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For the first time in my seven-year marriage, I wake to a cold, empty bed in a cold, empty house. I look around for a moment, frowning in confusion before reality comes crashing down like a tidal wave and the memories hit me like freezing water. My husband isn’t here because he got arrested last night. He got arrested last night for trying to fight Jensen. And Jensen hit him in the face.

I sit up in bed and hug my knees to my chest, trying to feel some kind of comfort. Kimberly offered to stay with me, but I told her to go home and look after the kids. After last night, I wanted to be alone.

How should I feel right now? I’m a mess of conflicting emotions. I’m angry at Will for everything – getting drunk; storming into the party; trying to fight Jensen, and getting arrested. I’m sad that my fucking husband is in jail right now instead of holding me. Everyone at work saw my husband get knocked on his ass last night. How can I face them on Monday?

Fuck. I can’t believe how quickly my life has turned to shit. Yesterday, I had it all. A husband. A lover. A good job. Now my husband is in jail – along with Jensen, too. For all I know, I could be fired on Monday over this. The life I enjoyed just twenty-four hours ago has been turned upside down and inside out.

My phone chirps from the bedside table. I snatch it up. My heart is in my mouth.

‘Will? Hello?’

But the distant voice that responds is not that of my husband. It’s the other man. My other lover.

‘Sorry to disappoint. Are you okay?’

‘I’m fine, I’m fine.’ I sit bolt upright, clutching my knees and squeezing the phone to my ear. ‘What’s happening? Can you talk?’

‘Yeah, I can.’ In the background, I hear the muffled hissing of wind. It sounds like he’s walking. ‘They released me in the early hours. I’m heading back to the hotel to get my car.’

‘And Will?’ My fingers grip so tight that the knuckles have turned white. ‘Is he…’

‘He’s fine. I promise. They’re letting him sleep it off before the public defender comes by later this afternoon.’

‘This afternoon?’ I close my eyes in disbelief.

‘Yeah. It, uh, it gets a little worse.’ He pauses for long enough to allow my mind to wander through all the different permutations of how my jailed husband’s situation could get any worse. ‘They’re going to hold onto him for forty-eight hours until they decide whether to release or charge him.’

‘Oh, fuck…’ My heart is breaking in my chest. Ripping in two. Shattering as it crumbles. ‘So he’s going to be locked up all weekend?’

‘Yes.’

I exhale a long, defeated breath. Just when I think that my situation can’t get any worse. My husband’s in jail for two whole days before we can even talk about what happened. Will he even want to stay married to me after that? I have no idea how much he saw last night. Maybe he saw Jensen dancing close to me, our bodies swaying in rhythm together. Maybe he saw Jensen’s hands on my hips. He was already suspicious of us, who knows what he thinks now?

‘Are you going to be okay?’ Jensen’s deep, soothing voice brings me back to earth.

‘Honestly? I have no idea.’

‘Do you…’ He hesitates for the briefest of moments. ‘Do you want me to come over? I mean, you know, to make sure you’re okay?’

And just like that, a switch flicks in my brain. One moment, I’m wallowing in guilt and self-pity. The next, I’m thinking, plotting, and planning. It’s as though a giant cartoon lightbulb has illuminated over my head. My husband is going to be away for the entire weekend. My lover is free. I’m all alone.

Yes, I am a terrible person. But I’m a terrible person with wants and needs.

‘I’d like that.’ I can barely restrain a delighted smile. ‘Can I see you? Today?’

‘Sure. I’ll be about thirty minutes, okay?’

‘I’ll be waiting.’

I hang up the phone, heart skipping with delirium. Did I just do that? Have I just invited my lover into my home, while my husband is rotting in jail for the weekend?

Yes. Yes, I did.

I hop out of bed and begin getting ready. If Jensen is coming to my home, I want to look my best. I brush my hair and hum a happy little tune, before opening the closet and reaching down to the hidden bag at the back, the bag with all my secrets stored safely inside. In here is my vibrator, the dress I wore for Jensen at dinner in Cape Grande, and the lingerie he loved so much.

It takes me around twenty minutes to prepare. I slip into the lingerie once more. White suspenders, garter belt, and stockings, with matching bra and panties. I apply a layer of deep, rub-red lipstick to my sensual mouth and tie my hair into a neat bun so it can’t get in the way. Then I complete the look with a sheer black silk robe, lazily tying the belt together. It reveals nothing and hides everything, yet offers a tantalizing glimpse of my partially-concealed chest, and my long, stocking-clad legs. I feel so goddamn sexy once again. I feel like Aphrodite.

Jensen’s car rumbles up the quiet street about five minutes later, just as I’m beginning to have doubts about doing this. The rational voice in my head knows that this is an awful thing to do – not just cheat on my husband, but to do it in our own home – but the voice of Aphrodite is so much louder and she tells me to stick to my guns. As terrible as it is, I want this. So fucking badly.

My lover pulls into the driveway and parks. I peek through the curtains and watch him step out of the sports car and start walking to the door. I take a deep breath to steady myself and pull the door open.

‘Hi, Nikki-’

He starts to greet me with a friendly voice, but then his eyes sweep down, over the silk robe, across my long, toned legs, and back again. A smile creeps over his face. He says, ‘And here I was worried about you.’

Jensen is still wearing the same clothes from last night, only now his smart shirt and suit pants look wrinkled from being worn all night. On him, the “morning-after” look is both charming and suitable.

‘Worried about little old me?’ I adopt a tone of total naïveté, playing the role of a prairie virgin on the homestead. I step back, allowing him to enter my home for the first time, giving my biggest, most innocent eyes and biting my bottom lip. ‘The big, strong man is all worked up about me?’

Jensen smiles. He closes the door and loops his fingers into the belt of my robe.

‘I can’t leave a woman like you all alone and defenseless now, can I? There are some bad men around.’

‘Will you tell me if you see any?’

‘I’ll keep you safe.’

He slides the belt open, allowing the robe to glide apart, revealing the lingerie clinging to my body beneath. A gleam of pure lust shines in his eyes.

‘I sure hope you’ll protect me, mister. My husband’s got himself locked up. And I’m here all alone…’

Jensen steps closer. His arms slide around my waist. Powerful arms against my slender waist.

‘Poor, sweet thing.’ His eyes flash again. ‘Want me to me sure the house is safe?’

‘That’d be swell. I’m scared to go in the bedroom all by my lonesome…’

He pulls me into a kiss. Soft. Slow. Deep. But with barely-restrained passion simmering beneath the surface. I can almost feel his desire smoldering like wafts of heat from a fire.

‘You’d better take me up there so I can check.’

I take Jensen by the hand and guide him upstairs. My home is far less grand and dramatic than his plush apartment overlooking the streets, but it’s comfortable and homey and all mine. I push open the bedroom door and lead Jensen inside, into my inner sanctum, the room most sacred in my marriage.

‘Nice place.’ He looks around, eyes resting for a moment on the framed wedding day photo hanging on the wall. ‘Really nice.’

‘Oh, my, I shouldn’t have strange men in my bedroom. Anything could happen.’

‘Anything at all.’

Jensen’s hands slide up my body, easing the robe away until it falls to the floor, leaving me in just my lingerie.

‘Oh, my…’ I’m breathing faster now, my heart racing with excitement. It’s difficult to stay in character. ‘Do you like my outfit, mister?’

He sweeps me into his arms again without a word. He doesn’t need to say anything. I can feel his response pressing into my thigh, sending tingles of lust to my core. I lean into his embrace, giving my body over to him entirely. Our lips meet again. This time, our mutual passion bubbles over. I paw at his clothes, yanking that shirt open, fumbling with his zipper. He cups my ass and delights in touching my body, hands roaming anywhere he likes. I tear off Jensen’s clothes and push him back toward my bed. My marital bed. The bed I share with my husband. He sits on the edge and helps me remove his shorts until there is no clothing left to conceal his magnificent body. I stand over him, a wicked smile on my face, admiring the view. My beautiful, muscular, talented lover is sitting on the edge of my bed, his cock rapidly stiffening and swelling to its full glory.

‘Are you going to take care of me while my husband is in jail?’

‘Yes ma’am.’

I kneel at his feet and push his knees apart, removing the last barricade between me and his glorious cock. It continues growing and thickening before my eyes, rising like a totem as I massage his inner thighs with a delicate touch. Jensen’s eyes sparkle with triumph.

‘Can I take care of you while my husband is in jail? It’s not right for a woman to be left all alone like this…’

‘You can do whatever you like.’

My hands glide along Jensen’s inner thighs and cup his balls. His eyes follow my touch. A soft exhale escapes his mouth as I massage them, enjoying their weight and feel on my fingers. His balls are so much bigger than my husband’s. They produce so much come and it tastes so fucking good. His come is addictive. Every time I get a load, I need more.

Now I grasp him with both hands and slowly massage his powerful, throbbing thickness. Does he feel bigger every time we do this, or is that just my imagination? Touching him sends electric shocks of delight through my body. It’s so fucking wrong, but that only makes it feel more intense. Here I am, kneeling before my husband’s worst enemy – in my bedroom – while my husband is stuck in jail – and my pussy is already soaking wet.

My lips part. I place a long, loving kiss on the head of his cock. A red smear of lipstick smudges onto the skin. The sight of that red smear sends a wave of desire through my cleft, making me burn even hotter than before. It’s a trace of me on his skin. Evidence that I own him, that I belong here.

I lower my face into his lap, allowing his wonderfully thick, hard, warm cock to enter my mouth. He groans for me, that deep, rumbling, throaty gasp filling my ears and spurring me on. I sink my lips deeper. His massive manhood glides over my tongue, occupying my entire mouth with ease. I close my eyes and concentrate on breathing. I can do this. I can do this.

The deeper I take him, the more he groans. The more he groans, the wetter I get. The wetter I get, the deeper I take him. I have never been this turned on by sucking a cock before; not even all the previous times I’ve pleasured Jensen. My lover leans back on the bed, giving me complete access and control over his body. This is my show now. He has surrendered to me. To my mouth. To my lust.

My mouth swallows him in deep, greedy pulls, taking each inch as though his cock is the reason I’m alive. I moan with lust passion, all of my focus and will bent on servicing this perfect, huge, thick, hard cock. My hands and mouth work in tandem, massaging, caressing, stroking, pleasuring, and worshipping him. Tip to base. Front to back. Top to bottom. Shaft and balls. I leave no area unloved or unlicked or unsucked. My mouth is his pleasure toy. I exist for this reason alone.

Jensen groans, his blue eyes sparkling with pure delight. His handsome face is creased in an expression of bliss. It looks like this is the greatest blowjob he has ever received – and I’m only just getting started.

I close my eyes now and concentrate on my breathing. In through the nose. Let my mouth continue to glide along his perfect, rock-hard, throbbing cock. Feeling the pulse and thrum of his heartbeat tapping against my tongue. Nothing else matters. Keep breathing, keep breathing. Control my gag reflex.

And take him deeper.

Jensen’s groans of pleasure grow steadily more guttural now. Throatier. More passionate. I’m breaking down his barriers, getting closer and closer to my reward. I keep breathing, slowly and steadily, concentrating on taking him deeper, deeper, deeper…

‘Oh, fuck!’ His body shudders in passion. ‘God, I love the way you suck my cock, Nikki…’

I give a languid moan of pleasure in return. My pussy yearns to be touched, but both hands are on Jensen’s body right now; one gently gripping the base of his cock, the other massaging his balls. I am in full control of his erotic experience right now. Full control.

I take him deeper. Deeper than I’ve ever taken his cock before. His shaft fills my mouth, pinning my tongue down and gliding deeper into my open, waiting throat. I focus on my breathing. I control my gag reflex. I master my body’s reactions.

And then I feel something wonderful and unexpected. My nose presses into Jensen’s firm, flat stomach. I open my eyes in surprise and see only his body filling my vision. He gasps in lust, moans in pleasure, and sighs in delight. His cock is buried inside my throat. I have finally become the first woman to ever give him this gift; I am the first woman to ever deepthroat his cock.

‘Holy fuck…’ His words are a throaty moan of wonder. ‘Oh, my fucking God, you… you did it!’

I am victorious! White-hot lust courses through me. I hold him still and use my throat to pleasure his wonderful cock, letting Jensen enjoy the sensation of filling my throat. Water fills my eyes with the strain of holding my throat open like this. But it feels fucking incredible. I’ve conquered a mountain; I’ve won the world series; I’ve deepthroated Jensen’s huge fucking cock.

‘God, yes!’ Jensen’s face creases with unbelievable pleasure. A trickle of water rolls down my cheeks. I hold him in place for a few more seconds, determined to let him enjoy this feeling for as long as possible. His toned, muscular body shudders with passion. He arches his back, totally surrendering his cock to my greedy whore mouth, and groans for me. A deep, guttural, masculine moan of pleasure fills my bedroom. My pussy burns white-hot now.

I finally ease back, letting his cock glide out of my throat with a gasping gag. I smile up at Jensen with wet lips and teary eyes, panting hard, beaming with pride.

‘How was that?’ My hands caress his swollen, rock-hard cock. It pulses and throbs at my touch, eager for more. ‘You like my throat?’

‘Fuck…’ Jensen’s eyes are wide with disbelief, yet sparkling in delight. ‘I can’t believe it. You’re amazing, Nikki.’

‘You ain’t seen nothing yet, mister.’

I plunge my face forward and take his cock inside again, worshipping him with my mouth and tasting his delicious excitement. He moans with unrestrained passion. I unleash my inner whore for him; fucking his cock with desperate lust; sucking him with obvious glee; pleasuring him with wild abandon. His moans grow louder. I use both hands now, frantically jerking his pulsing shaft while sucking that thick, delicious head, drooling and moaning all over him. There is shyness now. There is no restraint. Whatever I once was, I am no longer. I am Nicole the slut. I am Nicole, Jensen’s perfect whore.

Long, loud slurping sounds escape my lips. I fuck him with my face, gliding back and forth along his hard cock, feeling his thick shaft fill my mouth again with every bob of my head. Drool rolls down his manhood, acting like lube for my stroking hands, making it easier to drive him fucking crazy.

I can’t tell how long I’m on my knees like this. Time doesn’t matter. The only thing I care about is sucking his cock and making him come. All that matters to me is proving myself as the best whore he’s ever had.

Jensen looks me in the eyes. His face is the picture of lusty bliss. I can tell from his expression that he can’t hold on any longer. He’s losing the battle. My lover is on the edge of euphoria. All he needs is a little nudge.

‘Whose cock is this?’ I look into his face with a wicked smile, breathing hard.

‘Yours!’

‘Who owns this cock?’

‘You do!’ He’s on the cusp.

‘And who’s gonna get all this hot come?’

‘You!’ The word becomes a gasping cry of pleasure. Jensen’s hips rock on the bed. His stomach convulses. I keep stroking his length and place my tongue on the purple tip as spasms ripple through his manhood.

Jensen’s climax comes hard and fast, but I remain in control of every second. I keep my eyes on his face as it contorts with pleasure and glide my tongue over his throbbing cock head. The first rope of come sprays over my tongue and splashes upward, landing on my face. I massage his cock with both hands, hungry for more, coaxing another load along that wonderful, pulsating manhood.

He comes for me again, right on cue. Warm, thick, salty come lands on my tongue and splashes my face, and sends shivers of erotic delight through me. It rolls down my skin, clinging to me as though it belongs there. My badge of honor. My trophy.

Jensen moans louder than I’ve ever heard before, his pleasure echoing around the room and filling my ears. The sound of his climax makes my pussy ache with jealousy. He comes again, emptying more delicious come onto my face, covering me with each load. I don’t miss a drop.

‘Fuck, you…’ His eyes shine with adoration for me, his perfect whore. ‘You’re fucking amazing.’

‘You gotta take care of me, right?’ I smile back, still playing the role of a timid housewife. ‘I can’t stay in this big, empty bed all by myself, can I?’

‘For you, my dear, anything.’

I ease his cock back inside my mouth and give it a long, loving, slow suck, tasting his masculine, salty tang. I swallow all the cum in my mouth with a dirty smile.

‘So, mister, are you going to use this to keep me safe?’ I squeeze his manhood, emphasizing the part I’m talking about.

‘Yeah, I’ll keep you safe. But you’ve got to do exactly what I say, understand?’

‘I’ll do whatever you want.’

His smile turns wicked. My man has ideas. Big ideas. He leans down to me and says, in his deep, husky voice, ‘You’re going to fuck me, but you’re not allowed to come until I say so.’

A tremor of excitement ripples through me. Is it even possible to fuck Jensen and not come? His cock hits all the right points inside me; I can’t imagine fucking him without enjoying several full-body orgasms.

‘What if I can’t?’ My pussy aches so much already. It feels like I could come within seconds if we started fucking.

‘You will.’ His expression is devious now. Toying with me and loving it. ‘Because I’m the one who decides if your husband stays in prison. If I press charges. So you gotta impress me. Make me want to help you.’

‘You’re a bad man, mister.’

His cock throbs in my hands. He guides me to my feet and climbs back onto the bed, leading me by one hand. Jensen lies down on the bed, naked and confident, his hard cock ready for more. My breasts heave inside this sexy bra. My pussy is almost dripping into the panties. I want him so fucking bad.

‘I want you to fuck me.’ His eyes blaze with desire. ‘I want you to fuck me in your husband’s bed.’

A thrill of sexual anticipation ripples up my spine. Having another man in my bed? Blowing another man in my bed? Now fucking another man in my bed, the cradle of my marriage? Holy shit. The thought of committing the ultimate act of betrayal, the complete desecration of my marriage, makes my pussy tremble. But with everything we’ve already done together over the last few months, does it matter if we fuck right here?

‘Convince me not to press charges.’ His grin widens. He sinks into the pillows – my husband’s pillows. His naked body spreads across the bed. Whatever hesitation I’m supposed to feel at this moment is completely gone. All I want to do is fuck this incredible man.

‘Anything you want, mister.’

I swing one leg over his body and mount him, tugging my sexy white panties to the side and sinking onto that cock again; taking my place on the throne. My pussy stretches wide and accepts him easily. Jensen’s huge cock fills my tight hole effortlessly, occupying every available inch of space within me. It feels like he reaches up to my belly. My moan fills the air. Pressure rises in my gut. I’m already close to the edge.

‘Don’t come,’ he says again. ‘This is about my pleasure, not yours.’

I bite my bottom lip and nod. I concentrate on my breathing and start to ride him in slow, gentle rolls of my hips, trying to think about something else – anything else – but the blissful sensation of his huge, hard, bare, warm cock stroking the insides of my tunnel.

The first few moments are the most intense of my life. My weight rests on Jensen’s lap – on his powerful cock – and all I can think about, all I can feel, is how fucking good and right and natural it feels. After that intense deepthroat, my pussy is practically melting with the desire to climax. His cock always hits every single sweet spot in my pussy; is it even possible to fuck him and not orgasm?

I grit my teeth and try to think about something – anything – else, anything but the way my rolling hips cause his thick manhood to glide around the insides of my molten-hot vagina. It’s almost overwhelming. Every fiber of my being wants to get lost in this incredible moment and surrender to ecstasy, but I can’t. Not yet. Not until he allows me.

Jensen watches with a smile, enjoying the sight of my body riding him; the way my breasts shudder with the movement; the crease of concentration in my brow, and the way I’m biting my lip with the sheer effort of not climaxing too soon. He looks utterly at peace and totally at ease in my bed. In the bed I share with my husband. Jensen’s head rests on Will’s pillow as if he has always laid there.

‘Fuck!’ The word slips through my gritted teeth in a moaning gasp. I’m trying so hard not to come that it almost hurts. It’s like holding your hand too close to naked flame and not pulling back. All my energy is being soaked up by the feeling of his perfect cock driving me fucking wild. It’s the most intense sensation of my life. More intense than anything we’ve done before, even the first time he fucked me, or when I gave him my anal virginity.

He grasps my hips, pulling me down with force, making me take his seemingly endless cock inside again and again. My vision blurs. Breath catches in my throat. It’s too much, it’s too much…

‘Don’t come,’ he says again, his tone firm. ‘Do not come.’

I let out a shrill wail of wordless passion, unable to stay quiet. It’s like my body is a boiling pot on the cusp of spilling over. I can’t hold it inside, I can’t stop myself, I can’t avoid orgasm.

But Jensen knows my body almost as well as I do. Just when I reach the point of no return, he grabs me and rolls us over on the bed, slamming me down onto the pillows. I gasp in surprise at being thrown around so effortlessly. He eases back just enough for the growing pressure in my belly to bubble down and subside, exactly like lifting a boiling pot from the flame. It’s the most wonderful torture I’ve ever endured.

‘You fucker!’ I grab his muscular arms, fingernails digging into his flesh. ‘You motherfucker!’

Jensen laughs at my frustration and pins my arms to the bed. He glides forward again and fills me to the brim with effortless ease. My soaking wet pussy grips his thick muscle, desperate for more, hungry for pleasure, needing that sweet release.

He starts to fuck me. Deep. Rough. Making me take it. Every firm, explosive thrust of his cock sends a tsunami of joy through my core. Every impact of his body against mine causes a shrill gasp of erotic delight to whistle out of my parted lips.

The bed rocks and squeaks beneath us, the headboard rattling a steady rhythm on the wall. Jensen’s low, throaty grunts of lust are music to my ears. I look up into his sparkling blue eyes. He looks back at me with a mixture of adoration and determination. Adoration for his perfect whore. Determination to fuck her senseless.

‘Please can I come?’ My voice is a high-pitched wail of barely-controlled bliss now. I cannot keep myself from climaxing now. Not when he’s fucking me this good, this hard, with this much passion.

‘No.’ He grins again, reveling in my suffering. His pace quickens. Now he fucks me even faster, the headboard thundering against the wall. His body slams into mine, balls slapping my ass, his cock plunging to the deepest parts of my body at a blistering pace.

‘Please!’ I’m almost shrieking now. On the verge of climax. On the edge of sanity. Fighting to stay in control and not lose myself to pleasure. ‘Please!’

‘Who’s better, me or your husband?’

‘You!’

‘Say it.’

‘You’re better than my husband! So much better! You fuck me better than he does, oh my God, oh my God, oh my-’

‘Come for me!’

A cry of unintelligible erotic rapture explodes from my lungs, sucking all the air out of me. I explode, reform, melt, solidify, expand, contract, rise, and fall – all at the same time. I’m had orgasms. I’ve had incredible orgasms. I’ve never had anything like this.

‘Yes!’ Jensen grins at me, his face set with enthusiastic determination. ‘More!’

And I give him more. I can’t stop myself. I writhe on the bed, trapped and helpless under his powerful body, orgasming over and over. My pussy squeezes tight around his endlessly plunging cock, too wet to hold him in place. Shrill wails of pure ecstasy fill the bedroom; sounds that I’ve never made for my husband. The bed shudders beneath us with the intensity of Jensen’s furious thrusting.

‘Jensen!’ I almost scream his name in bliss. Tears fill my eyes. This is beyond pleasure. I’m ascending above the world, above the clouds, above the stars. I can see the whole universe.

‘Nikki!’

He fucks me even harder now, driving his cock into me with relentless intensity, fucking me with all the power and aggression he can muster. My body ripples with every impact. My hair shakes loose from the bun, spilling across the pillows.

I gasp for air. I am barely a passenger in my own body. I roll with Jensen’s passionate thrusts, taking everything he gives me. It’s too much. Too overwhelming. Too wonderful.

‘Make me come!’ Jensen’s stern order is barely audible over my endless moans, over the blood rushing through my ears, over the thunderous sound of the bed shuddering beneath our sweat-dappled bodies.

Before I can even process my lover’s order, he sweeps me up from the bed and into his powerful arms, leaning back and sliding his legs under my body, so we’re sitting upright face to come-splattered face, his length fully buried inside me. Jensen bounces my exhausted body in his arms, fucking me through yet another climax. His body stiffens. I can feel him approach another orgasm. His movements become frantic and jerky as he loses control. His expression becomes determined, jaw set, teeth clenched. I manage to gasp three words before passion consumes him.

‘Cum in me!’

Jensen obliges. He pulls me down into his lap, filling me with his perfect cock, and erupts. His cock spasms and pulses against my bare pussy. Warm come cascades through my tunnel, coating every surface and pooling back down. He keeps gently fucking me as his balls unload their sweet cargo directly into my yearning body, giving me every last drop.

After an eternity, his climax subsides. He grins at me.

I burst into tears. Confusion crosses his face. I wave it away.

‘That… was… incredible.’ I gasp through sobs of happiness. I’ve never experienced anything like that before. That was the mother of all orgasms.

He sighs with relief and says, ‘You had me worried for a moment there.’

I laugh and ease myself out of his lap and clean up my tear-stained, come-coated face in the bathroom. When I return, Jensen is lying on the bed, hands under his head, wearing nothing but a smile.

‘You’ve overdressed,’ he says. ‘As much as I love that underwear… take it off.’

I slip out of the lingerie and leave it in a heap on the floor. He gestures for me to come closer. I climb on the bed and into his arms again. His body melds against mine. I open my legs once more and we resume our wonderful lovemaking.

****

At some point between sessions, we’re lying together in a gentle embrace. My head is on his chest. Sweat clings to both of us but we don’t care. Yet another load of come slowly trickles down my aching pussy. His hands glide up and down, lightly massaging my back from ass to neck. I am happy. I am content. I am his.

‘Can I confess something?’

His question surprises me. I tilt my head and look at him. Jensen’s blue eyes are clouded over now, filled with concern.

‘Depends. Are you about to ruin the mood?’

‘I don’t think so.’

‘Then confess, sinner, and be cleansed.’

I smile at my joke and lift my head to see him more clearly. Jensen hesitates for a moment, then starts talking.

‘You remember when you asked me if I fucked you because you’re Will’s wife?’

I nod, wondering where this has come from.

‘I said no, I didn’t. But…’ He takes a breath. ‘I wasn’t totally honest with you.’ Before I can interject, Jensen continues. ‘I kind of… wanted you more when I realized you’re married to Will. The thought of stealing a woman from him again, it just… it was too tempting.’

I raise my eyebrows, unsure how to feel about this sudden admission.

‘Before you say anything, I never intended for anything to happen between us. I never intended for anything beyond having sex. To be honest, after we fooled around on your birthday-’

A smile crosses my face. What a memory. Jensen, licking my pussy. Me, sucking his cock like a whore in heat.

‘-After that happened, I couldn’t get you out of my head.’

‘Me neither.’

We share a smile. He continues.

‘I had to have you. I needed to have you.’

‘So you liked my blowjob?’ I give a cheeky smile. He chuckles and cups my ass.

‘I loved your blowjob. But that was only part of the reason I needed you.’

‘Uh-huh.’ I click my tongue in mock annoyance. ‘You just wanted me because I’m married to Will.’

‘Mostly because I think you’re fucking amazing.’ He smiles. ‘Gorgeous. Funny. Smart. Sexy as all hell. And, yeah, you being married to him is the cherry on top.’ He falls silent for a moment or two. ‘Are you upset about that?’

He asks a good question. I think about it for a couple of seconds. Part of me knows that he’s right; I should be upset. He knew I was married before we started this – whatever this is. Jensen pursued me, seduced me, and made me a cheating whore, despite knowing that I was married and that he knew my husband hated him.

But, at the same time, his confession thrills me. This man, this perfect specimen, this Adonis in human form, wanted me so bad that he did everything in his power to get me. I’m not just the gorgeous, funny, smart sexy as hell co-worker he described; I’m also a challenge. A prize. I am his victory.

‘Nikki?’ He nudges me, brows furrowing in worry.

‘No,’ I say with a shake of my head. ‘No, I’m not upset. Maybe I should be. Actually, if you’d told me that a few weeks ago when I asked, then I might have lost my shit. But now, I don’t know, it’s fine. More than fine. I kind of like it.’

In truth, there’s more to it than this. I don’t just love fucking Jensen. I love cheating with Jensen. I love being a married whore. Sex with Jensen is great, but knowing that I’m doing something wrong – something utterly devastating to my marriage – makes the experience even more wonderful than ever. I can finally be honest with myself about it.

In the world outside, time passes as normal. People go about their lives. The sun rises, arcs, and begins to descend again. Birds chirp and clouds drift across the sky. Somewhere, my husband sits alone in the jail’s drunk tank, nursing a hangover and a bruised cheek.

But none of that matters to us. Jensen and I exist in our perfect little bubble. We make love; we rest; we go again. Each bout of sex becomes more intensely passionate than the last. Every rest gets shorter and shorter until I stop disconnecting from him during our downtime, preferring instead to feel the wonderful swell of his endlessly hungry cock growing hard inside me once more.

By the time the light starts to fade, we’re perfectly in tune with one another. We’ve desecrated my marital bed in every way possible. I roll on top of him again, breathing hard.

‘You want to take charge again?’ Jensen grins. ‘That’s cool. I love watching you fuck me.’

‘Actually…’ I give a nervous giggle. ‘I don’t know if my pussy can take any more.’

To illustrate, I reach down and spread my swollen lips with both index fingers, showing how pink and puffy he’s made my most sensitive areas.

‘Wow.’ His gaze rises back to my face, a smile twitching those lips. ‘Are you tapping out? Have I won?’

‘Easy there, baby. I didn’t say I was done. I just said my pussy needs a break.’

‘How do you-’

I reach behind me and grasp his hard cock and sink back once again. But this time, I aim his manhood differently, pointing that thick head at my other hole. My tighter, more intimate, less used hole. The tip of his cock brushes the puckered skin at my ass and Jensen’s eyes widen in surprised delight. He opens his mouth, but I silence his question by pushing back with purpose. After a whole day of intense, sweaty, unprotected sex, my lover’s huge cock is coated with the shared juices of our combined passion. It might not be as effective as lube, but it works for my needs right now.

Jensen moans with masculine pleasure. His cock slowly stretches my tightest hole open, pushing my body to its limits. I feel that intense mixture of pleasure and pain again. For a wild moment, I almost stop. But I continue. I push back and allow his huge cock to sink inside my asshole and I moan with rapturous bliss for him, massaging my breasts and putting on a show.

‘Oh, fuck, you’re so amazing.’ His eyes shine and sparkle with adoration. I smile down at my conquered lover and ride him, taking that incredible cock inside my ass effortlessly now, as though he always belonged in this hole.

He watches me with calm satisfaction, enjoying the feeling of my warm, tight asshole gripping his cock while I slowly ride him, my pert breasts rocking with the motion. I reach out and link my fingers through his. It’s a strangely romantic thing to do when I’m letting another man fuck my ass in my marital bed, yet it feels so right. It feels like we’ve always had this relationship. I can’t remember a time before Jensen. I don’t recall what my marriage was like before this man injected me with so much desire.

‘Your cock feels so good in my ass, baby…’

My words make him groan in agreement. Jensen’s face is awash with bliss. He places his hands on my thighs, letting me control everything. He’s happy to let me have fun.

‘You like fucking my ass, baby?’

‘I love it.’ His deep voice is husky now. ‘I love your ass.’

‘You’re the only man who ever fucked my tight, virgin ass.’ I smile. He moans. ‘This ass is only for you.’

‘Fuck…’

‘You like fucking my ass in my bed?’

‘I love it.’

‘Why do you love it, baby?’

‘Because it’s yours. I’m fucking you. Here. I’m claiming you. All of you.’

I let out a breathy moan of sheer passion. This is better than good. The pleasure of letting him fuck my ass far outweighs the little ache I feel from being stretched open so wide. My hips speed up their movement, riding his cock faster. He groans in satisfaction. The bed creaks.

‘Fuck my ass, baby. Fuck my ass!’

My voice is an urgent whisper now. Intense need bubbles up inside me. I don’t know how long I can keep doing this. The one thing I know for sure is that I need to make him come. I want him to come in my ass.

I lean forward, pushing my firm breasts and hard nipples to his face. Jensen doesn’t miss a second. His hungry mouth immediately seizes all the right areas, sending electric jolts of pleasure through me. I ride harder. Faster. With purpose. His cock plunges in and out of my ass, gliding into my previously tight hole with ease. I shouldn’t love it, but I do. It feels like he’s claiming part of me for himself; a part of me that no other man has ever enjoyed before.

‘God, that cock feels so good!’

I glance over my shoulder and glimpse our reflection in the mirror. It’s like witnessing the most intense porn movie ever made, except the actress is me. I’m the big tit blonde slut getting fucked in the ass by a huge cock in the middle of the bed. I love it. I crave it.

The bed creaks and squeaks beneath us. My slutty moans of whorish delight fill the air. Jensen groans, his grip tightening on my body as he continues sucking and kissing my breasts. Our passion burns hotter and more intensely than ever before.

At the height of our frantic fucking, something creaks beneath us. It creaks and snaps. I hear the sound of rending, splintering wood. Jensen’s eyes widen. The mattress shakes more than ever. We share a look, both silently asking the same question.

‘Did we just break the bed?’

But we don’t stop. We couldn’t even if the entire bed collapsed. His cock is buried in my ass as we both desperately crave the next climax. I need his come in my tightest hole. He needs to pump another frantic load into me. The bed rattles louder now. Something is loose in the frame. Fuck it.

‘You gonna come in my ass?’

Jensen’s reply is a throaty growl. I assume it means that he’s getting close.

I lean back again and ride him hard. It doesn’t hurt anymore. My ass is used to the feeling of being stretched and filled like this. I bounce on his cock, taking it deep in my tight hole, and massage my swollen clit at the same time. Ripples of wonderous passion shoot through me.

‘Yes!’ I look at his flushed and delighted face. ‘Come in my ass, baby! Fucking do it!’

His blue glow fierce now. His body stiffens beneath me. He grabs my hips and pulls me into his lap, guiding my movements and nearly bouncing me on this huge cock. I arch my back and cry up to the ceiling, barely able to believe how fucking good it feels to do this; to have his cock in my ass; to be such a dirty whore for him.

‘Fuck!’ His voice is a passionate gasp. ‘I’m coming!’

‘Yes!’

My body moves on its own. My hips roll back and forth, taking him the deepest parts of my ass. He moans, grips tight, and releases. Hot, sticky cum floods my ass, cascading through my body in the most blissful way possible. I sink into his lap, determined not to miss any of his orgasms, craving to be filled by his load.

‘Nikki…’ He looks at me with a smile and a face of wonder. ‘You’re amazing.’

I bite my bottom lip and strike a sexy goddess pose, arching my back and showing off these huge tits and shaking my hair and squeezing his cock tight. I’m better than amazing. I’m perfect.

‘Oh, fuck!’ His voice is husky now, gripped with passion. I can feel his latest climax brewing. My lover is on the cusp of an eruption. All he needs is a little nudge.

‘Come in my married ass! Make me your fucking whore!’

His mouth opens in slack-jawed amazement. I roll back in his lap, pushing his cock deep, deep, deep inside my ass, and unleash a guttural moan of my own.

Jensen comes. Hard. His cock shudders in my tight asshole and convulses, spurting load after load of glorious semen into me. I flex my butt muscles to milk his shaft, encouraging him to keep going and fill me to the limit. He groans – that wonderful, masculine, powerful sound – and grips my legs tight as pure fucking bliss consumes him.

Then the moment passes. That blissful moment of sheer connection. His balls finish emptying their riches. His cock ceases its powerful eruption. He has a faraway look in his eyes and a dream-like smile on his beautiful face. I make a low, satisfied groan and gently lift off him.

‘God, how are you still coming so much? I’m so full.’

Jensen chuckles to himself. He says, ‘You make it easy.’

I sit back on the bed, feeling his warmth spilling around inside my stretched, aching ass. His cock is still hard, all swollen and firm, coated in a shiny layer of fluid. His come, my come, our juices. God, even after spending the whole day fucking like rabbits, I still burn with desire for him.

And then I get a crazy idea. Something else that I’ve never done for any man before. Something that I would never even consider doing for any other man in my life. Not even Will.

I lean forward and take his cock in my mouth again. He gasps – partly in pleasure, but mostly in surprise.

‘Holy fuck!’ His cock pulses against my lips. ‘Ass to mouth? Holy fuck!’

I giggle and suck his cock for a moment. It takes bitter, but mostly it tastes like us. It’s a taste I’ve come to enjoy. After proving my worth as the dirtiest slut he’s ever met, I lean back with a satisfied smile.

‘You’re something else.’ He smiles at me. ‘You really are something else.’

‘Did you ever think we’d end up doing all this when you decided to go after me?’

‘No way. I didn’t even fantasize about it. But I’m glad.’

We climb off the bed and lift the mattress to investigate the source of the noise. One of the supports in the middle of the bed has cracked from our lovemaking. It’s not a huge problem. Maybe not even noticeable. We laugh it off and take a long-overdue shower together, helping one another to cleanse every hard-to-reach spot. Jensen’s come washes from my body and flows down the drain. I massage lotion into his wonderful, firm body. He returns the favor, paying particular attention to my breasts and ass.

One thing quickly leads to another. This shower is nowhere near as large as the one we enjoyed in Cape Grande. It’s not even as big as Jensen’s shower. We shut off the water and head back to bed, heedless of all the scattered water droplets falling to the floor in our wake.

I’m not sure if we ever stop having sex. It seems that there is no end to our passion, no limit to our drive. Darkness falls outside, but we ignore it. Moonlight beams through the open drapes, falling over us like a spotlight. The bed rattles and creaks and squeaks in protest, but we ignore that, too. The headboard drums a steady rat-a-tat-tat beat on the wall, sometimes slow and rhythmic, but often fast and furious.

We keep going long into the night and well into the early hours of Sunday morning. Every orgasm feels more delicious and intense than the one that came before. We reach a point of exhaustion where nothing feels real anymore. I can’t tell the difference between dreams and reality. It’s wonderful.

Finally, at some point in the night, we pause for long enough to catch our breath. We’re lying side by side, looking into each other’s eyes, our arms and legs wrapped around each other, his cock gently throbbing inside me after unleashing yet another load of warm, satisfying come. I’ve long since lost count of the number of orgasms we’ve enjoyed. I’m somewhere in the double digits, not including multiple orgasms.

‘I wish we could do this forever,’ Jensen says. His voice is a husky, romantic whisper.

‘Me too.’ Heaviness tugs at my heart, threatening to spoil this wonderful moment. Reality is creeping into our perfect dream. ‘Wouldn’t it be so amazing? No work, no worries. Just sex, all the time.’

‘I might need to stop sometimes.’ He chuckles, blue eyes sparkling silver in the moonlight. ‘My cock needs to rest now and then.’

I return his chuckle and squeeze my pussy muscles, massaging his member until he sighs in pleasure. I say, ‘Who needs rest?’

He pulls me closer and we kiss. It never gets old. No matter how many times my lips touch his, I feel that same surge of electricity course through me. What a feeling.

‘What do we do next, Jensen?’ I pull back and look into his face again. My lover is tired – as he should be after all our exertions – but his face is bright.

‘We haven’t done doggy in an hour or two.’ He smiles. I try to return that grin, but it’s exhausting.

‘No, not that. I mean…’

‘I know what you mean.’ He sighs. It’s time to have a discussion that neither of us wants. The talk that no two people enjoy. The conversation that makes or breaks any relationship, even one as unofficial as ours. ‘What do you want to do? If you want to stop…’

His voice trails off. I shake my head. I say, ‘No, I don’t want to stop. I can’t. Having this in my life – you, I mean – I can’t go back to not having it.’

Jensen nods slowly.

‘But, well, my husband.’ I suck in air through my teeth. My husband. My dumbass husband. ‘I’m pretty sure he knows. Or he thinks he knows, anyway.’

‘How do you cover your tracks?’

‘Uh, I guess I just make excuses. Working late, going to the gym, that kind of thing.’

‘Do you still have sex with him?’

I look at Jensen, trying to gauge his reasoning. But his face doesn’t betray any outward emotion. If he’s asking from a place of jealousy, it isn’t obvious.

‘We haven’t had sex together in a while. Maybe a couple of months.’ My stomach tightens. Will hasn’t had sex in that time, but I’ve enjoyed plenty of action.

‘That’s got to change.’ Jensen gives a nod of understanding.

‘Huh?’

‘You guys had pretty frequent sex before, right?’ He looks at me. I nod. ‘You’ve got to get back into that routine.’

I blink in surprise. I’ve never had a man encourage me to have sex with other guys like this before. He cuts me off before I can continue.

‘I’m not saying all the time. Just enough to keep him sweet, like once a week, maybe. He’s suspicious because you cut him off completely, and that only happens when…’

His voice trails off, but I can finish the sentence in my head. When a wife cheats on her husband. When a wife becomes an unfaithful whore. When a wife is getting good dick from somewhere else.

‘I can do that.’ I shrug. Why would it be hard? He is my husband. We’ve had lots of sex over the years. Granted, it’s never been as plentiful and passionate and enthusiastic as the sex I’ve enjoyed with Jensen these past few months, but it was always nice. ‘His birthday is coming up soon, maybe I can give him the traditional birthday blowjob.’

Jensen laughs. He says, ‘If he wants. Just remember who tastes better. And if he asks, tell him I’ve been moved somewhere else. Another department, a different building, whatever.’

I nod again. A sudden thought occurs to me. ‘What happens if you do get sent somewhere else? Like, what if you go back to your old office?’

He inhales for a moment as if the idea has never entered his mind. He says, ‘Then I guess we’ll have to use some vacation days to hook up and make every minute count.’

I laugh, even though the thought breaks my heart. The idea of not being close to Jensen, not having him around me at all times – it’s impossible to imagine.

‘And if your husband starts to get suspicious like that again, we should cool off. Just for a day or two. The last thing I want is for you to get hurt.’

Again, I blink in surprise. That was caring, almost romantic. Like he has feelings for me. He seems to misinterpret my reaction and keeps talking.

‘I’m not saying we should stop completely – I don’t know about you, but there’s no way in hell I can quit you now-’

I silence him with another long, slow kiss. My slick, hot pussy squeezes his penis again, different muscles gripping different places along his length. His manhood thickens once again. We begin to roll our hips in long, slow movements, enjoying the wonderful feeling of our bodies connecting. But the bed begins to make an ungodly squeak.

‘Maybe we should take this somewhere else,’ Jensen says. ‘Unless you want to sleep?’

I raise an eyebrow and say, ‘Do I look like I need sleep?’

We climb out of bed again. I take him by the hand and guide him around my home. We fuck in as many places as we can, our passion given new intensity by the gray light of oncoming dawn. Our night is almost up. We have to make the most of this chance.

Nowhere is off limits. We fuck in the living room. The kitchen. Over the dining table. On the couch. In the bathroom. On the stairs. The floors. Up against the walls. On the counters. We fuck like teenagers left home alone while the parents are out of town. I come over and over. Framed photos of my husband watch in silent judgment.

When we finally come to our senses, the morning has begun. The sky is light and filled with puffy clouds that threaten rain. We make a coffee in the kitchen, leaning naked against the counters. I see smudges and marks on the surfaces – little impressions of my body when he bent me over and fucked me.

I wash the empty coffee cups and put them back, before wiping off the counter top to remove any evidence. Then I take Jensen by the hand and bring him back to the shower for one last cleansing. It’s impossible not to get myself worked up while we’re standing this close and our bodies are slippery with lotion. Somehow, we make it through without succumbing to our base urges.

After that, I yank all the covers off the bed and toss them in the washing machine. Then I open the windows in the bedroom and spray air freshener around the whole house, masking the scent of sex, sweat, and Jensen’s body.

He pulls his clothes on, watching me with a smile. I slip into a simple black bra and mismatching underwear. My phone buzzes with an incoming call. A video call. I snatch it up, heart racing, but the caller ID is Kimberly. I answer.

‘Hi, morning Kim.’

‘Hey!’ Kimberly’s face is filled with concern. It looks like she’s sitting on her couch. ‘I just wanted to check in and see how you are. Haven’t heard from you.’

‘Oh, I, uh… I’m okay.’ I stand in front of a wall to try and hide Jensen from the camera. ‘I’m good.’

‘Good? Really?’ Kimberly’s face wrinkles. ‘Are you shitting me right now?’

‘No, no, honestly. I’m fine. I’ve been okay.’

‘Uh-huh.’ Her eyes narrow. ‘Who’s with you? Is Will out of jail already?’

‘What are you talking about? I’m alone.’ I might be getting better at lying to people I love, but Kimberly can always see right through me.

‘I can see another shadow on the wall. Is that Will?’

I glance to my side. Sure enough, she’s right. The morning light casts the faint shadows of two people on my bedroom wall. One shadow is directly behind me. The other is coming from a different source.

For a moment, I think about lying again. Or hanging up on Kimberly and claiming to have dropped my phone. But she’s looking at me with a face that wants an answer. I sigh and angle the phone to reveal my guest. Jensen gives a small wave.

‘Jensen?’ Her voice is filled with astonishment. ‘What?’

I turn the phone back to face me and wave her questions away. I say, ‘It’s fine, it’s fine, he just came to make sure I was okay, that’s all.’

‘Oh, I bet he did. I bet he made real sure of it. That’s why you’re half-dressed.’

Fuck. She can see my bra straps in the frame. I shrug but don’t have an answer.

‘Look, I just wanted to make sure that you’re okay. Obviously, you’re fine. Just let me know what happens with Will.’

Kimberly’s finger covers the screen for a moment, then the call ends. I stare at the blank phone and wonder if I’ve done the right thing. Then I shake my head and all the worries leave.

‘Everything okay?’ Jensen steps toward me.

‘Yeah, I’m good. I think she was surprised, is all.’

I finish getting dressed, opting for a casual outfit today – a long jumper and black jeans. I take a last look around the bedroom, checking that we haven’t left any signs of sex. Besides the broken board in the bed, there’s no proof that we were ever here together.

‘Do you want a ride to the jail?’ Jensen leans against my bedroom doorway, hands in his pockets. He still looks good, despite the wrinkles in his clothes.

‘No, I’ll go. It’s probably better if he doesn’t walk straight out and see us standing together.’

‘Sure.’ He steps closer and gives me a final kiss, a short, chaste peck on the lips. ‘I’ll see you at work. If you have any trouble with Will…’

His voice trails off. I nod and wave him goodbye. Jensen leaves the house. I hear his sports car roar to life and growl down the street. I put fresh sheets on the bed and count to one hundred and then head outside to go retrieve my jailed dumbass husband.

****

The local jail is quiet on a Sunday morning. I stride across the mostly-empty car park, past a couple of dark cop cars and a pristine-looking BMW, and open the glass double doors at the entrance. I step into a wide, empty room. There are empty desks and blank computer screens evenly spaced around the room. Florescent strip lights hum from above. My footfalls echo on the faded checkered tiles. I look around and spot a reception desk off to the side and approach. Behind the desk is a door with a glass pane inside. A cop sees me through the window and steps out behind the desk, a tired smile on his face.

‘Can I help you, ma’am?’

‘Yes, I believe you’re holding my husband?’

He frowns. Whatever he was expecting me to say, this is not it. He sucks air through his teeth for a second and looks down at some paperwork. I keep talking, trying to jog his memory.

‘He was brought in on Friday night? There was a fight at a hotel?’

‘Ah, yeah, I know the one.’ The cop nods, recognition dawning on his face. ‘He’s in the drunk tank currently. I can take you to him. Just through those doors.’

He points off to a set of double doors leading deeper into the jail and presses a button. The lock buzzes open. I step through. The cop walks back through the door behind him and joins me on the other side of the double doors. He leads me down a short corridor lined on one side by traditional barred cells. Two are occupied. One, by an unfamiliar man. The second, by a man I know very well. He’s sitting upright on his bunk, hands gripping the thin mattress, staring down at his shoes.

‘Visitor for you.’ The cop taps the bars for emphasis.

Will looks up, startled out of his thoughts. He sees me and relief floods his face – quickly followed by dread. He’s had a long, long time to stew in his thoughts. My husband looks clean but disheveled. At least he’s been allowed to shower and wash up. There’s a dark bruise on his cheek, a gift from Jensen.

‘Nicole, hi.’ He forces a smile. ‘I’m, uh, I’m sorry-’

‘Save it.’ A wave of anger rolls through me on seeing him like this. None of this would have happened if he had just stayed home. But no. My dumbass husband got drunk and took a taxi to my work party and tried to throw hands with a guy twice his size.

‘The public defender is just talking to the chief now.’ The cop hooks his thumbs into his belt. ‘Should be out soon and we’ll go from there.’

He turns on his heels and walks back up the corridor, pausing to wave at the other inmate. He says, ‘Need anything, Sam?’

‘Nah.’

‘Okay, Sam.’

Then he heads back around to the reception desk and disappears from view. I look at Will. How can a man I once respected so much now appear so fucking weak and pathetic and fragile?

‘Thank you.’ Will looks into my face for a moment, then glances away in shame.

‘I should think so.’ I fold my arms. ‘Have they said how much it’s going to cost?’

He shakes his head and stands up from the bunk. He steps closer to the bars, looking at me with gratitude.

‘Whatever it is, I’ll pay.’ His face is grim. ‘You won’t pay for any of it.’

‘How are you going to do that?’

‘I have my cryptocoins. Last I checked, they’re doing well.’

I roll my eyes. Footsteps approach. Two people emerge from the side door at the far end. One is an older, haggard-looking cop with a gray mustache and a pot belly, the other is a smartly dressed man with thinning hair and thick glasses. Both of them offer thin smiles.

‘You must be Nikki, correct?’ says the man with thick glasses.

‘Nicole, please.’

‘Of course, Nicole.’ He gives a nod toward Will. ‘I’m the public defender, sorry to keep you. Just sorting out the paperwork.’

‘Can I take him home?’

The older cop – the chief, I’m assuming – nods and unclips a loop of keys from his belt. He says, ‘Yup. No charges are being pressed. But there is a fine.’

‘How much?’

‘Hundred dollars.’

‘I’ll pay it,’ Will says. He grabs the bars. The old cop motions for him to step back. Will does as instructed, hands at his sides.

The old cop opens the cell and releases Will. The four of us walk back up to the reception desk, where the public defender gets me to sign a few pieces of paper. I use my card to pay the fine. Will stays quiet the entire time. I take my forms and receipts, barely listening to what I’m being told.

‘And there is one more thing.’ The public defender looks from me to Will. ‘Due to this incident, you can’t leave the state.’

‘For how long?’ Will says, worry creeping into his voice.

‘Two years.’

‘Two years?’ I look at the public defender, aghast. ‘What if we want to go on vacation?’

‘Two years.’ He gives a definitive nod. ‘If that’s a problem…’ He gestures back toward the cells.

‘No, no, it’s fine.’ Will takes my arm. ‘Thank you very much for your help.’

‘Sure, sure.’ The man gives a lazy wave of farewell.

Will and I walk out of the station and into the fresh air. It feels cold out here today. I’m glad for the jumper. Will is still only in a t-shirt, but he doesn’t seem to notice.

‘Hey – thank you.’ He stops me halfway across the parking lot. ‘Really. Thank you. I’ll pay you back right away.’

‘I’m not concerned about the fucking money!’ All the anger I’ve been bottling up since Friday night explodes from my gut. It’s compounded by the shame I feel for fucking Jensen in my bed all weekend and mixed with guilt from the fact that I loved it so much. It’s a complex, bubbling anger, and it’s all directed at Will. ‘I’m pissed off that you tried to start a fight in the middle of my fucking co-workers! What am I supposed to say to them tomorrow, huh?’

‘I’m sorry.’

‘You fucking should be! Look at you. In the fucking drunk tank all weekend, like a goddamn criminal! You’re lucky you don’t have a record! You’re lucky Jensen didn’t press charges.’

My husband winces at the mention of Jensen’s name, but I continue. It’s like pressing down on a wound.

‘You’re also lucky I came to get you!’ Anger threatens to turn to rage now. I’m angry at him, angry at myself, angry at everything. ‘What the fuck were you thinking?’

‘I wasn’t. I wasn’t thinking, I’m sorry.’

‘Stop saying you’re fucking sorry!’

Will grabs my hands. My chest heaves with emotion. Huge, gulping sobs escape me now. Warm, bitter tears roll down my cheeks. He looks into my eyes, imploring me to listen, to give him a chance.

‘I’m sorry. I really am. I’m so sorry.’

‘That doesn’t make it okay.’

‘I know. I know.’ He steps closer, cupping my face with his hands. ‘But I am. Can we talk? Please?’

I nod. I have no idea what to say, but I’m willing to listen.

‘How are you?’ His brow furrows. ‘You look exhausted.’

‘I haven’t slept.’

‘You were that worried about me?’

I stay silent.

‘C’mon, I’ll get us a coffee.’

****

We sit on a park bench, cradling our cardboard cups with Styrofoam lids. Will shivers with the cold. I pretend not to notice. The breeze tugs at my hair. I push it back behind my ear.

‘Listen,’ I say, before he can get started. ‘First, maybe I owe you an apology.’ His expression turns confused. ‘Maybe I dismissed how you felt too easily and didn’t think about it. So, I’m sorry about that.’

He nods, desperate to please. Then he starts talking.

‘I’m sorry too. I know I’ve said that a lot already, but…’ He exhales and tries to speak slowly. I get the feeling that he’s rehearsed this speech a lot while sitting in jail. ‘Look, I know you’ve been working really hard lately – and I know that you would never do anything to hurt me or us…’

I sip my coffee in silence. A wicked thrill runs through me.

‘…It’s just, you know, you’ve been working long hours and going to the gym a lot, and I’ve been driving myself crazy worrying. I trust you, but I hate him so much.’

‘Who?’

‘Jensen.’ He winces again. ‘I hate him. So, I’ve been sitting at home a lot and trying not to worry, but I can’t help it. That’s why I started having a few beers in the evening, so I didn’t sit around and picture the worst.’

I glance away. I doubt that he could imagine anything even close to the truth. There’s a curious stab of guilt in my chest that conflicts with a tremble of wicked excitement in my aching, exhausted pussy.

‘And then I was at home going crazy the other night, trying not to think about you and him and anything that might happen. I had a few drinks too many and the next thing I know, I’m getting checked out by the jailhouse medic.’

He falls silent. His big, wide eyes beg me to believe him. I chew the inside of my mouth for a few moments and take another slow mouthful of warm coffee. He cradles his cup in both hands, fingers trembling in the chill. I make him wait before responding.

‘Do you remember what happened?’ My eyes follow a jogger as she steadily follows a path through the park. Unlike us, she’s dressed for the chill. She’s also sweating.

‘A little. I get some flashes. Mostly all I can remember is walking in and seeing you and him – Jensen – with your hands on his waist.’

‘And?’

He shrugs, grimacing as though it hurts to try and recall anything else.

‘Let me tell you what happened. You got drunk and took a cab to crash my work party. You barged in and saw me talking to Jensen.’ I hold up a finger to cut him off. ‘And before you say anything, yes, I was standing close to him. The music was loud and almost everyone was drunk. It was hard to hear. Then you tried to fight him and get knocked on your ass.’

He screws his eyes shut. I wonder if he can remember anything else. Does he know that I’ve carefully skirted around some important information – like the fact that Jensen and I were enjoying a slow dance together?

‘Fuck,’ Will says, finally. ‘Fuck, fuck. I’m…’

‘Let me guess, you’re sorry?’

He winces at the bitterness in my voice and shivers again. Another breeze drags icy fingers across my bare cheeks. Thankfully, this jumper is warm. Will’s t-shirt, on the other hand…

Will is quiet for a few moments. He sips his coffee for warmth and strength, then speaks again. He says, ‘Are you… do you want to leave me?’

The question takes me by surprise. I had never even considered it. Despite everything that’s happened over the last forty-eight hours, I never once entertained the possibility of getting a divorce or leaving my husband. Even when Jensen fucked me in the ass on my marital bed.

‘No.’ For the first time, I’m being totally honest. ‘No, I don’t want to leave you. But this shit has got to fucking stop. I can’t go to work and worry that you’re going to make an ass of yourself every day.’

‘I won’t, I won’t. I’m gonna work on it. I need to be less paranoid. That’s my fault.’

‘Good.’ I take a deep breath. All I want is to move on and put this behind me. Maybe I’d feel differently if I wasn’t guilty of the exact thing my husband suspects. ‘We’re going to draw a line under this. Believe me, I don’t want to end our marriage over something this stupid, but if anything like this ever happens again…’

He nods, agreeing in desperation, seizing a lifeline and clutching it with both hands. We drink our coffees in silence, watching the world go by. I can almost feel the relief pouring off him.

****

For the rest of the day, he’s an absolute gentleman. We stop at home for him to put on some fresh clothes and head out again. He buys me flowers. We enjoy a romantic meal together. He’s funny, charming, and cute. It reminds me of when we first met and he tried so hard to win me over, but I was already smitten. Neither of us feels the cold; we’re plenty warm enough just being together.

We return to our quiet house. There are no signs of what happened this weekend. The sheets are washed, the stains removed. All the rooms smell clean and fresh. We close the drapes in our bedroom and turn on a small lamp, casting warm orange hues over us.

Will looks at me with eyes full of love and happiness. He embraces me in a long, loving hug. I link my hands together behind his back. It feels good. Safe. Homely.

‘I love you,’ he says.’

‘Love you too. You big idiot.’

He laughs and kisses my head. He says, ‘Shall we go to bed?’

I almost nod but stop. Jensen’s voice echoes in my mind, telling me to keep him sweet. How should I react in this situation? Any other wife would probably still be pissed at her husband for getting arrested, but I’m not any other wife. I’m a wife with something to hide; a wife who needs to cover her tracks.

Instead of answering Will’s question, I shove him back onto the bed. He falls onto the mattress. The bed makes that ungodly squeak again. Will gasps in surprise – both at my actions and the loud rending noise coming from below. He moves to get off the bed and investigate the source of the noise, but I block his path, pushing him back to the bed.

‘What are you-’

‘Shut up.’

He gets the hint and lies back, still worried about the sound coming from the bed. I lean over and unzip his pants. The concern melts away from his expression; the bed could be on fire right now and all he would care about is what I’m about to do. I reach inside and ease his manhood free. He’s already growing and thickening at my delicate touch. Despite not being anywhere near as impressive as the other cock I’ve enjoyed this weekend, I still feel a ripple of sexual excitement at the feeling of a man getting hard for me.

Will watches me with wide eyes, anticipation etched into his face. I massage his member with a lazy movement of my wrist. He exhales a harsh breath. His penis stiffens to full size and I lean over the bed and take the head in my mouth. My husband gasps with pleasure. Whatever way he thought this weekend might end; this is not it.

I keep my eyes on his face, still leaning over the bed and slowly taking him deeper into my mouth. He writhes with pleasure, eyes gleaming, yet his expression still has an air of stunned bewilderment, like he can’t believe this is happening.

His length slides into my mouth before I’m even aware of it. My nose presses into his shirt. He groans with pleasure, hips rolling beneath me. My throat doesn’t even feel full. I’m not gagging and my eyes aren’t watering. But it feels good. I feel powerful. Dominant. Sexually free.

I climb on the bed and lie between his legs, working my mouth up and down his shaft, letting myself enjoy the sensation of controlling a man like this. His soft moans get louder, his breathing grows harsher. Beads of excitement gather at the tip of his member. They taste bitter on my tongue, but I keep sucking.

After a few short moments, I begin to lose myself to the feeling of sexual power; to the irresistible pleasure of control. Each bob of my head makes him gasp. Every flicker of my tongue elects a moan. I cradle his balls in one hand and work my lips and tongue around the sensitive tip, stroking the shaft with my other hand. He stares at me with open-mouthed wonder, eyes sparkling in delight.

‘Oh, wow! Are you… fuck, are you jerking me off into your mouth?’

I reply by doing exactly that; mouth wrapped around the head of his cock, hand gliding up and down the slippery shaft. He moans again. I’m loving every second of this.

But before I can get too carried away, my husband’s body begins to clench. Breathy gasps rattle in his throat. His balls contract in my hand. Shock registers on his face. He’s climaxing – already.

I open my mouth wide and aim his penis at the target. My smile widens as his manhood pulses and throbs with the first wave of pleasure. A familiar bitter, salty warmth splashes over my tongue. He moans again, the sound soft, faint, almost whimpering. I hold his member steady, allowing him to unload into my mouth. Days, weeks, and months of pent-up frustration shoot over my tongue and roll around the inside of my cheeks. It doesn’t taste as sweet as the last load I enjoyed in this very bed, but I give no sign of displeasure.

‘Fuck!’ He makes another shocked gasp as the last dribble falls from his manhood onto my hand. I open my mouth to show him the result of this sudden display of passion. He smiles at me.

I climb off the bed and head to the bathroom, spitting his semen into the sink and washing my mouth out. When I return to the bedroom, he’s still lying there, fully dressed, cock out, looking dazed.

‘You didn’t swallow?’

‘No, I don’t do that.’

We get undressed and slip beneath the covers. The bed squeaks again.

‘Damn,’ Will says, with a chuckle. ‘You really threw me down hard. What got into you?’

He cuddles up behind me, limp penis resting on my ass. I shrug and say, ‘It’s been a long weekend. I missed you.’

****

There’s an email waiting for me at work on Monday morning. Short, sweet, simple. It’s from Rob, my manager, asking me to come to his office when I start.

Fuck.

I put my bag away and straighten myself up. Sure, I look presentable enough – maybe my skirt could be a little longer and my shirt could be buttoned up a bit more, but I’ve come to enjoy looking a certain way in the office. I love the way my male co-workers glance at me when I walk past. I love the way all the women cast dark glares in my wake. I love the fact that Jensen enjoys my outfits, too.

But just to be sure, I button my shirt one more level to limit the amount of cleavage on display. My manager wants to talk with me first thing on a Monday morning. My manager probably wants to know what happened on Friday night during the party. And I’ll have to try and make up some kind of plausible explanation as to the reason why my husband would try to fight Jensen that doesn’t involve suspicion or affairs.

I take a breath to steady my nerves and head out into the corridor. People are slowly filtering in from the cold, shrugging off coats and clutching steaming cups as their computers fire up. As I approach the door to Rob’s office, Kimberly steps into the hallway. She waves in greeting, her smile restrained. I try to force a smile in return, but it doesn’t come. Instead, I shake my head and knock on the door and walk inside.

Rob glances up, his lips pursed. He gestures for me to sit opposite. I close the door and take a seat, clutching my hands to avoid visibly shaking.

‘Morning, Nicole.’

‘Hi, Rob.’

‘How’s the head?’ He leans back into his creaking chair. I frown. ‘Or were you one of the lucky ones? Spared the hangover?’

‘Oh! No, I was fine. Didn’t drink much.’

‘Wish I’d done the same.’ He chuckles to himself. ‘I slept on the bathroom floor. My wife was not amused.’

I offer a weak smile, wishing he would get to the point.

‘Rob, look, about what happened…’

He holds up a hand. I fall silent, except for the pounding of my heart.

‘I don’t know what happened,’ he says, his tone calm, almost soothing. ‘I was at the bar. Someone told me that a drunk guy from the hotel tried to crash the party and Jensen removed him from the room?’

‘Uh… yeah. Something like that. I think.’

‘The important thing is, are you all right? I heard you got caught up in it?’

I nod, trying not to appear too relieved. If this is what he thinks happened, I have no reason to tell him otherwise. Rob smiles and shuffles some paperwork around on his desk. Before he can say anything else, the door opens and Jensen walks in, red-faced from rushing here quickly. I wonder if Kimberly said something to him.

‘Morning.’ Jensen nods to us both in turn. ‘I just wanted to say, about what happened…’

‘Oh, I was just talking to Nicole about it.’

Jensen glances in my direction. I give an imperceptible shake of my head. He pauses, before speaking again.

‘That’s good. I guess she told you everything?’

‘I hear that we all owe you thanks for keeping the party safe from gate crashers?’

Jensen smiles, trying not to show his confusion. He gives a good-natured smile and a self-deprecating shrug.

‘Actually, I’m glad you’re both here.’ Rob gestures for Jensen to step forward and close the door. We wait in tense silence until the door clicks shut. ‘You didn’t hear this from me, obviously, but the higher-ups are seriously impressed with all the work that you’ve both put in to make this buyout happen. And I’ve made it known that this wouldn’t have happened without you.’

‘Thanks,’ Jensen says.

‘Thank you, Rob.’ My heart is still racing. How many near-misses can I endure?

‘Don’t mention it. You’ve both worked your butts off and I want to make sure that you get amply rewarded.’ Rob grins at us. ‘The way I hear it, there’s no question that promotions are coming your way. I think they’re trying to decide where those promotions should be.’

‘Wow.’ Jensen sounds happy, but I can see a vein in the side of his neck. He’s tenser than he is letting on.

‘Anyway, that’s all from me. I’m glad you had fun at the party. Have a great day.’

We file out of Rob’s office, both feeling like we’ve dodged yet another bullet. The office is almost full now, most of the workstations occupied and the computers blaring into life. Jensen follows me down the hallway to my office. Neither of us says anything until we close the door behind us.

‘Holy shit, I thought he was going to say something about the cops showing up.’ Relief floods Jensen’s face.

I open my mouth to respond but then realize that we aren’t alone in here. A third person is standing in my office, brow furrowed, arms folded. Kimberly.

‘We’re going for a drink after work.’ She looks straight at me, ignoring Jensen.

‘Are we? Did we arrange that?’

‘I’m arranging it now. We’re going to the bar after work.’

I give a cock smile and nod my head toward Jensen. I say, ‘What if I have other plans?’

‘They’ll wait.’

Kimberly pushes past us and heads through the door.

‘Did I do something wrong?’ Jensen raises an eyebrow at me.

‘Nah, she’s probably just got her panties in a bunch. You should go. We’ll talk later.’

‘Don’t keep me waiting.’ He gives me a wink and leaves the room. I let out a long sigh of relief and head over to my desk.

****

By the time my work day comes to a close, I could use a drink. The heavy lifting for the buyout is done; all my work now involves replying to emails, catching up on long-forgotten tasks, and general day-to-day legal admin. After months of furious work, long hours, and hard grafting, this whole day has been slow and tedious.

I arrive at the bar and head inside, apprehensive about being confronted by Kimberly, but also eager to catch up and set the record straight. No doubt that I have her to thank for the story that seems to be going around the office – that the party was crashed by “some drunk guy”, rather than my husband – and I want to show my gratitude.

But Kimberly isn’t sitting alone. There’s someone else at the table with her. Lara – Jensen’s ex from when they both worked in the Midwest office. I also note that there are no glasses on the table. No cocktails, no beers, not even a soda. This doesn’t look like a social event.

‘Hey, girls.’ I force a happy smile and join them at the table. Both their expressions are lined with worry. ‘Are we not getting a drink or something?’

‘Maybe in a minute,’ Kimberly says. ‘First-’

But Lara interrupts. She leans forward on her hands, eyes bright with interest. She says, ‘What the hell happened the other night? I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be pushy, but I have to go somewhere and I really need to hear this.’

I pause for a moment before responding. Partly to build up the dramatic tension, partly to make sure that nobody we know is here. Then I start talking, beginning with the moment Will burst into the party and threw a couple of shitty punches toward Jensen. I describe waiting in reception for the cops to arrive and watching both men getting loaded into cars and taken away. I talk about getting a ride home with Kimberly and waking up alone the next morning. I give an account of what happened in the police station yesterday and everything the public defender said to us. I even give a few details about the conversation that Will and I had together on the park bench. But in all my narration, I leave out one teeny, tiny yet crucial detail: Jensen’s visit and everything we did over the weekend.

Kimberly’s eyes glower at me like coals on a dying fire. Both she and Lara listen in rapt silence. Lara’s jaw hangs open in shock, but Kimberly’s mouth is a thin, angry line.

When I finally finish with my story – my deliberately spotty and slightly dishonest story – Lara lets out a low whistle of relief.

‘So your husband – he doesn’t – I mean, he couldn’t, right? He still doesn’t know?’ Lara is leaning forward now, totally engrossed in my absurd marital drama.

I shake my head. Lara sighs with relief.

‘No, her husband has no idea.’ Kimberly’s face is impassive, but her tone is dripping with sarcasm. ‘Will has no idea what’s going on, even after he went to jail for trying to find out.’

Kimberly and I share a look; one I know well. My dear friend has a lot to say, but she doesn’t want to share in front of Lara. Thankfully, the other woman doesn’t know us well enough to catch on.

‘Sounds like you got lucky.’ Lara checks her watch. ‘Fuck, I wish I could say, but I’m out of time.’

‘What’s your hurry?’ I gesture to the empty table, not wanting to be left alone with Kimberly and her accusing gaze. ‘We haven’t even had a drink yet.’

‘I know, I know.’ Lara stands and gathers her bag. ‘I’ve got to go and meet my fiancé, we’re doing cake tasting.’

‘Like… wedding cake?’

‘Yeah. We still haven’t picked a date, but when we do, everything will be ready.’

Lara waves farewell and walks out, leaving me alone with Kimberly. For a few minutes, she doesn’t say anything. The ice between us is so thick that you could skate on it. Finally, she opens her mouth.

‘You want to tell me what really happened this weekend?’

‘I did.’ I shrug. ‘Maybe I didn’t mention one or two details…’

‘When did Jensen come over to your place?’

I pretend to think for a moment as if Jensen arriving at my home is no big deal. I say, ‘Uh, Saturday, I guess.’

‘Morning or afternoon?’

‘Hmm… morning, I think. But late. Almost afternoon.’

‘And when did he leave?’

‘Oh, uh… maybe Sunday afternoon, right before I left to pick up Will.’

Kimberly’s eyes glow with frustration. Just a few short weeks ago, we were giddy with conspiratorial giggles when I told her all about my sexual escapades with Jensen. Now she’s giving me the stink-eye.

‘What the fuck are you doing, Nicole?’

Her question catches me off-guard. I recoil as though she’s slapped me, unable to respond before she continues.

‘Your husband got thrown in jail for trying to fight the guy you’ve been fucking. Instead of using that time to think that maybe it’s gone too far, you carried on fucking that guy. So, what the fuck are you doing?’

Her tone puts me on the defensive. Anger bubbles up in my gut.

‘What do you mean by that? As I recall, this was all your idea!’ I jab a finger onto the table to emphasize my point. ‘You wanted me to have a slutty phase and live the life you wish you could have. Well, here I am! I’m living it!’

I glance around. My angry tone has attracted a few glances of mild interest. I lower my voice and continue.

‘All I’m doing is what you wanted me to do, Kimberly. I’m having my wild phase, my slutty years, whatever you want to call it.’

‘Problem is, most people’s slutty phases don’t ruin their marriages.’ Her tone is measured, almost calm. Her words hit me like stinging raindrops.

‘R-ruin? I’m not…’

Kimberly reaches across the table and takes my hands. Her expression is softer now, the anger gone from her eyes. She says, ‘I love you, girl. But maybe it’s gone too far. You’ve had fun with Jensen. Lots of fun, I know. But now you’re in real danger of throwing away your marriage. Is that what you want?’

‘No. No, of course not.’

‘But that’s what is going to happen.’ She cuts me off before I can interject. ‘Yeah, I know that this was mostly my idea and I wanted you to have your dirty fun, yadda-yadda. I’m glad you’ve enjoyed it, I really am. It’s been so amazing to see you open up like this. But is it worth throwing away what you have with Will?’

‘No. And I know that. Jensen once told me that he’s not the kind of guy you bring home to meet your mom, and that’s fine. He’s not a husband or anything like that. I’m married to Will. I love Will.’

It’s true. I know it in my heart. I’ve always known it in my heart. Will is my husband; he’s the man I share my life with, the man I want to see waiting for me at the end of a long day. Jensen is just a fling, a bit of fun, a wild hobby. Being with Jensen has made me appreciate Will more. Jensen is good at sex – hell, he’s fucking incredible at it. But we don’t have the same emotional connection that I enjoy with Will. I can’t lie in Jensen’s arms and confess all my stupidest, wildest secrets to him. Likewise, I can’t lie in Will’s arms and feel the sensations slowly returning to my legs because he fucked me so well. Life is about balance and for the first time, I have it.

Kimberly looks into my eyes, gripping my hands in hers, patience on her face. Finally, I speak again.

‘I know I’m being stupid. Yeah, I know I’m going too far and Jensen will hit the road as soon as Will and I split up. He’s not a boyfriend or a husband. He’s just the side piece, we both knew that going in. But he’s a fun side piece, you know?’

‘So I’ve heard.’ Now a conspiratorial smile returns to her face.

‘Besides, it’s probably not going to last much longer, anyway. The buyout is complete, our team is going to be reshuffled. We might get assigned to completely different offices by next month.’

She squeezes my hands and says, ‘I know. Look, I love you. And I even love Will. I just don’t want you to get hurt. I’ve lost good boyfriends before because I couldn’t help myself with other guys. It’s not fun.’

I remember those times. Bottles of wine on the couch. Consoling cuddles and boxes of tissues to catch the tears.

‘I promise, I will not fuck up my marriage.’

Kimberly releases my hands. She sits back, relief flooding her face.

‘What about Jensen?’ She looks at me, eyes clear of judgment. ‘What are you going to do?’

‘The way I see it, we only have a few days or maybe a week or two together anyway. After that, everything will go back to normal. So…’

I give her my biggest, widest eyes, fluttering my eyelashes. She laughs.

‘Are you asking my permission to keep seeing Jensen?’

‘Actually, I was going to ask if you’ll keep covering for me. Just until it ends.’

Kimberly laughs again. It’s as if my friend has lifted a huge weight from her shoulders.

‘Sure, I guess.’ She regains her composure. ‘I mean, it kind of is partly my fault that this whole thing happened, right?’

‘Partly? Honey, I’m blaming the whole thing on you.’

****

The house smells wonderful. I cast off my bag and shoes, following the delicious aroma of cooking food through to the kitchen. Will turns as I walk in, carefully spooning some sauce onto two plates. I know that smell and that sauce. It’s chicken katsu curry. One of my favorites.

‘Right on time!’ He smiles at me. ‘Hope you’re hungry!’

I take my seat at the table. Small candles are already flickering in the center, casting soft, orange glows. Will puts the plates down and turns off the lights, leaving us to enjoy a romantic meal together by candlelight. He pours a glass of wine and asks about my day. We eat together and laugh and have a drink. The food is delicious. The wine is perfectly chilled. The company is wonderful. It reminds me of old times. Not just the time before Jensen entered my life, but the time before I ever had a single negative thought about my husband; back when I thought he was the perfect man. Before I started noticing the flaws.

Of course, we both know that he’s trying extra hard because of what happened this weekend. But I’m okay with that. If he’s willing to work harder to keep me around, I’m willing to let him go the extra mile.

By the time we finish dinner, both my stomach and my heart feel pretty full. I’m not angry with him anymore. I’m still a little embarrassed, sure, but the damage is way, way less than I feared.

We head upstairs, leaving the dishes and blowing out the candles. I take Will into the bedroom and embrace him. He replies with a long, slow kiss of his own. My husband’s lips feel different from Jensen’s. They’re more familiar to me, more homely. He tastes nice, too. After all the craziness of this weekend, it’s kind of nice to return to familiarity. I pull away, smiling to myself, hands behind his neck.

‘What are you thinking?’ Will’s eyes gleam in the light spilling into our room from the hallway.

‘I was wondering if you wanted one of your birthday presents early this year.’

‘You got me a present?’

‘Uh-huh.’

I push him back onto the bed. That busted support squeaks again. Will lies on his pillows, face gleaming with eagerness. I slowly unbutton my blouse and pull down my skirt, performing something like a strip tease, minus the music and ass shaking. Will watches, his eyes fixed on me. Fixed on his Goddess. Fixed on Aphrodite. I unhook my bra and toss it aside, unsheathing my pert breasts. Will’s goofy smile widens. Finally, I slip my thumbs into my underwear and slowly push them to the floor and stand naked. Will gazes at me and blinks. His grin disappears, mouth dropping open in total amazement.

‘Holy fuck, you shaved?’

‘No…’ I smile down at him, loving that adoring look on his face. ‘I waxed.’

‘Holy fuck! That’s… so cool!’

He reaches out and touches the perfectly smooth patch of skin on my mound. The last time he saw this part of me, there was a small thatch of hair right here. But that’s long gone. I had this wax a couple of months ago, before the trip to Cape Grande. But my husband doesn’t need to know that tiny detail.

‘Is this what you were doing after work?’ Will keeps caressing my waxed mound, not daring to look away.

‘Uh-huh. Do you like it?’

‘I love it. Oh my God, this is the best early birthday present ever!’

My husband’s face has never looked so overjoyed, so excited. The front of his pants bulges with lust. I trail a hand over that growing mound.

‘I thought you might like this.’

I unzip his pants. He tears off his shirt, unable to restrain himself. His enthusiasm is delightful. I ease his pants down, leaving just his tenting, bulging boxers in place. He starts to remove them, but I stop him. He looks at me with huge puppy-dog eyes, silently pleading.

‘Not yet. Do as I say.’

Will swallows. He nods. I climb on the bed – but I don’t mount him. Not in the way he expects. Instead, I swing my leg over his face and pause, giving him the ultimate close-up view of my completely smooth pink pussy lips. His eyes almost pop out of his head. I bite back a smile and gently spread my sex open with two fingers, showing off my immaculate wax. My husband reminds me of a dog salivating over a juicy steak. He’s on the cusp of drooling.

After a few moments to let him enjoy the sight, I sink onto Will’s face and connect my lips to his. He immediately goes to town, devouring my pussy with more determination than he’s ever shown before. If this is what a couple of months of no sex does to a husband, maybe it’s worth doing it more often.

I moan and sigh in pleasure, arching my back to let his warm tongue explore every fold and crevice and sweet spot. He drinks my juice with hunger, lapping furiously, driving me wild.

Will holds my thighs, keeping me mounted atop my throne. I stay in place, letting him eat my pussy, feeling wave after wave of erotic lust spread through me. Fuck, it’s good. So good. I moan louder now; longer, with purpose, letting him know how wonderful his tongue feels in my pussy. The louder I moan, the better he licks me. I’m in rapture. I am a Goddess returning to heaven.

‘Yes, Will! Yes!’ My voice is high. My throat is gripped by lust. I reach back and grasp that bulge in the front of his pants, loving how fucking hard he is for me and how badly he wants me.

He eats my pussy with desperation now, tongue flickering across my sweetest spots and delving into my honeypot and exploring every part of me. Each flick of his tongue ignites a spark in my gut. His tongue isn’t enough. I need more. I have to have more!

I lift my hips, disconnecting from Will’s passionately probing tongue. He looks at me with surprise and disappointment. His lips are coated in my nectar.

‘We need to have sex.’ I speak with urgency. ‘Now. We need it.’

He nods, eyes bright. I climb off and grab a condom from the drawer next to the bed. He takes it from me without complaint, tears open the silver foil packet, and eases the latex sheathe into place over his manhood. I climb back on the bed, this time on my hands and knees, ass and pussy in the air, wet and ready and waiting.

‘Come on Will!’ I shake my ass at him, showing the perfect target. ‘Fuck me!’

My husband doesn’t need to be asked twice. He almost hops into place, that hard cock pointing at me like it knows where it belongs. He grabs my hips and pushes inside me with a furious groan of satisfaction.

It’s been over twenty-four hours since my pussy was last stretched by Jensen. Mercifully, most of the tightness has returned. I can feel his warmth plunging in and out of me with incredible speed and hunger. The condom feels strangely unnatural now. It wasn’t long ago that safe sex was all I knew; now I long for the feel of a raw cock unloading inside me.

I grip the bed and arch my back and push into him, determined to take Will’s manhood as deep as possible. It feels good. But it doesn’t quite hit the spot. It doesn’t fill me or stretch me or push me to the limit like Jensen’s.

Will growls behind me. His fingers dig into my hips. His cock pumps in a wild frenzy now. You’d think we had never fucked before. His movements are stiff and jerky. Not natural and fluid like Jensen’s.

I close my eyes and focus on the feeling, on the sensation. My husband is fucking me from behind, pounding my pussy as though he owns it. That feels good. His cock is plunging into my wet pussy. That also feels good. I love being fucked like this. That feels so goddamn good.

‘Yes! Will, I’m gonna come! Make me come!’

He makes a gargled cry in return. I know that sound well. He’s getting close already. Dammit, just a little longer, just a little longer…

I reach back with one hand and tease my swollen clit, fingers flicking over that firm nub of flesh with precision. Will’s thrusting reaches a crescendo. He grunts now, like a wild animal, barely hanging on. My fingers glide faster, stroking and caressing and manipulating my most sensitive spot until finally-

‘Yes!’

A choked gasp escapes my throat. I push back into Will, pussy spasming around his cock, fingers still flickering over my clit with skilled touches. At the same time, he plunges inside me and moans. The condom twitches against my tunnel, pulsing as he climaxes. I feel each spurt hit the latex with a twinge of regret. This would feel a lot better bareback… but I’ve made my stance on that clear to Will and the last thing I want to do is give him reasons to be suspicious.

‘Fuck yeah!’ Will pats my ass for a job well done. He eases out and slumps onto the bed, grinning like he won the Superbowl, and winks at me. ‘We still got it, babe!’

‘Yeah, we do.’ I return his smile and try to ignore the hungry yearning inside my womanhood. He might be finished, but I want more.

Sadly, that time has passed. Will’s manhood is already wilting, the filled condom resting on his thigh like a discarded skin. He removes it and ties the latex into a gentle knot and gets into bed, arms open for me. I slip into place beside him. We hold each other until he falls asleep. Then I release him and roll back onto my side, fighting the urge to touch myself.

****

My phone buzzes. I glance away from my computer to check the screen. It’s Will. It reads, ‘Can’t stop thinking about last night xx.’

I smile to myself and finish composing another email before I reply. In truth, I’ve also been thinking about last night. I should be working, but it’s hard not to reminisce. Last night was kind of fun, despite my husband’s – ahem – shortcomings. But I’ll look on the bright side: we had a lovely meal together and great conversation and we even reconnected on a physical level. Even if the sex wasn’t as good as other sessions I’ve enjoyed, it still put a smile on my face. A few short months ago, that simple session would have kept me satisfied for days. Now, however, I know better. Ever since I experienced a different type of sex with Jensen, my old love life has not been the same. But life is about balance. Will attends to my emotional needs and Jensen can ensure my physical desires are kept in check.

After a few minutes of quick typing, I hit send and turn my attention back to the phone. My husband’s voice echoes in my ears from last night.

‘We still got it, babe!’

I smile to myself and open the camera app. This will give him something to think about. I aim the camera at my chest, getting a perfect view of the gap between my boobs, even a flash of bra peeking around my blouse. I take the photo and send it to Will, adding the brief message, ‘Me neither. It was fun.’

But before I return to the boring tedium of my regular work, a thought strikes me. I wonder what my other man would think of such a message? How would Jensen react to receiving such a picture? I take out my second phone – the “work” phone – and snap a similar picture, except this one has a little more cleavage on display, and send it to Jensen.

The responses are both fast and varied. My husband sends a series of googly eye emojis, accompanied by the words, ‘Fuck! I can’t work now! I need to touch those tits!’ Jensen, meanwhile, is more sedate and chill, replying with a simple, ‘Good morning to you, too. What have I done to deserve that?’

I smile to myself and carry on working in peace for a while, knowing that my two boys are both thinking about me. It feels good to be wanted. Being desired by two men is even better. After maybe thirty minutes, I take another photo of myself for Jensen. This time I hold the camera between my legs and snap a clear picture of my thin black panties beneath this short skirt. I send the picture and wait for a response, but nothing comes. Then my computer pings with a meeting invitation for five o’clock today. It’s from Jensen. It reads, ‘After-work conference?’

A wicked smile crosses my face. I type a quick message to Will and hit send. It says, ‘Sorry, babe, I have to work a little late tonight.’

****

Sex with a good lover is great. Sex that you shouldn’t have with a good lover is incredible. But sex that you shouldn’t have with a good lover in a place where you shouldn’t be having it – that’s something else entirely.

The office floor is dark end empty. Automatic lights gradually turn themselves off, casting deep shadows over hallways and offices. Everything is silent. No more chatter, no more clattering keys, not even the steady hum of whirring computers. The only sounds are my stifled moans of pleasure and the rattling of my desk.

My office door is locked, the blind pulled down over the glass. I’m bent over the desk, skirt pulled up to my hips, desperately trying to cover my mouth with one hand. The other hand grips the edge of the desk, desperately trying to hold on as Jensen fucks me from behind. He’s yanked my panties to the side and grasps my ass with both hands, plunging his thick cock into my juicy pussy with force. Every thrust rattles the desk and forces another wailing moan into the palm of my hand. My eyes are fixed on the door. Any second, somebody might walk in and catch us. We shouldn’t be doing this – not here, not now – but I can’t fucking stop. Besides, we’ve already fooled around in the office once before. This isn’t such a big step up, is it?

‘God, your pussy is so fucking tight!’ He spanks my ass for emphasis. I gasp. Jensen pushes his huge length inside me until I feel his firm abs on my butt and stars explode in my eyes. I swear, I can feel that cock in my gut. This is what it feels like to get fucked from behind. I don’t even need to play with my clit to orgasm; his incredible cock does all the work.

‘How do you like my cock?’ He gives my ass another spank; firm, yet playful.

I nod, still keeping a hand clamped over my parted lips to try and muffle the sounds of passion.

‘I can’t fucking hear you.’

It’s impossible to answer. Jensen is fucking me with such ferocity that I can’t speak. Even if I try, the only sounds capable of escaping these parted lips are unintelligible squeals of lust. Surely anyone who steps off the elevator can hear us fucking. We should stop, but it feels way too good.

‘I said, I can’t hear you!’

Jensen punctuates this statement with another spank on my bare ass, this one hard enough to force all the air out of my lungs and send it whistling through these parted fingers. I look back at him and shriek, ‘I fucking love your cock!’

‘Yes!’

His eyes gleam in triumph, delighted to have pushed me to a new level once again. He fucks me harder now, slamming me into the desk, his body bouncing off my ass with incredible energy and enthusiasm. This isn’t just a quick and dirty fuck; this is Jensen claiming his whore and sending me home to my husband afterward. This is Jensen proving himself the best fuck I’ll ever have.

‘Is that what you want?’ His deep, husky voice sends another wave of lust through me. I always love the way he sounds when he’s turned on, but that throaty rasp drives me even wilder. ‘Is this how you like to be fucked?’

I make a gasping squeal in the affirmative.

‘Are you gonna come for me?’ There’s an edge to his tone now. My lover is getting close to the edge, close to losing himself. ‘You gonna come all over my cock?’

‘Yes!’

‘Tell me you want it. I wanna hear it!’

I can’t hold on any longer. There’s no sense in trying to stay quiet. It’s impossible. Besides, neither of us can stop. We couldn’t stop if Kimberly, Rob, or my husband walked through that door.

‘I want you to come in my married pussy!’ I grip the edge of the desk, pushing back into him with every thrust, taking that wonderful cock to the hilt. ‘Fucking come in me! Ruin me!’

‘I’m gonna send you home to your husband with my come in your cunt!’

‘Yes!’

Just as my wails of pleasure reach a crescendo, a sudden noise interrupts, startling me out of the moment. It’s my phone, buzzing and tap-dancing across the surface of my desk. Someone is calling; someone with a caller ID photo of Will and me on our wedding day. Fuck, fuck, fuck! My husband is calling! I look back at Jensen with big, pleading eyes, but he returns a wolfish grin.

‘Answer it. I fucking dare you.’

I shake my head. No, I couldn’t do that. I could never do that. I might be a terrible wife, but I’m not a heartless bitch. Besides, there’s no way in hell I could stay quiet long enough to talk.

‘What’s the matter? Don’t want your husband to know how much of a dirty slut you are?’

I moan long and loud, watching the phone jiggle and vibrate on my desk. After the longest minute of my life, it finally stops ringing and the screen turns black again. Jensen fucks me even harder now.

‘Is this how your husband fucks you?’

‘No! He… he can’t fuck me like this!’

‘But I can!’

With that final cry of sheer triumph, Jensen plunges his massive length deep, deep, deep inside me and erupts with a deep roar. The sensation of his warm come pumping into my unprotected pussy sends me over the edge. We spasm and shudder together, as one. His cock pulses against my tightening tunnel, each ripple sending another jolt of pleasure through me. It’s wonderful. It’s magnificent. It’s perfect.

Just as I think it’s over, Jensen starts to gently glide back and forth again, fucking me through his climax, ensuring that every part of my pussy is coated in a thick layer of his creamy goodness. I moan in rapture.

My pussy gives one final squeeze before he withdraws with a gasp of satisfaction and steps back with a smile on his flushed face. I slump onto my forearms, panting into the desk, unable to believe that we did something this fucking crazy and reckless and… and wonderful. I knew it felt good to be bad, but I didn’t know it feels double good to be double bad.

‘God, that’s a perfect fucking sight.’ Jensen tucks his wet manhood away and zips up his pants. ‘That’s how I like you, Nikki. Bent over and filled with my come.’

‘Take a picture, it lasts longer.’

Jensen shrugs. He takes out his phone and snaps a photo before I can stop him.

‘What? You told me to do it.’

I give him a look and adjust my underwear. His come is already beginning to drip out of me. I say, ‘That picture better not end up online.’

‘Nope, this is just for me.’

He turns his phone around and shows me the image. I see a sexy blonde chick bent over a desk with a gleam in her eye and a wet, freshly-fucked pussy between her legs. It’s embarrassing to admit, but that photo makes me look sexy as hell.

I straighten up my creased attire and check my phone. One missed call from Will. Maybe once upon a time, I would have felt a rush of guilt at this moment, but now the only sensation pooling in my gut is warm excitement. I’m a bad girl and it feels so fucking good.

‘Have you got him a present yet?’ Jensen’s voice distracts me. I give him a blank look, not following what he means. He nods at the phone in my hand. ‘Your husband. Have you got him a birthday present yet?’

‘Oh. No. I have no idea what to get him. Tickets to a ball game, maybe?’

‘Why not get some sexy underwear? He’ll love it.’

‘You want me to buy sexy underwear for my husband?’ I raise an eyebrow. ‘What’s the catch?’

‘No catch.’ He gives me his most innocent expression for a moment, then a wicked smile shatters the illusion. ‘I was going to offer to help you shop. You know, give you a man’s perspective on things.’

‘There it is.’ But I smile back at him.

We grab our things and leave the office as if nothing happened. We’re just two co-workers, pulling long hours together. Nothing to see here.

****

Jensen’s suggestion sticks with me. It would be seriously hot to go underwear shopping with him. Plus, I need to pick up a birthday present for Will. And if I’m going to buy sexy panties, it makes sense to buy a pair that both guys will enjoy, right?

I message Jensen one morning at work, a couple of days after our desktop encounter. Nothing fancy, just a short, simple message. It says, ‘Think we can find a reason to slip away this afternoon? I could use your help choosing a birthday present.’

He replies almost immediately with a simple thumbs-up emoji. Short, sweet, elegant. Yes, ma’am.

I write Rob a short email, asking for some personal time this afternoon and letting him know that I’m on top of my workload. He gives the go-ahead.

And that’s how easy it is to slip out of work in the middle of the day and look at sexy underwear with my lover. I spend the rest of the morning in a tingly haze, trembles of erotic anticipation coursing through my cleft with every errant fantasy that crosses my mind. And, boy, do I have a lot of errant fantasies. All I can think about are the endless possibilities that lay before us.

The more my mind wanders, the harder it becomes to focus on my work. Soon, all I can think about are the multiple erotic desires filling me with lusty excitement, causing my sex to burn with white-hot heat. Finally, it becomes too difficult to work. I start sending sexy messages to Jensen instead, asking him what kind of underwear we are going to choose. He replies quickly, telling me that my ass will look perfect in anything. It seems that he is also having trouble concentrating on work today.

We soon abandon any pretense of doing our jobs today and begin a lengthy exchange of sexually explicit messages with one another. I tease Jensen by describing several erotic garment choices, such as stockings, corsets, and thigh-high boots. He responds by telling me, at length, the things he would do to me in each outfit. I squirm in my leather office chair, thighs rubbing together in arousal. It’s impossible to calm down now. Every message I receive turns me on more than the last; not just because Jensen would do every single thing he’s describing to me, but because I know my words are driving him just as wild with lust.

I can almost imagine Jensen sitting over at his desk, eyes glued to the phone, trying not to appear distracted to those sitting nearby, his suit pants straining from the huge bulge throbbing at the front… That image turns me on more than anything else.

Our messaging grows more furious and frantic. We begin trying to one-up each other with each messaging becoming more graphic and obscene than the last. When I describe how I intend to suck his cock next time – lovingly, slowly, and letting him ruin my makeup – he replies with a blow-by-blow account of his plan to lick my pussy to orgasm. Jensen tells him how badly he wants to bend me over the desk and pull my new underwear aside and fuck me, so I up the ante by describing all the ways I can tie him up and make him come over and over again. Each new message sends more tingles to my cleft.

Finally, I can’t take any more teasing. I need to take control of this. I need to beat him. This is my game and I make the rules. I lock the door to my office and sit back in the chair and angle the camera up my skirt, easing my underwear to the side and spreading these soaking-wet lips apart with two fingers. I write underneath, ‘Look what you’ve done to me! I need a kiss for this…’ Then I send the message and wait.

Jensen replies after a few seconds. He says, ‘God, that looks so fucking delicious.’

It’s a long, long, morning. Finally, the afternoon arrives. I almost leap out from my desk, gather my things, and rush to meet Jensen at the elevator. We exchange a knowing look and step inside. The moment the doors are closed, he turns to me.

‘You’ve kept me hard all morning, Nikki.’ His eyes flash. I love that expression. It’s both dangerous and delightful.

‘Me?’ I feign an air of naïve innocence. ‘What did I do, Jensen?’

‘You know exactly what you did.’ His eyes narrow, but a smile tugs the corner of his mouth.

I cup the bulge throbbing in his pants and pretend to gasp in shock. I say, ‘Wow, was this me? Did I make this happen?’

He growls. I lean even closer and nibble his ear, just like I did that night at the Lotus Flower when we fucked in front of an audience. I hear him inhale a sharp breath. He grabs my ass. I giggle and step back just as the doors ping open. We head through the parking lot to his car. Jensen drives us to the mall, but I don’t let up. While his hands are fixed on the wheel, mine are in his lap, continuing to tease and torment and caress his hard cock. He keeps a straight face for the duration of the drive, only letting out little groans of pleasure now and then. I continue talking dirty, like in our text messages earlier, describing with breathless erotic detail all the sexual fantasies that have occupied my thoughts today.

‘I’m gonna ride your cock until you beg to come…’

‘Imagine me swallowing your come under the desk…’

‘I want you to fuck me like my husband can’t…’

My heart races for the entire trip. This is the wildest thing I’ve ever done. Hell, I’ve never so much as played hooky from school, and here I am ducking out of work to do something naughty with my lover. Kimberly would be so proud of me. Well, maybe.

We walk through the mall together, just a casual couple enjoying a little afternoon shopping. Nobody pays us any attention. It’s almost like we’re dating. Almost like we’re as free and happy as we were back in Cape Grande – no worries, no restrictions. Free to be ourselves. Now and then, I lean in close to Jensen and whisper erotic desires into his ear, daring him to fuck me over in that spot, or telling him how bad I want to suck his cock right here and now, in front of everyone. His jaw tightens with a mixture of frustration and lust every time, sending more ripples of arousal through me.

I spot our destination up ahead – La Fever, the lingerie store. As it’s the afternoon on a weekday, there are hardly any other shoppers browsing the shelves. I glance at a rack of shoes and pause. Shit, they have some nice footwear, including a pair of gorgeous black heels I’ve been eyeing forever. But that’s not why we’re here.

‘Anything catching your eye?’ I nudge Jensen and point around at all the racks and shelves and displays. Panties, bras, corsets, stockings, suspenders, you name it, they’re selling it. Sophisticated, elegant, sultry, slutty, and cutesy – all types and designs. Every kind of gentle fabric.

‘Everything.’ He glances at me with a knowing smile. ‘I want to see you in everything.’

‘I thought you liked me in nothing?’

‘I like you however you come.’

‘You know exactly how to make that happen, don’t you?’

I return his smile. We make our way around the store. He grabs a black bra and panty set; I pick up a lacy red one-piece.

‘Can you imagine me in this?’ I hold the lace to my body. ‘It’s so thin, almost see-through…’ His eyes flash again. The bulge in his pants seems to swell again. ‘Maybe it’s too thin, you know? It feels like you could rip it while we fuck.’

He exhales slowly, trying to regain control. I smile, delighted at the effect I’m having on him. We keep browsing. The cashier gives us a bored nod as we walk around and turns her attention back to her phone. We slowly make our way around the store, pausing before a couple of display models. Jensen’s eyes flash. He studies the mannequins, admiring the figure-hugging erotic outfits, but seeing my body wearing those clothes. I can see myself wearing them, too. I would look sensual. Devine. Erotic.

Jensen pauses in front of a rack filled with dangling leather collars. For a moment, his brows crease, but then smooth out again as he realizes what they are. I step beside him, looking at all the cheeky slogans emblazoned on the leather straps. “SLUT”, “THROAT GOAT”, “ATM ONLY”. His lips curl in a wicked smile.

‘They look fun, don’t they?’ I nudge him. ‘I’ve heard they’re like a black belt for the throat.’

‘In that case,’ his eyes flash, ‘you better get one. Your head game is the best in the world.’

I smile at him. For a moment, I consider grabbing one. But I’d rather that the world didn’t know what kind of woman I am right now. That’s only for Jensen’s eyes. I lean in close and whisper, ‘I’m so fucking horny right now.’

‘Me too.’

‘I need your cock. Now.’

‘Where do you want to go?’

I nod toward the fitting room at the back of the store. It’s a small cubicle with a single door. Large enough for two. He catches my gaze and smiles.

‘You want to see me try these on?’ I’m almost breathless with excitement.

‘Absolutely. Every single outfit.’

We head to the fitting room and lock the door behind us. Now we’re in a small cubicle with a mirror, barely enough room to stand a few feet apart. I kiss his neck, then allow my teeth to apply a little pressure to the skin. His hands grip my waist and squeeze in lust. I massage his hard cock, teasing him through those pants, and push my breasts into his body. He grabs me tight and kisses my neck, a long, slow, passionate kiss that sends an explosion of lust through me. He tugs at my clothes, but I push his hands away and step back, a teasing smile on my face.

‘No, no, babe. We’re here to find something that my husband will like, remember?’

Jensen almost glowers with lust. He leans against the door, arms folded, watching me with a patient, serene smile, forcing himself to calm down. A tingle runs through me. I cannot believe I’m about to do this, but I want it so much…

I start undressing, watching Jensen’s blue eyes flash with excitement. I pop the buttons on my blouse and hang it on a hook, standing in just my bra and skirt. He watches me unzip my skirt, still with that same cool, casual smile. Despite the situation, I don’t feel ogled or unjustly admired. Jensen isn’t a pervert nor does he make me feel like a piece of meat. But acting like this – like a sexy woman, like a filthy slut – makes me feel so goddamned alive. If Will was standing here in this fitting room with me, I know he’d be making wildly over-the-top comments or trying to touch my body or making me feel disgusted with myself for it. Jensen, however, just enjoys the show. He silently encourages me to do more, to explore my boundaries, and to find my new self. And I adore him for it.

The zipper of my skirt glides apart with a near-imperceptible hissing sound. I let the fabric fall to the floor and stand there in just my underwear for a moment, pretending to decide which lingerie to try on first, but in reality allowing Jensen’s eyes to roam my body. He watches me, enjoying the show. I unhook my bra and peel off my underwear and stand naked in front of the mirror. Damn, I’m looking good. Toned and tight, yet I still have curves in the right places. My dyed blonde hair looks great and the tattoos – the stars under my breast and the lips on my hip – both seem to pop against my skin. My belly button piercing looks great, too. I look different from this time a few months ago. It’s a good look. My skin almost glows.

Finally, I choose the red one-piece and slip into it. The fabric glides over my smooth skin and nestles perfectly into place, cupping my breasts and ass in all the right ways. It hides everything and yet reveals so much. I look at Jensen’s face. His cocky half-smile is all I need to know. He likes it. I strike a pose and pout.

‘How’s this? Think this is good enough?’

‘I love it.’ He almost buzzes with the effort it takes to restrain himself and not touch me.

‘We’re not shopping for you.’ I shake my head with a smile. ‘Remember? This is for Will’s birthday.’

‘Of course. How could I forget?’

But his expression says that he didn’t forget. Jensen is aware that this is supposed to be my husband’s birthday gift, yet he is the one seeing it first. We’re both aware of that fact. I run my hands over my curves with exaggerated slowness, drawing attention to the tight-fitting lace and how well it hugs me.

‘Do you think my husband will like this?’

Jensen drags his gaze back up to my face and says, ‘If he’s anything like me, he’ll want to pin you up against the wall right now.’

I grin. His suit pants have a bulge in them already. I guess this is a good outfit. Time for the next one. I slowly strip naked again and take the first pair that Jensen picked out – the black bra and pantie set. It fits me well enough. The bra cups my large breasts with a deep plunge in the middle, offering a tantalizing glimpse of these generous curves, while also teasing the very edges of my nipples. These panties hug my ass just right, framing the curves and showing off my toned, firm cheeks. It’s a good look, I must admit.

‘Damn, Jensen.’ I look at him in the mirror, admiring myself at the same time. ‘You have good taste.’

‘What can I say?’ He gives a humble shrug. ‘I just thought about what your husband would like to see.’

We lock eyes again and exchange a naughty smile. Heat flickers in my gut. That familiar, intense heat. I’ve taken Will into fitting rooms before while trying on outfits, but never while I slipped into erotic underwear like this. Warmth pools in my sex. I yank off the bra and panties before I make a mess of the fabric.

‘Last pair.’ Jensen hands me the final set with a gleam of erotic delight in his eyes.

I take the underwear from him and slip into it. He’s chosen a blue set that reminds me of his eyes. I pull everything into place, but something seems to be missing. I check the mirror and my jaw drops. This underwear supports my breasts and highlights the shape of my ass, but there are several carefully-placed holes throughout the fabric. Yes, I’m wearing underwear, but my nipples and pussy are on full display. I could fuck a man without taking them off.

The sight of this sexy body sends another warm thrill across my cleft. I glance at Jensen’s reflection and see the utter delight on his face. My man approves. I turn to face him, gesturing to my breasts.

‘I think we have a winner,’ I say, unable to hide the smile. ‘Does it work for you?’

‘Your ass looks amazing.’

I roll my eyes. Yes, it does. It looks fucking spectacular. Tight, toned, and almost totally exposed.

Jensen smiles back at me. He adjusts the front of his pants in response, arranging his boxer shorts to sit more comfortably.

‘Oh, you like it that much?’ I cross the short distance between us and lean into him, my hand gently caressing that growing bulge. ‘Do you think my husband will like it, too? Because this is for him, you know. I’m not wearing this for your pleasure.’

‘Sure, sure. It’s all for him.’

‘Exactly.’ I tease and caress his firm manhood, feeling it throb even through those pants. ‘I’m a good wife. I wear sexy underwear for my husband. Don’t you wish I wore this for you?’

His blue eyes flash again. He keeps that steady, confident gaze on my face. A lesser man would take the opportunity to admire my exposed nipples or look at my shapely ass in the mirror, but Jensen doesn’t fall to such easy temptations. I give him my naughtiest smile. At the same time, my fingers grasp his zipper and ease it south.

‘You’re wearing it right now.’ Jensen remains still, letting me take control. ‘I don’t see your husband here.’

‘Oh, no…’ I reach through his zipper and trail my fingers over that bulge. ‘What are we going to do about that?’

‘I have some ideas…’ His smile turns wolfish, like a hungry predator eyeing up its next meal. ‘But I’m open to suggestions.’

‘Hmm… I have some of my own.’

I pop the button on his boxers and free his member. The sight of his huge, thick, powerful, hard cock sends a tremble through me. I made this happen; I made him hard. He enjoyed the sight of my sexy body so much that he’s standing to attention for me. Even after everything we’ve done together, my lover still gets aroused at the sight of me. What a fucking rush.

‘Did you like seeing me try on all that sexy underwear?’ My hand glides over his shaft. No matter how many times I touch him, I will never get used to the size, shape, and weight of this cock. Every touch is like the first time all over again.

‘Yes. You’d look good in everything.’

‘Especially nothing. Any personal favorites?’ I begin to massage his manhood with purpose, hand gliding along that impressive length from base to tip.

‘I like what you’re wearing right now.’ His eyes flash with erotic triumph. ‘I think your husband will love that one.’

‘What do you think he’ll like about it?’ My hand cups his balls. So full. So firm.

‘A guy like him?’ Jensen’s wolfish smile turns to a dismissive sneer for a few seconds. ‘He’ll probably come in his pants because he can see your pussy.’

I squeeze his manhood, hand stroking a little faster now. I say, ‘My pussy looks cute in this, doesn’t it? Can you imagine me getting fucked by my husband while I wear this?’

Now Jensen’s face darkens and his blue eyes flash. I’ve challenged him. I’ve questioned his dominance.

‘No…’ His voice is low, dangerous. ‘But I can imagine me fucking you.’

‘Oh… but I can’t. I don’t want to ruin this for him.’ I pout and flutter my eyelashes, all coy and innocent. ‘I’m a good wife.’

Jensen says nothing. He bites the inside of his cheek. I bring my other hand into play and start openly jerking him off in the fitting room. I can hear the distant sound of shoppers, reedy music, and muffled conversation on the other side of the door. It might not be peak shopping time, but there are still a hundred people out there, any of whom could catch us at a moment’s notice.

‘You can’t ruin this underwear…’ I bring my lips to his ear and whisper the rest. ‘But if you promise to behave, I’ll let you enjoy it first.’

He raises an eyebrow. I smile and sink to my knees. His mouth drops open in silent surprise. I bring his thick, throbbing manhood to my lips and guide that warm purple head inside, sucking deep and slow, tongue gliding over the most sensitive parts. Jensen’s cool, stoic expression crumbles immediately. Those blue eyes glaze over in pure lust. I am in control now. The Goddess has entered her temple. It is time to worship.

I begin to suck Jensen’s cock with loving, hungry pulls, allowing my lips to slide along his pulsing manhood until the tip reaches my throat. But I don’t allow him to rest there long. My head bobs back and forth in rapid movements. At the same time, my hands caress his shaft and stroke his balls. Jensen breathes hard, trying to keep himself from groaning in pleasure.

Little throaty moans and gags escape my lips. Drool begins to roll out of the corners of my mouth. I can’t help it. We could be caught. We could be arrested. We could be charged with any number of crimes.

But I can’t help it. I need this so fucking badly. The thought of stopping never even enters my head. Every time Jensen’s brow creases with the effort of trying to stay quiet, I groan a little more. If he’s going to be silent, I’ll make enough noise for the both of us.

After a few long, luscious minutes, Jensen’s resolve finally crumbles. He grabs my head and starts fucking me, that huge cock plunging in and out of my mouth. I make those little gagging moans that men love to hear. He groans for me; that deep, throaty masculine sound of pure erotic approval and pleasure. That noise sends a flood of warmth to my pussy. Holy fuck, I’m almost dripping through these crotchless panties.

Jensen’s jaw tightens in concentration. I can almost see his brain shutting down as he is overwhelmed by intense erotic stimulation. Whatever restraint he had a few moments ago is now gone. His blue eyes are set like steel with pure focus. Every fiber in his body is building for the inevitable climax. He is going to fuck my mouth until he comes. We both want it so fucking bad.

‘Fuck…’ The word leaves his lips as a primal growl. Drool drips from my mouth. I’m moaning with total erotic delight. All my willpower is bent and focused and utterly fixated on sucking his wonderful, throbbing cock to climax. His thick shaft pulses in my mouth, shuddering against my tongue, the head oozing with rich, tangy excitement. Jensen’s breathing grows deeper. He grips my head tighter, hips moving automatically, pumping my drooling mouth with furious strokes. His full, swollen, aching balls swing back and forth, hitting my chin as he fucks me, his thrusts growing frantic and purposeful now.

I look up into his blue, sparkling eyes. Jensen’s jaw is clenched. His body is tense, on the cusp of an explosion. We both know it all too well. His eyes widen. He pulls my head in close, pushing that huge cock deep into my mouth – but not too deep as to choke me. Even in moments like this, Jensen still has self-restraint.

The first rope of warm come hits the back of my throat. Once upon a time, that sensation would have made me gag, but not any longer. I am the perfect whore. I swallow his load as fast as he sprays into my hungry mouth, gulping, slurping, and moaning in bliss. Jensen’s body trembles with pleasure. He’s pinned to the wall, unable to move away. I keep sucking and swallowing, drinking every drop of his glorious cream.

Jensen’s climax finally subsides, but I keep sucking, working my hands and tongue around his throbbing, sensitive manhood, continuing to worship and drive him crazy with lust. He clenches his jaw, desperately trying to stay quiet as I keep pleasuring that perfect cock.

Finally, I ease back with a wicked smile on my wet lips. He gives me a dark, dangerous look, letting me know that he will get his own back on me. I lick my lips and stand up again, casually turning and admiring myself in the mirror as though nothing happened.

‘Yeah, I like this one a lot.’ I strike a cute pose, watching Jensen’s flushed face over my shoulder. ‘I think my husband will love it, too.’

Jensen’s blue eyes blaze with lust. He looks me up and down with hunger. I love that expression on his face; the way he burns for me.

‘You know what?’ I start slipping out of the lingerie, still talking casually and ignoring the searing heat in my womanhood. ‘I think I’ll buy all of them. I look great in everything.’

I get dressed again as though nothing happened and walk out into the store with a smile on my face, leaving Jensen in stunned, horny silence.

****

When I get home, I slip the newly-purchased lingerie into my usual hiding place, alongside the vibrator and the other secret underwear that Will doesn’t know about. I enjoy a quick shower to cool off my burning, dripping sex and start making dinner before Will comes home. He walks into the kitchen with a huge grin, holding something behind his back. I give him a curious look.

‘What is that?’ I try to sidestep and see what he’s holding, but Will turns, continuing to hide it from me.

‘A little something.’ His grin gets even bigger. ‘Do you want it?’

‘Depends on what it is, first…’

Will reveals the hidden item with a dramatic flourish. It’s a shoe box. Emblazoned on the front of the box is a logo I know well. La Fever. I pause, confused.

‘What is this?’

He shrugs as if he doesn’t know. I take the box and place it on the kitchen table and ease the lid open, my heart racing. What is going on? Inside the box is a pair of gorgeous black heels – the same gorgeous black heels that I’ve been admiring for ages now. My jaw drops open.

‘What?’ I look at him with confused delight. ‘What is this?’

Will throws up his hands as if to say it’s no big deal. He slips his arms around my waist from behind and says, ‘Can’t a husband buy a present for his wife when he feels like it?’

‘I’d never say no, but, c’mon, these are really expensive!’

‘Yeah, they are.’ He hugs me a little tighter. ‘But my crypto is doing okay, so I wanted to treat you. I know how much you’ve wanted these shoes.’

I reach out and stroke the heels, as if not daring to believe that they’re real. God, what a pretty pair of shoes. Elegant, stylish, sexy. But I have a strange feeling of dread in the pit of my stomach.

‘Thank you, Will.’ I swallow and try to keep my voice calm. ‘When did you go to La Fever?’

‘This afternoon.’

I stiffen in his embrace.

‘You were there this afternoon? When?’

‘Oh, don’t worry. I took a late lunch. Work was crazy so I needed to get out, then I thought, hey, why not spoil my wife today?’

He squeezes me tighter, then releases, giving my butt a gentle pat as our bodies disengage. Will turns and starts walking away, ready to change out of his creased work clothes, then pauses.

‘Man, I wish you’d been there too.’ He grins again, flashing his teeth. ‘I’m pretty sure somebody was fucking in the fitting room while I was buying these.’

My jaw drops open. Mercifully, he mistakes my horror for shock.

‘I know, right?’ He laughs and carries on walking. ‘I couldn’t believe it, either. But I had to get back to work, otherwise, I would have stayed and applauded when they came out!’

He heads upstairs, leaving me standing next to the shoes with my jaw hanging limp and my heart racing. Cold terror grips my veins. Holy shit. While I was on my knees swallowing Jensen’s come, my husband was a few feet away, spending a small fortune on a pair of shoes for me.

My heart rate doesn’t return to normal all evening. We eat together, watch a movie on the couch, and head to bed. I lie awake for hours and hours, staring at the dark ceiling with feelings of incredible guilt and unbelievable excitement swirling around in my gut. We were so close to getting caught! At the time, I loved the thrill of the risk, but now all I can think about is that Will was standing on the other side of that closed door and he could hear us. My husband heard Jensen’s throaty moans. He heard my gagging groans. I can see him in my mind, strutting out of the store with a shoebox under his arm and a huge cocky grin on his face. If he didn’t need to rush back to the office, he would have been waiting there when we finished. There are near misses and there are close calls, but this surely qualifies as a miracle.

After thirty minutes, I give up trying to force myself to sleep and slip out of bed. Too many thoughts swirl through my mind. I can’t stop thinking about how stupid and risky and crazy I was today. But I also can’t stop thinking about how hot it was that we were nearly caught by Will.

I creep down to the dark living room and sit on the couch. No matter how much I tell myself that today was a stupid mistake, my body won’t listen. Heat floods my sex every time I remember the fitting room and how passionately I sucked Jensen’s wonderful cock. We were so close to getting caught… but we weren’t. Our secret is safe. And the fact that Will so very nearly caught us only makes me feel more excited.

Warmth floods my pussy yet again. I gave the best blowjob of my life today and I still haven’t come. Time to do something about that.

I slip my secret “work” phone from my bag and turn it on. The screen illuminates part of the room like a dull torch. I ease back into the couch and scroll through the photos, the ones I took with Jensen on our final morning in Cape Grande. I reminisce about all the wild things we did together while looking at the series of incredible, beautiful, graphic photos. His cock in my mouth. In my pussy. His tongue exploring my clit. I hold the phone in one hand and let the other slip into my shorts and caress my sex.

It only takes me a few short minutes to climax. After that, I feel a lot better. A lot calmer. I put the phone away again and head back to bed, finally satisfied.

****

The coffee shop is a lot quieter after work. Dark shadows loom outside as the sun fades from view. I smooth my creased blouse and fight back the urge to yawn. Kimberly sits opposite me, also looking pretty tired after another long day. Will walks over to the table carrying a tray with three cups of coffee on it. He distributes the drinks and takes a seat at my side.

‘How was your day?’ Kimberly grasps her cup with both hands, enjoying the warmth. ‘I don’t know about you, but mine sucked a whole lot of ass.’

‘It was okay,’ Will says, with a shrug. ‘Kept me busy, at least.’

‘Yeah, mine was fine.’ I glance away. In truth, I spent a huge part of my workday messaging Jensen in secret. At first, it was friendly. Then it was flirty. Before lunchtime rolled around, we were openly sexting one another; Jensen describing what he wanted to do to me in the fitting room yesterday, while I replied with breathlessly typed sexual scenarios I would do to him in return. In the end, our messaging reached a crescendo with an exchange of picture messages demonstrating how turned on we had both become. All in all, it was a pretty good day.

‘So, almost your birthday…’ Kimberly smiles at Will. ‘What are you guys doing for it?’

‘Grabbing a few drinks at the bar.’ Will glances at me for confirmation. I nod. ‘I hope you’re gonna come, too. Aside from that, I’m not sure.’

‘If there’s a tab, I’m in.’ She smiles.

‘It’s annoying, having a birthday on a work day,’ I say, touching him on the arm. ‘But we’ll have a nice night together.’

‘I bet you will.’ Kimberly’s eyes flash with wicked interest. I shoot her a warning glance. ‘If I know my Nicole, I bet she’ll give you a really nice night.’

Will laughs. Kimberly pokes her tongue out at me. I sigh and take a sip of my coffee. It’s good. It’s warm.

Kimberly’s phone buzzes. She glances at the screen and makes a disgusted sigh. She says, ‘Speaking of nice, this is what passes for romance in my marriage. Hubby just messaged me to say that we’re fucking tonight. No pleasantries, no asking about my day, just informing me that this is happening.’

Will winces. I remain silent. After the messages I’ve written and received today, I have no dog in this fight.

‘Jesus, fuck.’ Kimberly puts her phone away and shakes her head. ‘Has a message like that ever worked?’ She looks at me. I glance away. ‘Will, please tell me that you have at least a fraction more common sense than the dumbass I married.’

‘I can’t say I’ve ever sent a message like that…’ Will thinks for a moment. ‘I mean, I’ve sent my share of risqué texts and pictures, but I’ve never said anything so blunt.’

‘Good.’ I nudge him. ‘If you did, you’d be sleeping in the yard.’

They laugh. I smile and take another sip of my coffee.

‘I swear to God, he wasn’t always such an asshole.’ Kimberly sighs again. ‘He was pretty damn sweet when we met, even for a few years afterward. Now he sends me shit like this. I bet you, I fucking bet you-’ She jabs a finger at Will and myself. ‘I bet he hasn’t done anything at home, either. I’ll get back, kids will still need feeding, there will be dishes in the sink, and he’ll whip his cock out like it’s all I’ve been craving today.’

Will snorts with laughter. I chuckle into my coffee.

‘God fucking dammit.’ She shakes her head, but I can tell it’s exaggerated. While Kimberly might be genuinely irritated, she’s also performing for comedic effect. ‘You know, the last time we arranged a date night together, he sent me a dick pic out of the blue. When I asked why, he said it was a preview of my dessert.’

Will thumps the table in wild amusement, tears streaming down his cheeks. He gets himself back under control and says, ‘Wow, I’ve never done anything like that. I have sent one or two inappropriate pictures that maybe weren’t wanted…’

‘One or two?’ I raise an eyebrow at him.

‘Okay, a handful.’

Kimberly throws up her hands in mock exasperation and says, ‘Has it ever worked for you? Has Nicole ever received those photos and jumped on you for it?’

‘Nope.’

‘Then why do guys keep doing it? I swear, there needs to be an app where I can track the number of dumbass messages my husband sends and I can use that to decide if he gets lucky that month.’

I put a hand on Will’s arm again. I say, ‘This makes me pretty grateful that you’re not like that, babe.’

‘See?’ Will smiles at Kimberly. ‘I’m not that bad!’

‘I’ve got to say, though, if you had started sending me dick pics before we got serious, I probably would have kicked you to the curb.’

‘And I would have deserved it.’

Kimberly takes a deep drink of her coffee and places the cup back down with a loud clang. She says, ‘What were you like at first, Will? How did you put the moves on my girl?’

‘Good question.’ He clicks his tongue in thought. ‘Uh… I think I just spoke to Nicole like she was a human being, right? Nothing special, nothing fancy. I didn’t even really flirt with you for a couple of months after we met.’

I nod in agreement. ‘Yeah, you were pretty good at remaining friendly. I thought you were sweet.’

‘Good thing we didn’t meet today.’ He flashes me that big, wide smile. ‘I’d start by telling you how my crypto and NFT portfolios are doing.’

‘And you’d find yourself sleeping alone!’

We all laugh together. This is good; this is nice. This feels normal. The three of us, hanging out, laughing. Something vibrates in the bag at my feet. I reach down and check it under the table. There’s a message from Jensen on my second phone. I read it quickly.

‘Crazy idea. We take a personal day tomorrow. You come over here instead.’

Heat floods my body. After a day of mounting sexual tension, that sounds like bliss. I reply with a single thumbs-up emoji and return to the conversation at hand, where we bitch and moan about guys demanding sex over text messages.

****

I get dressed for work as normal, except I slip into some new lingerie first – the red one-piece. My dark blouse and gray skirt hide the red lace. On the outside, I look like any other office worker getting ready for the day.

Will kisses me goodbye and heads out first, driving away with a final wave. I smile to myself. Heat is already pooling in my womanhood, preparing me for a day of wonderful erotic delights. I have no idea what Jensen has planned, but I know it’s going to be mind-blowing and memorable.

Before leaving, I write a quick email to Rob, asking for a personal day and apologizing for the lack of notice. Thankfully, I’m well on top of everything, so he has no reason to disapprove of my request. I get into my car and head over to Jensen’s place.

He buzzes me up from the front entrance. I stroll into the building with a final glance back at my car parked in a small lot across the street and walk through the lobby as if I belong there. A few people pass me in the other direction, heading to work, but nobody spares me a second look. Maybe they would look more closely if they had any idea what I’m wearing under these clothes.

Jensen is waiting for me at the door in a casual shirt and slacks. He smiles and gestures for me to enter, then closes and locks the door. I drop my bag and turn to him, popping the buttons on my blouse to reveal the red lacey treasures beneath. His face beams with pleasure.

‘I was going to offer you a coffee…’

‘I don’t need coffee. I need your cock.’

He watches me undress with a delighted smile, savoring the sight of my body in this sexy red one-piece. Before he can begin to tug off his shirt, I step closer and do it for him, easing those clothes to the floor until he stands before me as God intended, that perfect manhood already beginning to grow and thicken.

Jensen sweeps me into his arms. He carries me to the kitchen and places me on the island counter. The surface is cool against my warm skin. He leans down and tugs the lingerie aside, exposing my gleaming, smooth, swollen pussy lips. It feels like I’ve been wet for days now, ever since our adventure in the fitting room.

‘I’ve been waiting days to pay you back.’ His blue eyes flash in triumph. ‘Now I’m gonna make it count.’

He lowers his mouth to my intimate lips and begins to lap with slow, deliberate strokes. The heat in my cleft bubbles over almost immediately. I writhe in pleasure in the middle of his kitchen, moaning like a whore, grinding my sex against his intruding tongue, and surrender to his desires.

Jensen brings me to a thunderous climax with masterful skill and precision. Every glide and flick and caress of his tongue hits the right spot, sending waves of pure bliss through me. Each lick brings me to the edge of orgasm again and again. He keeps up the pressure, gently yet firmly lapping at my fountain and gleefully tasting my juices.

Just as the pressure in my gut reaches critical mass, Jensen stands and pushes his rock-hard cock into me. His massive length effortlessly pushes my soaking tunnel open and glides inside, filling the space with red-hot heat.

‘Yes!’ I grab his muscular arms. ‘Fuck me, Jensen! Fuck me!’

He fucks me with furious purpose. I wail in passion, not caring if anyone can hear us together. It’s so fucking good! His fingers glide over my body. He tugs the top aside, exposing my breasts, and caresses the tattoo of several little stars with a smile.

‘God, I fucking love this!’ He keeps pounding me, grinning in delight. ‘I love your tattoos, Nikki. And your piercing.’

I moan with pleasure, gripping his arms tighter. I say, ‘You want me to get some more, baby? Huh?’

‘Yeah.’ He touches my smooth mound. ‘You should get “Property of Jensen” right here, so everyone knows that your pussy is mine.’

A scream of wild bliss tears out of my throat. Jensen fucks me to an incredible orgasm on his kitchen counter, slamming that cock into my soaking pussy with intense determination. I climax again. And again. Every time I come, he pumps me harder. My juices soak his cock, making it slide easier with each stroke. No matter how tight my pussy tries to grip, his shaft keeps moving. It’s fucking ecstasy.

‘Don’t fucking stop!’ His deep voice almost rumbles. ‘Do not stop coming on my cock!’

All I can do is cling to his powerful arms and hope that I don’t pass out from pleasure. Waves of rapture roll through me. Explosions of bliss detonate under my skin. I tingle and throb and rise and fall at the same time. His powerful shaft plunges inside me, pulsing with pleasure with each pump.

Finally, I start to come down from my climax and regain control. We move around the kitchen together. He holds me against the refrigerator while I wrap my legs around his waist. I bend over the sink and let him fuck me from behind. As he starts to approach a climax of his own, I look back at him.

‘You know – oh! – where we’ve never fucked yet?’

He shakes his head, jaw clenched in concentration.

‘The balcony!’

Jensen grins. He eases back. I grab his hand and pull him to the door. We step out onto the balcony together, totally naked, standing several floors above the world below. Nobody can see us here. But we can see them. Below us, a handful of people move this way and that, going about their lives, heedless of our naked bodies above.

‘Come on.’ Jensen speaks with urgency.

He bends me forward, over the railing, and I gaze over the streets below like Aphrodite sees the world from heaven. I spread my feet and arch my back for him. Jensen gets into place and pushes forward again, claiming me as his own once more and forcing a moan from my lips.

‘Yes! Fuck me, Jensen! You’re so much better than Will! Oh my God!’

Jensen growls. His fingers grip tighter around my hips. He fucks me with fiery need, pumping my gushing pussy in furious strokes. The balcony railing rattles but holds firm. I moan up to the cloudy sky. Aphrodite herself can hear me from her throne atop Olympus.

‘Fuck my pussy, Jensen! I’m gonna come! Fuck, I’m gonna come all over your big fucking cock!’

‘Yes!’

He grabs the rails around me now, both of us clinging on for dear life as waves of rapturous bliss begin to wash over me. I arch my back and push into Jensen’s intense thrusts, forcing his huge cock deeper and deeper inside me. My pussy is stretched to the limit and I can hardly breathe from how fucking good it feels, but I want more. I need more!

The balcony railing shudders from our furious fucking, but holds firm. In another life, I would have been terrified to have sex out here – not just in the open, where we could easily be seen, but while standing on this small, slender balcony. But I’m not in that life anymore. I’m living the life of a whore.

The harder he fucks me, the more I need it. My pussy is on the verge of a meltdown. This is bigger than an orgasm. This is a supernova. I gaze down at the street below, at little clueless, oblivious people going about their lives, totally unaware that a cheating wife is getting the deep, hard fucking of her life right above their heads. Moan after moan escapes my throat, sheer wordless bliss filling the air. Jensen grabs my hair with one hand, taking control of me. I moan even louder.

‘I’m gonna make you come for me.’ His voice is deeper than ever, husky with lust, thick with desire. ‘You want that?’

‘Yes! Fuck! Yes! I want to come for you! Fuck my married pussy! I need it!’

I spread my feet wider, allowing him to fuck me deeper, faster, and harder. I want him to own my body and make me come.

‘I love the way you fuck me!’ I grip the rail, my knuckles turning white with the effort, and wail in passion. My words drive him wild. His cock plunges in and out of me with increasing desperation, close to the edge now. ‘Fuck me, Jensen! Fuck my pussy!’

Just as my lover’s furious fucking reaches its most intense point, I hear a faint, distant voice. Unfamiliar, yet directed to us.

‘What the hell are you doing?’

I glance over the balcony and see a man standing on the sidewalk several stories below, looking up at us. Even at this distance, I can see a gobsmacked expression on his face. I laugh at the absurdity of the situation – of me, getting fucked from behind in a public place, while someone overhears us from below; of this total stranger staring up at us in amazement – and raise my middle finger in salute.

‘Fuck off, you pervert!’

Then my climax hits. I shriek in pleasure and turn away from the voyeur looking up at us. My thoughts are filled with lust now. Jensen’s huge cock plunges in and out of my throbbing, spasming, clenching pussy with desperate intensity. Each stroke makes me cry out more than the last. His wonderful thickness forces my pussy lips open, making me climax all over that bare cock.

‘Yes!’ The word bursts out of me in a breathy wheeze.

Jensen keeps fucking me through my orgasm, making it feel even more intense, even more wonderful, even more explosive. I grip the balcony rail and let him fuck me senseless. My vision blurs. I can’t breathe. All I can do is take him and love it.

‘Now you!’ I try to look back at him over my shoulder, but he still has a firm grip on my hair. ‘Now you come for me!’

‘In your pussy?’ Jensen’s mouth is close to my ear, his voice deep and rumbling.’ Want me to come in your married pussy?’

‘On my face! Come all over my slutty face!’

He groans and fucks me for a few more moments until he can’t take anymore. Finally, Jensen grabs my neck and pulls me away from the railing with a throaty grunt. I spin around and kneel before him, looking up with my tongue out and a smile on my face. His cock throbs in the air before me. My prize, ready to reward me, on the verge of showering me with that thick, creamy goodness. I cup his full, juicy balls, determined to coax every drop and look up at him with a wicked smile. He strokes that meaty shaft with one hand.

‘Come on, baby, do it. Come for me. Come all over my slutty face.’

Jensen groans, teeth bared, jaw clenched. His cheeks are flushed with color, eyes bulging with lust. His balls throb and pulse in my hands, ready to unleash their contents.

‘Give me your fucking come!’ My voice is desperate, hungry, intense. ‘I want that delicious load right here.’ I tap my tongue with a fingertip. ‘I’m your dirty married slut, baby, nobody else gets to come on my face. Not even my husband. Only you.’

Jensen groans louder. His hand is almost a blur now, pumping faster than I’ve ever seen. I keep talking in a passionate, lusty tone, bringing him to the cusp of eruption.

‘Fuck, I need your come, baby! I need you to come on me! Do it! Make me your filthy fucking slut! I’m all yours, baby. I’m your dirty married fuck toy, you can come on my face any time you want!’

Jensen makes a final throaty cry. He aims at my face and keeps stroking with that same desperate need, that same furious desire, until-

He climaxes over my face. But the first spray goes wild. I flinch and close my eyes. Warm, sticky come splashes over me, hitting my closed left eye and landing in my hair. I giggle in surprise. Jensen moans, still stroking his pulsing cock over my face. More drops of his passion land on me, this time hitting the right places; my tongue, lips, and cheeks. I moan and swallow and smile like the good whore I am.

‘Fuck!’ He shudders in my hands. That huge cock pulses a steady beat, emptying its wonderful load over me.

After a few more sprays, Jensen’s orgasm fades. I wipe his come from my eye with two fingers and suck them clean, giggling at how silly it feels.

‘Wow, baby, you made a real mess of me that time!’ I clean the head of his manhood with my tongue, always watching his facial expressions contort in pleasure. ‘Guess I made you pretty horny…’

His cock throbs at the feel of my warm tongue. I put on a show of cleaning the head, lovingly sucking every drop of come and swallowing with a loud groan of pleasure. His orgasm always tastes so good. It warms my insides as it disappears down my throat.

‘God, your come is so fucking delicious…’ I make another theatrical moan of pleasure and grasp the base of his manhood, holding firm. After all the time we’ve spent having sex with each other, I know how to keep his cock hard and ready for more. ‘Did you like coming on my face, baby?’

‘Fuck yeah.’ He grins down at me. His cock trembles in my hand.

I use one finger to scoop his come from my cheek and push it into my mouth, going slow and making sure he sees how much I love cleaning up his delicious mess. I moan with every fresh trickle of come that hits my tongue.

‘Sorry, I got some in your hair.’ He chuckles with amusement.

‘Mmm… have you ever done that before?’ I lick my fingers clean. He shakes his head. ‘I made you come so hard you made a real mess of me, huh?’

Before he can respond, I take his length inside my mouth and start sucking him again, taking that cock to the back of my throat with practiced skill and precision. He moans from above, spurring me on. I use my hands and mouth to pleasure his cock and balls, feeling that wonderful, thick member thicken back to full. This is my power. I control his penis. It belongs to me.

Finally, I ease back, drool on my smiling lips, and stroke his fully hard cock with one hand. He grins down at me in wordless wonder.

‘That first load was nice, baby.’ I lick the tip of his shaft again. ‘But my pussy is jealous. Can you come inside me next?’

Jensen smiles at me. He takes me by the hand and leads me back inside. We spend the next several hours lost in perfect sexual bliss. Different positions, different holes, different locations, but all with the same result: all-consuming, mind-melting pleasure. For the most part, we take our time with one another, content to luxuriate in the moment and enjoy this freedom. No restraints, no restrictions, no limitations. Sometimes our lust becomes overwhelming and this passionate, playful lovemaking morphs into intense, hardcore acts of pure fucking. However we do it, Jensen leaves me breathless and begging for more.

Naturally, he delivers. My lover is every bit as insatiable as I am. The moment his climax subsides – in my pussy, in my ass, on my face, over my breasts, wherever – he immediately begins caressing, kissing, and stroking me, preparing for the next round. I’ve become an expert at bringing his exhausted cock back to life with my hands and mouth.

We take a brief break around lunch. Jensen orders a pizza and slips into the shower to freshen up. I lounge on the couch wearing one of his shirts, letting my weak legs recover from hours of intense cardio.

Jensen’s intercom buzzes. I manage to get up from the couch and wander over to the little screen beside the door to see who it is. Instead of a pizza delivery guy, I see a woman on the camera. Not just any woman. It’s Lara.

I frown at the screen for a moment. What’s she doing here? Is she hooking up with Jensen behind my back? No, that’s impossible. I hesitate for a moment and press the button to buzz her into the building.

Jensen is still in the shower. I can hear the water running. I smile to myself and pop an extra button on the shirt to reveal more cleavage and mess up my hair so it looks even wilder than it already is. After a moment, I hear a polite, tentative knock on the door. Showtime.

I open the door with a dramatic flourish, not bothering to hide how little I’m wearing or the scene of sexual chaos behind me – discarded clothes, messed up couch cushions, and magazines knocked to the floor. Lara stares at me for a moment. Her face registers confusion, then recognition, then embarrassment. I keep a wide, happy smile the whole time.

‘Oh, hey Lara.’ My tone is bouncy and bright. ‘What a pleasant surprise. What can I do for you?’

Lara’s wide eyes slide past me, to the room beyond. She sees the debris of our morning sex. She sees me wearing my lover’s creased and worn shirt. She sees my face. Her cheeks pinken.

‘Uh… no, I’m sorry, it’s nothing.’

She starts to turn and walk away. I reach out and touch her arm. Whatever her reason is for coming here, it’s not because she’s also fucking Jensen on the side. Her reaction is one of embarrassment, not jealousy.

‘Wait, what’s wrong?’ I step out into the hallway. Lara stops walking. She turns to me, a mixture of shame and sadness in her eyes.

‘I shouldn’t be here. I’m sorry, I don’t know why…’ Her voice tails off. She brushes at her cheek and pauses, glancing at the engagement ring sparkling on her finger.

‘Did something happen?’ Concern fills my heart. Sure, we’re not exactly close, but Lara has always seemed nice enough to me. I’d hate for her to suffer through a bad relationship.

But Lara shakes her head. She gives a faint laugh.

‘No, everything’s fine. It’s just… we, uh, we set a date. For the wedding.’

‘Congratulations.’ I squeeze her arm in support. She still doesn’t meet my eyes.

‘Thanks. But then, I don’t know, I just started thinking and worrying and…’ Tears fill her eyes. She looks at me now, searching for someone who understands what she feels. ‘I just… I looked up Jensen’s address and thought… I don’t know what I thought.’

But I do. She started worrying about the future, about her impending marriage. She started thinking about the finality of that moment. She got scared and decided to reach out to the one person in the world she knew would understand and offer support: her former fuck-buddy, Jensen. Maybe she was hoping to talk. Maybe she was hoping for one last fling before tying the knot.

‘I know.’ I wrap my arms around Lara’s shoulders and pull her into a sisterly hug. ‘It’s okay, you don’t need to explain.’

‘I feel so stupid. My fiancé is great, but I’m scared.’ Her voice is almost childlike. It breaks my heart.

‘I know, I know. Believe me. I know.’

‘He makes me so happy. Why did I come here?’

I squeeze Lara tighter, trying to pass my strength to her through this hug. I say, ‘It’s natural to be scared. Marriage is a huge step. It’s totally okay to have doubts and worries.’

Lara trembles in my arms. For a moment, I worry that she’s about to start crying on me. But then I hear a soft, weak laugh of self-deprecation.

‘God, what if he knew that I’d come here? He’d be so mad at me.’

‘I won’t tell him if you don’t.’

We laugh together for a moment. Lara returns my hug, then pulls away. She rubs her eyes and clears her throat. I give her a questioning look. She nods.

‘Thanks, Nicole. I’m actually kind of glad that you opened the door. I didn’t want to do anything, but I also wanted to. Does that make sense?’

I nod. She sighs in relief. A brief silence falls in the quiet hallway before she speaks again.

‘Hey, can I ask you something?’ She turns her vulnerable gaze on me now. I brace myself. ‘Are you happy?’

‘Huh?’ The question takes me by surprise. ‘What do you mean?’

Lara shifts, obviously uncomfortable, but desperate to know. She says, ‘Well, you know, you have a husband. He seems cool – mostly, I mean.’ She giggles, obviously remembering Will storming into the party like a drunk asshole. ‘But you’re here, instead of working or being with your husband. Are you happy?’

I open my mouth to respond, but the words don’t form. It takes me a moment to speak.

‘Yeah, I’m happy. I mean, this – me being here – this is just temporary, right?’ I smile, but she doesn’t seem convinced. ‘Honestly, yes. I thought I was super happy and everything was perfect. Then I found something else. Now both things make me happy in different ways. I didn’t set out to do this or become this person, it just happened.’ I shrug. The answer sounds strangely pathetic when spoken aloud, but it’s true. It’s the best I can explain.

Lara searches my face for a moment, then slowly nods in acceptance. She chews her bottom lip, thinking.

‘If you knew back then that you’d end up doing this…’ She pauses, steeling herself to finish the question. ‘Would you still have gotten married?’

My mouth flaps for a moment. It takes me a few seconds to process the question. Finally, I respond.

‘Yes. Yeah, I would. Maybe I would have tried to be stronger, but…’ I sigh. ‘Listen, Will’s great. And so is Jensen. Sometimes it’s nice to be selfish and do things that I want to do.’

Lara nods. She squeezes my hand in gratitude and walks back to the elevator without another word. I head back into Jensen’s apartment and close the door. Jensen emerges from the bathroom, a towel around his waist and water glistening on his abs.

‘Who was at the door?’ He runs a hand through his wet hair.

‘Nobody. Thought it was the pizza guy.’

****

We continue fucking all afternoon. Each time feels better than the last. He’s like a drug; every hit leaves me craving another. By the time we finally notice that it’s almost five o’clock, both our bodies are sore and exhausted. We shower together. I dry my hair and skin. He helps me get dressed again, back into my red one-piece, then hiding it beneath the crumpled and creased office attire. We share one final kiss and I head out of his apartment. Our deception is complete. Nobody knows what we did here today. Well, nobody except Lara, and she isn’t going to spill my secret to anyone.

****

‘Good morning, birthday boy.’

Will stirs from sleep at the sound of my voice. I slowly push the covers down to reveal his half-dressed body to the soft morning light. He stirs again. I smile to myself and move closer to my goal: that gentle bulge in his pajama shorts. My husband is already sporting a semi-hard cock this morning. I wonder what naughty dreams have been echoing around in his wicked mind?

I part the flap in the front of his shorts and bring his pink totem out into the light. It thickens to full hardness at my touch. I never cease to be amazed at how wildly and completely different two penises can be from one another. Jensen’s is so massive and awe-inspiring, while Will’s manhood now seems so cute and harmless. My hand massages that member, enjoying the sensation of a tremble pulsing through his flesh.

My husband stirs again. A soft sigh escapes his parted lips. I smile to myself and slide down the bed, bringing my face level with his throbbing penis. I wouldn’t normally do something like this for him – definitely not when we both need to leave for work soon – but, hey, it is his birthday.

I wrap my lips around the tip and slowly, softly, lovingly wake him. My warm mouth glides up and down his manhood at a gentle pace, rousing Will from slumber. He blinks, confused, then breaks into a delighted smile.

‘Oh, fuck, morning…’

A moaning reply slips from my lips. I keep pleasuring him for a few more moments, enjoying those rapturous little gasps and groans, until I ease back and let his wet cock slip from my mouth with a wet popping sound. He looks at me with a shocked, hurt face, wondering why I’ve stopped.

‘So, birthday boy…’ I grasp his manhood in one hand. It’s difficult not to notice that my hand almost covers the entire penis. My other lover’s cock barely fits in both hands. ‘Do you want one of your presents now or later?’

He barely takes a second to think before nodding with eagerness. ‘Now! Now, please!’

I pause for a minute, tapping my chin with a finger as though making a difficult decision. Then I smile and nod.

‘Okay. I’ve been thinking about this for a long time and I think you’ve earned it.’

Will’s brow creases. I smile and sit up and straddle him. His face beams with delight as I glide my wet pussy over his glistening manhood. He thinks I’m going to give him a morning ride.

‘Hmm…’ I aim the tip of his penis at my gleaming entrance and pause. ‘No, no I don’t think so.’

‘Aw, c’mon!’ He whines, like a dog begging for scraps. ‘Please, it’s my birthday!’

‘Yes, it is. And that’s why…’ I adjust my position, inching my hips forward. Now the head of his shaft is aiming at a different hole. ‘I think we should do it like this.’

Will’s jaw drops. He looks up at me, eyes wide with wonder, amazement, and disbelief. He says, ‘Are you… I mean… really?’ His voice is heavy with urgency, yet not wanting to sound too eager and discourage me. ‘Your ass? For real?’

I shrug. ‘Well, if you don’t want to…’

‘No, no! Please! Please!’

I slowly ease down and press his wet tip to my asshole. A few months ago, I would have insisted on using a load of lube and making him go slow while I bit down on a pillow. But I’m a different woman now. I know my limits and what my body can take. And I know that my saliva will serve as a good enough lube substitute for this. Besides, it’s not like Will’s cock is the biggest thing my ass has ever taken.

Will gasps. His eyes widen in pure delight, mouth hanging open. I smile with pleasure and sink lower, feeling my tight hole stretch and grip that shaft, allowing him to enter the one place he has never been before.

‘Fuck, Nicole! Oh my God!’

It’s almost laughably easy to take him now. My body has been well trained to take bigger cocks than this, but I make a little moaning whimper to seem like it’s a struggle to fit him in my ass. He grips my thighs, holding on tight. I sink and swallow his cock with my warm, tight ass.

‘Oh, babe! You’re fucking my ass!’ I make all the right noises. I give all the right expressions. He moans and groans, utterly lost in bliss, believing that he’s the first man to ever experience this with me. ‘God, it’s so big!’

He groans louder, loving it. Loving my ass. Loving my words. Loving his dirty wife. I start to ride him, squeezing my ass tight around that cock. After all the wild sex with Jensen yesterday, I notice the difference. Jensen’s cock fills every hole to the limit, especially my tight ass. Will’s cock feels almost comfortable inside me. I don’t want to say that I can hardly feel him, but…

I lean back, giving him a perfect view of my smooth, bare, wet pussy lips and the sight of his rock-hard cock disappearing into my little asshole. Will’s eyes bulge. He’s never seen anything this erotic in his entire life.

‘Nicole!’ He gasps my name in a choking cry. ‘Oh, fuck!’

His face creases with utter pleasure. He grips my thighs tighter. It seems like my husband is enjoying my ass a lot more than I thought he would.

‘Fuck my ass, babe! Fuck me, come on!’

My fingers slip to that sweet, juicy spot between my outer lips and begin to circle in quick, gentle flicks. Pleasure ripples through me like lightning across the sky. While his cock feels nice enough in my ass, it feels way, way better to play with myself like this. Especially with his slack-jawed expression of disbelief staring at me from this close distance. Honestly, the way he looks at me is more of a turn-on than letting him fuck my ass.

‘Fuck! Fuck…’ Will clenches his jaw, already close to the precipice. I almost laugh out loud in surprise but manage to turn it into a theatrical moan of pleasure. My hips rock harder, taking his cock as deep as it can reach in my ass. Every bounce and movement makes him groan in passion and causes his cock to throb even harder. I clench my ass and squeeze harder, milking and massaging his cock with each firm bounce. Will’s eyes shine with bliss.

‘Are you gonna come for me, babe?’ I rock harder. ‘Are you gonna come in my ass?’

He makes a strangled, gasping moan. His manhood twitches and pulses. Before I can even react, the first spurt of warm, creamy come floods my ass. I gasp – both in surprise at how quickly it happened and how nice it feels. Will groans, face contorting with divine euphoria, his fingers digging into my thighs, arching his back beneath me. More strangled, gurgling cries escape his mouth. His manhood pulses again, pumping load after load into my ass with intense desperation. He moans with the intensity of his climax. I keep stroking my pussy, circling my clit, moaning in exaggerated serenity. Will’s warmth floods my body, but it pales compared to the loads I receive from Jensen. Still, it feels nice.

‘Oh, my God!’ His eyes widen in shock. ‘Does that feel good?’

‘So good, babe. It feels so good in my ass!’

His climax subsides. Warm come flows back down inside me. He starts to wilt and wither. I stop playing with myself and gently roll forward and kiss him on the lips, disconnection our bodies at the same time. He groans around my tongue.

‘Good morning, birthday boy.’

He chuckles and places his hands on my butt. He says, ‘Good morning to you, too. Best birthday present ever!’

****

I hop in the shower and clean myself up. Will kisses me farewell and drives to work. I lay out my clothes on the bed and pause for a moment. Seeing as it’s his birthday, I wanted to wear the super sexy blue crotchless underwear with the nipple holes, but there’s no way in hell I could get away with that around the office. As much as I’ve pushed and bent the rules surrounding workplace attire, the sight of my undisguised nipples would surely get me written up.

Instead, I opt for a more conservative outfit choice and slip the crotchless lingerie into my bag. Maybe I’ll get a chance to change before we hit the bar later. I quickly dress in a dark blouse that shows off my enhanced chest and short black skirt and head to work.

There’s a meeting invitation waiting for me on my computer calendar when I arrive. It’s a request for Jensen, asking for my help searching for a particular file in the file room, thirty minutes from now. I smile to myself. Wicked, wicked man. I accept the invitation and write a reply.

‘Will you need both hands to find this file, sir?’

He writes back a brief message. It says, ‘Both hands. Maybe your mouth. You’ll have to work your ass off.’

I push papers around my desk for thirty minutes, then rise from my desk and stroll to the file room, barely pausing to nod or smile at the few people walking by. The men return my smile. The women look away, but I feel their eyes flick toward me as soon as my back is turned. Jealousy is such an ugly color.

Jensen is already waiting for me, hidden out of sight of the entrance, tucked discreetly away behind a row of stacked shelves. He smiles as I casually stroll around the corner.

‘Couldn’t wait to see me, huh?’ I return his grin. ‘Can’t get enough?’

‘No, I can’t.’ He slips his arms around my waist. ‘I thought about you all last night.’

His lips draw close to mine, pulled as if by some unseen force. I allow him to get within an inch of kissing me, then turn my head.

‘All last night? Wow, your wrist must be exhausted.’

He chuckles softly and tries to kiss me again. I turn my head away at the last moment, teasing him with denial.

‘I don’t jerk off. I could but… nobody makes me come like you do. Not even me.’

‘I’m flattered.’

Jensen slides one big, powerful hand behind my neck, holding me in place. His strong fingers send trembles of erotic delight through my body. It’s so exciting to be held like this, to be pinned in place by a man – an alpha male – like him.

He tries one more time to kiss my lips, but I place a shushing finger on my mouth. He raises an eyebrow, blue eyes flashing with both arousal and frustration.

‘We can’t do this today.’ I give my voice a sultry, innocent, teasing edge. ‘It’s my husband’s birthday.’

Jensen’s eyes gleam in triumph. He says, ‘All the more reason to do it today.’ He tries to kiss me again, but I push his head away.

‘I need to save myself for him.’ My words light a fire behind Jensen’s eyes. I’ve never seen him look at me with such a burning need before. A bulge presses into my thigh, growing to full size faster than ever. ‘I have to keep my body pure for him today. You can’t have me.’

His grip tightens on my body. That bulge practically throbs on my thigh. Jensen looks at me like a starving man gazing at a three-course meal. I give a dirty smile, loving the power and control I have over this incredible man. I love the way he yearns for me. I love teasing and denying him like this.

‘I have a better idea. Maybe I should give your husband a present, too.’ His eyes sparkle like the ocean in the sun. ‘And, hey – you can take it home to him for me.’ That devilish grin stretches his lips wider.

‘What a sweet idea.’ I match his smile, already pretty certain where this is heading. ‘What do you want me to give him?’

Jensen slides one hand beneath my skirt and cups me, warm fingers stroking my underwear.

‘How about a nice, fresh, warm, delicious creampie?’

I laugh, but the sound turns into a moaning gasp as Jensen’s fingers press into my panties, his touch sending a wonderful jolt through me. He leans in again, pinning me against the shelves. My hips roll, unbidden, grinding against his bulge. He cups my sex, eyes burning with lust. I put my hand on his chest but he grabs the wrist and pins it above my head, rendering me almost entirely helpless. I’m burning with desire for him now, white-hot and all-consuming. If he takes me now, I’ll let him.

Jensen pushes up my skirt. I use my free hand to unzip his pants. There’s no question, no word spoken between us. We both want the same thing. Here. Now. In the file room. With everyone in the office on the other side of that door.

But a new, jarring sound screeches out in the silence, making us both jump in surprise. Jensen’s phone. He takes his hand off my skirt and snatches up the phone, answering it, face filled with frustration.

‘Hello?’ He freezes. ‘Hi, Rob.’

My jaw drops. Jensen releases my pinned hand and steps back, still talking into the phone.

‘No, I’m just making a quick coffee… Nicole?’ He glances at me. ‘I haven’t stopped by her office yet. Okay, sure. See you in a few.’

Jensen hangs up and slips his phone away again, letting out a long sigh of exasperation. He looks at me. I nod.

‘I guess we have to put this on hold?’ I smooth down my skirt and try to steady my heart rate, ignoring the liquid warmth pooling inside me. Fuck, why does this always seem to happen?

‘Yeah.’ He looks at me, blue eyes flashing with barely-disguised hunger. ‘For now, anyway. He wants us in his office.’

‘Fuck!’ I let out a frustrated sigh. ‘He knows when to pick his moments, right? God, imagine if he called while we were fucking?’

We exchange a look and a naughty laugh. Jensen zips up his pants. He says, ‘This isn’t over, you know.’

‘I say it is.’ I wink and head out of the room, leaving him to get control of his obvious bulge and calm down.

The hallway is practically empty now. Most people are already sitting at their desks or locked away in meeting rooms, getting on with the monotony of the working day. I head straight to Rob’s office and knock before opening the door. Rob is inside, standing beside his desk, in an animated conversation with someone I’ve never seen before. A man with a crisp, clean, expensive-looking suit, a sun-kissed, weather-beaten face, and silver hair.

‘Nicole! Come on in.’ Rob gestures for me to enter the lion’s den. ‘This is Steve, you might already know him. Steve, this is Nicole.’

‘Heard a lot about you, Nicole.’ The man named Steve shakes my hand. I notice that his skin is soft, the nails perfectly manicured. This is a man who takes care of himself.

‘Nice to meet you, Steve.’ I give him a friendly smile. His eyes glance downward for a fraction of a second as we step away from each other. Heat touches my cheeks. For the first time in several months, I become uncomfortably aware of how long my blouse is buttoned and the amount of cleavage that is on display. ‘How, uh, how can I help you?’

‘Let’s wait for Jensen to join us.’ Rob beams at me and slips into his chair. ‘We’ll have a lot to talk about.’

A little knot of tension forms in my stomach. How many times have I been in this position recently? It seems that every time Jensen and I try to fool around during work hours, we get pulled into Rob’s office and I start panicking that we’re about to get shitcanned. This time, though, the unexpected appearance of Steve – whoever the fuck he is – has me even more concerned than usual. I clasp my hands together and keep a friendly expression on my face.

After a moment, Jensen enters the room. He looks totally at ease. You’d never know that he was a few seconds away from passionately fucking me in the file room two minutes ago. Rob makes the introductions and Jensen shakes Steve’s hand. Then Jensen and I sit opposite Rob’s desk, both waiting for the other shoe to drop.

Steve sits on the edge of Rob’s desk, cool and casual, hands in his lap. He looks from me to Jensen and back again before he finally starts talking.

‘It’s good to finally meet you both. I’ve heard a lot about you – all good things, don’t worry.’ He chuckles at his joke. I fight the urge to glance at Jensen. He remains still beside me, eyes forward. ‘The way I hear it, we have the two of you to thank for the entire buyout going as smoothly as it did. I was pretty certain the whole thing was going to drag on for at least another two or three months. So, thank you, sincerely, from everyone on the senior team.’

He smiles at us. I nod in return, trying to force a grin and ignore the combination of gnawing worry in my gut and flicking heat in my sex. It’s a dangerous combination.

‘Naturally, the business wants to extend its thanks to you both.’ Steve continues talking, enjoying the sound of his voice and having a captive audience. ‘Frankly, I believe the hard work you’ve done and the commitment you’ve displayed is worth far, far more than a simple bonus.’ His smile widens. I try to stay calm. Holy shit. This conversation is not the one I feared it would be. This is the talk I’ve dreamed about.

Steve gestures with his hands, continuing. ‘So, here’s the offer. We’ve bought the new office over in Cape Grande, and it seems that they need a lot of support to get up to par with our expectations. We need people who know what they’re doing. People we can trust. People who understand the environment over there.’ He claps his hands together, triumphant. ‘We want the pair of you to oversee the entire Cape Grande operation and bring it in line with our workforce.’

He falls silent for a moment, beaming at us. I turn to Jensen. He looks as surprised as I feel.

‘Essentially,’ Steve says, patting his hands together again, as if our stunned silence isn’t the reaction he wanted, ‘myself and the rest of the senior team are offering you both promotions. You’ll both become operations managers, reporting to the head of that division. Of course, there will be all the usual perks. Offices, company cars, significant pay rises, etcetera, etcetera…’

‘Oh wow.’ I touch my face, hardly daring to believe that this is happening. This is more than I ever dared to hope for, even in my wildest, craziest dreams.

‘Take some time to think it over.’ Steve raises a finger. ‘Obviously, you’ll need to relocate to the Cape Grande office for the duration of this project.’

Jensen glances at me. His expression says everything. I’m thinking the same thing. Him. Me. Cape Grande.

‘How, uh, how long?’ Jensen rubs his chin, pretending to consider the offer. ‘Is this a permanent thing?’

‘The role, yes. The location, no.’ Steve smiles again. ‘We estimate that it could be about twelve months until Cape Grande is where we want it to be. After that, we might move you around the business and continue to develop your obvious talents. After a year as operations manager, you might come back here and take over Rob’s desk.’ He turns and winks at Rob. ‘Don’t worry, he’s also getting rewarded for making this happen.’

I stare at Steve, unable to think clearly. Cape Grande. Jensen. One year. Manager. Promotion. Money. Holy. Fucking. Shit.

‘As I said, take your time.’ Steve stands up. ‘Think about it this weekend, talk to your partners. I know we’re asking a lot from you, but all of us in the senior team believe that you’ve more than earned it.’

He gives us one final nod and walks out of the room. Rob, Jensen, and I all stare at one another in delighted disbelief.

‘There you go.’ Rob raps on his desk with a fist. ‘Didn’t I tell you? And boy did I deliver!’

****

After a brief, shell-shocked, delighted conversation, Rob sends us back to work. But we don’t go back to our desks. Instead, Jensen and I leave the office and head straight back to the file room without saying a word to each other. We close the door, hide among the dusty shelves, and start passionately making out. He paws at my blouse. I grab at his ass. Our bodies grind together in furious, pent-up frustration.

Jensen pops the buttons on my blouse and grasps my breasts, pushing down my bra and circling my hard nipples with his thumbs. I cup his rock-solid cock and moan into his mouth. More, more, more…

The more he explores my body, the more I need him. My mind is filled with erotic memories of our trip to Cape Grande and all the wild, sexy things we accomplished together. We could do that again. We could live like that. God and goddess.

My fingers seize his zipper and tug it down. Our tongues continue to collide with unrestrained sexual passion. I ease his huge cock free from its fabric prison and massage it with a delicate stroke. He groans into my mouth, squeezing my breasts even harder. On anyone else, a grip like that would feel amateurish, but when Jensen grabs my body, I know it’s because he’s losing control, and that knowledge makes it even more exciting.

He breaks off our kiss and presses his warm, soft lips to my neck, sending ripples through me. He kisses me soft and slow, then hard and deep, before gently biting my neck. All the while, his hands keep enjoying the feel of my breasts. I moan in the quiet, still room and stroke his cock, now utterly desperate to have him again.

‘I need you.’ My voice is an urgent whisper. ‘I need you to fuck me now.’

He replies with a lusty, breathless moan of longing. He says, ‘Fuck yes…’ His hands slide down my body, leaving my breasts hanging free and exposed. Anyone who walks in here and looks along this row of shelves will see me standing here like this. Like a whore.

Jensen pulls up my skirt and tugs my underwear aside. He looks at me, those beautiful blue eyes gleaming with lust, and pushes two fingers inside me. I moan – too loud. He places his other hand over my mouth to silence me, but that only turns me on even more. I stroke his cock faster, desperate to feel it stretch my tight entrance and fill me up.

‘I’m gonna fuck you right here.’ His voice is gravely, dangerous, husky. ‘I don’t care if it’s your husband’s birthday. I’m fucking you right now.’

I moan into his hand. This is so fucking crazy but I can’t stop. My back arches by itself. My feet spread a little wider to give him better access. I’ll do anything he wants.

‘Is that a problem?’ He gives me that dark, dangerous grin. ‘If you don’t want me to fuck you, just say…’

Jensen lifts his hand away from my mouth. Passionate moans immediately fill the air. I try to answer his question, but Jensen’s probing fingers push deeper inside me, making it almost impossible to think clearly.

‘Well?’ His dangerous grin grows wider. ‘What’s it gonna be? Do you want my cock, or would you rather wait for your husband?’

‘You!’

My moaning wail fills the air. I can’t be quiet. It’s impossible. It feels way too good and if I try and muffle my pleasure, the intensity of the moment increases even more.

‘That’s right. My cock.’ Jensen eases his fingers from my soaking entrance and holds them up so we can both see how wet and slick they are. The sight of my arousal drives me crazy. He did this to me. He made me feel this way. ‘Turn around. Now.’

I turn on the spot, grasping the shelving unit for support. Jensen stands in place behind me. I arch my back and lean forward, giving him complete, unrestricted access to my body. Fuck, are we doing this? Right here, at work? With everyone in the office? My burning pussy won’t let me think straight.

‘Tell me how bad you want it.’ Jensen teases my soaking lips with the head of his cock, letting me feel how easily he could fuck me.

‘So fucking bad!’ I try to keep my voice low, but it’s almost impossible. I need, need, need this. Need it! if he doesn’t fuck me right now, I’m going to explode. ‘I need your cock in my pussy, baby! Fuck me like the slut I am!’

‘Does your husband make you come as hard as I can?’

‘No! He-’

But my response turns into a throaty, gasping groan of ecstasy. Jensen grabs my hips and pushes forward, plunging his hug, thick, red-hot cock into my tight hole. I grip the shelves harder and push back, loving that familiar sensation of being filled and stretched and utterly taken. He starts fucking me without hesitation, pounding my dripping wet pussy with deep, savage strokes, that wonderful cock plunging inside me over and over again.

‘Fuck! Yes! Jensen…’

‘Shut the fuck up.’ He squeezes my ass. ‘Do you want us to get caught like this? You want the whole office to see you getting fucked like the slut you are?’

I moan again. The thought of all our co-workers bursting through that door and catching us drives me wild. Yes, let them all see. Let them all watch me get fucked by this alpha male with his huge fucking cock. Let them see how good I can fuck him and how much I can take and how hard I can make him come!

Jensen grips me tighter. He places one firm hand on my shoulder, still clutching my ass with the other. He’s firmly in control of us now, pumping me into a desperate frenzy. I bite my lip and fight to urge to whimper with lust. One of the most erotic things about Jensen is how he assumes control of our lovemaking when things get too intense; like he can’t help himself; I’m too much for him to resist. I moan, unable to stop myself. The sound fills the air in this small room. I try to clasp my mouth, but it’s no good. Jensen’s cock feels so fucking wonderful and his furious, desperate thrusts almost make me explode with pleasure. There’s no way I can stay quiet, no way I can be silent, no way I can avoid making any noise right now. Air hisses through his clenched teeth. I glance back over my shoulder.

‘Fuck me, Jensen! Make me come!’

‘Shh!’ His eyes flash in both triumph and disapproval. Our newly-minted promotions aren’t worth shit if we get fired over this.

‘I can’t!’ My body starts to move on its own, hips rolling back into his pumping cock, making him drive deeper inside with every stroke. ‘It’s too good!’

If Jensen was concerned about how loud I’m getting, he would stop. But he doesn’t. He fucks me harder now, pounding my pussy to the limit, his body colliding with mine and sending a dull wet slapping noise into the air. In the quiet of the room, it sounds almost as loud as a gunshot. Surely the entire office can hear us fucking.

‘Fuck, Jensen!’

‘Shh!’

He releases my shoulder and tugs at his tie, slipping it free. The last time he removed his tie during sex, he used it to bind me to a bedpost and fucked me into oblivion. The memory sends even more waves of stimulation to my sensitive pussy.

‘This’ll keep you quiet…’

Jensen loops the tie around my head. It slips between my open lips and becomes a gag. He tugs on the other end, letting me know that he controls me like I’m a bucking mare. I moan even louder, but the gag helps to muffle the sound.

‘Yes, Nikki!’

His desperate whisper is the most erotic sound in the world. I push back harder, fucking him with the same furious enthusiasm that he’s using to fuck me. His grip tightens around the tie, pulling my head back. He’s fucking me; controlling me; dominating me. I love it.

It's a hard, fast, intense, quick-and-dirty fuck. The kind of fuck that’s dangerous and deeply wrong for many reasons, but feels so fucking hot. Jensen fucks my pussy with wild fury, stretching me around that thick cock, driving his full length to the depths of my body over and over. He pulls on my gag, forcing guttural moans out of me. I’ve never had any man fuck me like this before. Hell, I’d probably have slapped the shit out of them for trying. But when Jensen, it feels so perfectly natural.

Just as my pussy begins to burn white-hot and that wonderful pressure starts to build in my gut, I hear Jensen’s breathing turn ragged. His wild pumping becomes frantic. My lover is on the edge of climax once more.

‘Fuck, Nikki!’ Again, that desperate whisper is so wonderful to hear. ‘I’m gonna fucking come in you!’

I moan into my makeshift gag and spread my feet wider, ready to receive his load. He pumps a few more times, driving that huge cock as deep as it can reach and groaning in passion. Then Jensen finally reaches his crescendo.

With a few final pumps of his hips, Jensen glides into my stretched and satisfied hole and groans my name under his breath. His cock shudders, throbs, pulses, and warmth floods me. I’ve grown so familiar with that sensation by now, but it never stops feeling like the greatest thing in the world.

He remains in place for a moment, both of us enjoying this wonderful, blissful connection with one another. My legs tremble. Even though I haven’t climaxed, that was one of the best sexual experiences we’ve had together. Sometimes a girl needs to get bent over and railed without regard for her feelings. He lets go of the tie, leaving it hanging limp from my clamped lips.

After a few moments, Jensen’s manhood begins to wilt and weaken. He eases back and pats my ass for a job well done and zips up.

‘Tell your husband I love his birthday present.’ Jensen gives me a wicked grin. I stand upright and rearrange my clothes. Fuck, I’m going to need a change of underwear. ‘Can I get my tie back?’

I look at his outstretched hand and smile.

‘No way. This is mine now.’ I clutch the tie to my chest. ‘Remember how you took my panties as a trophy in Cape Grande? Well, I want this.’

I roll up his tie and clasp it tight. He smiles and nods.

‘So long as we get to use it again.’

‘Fuck yeah.’

****

By the time I finish work and head to the bar, my underwear is a creamy mess. It felt kind of sexy for the first twenty minutes. After that, I crave a long shower. But it feels sinfully erotic to have Jensen’s load in me all day long.

The birthday party is already in full swing I arrive. Most of the parking spaces are already taken, forcing me to drive around to the dimly lit back lot behind the bar. I head inside and see a few familiar faces already; Will’s friends and a handful of his co-workers, each with a drink in their hand. Will sees me and smiles. Kimberly is already here, too. She waves me closer. I walk over, heaviness settling in my heart. At some point soon – really, really soon – Will and I need to have a long, difficult discussion about the future and what’s going to happen.

But that can wait for now. All I want to do tonight is have a good time with my husband.

Kimberly hands me a drink and leans in close. She says, ‘So… I heard some crazy rumors today…’

‘About what?’ An icy ball forms in my gut. Shit, did somebody overhear Jensen fucking me in the file room?

‘Something about a promotion…’ She gives me a big, excited smile, eyes gleaming. ‘C’mon, is it true? You can tell me! I can keep a secret!’

I take a sip from my glass. It’s sweet, fruity, and warm. I say, ‘Firstly, you can’t. I bet you weren’t even supposed to tell me that you’d heard about this.’ She gasps in mock indignation. ‘But, yes, the word “promotion” has been thrown around today.’

Kimberly squeals in delight. She touches her glass to mine. Before she can ask a million questions. I put a finger to my lips.

‘Congratulations,’ she says, in a mouse-like whisper. ‘I knew you could do it!’

‘Thank you. I haven’t accepted yet. There’s a lot to do first. A lot to talk about…’

She follows my gaze across the bar to Will. ‘What’s there to talk about?’

‘I’ll tell you later.’ I give her arm a reassuring squeeze and head over to Will. ‘Hey, birthday boy! How’s it going?’

Will gives me a warm kiss and a tight hug. I return his embrace. He says, ‘Best birthday ever, babe!’

We spend a nice hour or so together, laughing, chatting, and even playing a few games of pool in the backroom. I switch to soft drinks after that first glass, which is probably the reason I manage to win a couple of rounds of pool. Things are going well. Everyone is having fun and Will is enjoying himself. I head over to the bar to grab Will another drink and see a message on my second phone. I hold it inside my bag so nobody can see the screen and open the message. There are two new messages, both from Jensen. The first is a link to something online. I click on it and wait a second for the page to load. When the screen is finally ready, I gasp. The sound is drowned out by the party raging around me. Jensen’s link has sent me to the page for a gorgeous beachfront apartment available for rent in Cape Grande. My heart surges. The apartment is stunning. It’s the perfect place. Wide, open, modern, and it even has a balcony with a wonderful view of the ocean. This place might even be better than the hotel suite we stayed in together. But why is he sending me this?

I close the web page and look at his second message. This one simply reads, ‘I’ll hook you up with a key.’

My heart hammers almost as loud as the music pounds through the speakers. My thumbs begin typing out a quick reply.

‘Something wrong?’ Kimberly appears at my side suddenly. I flinch. She laughs. ‘Didn’t mean to scare you!’

I force a smile and finish writing my message to Jensen. It says, ‘Beautiful.’ The bartender hands me a fresh beer for Will and I turn to talk to Kimberly when the phone vibrates again inside the bag. I glance inside and see Jensen’s latest message.

‘Can you slip away for a few minutes?’

Kimberly nudges me with a smile. She says, ‘This is pretty fun, thanks for bringing me along.’

I look around the room. A lot of Will’s friends are here. They’re all having a good time. The birthday day’s cheeks are rosy from liquor and everyone is talking in bellowing voices to be heard over the general cacophony. Maybe I could slip away for a few minutes.

‘Hye, Kim, can you hold the fort for a few? I’ve got to step outside real quick.’

‘For what?’ She gives me an incredulous look, then seems to realize why I might need to quietly exit my husband’s birthday party. ‘Wait… you don’t mean – now, seriously?’

‘No, no, it’s not that. It’s a work thing. I need to take a call, that’s all.’

Her eyes narrow. She searches my face for a second or two, scanning for lies. I remain calm and impassive. After a moment, Kimberly nods, apparently accepting my version of the truth.

‘Sure. Gimme that beer.’

I give her Will’s drink and quickly step away from the noisy throng, heading toward the bathrooms. But instead of entering the ladies’ room, I turn and push open the side entrance and walk out into the dark parking lot again. Nobody sees me leave.

The lot is bathed in deep, rich, dark shadows, ending in a faint semi-circle around the glowing lights and signs illuminating the bar. I take a few steps over the concrete, ready to grab my phone and see what the hell Jensen wants when a voice stops me. A deep, familiar, masculine voice.

‘Nikki.’

I turn. Jensen steps out of the gloom and into the light. My jaw drops.

‘Do you like the apartment?’ His blue eyes seem to shine out from the shadows cast over his face.

‘Yeah, I – wait, what the fuck are you doing here? If Will sees you…’

He smiles as if Will is hardly a concern. We both know that Jensen could flatten my husband without breaking a sweat. I grab Jensen’s arm and pull him away from the bar, into the deeper shadows over by my car at the far end of the lot.

‘Did you come here to talk about your apartment search?’ I’m a little annoyed now. It’s much colder outside and I’m internally panicking about what might happen if Will decides to stumble out here.

‘No, of course not. I wanted to see you.’

We stop next to my car, far enough away from the bar for me to stop freaking out so much. Nobody can see us here.

‘That’s sweet. But you really shouldn’t be here.’

‘I wanted to talk to you about the job.’ He puts a hand on my waist. All my worries and fears seem to melt at his touch. ‘I’m going to accept the promotion. And I hope you will, too.’

‘I haven’t really thought about it.’ Even in the gloomy light, he can tell by my expression that I’m lying. It’s all I’ve been thinking about for the whole day. Well, both the promotion and the way he fucked me in the file room right after.

‘I see.’ His hand gives my arm a comforting squeeze. ‘I don’t know if it will change your opinion at all, but, well…’ He makes a self-deprecating chuckle. ‘That apartment I showed you – I was hoping you’d want to live there with me.’

My jaw drops. The back door of the bar slams open, making me jump. Someone steps out into the light, tosses something on the floor, and heads back in, closing the door again. My pulse races.

‘Jensen, I… fuck. I don’t know. I haven’t even spoken about it with Will yet. There are a million things that could happen. He might want to go with me. He might not want us to move out there. And if that happens, then I-’

‘I know, I know.’ He puts his other hand on my waist. ‘I just wanted you to know that the offer is there. It would be like the last time, only every single day instead of two perfect nights.’

His expression of total adoration makes me smile. How can this incredible man – this perfect man who has fucked more pretty girls than I’ve had hot meals – like me this much? It doesn’t make any sense to me.

‘That’s one hell of an offer.’ I put my hands on his chest. ‘And believe me, that would be amazing. Really amazing. But…’

‘No buts. Unless you mean this one.’ He cups my ass with one hand. ‘By the way, I hope I wasn’t too rough on you earlier, I got kind of carried away.’

‘Are you kidding me? That was incredible.’

‘Good.’

We look into each other’s eyes. Our warm smiles fade. Hunger rises in my heart. His blue eyes glaze over with lust. We’re both thinking the same thing – here? Now? I glance at the bar. Nobody is looking for me. Not yet, anyway. I unlock my car and open the back door.

‘Quickly.’ I climb onto the backseat and lie down, yanking my skirt up.

Jensen doesn’t waste a second. He climbs into the car on top of me and closes the door. The little light flickers off again, leaving us in perfect shadowy darkness together. He unzips his pants and frees his cock, quickly rubbing and stroking to get it hard enough for what we have in mind.

Several months ago, Jensen thrilled me with stories of his many conquests in the backseat of a car. Now, finally, I’m living out that fantasy for myself. He takes me with hard, firm strokes, driving into my body with unrelenting passion. The suspension rocks and shudders. Our breath fogs the windows. His body slams into mine. Hard. Fast. Intense. I start to squeal in pleasure. He clamps a hand over my mouth to silence me, but that only makes me moan harder.

Jensen fucks me almost as hard as he did earlier today, pumping my soaking pussy on the backseat while muffling my wails of passion with his hand. It’s a breathless, passionate, rough fuck. It lasts either a few minutes or a few hours, it’s hard to tell. We both want to enjoy it, but we both need to finish as soon as possible.

‘Can I come inside you?’ His words hiss through clenched teeth.

I shake my head and tap the back of his hand, the one that’s gagging me, silently telling him where to finish. He nods. After a few more moments of wild, unrelenting sexual bliss, he eases out and clambers awkwardly over the backseat, bringing his throbbing cock to my lips. It would be funny if I wasn’t so desperate for his load. I grasp him and pull that huge cock into my mouth and furiously stroke until he explodes with a gravelly moan.

‘Fuck, Nikki! God, that’s so good.’ He grabs my hair, cock pulsing between my lips. I swallow as quickly as I can. His warmth rolls down my throat and into my stomach. ‘I love when you swallow my come.’

The final drops spill onto my tongue. I ease back, mouth open, and show off my creamy prize. He watches me swallow the last of his load with a smile.

‘You’re fucking amazing.’ He smiles and eases off me, balancing on one knee and zipping his pants up again. ‘You know, I really didn’t come here so we could do something like that…’

‘Yeah, it just kind of happens to us, doesn’t it?’ I rub my eyes and laugh at myself. What the hell have I become? Who is this woman? I don’t recognize her anymore.

‘Are you gonna be okay?’ He touches the side of his cheek. ‘You got some smudged lipstick here.’

I grab my dropped bag and rifle through the contents until my hands seize on a smaller bag hidden carefully inside. It’s the emergency makeup bag Kimberly once gave to me to help keep things discreet. I take out some wipes and a tube of lipstick.

‘Don’t worry about me. You better get out of here. We’ll talk later.’

Jensen kisses my hand. He slips out of the car, closes the door, and vanishes as mysteriously as he arrived. I stay in the dark for a moment, touching up my face with the dim light of my phone, before returning to the party.

The bar is exactly as I left it. Will is hanging out and having fun with his buddies. The music thumps. Raucous, drunken laughter peels out across the room from every direction. Kimberly spies me returning. She assesses silently from across the room but decides that nothing is wrong. I’ve gotten good at keeping secrets.

We continue having fun. I blend in with the crowd like nothing happened, ignoring the burning heat in my needy cleft. That was the second intense fuck with Jensen today and again I didn’t get to come.

Finally, the bar closes for the night. Will and I head home. I drive us back, windows rolled down to get him some fresh air and also destroy any lingering odors. Will drunkenly and excitedly talks about how much fun he had tonight. We get indoors and head upstairs. Will’s hands are all over me before we even get in the bedroom.

‘God, I’ve been thinking about you all day.’ Will might be half-cut, but he isn’t slurring or stumbling over his own feet. He hugs me tight, hands cupping my ass. ‘I haven’t been able to stop. What about you?’

‘Thinking about what, babe?’ I give him my most innocent expression and shrug.

‘What we did this morning.’ A huge smile spreads over his face. ‘When I fucked your ass.’

‘Oh, that!’ I can’t help but smile back. His enthusiasm is infectious. ‘Mmm, what have you been thinking about it?’

‘How fucking hot it was. How much I loved it. Did you feel how hard I came?’

‘Uh-huh.’ Is it still a lie if you don’t say it clearly?

‘Thank you, Nicole. This was the best birthday ever.’

He leans in and gives me a long, loving kiss. Despite the liquor on his breath, it’s a sweet kiss. He even resists the opportunity to grope my butt.

‘Don’t thank me just yet, cowboy. Your birthday’s not over. I still have one more surprise for you.’

He blinks, curious. I give him a teasing wink and slip into the bathroom, locking the door behind me, and strip down to my underwear. As I thought, these panties have a wide, dark stain in the fabric, a lingering gift from Jensen. I smile into the mirror and toss my bra and panties in the laundry basket. Before getting dressed again, I quickly check to make sure there is no more evidence of today’s frenzied fuck in the file room. Thankfully, there isn’t – unless you count the guilty heat in my sex or the tingles of arousal flooding my body again. I open my bag and hold out my super sexy crotchless lingerie. Soft, silky, sensual.

When I unlock the bathroom door, Will is waiting for me, sitting on the edge of the bed. He opens his mouth to speak, then sees my clothing – or what little there is of it.

‘Oh, my God.’ Will’s eyes almost pop right out of his head. He stares at me as if I’ve just announced that we won the lottery. His eyes swivel around, trying to see every detail at the same time. I slowly turn on the spot, letting him see how good this lingerie looks all over. How it hugs my ass. How it shows off my nipples. How my bare pussy is perfectly visible.

‘Happy birthday, Mister President.’

Will smiles. It’s a big, wide, dumbstruck grin. He says, ‘Wow. Thank you. Thank you so much. For everything.’

‘Slow down there.’ I wag a finger at him. ‘I didn’t say anything was going to happen. I’m just showing you my new outfit.’

‘Oh.’ He tries not to look disappointed and fails. He looks up and down again, this time assessing me with a more critical eye. ‘Well, it’s nice.’

I laugh and push him back on to bed. ‘You’re overdressed. Come on, get naked.’

Will doesn’t need to be asked twice. He strips out of his clothes with impressive speed, discarding his shirt, pants, and shorts around the room, and lies on the bed naked. Well, almost naked.

‘These, too.’ I point at his socks. ‘They’ve got to go. There’s nothing as unsexy as a naked man in socks.’

He laughs and tosses his socks to the floor. I climb on the bed and trail a finger over his semi-awake manhood. It trembles at my touch, slowly coming to life, thickening and swelling to full size. His body shivers in delight. I love how much power and control I have over him like this; his entire body is under my control, all from a single fingertip.

Now I straddle him, my bare pussy pressing into his firm penis, outer lips parting to greet that member. Will swallows, eyes shining with happiness. I roll my hips, gliding my sex over his, letting him get the full experience of this naughty underwear. I’ll have to take this set with me to Cape Grande.

Oh, fuck, Cape Grande… My hips continue their slow, gentle rhythm, gliding over Will’s trembling cock, but my thoughts drift elsewhere. Instead of grinding my wet pussy against my husband’s member, I’m doing it to Jensen. We’re in the honeymoon suite at Cape Grande. The sun is rising. Warm air causes my skin to tingle and shimmer. Jensen watches me with a smile, hands forming a pillow behind his head. I let out a long, sighing moan.

‘Are you okay?’ Will’s voice brings me back to reality. ‘Is everything all right?’

‘Yeah, of course, why do you ask?’

He frowns. ‘You just seemed a little… I don’t know, distant for a moment there. Something on your mind?’

‘Everything’s fine.’ I force a smile and try not to feel that little spark of guilt in my gut.

‘Come on, tell me.’ He gives me an imploring look. ‘Please.’

I hesitate for a moment. Then I answer. ‘I had some news today.’ My heart is pounding. Shit, I didn’t want to do this now. Not today. I needed to plan my speech and figure out how I was going to lay it all out for him. But now… maybe it’s like a band-aid, I just need to get it over with.

‘Okay.’ His brow creases. His eyes become clearer by the moment as he sobers up. ‘Good news, right?’

‘Yeah, yeah. Definitely. I’m, uh, I’ve been offered a promotion.’ I put a hand on his chest before he can interrupt with questions or congratulations. ‘I haven’t accepted yet; I need to talk to you about it first.’

‘I’m listening. Wow, that’s – why didn’t you say something earlier?’

‘It’s your birthday, today is all about you.’ My sex still glides up and down his stiff manhood. ‘I only found out today. They want me to become an operations manager. I’d be overseeing several departments.’

‘Is it…’ He tries to concentrate on my words, but it’s difficult with our bodies grinding slowly like this. ‘Will you get more money?’

I nod. ‘I don’t how much exactly, but the word “significant” was used.’

‘Wow! I can’t believe it.’ He groans. The warm wetness of my soft pussy kisses and caresses his aching cock. ‘You’re amazing. So fucking amazing!

‘Yeah, I am…’ I take a breath to steady myself. Time to bring up the most important part, the one detail I’ve been dodging. ‘There’s just one thing…’

Will looks up at me. His eyes shine with excitement, happiness, and lust. It almost breaks my heart to do this to him.

‘If I want the promotion, I’ll have to relocate to the office in Cape Grande and work from there.’

His face runs through a series of expressions. Surprise. Delight. Shock. Confusion. Bewilderment. Disappointment.

‘How… what?’ He blinks. I keep up my slow, gentle movements, teasing his hard length with my juicy sex. ‘How will that work?’

‘If I work in the office, I’ll have to live out there.’ My pussy continues massaging him. Every little tremble of his cock makes me shiver with anticipation. I shouldn’t do this while we’re having a serious talk, but if it eases the shock… ‘They expect the role will last at least a year, then I’ll move up the ladder again.’

‘Okay… wow. That’s a lot to take in.’ His face contorts with both disbelief at my words and pleasure at the slow movements of my wet pussy. ‘I mean, maybe I could talk to my work? I could probably work from home. Or maybe get another job over there.’

I moan, partially at the wonderful feeling of his cock gliding against my most sensitive areas, and partly to hide my disappointment. None of my wild thoughts or fantasies of Cape Grande had featured Will in the slightest.

‘Oh, but – fuck!’ Will’s jaw drops open with a sudden realization. ‘The cops. My record. Fuck!’

I freeze for a second, unsure of what he means.

‘The public defender!’ Will’s eyes are wide now, absolutely horrified. ‘He told me I can’t leave the fucking state for two years!’

I clasp a hand over my face, hiding the glimmer of a smile.

‘Fuck, I can’t believe… fuck!’ He screws up his face in agony. ‘I’m so sorry, I… I…’

‘Shh.’ I let my hips start rolling back and forth again, teasing his length, keeping him hard, and distracting his mind. ‘This is why I didn’t want to tell you today. Let’s enjoy your birthday for now, okay?’

He swallows and nods. I massage him with my glistening pussy for a few more moments, then lift and grasp that member, preparing to take him inside. The shaft is already coated in my juices. Will reaches over to the small table next to the bed.

‘Shall I get a condom ready?’

A flicker of guilt sparks inside me for a second. I’ve become so used to enjoying bareback sex, I hadn’t even thought about making him wear a condom.

‘Do you want to use one?’ I rub his bare cock against my warm, wet pussy, allowing him to feel every part of my most delicate area. In all the years we’ve been together, this is the closest that his unprotected penis has ever been to my vagina.

‘Uh, well…’ He stammers, sensing a potential trap. ‘You always that we use one, so…’

‘True. But it’s your birthday. Do you want an extra-special present?’

Will’s face brightens in delighted disbelief. He looks into my eyes for a moment, wondering if there’s some kind of catch or limit, but I say nothing. He nods.

‘Yes, oh fuck, yes! Please!’

I look into my husband’s eyes and adjust my position, bringing the tip of his cock to my swollen lips and glistening entrance. Will’s eyes are filled with love. I sink onto him. For the first time in his life, my husband is inside me without protection. I used to have a motto, something my mom used to say; “Better to be double safe than triple sorry.” These days, though, I feel obliged to let Will enjoy the same things that Jensen experiences. It lessens the guilt and keeps Will from asking questions or thinking too hard. I guess I need a new motto, something like, “Better to let both guys do it than risk suspicion.”

Will groans with delight. My sex swallows him whole without any hesitation or difficulty. After that furious fuck in the file room today, my pussy is a little more stretched than usual. I sink onto his lap, taking every inch, and clench, allowing my inner walls to feel him.

‘Fuck…’ His eyes are wide with wonder. ‘This feels… amazing!’

I smile and slowly start to ride, relieved beyond words that he’s too overawed by the experience to notice the small yet palpable changes to the tightness of my entrance. But he does notice something else.

‘Holy shit, you’re so fucking wet!’

I run my nails over his stomach with a moan and say, ‘That’s because of you, babe! You make me this wet!’

Will reaches up to me. He cups my breasts and teases the nipples. I let him. He moans. I moan. I toss my head back and give the greatest vocal performance of my life.

‘Nicole! Fuck!’

He lasts a minute, maybe a minute thirty. The feeling of my bare pussy sends him crashing over the edge way too quickly. Just as I start to enjoy myself, he exhales a choking gasp and erupts inside me. Warmth fills me for the third time today – and I still haven’t orgasmed once. Oh, well.

‘Oh, babe! You’re coming inside me!’ I make all the right noises and give him all the right facial expressions, showing how delighted I am to finally receive his load. ‘It feels so good!’

Will makes a gurgling moan of utter bliss. His manhood shudders a couple more times, sending more warm spurts into my yearning tunnel. It feels like a decent-size load – for him, anyway.

‘Fuck, wow…’ His voice is dreamlike. He still can’t believe we did it. I gently lift my hips and release him with a wet popping sound. I spread my pussy with two fingers to show his pearly come pooling at the entrance.

‘Look what you did to me, babe.’ I talk with a shocked, innocent voice, like I believe what we just did, either. ‘You came in me! All your come is inside me!’

Will beams with pride. I climb off and lie down next to him, my head on his chest. His heart is racing, but the beats are gently slowing.

‘Thank you,’ he says. ‘That was so amazing.’

He kisses the top of my head. I let out a happy little sigh. It feels nice having Will’s come inside me for a change. What a day I’ve had, huh? Anal with my husband, the pounding of my life from Jensen – twice – and now Will’s first bareback experience. All without an orgasm of my own. I deserve some kind of award.

We lie together in a warm, happy post-coital embrace for a few minutes. Just as I start to wonder if Will has fallen asleep, he speaks again.

‘Do you want to go to Cape Grande? Do you want the job?’

I hesitate for a moment before responding, ‘Yes.’

He is silent again for a moment, deep in thought. His arm slips around my shoulders. Soft hand. Warm touch.

‘And you’ll have to live over there? For at least a year?’

‘Yeah. I mean, I’ll still have plenty of vacation days, and it’s not like I’ll have to spend every weekend there. I can still fly back and forth, tickets aren’t that expensive, and I’ll get paid more. A lot more.’

I force myself to stop talking before it begins to sound rehearsed or like I’ve put a lot of thought into it. Will exhales a few long, slow, deep breaths, weighing up the pros and cons.

‘And, uh, what about – you know…’ He swallows. ‘Him?’

‘He is also getting promoted and sent to a different office.’

‘Oh.’ That single sound is full of relief. ‘Well, that’s… good.’

I kiss Will on the cheek. He turns his head and returns that kiss to my lips. Slow. Gentle. Soft.

‘Do you think we could make it work?’ His brow knits in worry. ‘Do you think we can do it long-distance?’

‘Look at us, babe. We can do anything. Besides, if you think about it, I’ll be home Friday and leave again on Monday, so that’s only four nights without me. And sometimes you go out with your friends and don’t notice I’m not here. Plus, now and then I go out and you’re asleep when I come home, so if you think about it…’

He silences me with another kiss. A hungry kiss. A deep, loving, needy kiss. Finally, he pulls away and looks into my eyes.

‘Okay.’

‘Okay?’

‘Yeah. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but… if you want the job, then I shouldn’t stop you.’

I stare at him in delighted shock. ‘Are you sure?’

‘No, honestly, I’m not. I hate the idea of not waking up with you every single day, but what kind of husband stops his wife from living her dream?’

He hugs me tighter. I return the embrace, warm skin on warm skin. His come gently rolls down my thigh.

‘This is going to be so hard,’ I say. ‘But I know we can make it work.’

‘We will. We can do anything.’

‘And we could do stuff like this every weekend…’

I give him a knowing look. He puckers his lips in surprise. Before this, we had never made love without a condom. Now I’m promising him that experience every single week.

‘Really? Even when it’s not my birthday?’

‘Even then. But only if you’re a really, really good boy while I’m gone.’

‘I promise, I’ll be good!’

I laugh. He laughs. We hug. Just like that, the entire trajectory of my life changes yet again. Cape Grande. Promotion. All the perks.

And Jensen.

****

Kimberly listens in stunned silence, her half-drunk wine glass sitting untouched for the duration of my story. Her eyes are wide in disbelief, her mouth hanging open in breathless shock. I can hear the sounds of her kids playing together in the other room, but all my focus is on telling this story.

‘…So, we talked about it and, yeah, I’m going to take the job.’

I shrug and stop talking and finally reach for my glass. Kimberly blinks as though trying to absorb everything I’ve just unloaded onto her. She seems even more stunned than when I told her how Jensen and I fucked for the very first time. I take a long, slow drink, savoring the fruity taste of my red wine.

‘Holy shi-’ Kimberly cuts herself off and glances through the doorway. Her kids are oblivious, but she lowers her voice all the same. ‘Holy sugar. And you’re going to stay together? You and Will, I mean?’

‘Yeah. Long distance. At least, for a little while.’

‘And you’re going to stay in Cape Grande with…’

‘With Jensen.’ I nod. ‘We haven’t talked about it, not in detail, but…’ I shrug again. It’s weird to feel so casual about something as massive as a total upheaval and restructure of my entire life, but I’m strangely calm about everything that’s on the horizon. The new job is exciting. A new location is exciting. More money, more opportunities – both exciting. And I’d be lying if I said that the thought of working closely with Jensen – hundreds of miles from home, in a place we don’t need to pretend or hide – isn’t the most exhilarating part of the premise.

‘Hot damn. Wow.’ Kimberly shakes her head in amazement and takes a sip of wine. She holds the glass out to me. ‘Talk about having your cake and eating it, too.’

I touch my glass to hers with a smile. ‘You never know, maybe we’ll need someone like you to come and join our new team. I’m sure we could find someone who catches your eye.’

Kimberly flushes and swallows her wine. She gives a regretful smile and says, ‘Oh, well, you know how it is. Kids and all that. It’ll be a lot harder for me.’

I give her a curious look. That doesn’t sound like Kimberly. The woman I know would jump at the chance to live by a beach and spend her nights in the company of gorgeous men.

‘I’m sure we could work around it, Kim.’ I nod toward her blissfully unaware children, playing together with toys in the next room. ‘Maybe your husband will step up and look after them while you’re away.’

But she shakes her head and says, ‘No. Thank you, but no. I’m actually… I don’t know if I could do all that.’

‘All what?’

‘Everything you’ve done. You know, the fling, the wild S-E-X, moving in with your lover – right under your husband’s nose, no less! I couldn’t do it.’

I stare at her, not quite understanding what the fuck she’s talking about. She’s Kimberly, my wild, sexually adventurous, promiscuous, slutty friend. She’s the one who encouraged me to hook up with Jensen in the first place. Hell, because she meddled with the reservation, Jensen and I ended up in the honeymoon suite at Cape Grande together. And now she’s telling – with a straight face, no less – that she would not do the same thing in my position?

Kimberly catches the look on my face and quickly reiterates her point. ‘I’m being serious. I thought about it a lot over the past few weeks and I don’t know if I would do anything close to the stuff you guys have done together.’ She interjects before I can reply. ‘Don’t get me wrong, I understand where you’re coming from. I got my dirty phase out when I was younger. You’re going through it now. I think it’s super important for a girl to do all that stuff, otherwise, how is she gonna know what she wants and what she likes?’

‘Exactly.’

We touch glasses again and drink together. Kimberly drains the last of her wine.

‘What are you going to do after all this?’ She raises an eyebrow at me. ‘I mean, assuming this new job only takes a year and then you come back. What then?’

‘I guess I’ll take that as a sign and focus on Will.’ I trail a finger around the rim of my wine glass. ‘We’ll settle down and do things right. Maybe even start a family. Who knows?’

She nods in understanding and pours the rest of the bottle into our glasses. After a moment of thoughtful silence, she says, ‘I gotta say, girl, I am in awe of you.’

‘How so?’

‘I never thought you’d do even one iota of the stuff you’ve done. All I wanted was to encourage you to have a little excitement, and here you are, planning a whole second life. I’m floored.’

I smile. Her kids laugh and play in the other room, toys clashing together.

‘I probably would never have even thought about it if you hadn’t nudged me.’ My fingers slide back down the glass, gripping the stem. ‘So, really, this is one hundred percent your fault.’

She laughs and says, ‘I’m going to miss you when you’re gone.’

‘We’ll still have coffee mornings together on the weekend.’

‘Sure, assuming you can even get out of bed.’

We share a look. A knowing, conspiratorial glance. We’re both thinking the same thing. A smile spreads over her face. She raises her glass again.

‘To my friend, Nicole. The sexiest, wildest, naughtiest girl I’ve ever known.’

‘And to my friend Kimberly. The worst influence in the world.’

‘Cheers.’

****

Everything seems to happen in both slow motion and super speed. On Monday morning, I tell Rob that I’ll accept the promotion. He shakes my hand and starts processing all the paperwork. Jensen and I agree to try and give one another some space; this is going to be a huge change, so I need to make sure Will feels loved and valued. For the next few weeks, I am the perfect wife. Devoted. Attentive. Loving. Affectionate. I get home from work at a reasonable time. We share meals. Once a week, we eat out at my favorite Italian restaurant. We make love a couple every few days – though I insist on using condoms again, and the prospect of anal sex is never brought up. In many ways, our marriage returns to something approaching normality. This is how we used to live, many months ago, before I became another man’s willing whore.

While Jensen and I avoid one another physically, we can’t stop sending several text messages every day. Mostly we discuss our excitement for everything that lies ahead. Jensen manages to secure the beachfront apartment and even flies out there one weekend to pick up the keys. He sends me a few snaps from the apartment that we will soon share, showing me everything we’ll get to enjoy together. Huge shower. Stunning kitchen. Beautiful views. Incredible balcony. Massive bedroom. Couches, beds, and even a futon. And Jensen details with delicious precision everything he wants to do to me in each of these locations.

The days turn into weeks; still somehow moving twice as fast and twice as slow, at the same time. Every day seems to drag on forever, but the weekends arrive before I know it. I sign the paperwork and shake a few hands with Steve and Rob. The rest of the legal team pitches in for a farewell card and a bottle of wine for both Jensen and myself. Suddenly, what seemed like a far-off prospect becomes a dawning reality. Dates are set. Flights are booked. Romantic evenings become long, lingering, and tinged with sadness. Despite the woman I have become recently, I am truly going to miss times like these with my husband. I’ll miss spending time together on the couch. I’ll miss laughing at his stupid jokes. I’ll even miss the way he sometimes snores at night.

But all things must come to an end. And all things must begin anew.

Will drives me to the airport one Sunday afternoon. My suitcase is in the trunk, sliding around whenever we take a sharp turn. He’s talking at a thousand miles an hour as if he needs to make every joke and share every thought that pops into his head. I keep my hand on his thigh for the whole drive. We walk through the airport arm in arm together. Will helps lift my suitcase onto the weighing machine at the bag drop. He walks me over to the security gate, where Kimberly is waiting with a banner reading, “BON VOYAGE BITCH!” She laughs. I laugh. We hug and fight back tears.

‘I can’t believe you’re not going to be around on Monday!’ She holds me even tighter. ‘Who can I bitch to about my stupid husband?’

‘I’ll always be a phone call away. Besides, we can talk over Skype or Teams or whatever every morning.’

‘I’ll hold you to that.’

I release Kimberly and turn to Will. My husband. My rock. My big, dumb, loveable, clueless, oblivious, wonderful idiot of a husband. The best man I’ve ever known. He takes my hands like he did when we stood before the altar some seven years ago.

‘Man, I’m gonna miss you so much.’ His eyes gleam with emotion. ‘It’s not gonna be the same.’

‘I know. I’ll miss you too. But look on the bright side – you can play as much Xbox as you like without getting yelled at.’

He laughs and pulls me into a kiss. Low. Slow. Gentle. Comforting. We take our time and the kiss turns into a loving hug. I inhale his scent.

‘Okay, fuck, this is so nice.’ I pull away, breathing hard, fighting to control myself. ‘But if I don’t go now, I’m not going to do this.’

I bid my husband and my best friend one final goodbye and head through security. I keep turning back and waving to them until they’re finally out of sight and I emerge into the departures lounge. Even at this time of the week, the airport is a bustling sea of humanity. I find a board and check my flight time. For a few minutes, I feel strangely lost and rudderless. Then I hear a deep, masculine voice at my side.

‘Going my way, beautiful?’

Jensen’s blue eyes gleam with triumph. He hands me a coffee in a cardboard cup – fresh, warm, and smelling strong.

‘Why, yes, sir. Would you be willing to escort a lady traveling all by her lonesome?’

He holds out his arm to me. I take it.

‘Ma’am, it would be a pleasure to take you wherever you want to go.’

We walk through the bustling airport together, just two people going about their lives, and head toward our gate.

Toward our future.

****


Epilogue:

Having Cake and Eating It

I wake to the warm, tingling sensation of a soft tongue caressing my pussy aching lips. Long, lingering flickers gently rouse me from a deep sleep. A moan sighs out of my parted lips. I slowly open my eyes and see Jensen lying between my legs, blue eyes gleaming with happiness in the morning sunlight. Every stroke of his tongue feels like warm water soothing away all the aches within my body. And after last night’s furious lovemaking, my poor, exhausted womanhood needs a little tenderness right now.

‘Mmm… Hi.’ I smile and gently tussle his hair, happy to let him continue that wonderful, gentle motion of his tongue. I sigh with pleasure and stretch out on the bed. Of all the ways a woman can wake up in the morning, this is surely number one.

Jensen makes a murmur in reply, the sound sending lovely little vibrations through my delicate sex. He continues to slowly worship my pussy with loving caresses of his talented tongue, softly parting my lips and deftly massaging my clit. Within a few long, intoxicating minutes, I am moaning with erotic bliss and beginning to writhe in pleasure.

This is how most of our days begin in Cape Grande. One of us will usually wake the other in the most intimate way possible. I’ve lost count of the number of times my mouth has awakened Jensen since we’ve lived here. Sometimes we wake up together and begin the day with a long, slow kiss, before making gentle, tender love. Our every waking moment seems to revolve around passion and I have never felt so alive, so beautiful, and so perfectly satisfied.

My lover’s bronzed and sun-kissed skin seems to glow with vibrancy. The morning sunlight spills across our naked bodies through the wide balcony windows, already warming up the room. One of the many wonders of Cape Grande is that it remains warm seemingly all year round. Every morning is like waking up during the most perfect vacation; one that never ends. Both of us have golden skin from the sun, with only small pale tan lines visible in specific areas. I have a thin pale triangle over my bare mound, the only part of me I frequently protect from the sun. Jensen has the small outline of a pair of trunks around his waist and ass. But even these are beginning to fade; we spend a lot of time naked on the balcony together.

Jensen’s tongue circles my sensitive, trembling clit and begins to quicken its pace, responding to my heightening moans of bliss. He presses his advantage now, hitting all my weak points and steadily driving me closer and closer to the edge. In less than five minutes of being awake, I’m on the verge of orgasm.

‘Oh, God, Jensen! Yes!’ I grip his hair with one hand, pinching my nipples with the other. ‘Fuck, I’m gonna come, baby! Make me fucking come!’

His eyes gleam with triumph. He continues that relentless, yet delicate, assault on my most sensitive areas. His tongue swirls around my clit until it feels like I’m going to explode, then gently glides down and probes my molten-hot entrance. My legs begin to tremble. I shudder and spasm.

‘Yes! Jensen! Yes!’

I arch my back and cry up to the ceiling. Wordless wails of sheer ecstasy fill the air. I writhe in pleasure on the bed, gripping his head with both hands, and grind my soaking pussy into his yearning tongue, using his face to intensify the power of this orgasm. Jensen lets me have my moment in the sun. He lets me do what I want at this moment, not stopping, slowing, or interrupting me.

After a long, powerful, white-hot climax, I exhale a deep, throaty moan and relax again. Jensen gives my throbbing pussy a series of long, slow, gentle kisses and leans back with a smile.

‘Good morning.’ He beams down at me. ‘And happy birthday, Nikki.’

‘Best birthday ever, holy shit.’ I laugh and rub my face. There’s no better way to wake up than to the feeling of a skilled lover bringing you to orgasm. ‘Was that my birthday present? Or do you have more for me?’

I bite my lip and look at his erect member with expectant eyes. Jensen laughs. He says, ‘One of your presents is right there. I’ll fix us some coffee.’

He hops off the bed and heads through to the kitchen. I glance at the table next to the bed and see a small wrapped gift with my name on the tag. I open it up and smile at the contents. It’s a small, black, leather collar. Emblazoned on the front in fake diamonds is the word, “SLUT”. This time last year, I would have been horrified to open a gift like this. But now I love it. This is my collar. I earned it. I climb out of bed and check myself in the mirror.

The woman I see looks absolutely nothing like the woman named Nicole Allen who flew out to Cape Grande several months ago. My hair is now a new, shockingly different color – raven black. Like the last time I dyed my hair, this was an impulsive decision, but the right one. Cape Grande is overflowing with bleached blonde babes, so a dark color makes me stand out amid the sea of lookalikes. I run a hand through my hair to remove tangles and flatten down the odd tufts that stick out. When you live with a guy like Jensen, waking up to wild sex hair is a daily occurrence. Even now, after all these months of living together in a one-bedroom apartment, we still can’t get enough. My sex life has never been so active, so endless, so deeply goddamn motherfucking satisfying. My skin has a semi-permanent glow these days, and that’s not just from the wonderful sunshine.

But my new hair color isn’t the only change to my body. In addition to the tattoo of puckered lips on my thigh and the string of stars below my breast, I have three new pieces of ink. The first is a small series of wavy lines on my left foot. When I walk around, it reminds me of the sea splashing at my legs, but when my feet are in the air – as they frequently are almost every night – those little wavy lines remind me of clouds gently drifting through the air. If the lips represent a kiss goodbye to my old self and the stars are a reminder of my status as a sexual goddess, then the lines on my foot symbolize Cape Grande and all my adventures here.

My next tattoo – and the most recent, a little piece I’d been craving for a while – is a simple image of a bird in flight, on my right shoulder. A bird in flight, fleeing all its troubles and heading into freedom. That bird is me.

The final tattoo is a small series of Greek letters on the small of my back. They spell out the name of my true identity, my real persona. Aphrodite.

I run a hand down my body, enjoying how bronzed and smooth my skin looks and feels. My fingertips glide over the little jewel nestling at my belly button and head further south. I have one additional piercing, a relatively new stud, that is hidden from all but my two men. A small metal hoop rests in place through my clit. I spread my lips and admire the little hoop in the mirror. A clit piercing is something I had never considered before in my life, but it looks and feels so fucking hot. It’s the mark of a bad girl. The sign of a new woman. Sure, it hurt like a sonovabitch when I had it done, but Jensen supported me through the pain. Now it doesn’t hurt at all. It looks cute as fuck. Plus, both Jensen and Will seem to adore it. Will even joked that it helped him find the right place during foreplay.

A smile crosses the lips of the woman in the reflection. I slip the collar around my neck and clip it into place. A thrill runs through me. It’s not uncomfortable or awkward in the slightest. The sight of it turns me on. This is me. I am a SLUT, with big capital letters.

I grab a thin, sheer robe from the back of the bedroom door and slip my arms through the sleeves, heading through into the wide, open living room. The place is nicely furnished, with a few small personal touches. A single framed photo of Jensen and I together on the beach sits next to the TV – a TV that we rarely watch. If we aren’t working, hitting the gym, or enjoying the beach, we’re busy fucking. We made our mark on pretty much every surface in this apartment within the first week of living here. Most of the time we’re home, clothing is strictly optional.

Jensen glances up at me from the kitchen counter. He sees the collar and smirks.

‘You know, I was fifty-fifty on whether that would be a good purchase. If you got offended, I was going to say it came in the mail and blame someone else…’

I laugh and head toward him. Jensen hands me a freshly brewed cup of coffee, the rich, thick aroma filling my nose. This is the second-best way to start the day, right after an orgasm. I kiss him on the lips, tasting myself for a moment.

‘So, birthday girl, how do you want to celebrate today? We have work, but after that…’

‘I can think of a few ideas.’ I give him a wicked smile. ‘All of them involve you making me come.’

‘As the lady wishes.’ He gives a mock bow. ‘I brought up the mail, there’s some stuff for you.’

He points to a small pile of three envelopes, all addressed to me in different handwriting. I open the first one and gasp with delight. It’s a small, professionally-shot photograph of Lara and her man on their wedding day. She looks radiant in her wedding dress, clutching a beautiful bouquet of blue and yellow flowers, while he beams with pride, one arm around her waist. I smile at the photo and turn it over to see a small, handwritten note on the back. It’s short, elegant, and sweet.

‘Mr and Mrs! Couldn’t have done it without you. Thanks xxx’

Jensen looks at me with curiosity. I hold up the photo and say, ‘You remember Lara? She got married.’

‘Good for her. Hope she had a good wedding night.’

My heart swells with pride. I think back to the last time I saw Lara, in the hallway outside Jensen’s old place. She had come over to try and push through her doubts and worries about the wedding, maybe blow off some steam. I had talked her out of it. Wow. Good for her. Good for me. Good for them.

The second envelope is a birthday card, featuring a cartoon picture of a drunk woman lying face-down on her birthday cake. It’s from Kimberly.

‘To Nicole. Happy birthday, you bitch! Can’t wait to see your stupid ass at the weekend and CELEBRATE! Hope you get a BIG birthday present! K xxx’

Adorable. Even though we still talk and drink coffee in front of our computer cameras every single day, I’m excited to see her again.

Inside the final envelope is another birthday card. This one has a photo of myself and Will on the front, laughing into the camera. I open the card.

‘To my amazing wife. Happy birthday babe! I cannot wait to see you! Love always, Will.’

Cute. I place the card face-down on the counter so that Will isn’t looking out at me. Jensen smirks again. I sip my coffee in thoughtful silence for a moment.

In the last few months, we’ve fallen into a decent routine here. Work, passionate lovemaking, more work. We work hard and we play harder. Then I fly home on Friday evenings and spend the weekend in Will’s charming company and enjoy in-person coffee catchups with Kimberly. Then I fly back and repeat the cycle. We’ve all gotten used to this new routine. Sex with Will was never exactly earth-shattering, but there’s a loving sweetness that I’ve come to enjoy. We spend all Friday night and most of Saturday lounging together, embracing, catching up, and enjoying one another’s company again. As promised, I even allow him to forgo the condom on most occasions. Being granted the opportunity to come inside me seems to make Will feel better about missing me for most of the week.

A thought crosses my mind. I say, ‘You know, it’s my birthday. That means it’s been a whole year.’

‘A whole year?’ Jensen raises an eyebrow. He links his fingers together behind his head, leaning back against the kitchen counter. That gorgeous muscular body looks amazing with his new tan. ‘A whole year since what?’

I give a wicked smile. ‘It’s been a whole year since the very first time that you and I saw each other naked.’

Warm memories dawn over Jensen’s face. He remembers it just as well as I do. My birthday, this time last year. We went back to his place, slipping out of drinks with my co-workers. We ended up in his bed, naked, pleasuring each other with our mouths in a frenzy of erotic passion. The very first time we ever did anything like that.

‘Wow.’ He whistles. ‘One whole year. And I still can’t get enough of you.’

‘You and me both.’ I put my cup down and move closer and stand between his legs. ‘So… do you have another birthday present for me?’

‘You’re insatiable, Nikki.’

‘No, I’m…’ I tap the studs on the collar at my neck. He smiles.

‘You’re my slut.’

He sweeps me up into his arms. I wrap my legs around his waist. Our lips connect in a deep, hungry kiss. His hands rest on my bare ass. I shake off the robe, leaving us naked together again – aside from the collar around my neck and the wedding ring around my finger. Jensen guides and lowers me down until our bodies connect, slotting together like the pieces of a jigsaw. His rock-solid cock glides into my yearning pussy as though it belongs there.

‘Fuck, Jensen!’ I cling onto his powerful shoulders and relax my body, letting him dictate the pace of our lovemaking. ‘Your cock always feels so fucking good inside me!’

He begins to rock me up and down in his arms, pumping his cock with my body, fucking me in the air. Nobody does it like Jensen. Nobody even comes close. No matter how many times I touch, taste, and fuck Jensen’s cock, it never stops bringing me joy. He’s always ready to fuck; always eager to please; always hungry for more. And I’m the same as him. He made me this way.

‘I love fucking your pussy.’ His flushed face gleams with concentration. His blue eyes sparkle like the ocean in the morning sun. ‘You have the best fucking pussy in the world.’

‘Yeah?’ I roll my hips in his hands now. ‘Even better than all the other girls you’ve fucked?’

‘No contest.’

He fucks me like this for a few long moments, letting me bounce in those powerful arms. Then his eyes flash with a wicked thought.

‘Let’s take this to the bedroom.’

Jensen walks through the apartment, carrying me in his arms. Every footstep causes me to bump and bounce on his cock. I clutch him tightly and keep moaning, letting him know how fucking good it feels to be used and manhandled like this.

He eases me off his wonderful cock and down onto the bed. I roll onto my front, ready to be mounted and taken, presenting my ass as a prize to be claimed. Jensen climbs on top of me, something in his hand. It’s his phone. He opens the camera app and turns the view toward us so we can see ourselves on screen.

‘Haven’t you already got, like, a hundred hours of footage of us fucking?’ I rub my ass against his bulging manhood, loving the feeling of my cream coating that wonderfully thick member.

‘Yeah, but it’s part of your birthday present from me.’ He hits record and moves into position, his cock pressing against my entrance, waiting for entry. ‘What I want to do is make a mega-mix of the hottest sex we’ve ever had and watch it on TV with you while we fuck.’

‘God, that sounds so fucking hot…’

Jensen slowly presses forward. I watch our facial expressions distort as pleasure overwhelms us both. My mouth opens. His eyes shine brighter. He keeps slowly pressing forward until that huge length is buried inside me.

‘Fuck, Jensen! Your cock is so big!’

He grins in triumph, his beaming smile caught by the camera. I can’t help but keep watching his face. He starts to fuck me with slow, firm strokes, making me feel every deliriously perfect inch of that huge cock. My eyes roll back. I grip the bed and look into the camera and start to put on a show.

‘Yes, Jensen! Your big fucking cock is so deep inside me, oh, fuck!’ I push back into my lover, encouraging him to fuck me with more aggression. He responds to my movements, pumping me harder, his hips bucking and rocking back and forth, growing quicker with each stroke. ‘Yes! You fuck me so good, baby!’

‘Does your husband fuck you like this?’ He looks at my face in the camera.

‘No! He can’t fuck me like you do! You’re so much bigger and so much fucking better! I love getting fucked by you!’

Jensen grins and starts fucking faster now, his inner animal beginning to shine through. I take the phone so he can use both hands. He supports his muscular frame on one strong arm and grabs my hair with the other, sending a delicious wave of sharp, but not uncomfortable, pain to go along with the intense pleasure.

‘Fuck!’ My eyes shine with arousal on the screen. ‘Fuck me, you bastard! Fuck me harder! Make me come!’

His thrusting becomes wilder, harder, less controlled. Not because he’s going to come, but because he wants to make me orgasm again. And he knows exactly how to do it.

‘Yes! Jensen! Harder! Make me fucking scream, I need it! I love it! Fuck me like my husband can’t!’

He growls with masculine aggression, his body bouncing on top of mine. I angle the camera to keep us both in the frame, making sure our faces and bodies are highlighted perfectly.

‘Give me that fucking cock, baby! Ruin my pussy!’

I never used to be this vocal during sex. Then again, I never used to be a whore, either.

‘You going to come for me?’ Jensen’s blue eyes flash. He looks at me through the camera, a dangerous grin on his handsome face. ‘You gonna come all over my cock?’

‘Don’t stop! Fuck my married pussy!’

He places both hands on my shoulders and pins me to the bed, using his considerable strength to render me utterly helpless. I love it. I shriek with pleasure. Pressure explodes in my gut.

‘I’m coming! Jensen, I’m coming for you!’

He fucks my clenching pussy with savage fury, pounding me into the bed. My eyes roll back. I shudder and spasm and take it all with a dirty smile on my face. Jensen slams inside me one final time and brings his lips to my ear.

‘I want to fuck you on the balcony.’

I moan in agreement. He keeps fucking me, but slower now, steadier, letting me enjoy the warmth of my second orgasm since waking up less than thirty minutes ago. He has regained control now, the animal firmly caged once more. After a few wonderful moments, he gently eases back and slaps my ass.

‘God, I love this ass!’ He grins at the camera. ‘She got the tightest ass in the world!’

‘It’s tight until he fucks it.’ I laugh at the ludicrously sexy couple on camera. We’re a couple of regular pornstars these days. Tanned, toned, sculpted, and always ready to perform. Jensen takes the phone and climbs off the bed. I roll over, ready to follow him, but my phone begins bleating, distracting me. We both stare at it for a moment. The caller ID is Will.

‘Answer it,’ Jensen says. His grin is wicked and dark. ‘And come join me.’

He heads out to the balcony, naked and unashamed, his cock gleaming with my creamy juices. I snatch up my phone and accept the call.

‘Hey, hun. Good morning!’

‘Birthday girl! How are you today?’

‘Great, thanks. Sun’s shining. Another beautiful morning.’

I walk back out to the balcony. Jensen grins. He sits in one of the comfortable chairs, cock pointing up to the sky, and continues filming me.

‘Wow, lucky you!’ Will sounds distant and tired. I can imagine him lying in our bed, rubbing a hand over his eyes, cradling the phone with a smile. Actually, no. Knowing Will, he’s talking on speaker. ‘It’s, uh, yeah, it’s raining again here. But I’m glad it’s nice weather for your birthday.’

‘Lucky me.’ I kneel between Jensen’s legs and look into the camera. My tongue glides up and down his cock, tasting my delicious orgasm. Jensen stays quiet. His smile speaks volumes. ‘I hope the rain stops…’ I pause to tease Jensen’s thick purple head with my soft lips. ‘You know, by the weekend. I want to go out somewhere nice with you for my birthday.’

‘Oh, man, I can’t wait! Can’t wait!’ I can almost hear the giddiness in his voice.

Jensen grasps his cock and taps it against my tongue. I cover the mouthpiece and moan like a whore, loving it. I say, ‘You going to fuck me while he’s on the phone?’

He nods. I suck the head of his cock for a moment, trying to concentrate on whatever Will is talking about.

‘…And then we’ll go to that Italian place for dinner. Does that sound good?’

‘Mmm, that’s perfect, babe.’

‘Great!’

I stand and straddle Jensen’s lap and ease down. Jensen keeps filming, a devilish smile on his tanned face. His cock finds its goal effortlessly. My yearning pussy accepts it without complaint. I sink into his lap and cover the mouthpiece to muffle a long, happy exhale. Jensen stays still below me, filming the intimate connection between our bodies. He winks at me and nods, wanting me to keep going, to keep talking to my husband.

‘Thanks for your card, it – uh! – arrived today.’ I manage to turn my moan into a sound of uncertainty. Jensen loves it.

‘Great, awesome. I’m glad it arrived in time. I have some presents for you right here.’ He shakes something near the phone. ‘I wonder what this could be?’

My body starts to move on its own now. The need to fuck Jensen is far greater than my desire to stay quiet for Will. I gasp. Luckily, Will remains oblivious.

‘I know, right!’ He says, mistaking the reason for my little gasp. ‘I bet you can’t wait to open it.’

‘I can’t, I really can’t wait…’

Jensen meets my eyes. They gleam with utter triumph. He keeps filming us together, capturing every single second of this insane, yet intensely erotic moment. Me, talking to my husband on the phone. Me, fucking Jensen’s huge cock on the balcony of our apartment. A little gasp escapes my mouth.

‘What was that?’ A hint of concern touches Will’s voice.

‘Oh, nothing.’ I think fast, trying to come up with a reason to make a noise like that. I can’t say dropped something, what if I gasp again? I can’t keep claiming to drop stuff every few seconds. ‘I’m, uh, at the gym. Just getting in a quick morning workout. I’m on the treadmill.’

‘Damn, already? It’s early.’

‘What can I say?’ A dirty smile spreads my lips. ‘I love getting some intense cardio. Followed up by a protein shake, of course.’

Jensen bites the inside of his cheek to stay quiet. I mute the call for a moment and talk to him through the camera.

‘You fucking bastard, I can’t believe you’re doing this! Fucking my married pussy while I’m on the phone to my husband!’ I lean back and spread my pussy lips so the camera can see everything in perfect, intimate close-up detail. Jensen captures every moment. I grind into his lap and bounce harder, letting him observe the way my tight pussy lips grip his soaking shaft.

‘Am I a bad wife?’ I moan and ride Jensen harder. Little vibrations tremble in my hand as Will keeps talking to nobody. ‘Am I a dirty fucking slut wife?’

‘Yeah,’ Jensen grins, ‘but you’re my dirty fucking slut wife.’

I smile and return the phone to my ear, unmuting. Will keeps talking, clueless.

‘…But he had no idea that I put the drinks on his tab. Isn’t that funny?’

‘Hilarious, babe.’ Another little gasp escapes my lips. I can’t help myself. Jensen’s cock is too fucking good. This situation is too fucking erotic.

‘Hey, wow, sounds like you’re going for it.’ Will chuckles. I bite my lip to keep from laughing. ‘Slow down there, we don’t want you pulling a hammy before the weekend, do we?’

‘No, of course not.’ I wink at the camera. ‘But I need to get my morning stretch.’

I mute the call and lean forward, fucking Jensen with all the passionate fury inside me. He keeps one hand on my hip to guide my movements, the other aiming the camera to capture every moment of this intense, exquisite morning sex. His cock fills my tight tunnel to the limit. No matter how many times I fuck him, it never stops feeling like the greatest thing in the world. We moan together in blissful harmony.

‘I want you to fuck my ass.’ My voice is thick with desire.

Surprise crosses Jensen’s face, quickly followed by excitement. It’s good to know that I can still shock him after all this time.

‘Right now?’

‘It’s my birthday. And I want your cock in my ass.’

He grins. I put the phone to my ear and make all the right murmurs of agreement, pretending to listen to Will but concentrating on riding my lover. Will keeps rambling on about this and that, pausing to laugh at his jokes. Even if I wasn’t fucking somebody else at the same time, I wouldn’t give a shit about any of it.

After a few more moments of hard, intense riding, I slowly ease off Jensen’s huge cock with a groaning sigh. Will hears it.

‘What was that?’ There’s a note of concern in his voice.

‘Oh, nothing.’ I smile. ‘Just getting off the treadmill.’

‘So you’re finished working out?’

‘Not yet. I still have some squats to do. You know me, I love taking care of my ass.’

Jensen grins. I step back and lean over the railing, looking down over the blue ocean glittering beneath the morning sun. Jensen steps into place behind me and pushes the head of his huge cock to my tightest hole. Thanks to all our morning lovemaking, he’s plenty lubed up for the job. My ass slowly stretches wide to receive him and I make a sharp gasp.

‘Are you okay? What happened?’ Will sounds worried. I fight back another gasp. Jensen’s huge head slides inside my ass and he slowly pushes forward, filling me up once more

‘Nothing, babe.’ I glance back at the camera. ‘That was a deep squat, that’s all. I’m a little stiff today.’

‘Oh, okay. Cool. I can call back later if this is a bad time?’

‘No, it’s perfect.’

Jensen continues filming, capturing the glorious sight of his massive cock pumping in and out of my ass. I grip the balcony railing with one hand, my body rocking with the motion. He’s slow and steady with me for the first few moments, then begins to speed up, careful not to make any loud noises.

‘Yeah, yeah, of course.’ Will hesitates for a moment. Normally, I would probe him and ask what’s wrong, but right now my thoughts are on the big cock gliding in and out of me. I push into Jensen, biting back another groan of erotic delight. Will clears his throat and continues. ‘Listen, I, uh, I had a chat with the public defender yesterday, about me being able to leave the state and maybe come and see you for once.’

‘Yeah?’ It’s nigh-impossible to concentrate on anything except fucking Jensen. I’m heedless of everything – heedless of our location, the camera filming us, even of my husband’s voice – everything except the feeling of having this perfect, huge cock in my ass. I glance back again. Jensen’s face begins to soften as passion overwhelms him. The camera begins to shake in his hand. He cups my bouncing tits and pinches the nipples. I gasp again. But it’s okay, my husband thinks I’m working out. That’s what it sounds like to him.

‘I wanted to have some good news for your birthday, but unfortunately not. He might be able to get some of the restrictions lifted, but only if I pay a hefty fine.’

‘Uh-huh.’

His words barely reach me. I mute the call again and moan up to the perfect blue sky, up to my goddess Aphrodite, whose name is tattooed on my back for all to see. Jensen starts to breathe hard behind me, unable to stay silent any longer. His hand squeezes my breasts harder.

‘Fuck, baby, are you gonna come for me? Is that my birthday present?’

‘Yes!’ An urgent, hushed whisper. ‘I wanna come all over you!’

I moan again and rock harder, pushing my ass back into him with intense jerks and shakes. I continue listening to Will, fighting to concentrate on what he’s telling me.

‘Problem is, I don’t have that kind of money. Not right now, anyway.’ He clears his throat again. I can see his face; see the embarrassed half-smile he’s making on the other end of the line right now. ‘My, uh, my cryptocurrency and NFTs, they haven’t, um, exactly grown as I’d hoped the last few months. But I’ll get there!’

He prattles on for a few moments, trying to reassure me that everything is okay. His portfolio is doing fine. He’s not losing any money. All the investments were his own. Yadda-yadda-yadda. Etcetera, etcetera. I barely hear a word of it. I’ve muted him again to unleash a throaty wail of pleasure. Jensen groans behind me. I know that sound all too well. He’s seconds away from eruption.

‘Babe? Are you still there? Are you upset? I’m sorry.’

‘Hang on a sec!’ I’m fighting to stay in control. ‘I need to… sit down!’

I mute the speaker just in time. A long, lusty climax explodes in my gut, pushing all the air from my lungs in a passionate wail that surely everyone in the building can surely hear. Jensen grits his teeth with effort, desperate to hang on a little longer. My ass clenches around his pounding, pumping cock. I look back into his eyes and nod. He understands and eases back, letting me kneel on the floor.

‘Come on my married face! I want to taste you!’

Jensen stands over me, still filming, a wicked grin lighting up those blue eyes. I grasp his pulsing cock and stroke, looking up at him, performing for the camera, daring him with my eyes to come on me right now. I unmute the call again.

‘It’s okay, babe. I’m not mad.’

‘You’re not?’ He’s both relieved and surprised. ‘Oh, thank God.’

‘You can make it up to me this weekend, I’m sure.’

Jensen’s face contorts with pleasure. I stroke faster, placing my tongue on the underside of that thick purple head, looking up at him with a smile.

‘Oh, yeah, yeah, yeah. Absolutely!’ Will’s relief is palpable. ‘I’ve booked a table for us, it’ll be great! Only the best for you.’

‘Only the best for me.’

Jensen’s cock pulses in my hand. He clamps his lips shut and erupts over my face. I gasp with delight. Warm, sticky, thick come cascades over my whore face. I smile, tongue out, and let him climax over me. Somewhere far away, my husband keeps talking. More come splashes over my face. I close my eyes.

‘Nicole? Are you okay?’

I smirk with come-coated lips. ‘Yeah, sorry, my protein shakes just overflowed. Made a real mess.’ I wipe come away from around my eyes. Jensen beams down at me, down at his perfect whore.

‘Did you hear what I said? About the restaurant, I mean?’

‘Mmm… thank you, baby.’ I look up into Jensen’s camera and suck the last pearly bead of come from his purple head. ‘It’s delicious.’

‘Yeah, I love that place too. Ah, crap. Listen, I’ve got to get ready. I’ll see you this weekend, okay? I love you.’

Here I am, naked, on my knees, wearing Jensen’s come as my trophy, talking to my husband at the same time. Whatever I once was, I am no longer. I am the perfect whore.

I smile at the camera and look directly into the lens. Directly into Jensen’s eyes.

‘I love you, too.’

I hang up the phone and kiss my lover’s cock for the camera. Jensen stops filming. He smiles at me with the same confident, happy grin that I’m wearing now. The sun beams down over us. It’s going to be another perfect day.

####


Also Available from Andrea Martin on Amazon

Lizzie’s Awakening

Episode One – The Flower Ripens

Episode Two – The Flower Glistens

Episode Three – The Flower Shines

Episode Four – The Flower Opens

Episode Five – The Flower Awakens

Hotwife Stories

Becoming

Letters from Afar I

Letters from Afar II

Date Night

Have Fun

The Cuckold’s Tale

My Wife’s Hot Date

Secret’s Out

Made to Watch

A Deal’s A Deal

My Wife’s New Boyfriend

Reclaiming Chelsea

Power Play

Oblivious

Keyholder

A Husband’s Humiliation

Pandora’s Box

A Harsh Lesson

Gone Too Far

Nothing Personal

Reunion

Happy Anniversary

Sharing is Caring

Cash, Grass, or Ass

Cucksitting

I Dare You

Power Struggle

The First Taste

Living the Dream

Challenging the Alpha

The Law of Love

Happy Birthday to Me

Welcome Home

Her Sex Tape

Power Move

My Wife is a Pornstar

Watching Her Work

Colonized

Threesome Gone Wrong

Cucked in Quarantine

Sexual Healing

Babe in a Bikini

Let’s Make a Baby!

Her Naughty Secret

A Christmas Cuckolding

Power Stroke

Small Doesn’t Satisfy

Passed Around at the Pool Party

The Bull’s Account

One Night, One Offer

Tonight You’re Mine

Seducing Scarlett

Why She Cheats

Irresistible

Slut Wives

Couple’s Retreat

The Other Woman

In Too Deep

A Wife’s Confession

The Rumors Are True!

Unfinished Business

If My Husband Won’t…

Ladies’ Night

My Fuckable Fiancé

Anniversary Affair

Five Days of Sin

Bad Influence

Cheap Thrills

Before I Walk the Aisle

Can’t Stop Cheating

A Hard Negotiation

Expensive Tastes

Wife Mother Slut

Alicia Wants a Baby

Dirty Little Secret

Two on One

Exposed

Fun in the Sun

Hard, Fast, and Dirty

The Bad Detective

Lockdown Lust

The Office Christmas Slut

Wife of the Party

The Layover

Cuckoldress

You Wanted This

Hubby Bends Over

Love, Honor & Obey

Hubby Opens Wide

Black Owned Wife

Hubby’s Birthday Present

Love in the Lockdown

The Revenge Lay

Cucked in Costume

Hubby Loves Torment

Entertain Me

The Reluctant Whore

Desperate Measures

Hard Times

Tough Choices

The Affair

The Seven-Year Itch

Just a Friend from Work

Forbidden Temptations

Addicted to Cheating

A New Woman

Kings & Queans

Sibling Rivalry

Blissful Agony

While She Sleeps

Wedded Bliss

Confessions Series

Goddess

After the Affair

Thank You for Cheating

Her Hot Past

When She Was Bad

Edgy Erotica

Hustled

One for the Team

Room Service

Bad Girl: Caught by the Cop

Know Your Limits

The CEO’s Son

I – Obeying His Command

II – Following His Orders

III – Satisfying His Needs

Your Wife’s Naughty Stories

My Dirty Spring Break

Confessions of a Size Queen

Trifecta

My Wildest Week

Fond Memories

I Need Someone Bigger

Dirty Diary

My First BBC

One-Night Stand

Her Porn Past

In Vino, Veritas

A Woman Scorned

My College Threesome Experience

Others

Who’s the Boss?

Taylor’s Secret

Karlee’s Crush

Educating Jade


About the Author

Praise for Andrea Martin:

‘Wonderfully written and edited with great teasing, storytelling and lead in with full delivery on its sexy promise. What's not to love?’

‘…the first book I've read by Andrea Martin. I can already tell you that it won't be the last!’

‘Highly recommended.’

‘Very hot and horny story, quite fast paced.’

‘I have read other stories by this author and the writing quality has been excellent… a hot, fun read that I would recommend.’

‘An amazing book Andrea, I look forward to reading many more of your works.’

‘I enjoy these especially because she writes such great characters.’

‘What makes it good is the author’s writing style: it’s effective, intense and fun to read.’

‘Andrea Martin writes it like it is.’

‘This author does everything right!’

‘The author is honest, the stories are varied, the writing is wickedly good.’

‘Nicely written stories by Andrea, she does write exceedingly good cuck books!’

Andrea Martin is the Princess of Pornography, an erotic author with over two thousand sales under her belt. By day, she’s an erotic writer. By night, she makes all her fantasies come true. She likes to write stories about married women, dominant men, and tales of rough, passionate encounters. She regularly releases new stories.

In addition to these naughty stories, I also take commissions! Get in touch with me via my contact details below and we’ll discuss your wicked fantasies and how I can make them come true.

If you’ve enjoyed my work, please consider leaving a brief review to help others find it, too. Authors like myself only survive thanks to your generosity and goodwill. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking the time to read this story. I love you all!

Until we meet again,

Stay beautiful

-AM

x

If you like what I do, feel free to get in touch:

reddit.com/u/xxxandreamartin

xxxandreamartin@gmail.com

https://www.buymeacoffee.com/xxxandreamartin

https://linktr.ee/xxxandreamartin

If you enjoy my work, please consider supporting me via my By Me a Coffee account. A couple of dollars will always put a smile on my face and let me know that you’ve enjoyed my work. A massive thank you to my current backers – you are wonderful and I adore you for supporting me!

OEBPS/image_rsrc1N9.jpg
A

greq Martin






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Cover




Guide

		Cover




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157






