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The Kansas sun beat down on my tiny hands as they added another tower to the beautiful castle I crafted in the sandbox behind my parents’ shotgun house. 

“No, Lucy!!”

Our golden retriever trampled it and jumped on me, licking my face. 

“Lucy, you wrecked my beautiful house.”

I pet her soft, caramel coat as I looked at my ruined creation.

“One day, Lucy, we’re going to live in a castle like that.”

A sound of metallic popping came from the screen door and cut through my thoughts. I heard its spring stretching and the soft but frantic voice of my mother.

“Get in here, Jessica! You need to get cleaned up before supper. Your father is on his way home!”

My heart sank, but I jumped up to comply with her warning. I showered, changed clothes, made myself presentable, and sat down at the kitchen table. My father came in the front door, passed me like a forgotten piece of furniture, and barked at my mother.

“I’m hungry. What’s for dinner?”

“Spaghetti,” she said.

“Again?”

My mother’s face fell. She gave no response and turned to the pot where she had been laboring. He cast a glance at me as she prepared his plate.

“Jessica, your hair is out of place.”

He looked back at her.

“Hurry up!”

My mother put the plate in front of him and sat down. We both watched him take the fork and swirl a mound of noodles onto it while starting to grumble.

“The factory’s doubling down on hours. I’ll be working late these next several weeks starting tomorrow.”

He put the bite in his mouth. His eyes filled with rage.

“What is this shit?!”

My mother’s frame collapsed as she recoiled from him. Her voice was shaking.

“It’s...it’s the same spaghetti I always make.”

“It’s disgusting!”

He picked up the plate and threw it at the wall. It cracked and fell to the floor, leaving the noodles and sauce to run slowly down. I’d be cleaning it up later. I always tried to help mother around the house. It was a full-time job taking care of me. And him.

“Fix me something else!”

My mother’s mouth dropped open. 

“It takes a lot of time to prepare a meal, dear.”

“Then you better get started!”

“I...”

Her eyes searched the dinner table for words.

“I haven’t had time to grocery shop. I don’t have any...”

“Fix. Me. Some. DINNER!!!”

I couldn’t take it.

“Daddy, stop yelling at Mommy!”

His head snapped towards me. His burning glare felt like a stake through my chest.

“Shut up, Jessica!”

Before I could move, he took the back of his hand to my cheek.

“Listen to me, little bitch! No daughter of mine will EVER speak so boldly to an adult. Least of all, her father!!”

He jumped up from the table, knocking over the saltshaker, and started to take off his belt.

“I think it’s time you learned some manners!”

“Charles! Please, no! She was just trying to...”

My mother stepped between him and me, putting her hands on his chest.

He pushed her to the floor and reached for me, but I evaded him and ran out of the room. Hot tears streamed down my cheeks as I darted for my usual hiding place.

“Get back here, Jessica!!!”

His booming voice reverberated in my ears. I dove under the couch in the den. The tassels that hung around the base of the couch’s frame completely hid me from view. Being small had advantages. I curled myself up in a ball and listened to them fight.

“See what you’ve done?!” he yelled.

“Charles, please!!”

“I guess you’d like to take the belt for her, then?!”

The sound of his belt cracking clashed with her pained cries. They tangled like the spaghetti on the wall and pierced my ears and heart. Lucy crawled under the couch to join me. We shivered together in silence as we listened to them. 

“One day, Lucy...” I whispered.

“One day, we’ll get out of here. And when we do, we’re never coming back.”
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I stood in the entry hall to Ron and I’s Hancock Park, Los Angeles home, holding my mother’s picture and wincing at the childhood memories that washed over me. 

“And then he cheated on you,” I whispered. 

I love you, Mom, but I will never be like you. I will never give my power over to a man. 

“Jessica, honey, c’mon! The show is about to start!”

Ron’s cheerful voice beckoned to me from our den.

I hung my head slightly, blew air through puckered lips, and looked at my mother.

“Trust me, Mom. He’s not a man.” I whispered.

I returned her picture to the collection of other photographs and memories on the side table. 

“Ok, ok, don’t get your panties twisted. I’m coming!” 

He bounced with excitement on the couch as I entered our den. A bowl of freshly popped popcorn and two glasses of wine sat on the coffee table. This was his tradition. Every friggin’ month. He wanted to watch our wedding video together.

“Ya know, I’d think after seven years, you’d start to get tired of this video.”

“No, darling! This day was one of my highest highs!”

“Mmm-hmm,” I said, plopping down on the couch next to him. “Ok, let’s do this then.”

He pressed play on the remote, and there we were. Two love-drunk idiots, vowing our lives away to each other. He leaned in and nuzzled up close to me, and I put my arm around him. With my other hand, I amused myself by playing with his hair, looking for imaginary lice, dandruff, or signs of a horrible disease. No such luck.

“This is my favorite part,” he said.

“I know, Ron. You always tell me.”

I turned and watched myself on the screen.

TV wedding preacher spoke. “Do you, Jessica, take Ron, to be your lawfully wedded husband?”.

“I do,” said foolish TV me

“To have and to hold, in sickness and in health, for richer or for poorer, forsaking all others, till death do you part?”

“I do.”

I turned my head away from the TV and my younger self, back to Ron looking up at me. He reminded me of Lucy. Loyal, tender, innocent, and slobbering.

“Are you still glad you said ‘yes’?” he asked.

“I mean, ya know, it’s been seven years now. Haven’t you started to get a little of that seven-year itch thing?”

He sat up, his mouth wide open.

“I’m kidding, you goof! God, you’re so easy.”

I punched his shoulder playfully. He pushed out a pouty bottom lip in a sad sort of smile.

I rolled my eyes.

“Yes, Ron, I’m still glad.”

His eyes brightened, and he collapsed into my lap

“I wuv you,” he said.

The toddler Ron voice. Ugh.

“Ok, ok, down, boy. I love you, too, blockhead. Why don’t you go get me a brandy? This wine stuff is for cheesy Harlequin romance dolls.”

He got up and went to the kitchen. I watched him go. 

And wondered. 

Am I glad? Why did I marry you, Ron Stroker?

I looked back at the younger, foolish couple on the screen, smiling as the family members gathered around to witness our ridiculous display of ignorance. 

I looked at TV Ron.

Weak. Gullible. 

“And your dick is about the size of my thumb on its best day,” I said quietly.

“Honey, did you say something?”

Ron’s voice called from in the kitchen.

“No, babe. You must be hearing things.”

Not a challenge. Not sexy. 

Not. 

At. 

All. 

But, kind. Easy to live with. Sooo easy. Easy to manipulate. To control.

“Here, darling.”

He came back in and handed me the brandy. 

“You’d do just about anything for me, wouldn’t you?”

He nodded.

Mmm-hmm. Very easy.

I turned my head and looked off towards the entry hall, the picture of my mother and the childhood memories of a man that haunted me from his grave.

“You’re nothing like him,” I said out loud.

“What, dear?” Ron asked.

I looked back at him and smiled, running my hand through his frail, aging hair.

“Nothing, Ron. Thanks for the brandy.”
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I woke up to the sound of my phone vibrating. A notification caused it to pulse with news that a delivery driver would arrive soon with a package for me. 

“Mmmm.”

Recently, my packages came in the arms of a young, muscular college student whose prime specimen of a body barely fit into his company-issued brown uniform. 

I’d love to peel that wrapping right off him.

A note lay next to me on the bed.

“Hey, darling. Going into town to run several errands. I’ll be gone until after lunch,” Ron wrote.

A devilish grin crossed my face as I thought of the delivery driver arriving at my door. No one home but me. I headed for the bathroom to freshen myself up. 

When the doorbell rang an hour later, I ran to the door wearing a thin, semi-sheer silk camisole with spaghetti straps and matching short shorts. They both felt decadent to move in. Almost masturbatory. My breasts jiggled, and my erect nipples stroked the camisole’s soft inner surface. The velvety shorts caressed my bare pussy lips and revealed a hint of their curvature.

I felt dangerous as I opened my door and found my package boy standing on my doorstep. 

“Hey, handsome.”

The young man’s eyes widened and fell to look at my barely clothed body. As I watched his eyes drink me in, I put one hand up high on the door frame and ran the other through my long, curly brown hair. Shifting my hips to the side, I stretched my body like a model in a photoshoot. 

“You got a big package for me?”

He wrenched his gaze away from my figure to look into my eyes. 

“Yeah...well, I mean, no. This one’s kind of small.”

“Doesn’t look that way to me.”

I looked past the small box in his hand towards his crotch and back at him.

A redness spread across his cheeks, and he let out a nervous laugh, fumbled with his hands, and dropped the package.

“Oh, shit! Ma’am, I’m so sorry!”

“Please, call me Jessica. And don’t worry about it, pretty boy. It’s not breakable.”

”Man, that’s a relief! Well, um, Jessica. I guess sa..sign here.”

With a trembling hand, he handed me a clipboard and pen before crouching down to pick up the package. While I wrote, I glanced up and caught his eyes on the subtle suggestion of my labia that taunted him through my shorts. As he stood back up, his eyes darted up and down from my body back to my eyes. Poor, little package boy, caught in a tug of war between his conscience and raw instinct. 

“Would you like to guess what’s in this package you dropped?”

“Ma’am...I mean Jessica. I’m so sorry.”

I laughed. 

“You’re cute, package boy. Relax. I’m just fucking with you. But humor me. What do you think is in it?”

“I mean, I don’t know. It’s kind of small and not very heavy. Maybe it’s a...”

“It’s a vibrator.”

“Oh, haha. Ok, um...” 

He choked on his words.

I moved closer to him, put a hand on his chest, and looked into his eyes. I could feel his heart pounding through his shirt.

“See, a woman like me has needs. My pussy has needs. And this vibrator can help with that. But it’s no substitute for a nice, hard cock. Ya know?”

He swallowed hard as I ensnared his eyes with my own. 

“Can I give you a tip?”

“Umm, well, I don’t get tips very often. I’m not sure I’m allowed to accept...”

I paused his moving lips with my fingertip. Then, with both hands, I lifted the camisole just far enough to reveal the underside of both of my breasts.

“Take a look.”

He stepped back slightly, looking around at the neighborhood for any witnesses. He exhaled, turned back to me, and let his eyes fall to the soft, round undersides of my breasts that were spilling out from beneath the camisole.

“See it?”

A twenty-dollar bill peeked out from under my right breast. 

“Oh, man! I can’t believe this is happening to me. But, ma’am, I’m not sure I should...I mean...”

I let go of the camisole. It stayed in place, hugging my partially exposed breasts, just covering my nipples. I placed one hand on my hip, removed the bill with the other, and gently brushed his face with it.

“Just think, that was nestled under one of these tits, and now it’s stroking your pretty face.”

I tucked the bill in his pocket and took my package out of his still shaking hands.

“Thanks, handsome. I’ll be thinking about you when I play with this. I look forward to your next delivery.”

He stood paralyzed on my front porch, wide-eyed and grinning. My eyes took one last tour up and down his beautiful form as I closed the door, laughing and waving at him. 

Jessica, you’re evil.
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I lay in bed next to my snoring husband. He appeared to sleep soundly, unaware of the images dancing through my mind. My interchange with package boy stoked a flame that now raged like wildfire in my pussy. I never cheated on Ron with my body. At least, not yet. But my mind often strayed on evenings like this. Like a wild animal, restless in her cage, hungry to get out. To be free. And to turn on that cage with a vengeance and tear it apart. 

I licked the tips of my fingers and slid my hand slowly, like a serpent, down my abdomen until they found the soft crown of my clitoris. My head turned towards Ron. 

Oh, dear, if you only knew the filthy things your wife thinks about. 

I spread my legs open and used the hand that bore my wedding ring to separate the lips of my pussy while I whispered at his slumbering face.

“Right now, lying next to you, I’m thinking about a delivery boy who was here today.”

Ron’s eyelids showed no signs of waking. He always slept so heavily. Even severe thunderstorms failed to rouse him. 

My heart began to beat more rapidly as I surrendered to a diabolical urge. A need. For the unfaithful. And the cruel. I wanted my words to find their way, while he slept, into his unprotected subconscious and pierce his soul. Maybe he would wake tomorrow with a mysterious pain in his unbearably gullible heart. 

My mouth fell open to take a breath into my tightening lungs. With each soft stroke of my finger, tiny bolts of pleasure shot out like fireworks from my clitoris into the area around it. My hips rolled, grinding my conjured delivery boy. 

“I wanted to bring him into this house. Our house. I wanted to bring him into this bed and spread open this pussy to let him take it.”

I felt my eyes simmer with growing wrath, glaring into Ron’s unsuspecting face, listless with the intoxication of sleep. In my chest, a burning swell emerged with tides of euphoric hatred. My pussy began to tighten from intense arousal.

I continued whispering into his slumbering face.

“Look at you, you dumb fuck. You have no idea that your wife wants to betray you. My pussy is on fire, thinking about it.”

I bit my lip to keep from raising my voice to a level that might wake him. My fingers danced furiously on my clitoris now as my back arched involuntarily in the bed. The electricity connecting my pussy to the rest of me now surged to the uttermost nerve endings so that my whole body pulsed in rapture. I used all my willpower to restrain the screams of ecstasy and malice that yearned to come out as I came all over the sheets. My body shook the bed. I couldn’t help it, and I didn’t care.

As I soared on the wicked waves of my orgasm, I wished he, on some level, experienced all of it. That the fires of my treacherous heart burned his tender psyche somehow. Waves of decadent pleasure rolled through my body. They radiated out into the room for several minutes as I watched his heedless face with a sinister satisfaction.

After several minutes, they started to subside. My body began to melt. My animosity ebbed away. My glaring at Ron transformed into a softer gaze. 

What was this voracious brutality that yearned to come out and tear him to shreds? Why was his unguarded trust like a succulent artery that summoned a vampire from deep inside my soul?

I closed my eyes. 

Jessica, are you sure you want to do this? To taste infidelity?

Sleep began to overtake me.

I knew the answer, but I wasn’t ready to admit it to myself.

Not yet.
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The crimson sheath skirt hugged my form and caressed my ass as I pulled it up my thighs and slid it over my hips. I grabbed a matching business jacket off its hanger, put it on, and fastened it snugly across my stomach. Its plunging neckline displayed an ample amount of my cleavage along with a sparkling diamond pendant that landed just above the soft crease between my uplifted breasts. Stiletto heels completed the ensemble, and I stepped out of my dressing room and into my day.

Ron’s eyebrows lifted as he saw me walk through the kitchen, headed for the door.

“Wow! You look wildly attractive today, dear.”

“Thanks, babe! Third week on the job. Gotta make an impression. Ya know?”

“I don’t need to be nervous about your seven-year comment, do I?”

I stopped, the back door half-open, and looked at him, pretending not to know what he meant.

“What?”

“Last night, you made a comment about a seven-year itch.”

“Oh, Ron. That was a joke. No, babe. Listen, I’m a woman in sales. We’ve got to use every asset we’ve got. Cleavage and heels close deals!”

“What kind of deals?”

“Seriously, Ron?”

“Ok, sorry. I’m just feeling insecure this morning. I don’t know why.”

I grinned at him as I pictured his naïve, sleeping face from last night. Damn, Jessica, it worked. A tingling surged in my pussy. 

“Well, I really can’t imagine why.” 

My heels clicked across the floor as I ran over to him, wrapped my arms around him, and kissed his cheek. He looked at me with sheepish softness. 

“I love you, dear,” he said.

“I love you, too, cheeseball. Now stop worrying!”

Letting my hands slide off his shoulders and down his chest, I turned and walked towards the door. My hands followed my sensual choreography, floating down to the curve of my ass. I turned my head to the side, glancing back at him from the corner of my eye.

“I gotta go...ya know...close deals.”

His eyes widened, and his mouth fell open.

I laughed, winking at him.

“I’m just messing with you, babe. Have a great day! See you tonight!”

The door closed behind me. My heart raced as I walked triumphantly to my car. No roller coaster or scary movie compared to the thrill I felt. 

It’s like I’m robbing a bank. It’s intoxicating. I want more.
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As I walked into the office, I heard the shrill sound of a woman’s voice tearing through the otherwise peaceful morning quiet. 

“Steven, don’t forget to call the insurance company about the car.”

God, who let Fran Drescher in here? 

I turned the corner and found my co-worker, Steve, hugging the female fingernails-on-chalkboard that violated my ears. He released her, but she kept her hands on his chest and turned her head to look at me. Her face dripped with disgust.

“Who is this?” she asked.

“Oh, honey, this is Jessica. Remember me telling you about her? She’s going to be handling our sales.”

His words must have tasted like lemon juice in her mouth.

“What is she selling?”

She stayed close to Steve. I started to answer her, but she cut me off.

“Not really a question.” 

“Jessica, this is my wife, Peggy,” Steve interjected.

I extended my hand to her. And lied.

“Peggy, it’s nice to meet you. Steve has told me such nice things about you.”

She looked at my hand like it was leprous. Her mouth stayed open as she pivoted her glare back to the target between my eyes. She removed her hands from her husband’s chest and placed them close to her own as though clutching pearls to keep me from stealing them. 

“Well... Jessica, is it?”

“Yes, it’s Jessica.” I put on my best saleswoman smile and pulled my declined handshake back.

She looked me up and down, still apparently tasting lemon juice.

“That’s an interesting outfit. Isn’t it amazing what passes for professionalism these days? Perhaps it’s the influence of the world’s oldest profession.”

She turned back to her husband. Her eyebrows furrowed as she peered at him.

“And where does she get off calling you ‘Steve’?”

Her head snapped back so she could glare at me again.

“His name, Jessica, is ‘Steven’!”

I just kept smiling and nodded.

She reached past Steve and snatched a purse from off his desk. Turning towards me, she began to march out, but not before stopping a foot from my face and spitting some parting pleasantries.

“I’ve seen women like you come sauntering into this office with your slutty outfits and your inappropriate boundaries! You’re all the same. Trying to use your filthy vagina to get ahead! And none of you ever make it. In a month, they’ll be throwing you out like the rest of the trash.”

I folded my arms across my chest. Ok, bitch. Game on.

“I’m glad you noticed my outfit, Peggy. Means it’s working.”

She huffed loudly and stomped out.

I looked at Steve with a grin and raised eyebrows while we listened to her thundering steps, followed by a slamming door.

“I’m so sorry,” he said.

His voice resonated deeply, washing over me like smooth jazz.

“What do you mean? She’s delightful.”

Steve laughed.

“No, that was mean. You didn’t deserve it.”

I walked past Steve towards his desk. As I did, my gaze slid from the lofty heights of his eyes down to the tailored dress shirt that enveloped his broad shoulders and v-shaped torso. The clean scent of his cologne graced my nostrils.

“I actually think it’s your fault,” I said.

I turned and sat on his desk. He tilted his head back slightly and raised an eyebrow.

“My fault?”

“Well, I mean, if I were your wife, I would be protective, too.”

“Protective. That’s a nice way of putting it.”

“You can’t blame a woman for guarding her territory. Especially when that territory is tall, handsome, well-dressed...”

I took in a deep inhale through my nostrils.

“...and smells fabulous.”

“You’re too kind. I’m not all that.”

“Steve, you should give yourself more credit. Trust me, you are all that.”

Steve’s doubtful frown melted into a warm, broken smile.

“Wow. Thank you, Jessica. I can’t even tell you what that means to hear that from...”

His eyes broke contact with mine and fell to the floor.

“Steve?”

“It’s just... You’re stunning, Jessica. It means a lot to hear compliments like that from a woman like you.”

“Thank you, Steve. So, your wife hates my outfit, but what do you think?” I winked at him.

“It’s...” He laughed. “Yeah, it’s really something. You’re really something in it.”

“I’m glad you approve.”

I picked up a paperweight from his desk and held it up to the light pretending to examine it.

“Soo, that’s the first time I’ve come into the office and ran into Peggy. Does she come by often?”

“No, we were having breakfast together. It’s our tenth wedding anniversary.”

I cast a sideways glance and a wry grin his direction.

“Congratulations.”

He rolled his eyes.

“Yeah...thanks.”

I slid off his desk, planted my feet on the floor, and walked towards my desk just five feet away. 

“I’m not sure Peggy is going to like it when she finds out we sit so close to each other.”

“Probably not.”

I stopped and turned my head to the side.

“So, Steve, how does my outfit look from this angle?”

He laughed.

“It looks very nice.”

“Yeah? How does my ass look?”

“Umm...”

“It’s ok, Steve, I know you’re a man. What do you think? Don’t sugar coat it or dumb it down. Tell me exactly what you think.”

“Exactly?”

“Yes, exactly.”

“Your ass looks amazing.”

“Do you want to spank it? Bite it?”

I shifted my hips back and forth slowly, then resumed walking to my desk, laughing. I sat down and turned to look at him. He shook his head, grinning.

“You’re bad.”

“I’m fun. And just think, it’s only been three weeks.”

I leaned over and fished through my purse so that my cleavage spilled out of my bra.

“Right now, you’re looking at my tits.”

“Guilty.”

“Maybe you need a spanking, Steve.”

I pulled a brush from my purse. Leaning to the left and tilting my hips up on one side, I struck my ass cheek with the brush and let my mouth drop open.

“Ouch! I’m a bad girl.”

“I can tell I’m going to be in trouble in this working relationship.”

“Don’t you get plenty of excitement at home with Peggy?”

“Are you always this sarcastic?”

“No, seriously, what’s it like? How is she at giving you head?”

“Wow.”

“What? Doesn’t she give you head?”

Steve turned to face his desk, put his elbows on it, and collapsed his head into his hands, running them through his thick, dark hair.

“Yeah, sometimes.”

“Sometimes?”

“Well...like one time. But she didn’t like it. She was afraid I would, ya know...”

“Cum in her mouth?”

He laughed and sat back up to look at me.

“I’m really not used to women talking so plainly about this stuff.”

“I’m not like most women, Steve. So, she didn’t want to taste your cum?”

“No, she didn’t. She thought it would taste gross.”

“So, she has no idea what you taste like?”

I grinned. 

“What are you grinning about?”

“Oh, nothing. Well, I mean, theoretically, if a woman were to give you head until you came in her mouth, then they would know something about you that even your wife doesn’t know.”

“I suppose that math adds up. Theoretically.”

“Noted.”

His eyes narrowed. I turned to my desk, pretending to take an interest in my work. I felt his eyes continuing to look at me for a few minutes until he finally turned towards his desk.

“Does she do anal?”

“Oh, god, Jessica! Really?”
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Everyone filed into the conference room. Mark, our manager, stood at the front of the room with a clipboard. Week four, and he hadn’t fired me yet. I guess closing forty thousand dollars in contracts in my first month made up for my antics in the office.

“Alright, everyone. Take your seats. We have a lot to cover.”

I took a seat on the side towards the back of the room. Steve sat in a chair across from me. While Mark talked, I took out my phone and thumbed out a text.

“You never answered my question. Does Peggy do anal?”

Send.

I watched Mark as he looked down and fumbled for his phone. He looked at it, smiled, and shook his head, putting the phone back down.

I tried again.

“Since we talked, have you touched yourself thinking about me? Cause I can’t help wondering what you taste like.”

Send.

He looked at me as his phone vibrated. Reluctantly, he looked down at his phone. He closed his eyes, dropped his head, and smiled again.

“Steve, you ok over there?”

“Yes, sir. I’m good. Just contemplating your point about sales growth.”

Mark resumed droning on about numbers and goals. Steve looked at me and mouthed, “Stop.”

I flashed him a fiendish grin as I lifted my phone to my lips and rubbed it gently, slowly back and forth against them.

Mark’s voice interrupted my ruthless taunting. 

“I’d like to recognize our newest salesperson who contributed a great deal to us reaching these targets. Jessica Stroker, could you come up here, please?”

Everyone looked at me, but only Steve saw me drop my phone into my purse and hastily place my hands in my lap. I feigned a coy smile at Mark.

“Who, me?”

Mark rolled his eyes.

“Oh, please, Jessica. We know you’re not shy. Get up here.”

I winked at him and pranced up to the front, sliding up under his arm that was outreached towards me.

“Jessica here set a company record by being the first-ever to close forty thousand dollars’ worth of contracts in her first month working for us. That shatters the previous record by 18 percent. So, Jessica, what’s your secret?”

“Push up bras,” I said.

Several people laughed.

“No, seriously, I have all of you to thank for taking me under your wings and teaching me. I particularly want to thank Steve over there who has patiently shown me the ropes and answered almost all of my questions.”

I winked at him. He blushed.

“Well, I’m glad you feel that way because I’m sending both of you to Las Vegas next week for the annual Global Telecom Expo.”

Steve’s eyes grew to saucers. I threw my hands up in celebration.

“Vegas, baby!” I squealed.

“Give our girl, Jessica, a big hand, everybody. And then get out of here. Y’all have work to do.”

Papers rustled. Chairs clinked and squeaked as co-workers moved to exit the room. I felt pats on my shoulder. Congratulatory remarks floated in one ear and out the other.

I bit my bottom lip and looked over in Steve’s direction. Our eyes met. For a moment, I felt as though everything and everyone else around me moved in slow motion. My heart pounded in my chest and echoed in my ears as we held each other’s’ gaze. I grinned mischievously at him.

What happens in Vegas...
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I walked down the airplane aisle from the bathroom back to our seats. Steve sat closest to the aisle seat to give room for at least one of his long legs. As I approached, he started to get up to let me past him, but I put a hand on his shoulder and smiled. 

“No need, Steve. Just stay put. Enjoy the view.”

I faced the front and side-stepped across the row. My ass passed in front of his face as I straddled his legs. I paused for a few seconds and looked back at him, smiling. 

Oh, god, I wish he’d grab it.

He laughed and looked up at me.

“Ok, Jessica, great show. You can sit down now.”

“I have a present for you,” I said.

“What’s that?”

I pulled one leg underneath me as I sat down next to him, leaned in, and whispered.

“Hold out your hand.”

The corner of his mouth curled into a grin. 

“What are you up to?”

“Steve, I’m always up to something. Hold out your hand.”

I took his hand as he held it out, placed the panties I had removed in the bathroom into his palm, and closed his fingers over them.

He refrained from looking at his hand and kept his eyes locked on mine.

“Is that what I think it is?”

I cocked one eyebrow and grinned at him. 

“What do you think it is?”

“It feels like a pair of women’s underwear. And it’s warm.”

I nodded slowly. 

“Take a look.”

His eyes dropped cautiously down to my red satin thong folded up in his hand. His mouth fell into an open smirk.

“What do you think?”

“Those are nice.”

“Just like the ones that Peggy wears, right?”

He chuckled. 

“No, she wouldn’t be caught dead wearing something like this.”

“Well, now she and I have something in common because I’m not wearing them either.”

“I put that together.”

“How will it feel to sit next to me the whole flight, knowing I’m not wearing anything under these yoga pants?”

“Distracting.”

“Good. That’s the idea.”

I waved for the stewardess. She approached our row and placed her hand on the back of the seat in front of Steve.

“What can I do for you, ma’am?”

“Well, two things. First, I just had to tell you. I love your hair.”

“Oh, well, thank you! I just had it done last week.”

“It looks fantastic. Definitely a good look for you.”

The stewardess smiled widely, nodding her head.

“I’ll keep that in mind. What else?”

“Could I have a blanket? I’m a little cold.”

“You sure can.”

She reached in the overhead compartment, pulled out a large, folded beige blanket, and handed it to me.

“Here you go. And thanks for the compliment.”

Steve waited until the stewardess was out of earshot.

“You’re not really cold, are you?”

After four weeks of spending most of our time together, Steve knew my temperature preferences well.  

“Nope. Not in the slightest.”

“So, what’s with the blanket?”

I flashed him a mischievous smile, pulled a magazine from the pocket in front of me, and pretended to be interested in it. 

“You love doing that to me.”

“Yes, Steve, I do.”

He also tried to read. He turned pages quickly. Too fast to be reading anything on them. He looked at his watch.

“Three hours?”

“You in a hurry, Steve?”

“No, I just...”

I put the magazine down and looked at him. He retained his forward-facing position, his body rigid. 

“Something is on your mind, Steve. Why don’t you tell me what’s going on?”

His eyes quickly traversed various focal points as he bit his lip and held his breath. I suppressed a grin. Don’t hurt yourself, Steve. After a moment, he exhaled and shifted in his seat towards me, dropping his gaze to the floor. I put my hand on his. 

“Well... Remember when you asked if I had...”

He lowered his voice to almost a whisper. 

“...touched myself thinking about you?”

I smiled.

“I do.” 

He looked back up at me.

“Don’t look at me like that.”

“Sorry, Steve.”

I wiped my hand across my face, removing my smile.

“I do remember. Continue.”

“Well, I have... Ya know, done that... A lot.”

I kept my eyes soft and glued to his. Keep talking, Steve. Let it out. 

“Ever since your first day. I don’t know what it is about you, Jessica, but I’m obsessed. I’ve been...”

He paused to look around.

“I’ve touched it like a friggin’ addict. Every night after Peggy goes to bed. And I think about you when I’m doing it.”

His face grew pale as he straightened up in his seat and looked away from me.

I leaned in closer to him, putting a hand on his chest, and spoke softly.

“Hey, look at me.”

He looked back, his back remaining stiff.

“Steve. I’m flattered. Please, tell me what you think about when you do it.”

His shoulders lowered as he looked around again to see if nearby passengers might be listening to his confession. Most wore headphones or appeared to be dozing off. The whir of the plane’s engine insulated us with a cushion of thick white noise. 

“No one can hear us, Steve.”

He relaxed his rigid posture and turned towards me.

“Things at home are really routine. Even our love life feels boring. We’re always in the dark. Always a certain time, a certain place, a certain position. She doesn’t say anything.”

He looked at me as if wanting a response.

“I’m just listening, Steve. Please, keep talking. Tell me all about it.”

“I think about it...with you...all the time. When we’re working together. When I’m at home with Peggy.” 

I took the blanket and unfolded it, threw it over his legs and lap, and pulled it over my body.

“Keep talking.”

“This is really bad, Jessica. The other night, while I was doing it with her, I thought about you. The whole time.”

My heart and pussy pulsated.

“I think that’s kind of hot, Steve.”

“I felt so guilty.” 

“You can’t help what you want, Steve. What your body desires.”

I placed my hand on his thigh. 

“Steve, can I touch it?”

He swallowed hard.

“I don’t know, Jessica. I don’t think we should...”

“Steve, listen to me. We’re on a plane with strangers. We’re going to be in Las Vegas. No one will know us there. No one will ever know what happens on this trip but us. It’s the perfect opportunity to do whatever we want.”

“Have you done this kind of thing before?”

“Never.”

He wrinkled his forehead.

“Steve, I flirt a lot. I love to flirt. But I’ve never acted on it. You would be the first time. And I want to Steve. I want you.”

His eyes looked misty and broken, as though he would cry.

“You want to, too, don’t you?”

“So much, Jessica. Yes, I do.”

I slid my hand over his crotch and felt his hardness pressing at his pants. His body stiffened as I touched it.

“Oh, god, Jessica.”

“Just let it happen, Steve. You want to.”

I stroked his bulge softly for a couple of minutes. He slowly melted back into his seat, letting his head fall back and eyes close. 

“Just think about all those times in the last several weeks that you stole glances of my ass. My tits. Wishing. And now, here you are on this airplane, with my hand stroking you.”

His breathing quickened as I continued stroking him. I spread my legs apart, draped my nearest leg over his, and leaned back into my seat. 

“Here. Feel this.”

I took his closest hand and fed it underneath the waistline of my yoga pants. He kept his eyes closed, but his fingers came to life and searched for my pussy. I felt them as they slid across my slick, throbbing clit.

“Yesss.”

“I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“Stick them inside me.”

As he inserted the tips of his fingers, my pussy lips wrapped around them and coated them with my abundant wetness. 

A stewardess walked by, and he pulled them out suddenly. I shifted and laid my head on his shoulder, pretending to be sleepy. For all she knew, we were a happily married couple. We both wore wedding rings, after all. Once she passed, I leaned back into his long, rugged frame, and he turned to receive me.

“Use your other hand.”

He pulled the blanket up over us so that only our heads were visible, reached around me with his other hand, and stuck his fingers inside. From that angle, he could go much deeper. I spread myself out wider.

“Omg, yesss.”

The hard, smooth surface of his wedding ring bumped against my outer labia. 

“Shove it deep inside me, Steve.”

I reached back with my hand to fondle his cock through his pants, encouraging him with my strokes as he buried his fingers and his wedding ring deep into my wetness.

“I’m going to cum on your fingers. Keep going.”

The slid in and out of me, despite their thickness, as my lavish juices coated them, easing their movement.

I wanted to moan but kept my mouth closed. Currents of pleasure rippled through my body, exploding from the epicenter of my pussy. 

At any moment, a nearby passenger or a stewardess might catch us. Part of me didn’t care. Part of me wanted them to. The thrill of taking that risk sprayed gasoline on the fires of my orgasm. I bit my lip hard as my body started to shake. My hand gripped his cock tightly through his pants as I gushed all over his fingers. He held them inside me as I clenched and pulsed around them with the walls of my quivering pussy. 

The waves rolled up and down my body as though bouncing off walls and rebounding, slowly lessening in intensity with each passage. I lay entirely unwound against him with my eyes closed. The sound of my pounding heartbeat in my ears gradually gave way to the sounds of the airplane cabin. 

He gently slid his fingers out of me, and I released his cock and reached up behind me to touch his face. 

A voice came over the loudspeaker.

“Attention. This is your captain speaking. We are beginning our descent. Estimated time of arrival is 5:30 p.m. The crew will be coming through to collect any loose trash. Please, observe the fasten seat belt signs.” 

I quickly sat up in my seat, still shaking from the residual pounding of orgasmic palpitations in my lap. The rude interruption of emerging commotion- of rustling and waking passengers - pulled me back to reality. 

The waitress with the great hair approached. Steve was clutching the blanket in his lap, no doubt trying to hide his raging erection.

“I’m going to need to take that blanket,” she said.

Steve looked horrified as she took it away. She put a hand on his shoulder and smiled, casting a fleeting glance down at his crotch.

“Looks like someone’s had an exciting flight.”

“He takes flying very hard,” I said.

“I can see that. He looks desperate to get off.”

We both laughed as our volley of innuendo triggered increasingly bright shades of red across Steve’s cheeks. 

“Girl, I like you,” I said.

“The feeling’s mutual. You take care of him.”

She winked at me.

“Oh, you know I will!”
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“Hey, Ron. It’s me. I just wanted to call you before I go to bed. I’m sooo tired. It has been a long, hard day. I love you. I’ll be home in a couple days.” 

Steve shook his head and smiled at me as I hung up my phone with my left hand. My right hand continued to busily fondle his cock through his pants.

“You are a devil, woman. And quite the multi-tasker.”

I watched the numbers changing on the elevator display as I kept fondling.

“When this devil gets through fucking you, Steve, you’ll want to go to hell and never come back.”

Ding!

We ran down the hall until we arrived at the door to Steve’s room. His hands trembled as he fumbled with his keycard. 

“Oh my god, I can’t wait to suck your cock dry!”

My teeth dug into my lip as my eyes watched his hands fumbling to get the door open. Once he opened it, I strutted into the room towards the windows, peeling my shirt off and unfastening my bra from behind me.

“How bad do you want this pussy, Steve?”

“Oh my, God, Jessica! I’ve been hard for three hours straight now. I’ve never wanted a woman’s pussy this much.”

“Want it bad enough that you’d risk anything to taste it? To bury your throbbing, hard cock deep in it?”

“Yes, Jessica, I’m desperate.”

I tore open the curtains, looked out on the parking lot outside the window, and turned to face Steve. His eyes were wide.

“Someone probably just saw my tits.”

I walked over towards the door, re-opened it, and wedged a rubber stopper under it to hold it open. Turning to look at Steve, I winked.

“I liked to live dangerously, Steve.”

“I can see that.”

I walked out into the hallway and spoke loudly.

“Take those pants off! Show me your cock!”

Steve’s mouth dropped open.

“Someone is going to hear you.”

“Maybe. And wouldn’t that be scandalous?”

I sauntered back through the doorway, left it open, and placed my thumbs in the waistband of my yoga pants. They slid slowly off my hips, revealing my soft skin, hips, thighs, and bare pussy. I stepped out of them, left them just inside the doorway, and continued into the room completely naked.

“Maybe someone walks by and sees us, Steve. Hears us fucking. Maybe we get caught. And everyone finds out. Even Ron. Even Peggy. Would you risk that? Are you that desperate to fuck this pussy?”

I heard myself hissing and felt my heart racing with anticipation. The thrill of anticipating the crime unleashed hot rushes of adrenaline in my body.

Steve’s pants and boxers fell to the floor. His cock stood at attention, eagerly extending out from his toned abdomen, hips, and thighs. I stroked the soft outer curves of my tits and continued to walk towards him while he watched and unbuttoned his shirt.

“It looks to me, Steve, like your body would do anything. Fuck me, Steve, with these curtains and door wide open! Risk getting caught with me! Risk getting branded together with matching scarlet letters.”

I laid down on the bed and spread my legs wide open.

“Take me, Steve. Sacrifice your fidelity on the altar of this wicked pussy.”

He knelt on the floor by the bed, took my hips in his strong hands, and pulled me to the edge. I looked down between my legs, into his eyes, and saw flames of desire consuming the feeble scaffolds of morality that somehow held his marital commitment intact for so long. He opened his mouth on the silky surface of my inner thighs, licking and sucking all around Ron’s favorite place. 

“Yessss, Steve.”

He gripped my ass cheeks tightly in his hands as he buried his face into my pussy. My ears savored the smacking sound of his hungry mouth bobbing in and out of my dripping wet folds. I felt his lips and tongue exploring my outer labia and then digging hungrily into me. His tongue reached deep enough to tease my g spot while his upper lip ground against my clit. 

I thought about the open door to the hallway and the people who might be getting off the elevator or in nearby rooms hearing us. And I got louder.

“Yes, Steve, eat this married pussy!!”

His tongue came up from the depths of my canal and painted broad upward strokes on my clit. They repeated like waves lapping on a smooth, beached rock and sent surges of tingling heat radiating out into my legs, hips, and stomach. He took his hands and pushed my legs farther apart, spreading me wide open, as he narrowed his tongue to a point and made the tip of it dance on my now swollen clitoris.

“Fuck!!!”

My legs began shaking as bliss bombs exploded through my entire body with incendiary force. I grabbed his soft hair and pulled him into me as I began to cum all over his face. He mirrored the strength of my grip, pulling himself into me as though my gushing pussy was the long-awaited oasis for his parched sexual soul. 

“Give me your cock, Steve! Fuck me!”

He pulled me up to a sitting position, and my breasts met his mouth. I dropped my head back as he lapped at them and sucked them ravenously. 

He reached under me with his strong arms, cradled my ass, picked me up, and carried me to the wall by the doorway. 

“Oh my god, yes, Steve! I love it!”

My legs were spread wide open, limp, and quivering on either side of his waist as he continued to cradle my ass in his hands. I leaned back into the wall and let my shoulders rest against it as he slid his thick, throbbing shaft into my convulsing pussy. It’s length and thickness filled me up as my walls clenched down on him.

“Steve, I’m going to cum again!”

He plunged into me. His penetration felt like an oiled piston made to fit me with the tightest perfection, sliding all the way into me and back out, over and over. His thrusts set off orgasmic waves and touched physical and metaphysical depths I had never felt before.

I moaned shamelessly, looking out the open doorway into the hall.

“Oh my god, Steve, your cock!”

I felt Steve approaching climax several times, his cock swelling to an explosive hardness. Each time he slowed his breathing and closed his eyes. Ok, Sting. Where did you learn to fuck like this, Steve? Have you done this before?

My climaxes rolled from one right into the next. I lost count of how many times I came. I thought I saw an elderly couple walk past the doorway with shocked expressions on their faces, but I didn’t care. It appeared Steve didn’t either. 

“Cum inside me, Steve!”

His eyes met mine. I saw the last standing beam of his fidelity. A sadness. That conscientious part of him grieved as it became engulfed in the flames of his raw lust. Keeping his cum for Peggy was the last thread, and my pussy clamped down on him and cut it. I felt his cock pulse as he unloaded into me.

“Yessss! Fill me up with it!”

The dynamite in my eyes met the fire in his. He spilled his last drop of marital loyalty into the cauldron of my now adulterous pussy. I clung to him with my arms and legs and pulled my hips tight to him. My pussy took his cock in deep, all the way to the base of his shaft, milking him dry as he shook. His strength quickly bled off from him, and he stumbled with me over onto the bed.

I held him as his cock softened and slipped out of me. His cum began to run slowly out of my pussy. I took my finger and gathered some of it on my fingertip. I lifted it to my lips and looked him in the eyes while I licked it clean. It had a subtle sweetness to it.

“So, that’s what you taste like. Nice.”

I stroked his face and hair. A tear formed in his eye.

“What’s wrong, Steve?”

“I cheated on my wife.”

“Yes. You did. And I cheated on my husband. For the first time ever. And maybe I will regret that at some point, but right now...”

I held his face in my hands and drew him into the pools of my gentle gaze.

“I’m grateful to you for the way you fucked me tonight. I have ached for a night like this for a long time, Steve. I don’t regret it. Do you?”

“No. It’s not that. I think it’s just that experiencing this makes it painfully obvious how much I’m not getting at home.”

I gave his heavy words a moment to sink before trying to lighten the mood.

“Well, what can I say? This pussy is amazing.”

He smiled through his tears.

“I’m kidding, you know?”

“You kind of are.”

I chuckled and kissed him softly. 

“Matching scarlet letters. Our little secret, Steve.”

I pulled his head into my breasts to rest there.

“Thanks, Jessica.”

He said it so tenderly. 

“For what, Steve?”

“For being the hot girl who wanted to fuck me.”

“I did, Steve. And if you ever need this again, I’ll still want to.”
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The flight home was quiet. Steve slept a lot. There were sporadic moments of tenderness. A look. A touch. And in the vast gaps in between, a lot of time to think. Not usually my favorite.

Still, it seemed like a personal milestone worthy of reflection. Cheating had unlocked something in me but had left other things untouched. I knew, somehow, that I loved Ron. I loved him before I cheated on him, and I still loved him afterward. He bored me. He annoyed me with his neediness. But he also worshipped the ground I walked on. He was an eager slave to my sexual dominion. Marriage to him was vastly different than the tragedy I witnessed in my powerless mother’s life.

I also knew that he would be crushed if he found out what I did with Steve. So, I wouldn’t tell him. Probably. Although, part of me wanted to know how deep his devotion could go. Could he still worship me even if he knew I betrayed him? Would his addiction to me be more durable than his emotional suffering if I toyed with his trust? Humiliated him? Spit in his face? Women suffered the undeserved callousness and cruelty of men all the time. My mother included. What would it be like to be a woman who crushed a man?

And Steve’s cock. Oh, my. His insatiable desire poured out on me last night. His worship of my ass, my tits, my pussy, and my sexual sorcery entered my deepest dark places and soothed them. How could I go back to depriving myself of these experiences? I couldn’t. I would not.

I sat by the window, looking at the clouds passing by. Their expansiveness really highlights the smallness of people. We only have the meaning we create. The clouds don’t know we exist and don’t care. They float by, observed by millions, without returning the favor. We must care for ourselves.

This is why I don’t like thinking. 

Fuck the clouds. In my own little world, I could be queen. If I gave myself permission. Like I did on this trip. I could perhaps be myself. Right or wrong, I was a cock-hungry goddess of destruction. Maybe Ron could worship his evil goddess. Or maybe he would walk away. I knew, regardless, that I could not continue to turn away from her. 

She gave birth to a vicious game on this trip, and she needed to play it.

“I guess we’ll be seeing our spouses soon.”

Steve’s voice graciously interrupted the existential crisis that nearly boiled over in my brain.

“What are we going to tell them?” he asked.

“That we love them. Because we do.”

Because we do.
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Ron smiled warmly when he saw me coming out of the gate. I went up to him and wrapped my arms around him. He felt like home. 

“Ron, this is Steve. The guy at work I’ve told you about?”

“Hey, Steve. Nice to meet you.”

Steve kept his composure despite his new scarlet letter. I could see it, but Ron would never know. They talked manly small talk. Sports, weather, jobs. Turned out, Ron’s company insured Steve’s cars, and he needed help with his policy. That auto insurance frequently showed up on Peggy’s “Honey Do” list. It would get Steve out of some hot water. Ron’s chest puffed with pride as he offered to help his wife’s new co-worker. 

I reveled in the secrets I held about this little triangle. Looking at Ron, I wondered about the next time we would have sex. Would it excite me to put my cheating pussy on him? Or to have him eat me the way Steve did?

“STEVE!!! Quit jabber jawing, and come on! We’ve been waiting here for a half-hour!”

Peggy came marching down the terminal, huffing and grumbling. Oh, Peggy, what woman wouldn’t love to fuck your husband just to stick it to you? 

Steve tried to be polite. He shook Ron’s hand and then came to hug me, but Peggy intercepted his arm and yanked him away.

“Don’t you think you’ve seen enough of the tramp for the last several days?!”

I couldn’t resist.

“Your husband was a great travel buddy, Peggy. I’m very grateful. He taught me a lot, and he’s a very hard worker. But you’re so right. He has seen an awful lot of me. You can have him back.”

If looks could kill, Peggy’s semi-automatic eyes would have painted the walls with my brains. Steve mouthed “sorry” as she all but yanked his shoulder out of the socket and tugged him towards the exits. 

“She sure seems to be in a hurry,” Ron said.

“Well, I am, too, babe. Let’s get out of here and go home.”

I took Ron’s hand and let him carry my bag.

“There’s something different about you,” he said.

“You think? How so?”

Ron tilted his head as he looked at me and grinned.

“I’m not sure, but it’s sexy. Whatever it is, I hope you’ll rub it all over me when we get home.”

I laughed and cocked one eyebrow, looking back at him.

“Oh, Ron... My precious little Ronnie. I will definitely rub it all over you when we get home. And the next day. And the next.”

He squeezed my hand as his eyes lit up.

Till death do us part, Ron. If you can take the heat.

I looked ahead at the airport exit and led him by the hand towards it.

“After all, Ron, I’m Jessica Stroker. Let the games begin.”
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What Happens Next?
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You know Jessica’s Game has only begun. 

What happens next in her story? 

Find out in the first book of her sordid series.
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When I was younger, I struggled with a great deal of shame about my sexuality. I spent a long time trying to be someone I thought I was supposed to be, avoiding the person that I was. Running from my true self caused me to suffer from severe depression. 

No more.

I have a vivid imagination, and my sexuality has always played a big part on that stage. Writing gave me an outlet to explore and share my salacious inner world with others.

I am deeply grateful for you, dear reader. Thank you for visiting the darker places in my mind. If you enjoyed your visit, I hope you will come back often.

You can find out more about me and my writing on my website.

https://www.mlpattersonbooks.com/

You can also follow me on social media.

Twitter  

Facebook

Instagram

Pinterest
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