.” 
 
    Jessica whimpered, acting as the submissive to Elaine's dominant posture, watching her cross a leg over her pelvis as her finger went deeper in her pussy and stayed there, wiggling in a wicked circle. 
 
    “Elaine?” Jessica shivered, pussy aching. “I keep hearing things.” She wondered what it was about Elaine that made Jessica feel like a perfectly acceptable insatiable whore? Like she would do anything, anywhere with her—whatever she asked.  
 
    “What noises?” Elaine shrugged, not bothering to look, but she could feel the chef's burning glance at them, half naked on the table. “Just your heart, and my heart, and our wet pussies—that's all I hear.” She rolled up her dress, exposing her own beautiful pussy and laid it over Jessica's, removing her finger so she could nestle their cunts together. “Here we go, Jessica.” 
 
    Jessica sucked in air, chest lifting with the tremendous sensation of two hot pussies merging, blending and rocking together. “I've been aching for you so bad,” Jessica's trembling voice called out, reaching inside her bra to tease her nipples. She caught her hot hardening buds and squeezed them, then licked her own tits, smiling up at Elaine. “This can't be real... it's too good.” 
 
    “Yes, too good, indeed, but very real.” Straddled perfectly over Jessica, Elaine's back was strong and upright, drawing Jessica's leg to her chest and holding it like a pole to balance her thrusts from. “Oh yes, Jessica, this is exactly how wonderful tribbing should feel.” Elaine spoke in a sultry tone, her eyes darting from Jessica to the curious chef, who was still observing their love making. He winked at Elaine, and gave a nodding approval. “Why any woman would pass up doing this is beyond me.” 
 
    “It's the naughtiest thing I've ever felt, Elaine.” Elated, Jessica sucked her own nipples, making puckering sounds, alternating from one hard bud to the other. 
 
    “It feels so natural,” Elaine purred, thrusting on her conquest. “Your pussy coming in mine, and mine in yours.” Their juices went from one hole to the other as Elaine spun her hips, twirling their clits and wet openings in lavish circles. “Do you feel it? How gorgeous our pussies feel sliding and gliding together?” 
 
    “I do!” Jessica grit her teeth to keep from whaling with pleasure, she tilted up her tailbone so Elaine could grind and swish more fully, their clits locked in a creamy kiss, bathed in their juices.  
 
    Elaine picked up the pace of her thrusts, her groans sounding like a lustful song as their pussies splashed together. She closed her eyes, imagining the chef stuffing his cock in her mouth while she rode on Jessica, in and out it went, growing thicker with each slurp of his shaft and twist of his red, swollen head sliding across her tongue... 
 
    “I'm coming!” Jessica cried, chin lifted, and back arched. Her legs were stiff with flexed muscles, spread apart in a wide open split. She held her breath as her pussy came, pumped by Elaine's, feeling the tiny, swirling gap between their holes get wetter and wetter. “Elaine!” 
 
    “You do it, baby!” Elaine ordered, out of breath, nearing her peak, thrashing her hips like bolts of lightning. “Just like that!” She nearly slid off of Jessica's coming pussy as her own orgasm took hold and captured every lewd thought in her mind. What she felt at that moment, straddling sexy Jessica and fucking her young deliciousness superseded her tawdry fantasies, even her cherished memories.  
 
    Elaine came, planting her pussy on Jessica's and felt the tidal waves course through her, jolting her pelvis, then radiating further into the center of her womb. She didn't hear Jessica calling her name, or any sound at all, but she felt everything, like her nerves were alive and raw.  
 
    Jessica's legs gave out, falling to the table, breaking the pussy-to-pussy connection. Her head rolled from side to side, squinting at the crystal displays and tasteful art. She hadn't paid attention to her surroundings, consumed by their tumultuous bliss. With a sarcastic laugh, Jessica said, “So this is your dining room?”  
 
     Disoriented, Elaine felt flushed. She didn't see the chef in the kitchen, but zoned in on a note card left on the ledge. “What did you say, Jessica?” Elaine barely mouthed the words and for a fleeting second thought she'd said “Tessa.” Head bowed and body weak, she lifted herself so Jessica could move, and then climbed off the table and from her spent lover, dress still hiked up around her waist.  
 
    “I was admiring your crystal collection,” Jessica said, eyes glazed and body rattled to the core. It was more than sex she was experiencing with Elaine—far more—and there was no definition or description she could think of to label what was happening between them. She wanted to reach out and hold Elaine, and whisper sweet words of love, but that wasn't fitting, not now or ever, she thought.  
 
    “Oh?” Elaine answered her from across the room, not registering her sentiment, emotions brewing. 
 
    Jessica sat up, her mouth dry, lower half still exposed and covered in their womanly juice. Her pussy continued to ripple and pulsate, and a part of her wanted more. “You need to kiss me.” 
 
    “I was thinking the same thing about you.” 
 
    Jessica went to her and nestled on Elaine's back. She wrapped her arms around her waist. “Then why aren't you?” 
 
    Elaine spun and faced Jessica, tears running down her face. She blurted, “Stay with me.” 
 
    Reaching to wipe Elaine's tears, Jessica felt a tightening in her chest. “Stay? Like for a few hours? A day? A year?” 
 
    “Forever.” 
 
    A laugh tickled Jessica's belly, but then she saw the seriousness on Elaine's face. “That's a long time.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Neither offered anything further. Jessica let go of Elaine, and dressed quickly.  
 
    Elaine caught her arm. “No, no, no, I'm sorry. You don't need to react like this. I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable.” 
 
    “No worries.” Jessica continued to cover herself. “I should be going, though.” 
 
    “Huh?” Elaine slapped Jessica's hands from her clothes.  “No you shouldn't.” 
 
    “Elaine? Yes, I do.” Dashing from Elaine's grasp, Jessica searched for her shoes. “Please, can you take me home?” 
 
    “No, I can't. You need to stay.” 
 
    Jessica shot her an aggravated look. Elaine clarified, “At least an hour more, to digest our meal.” 
 
    Giving in, Jessica fell on the couch. “Don't say things like that, Elaine.” 
 
    Removing all her clothes, Elaine strutted naked to the couch. “Like stay?” 
 
    “Like any of it.” 
 
    Elaine's arms overlapped Jessica, pulling her body on top of hers. She fished under her dress for her uncovered pussy. “It covers a ton of gray area, Jessica. Can you be more exact?” 
 
    “You know what I'm talking about.” Ear resting on Elaine's chest, Jessica was calmed by the sound of her steady and strong heartbeat. “I know you do.” 
 
    “I apologized, Jess, for getting carried away.” Elaine held her close, warmed by her skin. “Like I told you when we met, my filter isn't working these days.” 
 
    Her bare bottom caressed, Jessica drifted peacefully, breathing in Elaine's spicy scent—a smell she'd come to crave—then she heard her phone buzzing somewhere in the kitchen. 
 
    “Ignore it,” Elaine said, tracing Jessica's spine. “It can wait.” 
 
    The tightness in Jessica's chest returned. “For how long?” 
 
    “Give it a few minutes.” 
 
    “I meant, how long is forever?” Jessica crawled her way up Elaine's nudity, brushing her lips before softly kissing them. 
 
    The female lovers ignited, kissing passionately, with more need than want. Elaine lost herself, tongue tied with Jessica's, desperate to get her undressed. “It's you and me, alone and away for as long as we want, Tessa.” 
 
    Jessica bolted from Elaine's face, replaying what was said in her mind. “Did you just call me Tessa?”  
 
    A hollowness sunk in Elaine's stomach. “No, I don't think I did.” 
 
    “You did, I heard it.” 
 
    Elaine shook her head, holding her defense. “But you've heard things that weren't there, right? Since the accident?” 
 
    The mood in the room took a drastic turn from sublime to insecure. “You called me Tessa, Elaine. But, no big deal. Slip-ups happen.” 
 
    “Then why are you dressing?” Elaine went for Jessica's wrist, but she was up and heading for the kitchen before she could stop her. 
 
    “Because it's late,” Jessica said, fixing her dress in the kitchen, and splashing cold water on her face. Spotting the chef's note on the counter, she flipped it over, reading what he wrote. “Oh, and by the way, he said thanks for the show.” 
 
    Elaine felt an icy chill race from her pelvis to her heart. She waved an arm like a lit cigarette was in her hand, walking her naked self casually into the kitchen. “How sweet. I must hire him again in the future. Didn't you love his cooking?” 
 
    Unexpectedly, Jessica threw water from the faucet at Elaine and cried, “You said he'd left!” 
 
    Shaken, Elaine saw the pain in Jessica's eyes. “Jessica, stop! Wait a second. Don't jump to conclusions.” 
 
    “He was watching us!” Jessica's anger spiked, throwing handfuls of water at Elaine. “And you knew it!” 
 
    An array of lies and excuses riffled through Elaine's consciousness, but she stood, guilty. “I did. I knew.” 
 
    It felt like an earthquake shaking in Jessica's gut. “Why would you let him? I mean... I don't get you.” She crumbled, sinking to the kitchen floor. “I don't get any of this!” 
 
    “Jess,” Elaine said, scooping Jessica up and holding her shaking body against her water-sprinkled skin. “Everything's fine.” 
 
    “Nothing's fine, Elaine!” 
 
    “I've exposed myself to you today,” Elaine admitted, her sincerity like a noose squeezing Jessica's neck. “You got to see a piece of me I've only showed to one other person.” 
 
    “I don't want to see that piece, Elaine!” Jessica countered. “You exposed me! You had no right to!” 
 
    Elaine tightened her embrace on Jessica. “It was wrong, and I'm sorry.” 
 
    Jessica gave Elaine a hard shove. “I need to leave. There's no need for you to contact me again after-wards. Okay?” 
 
    “No, don't say that, Jessica!” Elaine lunged for her. “You don't need to end this. I made a mistake, and it won't happen again.”  
 
    Thwarting Elaine's grabbing hands, Jessica asked, “What is this?” 
 
    Failing to calm her, Elaine switched tactics. “Come here, Jess, let me hold you.” 
 
    “I asked a question! What is this?” Jessica demanded. “The romantic afternoons? The sex in cars and public bathrooms? What do you see it as?” 
 
    The dusky light cast a shadow on Elaine's face. “We're giving each other love.” 
 
    “It's an affair, Elaine!” Jessica blurted desperately. “We're having an affair!” 
 
    A cool wind seemed to flow between them, and the tension was sharp and heavy. Finally, Elaine whispered, “And I don't want it to end, Jessica. I need you.” 
 
    Jessica whispered back, “You should take me home.” 
 
    “Okay, if that's what you want.” Elaine gave in, quitting the fight momentarily.  
 
    “Yes, that's what I want.” Jessica tried to get past Elaine, but her hip was grabbed and caught. 
 
    “Jessica,” Elaine said, bringing Jessica's hip to hers. “From now on it'll just be us.” 
 
    “This has to end.” 
 
    “No!” Elaine cried, kissing Jessica, engulfing her with an overdose of passionate need. Jessica resisted, but Elaine's persistence was stronger. “You need me, too.” 
 
    “I can't need you, Elaine,” Jessica gasped. “You're married.” 
 
    “He won't know.” Their tongues slid together, and Elaine had a hand between Jessica's thighs, exploring upwards. 
 
    “I'm with the man I love.” She flinched, feeling a rush of breathtaking sensations as Elaine's finger dipped inside her. “I need to be the woman who's faithful to him again.” 
 
    “Don't be afraid, Jessica,” said Elaine, lapping at Jessica's neck while running her finger in and out of her luscious slit. 
 
    “Of what?” 
 
    “Of falling in love with me.” 
 
    “Elaine.” Jessica rocked her hips slowly with Elaine's fingering, hungry to feel her press on that magical spot she found. “Don't do this to me.” 
 
    “It's too late, baby.” Seizing the opportunity, Elaine went in deep, crooking her finger, searching in her fleshy cave until she heard Jessica's moans. “It's already happened.” 
 
    Arm moving with fast, quick strokes, she hurled Jessica to the spiraling edge of an orgasm, then dropped to her knees, mouth planted at her wet lips. 
 
    “Oh my God.” Jessica quivered as Elaine's tongue jutted out and lathered her clit with hot wetness. “Yessss... lick it more.” 
 
    Elaine felt a wild rush run through her, tasting her own pussy juice mixed with Jessica's. The difference was subtle, and utterly decadent. She'd drank her pussy cream off of many cocks, and loved swallowing her own cum, but it tasted heavenly licked from Jessica's outer lips. 
 
    “Ahhh!” The bud of Jessica's clit swelled on Elaine's tongue as she flicked it, and she felt how close she was. Her abdomen rippled and hallowed as she drew short, moaning breaths. “Elaine!” 
 
    Licking faster, curling the tip of her tongue on the precious target, she made that little clit reach its peak, and it fired, fast and furiously. Both hands on Jessica's thighs, Elaine lapped at her coming pussy, twirling, lashing, sipping from hood to hole. Her groans buzzed through Jessica, vibrating deep inside her cunt. 
 
    “Fuck!” Jessica's voice was loud and trembling. “I'm coming on you again!” 
 
    “Come! COME!” Elaine yelled back, right into her pussy, sending Jessica over the edge.  
 
    Jessica surpassed her comfort zone, and sailed out into a languid sea of bliss. She screamed even, excited by the echo of her voice—of being unleashed.  
 
    Elaine's face didn't budge from her cum hole until she felt it settle and calm, then she gave it a soothing tongue bath. “Delicious, baby. Don't you ever take your pussy away from me.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine and Jessica discreetly held hands in the car. Jessica was a sexed up mess and the makeup on her eyes was smudged. She'd tried to fix herself but there was only so much she could disguise and cover.  
 
    “Tomorrow I want to take you out to lunch,” Elaine declared. “And I mean, out, not in.” 
 
    Disturbed by their twisted afternoon, Jessica didn't respond.  
 
    “You think about it and tell me later.” 
 
    A nod was what Jessica was willing to give. And then her stomach sunk, seeing the outline of Steven standing in front of their home as they approached. 
 
    “What's wrong?” Elaine asked, unable to read Jessica's worry. 
 
    “That's him,” she said. “He's waiting outside.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Steven.” 
 
    Elaine assumed her flight attendant facade, ready to greet the stranger with a smile as she pulled up to the curb. She gave Jessica's knee a light squeeze. “Well, isn't he a handsome young man,” she remarked to Jessica, seeing Steven walk towards them and open the car door, and then with a chirp, Elaine said, “Hi Steven! Nice to put a face to the name. I'm Elaine.” 
 
    Jessica's face went hot and her palms were damp, stepping out of the vehicle and into Steven's glare. He analyzed the irregularities, both on Jessica's surface and underneath. Then his eyes darted to Elaine and he extended a handshake. “Elaine? Nice to meet you. Thanks for getting her home safe.” 
 
    Elaine winked, thrown off her act with Steven's meaningful sentiment and shook his hand. His skin was warm, like Jessica's, and his fingers were long and perfectly shaped. “My pleasure.” 
 
    He closed the car door and waved at Elaine, but she sat a beat, observing them, waiting for Jessica to say goodbye.  
 
    Jessica felt Elaine's eyes burning on her back, and she turned, giving a wave, too. Guilt wasn't familiar to her and she wished Steven had been late from work. Why was he home so early, she thought? Then again, she wasn't sure of the time. “I'm sorry, the day went by so fast.” 
 
    “I bet. How was therapy?” he asked, unlocking their front door. 
 
    “Okay,” Jessica lied. “I'm not so scared of the car anymore, so, I guess that's a positive sign.” 
 
    “Yeah, it is.” He patted her shoulder. “Hungry?” 
 
    “A little.” Jessica didn't care for his tone, and she headed straight for the bathroom without offering any more information.  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Elaine?” She heard her name called as if she was underwater, deep in a volatile dream. She came to awareness and blinked into the dark living room. Ryan hovered over her sleeping body on the couch. Half-kidding and half-questioning, he asked, “Is this where you sleep when I'm not home?” 
 
    “Ryan?” Elaine said, realizing she was still in her clothes.  
 
    “Yes, my love?” Ryan replied, switching on a light. “I tried to call you but you didn't answer. My meetings were postponed.” 
 
    Elaine covered her face in reaction to the brightness. “What time is it?”  
 
    “Seven in the evening.” 
 
    With a manic burst of energy, Elaine scoured the couch, searching for her phone.  
 
    “Honey?” Worried about her erratic behavior, Ryan tried to help, lifting cushions. “What are you looking for?” 
 
    “This,” she said, retrieving the phone from under the couch. Turning it on, she scanned the messages, seeing nothing from Jessica. And then she noticed the date. “Oh my gosh.” 
 
    “Babe, what the hell?” Ryan went to the kitchen, flipping on the light. “I come home a day early and the house is dark and the kitchen is a mess.” He examined the empty wine bottles and lipstick on a glass, with a large stack of clean dishes and pans on the counter. 
 
    “Ryan, I've been asleep since yesterday, as in, yesterday late afternoon.” Examining her clothes as the outfit she wore on her erotic afternoon with Jessica, she wanted to strip and disappear in the shower. “I don't even remember falling asleep.” 
 
    He poured out the remains of a half-drunk glass, seeing a dead fly floating in it. “Huh? You mean you've slept straight through, there on the couch?” 
 
    “Apparently,” Elaine answered, pacing, agitated over Jessica not contacting her in more than a day. 
 
    “Looks like you threw a party.” Ryan clanked the plates, putting them in a cabinet. “Did you?” 
 
    “A party?” Elaine avoided him, thumbs typing out urgent texts to Jessica. “That's a crazy question, Ryan.” 
 
    “Is it? Wine, lipstick on the rim of a glass in a color you don't wear, more dishes used in two days than you alone could use in a week.”  
 
    Elaine tuned her husband's questions out, anxious to get a message back from Jessica. “I just slept more than I have in a month, Ry. My body was obviously suffering from exhaustion.” 
 
    “Yes, obviously,” Ryan agreed. “And I'm glad you slept, but the way in which that sleep was achieved is what bothers me.” 
 
    She gazed at her phone, waiting, but Jessica didn't reply.  
 
    “You drank all that wine by yourself?” 
 
    “Yes, I did,” Elaine smiled. “I was thirsty.” 
 
    “Oh,” Ryan said, disbelievingly. “Okay.” He went to her, wanting a kiss from his wife. “Did you want to give me a proper greeting?” 
 
    Elaine snapped out of her needy text messaging trance, “Sure. Hi, Ry.” She delivered the required wifely kiss to him, keeping her mouth sealed shut. “Glad you're home.” 
 
    Ryan felt chills seeing the lack of warmth in Elaine's eyes. Her replied flatly, “Thanks. Glad to be home, too.”  
 
    She nodded, her charming smile stiff and then her complexion went pale. “Ry?” Elaine's eyes rolled back as her limbs gave out, fainting. 
 
    “Elaine!” Ryan caught her, then carried her into the bedroom. 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine stood in the kitchen, methodically cleaning the counters, constantly checking her phone. Jessica hadn't responded to her texts. Elaine sent yet another: Days without you feels like weeks. Please let me know you're safe and sound.  
 
    She gripped her phone like it would affect Jessica's response, feeling her chest heave with emotions. Several grueling minutes passed in total silence. Elaine stopped herself from breaking the phone to bits, on the verge of a manic episode, hearing the hardwood floors creak with Ryan's footsteps.  
 
    Quickly, Elaine arranged scones on a decorative plate, and struck a happy housewife pose as Ryan entered. He was cautious, studying her flawless appearance and her easy, congenial smile.  
 
    “Hi, honey,” Elaine quipped. “What can I get you? Coffee, scones, tea?” 
 
    Her cheery disposition caused Ryan to pause, and crack a grin. “Still in work mode? The act is difficult to let go of for you, isn't it?” 
 
    “Act?” Elaine upheld her polished front. “Wanting to accommodate you is an act?” 
 
    “You're being a flight attendant, not my wife,” Ryan explained, pouring himself a cup of coffee. “And I imagine behaving a certain way for as long as you have is a hard habit to break.” 
 
    Elaine slid sugar and a spoon across the counter to Ryan. “Being a flight attendant for fifteen years wasn't just what I did, Ry, it defined me as a person. It's who I am, or was.”  
 
    “And there's a part of who you were, or perhaps still are, that I need to know.” Ryan ignored the sugar and drank the coffee black. “I don't use sugar, honey. Never have. I'm surprised you don't know this part of me by now.” 
 
    Pretending to be puzzled by his tone, Elaine broke a scone in half and offered it to him. “Well, I know you like these.” 
 
    With a raised palm, he waved it off. “No, thank you. My appetite's been lost since I found you on the couch last night.” 
 
    “Yeah, I'm just as surprised as you.” 
 
    “Actually,” Ryan corrected himself. “My appetite diminished a few years ago.” 
 
    “Oh?” Elaine nibbled on her half of the scone. “So, what's this part of me you feel you don't know? Because I'm telling you, Ry, who I am is right here.” 
 
    “The part of you who has affairs,” Ryan stated without a quiver in his voice. “You had a lover, Elaine, or lovers. I can't be sure of how many.” 
 
    Stunned but not shocked, Elaine relished the silence, using the tension as a barrier between them. She shook her head, “Ryan, stop.” 
 
    “Be honest with me,” Ryan told her, not backing down. “Out of respect for me as your husband, tell the truth.” 
 
    Elaine didn't flinch but her body was numb at the core, responding with a wordless, curious look.  
 
    “And don't worry about me losing my temper over it, either, Elaine. The anger I felt passed months ago when I realized you are who you are.” 
 
    Sarcastically, Elaine laughed. “And who am I?” 
 
    “A woman who shouldn't be a wife. At least not the kind of wife you've presented yourself to be.”  
 
    With a hasty motion, Elaine brushed the crumbs from the counter, and glared at her husband. “I'm your wife, sweetheart, and have been your wife because I wanted to be that person.” 
 
    “That person?” 
 
    “Yes! A woman who was successful with her career as well as marriage. That's the scenario I was striving for.” 
 
    Ryan questioned, “So, our marriage was nothing more than a scenario to you?” 
 
    “Don't be an asshole, Ryan,” Elaine said. “You know how important our marriage is to me.” 
 
    “No, I don't. And what I don't hear from you are words like, I love you, Ryan or I'm your wife because I love you.” Ryan closed the gap, moving into her space. “You're not saying that at all. Instead, you defend a position that eludes me.” 
 
    Elaine's anger escalated, trapped and cornered. “Sounds like you've got a pretty good handle on me, honey, by what you've already stated. I don't need to explain anything then.” 
 
    “You do, too, Elaine!” The anger he'd denied showed itself. “You owe me an explanation! I'm not even asking for an apology! I just want to know the truth!” 
 
    She bit her tongue, halting a slew of rapid fire defenses. Her eyes reddened and burned. With a sudden burst, Elaine laughed to the point of tears... and then she blew. “There were lovers, Ryan! I had them, yes! I had affairs!” 
 
    Years of confusion evaporated and cleared in an instant. Ryan observed the woman he married—his previously skewed perspective gone. “You're having one currently, aren't you? With a woman. The one I've smelt on your skin.” 
 
    Elaine toggled between coming clean and protecting her cherished privacy. “The woman I was having an affair with died in the crash, Ryan. And so did the male I was involved with.” The kitchen felt like it was closing in on her and vacant of air. She choked on her words, and then the tears came, hard. “His name was Michael, and he was the pilot. They lost their lives, but mine was spared. And for the life of me, Ryan, I can't understand why I lived, why I survived, and all the others didn't.” 
 
    Her pain washed over him, yet he stayed resolute, still searching for honesty. “Her smell was fresh, Elaine. And I know she was here while I was away.” 
 
    “Jessica!” Elaine blurted with a fiery breath, “That's her name! It's not the same, though, Ryan, she's not an affair!” 
 
    His unaffected posturing alarmed Elaine, and Ryan held his composure even as his heart pounded erratically. “No? Then what? Your occasional drinking buddy? Your aimless flirtation? Oh, I know, she must be one of your many good friends from college who you reconnected with on social media. Like all those men and women you've visited with while on layovers?” 
 
    “Sorry to disappoint you, honey, but no. She was a passenger on the last flight.” Elaine twisted a dish towel in her hands, “She was one of the few I was able to save.” 
 
    This hit Ryan like a bolt to the chest. “What? Why didn't you share that with me before? It's a remarkable thing, to have saved anyone considering your own injuries and the condition of the plane.” 
 
    “Because she's all I have left. The only one I can hold onto.” Elaine trembled, nearly hysterical, and almost reached for Ryan but stopped before her arms left her hips. “She's my salvation.”  
 
    Ryan fought his own tears. His pain didn't stem from what Elaine said. What he felt was personal. Elaine was a stranger to him, and he mourned the loss of what he'd clung to—her facade.   
 
    Elaine mistook Ryan's silence for acceptance. “I appreciate you not standing in judgment of my behavior.” 
 
    He answered with the first thought that came to mind, “Did you expect me to be furious?” 
 
    “I expected you to act in a number of ways-” 
 
    He interrupted, finishing her sentence, “If you ever had to tell me about your infidelity?” 
 
    “Yes,” she replied. “And furious was one of the ways I thought you might react.” 
 
    “There again is proof of how little you know me.” Ryan dried his eyes with a coffee-stained napkin, and said, “Apparently we have much to learn about each other. Like starting from scratch.” 
 
    Elaine's strained smile was hard to deny. “We're not that far removed from who we've represented ourselves to be.” 
 
    Ryan pretended to go with her statement, despite disagreeing. He changed the subject, having lost interest in further questioning. “Elaine, I realize you don't care for this therapist, but perhaps you should try and arrange a one-on-one with him?” 
 
    She considered his suggestion, but didn't take it to heart. “Huh. Interesting idea. I'll think about it.” 
 
    An odd energy occupied the room and Ryan retreated, taking his coffee with him. “I have an online meeting to conduct. We'll keep this as an ongoing conversation, I suppose?” 
 
    “Sure, of course,” Elaine said, shocked he let her off the hook that easily. Immediately picking up her phone, she checked for messages. Finally, there was one. It was from Jessica and it read: I've been busy. Talk soon? 
 
    Feeling an immense relief, Elaine replied with a simple: Yes. 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
    Jessica spent the early morning hours on the couch, nursing a cup of hot coffee and relishing the quietness. She'd been up for an hour, even before Steven's alarm went off, and to her surprise, brewed a fresh pot without any major upset while watching the sunrise. Her mind was busy with a multitude of thoughts—Elaine, the crash, how much she loved Steven, her boss's emails—and yet she couldn't grasp on to a single one.  
 
    Steven's worry and festering suspicion was intense and not easily quelled. Jessica maintained her deceit, and further dug the trench that kept Steven on the opposite side of her guilt. The secret situation with Elaine wasn't what she wanted, she thought, yet after spending more than a day away from her, the scintillating sexual fantasies about the two of them kept coming, as did the endless need to see her again.  
 
    Elaine's simple text reply of “Yes” was followed by two more, which said: I'm taking you to lunch today, as promised. Surprise location. I'll drive. And then: Whoops, I meant, therapy :) 
 
    Jessica didn't reply, pondering what spending the afternoon with Elaine would bring. She had a speech planned in case their chemistry burned out of control about returning to the workplace, and what that would mean for their affair. Affair? Yes, Jessica thought, she'd have to put an end to it. It had to stop. Deep inside Jessica knew Elaine wouldn't buy her story, but it was all she had to gain a measure of sanity in the chaos they'd created.   
 
    “You made the coffee?” Steven asked in shock, shuffling by her in the kitchen, hypnotized by the aroma of the fresh brew. “What's the occasion?”  
 
    “It's Thursday.” Jessica poured him a cup, and shared, “I have a phone meeting with my boss later today.” 
 
    “Really?” Steven asked, stirring milk into his mug. “When did you arrange that?” 
 
    “Arrange? She's been wanting to meet for a while, to gauge where I'm at. I told you this.” 
 
    “Right, right.” Steven partially remembered talking about her boss and going back to work, but dealing with Jessica's fluctuating moods and changing attitudes took precedent over other subjects. “Well, that's cool. What are you going to tell her?” 
 
    “That I might be interested in going back to work,” Jessica explained. “If a different position not requiring travel is available.”  
 
    Steven's baggy sweats hung off his hips, revealing the edge of his treasure trail and a trace of morning wood. “So, you're feeling better? Ready?”  
 
    “I made coffee this morning and drank half a cup without any negative reactions.” Jessica shrugged, noticing his crotch bulging. “And I have my laptop open and almost turned on.” She smiled, loving the outline of his erection under worn cotton.  
 
    “Two positives then.” He sipped and gave his shaft a stroke, winking at her. “Strong,” he said, referring to the coffee. “Have anything else planned today?” 
 
    She heard the meaning under his words, and shuddered. “I think I might go to therapy.” 
 
    “Oh? There's a session today?” 
 
    His questioning made her rethink the plan to see Elaine. “I'll double check, but I'm pretty sure.” 
 
    “Who's going to drive you?” Steven asked with nervousness in his voice. “My schedule has some room. I can most likely.” 
 
    Jessica sunk to her knees, and crawled across the kitchen floor to him. “Elaine said she'd drive.”  
 
    “She's okay with driving forty minutes out of her way to take you back and forth again?” Steven tried to be cool, his rational mind distracted by contradictory notions and a massive hard-on.  
 
    “That's what she said.” Closing her eyes, she took hold of Steven's sweat pants and pulled them down. His cock sprung at her as she anticipated, and she latched on willingly.   
 
    “Jess... oh baby, your mouth is so hot.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” she said, adjusting her lips to his expanding width, and sliding them down his length. Jessica mumbled around his cock. “And you're so hard.” 
 
    “Naughty girl doing this in the kitchen before breakfast.” He smiled, setting his coffee on the counter and petting her silky hair. “I still fantasize about how we used to fuck in the kitchen, like it was part of our regular breakfast routine.” 
 
    Thoughts of being lustily fingered by Elaine in her kitchen was what went through Jessica's fantasies. The taste of their pussies blended, wild tribbing on the dining table, bringing each other to orgasm in broad daylight parked in a quiet neighborhood—just remembering what she and Elaine had done made her pussy quiver. The past five weeks had changed Jessica with an amplitude of profound experiences that Steven didn't share. His cock was gorgeous and thick, sliding perfectly through her wet lips, indulged by her slick tongue and the tight grip of her hand moving up and down his shaft with the flow of her mouth.  
 
    “Oh Jess,” Steven moaned, her locks wrapped in his fingers, gently guiding her head back and forth from his base to sensitive tip. “What you do to me is unreal.”  
 
    She felt his cock twitch as she went faster, twisting her hand around his erection as her mouth swirled in the opposite direction, gliding in rhythm with Steven's groans. He drew in a breath and held it, flexing his stomach muscles, and Jessica knew that meant he was close.  
 
    “Yes, baby, that's it.” Steven grabbed her head and held it on his shaft, shortening her range of motion. “That's it!” he said with a quick inhale, holding his breath, while her arm, hand, mouth and tongue worked at a manic pace. She focused on his pleasure, gripping and licking with every drop of passion she felt for him, wanting him to explode, needing his cum.  
 
    “Jessica!” Steven yelled at the ceiling as his cock shot out a load of thick morning cum, flinching hard with each spurt. The first bursts were followed by more creamy doses and Jessica swallowed what she could, then let the rest of his potent ejaculation pour out the sides of her mouth and down her chin.  
 
    She made “mewing” sounds, drinking him as her hand loosened on his swollen shaft, so hard still, and then cupped his balls with her wet palm, rolling them gently. He was delicious, Jessica thought, and kept her mouth on him until she was sure he'd finished. Slowly releasing her oral grip on his spent cock with a throaty moan, she gave kisses to the tip, looking up at Steven.  
 
    He could barely open his eyes, rocked by the unexpected blow job and guttural release. “Jesus, honey,” he said with a cracked grin, noticing the cum puddle on the tile floor. “You bombed my cock.” 
 
    “And I'll do it again,” Jessica teased. “And again and again.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he said sincerely, taking his cock into his hand and giving it a squeeze, offering the last bit of his orgasm to her. 
 
    She smiled, licking the droplets from his head, but inside she felt weird and unsettled.  
 
      
 
    Something in his eyes told her he did, too.  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine rode Ryan's cock, straddled over his lap on a lounge chair in their bedroom. She's had many romps with Michael on it, and not a second went by without her picturing him naked, and showing off his massive erections. The visions of Michael were replaced by the groaning body of a man who'd called out his wife's infidelity over scones, and yet didn't refuse her sexually-charged style of seeking forgiveness. 
 
    Ryan smacked Elaine's breasts as she took his cock, turned on by her aggressiveness.  
 
    “You like that cock being up inside me?” She squeezed her thighs to make her hips move up and down in rapid bounces, hugging Ryan's lengthy rod with her velvet interior. “You see how much I love fucking you, Ryan? Can you feel it?” 
 
    “You know I do,” he said, gritting his teeth. “You ride me so good.” His hands were on her hips as if he could control her intensity, feeling his cock swell with her greedy thrusts. “You're going to make me come if you don't slow down.” 
 
    “Good! I want you to,” Elaine growled, sweat tricking over her chest in a glistening stream towards her swaying cleavage. “I want to make you come hard. You need to fill your wife's pussy with your thickness.” 
 
    Ryan's cock felt like it was going to explode as Elaine's pussy narrowed on his pole in an unrelenting attack. Bouncing fiercely, she made it impossible for him to hold back. “Yeah? How bad? Tell me you love it, Elaine!” 
 
    “I fucking love it!” she cried out, grinding into him, feeling her cunt contracting and pulsating with a dirty, nasty orgasm. “I need your cum, Ryan!”  
 
    He pumped her with a hot blast of cum, “Uh huh! Then there it is, honey!” Ryan moaned. “Take it! Take it all like a good wife!” His cock went off like a volcano, viciously stroked by her suckling walls, and jetted out an enormous load. His head was thrown back, crying out, “Good God, Elaine! So much cum inside your pussy!” 
 
    “Fill me up!” Her body shook and trembled. “Put it all in me!” Fingernails digging into his shoulders, she held onto his strength, and pounded on his length. “Now, feel mine!”  
 
    Ryan felt like he was floating, having some kind of out-of-body experience as Elaine surged into bliss, letting herself come on him with short, harsh thrusts. His spent loads poured out of her constricting hole as her pussy tightened and released, coating his sacs with a lewd mixture of his and hers.  
 
    Light puffs of air were expelled by both of them, bodies shaking and reeling with heady sensations, and then Elaine spoke first. “This is why I married you, Ryan,” she exhaled, gazing at his masculine, just-fucked face. “This is why.” 
 
    He heard her vague explanation, and added, “You didn't have to marry me for this, Elaine. I was yours with or without the vows.”  
 
    She rode him a moment more, extracting every ounce of pleasure from their connection until she'd had enough, without shame.  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica stayed in the bathroom, not wanting to move. She'd sent Elaine a reply, saying she'd go to lunch, and then fought from texting her back with a message declining the invitation. The outfit she wore was picked out to please Elaine, and Steven pretended not to care that Jessica was overdressed again.  
 
    Vacillating between canceling and following through with the plan in motion, Jessica layered mascara through her long lashes and swept blush on her cheekbones, She partially convinced herself she was on her way to therapy and not to an unknown destination with her lady lover. 
 
    “I'm just a phone call away,” Steven reminded her. “And I'll only be at the office for a few hours.” 
 
    “Okay, honey,” Jessica kept her eyes on her mirror reflection while he kissed her cheek. “I'll text you.”  
 
    “Jess,” Steven was suddenly serious, adjusting a button on his collar like he needed air. “If something was going on, you'd tell me, right?” 
 
    “Going on?” she repeated, alarmed by his pinpointed inquiry, she grounded herself before responding with, “Yes, Steven, I would.” 
 
    He gazed too long into her eyes, she thought, and dismissed the creeping guilt. Acting as the woman previously known as Steven's faithful girlfriend, Jessica gave him a reassuring nod. 
 
    “Cool,” he backed off, accepting what was on the surface. “Be safe.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine wasn't herself, or at least not the “self” Jessica had become familiar with, on their drive to the surprise location. She was infuriated, puffing on a vaporizer, relaying sparse details of her turbulent morning. “Ryan was in quite the mood with his rants and raging.” 
 
    “Was he?” Jessica asked, disturbed by Elaine's erratic behavior, darting in and out of traffic. “Like what?”  
 
    “He cornered me,” Elaine said. “And accused me of terrible things.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    As quickly as she shared, she withdrew. “He felt the need, I guess.” 
 
    “Was any of what he said true?” Jessica implored with tension in her voice. 
 
    “Jessica,” Elaine gave her an incredulous look. “Really?”  
 
    “You're saying he was just mad at you for no reason?” Fear rising, Jessica held the door handle, scanning the proximity of Elaine's car to the other vehicles passing by. “Elaine, please, slow down.” 
 
    With a carefree laugh, Elaine eased off the gas. “Sorry, Jess, didn't mean to scare you.” 
 
    Jessica studied the stress on Elaine's face, the intensity of her vapor inhales and exhales. “Any hints on where we're going?” She let out a nervous giggle. “The signs say we're heading to the airport.” 
 
    “We are, to one of my favorite places,” Elaine told her with a charming, irresistible smile. “A restaurant I once frequented.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “The chef is incredibly talented,” Elaine said, touching one of her hardening nipples. “You're going to love it.” 
 
    A horn blared from an angry driver as he whizzed by, making Jessica jump. “Elaine, you're driving is kind of hectic. Are you sure you're okay?” 
 
    Elaine cleared her throat after a long exhale. “Yes. You're not feeling nervous about eating at the airport, are you?” 
 
    “Honestly? Yes, I am,” Jessica admitted. “And I'm surprised you're not.” 
 
    “I didn't say I wasn't nervous,” said Elaine, searching for Jessica's knee and finding it. “And I've neglected to tell you how beautiful you look, too.” 
 
    The roar of planes arriving and departing filled Jessica's head as they drove into the airport, putting her further on edge. “Thanks.” 
 
    Elaine pointed to the arched structure. “There, that's where we're having lunch.” 
 
    “Oh wow.” Jessica's relief was palpable as Elaine turned into a parking lot and found a space. “I've always wanted to eat there.” 
 
    “I had a feeling.” 
 
      
 
    Elaine went for a kiss before letting Jessica exit the passenger seat, and it was received with sincere warmth and frayed emotions. “Are you wearing panties?” Elaine tucked her hand under Jessica's dress, teasing her supple thighs.  
 
    “No,” Jessica whispered, allowing Elaine to skim her pussy lips while they shared a lingering kiss. Something about their chemistry erased her guilt, and blanketed the fear.  
 
    Inserting a finger past Jessica's delicious folds of flesh, she tickled and wiggled until she found her damp opening. “Oh,” Elaine sighed. “Look what I found.” She penetrated Jessica's pussy as if she owned it, loving the pleasure flooding her face, and held her finger there for a long, luscious beat.  
 
    “Elaine, we have to stop,” Jessica begged. “We're in a public space.” 
 
    The slam of a nearby trunk caught Elaine off guard and she removed her wet finger from Jessica's sweetness. It was then Jessica noticed the sadness in Elaine's eyes, but she didn't question it.  
 
      
 
    Deep down, Jessica knew why. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
    He heard a male voice in the midst of what sounded like a lecture emanating from the hanger.  Steven entered, seeing the small group of survivors attending the free therapy sessions, but there was no sign of Jessica or Elaine. The therapist caught a glimpse of Steven, and waved him in. He took a seat in the back of the group, feeling his stomach sink.   
 
    The therapist went on, “And now that you're all entering the sixth week since the accident, I'm hoping there've been some notable changes or special turnarounds that have indicated progress towards living without fear.” He had his eye on Steven, and offered a low-key smile. “Hey, welcome to the group. Were you referred from the airline?” 
 
    Steven nodded. “Yep.” 
 
    “Okay, great,” the therapist said. “I'll talk to you at the break.” 
 
    A pain struck his chest, and he wanted to sob. He hung on to the thought that perhaps Jessica had been there and left, or was late, or something... anything but what hurt most to acknowledge and accept. Checking his phone, his last text to Jessica went unanswered.  
 
    It felt like a heavy weight pressed on his heart. The horrible realization of Jessica's lies clouded his mind and skewed his emotions. Steven suddenly felt trapped, claustrophobic, and abruptly bolted from his seat.  
 
    “Whoa, hold on,” the therapist ordered. “What's up? Do you need the restroom?” 
 
    “No, I, uh, need some air.” 
 
    “Wait. Give it a second.” He tried to talk Steven down from whatever episode he might be having. “The feeling you're experiencing does pass.” 
 
    Steven shot him a look of disgust. “You really don't know what you're talking about, do you?” Noticing the blank expressions surrounding him, Steven removed himself from the group. 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Where are you? Call me, Jess. Steven sent the text three times from his car and still no response from his girlfriend. Then came the panic, a reaction he'd only experienced once before in his life. He recalled that ugly afternoon, frozen in front of the television, watching the continuous footage of the deadly plane crash and waiting for news about Jessica. Out of habit he'd sent a flurry of text messages to her, crying hysterically, desperate for a sign she was alive—as if she could take a phone call or answer a text amidst the wreckage. He'd prayed for her to be one of the survivors. He'd have given anything in that moment for her to be safe, including his own life.  
 
    Wondering where Jessica was, he felt just as lost, refusing to accept the possibility of her cheating. There must be a good explanation, he thought, because she's not that kind of girl. If she knew how badly he hurt, and how hopeless he felt, she'd be in his car and they'd drive from the hanger as the couple mending their broken relationship, not the one destroying it. He'd stand by her, he'd forgive her—he'd do whatever needed to be done in order to keep their love from falling to pieces. Living without Jessica wasn't anything Steven was willing to do. She was the one person he couldn't and wouldn't survive without.  
 
      
 
    The silence was killing him, though, and it threatened to follow him wherever he went until she alerted him about her well-being. Waiting at home felt worse than wasting time in his car instead of going to work—the place he knew he should be. But he couldn't turn the key and start the ignition, frozen like he was in front of the television, seeing clips of a burning vessel on a beautiful summer day. 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine was in her element, greeting the restaurant staff like they were family, distributing hugs and kisses. Even the hostess was thrilled to see her, and spoke openly about the crash in a hushed, polite voice as if Elaine was a ghost. 
 
     “We were all so worried,” the hostess told Elaine. “Hearing about the crash from those who worked with you. It took weeks before we found out you were okay.” 
 
    “It was a catastrophe, the worst thing I'd ever gone through,” Elaine shared with her, pulling Jessica close to her side with a strong arm. “The one incredible blessing that came out of it was meeting this young woman right here.” Glowing with genuine love and affection, Elaine kissed Jessica's forehead. “This is Jessica and I helped get her out of the plane.” 
 
    “She's a survivor?” The hostess blinked at Jessica like she was a miracle of science, extending a handshake. “Well, thank God you made it. Thank God you both did. It was a terrible, terrible tragedy.” 
 
    Jessica felt odd and out of place. “It was,” she agreed with the obvious. “We're lucky anyone survived at all.” 
 
    “I've been getting offers to tell my story as the only surviving member of the flight crew,” Elaine spoke with a look of sad disbelief. “By some pretty big name news shows and even a woman's magazine.”  
 
    “Wow,” Jessica said with surprise. “You didn't tell me.” It hadn't occurred to Jessica that Elaine might get interviewed, as ominous and widespread as the news about the crash was. Jessica had tuned the outside noise off and lost herself somewhere in the aftermath. Could she still find her way back into the noise, she wondered, if she wanted to? “Did you accept their offers?” 
 
    The drifting dark cloud that dimmed Elaine's clear blue eyes was heavy. “I'm not at a place yet where I could tell the whole story without losing it, so, still considering.” 
 
    “Understandable. I'm sorry to hear about Michael. He died a hero, you know?” said the hostess as she escorted Elaine and Jessica to a table by the window which boasted a view overlooking the busy runway. Big jets were abundant and so was the thunderous, heart-pounding sound they made. The window next to their table vibrated incessantly. “Does this table suit you two?” 
 
    Elaine and Jessica locked glances, both on edge and trying to act cool. “I'm fine,” Elaine told her, and Jessica nodded a similar response.  
 
    The hostess tapped the table with a note of happiness, “Excellent. Your server will be right with you.” 
 
    Elaine scanned the wine and cocktail list before the menu. “Jessica, should we order a bottle of wine?”  
 
    “Whatever you'd like, Elaine,” Jessica said congenially. “But I'm not drinking anything more than water or juice.” 
 
    “Oh? Come on, Jess, live a little.” Elaine winked. “We can always call a taxi if we get carried away.” 
 
    The roar from a plane ascending the sky sent a burning pain into Jessica's gut. “You and I have allowed ourselves to get carried away too much. Today, I'll pass.” 
 
    Elaine didn't care for Jessica's tone. “Well, you did bring an appetite with you, right?” 
 
    “The little one I have, yes.” Jessica lightened the mood. “I'll start with the soup.” 
 
    “Girl after my own heart.” Elaine bit the tip of her tongue with a flirty flare. “They make awesome grilled shrimp and I highly recommend starting with the lobster bisque.” 
 
    “Sure.” Jessica wasn't in the mood to read through the menu, feeling nauseous with the bellowing exterior blasts. “You chose for me.” 
 
    A reflection from a silver plane coming in for a rough landing hit the window, blinding them for a split second. Elaine reached for Jessica's shaking hand and took it. “Wow, that was intense. Want to move to a different table?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jessica admitted, her bottom lip trembling. “But I think it's best if we just handle it.” 
 
    Elaine winked at the handsome male server standing at the end of their table, ready to take their order. “Hi, ladies. Can I get you cocktails? A bottle of wine?” 
 
    “We'll have a bottle of chardonnay.” Elaine took charge, ordering for them. “And two cups of lobster bisque to start.”  
 
    “Excellent.” The server stored their orders in his memory. “And do you need a moment to decide on entrees?” 
 
    “Give us a few.” Elaine closed her menu and waited for him to leave before telling Jessica, “I'm so happy to be here with you.” 
 
    “It's very nice inside, fancier than I thought it would be,” Jessica replied. “So I take it you came here often with the pilot?” 
 
    The runway beyond the window had Elaine's attention as a plane from her former airline taxied and prepared for takeoff. “Yeah, Michael loved this place.” 
 
    Jessica second guessed her decision to bring him up, and tried to change the subject. “Wasn't this restaurant at one time an attraction, like a tourist trap?” 
 
    “Maybe,” she answered, eyes misty and red. “He loved being a pilot. It was what he'd wanted to do since he was a kid.” 
 
    “Who?”  
 
    “Michael.” Elaine's voice trailed away as the plane gained traction and speed before its nose lifted towards the sky. “You know, the pi-” 
 
    Jessica cut Elaine off before she could finish. “Right, him.” 
 
    “Don't be so cold, Jessica,” Elaine scolded. “Michael was an incredible man.” 
 
    “I'm sure, but when I hear his name I think of the static voice I heard over the speakers, basically telling us we were about to die.” 
 
    “He told me he thought we would all make it,” said Elaine, pausing in observance of the plane's ascent, as if it would fall if she took her eyes from it. “And I believed so strongly that he was right, and that he'd land that broken aircraft.” 
 
    Jessica couldn't look at the planes. Instead, she wiped the condensation from her water glass and fiddled with her fork. “How old was he?” 
 
    “Thirty nine.” Elaine's face was traced with tears which she quickly dabbed. “Too young and so was she.” 
 
    “Elaine,” Jessica was stoic. “I get this terrible feeling when you talk about them.” 
 
    Her eyes stayed on the plane, even as it disappeared into the clouds. “Why?” 
 
    “They were your lovers,” Jessica stated with an edge of jealousy. “Your extramarital affairs.” 
 
    “What an interesting day I've had so far. You act like my integrity's at stake. I've told you this before—I loved them, Jessica.” Elaine acted as if nothing was bothering her as the server opened the bottle of wine and poured two glasses. She flashed her lovely smile at him. “Oh, I'll be drinking both of those,” she said, referring to Jessica's glass. “She doesn't want any.” 
 
    He slid the half-full glass to Elaine and prepared to take their order. “What did you ladies decide on?” 
 
    “Nothing yet,” Jessica told him. “We've been talking.” 
 
    “Okay, no rush,” he informed. “Your soups are on their way.” 
 
    Elaine shot Jessica a fiery look. “Please don't refer to them as if they were worthless people. Michael was the most important person in my life, and Tessa was filled with goodness.” 
 
    Jessica narrowed her glare. “And your husband?” 
 
    “Jessica, don't ruin our lunch, please,” begged Elaine. “I'm so happy when we're together.” 
 
    “Did you expect to wine and dine me?” 
 
    Swirling the wine around in the glass, Elaine sniffed, then sipped, approving the vintage. “Yes, I did.” She took a second sip, then a third. “What did you expect?” 
 
    Jessica settled back, knuckles white and gripping as a departing plane sent booming sound waves through the air, further wrecking Jessica's rattled nerves. “I agreed to meet you because I need to...I can't keep seeing you, Elaine.” 
 
    “Oh no...no, no, no, no, no.” Elaine let out a bitter laugh, wagging a finger at Jessica. “You're not saying that to me, especially not here, over a delicious lunch.” 
 
    “Steven will find out if we don't break it off.” Jessica's guilt was palpable as she continued, “And he'll leave me, and that's not what I want.” 
 
    The soups were quietly set down in front of them. Elaine blew the steam from hers. “Maybe you should leave him first then?” 
 
    “What?” Jessica dropped her spoon with a clank. “Why would you say that?” 
 
    “Because I've decided it's best for me to leave Ryan. It's time for he and I to free ourselves from this horrible marriage.” Elaine was bold as she polished off her wine and started on Jessica's. “We could leave them together, and get a place of our own. A little apartment, who knows? Someplace temporary until we know where we want to go.” 
 
    Shock stung Jessica's heart, hoping Elaine would retract her words. “Are you serious?” 
 
    Elaine raised an eyebrow, spooning the creamy bisque past her glossy, red lips. “Completely serious, Jessica.” Savoring and swallowing, Elaine pointed at Jessica's soup. “It's phenomenal. Try it.” 
 
    “Elaine?” Jessica refused to eat. “I love him. Steven's everything to me.” 
 
    “And I love Ryan,” Elaine clarified. “But the wonderful marriage I thought we had is over.” 
 
    “Ladies? Have we made any decisions?” The server was back, noticing Jessica's untouched soup. “I recommend the grilled salmon.” 
 
    Jessica glared at him as an unwanted invader. “We need another minute, please.” 
 
    Elaine took control, and spoke up, “We'll both have the salmon.” 
 
    “Perfect.” The server gave a professional glance at them, and cleared Elaine's empty soup cup. “Anything else I can get for you two?” 
 
    “We're good, thank you,” said Elaine, turning her attention back to Jessica, polishing off the second glass of wine. “We both feel it, Jessica,” she pleaded. “The need, the love, the power of the connection between us.”  
 
    “Please don't drink anymore.” Jessica closed her eyes, desperately tuning out the awesome noise from another jet taking off. “I can't waste another day like this.” 
 
    “Waste?” Insulted, Elaine filled her glass again, going for a third. “You see us spending time together as a waste?” 
 
    “My boss, she and I have a phone meeting this afternoon,” Jessica said, avoiding Elaine's question. “I'm going back to work sooner than I thought.” 
 
    “You can go back to work and still be with me, Jessica,” Elaine stated. “You and I making the decision to leave our outgrown and stagnant relationships has nothing to do with either of us having careers.” 
 
    Feeling the urge to run, Jessica pushed her chair away from the table. “Elaine, listen to me.” 
 
    “Jessica, don't!” Elaine impulsively reached for Jessica. “You're not leaving me! Not like this!” 
 
    “I didn't mean for any of this to happen,” Jessica said in defense. “I love you, Elaine, and you have my gratitude, but this is done. I hope you can come to terms with that.” 
 
    “Terms? Terms? What the hell does that mean, Jess?” Elaine blurted, not caring about the negative attention she drew to their table. “Are we in court? Did we have a legal contract? Tell you what, have your attorney contact mine, okay? Let them come to terms!” 
 
    Jessica held her breath, then calmly said, “I'm sorry.”  
 
    “I'm sorry, too, honey, I didn't mean to raise my voice-” 
 
     “I don't want to be involved with you, Elaine,” Jessica continued. “Not like we are. I'm happy to be your friend, and that's as far as I'm willing to go.” 
 
    Clutching her stomach, Elaine twisted in her seat. “I can't just be your friend, Jessica,” she cried. “I need you and I love you... I've fallen so deep for you that I can't even be with my husband anymore.”  
 
    The server passed by, seeing the drama and moved on to a different table. 
 
    Elaine went on, saying, “Do you get how serious I am? How serious this is for me?” 
 
    “Please, Elaine, don't blow this up,” Jessica asked. “I could have just ignored your messages, and played a game, but you deserved my honesty.” 
 
    “You just sit there and be calm, Jessica,” Elaine threw her napkin from her lap. “But I'm not going to let you walk out of my life!” 
 
    “Thank you, Elaine,” pushing from the table, Jessica refused to engage. “I'll have Steven pick me up.” 
 
    “No, I'll drive you.” Elaine emptied the cash from her wallet and dumped it on the table. “Your handy little chauffeur boy can wait. The scent of your pussy is still on my hand, for fuck's sake.” 
 
    “Elaine, please, we're grown women,” Jessica said. “We don't need to make a scene.” 
 
    “Yeah, I do!” Elaine snapped her fingers at the server who pretended not to notice Jessica storming out. “That's more than enough money. We've had an unexpected turn of events. We'll return another time.” 
 
    “Certainly,” he replied, stepping out of the way as Elaine went after her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Jessica!” Elaine yelled at her in the car, driving erratically, under the influence. “You can't mean any of this.” 
 
    Silent, Jessica had said her peace, not wavering from the threat of dissolution. She was terrified of Elaine's reckless behavior and thought about jumping from the moving vehicle. “Slow down!” 
 
    “We've been through too much!” Her eyes were everywhere but the road, squeezing Jessica's leg. “I can't handle never seeing you again!” 
 
    “Elaine!” 
 
    “Tell me it's not over, Jess,” Elaine shrieked. “Say you'll stay with me!” 
 
    “ELAINE!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica came to, seeing the off-white curtain that formed a privacy border around her bed. Steven was at her side, resting a gentle hand on her bandaged shoulder. “Jess?” 
 
    “Hey,” she replied, cracking a sardonic grin. “Well, look where I am again, huh?”  
 
    “Yeah, I was thinking the same thing.” Ryan kept his voice low, not wanting to disturb the other people in the room. “The emergency ward twice in two months. That's got to be a record.” 
 
    “And in two different states.” Jessica let out a dull laugh. “Takes a certain kind of skill to accomplish that.” 
 
    Steven paused, letting his sadness show. “You were in an accident.” 
 
    “I figured.” She tried to sit up, but her limbs were too sore. “How bad was it?” 
 
    “You don't remember?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Bad,” he explained. “But you aren't broken, just bruised, and so is Elaine.” 
 
    Elaine's name sounded terrible coming from Steven. Jessica felt a huge release in her lungs. “Good, good. Is she here, too?” 
 
    “Yes, in another room,” he said. “I met her husband. Seems like a nice guy.” 
 
    “Oh?” Jessica wished she was still out cold, not wanting to talk about them. “Was her car totaled?” 
 
    “It was.” Steven's tone went professional, as if he was reading a report. “She ran into parked vehicles, so, thank God for that. No one else was involved or hurt in the accident but you two.” 
 
    She closed her eyes in a silent prayer as tears streamed out the creases of her lids.  
 
    Steven shook his head, fighting off his anger. “She was drunk. Why'd you get in a car with a person who'd been drinking?” 
 
    “I don't know... I really don't.” 
 
    “That's a crappy answer, Jessica,” Steven told her. “I just hope you're done with whatever this is you've been doing behind my back.” 
 
    A ream of excuses came to Jessica's mind, but she went with the truth instead. “I am.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine tugged at her I.V. squirming in the bed. Her arms were bruised, and she could feel the damage on her face. She floated in a strange space, caught between the memory of being hospitalized after the crash, and what happened in the car that landing her here. 
 
    She heard the nurse in the room and called to her, “Excuse me? Can you tell me if the girl I was with is okay? Jessica is her name.”  
 
    The kind-faced nurse went to Elaine's bedside and smiled. “She is. Banged up a bit, but nothing major.” 
 
    Elaine nodded in relief, then she heard Ryan say, “How are you feeling, my love?” 
 
    “Oh, you know, pretty horrible,” she replied. 
 
    “To be expected,” Ryan empathized. “You ran head on into two parked cars.” 
 
    “Fuck. Good times, huh, baby?” 
 
    “Must have been quite a lunch with her.” 
 
    “It was.” 
 
    “Well,” Ryan continued, hoping she'd truly listen to him. “Perhaps you'll see this crash as a wake-up call?”  
 
    Elaine looked into his face, strained with emotions, and gave him a simple yet sincere, “Yes.” 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
      
 
    Steve set a cup of fresh brew on Jessica's nightstand, giving her the early morning service.  
 
    “Good morning,” he said. “Rise and shine.” 
 
    The aroma brought her out of a hazy dream about nothing in particular, just random images blurring her consciousness in between hitting the snooze. “Hey,” she said, gazing up at him. “Thank you.” 
 
    “You're welcome.” He nuzzled her, spooned against her backside. “What time are you meeting with your boss?” 
 
    “Ten a.m.,” Jessica yawned and stretched, wiggling her bottom over Steven's crotch. “At the corporate offices.” 
 
    “My schedule is packed,” he informed. “But maybe I can move some things around and take you.”  
 
    “Oh, I'll drive.” She climbed her fluffy pillows to an upright position. Steven's attention was drawn to the perfect V-shape of her naked pussy under the sheet and he petted it. “I took a test spin yesterday, and felt okay behind the wheel again.” 
 
     “”You did? That's awesome!” Steven said, hiding his doubt. “Why didn't you tell me?” 
 
    Jessica admitted, “Because I was afraid I'd change my mind and beg you for a ride instead. Didn't want to disappoint you.” 
 
    “That's cool.” he kissed her cheek. “I'm glad for you, regardless.” 
 
    First sip of coffee accomplished, Jessica smiled. “It's good.” 
 
    Steven delighted. “Yeah, see what you've been missing? Coffee's a gift from God.”  
 
    “No doubt.” Jessica kissed his cheek in return. 
 
    “Taking a shower?”  
 
    “Of course.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Steven leaned his shoulder on the bathroom wall, enjoying his front row seat to a sexy water show. Jessica basked in the hot steam, liking his eyes on her nakedness. 
 
    She splashed at him, giggling.  
 
    The sound of her happiness was like an orgasm to Steven's ears. “You better hurry, late one, your boss is expecting you to be punctual, if not early.” 
 
    “I will, I will,” Jessica said, not bothered by his parental tone. “I've planned on giving myself extra time so I can drive slowly.” 
 
    “Good idea, babe.” The sense of relief he felt was authentic, allowing his hope and belief to shine through to her. “Let me know how it goes.” 
 
    She soaked her head under the faucet, savoring the soothing blast of hot water. “If she offers me this new position, I'm taking it.” 
 
    He nodded a vote of approval. “Cool. I'm sure she will.” 
 
    “And then me and you will be the early morning tag team crew again.” 
 
    “Go on with your threats,” he joked. “I'm ready. Bring it.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Elaine shook with nerves sitting with the therapist. It was her first one-on-one with him, and the intimate information spilling out of her surprised them both. 
 
    “Apparently I needed to talk,” Elaine said, searching in her purse for her cigarettes. She found a crumpled one and brought it to her lips. 
 
    He waved a finger at her. “No smoking, sorry.” She thought about telling him to fuck off, and then he offered, “But I'm happy to go outside with you if you need to smoke it.” 
 
      
 
    The sun felt good on her cool skin as it peeked out from the clouds. The light hum of a plane flying in the distance was comforting, and she slowly exhaled smoke, watching it trail from her mouth. “I love this weather,” she shared. “This was my favorite weather to fly in.” 
 
    “Really?” the therapist asked, “How come?” 
 
    “Being in a plane hugged by clouds was awesome. I'd think how lucky I was for flying to be my job, because my office had windows with an incredible view.” 
 
    “I can understand that, but didn't you get tired of dealing with the public? I can hardly stand flying myself.” 
 
    “There were days, for sure,” she explained, “when I wanted to slap the rude people on board, but I learned that good lip gloss can make a scowl look like a smile.” 
 
    “Nice strategy.” He let the good mood linger before getting back to what they were discussing inside. “So, you were talking about the affairs, or this last one anyway?” 
 
    Elaine took another hit, then said, “There's nothing more to say. Since the car accident I've had a few revelations, some good and some shitty. I've gained perspective, and trying a new path or a different way of thinking and behaving, sounds worthwhile suddenly.” 
 
    “Well, that sounds a lot like recovery, Elaine,” he assured her. “Everyone's journey out of darkness is unique, and this is your way.” 
 
    “Yeah, I mean, Ryan's been amazing and I feel like I owe it to him.” Elaine stamped out her cigarette. “Plus, I need a change. A positive one.” 
 
    “Take it slow, no need to rush the process,” he counseled. “Focus on letting the fantasies be fantasies. By doing that you allow the miracles of real life to manifest while keeping your own life manageable and sane.” 
 
    Elaine smiled, then laughed, but not in a sarcastic way. For the first time, she got the message and was open enough to let it in. “I think that means I have to say yes and get on that flight Ryan booked.”  
 
    “You've planned a trip?” 
 
    “Ryan did,” she shared. “A second honeymoon, or a first, considering we never took one after we eloped.” 
 
    “Nice. Have fun.” He ended the session with her as rays of sunlight brightened and warmed them. “Enjoy your flight.” 
 
    “Hey, that's my line.” She tapped his arm as a friendly gesture. “And thanks. I'll give it my best.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Steven?” Jessica said into her cellphone. “I took the job.” 
 
    “That's great, babe!” His voice sounded far away with the lack of signal, but his joy was contagious. “When do you start?” 
 
    “Monday,” she said. “So I'm going to sleep all weekend in preparation for rejoining the working class.” 
 
    “I'll join you,” he said. 
 
    “Good,” she replied, and meant it. “See you tonight?” 
 
    “Yep,” he assured and then his masculine tone softened. “Love you.” 
 
    “Love you, too.”  
 
      
 
    Swinging car keys in her hand, she confidently strolled across the parking lot. Jessica was surprised at how the allure of working at the business office was so enticing, compared to how she'd felt before. The new sales position wasn't glamorous, but no travel was required and that's what got her. Staying close to home was an unforeseen benefit she'd neglected previously. Her boss reassured that if she ever wanted to get back out in the field, the option was there, but it would strictly be up to Jessica. 
 
    Her phone buzzed with notifications. It'd been over a week since she'd last heard from Elaine in the form of a message. Jessica hadn't listened to yet, like she was saving it for an occasion. One more phone call needed to be made before she got in the car, not ready to talk and drive simultaneously yet. 
 
    Dialing Elaine, she wasn't expecting to hear her voice answering. “Jess?” 
 
    Feeling her heart skip, she replied, “Hi, Elaine.” 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    Jessica took a deep breath, and then said, “Yeah, I'm good. I wanted to tell you that I took a job offer. I'm going back to work full time.” 
 
    “Really?” Elaine's tone wavered, hinting at their lingering emotional connection. “Excellent, Jessica. Are you happy?” 
 
    “I am. I feel hopeful.” 
 
    “I wish you the best.” 
 
    “Thanks. Elaine?” 
 
    There was a pause, and for a moment Jessica thought the call had dropped. Then Elaine said, “Hmm? What's up?” 
 
    “I can't... I won't have time to meet with you anymore. I just wanted you to know.” 
 
    “Oh, Jess,” Elaine calmly told her. “That's sweet of you. But I get it's nothing personal. Life goes on.” 
 
    “Yes, it does,” Jessica agreed. “I hope everything with you is okay, too.” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “Thank you, Elaine, for everything.” 
 
    “No, no, Jessica, it's me who should thank you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Let the fantasy be the fantasy,” Elaine said to herself, lounging in new lingerie on her favorite bedroom chair. She moaned as her fingers traced along the panties covering her freshly shaved box, prepared for a luscious solo session. Ryan was at work, arranging things for their pending trip, and Elaine needed a bit of sexual stress relief. “Good God, so many naughty thoughts this morning.”   
 
    She closed her eyes, letting her dirty mind wander as her fingers did, until a masturbation fantasy was decided on. She rubbed her clit in little circles, drifting with a hot, mental image of Jessica, half-dressed on Elaine's bed, with Ryan and Steven at her sides. Jessica's back was supported by Steven's chiseled chest while Ryan explored her body. His lips grazed Jessica's skin, and she reacted favorably to his unfamiliar touch, seeing the bulge between her thighs. 
 
    “Steven?” Jessica sought reassurance from him.  
 
    “Yes, baby, let him touch you.” Steven looked deep into her anxious yet totally turned on expression. “You look so hot when you fuck. I can't wait to watch.” 
 
    That all Jessica needed to let herself go with being caressed by another man, Elaine's husband, as her boyfriend kissed her neck and trembling shoulders. And then she felt it, Ryan's mouth teasing her precious mound. His tongue jutted onto the delicate hood of her clit, and licked across it. Jessica couldn't stay silent, his tongue was too good. “Ohhh.” 
 
    Steven's cock was in Jessica's warm palm, and she stroked him as her favorite sex toy. “That feels so good, Jess,” he said, humping her hand as his cock went rock hard. “Keep stroking it.” 
 
    Jessica had never been with two men at the same time, and her heart raced, anticipating the throes of pleasure absorbing her completely. She had Steven's love and Ryan's salacious desire all at once, and her pulse raced with excitement. “Yes, taste me,” Jessica purred to Ryan. “Get me wet with your tongue.”  
 
    And he did, sliding his wide, wet tongue over and around her sensitive clit and down towards her tight opening. “Yum,” he said, wiggling the tip of his tongue into her little hole, then hummed like a vibrator against her dampening spot. Steven handled her hips, keeping Jessica from buckling too much, wanting her to feel the intensity of his probing. He placed his hands on her lips and gently pulled them apart, giving Ryan deeper access to her cunt. 
 
    “I need to take you,” Ryan told Jessica, grabbing her legs in a sudden swoop that landed her flat on the bed. “Open your pussy for me.” 
 
    Steven guided her free hand towards her clit, and instructed, “You heard him. Do it.” 
 
    Jessica moaned, holding her grip on Steven's cock as she used her other hand to spread her pussy more than Steven could. A trail of cool air circled her opening, before being quickly filled by the bulbous head of Ryan's shaft.  
 
    Dripping pre-cum in her palm, Steven made it obvious that he liked watching this. Seeing Jessica's cunt penetrated by Ryan was insanely hot. Steven slid his own cock in her mouth with the same strokes her pussy was getting, keeping in the sexual flow. “Yeah, suck it, Jess,” Steven ordered. “Suck it all the way to my balls.” 
 
    She obeyed, opening her throat as she relaxed her clenching pussy, taking in two cocks at once—one in her sucking mouth and the other going deep in her naughty snatch. Her ecstatic cries were muffled, pumping Steven's shaft in her mouth and hand, tickling his balls with her fingernails as they swung at her face.  
 
    “Look how deep she swallows,” Ryan complimented her blow job, looking forward to feeling her mouth wrapped around him, too. He was on a merciless fuck spree, pumping Jessica as only a mature man could, with an aggressive pace that made her inner walls contract with pulsating spasms. It was the kind of fucking that made Elaine come so hard on him and it was going to make Jessica come, too. “What a good girl,” Ryan told Jessica, his breath short, with streaks of sweat gathering on his face. “You take a thick shaft so beautifully.” Showing off his virility, he fucked her faster, gritting his teeth as his shaft flinched and swelled.  
 
    Jessica gobbled on Steven's cock, twirling her hand around his spit-covered rod, swallowing gobs of his pre-cum. She knew he was close, but didn't want him to come just yet—even though she was going to come on Ryan's rod. Mouth and pussy stuffed, Jessica felt a white heat scorch her belly and radiate through her clit. Ryan's cock was relentless, and she wanted to make this fuck-machine of a man lose control. She squeezed on his erection as it went in and out of her with long, fast strokes. Suddenly, she was coming.  
 
    “Oh yeah, precious!” Ryan growled, fucking her harder and deeper. “Come on my cock!” 
 
    She couldn't yell out her pleasure, her mouth too full with Steven. She looked up at him, happily gagging, plastered to the bed by two thick rods. Jessica's pussy came and came, powered to that brilliant edge by Ryan's natural endowment. Back arched with the sizzling sensations, she held her orgasmic pose with one of her ankles held by Steven and the other flailing leg suddenly grasped by Ryan. The studs used her limbs for leverage as they drilled the orgasm right out of her.  
 
    Jessica's moans were loud and sharp, and sent wild vibrations through Steven's cock.  
 
    Ryan was on edge, ready to blow inside Jessica's slick snatch. “Your girlfriend's pussy is fucking amazing,” he told Steven between breaths, glowing with a full body rush as he pumped her. “I'd greedily come inside it, unless you want to first?” 
 
    “Yeah, my turn.” Steven took his cock from Jessica's slurping mouth and switched positions with Ryan. Her cunt was slippery with fresh cum, and still twitched with orgasm. This is how he loved her pussy—juicy and quivering—and he stuffed his oversized rod inside it. “Oh fuck!” 
 
    Jessica yelled with desire as Steven thrust in between her velvet walls. “Baby! Your cock is so thick!” Then she saw Ryan's manly tool, dressed in her cream and straight from her hole, aiming for her face. “That's a lot of cum,” Jessica breathlessly boasted. “And Steven's going to make me come more!” 
 
    Ryan handled his cock, slipping his hands around his wet shaft, rolling his fingers over the swollen head and under the stiff edge to the spot that made him explode. “You want it? Huh? You want to suck my cock, off, Jessica?”  
 
    She didn't have time to answer, gulping his head and then his long length across her tongue and into her throat. She titled her chin up so he could slide in deeper, and he did. He tasted of Jessica's sultry, female scent. The womanly cream that coated him allowed her lips and mouth to massage with undulating, circular motions.  
 
    “Jesus, her mouth is perfect, just like her little pussy,” Ryan reported to Steven, getting off on the forbidden encounter.  
 
    “Yeah, it is,” Steven panted and groaned, lost in his building orgasm, his cock buried in Jessica's cunt. “I can't hold back,” he said, eyes locked with Jessica's as she coughed on Ryan's load of pre-cum drizzling down her throat. She swallowed it, and nodded to Steven—her signal for wanting him to blow. He was there, riding that overpowering edge. “Here is it, Jessica!” he yelled as he thrust his cock, then withdrew from her tight hole. Steven pumped his fist hard and fast on his stiff shaft. “There's my fucking cum!”  
 
    Spewing like a geyser, Steven shot out all over her taut, trembling belly. His cum was thick and hot, pooling up over her breasts and ribs, and gushing over his knuckles. “Yes, YES!” Steven's body shivered as he ran the spent tip over her clit and glistening mound, bobbing the head in and out of her hole. That was the motion, and he knew it, that made her pussy come. 
 
    “Oh Steven!” Jessica lifted her hips then froze as the head of his cock teased her opening and sent her flying. “I'm coming again!” A potent orgasm ripped through her, and she tightened her hold on Ryan's shaft, stroking him roughly, aggressively, like he did to her cunt. “Don't move, Steven! Keep teasing!” Her pussy shook and her hips and thighs bolted, delirious as she came. 
 
    “Shit!” Ryan groaned, flexing his glutes as he drove his cock like a power tool in her hand and mouth. She jerked and tugged on his coming rod until she felt a lusty blast of jiz coat the back of her throat. Ryan pulled from her mouth, wanting to decorate her lips, face and neck with layers of his cum. “Fuck yes! Make it explode!” 
 
    She swallowed down a mouthful of his thick, white unload, and pumping his shaft until the volcano fully erupted, covering her with his ejaculation. Jessica lashed at his red, swollen head, retrieving his last drips, then mixed in finger dollops of what Steven sprayed on her chest. “Oh yeah,” she finally purred, mouth only filled with their sexy fluids.  
 
    And then the chilling sensation of a female mouth on her pussy sent Jessica skyrocketing, seeing her male lovers, and then Elaine between her thighs, lapping at her sweetness. “I needed to taste you,” she told Jessica. “And I plan on enjoying you here whenever I want.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Two weathered and worn suitcases were packed by the door where Ryan stood. He waited with first-class plane tickets in hand, glancing at the framed pictures of he and Elaine on the foyer table. She'd accepted his offer and committed to the plan of the two of them rekindling. Their marriage was worth a second try, he'd told her, and was willing to take a chance if she was. 
 
    “Elaine?” Ryan called to her, noticing the time. He'd been waiting more than fifteen minutes while she double-checked her purse, and ample supply of travel-sized items. Ryan understood her lateness to mean she was nervous about flying again, and was supportive, but their window of opportunity to miss rush hour traffic was closing.  
 
    Then he heard the click of her heels on the tile floor that lead down the hall and to the front doorway where she greeted him with a gentle smile.  
 
    Elaine was lovely in a slim-fitting red dress and an understated strand of gold beads. Her new, shorter haircut bounced with waves and she winked, patting her purse. “I think I've got everything.” 
 
    “Excellent.” Ryan felt a jolt of adrenaline, excited to be setting off on a new journey with his wife. “I bought you your favorite magazines and a steamy new book straight off the best seller list.” 
 
    “Wow, and I only brought you tic-tacs and lip balm.” She hugged her husband, appreciating the chance to honor him for the man he is. “It's okay, you'll probably sleep like a baby on the plane.” 
 
    “Probably. I always do.” Ryan opened the door and gave her space to exit first. “Maybe you will, too?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
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    THE WORLD OF CHERRY 1 
 
    By Kay Brandt 
 
    The World of Cherry is an erotic and psychological journey into the soul of a lesbian madam and the explicit activities that take place within the private high-end, all-women strip club she owns. At the Cherry Club, the members are free to indulge in their wildest fantasies with other women, discreetly, and with class. A beautiful and skilled staff of dancers and acrobatic performers entertain for their pleasure, stopping at nothing to satisfy the needs of the gorgeous and wealthy women who frequent the club.  
 
      
 
    Warning: this title contains graphic language, and lesbian sex 
 
    Excerpt: 
 
    Dusty greets me at the door of my home, dressed in a finely tailored masculine suit, with good news regarding tonight's location for the club. She’s secured a full staff and made assignments. A case of my favorite champagne arrived and she has a bottle chilling and ready to pour as we look over the RSVP list. Dusty and I have a long established tradition to share a glass or two of champagne on the nights the club is open to get us in the mood for the evening's events. Two birthday celebrations will take place and one is especially intriguing—a married, older woman named Veronica, who was one of my first members, is bringing the daughter of her latest husband for her 18th birthday.  
 
    “I can see your wicked wheels turning, Cherish,” Dusty teases, anticipating details. She's one of the few people who call me by my full first name, and loves me for my madness. “What do you have in mind?”  
 
    “Something wonderful and perfect for a young woman's first time at the club. What is Veronica's step-daughter's name?”  
 
    “Allison. I checked her I.D. and everything's cool. Her birthday was on Wednesday and Veronica wanted to book that night originally before changing her mind.” 
 
    “Why did she change dates?” 
 
    Dusty adds a bit more champagne to my glass. “It was a school night and apparently Allison doesn't graduate high school for another two weeks. So, she moved the party to Friday.”  
 
    “Veronica put responsibility over playtime? She's usually so carefree, not at all conflicted when bending the rules.” I remember fondly the decadent parties I've thrown for Veronica in the past. “She obviously has special feelings for this one. We need to make it perfect. What girls are performing tonight?”  
 
    Dusty checks the staff list, “Eternity, Nixie, Delilah, Remy, Kristin, and Harlow.” 
 
    “Take Harlow off the list,” I insist. 
 
    “Is she sick?”  
 
    “No. I'm taking her off availability for a while.”  
 
    This news isn't a surprise for Dusty, just delayed. “Finally, you’ve made a decision! I was getting nervous not knowing which one you were going to pick.  You drew this out much longer than usual. I figured with all the auditioning of new talent you've been doing you lost track of time.” 
 
    “Have I ever lost track of anything?”  
 
    Dusty bites her tongue—there's a speech lying dormant inside her waiting to be said. I look at her curiously. “What did you think I was going to do?” 
 
    “I was starting to think you wouldn't pick either one,” Dusty admits. 
 
    With a sigh, I show my cards, “It was a difficult decision. As a pair they go so well together, but having two live-ins is too much. I simply don't have the time.” 
 
    Dusty nods, understanding the situation. “Exactly. If it was my choice, I...I don't think I could make one. I would suffer with double duty.”  
 
    I roll my eyes at her humor saying, “You don't have to stress any longer. I came to my senses. Get back to focusing on tonight.” 
 
    Dusty contemplates offering another opinion, and gives it. “She’s different than the past few.” 
 
    “Harlow? In what way?”  
 
    “She seems sincere.” 
 
    I've always loved Dusty's honesty—she has no need to mindlessly toy with me, knowing direct is best. My straight-forward business practices suit her, and I take good care of her because she is so loyal to me and the club. I affectionately smooth out a ruffled patch of Dusty’s very short black hair. “She does have a rare innocence.” 
 
    “And she's gorgeous.” 
 
    “You noticed?” I give a sarcastic smile to Dusty. You’d have to be bordering total insanity to not notice Harlow’s perfection. 
 
    “Please, don’t I always?” 
 
    The mere thought of Harlow's profound physical attributes makes me swoon, but I stay professional. “She will be at the club tonight, but off limits, for the most part.” 
 
    “Fine. Should I keep her on the schedule for aerial?” 
 
    “For tonight, yes, and book Eternity for Allison.” 
 
    “Veronica hasn't requested arrangements.” 
 
    “Dusty, you're not questioning me, are you?”  
 
    Dusty loves the naughtiness brewing. “Never. I'll handle it. The pink lounge is available from 10pm to 11:30 and I'll move dance sets so that Eternity is available.” 
 
    “Perfect. Set it up for them, please.” Having other things on my mind, like what is waiting for me in the master suite, I excuse myself from the organizing. 
 
      
 
    My two latest live-in girls, Kristin and Harlow, sleep naked in my bed. It's silent, and I remove my heels, not wanting to wake them. They've been living with me for three weeks now and as Dusty implied, that's far longer than I normally let girls stay. Others that I've invited stayed less than eight days, which is about as long as I like to keep a private party going. I've known after one night whether my live-in choices are best suited for the club only or have dual purposes. My home is an extension of my business. Regardless of having six bedrooms, the only other permanent resident besides me is Dusty, and the housekeeper who lives in a separate guest suite. However, I love having pets, and that's what my live-in choices are—pretty things for me to touch and play with. Inviting special new hires to live at my home for undefined periods gives me the opportunity to explore the possibilities of a domestic position. My pet choices are spoiled with their own rooms, expensive wardrobes so I can dress them up when I want, spa treatments, and access to my bed. A paid vacation from the normal routine is what it's like for them, and for me it's a survival mechanism.  Having live-ins keeps me sane, for a time, until I opt to change the scenery.  
 
      
 
    At auditions, only I am serviced. In my home as a live-in, there's a chance I might want to give service back. Getting my full attention means you've caught my interest on a higher level. It can also mean a domestic position might be extended and during that time, availability to the club members is restricted. The members respect this rule, understanding another woman's needs, without judgment or demands to have for themselves. In many ways my unavailable girls are the wild teases on display at the club—look but don't touch—as they belong to the owner for now. My choices are admired, and members wait patiently for the date when they come available. Live-ins are expected to give their dedication, without any ties, commitments, or promised outcome, while under my roof. So far, none have met my own personal criteria for the long term, which is why Dusty was surprised with my choice of Harlow. I did come close to releasing them both—Kristin is a darling young woman and I adore how she entertains me, and Harlow has a unique quality that can't be put into words. Having them lay on either side of me as I sleep is a slice of absolute heaven, yet with a negative effect of making me quite lazy. It was one or the other or neither, as the tempting threesome had to end or else my business would suffer. Tonight is bittersweet, the last time with both girls in my bed. In the morning, Kristin will be dismissed and Harlow will be the only live-in until I say further. For now, they are like two blonde star-kissed angels draped in silky sheets, leaving room for me to slide in between them, as I've done for the past twenty-one days, in hopes of the three of us making love.  
 
      
 
    Together they undo my robe and fondle my breasts, having never been allowed to go past this point before, and the three of us kiss fully. I let Kristin wrap her mouth on my nipples and nurse while Harlow kisses my neck. I drift into bliss, where nothing else exists but this horny ménage-a-trois. Stimulating their precious clits with my fingers, I dip inside their wet little holes, moving in and out, making them both moan with heightened desire. This is what they've been waiting for, and Kristin quite aggressively lifts her leg to mount my face. I take my hands back and look at their panting faces. 
 
      
 
      
 
    If that was fun, you should read below! 
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    Excerpt - AT MOTHER’S COMMAND 
 
    By Kay Brandt 
 
    On her 18th birthday, the world Max knew was torn apart. Stella, the loving mother Max had known her whole life shared their dark secret- Stella was not her biological parent but a loyal surrogate. Max's true mother was the ravishing and powerful Sumera, a Dominatrix who ran a private retreat for a very discerning clientele. Sumera's grand plan to mentor Max into her succession as the Grand Dom is now in jeopardy at the emotions of a scared teen. Will Max accept her new found mother? Will her whirlwind of emotions bring down an empire? 
 
    Warning: this title contains graphic language, BDSM and sex 
 
    Excerpt: 
 
    “Ready when you are,” Nate responded. Securing the intricate rope bondage covering Colette from her chest to her feet, Neil pulled the last knot tight, then swatted her bottom with a firm hand. Vulnerable and quivering with her hands tied behind her back, Neil parted Colette's knees and rolled her onto her belly so he could explore and own her bottom. Continuing to tease her sensitive clit with his thumb, he proudly showed off his work to the man who'd trained him.  
 
    “My wife's a beautiful woman,” Cas stated, feeling his adrenaline rise watching Neil position himself behind Colette and place his hips against her ass.  
 
    “Yes,” Neil agreed, leaning over Colette's lower lumbar and upper back to slide a red ball gag into her willing mouth. He secured the straps to the back of her head as she drooled onto her chin, then petted her silky brown locks. “She's exquisite.” 
 
    Fingering his whip, Cas made eye contact with his wife, assuring her readiness to be his protege's sub for the night. Neil had trained with the couple for over a year, starting as a novice and graduating a “supreme being,” which was Cas's term for those deserving of the title. Turning to Neil, Cas gave his blessing, and said, “Do with her what you wish.” 
 
    “I will,” Neil replied with confidence, prepared for the honor of flogging and fucking his teacher's wife. Neil was a libidinous lover poised to handle this woman's ass with his tailed weapon of choice. All he needed was the signal and his dominate plan would carry through to completion, and to his satisfaction.   
 
    Cas stayed by the bed a moment longer, observing the beaded flogger tails that struck Colette's fleshy bottom repeatedly. Her reddening mounds swollen between the binding rope. Seeing Colette bound was like gazing at high-end fetish art. Neil used complex knotting techniques that allowed for enough space between so the tails could contact flesh.  
 
    The beaded ends caught her puckering ass hole and swept across it, then rotated in a seductive circle. “Ohh!” Colette gasped around the gag, keeping her focus on her masculine Dom husband.  
 
    “He's learned well,” Cas remarked to her before letting them be. 
 
    Neil took charge of Colette's full moons, sliding his left fingers under one of the ropes binding her bottom to create an even wider opening for him to strike.  
 
    “That asshole's mine,” Neil told Colette, teasing and tickling her forbidden hole with relentless precision. He'd fucked her succulent cunt while advancing through Cas's training, but never her little ass. In Cas's domain, anal was reserved for the ascension into Dom or supreme being status. Permission to rule over his wife's private pleasure zone meant Neil had been granted full freedom to do whatever he wanted with the subs, whether it was Colette or another woman. Penetrating Colette's tight tunnel with his lengthy rod was what he wanted, and what he knew she needed as proof of absolute submission.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Find all of Kay’s scintillating stories on Amazon! 
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