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When was the last time I stayed up long enough to watch the sunrise? I can’t remember. Probably never in my adult life. But here I am, lying in bed on top of Jensen, watching the gray early morning light turn gold through the open balcony door as Cape Grande returns to life.

We haven’t slept. Despite how much energy we exerted together all night long, we couldn’t fall asleep even if we wanted to. Neither of us wants to waste a second of our precious time. In a few short hours, we’ll have to leave the hotel and go to the airport. Our real lives are waiting, somewhere out there. But right now, we’re two lovers; naked and entwined, with no ties or obligations to anyone or anything.

Jensen’s chest rises and falls. I’m lying on top of him, listening to his heartbeat. My body aches in all the right ways. My ass is still a little sore from earlier. My pussy has never been fucked like this. Even my lips are tender from all the kissing and sucking. I lost count of my orgasms hours ago. I couldn’t guess how many times he’s come for me – and in every hole. Mouth, pussy, ass – they all belong to him now. Despite the ache deep inside my weary body, I still need him. I still crave more. He’s awakened something in me that I never knew existed before now. My inner slut has been unleashed and she cannot be restrained.

‘What are you thinking?’ His hand slides down my warm, sweat-dotted skin and settles on the curve of my ass.

‘Nothing. I was watching the sunrise. It’s beautiful.’

‘Yeah, it is.’

I turn my gaze away from the door and admire my lover. Jensen’s face is flushed from all the energy we’ve expended tonight. His eyes shine with triumph and adoration. I move closer and place my lips on his. I can taste my sweet juices on his tongue. He groans into my mouth. I squeeze his muscular arms. All my weight is on him, breasts pushing into his chest, but Jensen can take it. He’s much more than a regular man.

Our kiss ends. We lie together a little longer. A sudden thought occurs to me.

‘I haven’t taken any photos.’

He looks at me, puzzled.

‘I always take photos when I go away.’ I shrug. ‘The room, my food, the beach – I haven’t done any of that this time.’

‘Oh.’ He chuckles. ‘I thought you meant photos of us or something.’

I pause and look at him, trying to figure out if that was a joke. But beyond his usual charming smile and relaxed expression, my lover remains unreadable.

‘What do you mean?’ I can’t help but smile. ‘You think we should take a few pictures together?’

Jensen chuckles again. He says, ‘I wasn’t thinking pictures that you could show to other people…’

‘Oh. Oh!’

We shoot each other a wicked, knowing look. I haven’t done anything like that in… ever. But the idea ignites a flame in my belly once again; the same flame that ignites every time I get close to Jensen.

‘I mean,’ Jensen grins, ‘if you wanted.’

I can’t help but smile. It’s too tempting. Who wouldn’t want a souvenir like that to take home – especially after a trip as intensely erotic and sexual as this one? I slip out of bed and grab my work phone – my secret second phone, the one that Will doesn’t check – and return to the arms of my lover.

‘What kind of pictures shall we take?’ I fire up the camera app and look down at Jensen.

‘Anything you want.’

The first few photos we snap together are tame, ordinary, almost normal. We smile at the camera and take a couple of selfies, our cheeks pressed together. Then we take one with our lips locked in a passionate kiss. After that, things escalate quickly.

We take dozens of pictures together, increasingly graphic and erotic. Close-ups of his cock in my mouth. Pictures of me riding him. Different angles and positions of passionate lovemaking. His cock plunging into all my holes once more. Dozens of photos turn into hundreds of deeply sexual snaps, filling up the phone’s limited memory.

Soon enough, we forget about taking pictures and concentrate on enjoying ourselves. We begin making love yet again; soft, passionate, tender. My body accepts his massive cock as though it has always belonged there.

First, we make love in bed. Then we start to move around. I bend over the furniture and let him pound me from behind. He lifts me in his arms in the middle of the room and bounces me on his cock. I ride him on the floor.

Finally, we take our passion out on the balcony and watch the sunrise together as Jensen slowly, passionately, and lovingly fucks me from behind. I grip the railing and trip to mask my moans through a clasped hand over my lips. This is wonderful. This is something beyond mere sex. Beyond lovemaking. Beyond fucking. We’re not trying to make each other come or have the most incredible sex of our lives. All that matters is enjoying this sensation as much as we can for as long as possible.

Jensen finally comes inside me once more as the sun crests the horizon and brings daylight to the world. I turn and kiss him slow and deep, our tongues gently lapping together as his warm load trickles down my thigh. Before this trip to Cape Grande, there were a lot of things I had never done before. Now I’ve done them all with him. I feel more sexually accomplished and adventurous than ever before, as though I’ve cast off some invisible shackles that held me back all my life.

‘Thank you.’ My heart feels lighter than air. ‘Thank you for this.’

‘For what?’ His big, powerful hands cup my naked ass.

‘For everything. I didn’t know how much I needed this.’

His come continues to pool inside my stretched hole and slowly run down my leg. He kneads my ass with firm fingers, gently opening my holes again. Every part of me aches in the best way possible, as though I’ve been through a grueling workout and loved every second of it.

The world below us slowly begins to come to life. Stores begin to open. The roads fill with traffic. People begin walking to the beach for the weekend. For a moment, I forget that we’re both completely naked and that anyone could see us up here on the fifth floor. It doesn’t matter to me. I don’t care if anyone sees us. My inner slut relishes the chance to expose my body like this. The thought makes my cleft ripple with excitement.

‘What time is our flight?’ I nuzzle my face into his warm chest.

‘Couple of hours.’

‘Guess we should get going.’

‘If we must…’

We make our way to the bathroom and enjoy another long, slow, luxurious shower together. He cleans my body and I rub lotion into his skin. There’s something so wonderful and intimate about moments like this. Afterward, we dry each other with the towel and pack our things into their suitcases again. My outfit for today is the same one I wore on the flight down here: office attire with a short skirt. But I’m missing a vital piece of clothing.

‘Do you still have my thong?’ I turn to Jensen, with a confused expression on my face. ‘It’s the only clean pair of panties I have left.’

He grins and pulls something out of his pocket. A thin piece of fabric I know very well.

‘What, this thong?’ He waves it in the air like a victory flag. ‘This tiny little thong right here? The thong that barely covers your tight pussy?’

I reach out to grab my underwear, but he pulls it away.

‘No, no, no.’ His grin widens. ‘This was a gift, my darling. You gave these to me.’

‘That was before I knew they were my last pair!’ I grab again and miss. He pockets my thong with a smug, satisfied grin.

‘Guess you’ll just have to go without any underwear today.’

I hold up my skirt, the one I always thought was too short to be worn. He nods. I put it on, sliding my legs inside and pulling the skirt into place. If I bend over too much, my bare ass and naked pussy will be visible to everyone behind me.

‘Perfect,’ he says, nodding in satisfaction.

‘You’re a terrible man.’ I can’t stop smiling.

‘That’s what you like about me.’

I take a last look around the room, our honeymoon suite. The place where we indulged in all our wildest dreams and fantasies. I came here a faithful wife and I’m leaving as a cheating slut. Whatever. I have no regrets. It’s strange. I feel almost the same way I did the morning after losing my virginity. Nothing has changed and yet everything is different. I’m still me. Still married. Still the same person. But underneath is new and exciting. I have a head full of incredible sensations and memories and experiences that belong to me and me alone. What a wonderful feeling.

‘Ready, Nikki?’

Jensen smiles at me, always with that calm, reassuring smile. The truth is that I’m not ready. I don’t want to leave. How can I go back to my regular life now? After all that I’ve experienced, my normal life seems so bland. I can’t go back to having regular sex with my husband now. Not after being fucked by Jensen so many times. I won’t even be able to look Will in the eyes after this.

But I nod anyway. Jensen offers me his arm, like a gentleman. I take it and we walk out of the room together, leaving a crumpled pile of used towels and soiled bedsheets in our wake.

****

We snuggle up together on the plane. I watch the earth fall away through the window, fighting the urge to cry. Why does my heart ache so much? It’s not like Jensen and I are in love or anything. Maybe I’m just sad because I know that we’ll never be able to have an experience like this again.

Jensen throws an airline blanket over our legs. Before I can tell him that my legs aren’t cold, he slides a hand up my thigh and shoots me a dirty look. Now I understand what he has in mind. I part my thighs as wide as I can in this small seat, grateful that there’s nobody on my other side. His hand slips beneath my skirt and he begins to tease and caress my sex.

Despite how much we’ve fucked in the last couple of days, my pussy immediately flowers open at his touch, my lips blooming like petals in the sun. I fight back a moan and grip the armrests. Jensen pretends to look out of the window as the plane climbs higher and the earth below is obscured by a layer of puffy white clouds. His fingers tease and probe and stroke my aching pussy with firm, yet delicate, precision. This man knows how to touch a woman.

It takes all my energy not to make any noise. I focus my gaze on the back of the headrest in front and battle the urge to groan his name and grind my pussy into his talented hand. After a few minutes, it becomes torturous. Every part of my body wants to mount him and ride his cock right here on the place, with everybody watching. I want them all to see how good he makes me feel. How hard he makes me come. I want everyone to know that I’m Jensen’s perfect dirty slut.

‘Can I get you anything?’

The air hostess drags me out of my moment. She’s a young-looking woman who seems tired beyond her years, hiding her creases beneath a thick layer of makeup.

‘I’m good, thanks.’ Jensen turns to me with a dirty grin. ‘What about you, sweetheart?’

I open my mouth to answer. His fingers push inside me. A gasp rips out of my lips. He begins fucking me with his fingers, sliding in and out of my soaking hole, driving me wild with lust. It’s impossible to speak. All I can do is shake my head.

‘Are you okay?’ The hostess’s brows knit in concern. ‘Nervous flier?’

Jensen’s fingers plunge into me over and over, each movement sending waves of pleasure washing across me. It’s wonderful and delightful and intensely erotic. The hostess has no idea what’s happening just underneath this blanket.

I nod and manage to gasp, ‘I’m o-okay, thanks.’

She gives me a sympathetic smile and moves down the plane. Jensen winks. His fingers keep driving me crazy. My nipples press into the fabric of my bra. It takes so much concentration not to squirm in my seat or moan out loud. I cover my mouth and close my eyes.

His skillful fingers bring me to the cusp of climax over and over again, but Jensen never allows me to spill over and come. Maybe he doesn’t want me to make any noise. Or maybe he just likes to tease me.

My lover continues to pleasure me for the duration of the flight. By the time we begin our descent just a short time later, my pussy is practically gushing over his fingers. My body is putty in his hands. It’s blissful torment in the best way possible.

Finally, the plane touches down and Jensen gently eases his fingers out of my creamy hole. I’m practically melting in my seat. Nobody has ever made me feel so horny for so long and managed to keep me on the edge of bliss like that before. Jensen smiles, eyes beaming with approval. He reminds me of a painter surveying his masterpiece.

‘Open your mouth.’ His voice is low.

I obey his order and part my lips without hesitation. Jensen puts his wet, creamy fingers into my mouth.

‘Clean me.’

I suck his fingers as though they were his wonderful, delicious cock, tasting my juices. The taste is nice – thick, creamy, slightly sour. But the excited, intense look in his eyes is even better. He loves my slutty side and I love showing it to him.

‘We’re going to take a long drive home,’ he says, voice thick with lust, ‘so I can fuck you one more time.’

I purr in response. The other passengers stand and grab their bags from the overhead locker. I wrap my arms around Jensen’s neck and pull him close and plant a long, deep, passionate kiss on his neck. I release him and see a dark blemish already blossoming on his skin. A hickey. He gives me a look that suggests I’m going to pay for that. I raise an eyebrow, challenging him. He adjusts his shirt collar to hide the evidence of my passion.

We get off the plane and walk through the airport, heading for the exit. People mill about us in all directions. Couples embrace. Families reunite. We walk on together. I slip my arm through his, as though we’re an item. He leans in close and says in a low voice, ‘I can’t wait to fuck you again.’

I bite my bottom lip in arousal. A set of glass doors slides open before us and we step into the arrivals lounge. Taxi drivers stand around holding up signs bearing surnames printed in big capital letters. It’s a busy place, a place for reunions.

‘Oh yeah?’ I nudge my lover with an elbow. ‘What are you going do to me?’

‘Well, first of all…’

But I don’t hear what he says. Up ahead, the crowd parts and filters away, clearing my view of the people waiting around for the arrivals. I see a face. A familiar face. A face I did not expect to see here and now. The one face I did not want to see while walking arm-in-arm with Jensen.

Will.

My husband.

My blood runs cold. I try to hide my face but it’s too late. Will spots me. He raises a hand and waves. He smiles. The smile falters. He sees me walking through the lounge with a man on my arm and stares.

I shrug off Jensen, but it’s too late. Will has seen us. Jensen stops talking. He follows my gaze and sees Will stand ahead of us. My husband’s brow creases. He looks at me. He looks at Jensen. His lips purse in obvious disapproval. My heart freezes in my chest. Holy fuck. What’s he doing here? Does he know? How could he know? It’s not possible. We’ve been so careful! Fuck!

‘Will! Hi!’ I walk closer, forcing a delighted smile. ‘What are you doing here?’

My husband stiffens. His eyes dart between Jensen and me. His jaw hardens. Fuck. Am I walking funny? Is there pussy juice running down my thigh?

‘I came to pick you up.’ He’s talking to me, but his gaze is firmly on Jensen. The air seems to thicken around us. ‘Thought I’d save you a cab ride.’

‘That’s so sweet!’ I give a girlish laugh. It doesn’t suit me and it sounds way too loud. My heart is pounding so loud it’s gotta be audible over the general din of the room. ‘You’re so sweet!’

Will doesn’t respond. He keeps his gaze on Jensen, chest puffed out, arms at his sides. Jensen is taller, broader, and more muscular than Will; he’s not intimidated in the slightest.

‘Oh, where are my manners?’ I laugh again, a high-pitched girlish titter. Anyone can tell I’m uncomfortable, even people walking past from other countries. ‘Will, this is my co-worker-’

‘Jensen,’ Will says, cutting me off before I can finish. ‘His name is Jensen. I know who he is.’

I almost faint on the spot. Fuck, fuck, fuck! How does he know? Scenarios rush through my mind all at once. Did I accidentally butt dial Will while fucking Jensen? Did I moan my lover’s name one night? Did he follow us to Cape Grande and witness us together somehow? My eyes dart between Will and Jensen. For the first time, I see the enormous difference in their build; height; size, and shape. I also see the dark blemish on Jensen’s neck. The hickey I just gave him on the plane. My stomach turns. Luckily, Jensen, adjusts his collar again, managing to cover it.

‘Oh, you’re Will.’ Jensen flashes that big, bright smile once more. It looks like a perfectly nice, friendly smile of greeting, but my insides twist like snakes in the throes of death. I want to nudge Jensen and tell him to ease back, not to be so damn obvious, but I can’t. ‘I’ve heard a lot about you.’

Jensen offers his hand to Will. My husband’s eyes bulge. A vein throbs in his forehead. His teeth grind together. My stomach feels like a ball of concrete. What the hell is happening? What does he know? Surely my husband can’t prove anything, right? I’m just walking off the plane with my co-worker. He has no idea what happened in Cape Grande; no idea what I did; no idea how much I loved it.

‘I know who you are.’ Will’s voice hisses like a dagger withdrawing from a sheathe. In all the years we’ve been together, I’ve never seen him this angry. Jaw, neck, fists – all clenched. He reminds me of a dog growling at a stranger to protect its master. ‘Stay the fuck away from my wife.’

‘Will!’ My jaw almost unhinges in shock. Where is my sweet, gentle, mild-mannered husband? The worst thing he usually says is crude remarks about having sex. I’ve never heard him say something like that to a person he’s never met. ‘What the hell is wrong with you?’

But he doesn’t answer. Will shoots one final look at Jensen – a dirty, nasty, threatening scowl – and grabs my hand, and pulls me toward the exit. He almost pulls me off my feet in his rush to leave.

I make a final glance back to Jensen and mouth, ‘I’m sorry.’ He shrugs and puts up a hand in farewell and mimes typing. He’ll message me later.

Will hauls me toward the large glass double doors and out into the parking lot. The sky is overcast with dark clouds and the air is cold. My arms immediately tingle with goosebumps. Fuck, was it always this cold here?

My feet almost drag like dead weights. Will damn near yanks me through the parking lot without saying a word or looking back at me. All I can do is keep up with him so he doesn’t pull me off my feet.

‘Slow down!’

He ignores me. People stare at us as we storm across the lot. Will doesn’t stop until we reach the car. He unlocks it and tears open the passenger door and almost shoves me into the seat. I watch him slam the door and stamp over to the driver’s side. He sits down in the seat and grips the wheel with both hands, as though he’s trying to choke it. All I can do is watch. My heart is pounding and I feel sick. Shit, shit, shit. What’s going on? What does he know?

‘Will?’ I reach out to touch his shoulder but recoil at the last moment, not wanting to feel his anger. ‘What the hell is going on?’

‘That guy…’ He stares ahead through the windshield and speaks low, through gritted, gnashing teeth. ‘It had to be that fucking guy. Motherfucker.’

My hands tremble in fear. I try to smooth my skirt. Just a few minutes ago, I was being passionately explored and touched and teased and caressed by my lover on a plane. Now I’m almost cowering in fear of my husband. Can he tell that I’m not wearing any underwear? Can he tell that something is different about me?

Now, Will finally turns his gaze to me. His eyes blaze like coals in a fire. The look on his face fills me with dread. He speaks in deliberate, composed tones that cannot conceal the rage bubbling just beneath the surface.

‘Did you fuck him?’

My jaw drops in shock. I stare at him with bulging eyes, unable to believe what he’s said to me. Sirens and warning alarms and bells scream in my head. He knows! He knows! He knows! How could he possibly know? I was so careful!

‘Nicole.’ His voice cracks like a whip. ‘Answer me!’

I fumble for a response. It takes a few seconds for my brain to get into gear. All I can do is hope that he mistakes my shock for indignation.

‘How can you ask me that?’ I try to harness my stomach-churning dread and turn it back on him. ‘How the fuck can you ask me that?’

‘Like this.’ His jaw clenches tighter. His voice is like a sliver of ice. ‘Did you fuck him?’

‘What kind of woman do you think I am? I’m your wife!’

‘Yes or no.’

‘No!’

We stare at each other. My chest heaves. A surge of anger floods my veins. Anger that he almost caught us. Anger that I almost got caught. Anger that this whole wonderful experience had to end on such a sour, shitty note.

‘What the fuck is your problem?’ I turn my anger on him now. ‘You embarrassed me in front of my fucking co-worker, you asshole!’

‘If I knew you worked with that sonovabitch, I’d have made you quit!’

His nostrils flare. His hands tighten on the steering wheel, knuckles turning white. I swallow my anger, deciding to change tactics.

‘What’s going on?’ I hold up my empty hands in surrender. Don’t shoot the messenger. ‘Do you know him?’

Will snorts. He says, ‘Yeah, I fucking know him. I know him, all right. Motherfucker.’

He falls silent for a moment and gazes ahead. I wait in silence for him to talk, feeling my gut turn. It’s like there’s a bowling ball in my belly, spinning and turning out of control as it careens down a lane toward the pins. Finally, my husband opens his mouth.

‘We went to school together.’

Thank fuck he’s looking through the windshield instead of paying attention to me. For a few seconds, I lose control of my expression and a look of utter shock crosses my face. I had no idea. Jensen never mentioned it to me.

But a couple of things click together in my brain. Tiny little pieces of a larger puzzle. Jensen looked at my wedding photo. Jensen knew my husband’s name. Will once said that Jensen was an “asshole name”. It was all there, but how could I have known?

‘You went to school together.’ I keep my voice calm, not wanting to anger him any further. ‘So, was he not a friend?’

Will clicks his tongue in frustration. He steels himself and talks more.

‘Not really. We knew each other. It wasn’t a big school. We were in the same year.’

‘Right.’

‘I was dating this girl in senior year. Jess. We were both virgins. We made this promise to lose our virginities together after prom.’

My stomach had felt heavy before. Now it feels like I’m sinking into the earth. Oh fuck, oh God, what have I done? I swallow hard and stay quiet.

‘We ended up going to this house party together. I had a few drinks. So did she. Then I lost her somewhere.’ He runs his tongue over his lips, collecting himself. My sinking sensation deepens. I have a horrible feeling that I know where this story is going.

‘Later on,’ he swallows, ‘later on, we started hearing noises from upstairs. It sounded like someone getting fucked. A girl.’

I cup my hands over my mouth. Tears prick my eyes. Shame. Sadness. Guilt.

‘So, a few of us go to investigate. We thought maybe we’d jump on the bed and cheer them on, stupid kid stuff. But we open the door and…’

I can see everything so clearly in my head. Young, fresh-faced, innocent Will, walking upstairs in a strange house with his giggling friends. Shoving open a door and bursting into the room. Being greeted by the sight of Jensen’s body – tall, broad, handsome, muscular Jensen, with his huge fucking cock – pounding away at a tight pussy. Maybe she’s riding him, lost in ecstasy. Maybe she’s on all fours, letting him fuck her into the mattress like an animal. Maybe he’s cradling her tight body in his powerful arms and fucking her in the middle of the room. I can see all of it so clearly. But the girl Jensen’s fucking – I don’t see her. Instead, I see my face. I see Will bursting into the room and catching me with Jensen, his huge cock furiously stretching my tight pussy in a frenzy of pure lust.

‘Oh, my God…’ I can’t breathe. This might be the worst moment of my life so far. It’s bad enough that I had an affair, but I had an affair with the one person on earth that my husband loathes. ‘Will, I’m… I’m so sorry. I had no idea.’

I can’t imagine anything more humiliating for a young man, especially a sensitive, slightly insecure guy like Will. Not only did his girlfriend cheat on him, but a house full of people knew it. All his friends knew that Will’s girlfriend lost her virginity to Jensen.

Will turns his gaze to me once more. His eyes shine with emotion. The look on his face – the hurt, the anguish, the torment – is almost enough to shatter my adulteress’s heart. Suddenly he’s seventeen again, reliving the worst moment of his life. I am the biggest piece of shit in the universe.

‘Did you fuck him?’ He looks me straight in the eyes, desperate for an answer.

‘No.’

I’ve lied to Will a lot over the past few months, but this is the first time I’ve truly felt bad about it. But I can’t tell him the truth. Never. I can’t admit that I fucked Jensen. I can’t admit that I loved fucking Jensen. I can’t admit that I let him fuck me in every hole and transformed into his dirty little slut for two days and nights. Never.

‘Please.’ His voice breaks. ‘Please tell me the truth.’

‘I am!’

My voice is desperate, indignant, almost shrill. I need him to believe me. He stares at me for a moment.

‘You looked pretty comfortable together when you came through arrivals.’ His eyes are filled with pain, as though the sight of me walking alongside his oldest and most bitter rival was the most excruciating moment of his life.

‘We work together.’ It takes all my energy not to get defensive and overly aggressive. My heart races. ‘I’m comfortable around him because we’re on the same team.’

‘You spend a lot of time together?’ He searches my face like an inquisitor looking for cracks in my armor.

‘Not that much, no way, we hardly cross paths in the office.’ My mouth starts running like a motor engine that can’t be stopped. ‘This was the most we’ve ever worked together. I mostly don’t see him in the office, except in meetings. We don’t talk that much, either. It’s funny, I’m not sure why they chose us to go on this trip together.’

Will nods slowly, but I can’t tell if he’s satisfied with my explanation.

‘And you ate together. You had dinners together.’

I flounder for a moment. Shit, shit, shit. I can’t lie about that. But I can lie about what we discussed over dinner.

‘Yes.’ I say the word carefully. He winces. The thought of me and Jensen sharing a meal is physically painful to him.

‘Like a date.’

‘No. No.’ I reply way too fast and shake my head. ‘No, it wasn’t a date. We were only together because we used a company card to pay. It was a professional dinner, not a date.’

Yeah, a real professional dinner. We stopped fucking for long enough to eat at the most astounding restaurant I’ve ever seen, where we discussed more sexual fantasies over dinner and I asked him to take my anal virginity. Now that I think about it, Jensen wanted me to be astounded. He wanted me to make mental comparisons between himself and Will. Comparisons that he always won. Fuck.

‘Do you find him attractive?’

‘Huh?’ His question takes me by surprise. My mouth flaps open and closed for a second before I finally find the right word. ‘No.’

He snorts and shakes his head, turning to look through the windshield once more.

‘What do you want me to say?’ Anger bubbles up inside me. ‘Did you want me to say yes, I do find him attractive? Because it’s not true!’

‘Fucking bullshit.’ His voice drips with acidic sarcasm. ‘You never noticed that the tall, handsome guy was attractive the whole time you were away.’

‘No. Because I’m married. To you, in case you forgot, you asshole!’

Will turns his gaze to me again. The look in his eyes – the pain, the anguish, the searing need for truth – almost forces me to look away. But I hold his gaze, trying not to act as defiant as I feel.

Lying is a curious thing, especially to someone you know and love, such as a spouse. After all the years together, we know each other well. We can feel lies as easily as we can see them. It’s like crackling energy in the air; a weird sensation you can detect like a scent. I force my face to remain as still as a death mask, but I can’t stop my eyes from blazing, or my chin from jutting out slightly in anger. If I want to convince my husband, I need to convince myself.

So I do.

It’s like shutting off a series of lights in a warehouse. Little pools of darkness appear in my memory. Not everything, and not all at once. But memories that might cause me to fail this test of my marriage disappear from view with the sound of a heavy-duty switch flicking, like in a movie. Plonk. Plonk. Plonk.

Jensen fucking me in the ass? Plonk. Cast into darkness.

Me riding Jensen in a frenzy of lust? Plonk. Hidden from view.

Jensen erupting inside me in the shower? Plonk. Gone.

One by one, all the troublesome memories vanish in my mind. Not removed or excised completely, but covered in an impenetrable layer of darkness, ready to be unveiled again at another time.

Now, my memory of the proceeding couple of days is remarkably different. I got on a plane. Jensen was there. We worked at the Cape Grande office all day and checked in at the hotel. Then my memory is blank. We go back to the office again on day two and repeat the same actions over again. We eat dinner together, but the volume is muted and our conversation plays out in silence. This is followed by another blank spot. Then we got back on the plane and flew home. Nothing else happened. Nothing at all.

And because I believe it, Will has to believe it.

The affair never happened.

‘So you’re not attracted to him?’ Will’s eyes implore me to be honest.

‘No.’

‘And nothing happened between you? Nothing I need to worry about?’

‘Like what?’ He opens his mouth to reply, but I cut him off. ‘No, nothing happened. Two co-workers went out of town. The most that happened was a shared dinner. And it turns out we don’t even have that much in common, anyway.’

He looks through my eyes, into my soul. I can almost feel him rooting around in the warehouse of my memory, trying to see what I experienced over the past couple of nights. But the lights are off in all the right places. Nothing happened. I believe it, so he believes it.

‘Okay.’ He exhales. I fight the urge to exhale too. Relief floods me. ‘I’m sorry about all that, I’m sorry. But… him. That guy. Why fucking him, of all people? Fuck.’

‘I understand.’ I put a hand on Will’s shoulder. He slouches forward, head against the wheel, and starts to sob. I stare at him, open-mouthed, not knowing what to do or say. I’ve never seen him cry before. It’s so… unmasculine. So ugly. So weak.

‘I hate that fucking guy.’ Will leans back in his seat and wipes away the tears. He takes my hand from his shoulder and kisses it. ‘Promise me that you won’t…’ His voice trails off.

‘Won’t what?’

‘Do anything. With him.’

I pull my hand away as though it’s on fire. I say, ‘What kind of woman do you think I am?’

Am I offended that he can see right through me or upset that I’m a terrible wife? I can’t tell.

‘I know, I know. I’m sorry. But… that guy. That fucking asshole. Fuck!’

‘Is it going to be a problem?’ My voice has a defensive edge now, one I can’t control. ‘Me and him, working together?’

Will makes a derisive snort. ‘You even have to ask?’

‘Don’t be an asshole.’ Anger bubbles inside me again. ‘How could I know about you and him? I had no fucking idea! You’ve never told me that story before! There was no way I could guess anything here; I am not the bad guy!’

My voice raises in pitch, becoming almost hysterical. Will’s features finally soften. He puts up both hands, palms out to me, surrendering.

‘Okay, okay. I never told you. I never told anyone. It’s the worst fucking thing that ever happened to me, and I never expected to see that motherfucker again.’

I bite my tongue. That motherfucker is my co-worker. That motherfucker is a nice guy. That motherfucker did things to me beyond my wildest dreams.

‘Just promise me…’ His jaw tightens again. ‘Promise me you’ll stay the fuck away from him.’

‘How can I do that?’ I throw out my hands, exasperated. ‘We work in the same building.’

‘If you can’t stay away from him, then you need to get a new job.’

I stare at him. He isn’t joking.

‘I can’t leave my job now. We’re almost finished and I might get promoted afterward.’

‘Then promise me you’ll stay away from him. I mean it. I don’t want to see that asshole anywhere near you.’

‘Fine. Okay. Fine.’ My heart aches at the mere thought of not being close to Jensen, but I can’t let Will know that. ‘I promise. There, you happy?’

Another derisive snort. ‘Am I happy? My wife works with the one person on earth I hate more than anything. No, I’m not happy.’

He turns and grabs my hands and looks me in the eyes once more. Searchlights sweep through the dark warehouse of my memory. He says, ‘Please, if anything happened, just tell me. I need to know.’

‘Nothing happened.’ And I believe it. My memories agree with this statement.

‘He didn’t try anything?’ Will’s pained eyes rake my face. ‘He didn’t come onto you or flirt with you, anything like that?’

‘No.’ I give a defiant shake of my head. ‘He was a perfect gentleman.’ He stares into my soul. ‘Can you let go of me now?’

Finally, Will releases my hands. He sinks back into his seat and fires up the engine.

‘You hungry?’ His question comes out of nowhere. His voice is softer now, almost back to normal.

‘Starving. And exhausted. It’s been a long couple of days. Lots of work.’

‘Okay. Let’s get a coffee or something.’

He eases the car forward, winding through the parking lot toward the exit.

****

We park in the mall and head to our usual coffee shop. My stomach rumbles. Aside from last night’s dinner, I’ve barely eaten anything since leaving home. Exhaustion creeps up on me; the result of a long, sleepless night and incredible physical exertion. But that can remain my little secret. Yet another secret that my husband doesn’t need to know about. I have aches in places that I didn’t know could ache. My inner thighs are sticky with residual damp heat. I need yet another shower to clean myself up.

After feeling a surge of intense adrenaline just a few minutes before, my hands now tremble, and my heart races. I’m feeling the effects of a huge adrenaline spike cooling off, amplified by feelings of guilt, exhaustion, and sexual excitement. It’s the strangest sensation in the world.

Will takes my hand as we walk through the rows of storefronts together. From the outside, we appear like any other couple. Hand in hand. Walking side by side. United. But inwardly, we’ve never felt further apart. The man holding my hand is practically a stranger to me now. Nothing has changed between us, yet everything is different. I’m looking at him in a different light. Where once I saw the love of my life, the only man who could ever make me happy day after day, I now see someone much less important. It’s like Will’s value has been diminished on my return. He’s no longer the most essential, irreplaceable man in my life.

We walk into the coffee shop and head to the counter and place our order. I grab a muffin and a donut to soothe my grumbling stomach. A voice suddenly interrupts my thoughts. A giddy, feminine voice that I know well. My head instinctively turns in the direction of the sound.

‘Nicole!’ Kimberly waves at me from a table. There’s half a cup of coffee and an empty sandwich wrapper on the table. But she’s not alone. My dear friend Kimberly is sitting opposite a woman I’ve met once before. Lara. The woman who once dated Jensen – or maybe “fuck buddies” is a better way to describe their relationship.

My pulse accelerates. Shit, fuck, shit, fuck. Kimberly is going to want to know everything. And there’s no way that Lara can be trusted to keep her mouth shut or stay quiet, I’ve only met her one time and our topic of conversation was her intimate association with Jensen. This is bad, this is bad.

Kimberly waves me over with a big, eager grin on her face. I shoot her a warning look and jab a thumb toward Will. Luckily my husband is too wrapped up in conversation with the barista to notice. Kimberly looks at Will, shrugs, and continues to call me over. I walk over to her with quick, light steps.

‘How’ve you been, girl? You’ve been ducking all my calls, so I assume your hands and mouth were too busy…’ Kimberly’s voice is low but not low enough. I almost hiss like a cat and throw a terrified glance over my shoulder. Thank the stars, Will is still utterly clueless.

‘I’m fine, I’m fine.’ I bend low and hug Kimberly, bringing my mouth close to her ear. Now I whisper a few quick words. ‘Will surprised us at the airport. He doesn’t know, but I think he’s suspicious. He hates Jensen, don’t say his name.’

I pull back, feigning a happy little laugh. Kimberly’s face registers stunned confusion. I can see a million questions churning in her mind like crashing waves in a typhoon. They’ll have to wait for now. I smile at Lara. The other woman hasn’t heard what I’ve just whispered and she shoots me a knowing smirk. The kind of smirk one woman gives another when they have something deeply intimate and highly secret in common. The kind of smirk one woman gives another when they know they’ve both enjoyed a wonderful experience with the same man.

But before I say anything, Will appears behind me, holding two coffee cups and a small plate with my breakfast balanced on his thumbs.

‘Morning Kimberly,’ he says, in a bright voice that seems overly friendly. He sets the cups and plate on the table. I see Lara’s eyes flick between myself and Will; then our wedding bands. Her eyes sparkle with wickedness. I tap a desperate finger to my lips, pleading and begging and imploring her with my eyes to please, please, please stay quiet and don’t fucking say anything stupid. Her head nods imperceptibly, but her cheeks dimple in amusement, as though she’s holding back a laugh.

‘Hey Will.’ Kimberly moves her chair around the table to make space for us. She wears her usual cheeky grin. You would never know all the secrets contained in her head by the look on her face. ‘You’re up early.’

‘I picked up Nicole from the airport.’ Will’s tone suggests that there is nothing else to ask about the trip. He doesn’t meet Kimberly's eyes, instead choosing to pull some extra chairs closer for a moment. I sit to Will’s right, facing Kimberly, with Lara to my right. I grab the muffin and tear a chunk off.

‘So…’ Kimberly extends the vowel sound for a few extra syllables and leans forward on the table, eyes blazing with mischief. ‘How was Cape Grande?’

I glance at Will for a moment. He cups his warm drink with both hands and stiffens. I give Kimberly another warning look.

‘It was a beautiful place.’ I chew on the torn piece of muffin. ‘Sunny, blue skies. The place was stunning. Gorgeous beach. I didn’t get much time to enjoy it, though.’

Lara says, ‘Right. Because you were working.’

‘Must have been a lot of work.’ Kimberly meets my gaze over the rim of her cup. I can see how much she’s enjoying this. ‘You didn’t call me once.’

‘Sorry about that.’ I fake an embarrassed laugh. Will takes out his phone and scrolls through something on the screen. ‘Yeah, there was a huge amount to do.’

‘I bet.’ Kimberly’s dark eyes glint. ‘A huge amount. To do.’

‘Pretty massive,’ Lara says, nodding in agreement.

I glare at them both in turn, desperate to keep their mouths quiet before they do something really stupid and get me in deep shit with Will. I don’t know if he’s listening to us or concentrating on his phone, but I don’t want him to get upset again or start asking me questions about what happened during the trip.

‘They must have given you a huge load of paperwork to sort out.’ Kimberly puts a fraction more emphasis on the word “load”. Just enough to make me notice. ‘How many loads did they give you?’

My mind drifts back to the conference room of the office. There were a lot of files and a lot of boxes. But something tells me that Kimberly isn’t interested in the ins and outs of my working habits in the other office. No, she wants the juicy, dirty details of my affair, and asking about them in code like this is her way of getting me back for keeping her waiting.

‘I lost count after the first fifteen.’ I give a little smile and eat another torn fragment of muffin. ‘Honestly, there were so many.’

Kimberly hides a smile behind her mug, delighted that I’m playing along. Will continues looking at his phone, either the most oblivious man in the world or a fantastic actor.

‘That’s good, that’s good.’ Kimberly nods. ‘Glad you had your hands full over there.’

‘Oh yeah,’ Lara says, joining in with the coded discussion, ‘I’ve heard the office over there works the employees really hard. Did they make you work hard?’

‘Yes.’ I nod slowly, my eyes sliding in her direction. I know that Kimberly won’t say anything stupid – at least, I hope so – but Lara is an unknown element. I can’t trust her. ‘Really hard.’

‘Did they make you work all night?’ Her eyes flash with naughty secrets and shared knowledge.

‘They didn’t make me, but I ended up doing it anyway.’

‘Really?’ That seems to get Will’s attention. ‘You worked all night?’

‘Uh-huh.’ I give him a big, innocent look and toss another piece of torn muffin into my mouth. ‘I told you about it. I worked all last night. It needed to get done, so I did it.’

‘Huh. Wow. I hope you get paid overtime.’ He turns his eyes back to the phone and continues scrolling.

‘So, when you were in the other office…’ Kimberly chooses her words with care. ‘You must have connected to the VPN system, right? For… protection.’ She places a tiny bit of emphasis on that final word. Enough for me to pick up the hidden meaning. ‘Did you use the VPN?’

I pause for a moment and eat a couple more bites of muffin. Kimberly wants to know if I used protection. How do I respond?

‘Well, my company computer,’ I pause and swallow another piece of delicious muffin, ‘has plenty of protection of its own, so I didn’t see the point in using the VPN or anything like that.’

Kimberly’s eyes widen in shock. She bites her bottom lip. I can almost feel her trembling with excitement, desperate to hear every last detail. She glances at Will, either wondering how to word her next question or wishing that he wasn’t here. I can only imagine how desperate she’s been for information over the last few days.

I’m almost squirming in my seat. This is intolerable. If it was just Kimberly and me, we could talk freely and I could tell her everything that happened. Even if it was just Kimberly, Lara, and I, we could still discuss my trip, but I’d be a little more guarded. But with Will sitting right next to me, my stomach is doing backflips. What more could they need to know?

Lara speaks next, apparently stepping in to fill Kimberly’s shocked silence. She says, ‘I always have problems connecting my computer to new places. Did you manage to fit all the ports correctly?’ Her gleaming eyes and barely-concealed grin tell me that she’s not interested in my technical setup. No, Lara is asking if all my ports were filled.

I take another furtive glance at my husband. He’s still scrolling on his phone, apparently oblivious. I’m partly grateful that he isn’t paying that much attention. Another part of me is embarrassed at how fucking rude he looks right now, ignoring three people and gazing at his fucking phone instead.

‘Yes.’ I give a slow nod, choosing my words carefully. ‘I managed to connect everything. Some ports were, uh, a little tougher than others, but I got there.’

Kimberly’s mouth drops open. She conceals her shocked expression behind her coffee cup, blinking rapidly. Every time she looks at me, she glances away again.

I tear my muffin into small pieces and eat it as fast as I can. God, I want to get out of here. I want to sleep, I want yet another shower, and I want to put the soul-crushing awkwardness of this morning’s drama in the rear-view mirror.

Will takes a sip of his coffee. But it’s not a normal quiet sip like a normal person. No, my husband loudly slurps the contents of the cup, as though deliberately making as much noise as possible. We all stare at him in disbelief, but he doesn’t notice. I get a pang of embarrassment in my chest. Was my husband always this annoying and clueless?

‘So it was a good trip, huh?’ Kimberly finds her voice again. ‘It was worth it?’

‘Absolutely.’ I look her right in the eye. Despite my racing heart and Will’s breakdown in the car earlier, it was worth it.

‘Would you do it again?’ She doesn’t look away now. She holds my gaze.

‘Yes.’

Kimberly falls silent. She drains her cup. Lara seems to sense that Kimberly has enough information to satisfy for now and doesn’t ask anything else. We make small talk for a couple of minutes. Kimberly catches me up on the latest from the office – I didn’t miss anything – and some kind of normality seems to return. My heart still races, but the stomach-churning fear of Will overhearing something covert is gone.

I nudge Will with an elbow. He looks at me with a dazed, bemused expression. I nod toward his phone and say, ‘What’s so interesting about that?’

‘Hm? Oh, nothing much. I’m just looking over my NFTs and crypto.’

I glance at Kimberly and Lara. They look just as baffled as I feel.

‘What’s NSB and crypto?’ I know I’m going to regret asking, but I desperately want to drag him into the conversation, if only to prevent the others from lunging into any more questions about my sexual activities over the past couple of days.

Will frowns at me and tuts, as if I should know this vital piece of information.

‘Not NSD. N-F-T.’ He speaks slowly, spelling out three letters like I’m some kind of illiterate. Then he launches into his spiel, talking with authority, as though he’s the leading expert on this subject. ‘NFT is like digital art. Basically, it’s like buying a painting in an art gallery, only online. You own that, and the value of the art increases over time. Some of these are worth millions!’

I glance at his phone, looking for some piece of gallery-worthy art, but all I see is a glimpse of something that looks like a monkey drawn in crayon.

‘And crypto,’ Will grins, beginning to get confident with his captive audience now, ‘is cryptocurrency, basically money that doesn’t use banks, but can be transferred online between users. Some of the coins are worth millions!’

‘Do you have any of these coins?’ Kimberly’s eyebrows rise with interest.

‘Uh, no.’ Will shrugs. ‘But I have other coins that are rising slowly. We can be rich before long!’ He crosses his fingers, a gleeful grin on his face. Somehow the expression makes him look desperate instead of delighted.

I put down my cup and say, ‘Have you spent actual money on this stuff? Like, our money?’

‘No.’ He shakes his head. ‘Not our money. My own money. And not that much.’

I feel the other women looking at me. A flicker of shame sparks in my gut.

‘So, Will,’ Kimberly leans forward, a mischievous grin touching her lips, ‘did you have fun while Nicole was out of town?’

‘Yeah. I mean, it was okay. Kinda lonely, but I got the whole bed to myself.’

‘Uh huh…’ Her grin turns into a cheeky smile. ‘And how many times did you jerk off?’

Will’s cheeks redden. He blusters and flusters for a moment, blowing air out of his lips and pretending to be interested in his phone again. Kimberly winks at me.

****

The day passes without any other interesting developments. We say our goodbyes to the girls and head home. I spend most of the afternoon on the couch, letting various TV shows wash over me. Will sits beside me, still on his phone. Thankfully, he never brings up the subject of Jensen or my trip. My phone remains silent. Another small mercy. Jensen continues to leave me in peace.

Jensen…

The more I puzzle over Will’s outburst in the car, the more I start to wonder about the man I thought was so perfect. Will knew Jensen. Immediately recognized Jensen, despite the years. My husband knew who Jensen was the second their eyes met. Jensen introduced himself as if he didn’t know Will… but did he? One time, long ago, I showed Jensen my wedding photo in the office. Did Jensen realize back then that I was married to Will – not just any Will, but the guy he cuckolded several years ago? Or was it purely the worst coincidence in the history of major fucking coincidences?

These questions all lead to one larger thought. If Jensen did know that my husband was the guy from high school, did Jensen pursue me because of it? Did I sleep with my husband’s worst enemy because Jensen wanted to twist the knife yet again, years and years after the fact? I want to ask Jensen but somehow the idea of talking to him – hell, even the thought of Jensen – causes a guilty ripple to wash over my skin. Now that I know about the history between Jensen and Will, I feel bad about the way things have turned out.

But if I knew their history before – would that have changed anything? Would I have been able to resist Jensen? Would we still have enjoyed a stolen kiss in the gym showers or groped each other at the gig or slipped away from my birthday party for a quick round of red-hot oral sex?

I have no answers to any of these questions.

‘Hey.’

Will’s voice breaks through my cloud of funk. The room is darker. Shit, it’s getting late already.

‘I’m sorry about earlier.’ He moves closer to me on the couch and places a hand on my thigh. My brain immediately compares his touch to the last man who put a hand in that spot. Will’s hand is smaller, softer, less confident, and less masculine. I hate my brain sometimes.

‘It’s okay.’ I offer a feeble shrug. ‘If I had known…’

I let the sentence hang in the air. What would I have done? Nobody knows.

‘I missed you the last couple of nights.’ He smiles at me. That warm, caring, loving smile. ‘I missed you on our anniversary.’

‘I missed you too.’ It’s kind of true. It was weird waking up without him on our anniversary.

‘But now you’re back with me…’ There’s a dirty look in his eyes now. His hand glides higher on my thigh. Towards my bare pussy. Towards my bare, recently-waxed pussy. Towards the pussy that is bare because Jensen took my panties as a trophy and the pussy that is waxed because Kimberly convinced me to do it before I had an affair.

I freeze and grab Will’s wrist, stopping his momentum just a few inches away from my terrible secret. Maybe I can convince him that this wax was for his benefit – but not today, not after he caught me disembarking a plane with another man. As for my lack of underwear… there is no good explanation.

‘What’s wrong?’ A brief look of hurt crosses his face. It’s quickly replaced by a cloud of suspicion. ‘You missed me too, right?’

‘I missed you, yeah.’ My brain spins through a list of excuses like a Rolodex at an old-time library. ‘But I’m really, really tired. Like, exhausted. And I want this to be special for us. Can we do it some other time?’

Will looks into my eyes for a long moment, searching me for signs of dishonesty. I offer him a faint, embarrassed smile, as though I know how stupid it sounds, but it’s my only excuse, please believe me.

‘We can be slow.’ His hand rubs my bare thigh but doesn’t push any further inwards. He gives me a cheeky, knowing look. ‘It’s okay, I can take the lead and make sure you enjoy it.’

I can’t tell if it’s sweet or pushy. Maybe both. I’ll give him the benefit of the doubt and assume he meant it sweetly. He’s missed me so much that all he wants is to be intimate once more. That’s sweet.

‘Thank you.’ I squeeze his hand. ‘I want it to be special and I want to enjoy it. Maybe tomorrow?’

A flicker of hurt crosses his face again. He forces a smile and pats me on the leg.

‘Is something wrong? You never usually turn me down.’

‘I’m fine.’ Frustration starts creeping into my chest now. Why can’t he just accept my answer and move on? ‘Just tired.’

‘Is it me?’

‘No, for fuck’s sake. It’s me. I’m tired, I’m not in the mood.’ I shove his hand away, now annoyed at his insistence. Was he always like this when it came to sex? I don’t recall.

Will’s features soften. He seems to sense that he’s pushed me too far and raises both hands in mock surrender, a friendly smile on his face. None of it looks natural.

‘Woah, woah, woah! It’s okay, I’m kidding.’ He forces a laugh to emphasize the point. ‘I get it. You’ve had a few long-ass days, right? Yeah, you’re tired. We can catch up properly tomorrow.’

I rub my eyes, partly trying to wake myself up, partly trying to hide how irritated I feel right now. At the moment, he’ll be lucky if we ever have sex again.

‘Yeah, tomorrow.’ I nod. ‘I’m going to go for a run in the morning when I wake up.’

‘I’ll come with you.’

I stare at Will as though he’s grown two heads. My eyes flick down to his soft gut and decidedly unmuscular legs.

‘You want to… come with me?’ I repeat his words slowly, making sure they’re correct.

‘Yeah.’ He shrugs. ‘Why not? Maybe it would be a good idea to spend some more time together. I know fitness is important to you…’

He trails off, refocusing his attention on the phone once again. I frown, trying to figure out what the fuck is going on with my husband. But the answer comes quickly. There’s an elephant in the room with us. A huge, gray, screeching, trampling elephant. An elephant named Jensen. My husband wants to work out with me to make sure I’m not working out with someone else, even though he has no reason to suspect that I would.

‘Fine, you can run with me. But I’m not slowing down. If you want to run, you’re going to run.’

‘How hard can it be?’ He shrugs again.

****

We step out into the bright morning sunshine. Patches of overnight rain are scattered around on roads and sidewalks, but they’re beginning to dry up. I tighten my laces and stretch for a moment, enjoying the tight grip of gym shorts around my butt. I look and feel ready to run a marathon, but Will looks like he threw on whatever clothes are suitable for this. He wears a plain gray t-shirt and dark slacks and sneakers that do not look good for running to the bus, let alone a serious distance.

‘Okay, are you ready?’ I lock the front door and start to bounce on the spot, getting the blood flowing through me.

‘Sure, yeah, let’s go.’

His off-handed, casual attitude irks me more than it should. This guy hasn’t walked any further than the length of the mall in years, yet he’s totally confident that he can manage to run with me. I get the fiery urge to make him regret his overconfidence.

We set off at a slow jog, easing ourselves into the motion. My breathing settles into a steady rhythm and my body relaxes, bouncing easily with each step. But then I notice something to my side. My husband isn’t running or jogging; he’s walking at speed. It looks absurd. His hips and shoulders zigzag in exaggerated movements, swaying and jerking while his feet slam onto the concrete with the grace and subtlety of a drunk elephant.

‘What the hell are you doing?’ I try not to stare at him, but it’s impossible. I’ve never seen anything like it.

‘It’s called race-walking.’ He grins like this is the coolest thing in the world. ‘It’s just as fast as running and conserves half the energy.’

‘You look like a moron.’

‘A moron using half the energy that you are.’

He continues that absurd half-run, half-walk at my side, oblivious to how stupid he looks. His movements resemble a man getting an electric shock from each side in alternate zaps. I’ve never seen anything so ridiculous in my entire life.

‘Can you stop? People might see us.’

‘So?’ He scoffs at my worries. ‘This is just as good for you as running. It’s an Olympic sport!’

‘I don’t care. You look like a dumbass.’

He laughs. I sigh and try to ignore him. Does he not understand how fucking crazy he looks right now? All I wanted was a nice run, but now it looks like I’m exercising with someone who has never used his legs before. I slowly begin to increase my pace, until my jog has become a decent slow run, and my chest rises and falls with the effort.

‘Hey!’ Will’s voice calls out from behind. ‘Wait for me!’

‘I said I’m not waiting for you.’ I shoot him a look. ‘And I’m not running next to you like that!’

I accelerate again and settle into a good run, my feet pounding the concrete, thighs straining, heart racing, lungs expanding. Fuck, this feels good. I haven’t felt like this since…

Since I was with Jensen less than forty-eight hours ago.

Heat creeps up my cheeks. I glance back and see the pathetic figure of my husband, still race-walking, but now grimacing in pain as his joints rebel against the sudden burst of activity. What did he expect to happen? Did he think that joining me on this run was going to suddenly fix everything and make it okay again?

I exhale a sharp breath and focus on running. Maybe if I run fast enough, I can turn back time and…

And what? What would I do differently? Would I stop Jensen from finding me attractive? Would I somehow prevent myself from going back to his place and sucking his cock? Would I somehow find a different hotel room and sleep there instead of finally giving in to my urges?

I don’t know. There are no easy answers. But there is one huge question that seems to chase me along the road like a raincloud in a cartoon. One huge question with a simple answer.

Do I regret what happened?

Honestly? No. I don’t regret it. The time I shared with Jensen was wonderful. We made love in ways I’ve never experienced before. We shared moments that I never thought I would have with anyone. I did things with him that I never let any other man do to me. Every time I turn on the lights in the warehouse of my memory, heat floods my sex all over again. It was the most incredible experience of my life. No, I do not regret it.

But I do feel bad about it. I know how crazy that sounds. I feel bad but I don’t regret it. I feel bad that I betrayed Will. I feel bad that I did all this with the one man my husband hates in all the world. I feel bad that I let Jensen come inside me and fuck my ass before Will had the chance to do any of those things. I do not regret doing them but I feel bad about it.

What fucking joke of a wife I am.

I take another glance behind me. Will is a distant figure now. His limbs flail awkwardly from side to side as though he’s a puppet being shaken by an invisible hand. Part of me wants to go back and try to help, but I need a little time to myself. I need to think. I turn my attention to the road and keep running until all my thoughts drift away and the only thing left is the intensity of my race.

When I finally finish my lap and return home, the house is silent. No sign of Will. For a moment, I consider going back out to find him, but he’s a grown-ass man; he can make his way home, even if he limps on unsteady legs.

I toss my sweater clothes into the machine and head to the shower. A sound makes me pause. A quiet, distant buzz. The sound of a phone vibrating. I unlock my phone and check the screen. No messages. I take my other phone out from its hiding place in my bag and unlock it. One message. Sent by the only contact saved on the phone. Jensen.

‘I hope you’re not in trouble?’ it reads.

I stare at the message for a few long moments, trying to summon the courage to reply. But I can’t. I can’t bring myself to respond. My thumb hits the back button, exiting the message. For a moment, the screen is blank. Then my thumb opens the image gallery and my vision fills with intense, graphic, images and videos of myself and Jensen fucking, sucking licking, and pleasuring one another. My heart skips a beat. Fuck! What was I thinking, taking all these? What will I do if Will finds them? Why would I keep evidence like this? God, I’m such an idiot.

My thumb hovers over the delete button for a few seconds but I can’t bring myself to do it. I turn off the phone and shove it back into the deepest recesses of my bag and I stride into the bathroom and turn on the water.

By the time Will returns – red-faced, sweating, moaning in pain – I’m dry and dressed and preparing dinner. He shoots me a mournful look and heads upstairs to the bathroom. I snort with laughter.

****

‘Are you sure that’s appropriate for the office?’

Will’s skeptical tone catches me by surprise. I slip the last blouse button into place and shoot him a quizzical look. After weeks and weeks of watching me get dressed for work in this job, he suddenly has a problem with my outfit choices.

‘What do you mean?’ I run my hands over the waist of the white blouse, smoothing out any unsightly wrinkles.

‘I just mean, you know…’ He buttons up his pants and nods toward me. ‘The skirt’s kinda short.’

I look at myself in the mirror, trying to see the problem. My skirt reaches about halfway down my long, slender thighs. It’s hardly the shortest skirt I’ve ever worn to work. The white blouse makes my bust look good, but I’ve popped the buttons higher than usual, covering more cleavage than I have in recent months. A dash of red lipstick makes my sensual mouth stand out, and my hair still looks great hanging loose like this. The blonde dye is holding well, making me look and feel five years younger. All in all, I look great.

‘Not that short.’ I shrug and yank at the hem of the skirt, demonstrating that the length is sufficient. ‘I thought you liked it when I dressed like this?’

I look at him in the mirror, a small figure above my shoulder. He pulls on a pale blue shirt and starts buttoning it up, his eyes never leaving my body. Unlike every other morning for the past few months, Will isn’t thrilled at the sight.

‘I do. It’s just…’

His voice trails off. I apply a touch of mascara to my lashes. The dark hairs make my eyes gleam with hidden light. I wait for my husband to say something else, but he doesn’t. He finishes dressing for work and begins to fumble with a tie around his neck.

We both know what’s on his mind. For the first time, Will knows that I work with Jensen. Not just in the same company or the same floor; but on the same team. He knows that I’ve been wearing short skirts and tight shirts and high heels and spending time in the company of his bitterest enemy. Suddenly he’s seeing me in a whole new light. Instead of enjoying the pride I take in my body and my appearance, Will is frustrated, but can’t bring himself to say it.

‘Are you working late today?’ He doesn’t look in my direction.

‘Could be. Depends on how much I get done.’

‘Are you going to the gym after work?’

I can’t see Will’s face, but there’s a faint hint of accusation in his voice, as though going to the gym is merely a pretense for something else. A flash of anger stabs my chest, but I ignore it. I have nothing to hide. Jensen and I worked out together a couple of times and nothing ever happened. Unless you count the near-miss in the gym showers, which I do not. No, my conscience is clear.

‘I’m not planning to go, but my stuff is in the car if I change my mind.’ I step back and examine myself in the mirror, liking the sight. ‘You never know, if I have a shitty day, I might need to go and get sweaty.’

I smile, letting him know that it’s a joke, but his face remains sour.

‘How are your legs this morning?’ I turn away from the mirror and take the tie in my hands, looping it slowly back and forth for him.

‘Fine.’

He’s lying but I let it go. If he wants some advice on easing the ache, I’d give it to him, but he wants to act all macho and brave. I carefully knot the tie and slide it into place at his collar.

‘There.’ I smile at him. ‘Handsome as ever.’

Will looks at me as though facing an executioner.

‘What’s wrong?’ I touch his cheek.

‘I can’t…’ He swallows and finds his voice. ‘I can’t stand the thought of you being around him.’

Yep, I knew it. I force a gentle smile and cup his face in my hands.

‘There’s nothing to worry about.’ I look into his wounded eyes, talking with a slow, calm voice, like a nurse soothing a patient. ‘We barely see each other at work. And now I know about all this, I’ll avoid him even more.’

‘Promise?’

‘I promise.’

‘If he tries anything with you…’ Will’s voice falters. I raise an eyebrow. My lips flatten into a thin, unamused line. He’s treading on thin ice now. ‘I mean, not that I think you would do anything like that, it’s just… He’s the kind of guy who…’

My eyes narrow. Frustration bubbles up in my chest again. Every time I think we’re moving past all this dumb shit my husband manages to drag it all back up.

‘Uh-huh.’ I remove my hands from his face. ‘I just said, you don’t need to worry about it, didn’t I?

‘Yeah, yeah, you did, but-’

‘But what?’

‘I don’t trust him.’

‘Then trust me.’ I take a step back and pick up my shoes from the floor. Nice black heels with a decent lift. ‘I’m telling you not to worry.’

‘I know, I know, but it’s him. You know. Him.’

I slip my feet into the shoes, trying to control the anger rising in my chest. I say, ‘Will, I know there’s a lot of history between you and him, but that’s in the past, okay? This is now. He’s not even the same guy you knew back then. He probably didn’t even recognize you.’

‘I just can’t stand the thought of him being around you.’ His voice is almost whiny now. It’s infuriating.

‘And what?’ My tongue lashes like a whip. ‘What’s gonna happen? In case you forgot, I’m married – to you! I know you don’t like him and I can’t change the past, so what do you want me to do?’

Will shrugs, looking more and more defeated by the second. He says, ‘Maybe you could work on a different team?’

‘Oh, for fuck’s sake, grow up!’

I grab my bag and storm out of the room, ignoring his pitiful pleas to come back.

****

By the time I arrive at work and park my car, I’m a lot calmer. I’m still annoyed at my husband, but the fury that burned a hole in my chest has eased and dissipated. I sit in the car for a few moments, taking long, slow breaths. It’s a new day. What’s going to happen? I have no idea.

But there is one thing I know for sure. I’m going to do my best to avoid Jensen as much as possible. Until I know what his motives were for striking up a friendship with me initially, I have to stay away from him. For my husband. For my marriage. For my peace of mind. I don’t trust myself around him anymore.

I count to ten and slip out of the car and walk into the building and ride the elevator up. My office floor is quiet this morning, with only a few people at their desks. I make a few polite nods to recognizable faces. Do they know what happened? Do I seem different somehow? Can they tell that I had an affair with my co-worker last week? I turn my gaze to the floor and walk straight to my office, not stopping to grab a coffee in the break room.

I sit in my office chair and fire up the computer and check my personal phone. There’s one new message, from Will. It says, ‘I’m sorry about this morning. I love you, have a great day. Call me at lunch?’ I ignore it and begin sorting paperwork, preparing for another long, intense week.

But my mind soon wanders. My wedding ring glints under the fluorescent lights, throwing a dull sparkle. I stare at the golden band for a moment, remembering the first time Will slid it into place on my finger. The magic of our wedding day. The wonderful feeling that we could do this forever; that we could always be this happy. What happened between that day and this one?

I gaze at the tarnished band of metal around my finger. Just a few short days ago, this ring was resting against another man’s chest. It slid up and down another man’s cock. It touched another man’s ass as I grabbed his butt and screamed in pleasure. The symbol of my unwavering, undying, unyielding commitment to Will slid over someone else’s naked body. It doesn’t seem right to continue wearing this. I feel like a fraud.

A sound brings me out of my daydream. A polite rap at the door. I shake my head to clear away all the negative thoughts and tell whoever it is to come in. The door cracks open and Kimberly enters my sanctum, clutching two cups of coffee from the break room. She gives me a concerned look.

‘Everything alright? I was waiting for you; thought you were sick or something.’

‘I’m fine.’ I force a smile. ‘Everything’s fine. Just got a lot of work to do.’

‘Uh-huh.’ Her expression suggests she knows something is up with me. She puts the cups on my desk and sits down opposite, eyeing me as though attempting to diagnose my condition.

‘What do you need, Kimberly?’ I give her my best withering look, as though she’s interrupting a major task and I wasn’t sitting here pondering m life choices.

‘We need to have a proper chat.’ She clicks her tongue. ‘And drinks. Wine and conversation.’

‘Sure. What about?’

She gives me a look, frustrated by my pretend ignorance. She says, ‘You know what. I want to hear all about your trip. I mean all about it. Everything. Down to the last detail.’

‘You already know the ins and the outs.’ I shrug. ‘What more is there?’

‘Oh, come on. Don’t be like that.’ Kimberly sits forward now, getting impatient. ‘Will got in the way, so I only know a few things. I’ve been dying to hear everything properly. Girl to girl.’

‘Fine, yeah, we can-’

My door opens for a second time and I freeze up. Jensen strolls into the office with a warm, friendly smile on his face. Somehow, he seems even more gorgeous today. Dark suit, red tie, hair perfectly styled, rugged good looks in place. But my eyes seem to look through his clothes now. I have x-ray vision. I can see his firm, muscular body and tanned skin, and huge, thick cock. Just the sight of him makes my stomach feel warmer.

‘Morning.’ He gives us both a wide smile and stands behind Kimberly’s chair. ‘Hope I’m not interrupting anything?’

‘No,’ I say, far too quickly.

‘Only a little.’ Kimberly lounges back in the chair and looks up at the man who fucked me for hours and hours last week. ‘Your girl here is being super tight-lipped and it’s killing me. I hope you’re going to dish some details.’

‘Oh, Kimberly…’ He makes a rueful smile and shakes his head. ‘A gentleman never kisses and tells.’

He glances at me. We share a knowing smirk. Kimberly slaps her thigh in triumph.

‘Ah-ha! So there was kissing. Now I know something, at least.’

Jensen laughs. My heart is racing. I force myself not to look at him, to try and control this whirlpool of desire in my gut. Every time I glance at Jensen, I see him the way I saw him last week. Naked. Glorious. Moaning my name.

‘Tell me this at least.’ Kimberly taps my desk like a judge calling for order. ‘Did you like the hotel?’

‘Do I have you to thank for that?’ Jensen steps around to the side, giving Kimberly an appraising smile. She nods, loving the attention. ‘Yeah, the hotel was amazing. No complaints. None at all. I would absolutely stay there again.’

Kimberly grins and turns to me. She says, ‘What about you?’

‘What about me?’

‘Would you stay there again?’

Something in her expression tells me that she’s not asking about the hotel, but about my travel partner. My pulse races. Fuck, this is so bad. I promised Will that I wouldn’t talk to Jensen, and here he is in my office and we’re all casually discussing my affair like it’s no big deal. I open my mouth to respond, but the door clicks open for a third time and Rob strolls in, brows knitted together.

‘Rob!’ I almost leap to my feet. ‘Is there a meeting? Did I miss an invite?’

‘No.’ He gives greeting nods to all three of us. ‘Can I see you two? In my office? Now?’

He waves his finger in the air, indicating Jensen and myself. Before I can ask what he wants this time, Rob turns on his heel and strolls back out of the room. Jensen gives me a look. I shrug.

‘I’ll catch up with you later.’ Kimberly stands and grabs her cup. ‘I’m serious, by the way. Wine and talk. I’m not letting this go.’

Jensen holds the door open for me and we set off down the hall. I try not to let my mind wander through a million possibilities. Is Rob pissed at us? Did he somehow find out that we slept together? Are we going to be in trouble?

Rob is already waiting for us. We take our seats on the other side of his desk and wait. He twirls a pen through the air, looking at us both in turn.

‘Well?’ He says, finally.

‘Good morning, Rob.’ Jensen, at least, can speak. My mouth feels drier than ever.

The last time I was in this room, Rob told us to go to Cape Grande and work in the other office. Even though he didn’t know it, he changed the course of my life. I still don’t know if it changed for the better or worse.

‘Yes, yes, good morning.’ Rob waves the pen through the air in a dismissive gesture. ‘Come on, tell me everything.’

‘Everything?’ I can’t control my surprised expression. ‘You mean… everything?’

‘Yes.’ He jabs the pen at us both in turn. ‘I’ve never been to Cape Grande. Tell me about the new office. I hear it’s got a great view.’

‘It does!’ I almost laugh in my relief. He doesn’t know – and doesn’t want to know – what happened between Jensen and me. All he cares about is the job. ‘The main conference room has these huge windows that look out over the bay. It’s really stunning.’

Rob clutches the pen in his fist as though it’s a trophy. He says, ‘Excellent, awesome. And you’ll be thrilled to hear that the files you sorted were all delivered overnight to the office.’

Jensen nods, his expression humble.

‘I have to say,’ Rob looks at us both in turn, ‘I wasn’t sure you could do such a huge amount of work that short of a time, but you did. You really impressed me – again!’

He twirls the pen in his fingers, fumbles, and drops it on the floor. He continues talking as if nothing happened.

‘And I’m not the only one. The higher-ups were delighted that you both managed to get the buyout back on track by yourselves. There’s a real buzz about you two.’

Jensen looks at me. His warm smile makes my cleft tingle.

‘I want you to know that it was mostly thanks to Nicole.’ Jensen nods to me. ‘She has a way of getting the best out of people.’

I almost blush and give Jensen a playful push on the arm.

‘I think it’s both of you.’ Rob places both elbows on the desk. ‘You’re a really effective team together. I can’t wait to see what you do next. And neither can the people above me.’

I exchange a look with Jensen. It’s a look full of meaning, but Rob doesn’t catch it. He dismisses us and we step out of the office. Jensen closes the door. He turns to me, a warm smile already on his face. Panic seizes me. I shouldn’t be here. Not with him. Not after everything that happened with Will. I start walking, back to my office.

‘Hey, Nikki?’

He calls my name, but I don’t react. I don’t even turn back. I keep my head down and focus on walking away as quickly as possible. Just when I think he’s going to give up, I hear soft footsteps on the carpet behind me.

Before I can pull away and rush toward my office, Jensen grabs me, wrapping his firm, powerful fingers around my wrist, and pulls me in the direction of the file room. I get a sudden flashback to the last time he touched me like this, when he grabbed me roughly in bed while we made frantic, furious, passionate, intense love over and over and over-

‘What are you-’

He doesn’t reply. Jensen opens the door and pushes me into the dark, dusty, forgotten room. We step away from the door, not wanting to be seen by anyone who might through a curious glance inside. I fold my arms and lean against a file cabinet, trying to play it cool and keep my distance from him. Jensen surveys me with his cool blue eyes, but I see something new in his expression, something I’ve never seen on his face before. Concern. Worry. Doubt.

‘Are you okay?’ He takes a step closer. My body tenses.

‘Sure, I’m fine. Why wouldn’t I be?’ My voice and my body language don’t project the same light, breezy attitude as my words.

‘I’ve been worried about you.’

His blue eyes look through my face and into my soul. I could almost melt under that gaze, like butter in the sun.

‘Why? Everything’s fine.’

‘Your husband. He almost – I mean, the way he looked at you.’ Jensen reaches out a hand and places it on my arm. It’s a gentle, friendly gesture, but I get the urge to recoil away from that touch. It’s bad; it’s wrong. I promised Will that I wouldn’t get near Jensen, let alone talk to him.

‘He’s okay. He was mad at first. Hysterical, actually.’ I shake my head and remove the mental image of Will’s tear-streaked face from my mind. ‘But he calmed down.’

Jensen exhales a sigh of relief. He says, ‘Thank God. I thought he might hurt you.’

I frown up at him, surprised by the notion. He places his other hand on my waist. His touch feels good. It feels wrong. It feels exciting. What the fuck is wrong with me?

‘No, I’m fine. We talked. I told him that nothing happened.’ My attempts to be distant and uninterested aren’t working. Every time I look into his face – into those blue eyes – I find myself falling under his spell once again. I remember the way those eyes looked at me while we fucked; the way his face crinkled in passion as he erupted inside me; the way his lips felt on my body. I can’t stop myself. The lights are on in the warehouse now and all my memories are being displayed in ultra-high definition 4K with surround sound.

Jensen sighs with relief, but not for himself. He’s relieved that I have emerged unscathed from our near-miss with Will. He smiles at me.

‘You talked. That’s good. Is he okay? I mean, it’s not going to be a problem that we work together, right?’

I summon all my strength and look into those wonderful eyes. I say, ‘No, it’s not a problem. He… he trusts me. I told him that we don’t see each other at work.’

‘Great.’

He moves closer, his arms drifting around my body, ready to pull me into a hug. For the first time, I don’t allow him to sweep me up. I stand my ground. He pauses.

‘Now it’s your turn to talk.’ It feels like I have a steel bar in my spine, rooting me to the spot. I’ve been thinking about this question all weekend and I need an answer. ‘Will says he knows you. Is he right?’

Jensen pulls away from me. For the first time, a flicker of shame crosses his handsome face. He glances away from me.

‘Will also says,’ I hesitate for a moment and will the steel bar in my spine to keep me strong for a little longer, ‘that he hates you.’

Jensen nods.

‘Okay, you need to start talking. I’ve heard one side of it, now I want yours.’

‘There’s not much to say.’ He shrugs. ‘I went to a party after prom. Hooked up with a girl. Turns out she was Will’s girlfriend.’

He makes it sound so simple. So guilt-free. So effortless. Went to Cape Grande. Slept with a woman. Turns out she was married.

‘Okay.’ I take a deep breath and ask the question that has plagued me since the moment Will told me his dark secret in the car in the airport parking lot. ‘Did you… did you do all this… did you fuck me because I’m Will’s wife?’

Jensen blinks, stunned by the question. He looks at me like I’m growing an extra arm.

‘I need to know, Jensen. Was all this just a sick… just a stupid…’

My voice finally falters. Emotion courses through my veins. I can’t bring myself to say the words. Am I just a pawn in his game? Did he fuck me just to fuck with my husband? Was all this just some cruel stunt between men, with me in the middle? I screw my eyes closed, fighting back tears.

‘Hey.’ Jensen cups my chin. Such a warm touch. Such a firm touch. I open my eyes again. His gorgeous face fills my vision, slightly blurred through the edge of tears. He takes a deep breath. ‘No. I did not do anything because you’re married to Will. I promise.’

I open my mouth to ask another, but he cuts me off with the answer.

‘Yes, I knew you’re his wife. I recognized him in your wedding photo.’ He makes a guilty little nod of his head. ‘But I was actually going to keep my distance from you. All that stuff between me and him, it was years ago. I didn’t want to get involved or stir up trouble or anything like that.’

‘So why-’

‘Because I couldn’t resist you.’ His blue eyes shimmer like the sea of Cape Grande. I’ve never seen this side of him before. Raw. Open. Emotional. While my husband threw a tantrum and wailed in frustration, Jensen seems poised, controlled, almost stoic in his vulnerability. Everything he does is insanely attractive. ‘I tried, believe me, I tried. But I couldn’t. The more I got to know you, the more I needed you. I didn’t plan any of this, but it happened.’

We fall silent for a moment. I’ve never felt so emotionally exposed to a man before. He keeps his beautiful eyes on my face and gently strokes my cheek with a thumb. That small, soft movement is enough to melt all the hastily-erected defenses around my heart. Warmth bubbles deep inside me.

‘Do you regret what happened between us?’ His deep, masculine voice is almost husky with emotion now. ‘Was it… bad?’

‘No.’ I finally uncross my arms and gently touch the hand that cups my chin. His skin is warm, firm, and wonderful. ‘No, I don’t regret it. And it was amazing.’

He smiles again, that attractive, confident smile.

‘I just…’ I pause and swallow. ‘You know that this can’t go any further, right? I mean, we’re not a couple. I’m not going to run away with you or leave my husband or profess my undying love to you or any of that.’

‘Sure, I understand. And I don’t want to steal you away from Will.’

‘Great.’

Another silence descends over us. He looks at me with longing, the same way he looked at me in our hotel room. The warm bubbles inside me almost boil over. God, I can’t stop myself. I can’t control myself.

‘So…’ He leans in closer and lowers his voice. ‘Where does that leave us?’

I grab his tie and pull him into a deep, passionate kiss. Our tongues intertwine and writhe together. My hands roam his powerful, muscular body. His arms snake around my slender figure and hold me tight. Boiling, overwhelming, molten heat explodes in my gut. I want him, I need him, I must have him.

He groans into my mouth. His hands grab my ass and squeeze as he did a few days ago. I moan in barely-restrained lust.

Finally, I push him back. This is too much. Too overwhelming. If we keep this up…

‘We’re not an “us”, okay?’ I place my hands on his firm chest. ‘And we can never be an “us”, you know?’

‘I know.’ He looks at me with desire. His eyes gleam like sapphires. ‘But…’

‘But…’

We both know what that word means. We’re not a couple, but. We’re never going to be together, but. We have no ties of commitments to each other, but.

He kisses me again, slower this time, more controlled. I can feel his intense, burning hunger for me. Not just in his desperately caressing touch, but growing and thickening in the front of his pants.

‘God, I couldn’t stop thinking about you all weekend.’ Jensen’s body tenses against me. His voice is low, husky, thick with passion. His hands glide around my body, sending ripples of delight through me. I’m fighting to stay in control of my senses; fighting the urge to give in; fighting the need to throw caution to the wind and take him here and now.

‘What were you thinking about?’ I look into his blue eyes. Those beautiful pupils are clouded over by lust and desire. I’m intimately familiar with that look.

‘How fucking amazing you are. How much fun we had. How much I loved fucking you.’

His bulge presses into my thigh. It takes all my strength not to touch it. But I gently move my leg from side to side, massaging his area in slow, delicate motions. I can tell by the flash of erotic hunger in his eyes that my movements have the right impact.

‘What was your favorite part?’ I bite his neck gently, keeping my voice low and sultry. ‘What did you like most about fucking me?’

Jensen exhales, the sighing moan filled with desire, as if he is also barely holding onto his sanity. He cups my ass with both hands, pulling me in tighter, pressing our bodies together. I’m pinned against a filing cabinet, unable – and unwilling – to escape.

‘I loved when you took over.’ He gives my butt a tender squeeze. ‘When you took control and used me to get yourself off. That was fucking incredible.’

‘Mmm, you like it when a woman asserts herself, huh?’ I offer a playful smile. ‘Go on, what else?’

‘I loved how you sucked my cock.’ His manhood twitches, as though his body recalls the feels of my mouth around that sensitive area. ‘God, you’re good. So fucking good. Nobody has ever been able to deepthroat me, but you got pretty damn close.’

‘I thought I did?’

‘You got closer than anyone ever has.’ He slowly moves his hands, sliding my skirt up, up, up…

‘I’ll remember that.’ My mouth is almost salivating at the thought of sucking his cock. Would anybody catch us if we…?

‘And I loved the way you moved.’ He cups my exposed ass, gliding over my underwear. A tidal wave of pure erotic power rushes over me. This is so wild, so naughty, so intense. ‘I’ve never fucked anyone like you before. You fucked me like you couldn’t get enough.’

‘I couldn’t.’

‘And neither could I.’ His bulge presses into the front of my skirt, already aiming for my innermost area as though it belongs there. ‘I’ve never come so many times before.’

‘I bet you say that to all the girls.’

‘I’ve never said that to anyone.’ He smiles. I could melt right here. Right into his arms. Right into the floor. ‘What about you? What’s your fondest memory?’

‘Oh God, just one?’ It’s hard to think with his body pressed into me. Hard to focus with his hands gently roaming over my ass cheeks. Hard to concentrate when all I want him to do is tear my panties off and take me right here and now up against the file cabinet. ‘I loved how you fucked my ass.’

‘Yeah?’ His handsome mouth widens into a wicked grin. ‘I loved that too.’

‘The thing I loved most…’ My hips begin to sway side to side again, nuzzling his bulge between my thighs. ‘Is how intense it all felt. I couldn’t get enough of you. I loved how you felt inside me. And I loved the feeling of you coming in my pussy.’

‘Mmm…’

A heavy, tense silence falls between us. I look into his glazed eyes. My lover is half in the room with me, half back in Cape Grande. My body yearns for him. That familiar, intense heat floods my sex again. Would anybody notice if we stayed in here for a little longer? Would we be able to stop after the first round? Could I get home and shower without my husband finding out?

‘I want you so bad,’ he says, finally dissolving the silence.

I look into his eyes and swallow. If he asks me to do it right now, I will. I’ll let him lift me or I’ll bend over or I’ll lie on the floor. Anything he wants. I need him. I can’t give him up. I can never give him up. I need to feel that wonderful fullness again; the intensity of his lovemaking; the satisfaction of making him climax.

‘I want you too.’ My voice is a husky whisper of desire.

He glances toward the door. We’re both thinking the same thing.

‘What are you doing on Saturday?’ He turns back to me. There’s a twinkle of excitement in his eyes.

‘This Saturday?’ My mind goes blank. That was not the question I was expecting to be asked. ‘I, uh… don’t think I’m doing anything. Why?’

Jensen grins again, now with that wolfish, confident smirk of humor. He says, ‘Because I may have tickets to a very special event on Saturday night and I want you to come with me…’

‘Tickets? Like, to a gig?’ My mind travels back to the last time we saw a band perform. When Jensen’s hands roamed my body in the middle of a crowded room.

‘Not a gig.’ His eyes flash with delight. ‘You once told me about that club in town, the Lotus Flower.’

I nod, unsure where this is going.

‘Well, I ponied up for a membership card.’ He smiles, unable to contain his glee. ‘And they have a special event this Saturday night. As a member, I can attend… and bring a plus-one.’

My mouth drops open in surprise. I say, ‘The Lotus Flower? The exclusive club? How much did that cost?’

‘Not as much as I thought it would.’ He shrugs. Money is no big deal to a guy like him, with his incredible apartment and sports car and easy life. ‘Are you interested?’

I bite my lip, partly unsure of his offer, partly filled with tingling excitement. Kimberly and have joked about going to the Lotus Flower for years. We’ve always been curious about what might lie beyond that guarded front door. Now I can finally see for myself.

‘I think I can find some excuse to get away for one night.’ I lace my fingers together behind his neck. ‘When you say it’s a special event…’

‘It’s a themed costume party.’ He senses my hesitation and gives a reassuring shake of his head. ‘Don’t worry, I have it all covered. It’s not going to be weird or uncomfortable or tacky, I promise.’

When my husband says those words, I feel more uneasy than ever. When Jensen says that, I feel comforted and soothed.

‘Are you going to tell me what kind of costume I’ll be wearing?’

He pretends to think for a moment, then says, ‘Hmm, no. I want it to be a surprise.’

‘You’ve got to give me some kind of clue. What if I wear the wrong kind of underwear or something?’

‘Okay, okay.’ He massages my ass with his hands, still looking me in the eyes. ‘It’s a white outfit, so wear light underwear – assuming you want underwear at all. And for shoes… Hmm, how about those heels you wore to dinner the other night?’

I smile up at him. Warm, delightful tingles spark inside my belly. His mysterious suggestions are enticing and exciting.

‘Sure, I can wear those. Any other suggestions?’

‘Bring an open mind.’

I smile again and pull him into a long, slow, luscious kiss. My tongue dances with his, letting him know how open my mind can be. His hands caress my ass, fingertips so close to the edge of my panties. I finally break away and place my hands on his chest.

‘We really have to get back to work,’ I say, my voice tinged with regret. ‘If we stay here any longer, I’m going to fuck you.’

‘You make that sound so awful.’

‘Awful for everyone else who has to hear us going at it.’

He smiles at me again. We share one more long, deep, passionate kiss. Then he steps back and allows me to walk past. The front of his pants tent with obvious excitement. He leans against a cabinet, waiting for his lust to subside. I pull my skirt back into place and smooth out the creases in my outfit.

‘I really am sorry for almost getting you in trouble,’ he says. ‘I’m glad you’re okay.’

‘Me too.’ I hesitate for a moment. ‘Maybe we should try and keep our distance? At least, while we’re working?’

‘Good idea.’ He looks me up and down, as though trying to memorize every detail. ‘I’ll see you Saturday.’

‘Saturday.’

I walk away from him and slip into the quiet corridor and head back to my desk, head whirling with exciting possibilities.

****

‘So, it was a good day, yeah?’

Will throws a glance in my direction, unbuttoning his shirt. He tosses the shirt toward the laundry basket and misses. The garment lands on the floor in a crumpled heap. I stare at the fallen shirt for a moment, before turning my attention back to him.

‘Yeah, it was pretty good. Things have eased up a little with the buyout, it’s coming along well now. Might only be a few more weeks or months at most.’

‘Cool, cool.’ He gives an absent-minded nod, as though that isn’t really what he wants to know. ‘And you, uh, you didn’t see… you didn’t see him, right?’

He emphasizes the word “him” like it’s a filthy word. I turn and glare at him.

‘Are you going to ask me that every day?’ Anger rises inside me faster than I can stop it. The feeling is a mixture of anger at him for not trusting me; anger at myself for not being trustworthy; and guilt for everything that happened with Jensen in the file room. ‘Do I have to reassure you every fucking day?’

‘Hey, woah.’ He raises both his hands for me to calm down. I close my mouth and force a long, slow breath through my nose. He continues undressing, removing his office pants. ‘It was just a question. I’ve been kind of a nervous wreck all day. Wouldn’t you feel the same if I worked with someone you didn’t trust?’

His words make sense. I slowly nod, the anger gradually ebbing away in my chest. Why can’t I stop myself from lashing out at him? This is my husband, not my punching bag.

‘Okay, yeah, I would probably be the same as you. And… yes, I did see him today.’ His expression changes. I keep talking before he can cut me off. ‘But only for a few minutes! Our boss wanted to see us and get a debrief on the trip. That’s all. And once it was over, I asked Jensen to keep his distance from me at work.’

If there’s one thing I’ve learned over the last few months, it’s that lies are easier to tell if they’re based on truth.

‘Okay.’ Will nods, digesting this news. ‘Okay. Thanks.’

Relief drifts off him in waves. I hesitate for a moment, then begin easing toward the question I want to ask.

‘Say, what are we doing this weekend? We don’t have any plans, right?’

‘Uh… no? I don’t think so?’ He looks both thoughtful and frightened, as though afraid that there’s some event he’s forgotten. ‘Why, what’s up?’

‘Oh, Kimberly wants to have a girl’s night. We haven’t hung out together in a while.’ I give an absent-minded shrug, playing it cool. My heart is racing from telling such a bold lie. ‘If we’re not doing anything, do you mind if I go? It’ll be nice to hang out and drink wine.’

‘Sure, yeah.’ Will gives a warm smile. But then the smile falters. A sudden look of worry crosses his face. ‘In fact, why don’t I give you a ride?’

‘Huh?’

‘Yeah, I’ll drop you off at hers on Saturday and pick you up the next day. How about it?’

I meet his gaze and smile, as though the idea brings me joy. My heart races. My stomach twists like a pretzel. Is Will offering me a ride because he’s being generous or because he wants to ensure that I go to Kimberley’s place and nowhere else? Either way, this throws a wrinkle in my plans.

‘Thanks, yeah.’ I turn away and take off the rest of my creased work clothes, standing in my underwear. ‘That would be nice, thanks. If you’re sure, I mean.’

‘Yeah, of course.’

Will takes off the rest of his clothes and walks over to me, a confident smirk on his face. I don’t know what he’s smiling about. Is he expecting me to be overawed by the sight of his body? He places his hands on my arms. That look on his face says that he expects this small interaction to lead somewhere.

‘I really missed you while you were gone.’ His hands start to glide up and down my bare arms. Warm tingles blossom under my skin. They pale in comparison to the tingles that Jensen gave me. With Jensen, those tingles made me desperate to get in bed. With Will, I’m finding it hard to get the urge to do anything like that.

‘I missed you too.’ I hug him. But instead of hugging me back, he cups my ass and starts grabbing and pawing at me like a horny teenager.

‘I missed this ass.’ There’s a note of arousal in his voice. I don’t like it. ‘You know what I was thinking about the whole time you were gone?’

‘No.’ I silently urge him not to say anything gross. It doesn’t work.

‘How much I’m going to fuck you when you get back.’

‘Lucky me.’

He squeezes my ass again. I shake my hips, trying to throw him off, but he mistakes this movement for excitement.

‘How much did you miss my cock?’

‘Shh, come on. Let’s have a nice, chilled night, okay?’

Will’s hands slip beneath my underwear and glide over my bare ass cheeks, still pawing and groping me with unskilled, uncoordinated excitement. Is he seriously expecting me to get turned on by this?

‘Yeah, I want a nice night too. A night with you and me. Sounds good, right?’

I sigh inwardly. Yes, that does sound nice. But we’re both thinking about two wildly different nights. It seems that he’s not going to take any hints. Time to be brutal. I grab his hands and push them off my butt.

‘I’m really tired.’ I try to sound as reasonable and rational as I can. ‘It’s been a hell of a day. Can we do this another time maybe?’

A flicker of hurt crosses his expression. He says, ‘Why not? C’mon, Nicole, we haven’t celebrated our anniversary yet. Don’t you want to have some fun?’

‘Yes, but not right now.’

‘Why not?’

‘I’m not in the mood, okay?’

Anger starts to bubble up inside me. Why the fuck is he being so stubborn about this? Just let it go already!

‘Aw, Nikki-’

‘That’s not my name.’ My anger spills over now. ‘Don’t call me that.’

I pull away from him and storm to the bathroom, grabbing a pair of loose slacks on the way. If he keeps insisting on having sex, he’s going to wait a hell of a long time.

****

‘So, uh, remember yesterday when you said about wine and girl talk?’

Kimberly stops stirring her coffee and turns to look at me with a curious expression. Maybe it’s my tone. Maybe it’s the way I’m clutching my cup with both hands as though it’s a life preserver. Maybe it’s the slight crackle of tension coming from my aura. Whatever it is, she can sense something is up.

‘Yeah…’ She says the word slowly. ‘Yeah, I remember. That was my idea. What about it?’

‘Uh, so, what are you doing on Saturday?’

She frowns for a moment and shrugs. She says, ‘This Saturday? Not much. My husband is going to visit his mom.’

‘You’re not going with him?’

Kimberly scoffs.

‘A choice between looking after the kids by myself for a weekend or visiting my mother-in-law and hearing how much weight I’ve gained? No contest!’ Her eyes narrow a little. ‘Why? What do you want to do?’

I throw a glance through the windows, confirming that nobody in the office is paying us any attention. It’s still early yet and only a few desks are filled, their occupants yawning or staring at the screens with bleary eyes.

‘I thought maybe we could hang out, you know? Just you and me. A glass of wine, a little catchup. Is that a problem?’

‘No, it’s not a problem.’ She removes the wooden stirrer from her cup and tosses it into the trash. ‘But that’s not what you really want, is it?’

‘How do you know?’ My eyes widen and I step back in surprise. ‘How do you always know?’

She laughs. She picks up her cup and says, ‘Don’t bullshit a bullshitter. Tell me what you really need.’

I step closer and lower my voice, eyes flicking away from her inquisitive expression.

‘I kind of need you to alibi me on Saturday.’ Her face lights up with a mixture of shock, excitement, and conspiratorial glee. I keep talking before she can interrupt me again. ‘I’ve been invited to a thing, but Will is insisting on driving me to yours. I figure that we can have our little catch-up, and then I’ll slip out and go to the thing and come back later.’

Kimberly’s eyes sparkle like diamonds in the sun. I’ve never seen her this giddy, not even when I first confessed that Jensen was attractive.

‘Sure, I’ll help you.’ She fails to hide her wicked grin. ‘I’ll do whatever you want. But I want to have a good catch-up, okay? Before and after, if you get me.’

‘Thank you.’ Even though I knew she’d agree to help, I still let out a little sigh of relief. I tap my cup to hers in a toast and turn to leave the break room.

‘What’s the thing?’ Kimberly says, her voice still low. ‘C’mon, you gotta tell me.’

I pause at the door, internally debating whether or not to tell her the truth. Finally, I give her a naughty smile of my own.

‘I’ve been invited to a party… at the Lotus Flower.’

‘The Lotus…’

Kimberly’s brain catches up with her mouth. Her jaw drops open and her eyes almost pop out of her head. Before she can ask any other questions, I slip out of the room and head to my office, with a confident, gleeful spring in my step.

****

Will drives like an old lady. I hate to say that, but it’s the truth. After sitting in the passenger seat of a high-powered sports car and feeling the thrust of a monstrous engine behind me – one controlled by a skilled driver, at that – accepting a ride from Will is a noticeable downgrade. He maintains a speed limit way lower than the posted signs and keeps his hands locked at the ten-and-two position on the wheel. Several times I glance into the mirror and see vehicles behind us, the driver impatiently gesturing for Will to speed up or move out of the way, to no avail.

‘Are you excited?’

His question takes me by surprise. I look over at him.

‘For tonight,’ he says, ‘hanging with Kimberly?’

‘Oh, yeah. Of course. Totally. We haven’t had a girl’s night in forever, so this will be fun.’ I fiddle with the overnight bag on my lap. Most of the items inside are simple and innocent, save for the pair of high heels wrapped inside a pair of clean jeans. I couldn’t find a good reason to wear such elegant shoes to a drinking session, so hiding them seemed like the bets bet. ‘Thanks for the ride. You really didn’t have to, you know.’

‘It’s fine.’ He smiles at me. ‘This way you can drink as much as you like without worrying about driving home tomorrow. Just give me a call when you wanna come back.’

‘That might be in the afternoon.’ I laugh. ‘Knowing Kimberly and how much wine she drinks…’

He laughs and turns off the main streets, aiming the car for the quieter suburban roads. The streets are familiar to me now. We’re almost at our destination.

‘What about you?’ I nod toward Will. ‘Any wild and crazy plans for tonight?’

‘Uh, no. Not really. Maybe play some games, have a beer or two.’

‘Liar.’

‘What?’ He shoots me a confused look. I grin.

‘You’re gonna watch porn on the big TV, I know it.’

He responds by flapping his mouth like a fish and making several gargled grunting sounds, attempting to refute my accusation without success.

‘It’s fine, babe. I don’t care. Just make sure it’s gone before I come home.’

Will slows the car and turns to look at me, his eyes filled with surprise. We wind through the last few streets in silence and finally roll up outside Kimberly’s quiet suburban home. When we were younger, Kimberly would joke about living in a van and partying until she was sixty. Now she lives in a three-bedroom house in a decent area, with wide lawns and swings for the kids. Life is full of curveballs.

I give Will a kiss on the cheek. He turns his face and catches my lips. Before I can pull away, he attempts to push his tongue into my mouth. I grimace and pull back, wiping my lips with the back of a hand.

‘Thanks, now I know what it’s like to kiss a dog.’

‘I’ll miss you.’ He smiles at me.

‘Me too. Have a great night.’

I climb out of the car and walk up to the front door. Kimberly opens it before I can knock. We both wave at Will. He waves back and drives off, leaving us both alone to talk in peace.

Kimberly brings me into the living room and to her couch. I can hear her kids playing in the den – the sound of plastic bricks slapping together, distant cartoon sound effects, and peels of childish laughter. She closes the door and offers me a glass of wine that I accept with thanks.

‘Finally.’ Kimberly can’t hide her glee. She sits next to me with her glass. We toast, the glasses clinking together, and take a drink in silence. Then Kimberly turns her body to face me and sinks back into the cushions. ‘Okay, tell me everything. Everything!’

I exhale a long, deep breath and start talking from the beginning. I tell her about Cape Grande and how Jensen and I worked together and cleared all our work in one, long intense day. I tell her how we made our way back to the hotel and discovered that she had booked us into the honeymoon suite together. She smiles and listens in breathless, rapt silence.

I tell her everything about what happened next. How we kissed passionately. How we fell into bed together. How we undressed each other. Kimberly listens to me in stunned, attentive silence. Her eyes are glassy and her lips are parted. Once or twice her cheeks tinge faintly pink. Now and then she bites her bottom lip in excitement. She clutches her wine glass in both hands, not focusing on anything except my long, erotic, breathless monologue.

She only makes noise once, when I describe how Jensen slowly and gently took my anal virginity. A single sighing moaning escapes her lips, but she remains silent for the rest of my tale. I spare no details and pull no punches. She hears everything. Jensen’s size; stamina; passion and intensity. I tell her all the details that I can remember from the entire trip, from that first kiss through the final sunrise, when we made love over the balcony railing one last time.

Finally, my tale is told. It feels like an enormous burden has been lifted from my shoulders. I exhale again, relieved to have told someone what happened, and drain my wine glass in a single pour. Warmth floods my belly.

‘Wow.’ Kimberly stares at me with unseeing eyes for a moment, before blinking and shaking her head. ‘Wow. I had no idea. Really, none. That’s… holy shit. I know I said you needed a slutty phase, but you caught up on a whole lifetime’s worth of sex in two nights.’

She chuckles and raises her glass, seeing me with new eyes. Before Jensen came into my life, I was the shy one, the restrained one, the inhibited one. Now I’m the wild child and she’s the boring wife.

‘So, the million-dollar question…’ Her eyes sparkle with conspiratorial mischief. ‘How did it compare to what you get at home?’

‘No contest.’ I shrug. ‘I’ve never done half of what I did with Jensen before now. I’ve never even gone bareback before.’

She smiles with glee and says, ‘It’s good, isn’t it? God, there’s nothing hotter than…’

Her voice trails off as the door opens and her eldest son marches into the room to show us his toy. We both snap into mom mode and make a fuss of him.

A few hours pass like this, with Kimberly and I managing to snatch brief moments of adult conversation between interacting with her kids. We finish a bottle of wine and I check my phone. It’s almost time. The sky outside is deepening with the oncoming night.

‘What’s the plan for tonight?’ Kimberly takes my empty glass and stands up from the couch.

‘I don’t know. He’s picking me up in a minute and then we’ll go.’

‘Leave your phone here.’ She nods at my confused expression. ‘If Will messages, I can reply.’

‘Sure.’

Kimberly gathers her kids and sends them upstairs to bed. Just as the bedroom door closes, I hear the familiar rumble of a high-powered car engine rolling up the street outside. She glances through the window and grins.

‘Showtime, girl. Are you ready?’

I nod. My heart flutters like a butterfly in a hurricane. Why do I feel so nervous? Is it because we’re doing this so close to home, instead of traveling out of state? Or maybe it’s because I don’t know what to expect tonight. Either way, my hands tremble. I button up my jacket and head out the front door. Jensen is waiting at the bottom of the drive, engine purring like a seductive mistress.

‘Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!’ Kimberly laughs. She waves me away and closes the door.

I slip into the passenger seat and smile at Jensen. He beams at me, delighted that I’m going through with this.

‘Nervous?’ he says.

‘A little, yeah. I don’t know what to expect tonight.’

‘Me neither. Should be fun for both of us.’

****

First, he takes me back to his apartment to get ready. The last time I was here, we lost control and ended up indulging in passionate oral sex on his bed. This time, he guides me into the bedroom, where a beautiful dress is laid out and ready for me.

It’s a gorgeous white sheet that reminds me of an ancient toga, but with a few modern adjustments. Instead of being fashioned over the shoulder, this toga has a leather string at the top and a low dip that offers a generous amount of cleavage. The hem of the dress is barely long enough to cover my ass, with a slit on each side to reveal teasing glimpses of my upper thigh. It looks sensational. And expensive. And like nothing I have ever worn before.

‘Oh, wow.’ I run my hands over the fabric. ‘This is beautiful.’

‘I’m glad you like it.’

‘Are you going to tell what’s happening tonight?’

Jensen smiles. He hugs me from behind, so we can both admire the gorgeous outfit displayed on his bed.

‘It’s a themed costume party.’ His deep, masculine voice makes my womanhood tingle. The feel of his powerful arms is almost too much to bear. ‘Tonight, we’re going as gods and goddesses. You, my goddess, are Aphrodite.’

‘The Goddess of Love?’

‘Of course, what else?’ He chuckles and kisses my shoulder.

‘What about you? Are you going as Zeus or something?’

‘Close.’

Jensen releases me and opens his closet. I see a few items hanging within, clearly positioned to be visible first. A Greek battle helmet and skirt, with sandals that have long, winding laces, and a curious-looking shoulder plate.

‘I am going as Ares. The manliest of all the gods.’

I laugh. We slip out of our clothes and into these costumes. The Aphrodite dress is wonderful and elegant, but my underwear shows through the white fabric. After a few moments of internal debate, I toss my bra and panties on the floor. Now my nipples are partially visible as small dark circles, but that only makes me feel more divine and erotic. I slip my feet into the high heels and magically become taller, with toned, slender legs and a tighter ass. The wonders of good footwear.

Jensen finishes strapping the sandal laces around his muscular legs and turns to face me. Words cannot describe my much my pussy yearns for him right now. He looks like the mightiest man who ever walked the earth. His powerful jaw juts out from beneath the helmet, blue eyes shining from the shadows. The battle skirt makes his legs look thicker and firmer than ever. The shoulder plate rests on one huge arm, ready for war. His broad, toned chest is totally bare and utterly beautiful. Yes, my man looks like a Greek God all right. And I feel like a Goddess.

We look at each other for a long moment, enjoying what we see. Jensen’s eyes rest on my chest for a second, then flick to the crumpled clothes at my feet. He sees my underwear and those blue eyes flash with wicked amusement.

‘Wow, no panties?’

I shrug. I say, ‘What’s the harm, given where we’re going tonight?’

He steps toward me and wraps his arms around my waist again. Molten-hot desire trickles through me. God, I want him so fucking bad.

‘You look utterly sensational.’ He smiles. ‘Shall we go?’

‘If we must.’ I glance at the bed. He laughs.

‘If this party sucks, I promise I will make it up to you for as long as it takes.’

‘Promises, promises…’

He takes my hand and we head back down to the car.

****

Jensen pulls his sports car into a discrete, well-hidden parking lot behind the Lotus Flower and shuts off the engine. I look around, but there’s nobody here. Dim orange lights wash over the concrete, illuminating enough of the space for me to see, but also preventing people from getting too good a look at those who come and go from the establishment.

‘I never knew this was here.’

He looks at me with a quizzical expression.

‘The parking lot, I mean.’

‘Oh, right.’ He nods. ‘I got an email after completing all the membership forms. They explained that members have use of this place to come and go without being seen.’

‘What about the front door?’

‘That’s actually their way of filtering out peeping toms and people who don’t respect the privacy of the club. This here is the real entrance.’

He points to a small door on the wall up ahead. I can barely make it out beyond the low lights, but it’s there. A small doorway beneath a little gleaming lantern.

‘Shall we?’ He smiles.

‘After you, Ares.’

Jensen climbs out and puts on his Greek helmet. He walks around the car and opens my door and offers me his hand. I take it and get out. We walk arm-in-arm across the lot toward the door on the back wall of the Lotus Flower, the door that I never knew existed. My heels tap on the concrete almost as loud as my heart beats. Sure, I’m nervous about what might happen on the other side of that door, but I feel strangely safe with Jensen at my side. He would never let anything happen to me.

We stop at the door. Jensen raps three times and a small panel slides open, revealing a dark pair of eyes behind a gold mask.

‘Password?’ says a voice from within.

‘Olympus.’ Jensen winks at me.

‘Welcome, God and Goddess.’

The door unbolts with a heavy clanging sound and glides open. We shuffle inside and the door closes again. The room beyond is lit by a soft red bulb from above. It throws dramatic shadows around us. We’re in a corridor. Up ahead, I see only darkness. Muffled sounds drift through the gloom – laughter, light music, erotic moaning. My heart thumps even louder.

The person in the gold mask appears to be a woman. Slender, with strong arms. She wears a French maid outfit and long fishnet gloves. I can’t tell if she is merely guarding the door or if she runs the joint. She closes the door and slides the bolt back into place. The bolt is almost as thick as Jensen’s cock.

‘Is this your first evening at the Lotus Flower?’ She turns to us, her eyes glittering behind the blank gold face.

‘Yes.’ Jensen squeezes my arm. ‘We’re new members.’

‘Thank you for joining our humble establishment. We hope you will enjoy your stay. Before you continue, please note the rules of the Lotus Flower. Cell phones are to be left here with me. No videos, no photos. The safe word is always “Chicago”. No means no. If one party insists on protection, protection must be used. And finally…’ Her eyes flash with intensity. ‘The rules are absolute and unbreakable. We would hate to eject you… out the front door.’

I swallow. The front door is on the main road. People walk along it, drive down there. Imagine being tossed out in front of witnesses, dressed like this.

The faceless woman holds out a small plastic tray. Jensen places his phone, wallet, and keys into the tray. The woman turns to me.

‘I haven’t got anything.’ I shrug. ‘Where would I put it?’

The woman’s eyes glance up and down my body. I hear amusement in her tone. ‘No. I suppose Aphrodite does not need mortal trappings. You may proceed. Please watch your footing on the stairs.’

Jensen guides me along the corridor, toward the muffled sounds of pleasure and debauchery. Just as we step into the shadows at the end, I see a short staircase leading down into the main club, with small wall-mounted lights highlighting each step. We descend the stairs and enter the Lotus Flower.

It appears to be some kind of enormous old wine cellar beneath the buildings. I see stone columns and wide brick arches lining the outside of the room. The main area appears to be a bar and wide floor space. Men and women mingle together in little groups, but people enter new social circles easily. Everyone is in costume. Some look Greek, like us. Some seem Roman. Some seem eastern. Some I couldn’t guess at. I see a mixture of ages, backgrounds, social backgrounds, and races. In this place, everyone is equal. All here for the same reason.

Music drifts through the air from hidden speakers. It’s quiet but gentle and helps set the mood. The room is lit by the same soft red lighting as upstairs, throwing an erotic glow over everything. Some people are passionately making out. I see a woman having her nipples sucked by two different guys. I see a man on all fours, letting a woman use him as a chair.

Off to the sides of the main room are other, smaller areas. Jensen twirls a finger in the air, asking if I want to walk around and take a look at everything. I nod. Thank goodness for the red lights. Nobody can see me blushing.

They can, however, clearly distinguish my nipples through this pale dress. I notice several appreciate glances as we enter the main body of the room and make our way to the left. Men and women look at us with admiring, hungry, excited gazes. I notice that they’re admiring both of us, not just me, and feel a thrill of excitement. Yes, ladies and gentlemen, this tall, dark, and gorgeous hunk of beef is here with me.

A man steps up to us, a broad smile on his face. He wears a Roman-style toga and a laurel wreath around his head. In this light, it’s hard to guess his age. Maybe ten years older than me?

‘You both look sensational,’ he says, stopping us with raised arms. He looks us up and down, smiling even wider. ‘I wonder, would you be interested in a little swapping tonight? My partner would love to get to know you better.’ He touches Jensen on the arm and nods toward a woman behind, casually leaning against a brick arch, drinking from a cocktail glass.

‘Thank you.’ Jensen says. ‘But we’d like to stay together tonight.’

The man nods in understanding. He glances at me and says, ‘That’s a shame. But, oh well.’

We continue walking around the room, peering into the other chambers. Each of the side rooms appears to offer different thrills. Inside one, I see a man and a woman strapped naked over a bench while other people take turns whipping and caning their bare asses. Another room is a simple queen-sized bed, with several couples rolling around together in the throes of passion. Other rooms feature orgies; some have gangbangs with both men and women as the center of attention; one chamber is devoted to oral sex. I see more than simple male-female encounters, too. There are women locked together in passionate sixty-nine embraces, tongues visibly delving in and out of their soaking pussies, and small groups of guys jerking each other off. Everywhere we look, sexual bliss is all we see. Sexual bliss and zero judgment. This is the most incredible place I’ve ever seen.

‘Are you okay?’ Jensen squeezes my hand. ‘If you’re not comfortable…’

Comfortable? I’ve never been to a place like this, but I’m not uncomfortable with it. Maybe a few months ago, the sight of total strangers openly fucking on a bed while other people watched and masturbated would have probably made me gasp. But I’m not that woman anymore. I’m a woman who gets fucked bareback and does anal and lets a man come on her face. I’m a woman who belongs in a place like this.

‘I’m okay.’ I squeeze his hand back. ‘It’s just… a lot to take in. I can’t believe it.’

‘See anything you like?’ He flashes that wicked smile.

‘I see a lot of things that I like.’

I take his hand and place it underneath my dress. He cups my burning sex and gently probes me with a careful fingertip, testing my wetness. I look him right in the eyes, challenging him, right here, with all these strangers around, to do something about it.

Jensen smiles again, loving my enthusiasm. All around us, people in glamorous costumes are talking, drinking, making out, and feeling each other up. I see exposed breasts and passionate kisses and hard cocks of all shapes and sizes. It’s like being on a porn set, only a hundred times more intimate and erotic.

I sigh with rapturous bliss, his fingers still cupping and slowly exploring my bare womanhood, teasing my tight entrance and spreading me open in front of dozens of strangers. Some people watch us with interest. The feeling of their lusty gazes makes my cleft burn even hotter. I feel so wild, so unrestrained, so free.

‘Shall we take a seat?’ Jensen nods towards a row of comfortable-looking armchairs positioned against one wall. A few chairs are already occupied. Some have men with women on their laps, kissing furiously. Some have guys seated, receiving passionate, luxurious blowjobs. They look like great places to see everything going on… or be seen by everyone around.

We stroll across to an empty chair. My heart races, but not because I’m nervous. I’ve never felt so alive, so awake. Jensen takes a seat. The front of his battle skirt tents in lust. He guides me to his lap, nestled into him and facing out to the room. His bulge throbs against my butt. Only two thin, flimsy pieces of cloth separate our most intimate areas.

To our left, a guy dressed like some kind of sorcerer is on the receiving end of a lusty-looking blowjob. The woman kneeling at his feet looks to be having a great time, slobbering and drooling all over that shaft as she pumps it in and out of her hungry mouth. She pushes her face all the way down until her nose rests on the man’s stomach.

‘See that?’ Jensen’s deep voice whispers in my ear. ‘That’s deepthroating.’

I can’t take my eyes away. The woman makes little gagging and gurgling sounds but keeps sucking the cock pressed against the back of her throat. It looks so wonderful, but how the hell could I do that to Jensen? He’s probably at least twice the length and girth of the guy sitting next to us.

‘Can I play with you?’

I turn to my other side and see a beautiful woman in a silver eye mask and pale blue kimono. She looks older than me, but her full, red lips smile hungrily. Her eyes look me up and down as though she’s never seen anyone so gorgeous.

‘Uh… thanks.’ Heat creeps into my cheeks. I’m sure Jensen wouldn’t have a problem with it, but I’m not ready to experiment that much yet. ‘But we want to stay together.’

The woman nods in understanding and steps back. She turns to another woman and asks her the same question. This time the answer is more positive.

Jensen’s hand glides around to my front and drifts south. I lean back into him, resting my head on his shoulder. My muscular god. My Ares. His hand slides beneath the bottom of this Aphrodite costume, exposing my smoothly waxed pussy to everyone. A few eyes turn in our direction, intrigued by us. Men and women admire my nakedness. White-hot arousal flares inside me. I want this so fucking bad.

‘Do it.’ My voice is urgent. Desperate. Husky. ‘Play with me.’

Jensen kisses my mouth and parts my other lips with his fingers. I moan onto his exploring tongue and arch my back, allowing his fingers to get deeper inside, giving him full access to every part of me. He takes his time, teasing my lips and circling my sensitive, trembling clit. I moan louder, still kissing him long and deep, tongues swirling together. Jensen’s other hand glides up and cups my breast, teasing the nipple to full, erotic hardness.

He slowly begins to push two fingers inside me, stretching my yearning entrance wider with delicate care. I swear, his two fingers feel thicker and harder and bigger than my husband’s entire cock. I gasp and break away from our kiss. His eyes gleam behind that war helmet, still shining bright in the red light clouding over us. He starts to slowly fuck me with his fingers, pushing them deeper inside and sending shudders of pure lust through my body.

People are watching us with eager delight now, hanging back at a respectful distance and not crowding us. Some slowly pleasure themselves to the sight of Jensen fingering my aching pussy. Some play with their partners while watching us. I feel dozens of pairs of curious eyes and the knowledge that they’re enjoying the show drives me fucking wild. Even the guy sitting next to us getting his cocked lovingly sucked is watching Jensen play with my soaking pussy.

Jensen’s fingers skilfully stoke the fire raging in my gut, taking me from mere arousal to full-blown cock hungry. In a few minutes, I’m groaning and moaning in pleasure like a wanton slut, letting everyone witness how fucking turned-on I am for this man. My erotic moans seem to be turning other people on, too. The more noise I make, the more the crowd seems to enjoy watching us.

I lean back on Jensen’s shoulder and nibble on his earlobe. He exhales a lusty breath, fingers still slowly gliding in and out of me.

‘I want to fuck you.’ I gently bite his earlobe, letting him know how wildly aroused I am. ‘Now.’

‘Yeah? Shall we find a room?’ His voice is thick with erotic need.

‘No. Here. I want them all to see.’ My body writhes against him; hips rolling back and forth, fucking his fingers like a cock; my breast rocking in his hand. ‘I want them to watch you fuck my tight pussy and come in me. I want to put on a show for them.’

Jensen makes a wordless throaty groan of sheer desire and eases his fingers free of my molten-hot slit. He brings his fingers up to my mouth, as he did a week ago on the flight home. I open my mouth and suck his juice-coated fingers, tasting my lust, and moan like a filthy slut. His eyes flash with excitement. I feel his cock throb against my ass. My tongue licks and laps at his fingers, cleaning off every drop of my cream, flicking over his warm digits as though they were his cock. Part of me wants to blow him right now, this very moment; to sink to my knees and show all these people what a talented cocksucker I am. But I’m too horny. Too greedy. Too desperate. I want to come and I want him to come with me.

I suck his fingers one last time and say, ‘Fuck me, baby. Now.’

He growls with lust. I take that as a “yes”. I lift my butt and pull his costume out of the way, letting his huge cock spring free. All eyes are on us. I see mouths open in shock from men and women alike. Nobody can believe how big he is. Maybe he’s got the biggest cock that any of them have ever seen. I hope so. I want them to be jealous of me.

Jensen grasps my hips now, guiding my body. I aim his cock up toward my aching, yearning, soaking pussy and gently sink onto him. My body accepts him with eager hunger, as though it’s been years since our last encounter and not seven days. He slowly stretches my tight lips and plunges inside, inch by thick, hard, warm, delicious, wonderful inch. I see wide eyes and eager expressions and open mouths. I hear sighs and gasps and moans. Dozens of people watch me sink into Jensen’s lap. Dozens of people observe me take his huge cock inside my tight pussy. Dozens of people witness me cheat on my husband.

‘Yes…’ I almost sigh the word with sheer contentment. I place my high-heeled feet on the floor and grip the arms of the chair and start to ride him, bouncing my ass in his lap and rolling my hips in slow circles. His massive cock fills me completely, hitting every part of my inner walls at the same time, making me gasp and moan in helpless bliss.

Our audience watches with obvious delight. Some are pleasuring themselves. I see guys stroking their hard cocks to the sight of me getting fucked. I see women teasing their pussies while watching mine get filled. Lust hangs thick in the air, almost thick enough to see with the naked eye. Everyone here will remember this for years.

I ride Jensen at a leisurely pace, enjoying the sensation of having him back inside me once more. My tight pussy lips grip Jensen’s throbbing cock. He moans behind me, hands gripping my hips.

Now we start to fuck faster, motivated by the intensity of our engaged audience. My ass bounces in Jensen’s lap, the dull wet slap of skin-on-skin audible under all the other wonderfully erotic sounds coming from every direction. I’ve never been so fucking turned on in my entire life.

As our pace increases, Jensen starts to fuck me from below, pumping me with firm, deep strokes, forcing me to take every incredible inch. I bounce higher in his lap. The front of my costume shifts with the momentum and my breasts spill free, bouncing and shuddering with the movement. Everyone can see my hard nipples as small dark pools on my skin. I fucking love this feeling.

These people might be watching us fuck with desperate passion and furious desire, but they aren’t seeing Nicole and Jensen. They’re watching Aphrodite and Ares. They’re watching a God and his Goddess. They’re watching some utterly divine. Judging from the faces around us, they all know it.

‘Yes! Yes!’ I can’t help myself any longer. Pressure bubbles in my gut. I can feel my orgasm approaching like a runaway train. There’s no stopping it now. Everyone is going to watch me come all over Jensen’s cock.

My lover grunts in masculine fury. I ride him harder, bouncing my ass in his lap again and again. No matter how hard I slam into him or how high I lift back up, we never stop. A normal man – a mortal man – would fall out of my pussy when I rise again, but not Jensen. My precious Ares is no ordinary specimen. He is a God amongst men.

‘I’m gonna come!’ His voice is low, dangerous. He’s barely holding on.

‘Come in me!’

A few people close by hear our exchange and moan in pleasure. Their faces light up with excitement, ready for the big finale. All eyes are on us; on our pleasure; on our frenzied lovemaking. Jensen’s fingers grip my body tighter. He pulls me down harder, unable to control himself any longer. No more Mr. Nice Jensen. My lover is now seized by the primal, masculine urge to fill me with his load. Neither of us can stop.

I roll my head back and gasp in passion. An orgasm crashes through me, exploding from the deepest part of my belly. It expands and bursts through my body, making me shudder and spasm and cry out with wordless, incomprehensible bliss. Dull red light fills my vision. All I can do is bounce in Jensen’s lap and thrust all my weight onto that single, wonderful point, feeling it throb and jerk inside me.

Half a second after I lose myself to this blissful feeling, Jensen joins me in paradise. His cock erupts deep inside me, unloading a thick torrent of his wonderful, creamy lust. I feel it splash against my inner walls and flood my body with its intoxicating warmth. God, what a fucking feeling! This is what it feels like to be alive. Truly alive.

We climax together for what feels like several minutes. The crowd of horny onlookers watches us together, enjoying our mutual bliss. As we slowly come down and return to earth, some members of our audience break away for a more private side room. The guy getting a blowjob in the next chair groans. He says, ‘Ho-lee shit, ain’t that something?’

I giggle and climb off Jensen’s lap with a smile. It’s strange. I always thought that it would be embarrassing to be caught having sex, yet I just fucked a guy in front of a crowded room and I feel fantastic. I pull my dress back into place to cover what little modesty remains and turn and kiss Jensen hard on the lips. He looks stunned, as though he can’t believe what we just did, but his eyes have that playful sparkle within.

‘What do you want to do now?’ I bite his bottom lip, letting him know I’m down for anything and everything.

‘Now?’ He looks in my face. ‘I have to take you home. I’ve gotta fuck you at home. Right now.’

He takes me by the hand we make our way out of the club. Our audience watches us leave with smiles and respectful nods. One woman says, ‘You’re just like a real Goddess, you know that? You shine like the stars.’

I smile my thanks. We head back upstairs and Jensen retrieves his belongings from the lady with the gold mask and we open the door into the secret parking lot.

‘Oh! Oh no…’ I pull up next to the passenger door. Jensen looks at me, worry flashing across his face. ‘I’m not wearing any panties. I’m going to make a mess on your seat.’

I can already feel his warm come slowly pooling at my entrance. In a few minutes, it’ll run down my inner thighs. These aren’t the type of car seats that you can clean for five dollars.

Jensen smiles. He opens the passenger door and unbuttons his Greek battle skirt and places it on the seat for me, standing in the middle of the dim parking lot in just his helmet, shoulder plate, and sandals.

I laugh at him. What a sight. What a man. He laughs with me and we get in the car.

****

It takes maybe five or ten minutes to get back to Jensen’s building, but I make every second count. While he navigates the roads, I use my hands and mouth to shift his gears to full arousal once more. By the time we screech to a halt in the underground garage, Jensen is rock-hard and ready to go.

We slam his door shut and lock it. Clothes fall to the floor. He lifts my naked body into his arms and gently eases me down onto his cock again. I lace my fingers together behind his head and lose myself to his raw masculine power, letting him fuck me while standing up in the middle of his apartment. He fucks me to another intense, rapid climax before he places me on the couch, lying across all the cushions.

‘That was so much fun.’ I can’t stop smiling. I’m such a wild girl. Kimberly is never going to believe what we did tonight.

‘Yeah, it was awesome.’ He climbs on top of me and teases my swollen, drooling pussy lips with the head of his magnificent cock. ‘I never thought we’d do anything like that. You were incredible! Did you see their faces? They loved it.’

‘You sound surprised.’

I grab his head and wrap my thighs around his waist and pull him into me. We moan as one, our bodies melding together in perfect, sensual heat.

At first, it’s all about him. Jensen unleashes his passionate fury in a frenzy of desperate, deep, passionate fucking. After letting me ride him in the club and enjoying a teasing blowjob in the car, he’s far too horny to show any restraint.

And I love it.

His blue eyes gleam with intense concentration as he rocks his hips back and forth, pumping my hungry pussy with the kind of primal savagery that most women can only dream about experiencing. Our bodies collide over and over, the couch shuddering beneath us, my moans of luxurious ecstasy filling the air. His plunging cock fills me to the limit with every furious thrust, stretching my entrance wide and gliding against my inner walls with its delicious heat. I hold onto his body and open myself up and let him fuck me with all his prowess.

Jensen fucks me to a fiery, intense, furious climax, fucking me until I’m shrieking in total ecstasy. Fireworks explode behind my eyes. Every cell in my body is receiving the same wonderful bolt of electricity at the same moment. I writhe in rapturous passion on the couch, gripping my lover tight and losing myself to his desperate, aggressive fury.

‘Yes! Yes! Jensen! Oh, fuck! Jensen!’

I cry out his name in a shrill wail. His body grinds against mine, generating that incredible warm friction, making my pussy gush and spasm and tremble with all-consuming satisfaction.

‘Are you coming on my cock?’ His deep voice is almost a rumbling growl.

‘Yes!’

‘Better than your husband?’

‘Yes! Fuck! Yes!’

‘Say it!’

‘You’re better than my husband! Fuck, so much better! I love your cock! I need it!’

He grins in triumph and finally begins to slow his relentless, intense lovemaking. I’m panting for breath and digging my fingers into his skin so hard that red marks are visible. He leans down over me and bites my neck. I gasp. My pussy spasms once again. He pulls back with a smile. We both share an exhausted laugh.

Then I get on top. I push Jensen away and mount him as I did less than an hour ago, only this time I’m looking down into his eyes instead of a dozen horny strangers. Now he’s lying on the couch and I’m in total control. My body sinks onto his, melding together in glorious harmony, accepting his cock with effortless hunger. He belongs inside me. My body was made to receive him.

This time, the pace is slower and more sedate, but no less intense. I ride him hard and deep, half-bouncing and half-rolling in his lap. His wonderful thick warmth fills every inch of my body. I can feel him in my belly.

‘Fuck, you’re so incredible!’ Jensen groans with passion.

He reaches up to cup my breasts. I grab his hands and lean forward, pinning him to the couch, our faces barely an inch apart. His blue eyes flash with arousal.

‘No touching.’ My word is harsh with lust. ‘I’m in control.’

‘Fuck. Yes, you are.’

I keep him pinned to the couch and ride his wonderful cock. My body glides against his. Our skin glistens with sweat. The air fills with the erotic wet sounds of our lovemaking; the gasping moans of my pleasure; the deep, gruff growls of Jensen’s delight. He remains in place on the couch, allowing me to dominate him and use his body for my pleasure. There’s an intense, erotic sparkle in his eyes, letting me know how much he loves this.

After a while, I lean back and sit upright on him again, my hands on his muscular abs, rocking back and forth on his cock. It’s hard to think clearly. Hard to breathe. It feels overwhelming.

‘I want you to come for me.’ I drag my nails over his skin. He gasps and shudders. ‘I need you to fill me up again.’

‘Can I touch you?’

I smile at my lover. His subservience to me is almost as arousing as his body.

‘Say please.’

‘Please, Nikki. Please can I touch you?’

‘Yes!’

Jensen grabs my hips, holding me in place with a firm grip. He starts fucking me from below, driving his huge cock so fucking deep inside me. I ride him as much as I can, but it’s too intense. Too wonderful. Too much. My pussy squeezes his cock. Another explosion of sheer ecstasy bursts out of me. I grab my breasts and squeeze and ride him in a delicious frenzy of euphoria.

‘Yes! Jensen! Come with me!’

His mouth opens in an O of passion. He looks into my eyes. He pulls me into his lap, not giving me a chance to escape, sealing our bodies together.

‘Nikki! Fuck!’

His cock shudders inside me for the second time tonight. I moan in total serenity as he fills my aching pussy with come once again. His warmth floods my tunnels, coating my insides with that rich, thick, intoxicating feeling. There’s nothing on earth like it. I am owned, I am complete, I am full.

I slump down onto his chest, utterly spent for the moment. His arms circle me, nestling my body into a warm, comforting post-coital embrace. Our warm bodies feel so good together. Almost as good as the feeling of his cock slowly softening inside me, or the sensation of all that rich, creamy come pooling in my deepest chambers or the steady tapping of his decelerating heartbeat on my breast.

‘Holy…’ He gives an exhausted chuckle. ‘That was… Wow.’

I laugh too, the sound so unrestrained and carefree. I kiss his manly chest and run my fingers over his smooth, glistening skin. How strange that I feel so much more comfortable around Jensen than I do around my husband. I don’t think I’ve laid on top of Will after sex and enjoyed this blissful shared moment. Not without some kind of awful, crude comment, anyway.

‘Hey, I hate to ask you, but…’ Jensen hesitates for a moment. Long enough for me to look into his handsome face. ‘How long do I have you for tonight? Do you have to go back right away?’

‘No.’ I give a coy smile and my best bedroom eyes. ‘We’ve got all night. So long as I’m back by the morning…’

‘Good.’

We make full use of the time, making love at a leisurely pace for the next couple of hours. It’s like the first furious fuck was something we both needed to get out of the way before enjoying ourselves again. Now we can take our time together and wallow in these untapped pools of bliss, slowly exploring one another all over again.

At first, we stay on the couch, both sitting upright, me facing Jensen. He returns to full thickness inside me while nibbling and sucking my nipples and making me groan. Then we start to experiment and move around the apartment. He carries me around from location to location, as though desperate to experience me in every square foot of his home.

Jensen bends me over the kitchen counter. I grip the cool surface and marvel at the way my damp skin leaves streaks and blemishes in the high-gloss sheen, as though my body is writing, “Nicole was here” in my lust.

He takes me up against the fridge. I mount him on the floor. Our bodies can’t get enough. No matter how powerful, intense, and overwhelming my orgasms become, I can’t stop myself from craving the next one. And the next one. And the next.

As always, Jensen is the perfect gentleman. Considered. Patient. Delicate when needed and forceful when provoked. He senses the movements and trembles of my body and keeps pace with me. When I begin to climax, he applies more pressure and makes the experience even more wonderful. When my energy starts to flag, he takes over and brings us to the next stage of sweet surrender.

We move from the kitchen back through the apartment and collapse onto his bed. The sheets smell fresh. He takes me from behind, going deep and slow, letting my aching, thoroughly-fucked pussy feel every single movement. I clutch at the sheets with a feeble grip. I’m almost totally spent.

I catch a glimpse of our entangled bodies in the mirror. The woman I see looks different from the one I saw reflected the last time. This woman is blonde, with a tattoo, and the confidence of a sexual Goddess. This woman is Aphrodite in the flesh. Born to love; to fuck; to be worshipped by her man.

Jensen climaxes three, maybe four times during our frenetic, eager lovemaking. Each time, he ensures that his cock is buried inside my hungry pussy so that I receive every single drop of his passion. Nothing is wasted. Each warm, creamy load becomes lubricant for the next round. Even when my pussy begins to complain and beg for relief, Jensen’s warm come makes it easier to carry on.

Finally, after the longest, most passionate sex of my entire life, we lie next to each other on the creased and crumpled bedsheets, unable to move. I feel aches I’ve never felt before. This is what sex is supposed to feel like.

‘Are you okay?’ His voice is faint, as though I’ve fucked all the strength out of him.

‘Yeah. I’m just… I love this feeling.’

‘What feeling is that?’

‘It’s hard to describe. It’s kind of like losing my virginity, only for real this time. Like the first time was just practice and this is what it was supposed to be like all along. Does that…’ I start giggling. ‘Does that make any sense at all?’

‘Yeah, I get it.’

We smile at each other. We kiss. Slow and deep. That warmth bubbles up in my belly again but fades quickly. I’m too drained to get horny again.

‘Shit, it’s almost six in the morning.’ He blinks at his watch. ‘Do you want to catch some sleep here or go back?’

I hesitate for a moment. Falling asleep with Jensen would be wonderful… but also dangerous.

‘I should get back. Otherwise, we’ll sleep until tomorrow afternoon.’

‘That won’t happen.’ He gives a confident nod.

‘Oh yeah? How come?’

‘I can’t share a bed with you for that long and not do something about it.’

I laugh. We slowly get up on aching limbs. Jensen guides me to his bathroom and I get cleaned up, showering off the scent of our passion and washing away all the traces of his lust. It takes a couple of minutes to completely cleanse my body of all the evidence. Then I towel dry and get dressed in the clothes I wore earlier. It’s a little sad to leave Aphrodite hanging in Jensen’s closet, but I will always have the memories. Jensen pulls on a shirt and a pair of slacks, not bothering with underwear. His manhood is prominent and visible through the fabric. What wonderful sight.

He takes me by the hand and places one last lingering kiss on my lips. Then we take the elevator down to his car and drive back to Kimberly’s house as the sun slowly rises.

****

‘All right, all right. One second.’ Kimberly shoots me a flustered look and reaches into her bag. She pulls out an iPad and hands it to her eldest kid, then checks to make sure the youngest is comfortable and secure in his chair. Finally, she grabs her coffee cup in both hands and turns her full attention to me. ‘Okay, I’m ready. Go.’

I glance around. The coffee shop isn’t exactly the place I’d choose for a debrief of last night’s erotic escapades, but Kimberly was determined to leave her house today. I stifle a yawn. I managed about three hours of sleep this morning before the kids came into the room and jumped on me. According to Kimberly, that’s the latest anyone has been allowed to stay in bed since she became a mom.

Kimberly catches me looking around and scoots closer on her chair. She makes an impatient snap of her fingers to get my attention. I nod and cover another yawn with my hand. I keep my voice low and lean close. There’s nobody within earshot and her kids are blissfully distracted, but this isn’t the kind of conversation I want anyone to overhear.

I tell her everything in repaid, breathless detail, describing the inside of the Lotus Flower to the best of my memory and indulging Kimberly with all the wicked experiences I enjoyed. Her jaw drops at my story and her eyes almost fall out when I talk about riding Jensen in front of a dozen or so witnesses. Then, when she believes my tale is at an end, I tell her how we went back to Jensen’s place and kept the party rolling all night long.

‘…and then he dropped me back at yours.’ I finish with a gleaming smile and lean back in my chair.

Kimberly looks shell-shocked, frozen in place, leaning forward with her mouth hanging open. I feel a delightful surge of wicked pleasure in shocking my friend like this. In all the years we’ve known one another, I’ve always been the one stunned by her lurid stories and erotic conquests. Now the shoe is finally on the other foot. I lift my cup and drink slowly, loving the warmth almost as much as the caffeine.

‘Woah.’ Kimberly sits upright again, a bewildered expression on her face. ‘No wonder you’re so tired.’

I laugh and drink my coffee. It’s such a relief to be able to confide in her. Even better that she enjoys listening to my tales.

‘What next?’ Kimberly drums her fingers on the table. ‘When are you going to… you know… again?’

I shrug. The thought hadn’t occurred to me until now. We don’t plan things, they just happen. All I know for certain is that we will hook up again, but I can’t guess when that will be.

Kimberly nods as though she understands. Maybe she does. I’m certain that she knows exactly what this is like. She hands over my phone.

‘Will messaged you a couple of times last night.’ She taps the screen. I unlock it and see the most recent messages between Will’s phone and mine. Just standard check-in messages and “I miss you” texts. Looks like Kimberly replied on my behalf.

‘Do you think he…’ I stop before I ask the question. It sounds too terrible to ask out loud. Do we think that my husband suspected anything? Do we think that he had any idea that I was not the one responding because I was out, getting publicly fucked by another man?

Kimberly shakes her head. She says, ‘No, it’s all good. Don’t worry. Oh, that reminds me. I have something for you.’ She snaps her fingers and opens her bag. I raise a surprised eyebrow and watch Kimberly pull out a small makeup bag.

‘Thanks, but I already have one of those.’

She smiles and says, ‘Not one like this.’

I take it from her, unable to quell my curiosity and take a peek inside. It appears to be like any other makeup bag in the world, but this one has several key differences. I see a hairband, some cleansing facial wipes, and breath mints, alongside small pocket-sized perfume sprays, mascara, and lipstick. We lock eyes in understanding and Kimberly smiles.

‘You know…’ She can barely contain her delight. ‘For those moments when you need an emergency touch-up…’

‘Thanks.’

I slip the makeup bag in with my other things; the pajamas I barely wore this morning and yesterday’s clothes.

We finish our coffees and take a walk around the mall. I know that Will is waiting for me to call for a ride home, but I want to delay that for as long as possible. Kimberly’s eldest son walks at my side, holding me by the hand. We walk past the tattoo parlor and I pause, my attention distracted by something in the window. One of the sample sheets of tattoo designs stands out to me. I turn and gaze at it. It’s a series of small stars in black ink that remind me of a constellation. When I look at the stars, I recall what that woman said to me in the Lotus Flower.

‘You’re just like a real Goddess, you know that? You shine like the stars.’

‘What? You want another tattoo?’ Kimberly gives me an incredulous look.

‘Yeah. Yeah, I do.’ I tear my gaze from the poster taped to the glass and look at her. ‘I really want to get that. Right now.’

Before she can say anything to talk me out of it, I head into the tattoo parlor and talk to the young man behind the counter with several nose piercings.

Thirty tense, uncomfortable minutes later, I have a new tattoo on my skin. The little black stars are placed in a constellation that runs underneath my right breast. It looks elegant, sexy, and reminds me that I am a Goddess, shining like the stars.

I sit up from the tattoo artist’s bench and pull my shirt over my new ink, feeling the skin complain about being wrapped in plastic for protection. The artist nods to me, impressed with his handiwork, and asks if that’s all I want.

‘You know what?’ A crazy, stupid, wild idea leaps into my head. If I think about it, I won’t go through with it. ‘I’ve always wanted a belly button piercing. Just something small and cute.’

The guy grins and brings me a small tray with his piercing gun and a small metal stud with a simple gleaming jewel on the end. I hold up my shirt and take a deep breath.

I walk out of the tattoo parlor a few minutes later with two new aches and a wonderful sense of rebellion. As much as both the tattoo and the piercing hurt, they also feel super exciting. I look around and see Kimberly with her kids, talking to a man. I almost flinch in surprise. What is Will doing here?

‘Hey, you.’ Will smiles as I approach.

‘Hey yourself. What are you doing here?’

‘My fault.’ Kimberly holds up a guilty hand. ‘He called me while you were in there.’

‘I’ve been trying to call you and see when you’re coming home.’ Will puts his arm around my shoulders. ‘What were you doing in there?’

I hesitate for a moment. At the time, it made so much sense, but now I have a weird sense of guilt, like I should have warned Will ahead of time. But, no, fuck it. My body, my choice, as they say. I wanted this. I deserved this.

‘Oh, not much. I just saw these really pretty stars in the window and I had them tattooed on me.’ I shrug. ‘No big deal. Also, I got this cute little piercing.’ Will looks at my ears, frowning, trying to figure out what’s different. ‘I got it in my belly.’

‘Oh, wow!’ His eyes widen. ‘Can I see it? And the tattoo?’

My hands move south, ready to grab my shirt and lift it, flashing my brand-new accessories to the entire mall, but I stop. It doesn’t feel right. Last night, I had no issue with a dozen strangers watching me fuck another guy, but now I don’t feel comfortable flashing a little torso to my husband. I can’t explain it.

‘Later,’ I say, patting him on the butt.

‘Cool.’ He grins. ‘So, did you girls have fun last night?’

‘We sure did!’ Kimberly grins. ‘Love a good girl night.’

I laugh with her. My heart races. Something tugs on my hand. Kimberly’s boy. He looks up with those big, wide, innocent eyes, and says in a loud, clear voice:

‘Where did you go last night?’

My stomach drops. I freeze, rooted to the floor, not knowing what to do or say. He has no idea what he’s done.

‘Huh? What?’ I can’t think. A low, steady alarm screech fills my mind.

‘She didn’t go anywhere last night.’ Kimberly swoops her kid up from the floor and cradles him. ‘Auntie Nicole and mommy were downstairs after you went to sleep.’

‘No, I saw you leave.’ The boy is adamant. He points at me with a chubby finger of accusation. Panic seizes me.

I glance at Will. He looks at me, eyes darting to Kimberly’s son and back again. His face has a dark cloud of suspicion.

‘Auntie Nicole stayed with us.’ Kimberly gently pinches her son’s cheeks. ‘She didn’t go anywhere.

‘I stayed at your house last night.’ I grab his little hand, trying not to let my panic show. ‘Just me and your mom.’ Will chuckles, bemused. His body relaxes, but I still see the ghost of doubt hanging behind his eyes. I turn to him. ‘Shall we go home now?’

‘Sure, if you’re ready.’

We say our goodbyes and walk away. My heart is in my throat. Holy shit.

****

We’re at home for five minutes before Will asks to see my new tattoo. The enthusiastic, excited, bouncy way he asks the question reminds me of a puppy sitting down and begging for a treat. He almost hops on the spot, standing next to our bed and looking at me with wide, eager eyes.

‘C’mon, please! I bet it looks great!’

‘Okay, okay. Settle down.’

I take off my shirt and raise my right breast so he can see the ink more clearly through the protective wrap. Will’s eyebrows shoot up his forehead. He lets out a low whistle of approval and touches my stomach.

‘Wow. That looks… so sexy.’

‘You like it?’

‘Uh-huh.’

His eyes drift south across my smooth skin, to the new piece of jewelry that glimmers at my navel. He licks his lips.

‘Wow. God, you’re so hot.’

‘Yeah?’ I smile, loving the way he looks at me. Not with his usual creepy leer or slobbering desire. Will gazes at my body as those horny strangers gazed at Aphrodite last night. ‘What do you like about them?’

‘Just… so hot. So fucking hot.’

He looks at me, eyes glazed over with erotic desire. For the first time in a long time, I feel the same urges for him. Will’s arms slip around my waist. I nestle into his body. He kisses my neck. My husband is the second man to kiss me there in the last twenty-four hours.

Will’s hands slowly drift to the curve of my butt. His manhood begins to grow and swell, pressing into my thigh. Warmth bubbles in my belly. My pussy aches from all the intense passion it experienced last night and this morning, but maybe I could push through, just this once. Besides, Will’s cock is nowhere near as large as Jensen’s.

A new thought creeps into my head. What if Will can tell that I’ve already been fucked? What my pussy feels different? It’s been stretched out. Is it possible for a man to notice that a pussy has been fucked by someone bigger? No, of course it’s not. That’s stupid, that’s insane.

But I still can’t shake that terrible, nagging feeling in my chest. I can imagine Will sliding inside me and freaking out. I can almost hear hm screaming, “What the fuck, this isn’t tight! Who have you been fucking?” It’s utterly nonsensical and stupid and absurd, but once the thought enters my brain, it doesn’t leave. Dull panic seizes my heart. Fuck, I need to get out of this. I need to find some way to avoid having sex with him. I can’t risk it right now.

I push Will onto the bed and open his pants, looking at him with hungry eyes. He gives me the biggest, happiest grin on the planet. I have a twinge of regret in my heart. This isn’t going to go the way he thinks.

My hands ease his manhood free. Will’s cock feels so different from the last one I handled. Not as thick, not as long, not as hard. It doesn’t possess the same masculine power as Jensen’s penis. I don’t even feel the same ripple of erotic lust when I touch Will’s cock.

But I gently wrap my fingers around his shaft and begin to slowly, softly pump him. Will groans. He looks up at me from the bed, mouth hanging open, eyes fixed on my face.

‘You like my cock?’ His expression is flushed with passion, desperate for me to respond.

‘Uh-huh.’ I start to jerk and caress him faster, my hand gliding up and down his member with smooth, confident flicks of my wrist. He exhales in pleasure. I lean down and drag my warm, soft tongue over his sensitive shaft, and apply a little natural lubricant to the skin.

‘Fuck…’ He moans the word, barely able to believe how good it feels. ‘I wanna fuck you so bad…’

Sorry babe. That’s not happening right now. I jerk him faster, letting my hand glide up and down with quick movements, pumping him at a steady pace.

‘How bad do you want to fuck me?’ I smile at him. ‘How bad do you want this pussy?’

As much as I hate his gross attempts at dirty talk, I know how much it excites him. Will swallows the bait.

‘So fucking bad! I wanna fuck you all night long, babe. I wanna fuck you in every hole and make you scream my name!’

In his lust, he barely notices how quickly I’m now jerking his cock. My other hand caresses his balls. He gasps and moans in arousal, losing control of his body. Pleasure and lust overwhelm his senses.

I lean closer again, my breasts barely an inch from his cock. My hand pumps hard, fast, fucking him into a frenzy. His balls twitch and convulse against my fingers. I open my mouth to say something dirty, but it’s already too late.

Will groans with throaty arousal. His cock shudders in my hand and the first pearly spurts of come spill from the tip, cascading over his stomach and t-shirt. He blinks in stunned confusion but can’t do anything about it. I keep stroking, now milking his cock and balls for every drop. He grabs the bed sheets in useless fury, writhing beneath me. I make him come again and again, causing more and more drops to rain down over his body.

‘Fuck!’ His voice is choked in arousal. ‘Fuck!’

I keep jerking him off until there’s no more come left. I release his cock and look at the creamy residue on my hand.

‘I guess you don’t want to fuck me.’

‘No, I can… we can go again…’

But his cock is already wilting and falling asleep. We both know he isn’t getting hard for at least a few hours.

‘It’s okay, babe.’ I give him a consoling smile. ‘Maybe we’ll try again later.’

****

But we don’t try again later. No matter how many times he asks, I claim to be too tired or not in the mood. Will finally drops the issue and we enjoy what remains of the weekend together.

Monday rolls around again and I find myself hunched over the conference table facing stacks of paperwork long after five o’clock has come and gone. I have a dull headache from reading and re-reading hundreds of pages of boring legalese. My stomach grumbles in the silence. God, this is so fucking boring. I should stop this and go to the gym or something, just to feel alive.

‘Damn, you’re still here?’

I’m startled out of my stupor by Jensen’s voice. He walks into the conference room clutching his suit jacket, looking as drained as I feel.

‘Yeah, I wanted to get this done.’ I gesture to the expanse of neatly-printed papers splayed out over the table.

He places his jacket on the back of the chair next to me and takes a seat. He says, ‘You want a hand? Two’s company, as they say.’

‘You know what would really help?’ I look him straight in the eyes. ‘A foot massage.’

‘If that’s what you want.’

We smile and turn to the papers in front of us. If I thought it was hard to concentrate before, it’s nigh-impossible now. I can feel his warmth. I can smell his scent. I can hear his breathing. A dull, distant ache settles in my deepest parts. An ache that can’t be ignored.

‘How was your weekend?’ He gives me a sideways glance. ‘The rest of it, I mean.’

‘It was fine.’ I return his glance. ‘Not quite as exciting as the first half. That was definitely… memorable.’

‘Not just for you and me.’ His face lights up with a cheeky grin. ‘I think a lot of people will remember us.’

We share a look, both enjoying the same memory but in different ways. I try to turn back to the work, but my hand slips to his thigh.

‘I got a new tattoo yesterday.’ I place a finger under my right breast, indicating the delicate area. ‘Cute little stars.’

‘Really?’ His blue eyes shine. ‘I’d love to see them.’

‘Maybe you will.’ I shrug, playing it cool. ‘I also got a little naval piercing.’

Now he looks interested. He says, ‘For real?’

I nod.

‘That’s sexy. What made you do that?’

‘No idea. I just wanted to do it.’

The dull, needy ache in my deepest parts slowly spreads through me like water rising through a cave. I look at his face. His lips. His neck. My hand squeezes his thigh.

‘I hope I get the chance to see that, too.’ His eyes gleam.

My hand glides inward and settles on the front of his pants. I sense his warmth through the fabric. Jensen raises an eyebrow.

‘You’re a bad girl.’

‘I am what you made me.’

‘Maybe we should call it a day and go somewhere.’

‘Maybe…’ I lean in close and whisper into his ear. ‘Or maybe you could get under the table and lick my pussy.’

I lean back in the chair, smirking. Just saying those words makes me feel like a strong, sexy goddess. Being around Jensen gives me this incredible newfound confidence that I never knew existed. I’ve never instructed a man to give me oral sex like that before, not even Will.

For a moment or two, Jensen is silent. He glances at the door and the dark, empty hallway behind the glass. The wide conference table hides most of the room from any prying eyes. I can almost see him weighing up the pros and cons, and making a decision.

Then he slips out of the chair and sinks beneath the table. Before I can decide if my words were merely a joke or some cruel test, Jensen is kneeling at my feet and gently guiding my knees apart, spreading me open. I hitch up my skirt, leaving only my thin black underwear as a barrier between Jensen and his prize. His warm, thick fingers slide beneath the soft fabric and ease my panties aside, like a curtain revealing the stage. I hear him exhale with excitement from below the table.

His face nestles neatly between my thighs, warm breath flowing across my most sensitive region. I bite my bottom lip, trying to stay calm. The office might be practically empty, but you never know who might be out there. He places a soft, loving kiss on my intimate lips and gently runs his tongue the length of my slit. I’m already trembling in the chair. This is so fucking stupid, what if we get caught like this?

But there’s no way I can stop now. I want this too much. Besides, I like giving him orders and having them carried out.

Jensen gives my pussy a long, slow, sensual massage with his tongue, working his way in from outside. He begins by showing my smoothly-waxed outer lips some affectionate attention, before gliding his tongue inward and teasing my warm entrance. I moan despite myself. It’s so wonderful.

‘Delicious,’ he says.

I reach under the table and grab his tie, pulling it forward like a leash and forcing his face back where it belongs. My assertiveness drives him wild. Now Jensen licks and laps at my pussy with unrestrained hunger, desperately tasting my arousal and delighting in pleasuring me. I clutch his tie in a clenched fist, not giving him any space to move. He glances up at me from under the desk, eyes sparkling.

Then I notice movement. Someone walks along the corridor, their shape perfectly visible through the darkened glass. I freeze. The figure glances into the conference room. My stomach drops. I know that person. It’s Lara. Thankfully, she can’t see us through the dark glass, but I still feel a stomach-churning sense of terror at being this close to someone while Jensen laps at my glistening pussy.

Lara walks along the corridor, heading toward the elevator. She reaches the door to the conference room and her head turns to look at the pane of glass, the only pane of glass outsiders can see through. She sees me. Her head snaps back and forth in a surprised double-take. I clench Jensen’s tie with white knuckles, gasping in both pleasure and horror. Lara waves at me through the window. I wave back.

She pushes the door open and steps into the room. My thighs clench around Jensen’s cheeks. He continues lapping at my swollen pussy lips, oblivious. I swallow another moan and force myself to try and look calm.

‘Hey, Nicole! How’s it going?’

I gesture to the scattered paperwork in response. My thighs spasm under the table. Jensen’s warm tongue glides up and down my slit again, pausing to probe the entrance and taste my creamy excitement. I shiver.

‘So?’ Lara has a big, eager, expectant grin on her face. ‘Any news?’

‘News?’ I try to look confused, but it’s hard with all this pleasure washing through my core. ‘What do you… what… do you mean?’

‘Any updates on the whole Jensen situation?’

I inhale a deep breath and fight the urge to moan. Below the table, my oblivious lover continues to torment my aching, sensitive clit with his tongue. It’s the most wonderful agony I’ve ever experienced.

‘Uh… no updates. It’s all good.’

She pouts, looking disappointed with me. She says, ‘Really? I thought you’d want to hook up with him as soon as possible. I know I did, back when we used to fool around.’

Waves of delicious warm pleasure wash over me. Not just from how wonderful his tender tongue feels on my most sensitive areas, but from how goddamn wild I am right now. Getting my pussy licked in front of someone else. Doing something this naughty in such a brazen, public place.

‘Maybe I will…’ I shrug, trying to force myself to breathe slowly. ‘I mean, we have this amazing chemistry together…’

‘Right? And he’s such a good guy.’

‘Oh, yeah. He’s the best. I’ve got to say, the way he eats pussy…’

Lara’s eyes widen. For a moment, I wonder if she’s shocked by my language.

‘He never did what with me.’ Her voice is wounded. ‘I gave him tons of blowjobs, but he never went down on me.’

A surge of wickedness shoots through me. I can’t help myself.

‘Really? You missed out. He’s so good at it.’

Jensen pauses for a moment. He looks up at me. Has he heard something? I tug the tie, telling him to continue. He does, kissing my intimate lips with lust.

‘Now I’m really jealous.’

We share a look. The two of us have almost nothing in common, except our experiences with the same lover. But what a lover he is.

‘Yeah, he’s the best.’ I can’t help myself. Under the table, my hips grind into Jensen’s face. ‘We have such amazing chemistry together.’

‘God, I remember that…’ Lara makes a wistful sigh. ‘And you feel like you’re the only woman in the world.’

‘Exactly.’

Lara checks her watch and clicks her tongue. She says, ‘I gotta go and meet my guy for dinner. We should do coffee again sometime, talk details, you know?’

She gives a wave of her fingers and walks out of the room. I watch the door slowly swing back into place. The second it clicks shut, I let out a long, loud moan of pure passion. Jensen responds to my pleasure, his tongue gliding effortlessly along my soaking slit. He probes my tight hole and teases my swollen clit and laps at my sweet juices.

I lean back into the chair and let him lick me. It doesn’t take long for an orgasm to hit. I clamp a hand over my mouth and try to muffle the sounds as much as I can. Ecstasy grips my body. I shudder and tremble in the chair, thighs grinding against Jensen’s face. He keeps lapping at my cream, drinking my bliss, sending me further and further into realms of sexual euphoria. I can’t handle it anymore. I try to push him away, but he keeps licking me, a gleam of excitement in those gorgeous blue eyes.

Finally, Jensen sits back. His smile is coated with my shiny, gleam climax. I’m breathing hard. My cleft throbs. That was one of the most intense orgasms of my life, and also the most frustrating. All I want to do is moan and sigh and take him in my arms but I can’t.

I reach into my purse and open the little emergency makeup bag Kimberly gave me. I remove a small wipe and hand it to Jensen. He takes it and gently dabs his come-drenched mouth.

‘Did someone come in here?’ Jensen slips out from under the desk and takes his seat again. The front of his suit pants bulge. I reach over and gently massage him. God, it always feels so big; so thick; so perfect.

‘Yes.’ I give him a wicked grin. ‘While you were eating my pussy…’

‘Oh shit.’ He returns my smile. ‘Who?’

‘An old friend of yours, actually. Lara.’

His eyes widen in surprise, blue pupils gleaming with interest. His smile turns dirty.

‘Did she know?’

‘I hid it pretty well. I think, anyway.’ I caress the front of his pants. His manhood throbs at my touch. ‘She mentioned that you never ate her pussy. Is that true?’

He purses his lips for a moment, probably wondering whether or not to tell the truth or make some blanket statement like, “A gentleman doesn’t kiss and tell.” But he responds.

‘Yeah, that’s true. Not that I didn’t want to, but I never got the chance. Most of the time we fooled around, we were in the backseat of my car. It’s hard to eat pussy like that.’ He chuckles at some distant memory. ‘Plus, she always wanted to blow me. She’d suck my cock and then we’d fuck for a while.’

A flash of jealousy bursts in my mind. The thought of Lara sucking Jensen’s cock sends a stab of anger into my gut. I grip his manhood, clutching it like a prized possession.

‘Did you like when she sucked your cock?’

‘I liked her enthusiasm.’

‘That’s not an answer.’ I run my fingers along his shaft, delighted by how long and powerful it feels already. My man enjoyed eating my pussy. ‘Did you like it when she sucked your cock?’

‘Yes.’

He looks me in the eye with a level gaze, part daring me to be upset about his former conquests and part challenging me to do something about it. I take his challenge and slip under the desk. Surprise lights across Jensen’s face. He parts his legs for me. I kneel between his feet and unzip his pants and gently guide that rock-solid manhood free. How can something feel both soft and hard at the same time? A tremble runs through me. My sex burns with desire. Just holding his masterpiece of a cock makes my mouth water.

‘Really?’ His voice is thick with desire. ‘Right here?’

‘Right here.’

I bring my lips to the tip of his perfect penis and place a soft, loving kiss on the most sensitive part. He exhales. I move south, leaving a trail of warm kisses on the underside of his shaft. Every time my lips touch his skin, he throbs. I love the sensation of that little throb. His body loves my touch.

‘Did she suck your cock as good as me?’

‘No…’

My tongue caresses the bottom of Jensen’s cock, where the base meets his balls. I slowly run my tongue back up his length and lick the tip. I can smell his masculine musk. I can taste his arousal.

‘What makes me so much better at sucking your cock?’

‘You enjoy it.’ He looks down at me, watching my lips glide and brush across the thick head of his cock. ‘Some girls suck it because they think we like it. You suck it because you like it. There’s a difference.’

‘Mmm…’ I take the head inside my mouth and begin slowly teasing and sucking him, letting my tongue tease that wonderful cock. ‘I don’t like it. I love it.’

I grasp his immense cock and run the tip along the shape of my mouth, as though applying lipstick. He groans, hands clutching the chair.

‘Whose mouth is better?’ I slowly place a wet kiss on his cock. ‘Mine or hers?’

‘Yours. Yours. Yours.’

His eyes shine with lust now. My teasing is driving him wild. Jensen is barely holding on. A lesser man would try to take control of this blowjob but he lets me do what I want, at my own pace.

Lust seizes me. I reach into the makeup bag and remove the hairband and use it to sweep my hair out of the way. Jensen’s eyes sparkle.

‘Hairband, huh?’ He gives me a wicked grin. ‘Getting serious.’

My response is to grasp his shaft in both hands and plunge that thick, powerful head into my mouth. His jaw drops. I devour his cock with all the hunger I possess, letting lust and passion flow through every part of me. My hands massage his cock as I take it deeper and deeper into my mouth. He moans, trying to stay quiet. I take him deeper, feeling his huge, warm cock glide across my tongue, heading to the back of my throat. A voice in my head tells me to keep going, to deepthroat his cock, to do what no other woman has ever done before. But I can’t. He’s already buried inside my mouth and there are still at least two inches remaining. Fuck, how is he so big?

‘Holy fuck…’ He sighs in pleasure and leans back into the chair, fully giving himself to me.

‘I’ve missed this cock.’

‘It’s only been one day.’

‘Too long.’

I start to lose control, desperate to prove that my blowjobs are the best he’ll ever experience. My hands stroke him harder and faster, gliding over his saliva-covered shaft, while my lips and tongue pleasure the sensitive head. He tries to stifle his groans and sighs of passion, but I’m too insistent. Jensen’s moans fill the air, spurring me on, making me more and more determined to bring him to climax.

One hand slips down and falls between my thighs as I give Jensen a deep, sensual, loving blowjob beneath the conference room table. I tug my panties aside and touch my wetness, amazed at how much there is. Have I ever been this wet before? With Jensen, yes, but never without having sex. I’m almost dripping into my underwear and it feels fucking sensational. I am Aphrodite.

I pleasure my aching pussy, allowing wetness to coat my entire hand, then I rub all those sweet juices into Jensen’s cock, coating his shaft with my nectar. His jaw drops open. Now I lunge forward, hungrily sucking his cock with all the passion and fire and enthusiasm within me. I taste his arousal. I taste my come. I taste both of us. My hands glide back and forth on his meaty cock, jerking him into my mouth while my mouth and talented tongue drive him wild.

His face is creased with pleasure. His body is tensed with lust. Bliss pulses through his cock, into my mouth, filling me with intense, burning excitement. So close! So close! My lover is on the edge now. Barely holding on. Loving what I’m doing.

‘Nikki!’ He looks down at me, eyes clouded by passion. ‘You’re gonna make me come!’

Jensen’s throaty, breathy gasp sends me into overdrive. I take his cock into my mouth as deep as it can reach and suck hard, one hand stroking the base while the other massages those full and heavy balls, encouraging them to empty their load. He bites the inside of his cheek, fighting to stay quiet.

After a few long, breathless moments, he climaxes. His balls contract in my hand. His cock throbs in my mouth. I feel it rushing up to greet me and open my throat. The first load pours into my mouth. Thick, salty, bittersweet, warm. I swallow hard. He shudders in the chair, unable to stop, his eyes wide with total erotic surrender. Another load fills my mouth. I swallow again. And again. He pumps load after load into my mouth, climaxing hard, filling me with his wonderful pleasure. I drink it down as fast as he comes. A few drops spill out of my mouth and fall to the floor, disappearing into the carpet.

Jensen makes one last throaty gasp and his body relaxes. I swallow the last drops and tease his head with my tongue, cleaning him. He surveys me with awe.

‘You are… like nobody else I’ve ever met.’

I kiss his still-hard cock and say, ‘Oh yeah? How come?’

‘You’re incredible.’

‘I bet you’ve had a lot of blowjobs under the desk like this.’

‘No.’ He shakes his head. ‘Never.’

‘Then it’s a first for both of us.’

He helps me up from under the desk. I use a face wipe to clean any traces of what just happened from my mouth. He neatens himself and zips his cock away.

‘Maybe we should work late more often.’ He grins. ‘Things definitely get more enjoyable after hours.’

I laugh. We pick up our things and head out of the conference room. Before we make it to the elevator, someone steps into the corridor ahead of us. I freeze in surprise. Rob turns and sees us approaching. He looks just as surprised as I feel.

‘Working late?’ He looks us up and down. I silently pray that no stray come drops landed on my clothes.

‘Just finishing off a few things.’ Jensen smiles. How does he always sound so calm when we’re almost busted like this?

‘I’m impressed.’ Rob nods. We all walk to the elevator together and he hits the call button. ‘I just got off a call with senior management. Thanks to you two, they believe the buyout will be complete within a month. Great work. Only one more month of late nights! I’m already arranging a huge party to celebrate, so I hope you’ll both be there when it happens.’

Jensen glances at me. We’re both thinking the same thing. One more month working together. One more month close to each other. One more month of this. And then what? Maybe we’ll never see each other again. The elevator pings open and we step inside. Rob hits the button for the reception.

‘By the way, Nicole,’ he says, looking at me in the mirrored walls. ‘I like your hair.’

Heat rushes to my cheeks. I’m still wearing my hairband. Still ready to give a serious blowjob. I nod and look down at my shoes.

****

Will looks across the couch at me, face lit from below by the phone in his hand. He says, ‘You’re not going to believe this, babe! My shares in BoobCoin have risen! They’re now worth zero point six cents more!’

I turn my gaze away from the TV show – something about stage and circus performers – and look at him, my face blank.

‘Oh, wow.’ I nod, trying to summon up some kind of enthusiasm. ‘That’s great, right?’

‘Yeah! Man, that’s exciting. I’m gonna ride this coin straight to the moon!’

He does a little victory shuffle on the couch, as though zero point six cents is worth a damn. If he intends to replace me as the top earner in the house, he needs a hell of a lot more than zero point six cents on some bullshit fucking mystical cryptic currency or whatever.

‘So? What does that mean? How much are your coins worth now?’

Will shrugs, as though it doesn’t matter, and turns back to his phone. He says in a quiet voice, ‘Almost one cent each.’

I stare at him, waiting for more. But he remains silent. I nudge him with my foot and say, ‘How much did you spend on that?’

Before he can answer, his phone begins to ring. He answers the call and puts it on speaker.

‘Dale! Did you see the stocks? It’s climbing!’

Will’s friend laughs and says something. I can’t make it out. The volume is too high and the voice is distorted.

‘I know, right? Straight to the moon!’

‘Do you have to do that right here?’ I glare at him. ‘On speaker?’

He waves at me, as though saying, “yeah, yeah”, and moves into the kitchen, closing the door. Even through a wall, I can hear a muffled, distorted voice. Will has always used speakerphone when on a call, but it was never as annoying as this.

I sigh and take out my work phone. There’s a message waiting for me from Jensen.

‘We should work late again soon.’

A smile creeps across my face. That was a lot of fun. But it was risky. I want to do it again, but maybe not at work. I type a quick reply and say, ‘If we can’t work late, we can go to the gym instead.’

I glance toward the closed kitchen door. Will is still talking far too loudly to the distorted voice on the phone. My phone buzzes with a reply.

‘Tomorrow?’

I hesitate, weighing up my options. My thumbs dance across the screen, writing a quick affirmative message. Heat flutters in my chest. Excitement ripples through me. Tomorrow, after work. My next rendezvous with Jensen. I smile to myself and open the calendar app on my phone and create a meeting entitled, “After Work Stretch”, and link it to Jensen’s calendar.

My eyes flick from the phone to the kitchen door. A tiny sense of guilt settles in my gut. I shouldn’t be excited about meeting another man behind my back. Part of me knows this. But another part of me is all too aware that Jensen flicks switches inside me that Will can’t reach. He makes me feel things that Will doesn’t.

I look through the phone’s gallery and flick across the thumbnails of pictures and videos we took together on the last morning in Cape Grande. Our naked bodies entwined. His cock plunging deep into my pussy. My lips wrapped around that huge shaft. His hands caressing my breasts. My body on full, unashamed display.

Another flicker of heat tickles my cleft from within, crying out for attention. I swallow and ignore it. This isn’t the time or place to scratch that particular itch. I close the phone and try to follow the TV show again. A circus performer is being interviewed, discussing her training regimen.

Will yanks the kitchen door open and strolls into the room, a shit-eating grin on his face.

‘Dale agrees.’ He slumps back into the couch. ‘If the coins continue at this rate, they’ll be worth thousands by next month. Just gotta hold the line.’

‘Great. Great.’ It’s nigh-impossible to have any enthusiasm for whatever the fuck he’s talking about. It sounds like a scam to me, honestly. I just hope he hasn’t sunk our money into it. He can do whatever he wants with his paycheck.

Will grins as though everything is going to turn out all right and turns his attention back to the TV. I try to focus on the show; pushing thoughts of Jensen, stretching, sweating, and erotic bliss out of my mind.

‘Sword swallowing is not as hard as it looks!’ The circus performer on the screen holds up a small blade in her delicate hands. ‘As long as you can control your gag reflex, you can fit anything in there.’

Will snorts. He glances at me and says, ‘I bet pornstars would make great sword swallowers, huh?’

I stare at him, my expression blank.

‘Because, you know, they have to suck huge cocks, right? They suck cocks way bigger than that little dagger. I bet they know how to swallow swords, too.’

My blank stare turns to a malicious glare.

‘You know, if you think about it,’ Will seems utterly oblivious to my irritation, ‘pornstars probably do similar training to this chick, right? Control the gag reflex, monitor their breathing. They probably even…’

I click my tongue. Will’s voice fades. He finally senses that this isn’t a topic for discussion and falls silent.

****

Control your gag reflex. Sounds simple enough.

I close the bedroom door on Will’s gentle snores and creep downstairs on silent feet, treading carefully in the dark. I grab the rail with one hand. My other hand holds the vibrator Jensen bought me a few weeks ago. My semi-joke birthday present.

Control your gag reflex.

I sit on the couch and wait, listening to the sounds of my dark house. Everything is still and quiet. Will remains fast asleep. He didn’t stir when I slipped out of bed or when I retrieved my plastic friend from its hiding place in the closet. I take a few long, deep breaths.

Control your gag reflex.

My lips part. I raise the vibrator. The smooth, cool rubbery outside glides over my tongue. It smells strange. Musty. Almost clinical. Nothing like a real cock. Nothing like Jensen.

I focus on my breathing, gently sliding the vibrator further into my mouth. It’s not as big as Jensen’s manhood, so this should – theoretically – be easier for practice. I begin working the fake penis as though it was real, hands and mouth working together, guiding the shaft deeper into my throat.

My eyes begin to water. It’s hard to think clearly. Heat floods my body. This plastic penis doesn’t taste anything like the real thing. I crave the sensation of a real cock between my lips. The warmth. The delicious, excited pulsing. The taste. The scent.

Control your gag reflex.

I keep pushing the vibrator into my mouth. It slides deeper and deeper, inch by inch. The rubber shaft fills my mouth and pins my tongue down. The tip nears the back of my throat.

Blood roars in my ears. I force myself to breathe and stay calm, not making any noise in the dark, silent house. All I need to do is control my gag reflex, right? Just like that sword swallower said. That’s all it takes.

I close my eyes, trying to imagine the look on Jensen’s face when I become the first woman to ever successfully deepthroat his cock. His blue eyes. His stunned expression. His warm smile. I keep working the vibrator deeper, deeper, deeper…

The tip of the fake cock brushes the back of my throat. I make an involuntary gag. My shoulders jerk. I heave. No, it’s not working. I slide the spit-covered vibrator from my mouth and sit in the dark, panting and breathing hard. I got close.

Warmth floods my sex. I gently slip a hand into my pajama shorts and run a finger over my puffy slit, stunned by how hot and wet it feels. I’ve never gotten this turned on about giving blowjobs before. What’s happening to me?

****

‘Yeah, I’ll be back a little late tonight. I’m going to the gym.’

I cradle the phone between my shoulder and chin, standing up from behind the desk and grabbing my bag. Jensen stands in the doorway, a calm, polite smile on his face.

‘Oh, right.’ Will’s distant voice is filled with disappointment. When he next speaks, I hear a faint note of suspicion in his tone. ‘Who are you going with?’

‘Just me tonight.’ I step out from behind my desk and tap a finger to my lips. Jensen nods. ‘Kimberly can’t make it, she’s got to sort out the kids.’

‘Okay, sure. I’ll see you later then?’

‘Yeah, see you.’

I hang up and walk out of the office with Jensen. We’ve waited until the majority of the office has already emptied so that fewer eyes see us walking out together. Not that it matters. If anyone asks, we’re going to the gym.

We step into the quiet elevator together and the doors glide shut. Then Jensen turns to me and says, ‘You know, I think I left my gym gear back home. Mind if we go get it?’

I look into his handsome face, warmth pooling in my gut. We both know exactly where this is going.

‘It’s going to be hard to hit the gym without your gear.’ I shrug. ‘I guess we’d better go pick it up first.’

****

Our lips connect in a furious display of hunger, hands roaming across each other’s bodies, as we stumble into his apartment. He kicks the door closed, fingers already working on the buttons of my blouse. I pull his shirt open. Buttons scatter. He looks at me, shocked.

‘What? It was taking too long.’

He gives an aroused smile, and guides me over to the couch, helping me out of my clothes along the way. In the few steps it takes to move from his door to the couch, I wind up naked, dropping my bag to the floor. He follows close behind, only wearing his suit pants.

‘Oh, wow.’ Jensen’s light lights up with wonder. He sees my new star tattoos and the glittering piercing at my navel. ‘That’s so fucking awesome.’

‘I like it too.’

I casually lie back on his couch, legs spread, like a queen lounging in her estate. He kneels next to the couch and begins trailing warm, soft, slow, hungry kisses up my leg. The touch of his lips sends wonderful tingles of excitement through me. As his kisses near my cleft, those tingles become explosive bursts of lust.

Jensen’s mouth reaches my most intimate area. A long, breathy moan of erotic indulgence escapes my parted lips. He slowly kisses me in all the right places, stoking a fire in my belly. I arch my back, offering my womanhood up to him, almost melting into the couch in my delight.

His familiar tongue caresses my soaking sex, parting the swollen lips and delving inside. He laps at my entrance and tastes my arousal. I groan and sigh, already losing myself to pure, serene, erotic bliss.

This feeling doesn’t last long. As Jensen’s wonderful tongue begins to delve into my treasures, a sudden ringing noise shatters the still air. My phone screams for attention.

‘Fuck!’ I roll onto my side and rip the offending phone out from my bag. The caller ID and attached photo is Will. My loving husband smiles down at me from the screen, while Jensen continues to tease and taste my creamy pussy, a calm look in those blue eyes. ‘It’s Will!’

‘I’ll be quiet.’

I answer the call and say, ‘Hey, what’s up?’

‘I’m not interrupting anything, am I?’

I glance down at Jensen, the top half of his face peeking out from my cleft. His skilled tongue swirls and glides across my sensitive clit with all the poise and grace of a ballet dancer. Those gorgeous blue eyes gleam with mischief, daring me to stop him.

‘No… you’re not interrupting. I’ve started at the gym, that’s all.’

I bite my bottom lip, praying that this feeble lie explains any breathlessness he might detect through the call. If Will suspects anything, he remains quiet.

‘I just wanted to ask about dinner.’ It sounds like he’s in the car, probably driving home. ‘Did we have a plan?’

‘No, uh, no plans…’ I cup a hand over my mouth, breathing hard, fighting to stay quiet. Jensen’s tongue probes my soaking hole. He spreads my lips with two fingers, exposing me completely. I am at his mercy. ‘Did you want to make something?’

‘No, actually.’ He makes a soft chuckle. ‘I’m feeling kind of lazy tonight. You want to order a pizza?’

‘Mm-hmm.’

I can’t speak. Can’t breathe. I close my eyes, but that only makes the rippling waves of pleasure feel more intense. I fight back a deep, passionate moan of surrender. Jensen senses my weakness and pushes his advantage, focusing his tongue on my clit while gently probing my tight entrance with two gentle fingers. I look at him with pleading eyes. He smiles and continues.

‘Babe? You there?’

‘Uh-huh. I’m here.’ I take the phone away from my face and breathe hard, letting out soft, low moans of delight, before placing the speaker to my ear again.

‘…probably pepperoni, what do you think?’

‘Sounds good. Just order whatever for me.’

I can’t fucking do this. I can’t speak to my husband and stay quiet while Jensen is doing this. He keeps my legs spread open with those powerful forearms, preventing me from protecting myself. I’m scared that I’ll moan if I stop clasping my mouth.

‘Okay, when do you want it?’

The room spins around me. White-hot fire explodes in my gut. I’m about to come and Jensen knows it. He can feel it. His tongue and fingers work together in a gentle, insistent tandem, encouraging my body to release all that pent-up passion. I have to get off this goddamn call!

‘Order it when you – when you get home.’ I gulp down huge a lungful of air as I talk. ‘I’ll eat when – I get – home.’

‘Sure, sure. Are you okay?’

‘Treadmill! Getting… intense!’

‘Oh, okay. I’ll see you at home?’

‘Yes!’

I kill the call at the last second. A huge burst of erotic pleasure overwhelms my body. I shudder and grasp the couch and writhe in ecstasy, every fiber of my being receiving a wave of euphoria from Jensen’s talented tongue all at the same time. He drives me further into rapture, carefully teasing my throbbing clit with that masculine tongue.

‘Fuck!’ The word explodes out of me in a wailing gasp. My body spasms in bliss. Jensen keeps licking me until I reach down and push him away, my thighs trembling with delight.

He watches me shudder on the couch, a cool smile on his handsome face. I point to his pants and jerk a thumb to the side. He gets the hint and strips naked. He steps closer. I grab his arms and pull him close. He staggers into me. I roll us off the couch and onto the floor, mounting him and sinking onto his perfect cock like it was made for me.

We make love twice in his living room. The first round is intense, borderline frenetic. I ride him on the floor hard and fast and enjoy a fierce climax before coaxing him to join me. The second round is longer, slower, and more passionate. He puts me on the couch and takes me with a steady, insistent pace, guiding me with expert precision through two more orgasms. Finally, I grip the back of the couch and let him take me from behind until he erupts once more.

I desperately want to stay for more, but I can’t linger much longer without arousing suspicion back home. I usually only spend one hour at the gym, ninety minutes at most; I need to head home soon. We finish with a quick cleanse in the shower, washing the scent of our passion from my skin. Jensen takes his time ensuring that no trace of him remains on my body. I towel-dry my skin and walk back through his apartment, naked. He takes my hand and sits back on the couch, the impressions of our bodies still dimpled into the cushions.

‘I really love this.’ Jensen kisses each of my tattooed stars in turn. The skin is still sore in places, but his lips soothe the ache. ‘You look so fucking sexy.’

‘Do I look sexier now, with the tattoos?’

‘However you look, you’re incredible.’

I blush with delight and begin searching for all the fallen clothes I wore today. He hands my panties over with a sad smile.

‘It’s almost criminal to cover up a body like that.’ He sighs to emphasize the point.

I laugh, slipping back into my underwear and clipping the bra in place. I say, ‘You wouldn’t say that if you knew the old me.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean, before I got these.’ I gesture to my enhanced chest. ‘I bet you never would have looked twice at me.’

‘I would have looked at you three times.’

I finish dressing and retrieve my fallen phone from between the couch cushions. He watches me, sitting naked and proud, his magnificent cock returning to slumber. We both know he could easily go for another round or two if only there was time. I open up my phone picture gallery and scroll back to a really old picture and show it to him.

‘What’s this?’ He studies the screen. His eyes widen as he recognizes the subject. ‘That’s you, right?’

‘Yep.’ I look at the picture. A younger me, before I was married, before I had breast enlargement, back when I was shy, nervous, and lacked any form of confidence. Next to younger me is a younger Kimberly. We’re both laughing at some long-forgotten joke. ‘That’s me.’

‘I still think you look beautiful.’ His voice is sincere.

‘Really?’ I hold up the phone so he can see the picture. ‘Which would you rather have? Me now, or this awkward chick?’

‘They’re both you, so I win either way.’ He stands and places his hands on my hips. ‘You are gorgeous, no matter what. Big boobs, small boobs, fat, thin, it doesn’t matter. The thing I like most about you is that you love yourself.’

I flush with happiness. My man. My Jensen. My lover.

****

Somewhere in all the fun and erotic escapades, I forget to keep my story straight. Will looks up at me from the couch and frowns, a pizza box on his lap.

‘You went to the gym?’ His eyes rake me like searchlights.

‘Yeah.’ I close the door and kick off my shoes for the second time this evening. ‘I showered there, too.’

My heart starts to race. Fuck, fuck, fuck. I didn’t think this through. Why didn’t I change into my gym clothes first? Why did I take the time to touch up my face with the special concealing bag Kimberly gave to me?

‘You never do that.’ Will stands up, tossing the pizza box aside. His face is full of suspicion and uncertainty. ‘You always shower here.’

‘Not always.’ Indignant fury grips my panicking heart. ‘Sometimes I shower at the gym, especially if I stink like today.’

But Will doesn’t believe me. His face is hard, unreadable. He says, ‘You said you didn’t like the gym showers.’

‘That’s true, I don’t.’ I push past him and head upstairs. He follows me. ‘But I didn’t want to stink of sweat all drive home.’

‘You were definitely at the gym, right? That’s where you went?’

‘What the fuck is that supposed to mean?’ Anger explodes out of me now. I can’t control it. I hate that I’ve fucked up so badly. I hate that he’s right to suspect me. But most of all, I hate that I’ve made him doubt me.

‘You said you were going to the gym and you’re wearing your office clothes.’

‘Because I couldn’t put my workout stuff on again! It’s sweaty!’ My temper is flaring out of control now. ‘What is this really about, huh? What do you think I did today?’

‘I don’t know. I don’t know. I’m not accusing you, but…’

Will backs down now, surrendering. He steps back, face softening, and shakes his head.

‘I’m sorry,’ he says, ‘I don’t know what…’

I shake my head in disgust and walk into the bathroom, closing the door behind me. I lean against the door and urge my heart to slow down. That was too fucking close.

****

Our frosty bedroom thaws by the morning. Maybe out of a sense of guilt or shame, I spend the night snuggled into his arms. Despite Will’s sleepy erection digging into me, it feels comfortable. We promise to message each other all day.

A few hours into the working day, I slip away to the bathroom and lock myself in a cubicle. I open the top two buttons of my blouse, revealing a generous view of my lacy bra, and snap a couple of selfies. I send them to Will. Maybe they will help us get through this little bump in the road.

I take out my other phone and snap a second selfie. This one is a little more explicit, featuring my hand tugging the bra down to expose the soft pink edge of my nipples. A naughty thrill tingles my sex. I send this other photo to Jensen. I’m sure both men will be thrilled.

****

The next few days and weeks fall into a similar pattern. I make excuses once or twice a week about going to the gym and Will accepts it. In reality, I spend one glorious hour making passionate love to Jensen in his apartment. I demonstrate my newfound deepthroating talents on his wonderful cock, much to his delight. Sure, I might not be able to take the whole thing yet – not quite – but my lover expresses his intense approval of my efforts.

I become better at covering my tracks. Instead of putting my work clothes back on after sex, I step out of the shower and into my gym gear, letting the excess water soak into the fabric and create the impression of sweat. With all the intense cardio I receive from Jensen, it doesn’t matter whether or not I go to the gym.

At work, Jensen and I find reasons to go and search for old files together. This gives us plenty of time to make out like horny teenagers and feel each other up. There is nothing more exhilarating that caressing a man’s hard cock through his pants before returning to your desk as if nothing has happened.

We become bolder in our affair. Jensen begins sending me explicit photos – both during work and in the late evening after Will has fallen asleep. I respond in kind, showing him how much I appreciate seeing his hard cock. Before long, I’m slipping out of bed almost every night and pleasuring myself in the living room, my fingers dancing and gliding across all the most sensitive areas Jensen likes to kiss. I don’t dare use the vibrator while Will is home. The last thing I want is for him to mistake my newfound libido for marital desire.

Kimberly listens to all my updates with wide-eyed glee. She comes to rely on my sexual adventures as though it was her personal soap opera, an explicit tale of lust and passion for which she is the only audience.

Most of the time, Kimberly hears my exploits second-hand. But one time, she calls me after work to catch up and arrange a coffee. Unfortunately, she calls at the wrong moment. Jensen answers my phone, lying back on his bed and smiling down at me. I’m on my knees between Jensen’s thighs, my head bobbing up and down in his lap, and I can hear the confusion and excitement in her voice.

‘Oh… hi, I was looking for Nicole.’

He grins at me and says, ‘She’s gonna have to call you back. Her mouth is full right now.’

‘Oh, my Go-’

Jensen cancels the call and watches my mouth sink deeper, still struggling to take the last inch of his cock down my throat.

As for Will, he alternates between showering me with love and affection, and bouts of moody, stony-eyed suspicion. Some nights, I return home from the – ahem – gym to find him sitting on the couch, nursing his second beer of the evening. His attempts to be romantic and passionate border on self-parody. He tries kissing my back in bed; massaging my legs with lotion; even taking me out for dinner. But despite all this, I can’t bring myself to give him anything more than a lazy, half-hearted handjob. After I relent and jerk him off one time, he comes to demand them. I don’t mind too much – it’s not like he last forever makes my wrist ache, after all – and it gets him off my back about our lack of real sex. It seems that my husband just likes it when I make him come, with or without my vagina. Sometimes, when we’re lying in bed and I’m giving his cock a quick stroke and my mind starts to wander, I’m glad that I don’t have to pretend to orgasm.

Finally, after a few weeks of sneaking around and avoiding suspicion, Rob calls the team into the office and gives us the news I’ve long been dreading. The buyout is complete. Our work is done. Soon, we’ll all be relocated and placed on other tasks. He talks with excitement and pride about how hard we’ve worked and all that we’ve accomplished together. He says that everyone in the company will be rewarded with a party at the end of the week to celebrate the completion of the buyout.

It’s exciting to hear, but my stomach feels almost as heavy as my heart. If the buyout is complete and the team will soon be disbanded, what does that mean for Jensen and me?

He seems to feel the same way. Under the conference table, he takes my hand and gives it a reassuring squeeze.

****

Will sits on the edge of the bed, eyeing me with a surly gaze as I slip into a long, black, sparkling cocktail dress. He clutches a can of beer in his hand and wears a miserable expression.

‘What’s wrong?’ I turn from the mirror to look at him. ‘Is it the dress? Does it look bad?’

‘No.’ He shrugs.

‘Then what is it?’

He shrugs again. I sigh and turn back to my reflection, ignoring him. As I gently smooth the cocktail dress into position and check that it hugs my body in the right places, he speaks again.

‘Do you have to go tonight?’

I purse my lips, fighting to urge to smack that can out of his hand. I say, ‘Yes. I do. It’s a celebration of all the work we’ve done. I need to go. Plus, it’ll probably help with the promotion if I make an appearance.’

‘Yeah. The promotion.’ He gulps down a mouthful of beer. ‘That’s why you’re doing all this.’

I glare at him in the mirror. He ignores me and scratches his ear. I concentrate on getting ready. The dress looks sensational on my body. I haven’t worn this in a while. Probably not since Will’s birthday last year. I wonder what Jensen will make of it.

‘Is he going to be there?’ Will places plenty of emphasis on “he”, making it clear that he was reading my fucking mind.

‘If by “he”, you mean my co-worker Jensen, then yes. He probably will be. He’s part of the team.’

Will sneers into the mirror. It’s not an attractive look.

‘He better fucking stay away from you.’

‘Or what?’

Will snorts as if the answer is obvious. I sigh in frustration and start applying mascara, making my eyes pop and sparkle with hidden depths.

‘You want me to drive you?’ Will shrugs again, as though it doesn’t bother him.

‘You can’t drive anywhere. You’ve already had two beers.’

He downs the rest of his drink.

‘Don’t worry,’ I say, putting the finishing touches to my eyes, ‘Kimberly is driving me to the place.’

‘Where is it?’ His surly voice grates on me.

‘The Lakeside Hotel.’

‘When does it finish?’

‘Midnight.’

‘So you’ll be home at twelve-thirty, yeah? I guess you’re not going to the gym after, right?’

‘What the fuck is that supposed to mean?’

But he doesn’t answer. My husband stomps from the room and heads downstairs. I hear the fridge door swing back and forth, followed by the soft metallic crack of a new beer opening. I sigh and finish getting ready.

Yes, this is a special night. Not only are we celebrating the end of a huge, difficult, complex task, but this might also be the last night I see Jensen. Who knows what will happen next week?

****

Kimberly chatters with excitement the whole way. I listen and make all the right noises. She compliments my outfit and asks if I’m going to dance with Jensen. It’s hard to reply. My head is filled with conflicting emotions. Anger at Will. Happiness that the long project is done. Sadness that Jensen might leave my life in a few short days. It’s all too much to take in.

Instead, I resolve to concentrate on tonight and enjoy myself.

The Lakeside Hotel is a gorgeous nineteenth-century building located a few miles outside the main suburban areas. It’s the kind of place that usually hosts elderly people who like to reminisce about the old days, as well as renting out their conference rooms to any local club to try and increase revenue. While the building is beautiful to look at, it’s also a wonder that a place like this is making any money in the days of urban chain hotels.

Kimberly pulls up in the parking lot, still chatting away with excitement. I’m finding it hard to concentrate on her. My eyes keep glancing at the many dark windows in the old brickwork building. How much would it cost to rent a room here? And would it be scandalous if I paid for a whole night and only stayed for a few hours?

We walk into the main hotel and follow the young lady receptionist’s directions to the main room at the back of the building. I can already hear the low, distant thump of bass notes played through a large speaker. As we near, glittering disco lights flash across the walls. Despite how it looks on the outside, the interior of the hotel looks and feels as modern and comfortable as it gets. Plush carpets. Artwork and framed photos of the building in its heyday on the walls. Plus, this amazing space for weddings and parties.

The party seems to be picking up steam. Maybe fifty people are already here. Some sit down at tables, locked in friendly conversation. Others crowd the bar, drinks in hand. The rest are dancing in front of a DJ booth, swaying and laughing as various memorable songs thump through the speakers.

I scan the room and see him. Jensen stands near the bar, a drink in each hand, talking to Lara. She’s grinning up at him, gesturing with her hands. I get an absurd pang of jealousy in my gut and walk across to them, Kimberly trailing behind me. Jensen senses my approach and turns, a smile on his face.

‘Wow, look at you,’ he says. ‘Divine as ever.’

‘Thanks.’ I flush with delight. ‘You’re not so bad yourself.’

Jensen hands me one of the drinks. I take it and sip. Fruity. Sweet. Alcoholic. I like it. Lara greets Kimberly and me, but I see a hint of resentment in her eyes at the interruption. I touch glasses with Jensen.

‘You guys know Lara, right?’ He shoots me a look. I hide my smile behind the glass. ‘We used to work together. We were just catching up.’

‘Oh yeah?’ I smirk at Lara. ‘Fond memories?’

‘Oh, you know…’ She shrugs. ‘Just this and that.’

I give a knowing smile. I’m intimately familiar with Jensen’s this and that. Way more familiar than she ever was.

‘Is that a beer?’ Kimberly nods to the bottle in Jensen’s hand.

‘Yeah.’ He lifts it in a toast toward her. ‘Do you want me to get you one?’

‘No, I just – aren’t you driving home tonight?’

‘Actually,’ the ghost of a smile touches his lips, ‘I’ve rented a room here.’

My heart flutters. I feel Lara and Kimberly both glance at me in unison.

‘It’s a pretty big room,’ Jensen says, gesturing to all three of us, ‘so if you guys want to keep the party going later…’

I exchange a look with Lara. Bitter resignation fills her eyes. She says, ‘Damn, my guy is coming to pick me up at midnight, otherwise I totally would.’

‘I’ve got to get back tonight for the kids.’ Kimberly nudges me. ‘But you’re not doing anything else tonight, right?’

I give a casual shrug, trying to play it cool. My insides are twisting themselves into knots.

‘Yeah, I guess I could take a cab home.’ A small grin tugs at the corner of my mouth. ‘Or maybe I could grab a lift?’ I look at Jensen.

‘Sure.’ He lowers his voice so that only I hear him. ‘After breakfast.’

We mill around the party, soaking up the atmosphere and enjoying the company of our co-workers. As the night rolls on and more people take to the dancefloor, the vibe slowly changes. Inhibitions start to melt away. Instead of a stuffy corporate party, people begin to let loose and have fun. Alcohol flows. Even our Rob stops acting like a manager and gets on the dancefloor, his cheeks flushed from liquor.

Then Jensen says, ‘I’m just going to get some air. Have you guys seen the lake out there? It’s beautiful.’

He motions toward a window overlooking the moon-dappled water. Both Kimberly and Lara turn their heads to see the view. At the same time, Jensen takes my hand. He presses something into my palm. Something smooth and metallic. I close my fist around the object and keep my face neutral. The girls make approving nods at the surroundings beyond the window and turn their attention back to us. Jensen makes a polite farewell and heads out of the room, disappearing into the shadows. The girls shoot me a knowing look.

‘So…’ Kimberly nods in the direction that Jensen just left. ‘I wonder what he wants, huh?’

‘Probably some air.’ I shrug and finish the drink in my hand, keeping the other fist tightly closed around the item Jensen secretly gave to me.

‘Some air and some company.’

I brush it off, playing it cool. I’ve gotten good at that lately. My heart is racing and there’s heat building in my cleft, but I show no outward signs of excitement.

‘You guys want another drink?’ I motion toward the bar. It’s now packed, at least four people deep, with three flustered-looking bartenders moving so fast their arms are almost blurring. ‘I need to use the little girl’s room and then grab another.’

They both nod. I put down my empty glass and head toward the back of the room, the opposite way that Jensen just left. I slip into the hallway leading to the bathrooms and the door to the men’s room suddenly opens. Rob emerges, his face gleaming with happiness.

‘Nicole!’ He gives me two thumbs up. ‘What a great party, huh?’

‘Yeah, I’m loving it.’

‘Keep up the good work.’ He winks. ‘Big things are coming your way.’

‘I sure hope so.’

He walks past me and heads back to the party. I wait three seconds and then turn away from the bathrooms and follow the corridor running back along the hotel and walk up to the reception.

Now away from the distant thumping party music and flashing lights, I open my clenched fist and see the thing that Jensen slipped to me. It’s a room key made of worn silver, with a number etched into the metal. I smile to myself and head up the stairs toward the guest rooms.

Jensen’s room is on the second floor. The only person I pass is a single maid, who gives me a tired smile as we cross paths. I walk up to Jensen’s door, slip the key into the lock, and enter with a smile.

‘Hello? Housekeeping.’

I step inside the room and close the door behind me. As always, Jensen has managed to secure the most amazing – and probably expensive – room in the entire building. A four-poster bed takes up most of the space, with rich, purple drapes hanging from each of the pillars. A few pieces of furniture line the walls. Everything is gorgeous, almost antique, like it was in this building back in the nineteenth century. I can see a huge bathroom through one doorway to the side. Ahead of me, Jensen stands on a balcony with a wrought iron railing, looking out over the lake below.

‘Housekeeping, huh?’ He smiles at me. ‘Yeah, I could see you in a maid outfit.’

‘It wouldn’t last long, though.’

I cross the room, tossing my bag on the bed, and join him on the balcony. He sweeps me into his arms, placing a fierce, hungry kiss on my lips. I respond to him, my tongue seizing his with passion. His hands roam my body. I grope his firm ass, pulling us together and grinding against the bulge in his pants.

‘You look so good tonight.’ He kisses my neck, moving down, placing those warm, wonderful lips on the sensitive spot where my neck and shoulder meet. Delicious, erotic tingles ripple through me. He cups my firm ass.

‘You scrub up pretty well yourself.’ I work my fingers into his tie and unknot it until the two ends hang limply from his shirt collar. ‘You’d also look good in a maid outfit.’

He laughs. We kiss again, deep and slow, utterly unbothered about hurrying back to the party. Nothing matters except this moment; being here, in this room, with him.

Jensen slips the dress up, exposing my ass in this tiny, sexy black thong. Behind and below us, the lake sparkles and twinkles. If anyone is down there right now for a romantic late-night stroll by the water, they’ll have a great view of my butt. Somehow, that thought turns me on. After our moment in the Lotus Flower as Aphrodite and Ares, I don’t mind having an audience – and the thought that we might be overlooked by our co-workers sends a burst of excitement through me.

His hands slide over my ass, fingers kneading and caressing the firm cheeks. I make an exaggerated sigh of erotic delight, letting him know how much I love being his whore. The bulge in his pants grows even larger and firmer, pressing into me as though telling us both where it needs to be. Tingles of lust ripple through me. All I want to do is tear his clothes off and feel him stretch me out once more. But I’m patient. I’m happy to wait a little longer. Delayed gratification is always so much more enjoyable than rushing the moment, as I’ve discovered over the last few weeks. Sex with Jensen is always amazing, but the best sex comes when we have enough time to build suspense and anticipation together. Even though we fuck several times a week, this is the first night in a while where we have the luxury of time. Tonight, there’s no need to rush. No time limits. No need to be anywhere else. We can have our fun and return long before the party burns out.

More kissing. More touching. More long, languid caressing. The cool night air feels exciting against my warm, bare, exposed ass. He slips a hand under my thong and allows the tip of one finger to delve between my ass cheeks and drift down, following the curve. His fingertip pauses for a second at my asshole, teasing me with the possibility of pushing inside. I make a soft, erotic moan, clinging to his body. Thrills run through me. Jensen smiles at my reaction and holds still for a moment, tormenting my yearning body and making me wonder if he’s going to claim my ass tonight. But just when I think he’s going to ease one thick, powerful finger into my tightest hole, his hand continues sliding down toward my wet, silky pussy.

‘Oh, fuck, you’re such a bastard…’

He beams in triumph, blue eyes sparkling like the lake below us. His fingers reach my warm womanhood and caress these swollen, puffy lips. I clutch his arms, fighting the urge to moan again. He’s so gentle with me. I love that contradiction about him. This man is so strong and so powerful that he could probably lift me into the air with one well-placed finger, yet he caresses my most intimate regions with all the grace and delicacy of a ballerina. He knows exactly where and how to touch me; precisely how much pressure is required; and when to manipulate me for maximum results.

‘Tut-tut, Nikki. Such language. Do you kiss your husband with that mouth?’

‘No. But I suck your cock with it.’

I cup his bulge with one hand, squeezing and groping as if it belongs to me and me alone. A throaty growl escapes his mouth. I adore that sound, that animalistic rumble. It’s almost as if my lover is barely able to restrain his burning inner need. At any second, he could falter and unleash his inner beast and ravage me.

His large hands spread me open, one hand playing with my firm ass while the other begins to stroke and probe my entrance. I make a little whimpering moan – the kind of submissive, feminine sound that drives men crazy – and circle my hips, pushing his hands against me even harder. Sure enough, his bulge throbs with hunger. I tilt my head and give him my biggest, widest, most innocent expression.

‘Aw, what’s wrong, Jensen? Don’t you like it?’

‘I love it.’ He smiles, teeth flashing. ‘And you’re going to regret teasing me, Nikki.’

‘Me? Teasing?’ I circle my hips again, allowing his fingertips to delve inside my yearning pussy before pulling away once more. ‘I would never do a thing like it.’

‘Be careful…’

‘Or what?’ I look at him now with a fierce expression, challenging him. ‘Are you gonna do something about it?’

He clicks his tongue, frustration beginning to show. I giggle, loving how easily I can pull his strings. Jensen releases his grip on my body and yanks the loose tie from around his neck. He loops the tie around my hand.

‘What’s this?’ I’m curious and excited. We’ve done a lot together, but almost all of it has been straightforward vanilla sex. We’ve never needed to do anything kinkier.

‘This is me.’ His hands move fast, looping the tie into a figure-eight and slipping my other wrist through the open hole. In a few seconds, my hands are bound in a firm knot. ‘Doing something about it.’

I bite my lip in response, unable to think of a clever comeback. This situation is fucking exciting. Jensen, me, the balcony, the view, all our co-workers two floors below, and being restrained by his tie… If he doesn’t stop teasing me and start fucking, my panties might burst into flame.

Jensen holds my bound wrists in one hand, a wicked smile tugging at the corner of his lips. He uses my bindings like a rope and tugs, forcing me to spin on the spot. Now I’m facing out over the balcony, across the lake, helpless, yet willing. He lifts the dress again with his free hand. I make an unconscious wiggle, causing my butt to shake. He gives me a playful spank. I groan.

‘Oh? She likes it rough, does she?’ I hear a smile in his voice. ‘How rough does she like it, I wonder?’

‘How rough can you give it?’

Now I give my ass a deliberate shake, offering a tempting target for his masculine needs. Jensen runs his other hand around my throat and brings his mouth close to my ear. I’ve never felt this erotically charged before. It takes all my strength not to scream at him to fuck me right now.

‘Dangerous question, Nikki.’

He grabs my thong and tugs it aside. He steps between my feet and forces me to stand wider, spreading my sex open. Fuck, this balcony doesn’t hide anything from view. Anybody who walks below us will surely be able to see my bare pussy gleaming with dew in the moonlight. Jensen cups my burning lips, forcing another lusty groan out of me. Fuck, this is so hot! He pulls on the tie and I lift my bound hands into the air. I am his prisoner. His plaything. His sexual toy. And I love it.

Jensen doesn’t tease me now. Nor is he gentle. Two thick, firm fingers stretch my entrance and press inside, forcing me to tremble from head to toe. I shiver, but not from the chilly air. He begins to work his powerful fingers in and out of me, fucking me on the balcony in front of the whole world.

‘Oh, fuck, Jensen…’

‘What’s the matter?’ Cruel. Taunting. Amused. ‘You dared me to be rough, right?’

‘Y-yes…’

His finger push deeper. I gasp, moan, and try to muffle my rapturous exhales. But my hands are held above my head; there’s nothing I can do. Anyone could overhear us together. That knowledge makes this feel even more stimulating.

Jensen lowers his voice and drops the wicked tone. He says, ‘If I get too rough, say your husband’s name and I’ll stop.’

I try to glance over my shoulder, surprised by the sudden use of a safe word in our sex play, but he starts to fuck me with two fingers. My wet pussy offers no resistance. I can’t stop myself from moaning. The whole situation is so fucking crazy. The girls are probably wondering what’s taking me so long to get a drink. Fuck them.

Jensen makes a rich, filthy chuckle behind me. I arch my back, giving myself over to him now. He fucks me with precise strokes of his fingers, sending wonderful waves of heat through me, lighting a fire in my gut and making it roar into an inferno.

‘Does your husband ever do this to you?’ His deep voice is low, husky, and thick with arousal.

I shake my head. He slides his fingers from my yearning pussy and spanks me. It’s a stinging blow, slightly lessened by the feel of my warm juices on those two fingers. I gasp and flinch.

‘I asked you a question, Nikki.’

God, I fucking love that commanding tone. So masculine, so powerful, so fucking alpha male.

‘Yes. I mean, no. No, he doesn’t do things like this to me.’

He reaches up to the top of my dress and lowers the zip. The tight fabric loosens its grip on my figure. I keep my eyes forward, glancing around in case anyone sees us together. Jensen tugs on the front of my dress and pulls my bra down. My full, firm breasts spill free, nipples hard with both erotic excitement and the feeling of the cool night air. I whimper.

Jensen tugs on my bound wrists again, this time bending me forward a little more. His other hand slides back between my legs again and he starts fucking me, this time with fast, greedy, intense movements. I gasp and barely manage to stop myself from shrieking in delight. He loves my restraint and starts finger-fucking me harder, determined to make me falter.

‘Why so shy? Let them hear you. They’d love to know what a slut you can be.’

I respond with a wailing groan that seems to fade away across the open lake air.

‘Do you want my cock, Nikki? Do you want me to fuck you?’

‘Y-yes!’

He continues the torment for a moment, causing my knees to shake from the pressure. Then, finally, Jensen steps back into the room, tugging my helpless wrists behind him. He pulls me over to the bed.

‘Get on your knees.’

I do as he commands. I’m a fucking mess already – tits exposed, thong askew, dress wrinkled, pussy soaking, hands tied together – and I fucking love it.

‘You’re gonna suck my cock.’ He unzips his pants and frees my prize. Huge. Hard. Pink. All for me. I almost lick my lips in anticipation. ‘You’re gonna suck this better than you’ve ever sucked your husband’s cock. No hands allowed. Mouth only.’

‘Yes, Jensen.’

He holds up my restrained hands above my head again and grabs my hair. I don’t even think about it. I open my mouth and start sucking that delicious cock like it’s my purpose in life.

Without my hands, it’s a lot more difficult to him the fullest experience. I lick, suck, and try to take him down my throat. I bob my head and fuck his throbbing cock with my mouth. He groans and sighs and exhales with delight from above, every little sound spurring me on to do better and be a good whore.

‘That’s right, Nikki. Suck my cock. Use that mouth.’

Tongue teasing the head. Kissing the shaft. Drool running down to his balls. Only a single thought in my mind – more. I am his prisoner, his whore. I am a warm, willing mouth with only a single purpose: pleasing him.

‘Good. Mmm, very good.’

His masculine groans of approval drive me crazy. I suck him deeper, faster, harder, with desperate determination. I want to drain his balls like the good whore I am. Jensen’s cock throbs in my mouth, pulsing against my tongue, sending waves of yearning through me. His cock is enjoying this almost as much as I am.

He eases back, removing that delicious treat. My lips open and close on nothing. I look up at him, eyes filled with hurt. He rubs his soaking, spit-coated cock against my face, using me to pleasure himself. I moan, pussy burning with desperation now. It’s so degrading, yet so arousing. I am reduced to my most basic state: a pure whore. He grinds against my face, smearing the makeup, coating me with my spit, using my body as his plaything. I can’t help but love it.

‘This what you wanted?’

I don’t answer right away. He slaps my cheek with his cock.

‘I said, is this what you wanted?’

‘Yes.’

‘Does your husband fuck you like I do?’

‘No.’

‘Whose cock is better, mine or-’

‘Yours!’

‘Good answer.’

He puts the thick purple tip of his manhood to my mouth again and I dutifully blow him, making plenty of little throaty whimpers to show my gratitude. My hands are still bound together, raised above my head, forcing me to use every bit of skill that I’ve learned in the last few months to do a good job at sucking his cock.

Jensen’s hips start to rock, slowly pumping my mouth while I blow him. I look up into his shimmering blue eyes, trying to silently show him how much I love this. He seems to understand the message and smiles.

‘Do you want my come tonight, Nikki?’

But I can’t answer. He pulls my head forward, making it impossible to speak. My mouth is full of his huge, thick cock. All I can do is fight the urge to gag and keep breathing slowly through my nose.

‘I didn’t hear you. I asked if you want my come tonight.’

There is no way I can respond. It feels like his huge manhood is halfway down my throat now, yet I’m not sucking on the whole thing. Tears of intensity pool in the corners of my eyes and roll down, smearing my mascara. All I can do to answer Jensen is give two thumbs up. He chuckles.

‘That’s my Nikki. My perfect come slut.’

He eases back with a wet pop, leaving me gasping and panting on my knees. Fuck, my pussy is white-hot now. If he doesn’t fuck me soon, I’m going to melt into the floor.

‘Do you let your husband fuck your face like that?’

‘No, Jensen. Only you get to do that.’

‘Damn right I do.’ He grins with triumph. ‘I want to fuck you now.’

I nod, unable to hide my eagerness.

‘Oh, you want that too, huh?’ He presses his cock to my lips again. I lick the head, tasting his salty, tangy desire for me. ‘Stand up.’

He keeps my hands held tight in this makeshift restraint, so it’s difficult to lift myself off the floor and remain graceful. But I get to my feet and stand before him, my chest rising and falling with adrenaline. How long have we been gone now? Probably way too long, but I don’t care. I couldn’t leave this room right now even if he ordered me.

Jensen turns me around. He grabs the sash from the drape at the nearest post and loops it through the tie binding my wrists. I am now helplessly bound to the bed.

He lifts me up and onto the bed, shoving my bag aside. Those powerful arms make me feel almost weightless. I roll onto my front, back already arching with the primal need to be fucked and taken like the slut I am. Jensen mounts me from behind. He pulls up my dress and spreads me with his hands and pushes forward, pressing the red-hot tip of his thick cock to my soaking wet pussy.

We’re lying down together, his body pinning mine to the mattress, my wrists bound together and stretched out before me, tied to the pillar at the corner. Jensen’s mouth is close to my ear, his breath flowing over my neck.

‘Tell me how much you want it.’

I could almost scream with frustration. I say, ‘I want it so fucking bad, Jensen! I need you to fuck me! I need your cock inside me!’

‘Have you ever begged your husband to fuck you?’

‘Never! I only beg you! Please, I need your cock! I need it now, please, please, I need-’

He plunges his huge cock inside my starving pussy. My pleading wails turn into a sharp gasping shriek of delight. He keeps pushing forward, stretching my entrance open, forcing me to take every wonderful inch, until his firm abs press against my butt. Jensen makes a throaty growl of delight. He places his hands on the bed at my sides and starts to fuck me, pumping down and slamming into me with intense, furious strokes.

All I can do is grip my restraints and moan into the covers. His passionate lovemaking is the best feeling in the world. He’s using me and fucking me however he wants and it’s incredible. Within a few seconds, all the pent-up frustration bubbles and boils over, turning into a fiery, explosive climax.

Jensen puts his weight on me and slips one arm under my throat, forcing my face off the bed. I try not to make too much noise, but it’s next to impossible. A lengthy moaning wail escapes my clenched teeth.

‘Don’t you fuck dare try to be quiet.’ His tone is harsh, commanding, and full of authority. ‘I want to hear you come.’

The orgasm bursts from my lungs in a shrill, gasping yell of total surrender. If anyone is in the next room or the rooms directly above or below us, they can hear me coming. But I don’t care. Jensen keeps fucking me with hard, aggressive thrusts, slamming his body into me and forcing his incredible cock to fill every inch of my molten-hot tunnel. I’m bound, pinned, helpless, and wailing with sexual ecstasy.

‘Come for me, Nikki!’ Jensen keeps his arm around my throat, bicep bulging. ‘Come all over my cock.’

He doesn’t let up. He fucks me without mercy, pumping my helpless pussy as if the world is about to end. I almost black out from pleasure. My orgasm seems to distort time itself. It lasts ten seconds or one hour or ten years all at once. For one perfect moment, I have found my true purpose. I am Jensen’s fuck toy.

Finally, my climax begins to subside, and feeling rushes back into me. I suddenly become overly sensitive and every stroke of his huge cock feels way too intense. But I can’t do anything to stop him. I can’t roll over or push him off. I sure as hell can’t form the words to beg for relief.

But then my phone suddenly screams into life, blasting out an infuriating, screeching tone that shatters our little moment together. I try to reach for my bag, but I’m bound to the bedpost.

Jensen plunges his full length inside me and casually picks up my bag. I look around, trying to see him, but he’s behind me and I have no way to lift from the bed. All I can do is look over into a wall-mounted mirror and see his reflection. He removes my bleating phone from the bag and looks at the screen with a dark smile.

‘You want to guess who’s calling right now?’

My heart drops. I open my mouth to say my husband’s name but stop. The only word I manage to gasp out is, ‘No!’

‘Yep.’ A wicked laugh. ‘Want me to answer for you? Maybe I’ll tell him that you’re tied up and can’t come to the phone right now. Maybe I’ll tell him how good I’m fucking you right now.’

‘No! Please!’

Jensen leans forward and resumes fucking me with that same desperate passion. He places the phone on the bed, letting me see Will’s caller ID and the identifying photo on the screen. The photo of the two of us together, smiling serenely for the camera. The photo was taken a long time before I became a dirty, cheating whore of a wife.

I can’t stop staring at the picture. Jensen keeps fucking my pussy, his strokes almost savage with the primal, masculine need to prove himself superior to his rival. I scream and shriek and wail with erotic delight. Not only am I cheating on my husband, but I’m also doing it while looking at a picture of his face.

And it feels-

So-

Fucking-

Incredible.

The call finally ends. My phone falls silent, the picture of Will and myself replaced by a message stating that he tried to call me. My rapturous, blissful cries fill the air again.

‘Who fucks you the best?’ He grabs my trapped wrists, body writhing on top of me.

‘You!’

‘When was the last time he made you come as hard as I do?’

‘Never!’

His grip tightens. His thrusting turns wilder, less controlled. I can feel his body stiffening as pressure builds. I lift my head and bite his cheek.

‘Come in me! Come in my married pussy!’

He gasps and moans in reply.

‘Send me back to my husband with your come in my cheating pussy! Fill me up, I need it, I need it so fucking bad! Come in me, you motherfucker!’

My passionate, furious voice sends him over the edge. Jensen plunges that huge length into me and erupts with a final savage groan of victory. Warm, creamy come floods my body. It pours from the tip of his pulsing cock and cascades through me with the power and fury of a bursting dam. If this is the last time we ever get the chance to fuck, it’s the most incredible sex yet.

‘Oh, yeah…’ I push back into him, making sure every drop fills me and nothing is wasted. ‘Good boy, fucking give it to me.’

Jensen makes a guttural moan and fucks me a few more times, driving his load to the deepest parts of my body, where no other man’s come could ever hope to reach. He remains inside me until the last beads of his passion spill into my stretched and thoroughly-fucked hole. I groan in unspeakable bliss. There is no word for how fucking good I feel right now.

‘Thank you, Aphrodite.’ He kisses my cheek. ‘Divine as ever.’

‘And you, Ares.’ I slump onto the bed, exhausted and spent.

He climbs off me and lies down at my side, staring at the ceiling. For a long moment, I exist in perfect satisfaction, content just to wallow in the warm glow that always follows amazing sex like this. My heartbeat thunders and slows. His warmth pools inside me, beginning to flow back down to my gaping entrance. Jensen unloops the tie from my wrists and releases me.

‘Do you want to go back down? Or we could, you know, stay here?’ His face is hopeful, obviously wanting me to pick the latter option.

‘We should go back.’ A regretful smile tugs at my lips. ‘We’ve already been gone for, I don’t know, ten minutes? Fifteen?’

‘Twenty-five.’

‘Fuck, really?’ I laugh. ‘I guess they’ll never believe that I was at the bar all this time.’

I push myself up and grab the small makeup kit from inside my bag, the kit that Kimberly prepared for me in moments like this. Jensen gives my head a long, warm kiss. I smile and climb off the bed and walk into the bathroom. My reflection is almost hilarious. I’ve never seen myself looking like such a cock-crazed slut. My hair is a mess, my makeup smudged, black streaks of mascara running down my cheeks, lipstick smeared, and my tits hanging out. I open the makeup kit and freshen up as fast as I can, removing the smears and smudges and applying a new layer. In a few minutes, I look almost as glamorous as I did twenty-five minutes ago. I pop a breath mint to try and hide the scent of cock on my tongue.

When I emerge from the bathroom, Jensen is waiting for me, fixing the tie back around his neck. I step forward and adjust his collar, cinching the knot into place.

‘Handy thing, this.’ I tug at the tie. ‘I never knew it was so versatile.’

‘The things you learn, huh?’

‘I’ll go down first. See you in a few minutes.’

He kisses my hand. I leave his key on the side, collect, my things, and leave the room. A middle-aged man emerges from the room next door. He turns to lock the door and freezes, seeing me. His cheeks flush. He gives a thumbs-up, winks, then scurries away down the corridor. I smile to myself and walk the other way, back down to the party.

****

‘Where the fuck have you been?’

Kimberly looks at me as if she already knows the answer. I shrug and place the fresh glasses on the table. Music thumps louder. The party is getting wilder as more people succumb to the good vibes and the flowing liquor. Lights flash different colors – red, blue, green, yellow – all pulsing in time to the music.

‘I ran into someone I haven’t seen in a while.’ I gesture toward the bar. ‘We talked for a minute.’

Lara and Kimberly exchange a knowing look. Lara says, ‘And how is the lake? Did Jensen show you everything?’

‘I have no idea. I was over there.’

‘Uh-huh.’

But they accept the drinks and we continue having a good time together. Jensen re-joins us a few minutes later. He laughs off pointed questions and accusatory jokes. The girls let the matter slide. I sit beside Kimberly and try to ignore the feeling of Jensen’s come spilling into my thong.

The night wears on. Despite my apprehensions earlier this evening, I’m having fun. I laugh with Kimberly and Lara. I share a few drinks with Jensen. I chat with co-workers and friends. It’s a great night.

Eventually, Jensen places a hand on my thigh. He says, ‘Do you want to dance?’

‘I’d love to.’

He takes my hand and we stroll onto the dancefloor. At first, the music is upbeat. Several people are shaking their asses and laughing. But the music soon changes to something slower and more romantic. People pair up, swaying to the soft beats, dancing hip to hip. Jensen places his hands at my waist. I glance over at the girls. Kimberly and Lara nod, encouraging me to go along with it. I smile and lace my fingers together behind Jensen’s neck like I do when we’re making passionate love. When I’m gazing into his eyes and moaning his name in passion. That thought sends a warm surge through my gut. Jensen leans close so that nobody can hear us over the music.

‘How long do you want to stay down here?’

‘Not long. I need to fuck you again.’

‘We’ll slip out after this song.’

‘Yes.’

I glance around. A few people are looking at us. I see a few envious gazes aimed in my direction. Their jealousy only makes me happier that Jensen chose me. Out of all the women in this company – all the gorgeous babes – he chose to seduce me.

And I couldn’t be happier.

We dance, bodies gently swaying, hips pressed together, as the song gently rolls on. It’s the most serene moment of my life. I haven’t felt anything this peaceful. To be here, with him, listening to this soft, romantic music – it’s heavenly. It reminds me of how good I feel after we make love and I’m lying in bed with his warmth pooling inside me.

A sudden noise distracts a few people around me. I follow their gaze. Someone is shouting nearby, getting closer. A dark figure storms into the room, gesturing wildly. A member of the hotel staff tries to stop the person, but it’s too late. The figure steps forward and into a pool of pulsing red light. I gasp.

‘Will?’

He sees me. He sees us. My husband sees me dancing with Jensen – body to body, hip to hip – while a soft, romantic song plays. His face twists with fury.

‘You motherfucker!’

He jabs a finger toward Jensen. Even though he’s still maybe twenty feet away, I can tell that he’s drunk. Really drunk.

Jensen releases me. He steps forward, a protective arm over my body, squaring up to Will. Jensen raises his other hand, gesturing for Will to slow down.

‘You touched my fucking wife, you motherfucker!’

Will strides forward. People are staring at us now, watching this crazy drama unfold. The hotel employee hangs back, talking urgently into a radio.

‘We’re just dancing.’ Jensen is trying his best to sound friendly, but his body is tense. He reminds me of a crouching lion, ready to strike. ‘Calm down.’

‘Have you fucked her?’ Will’s voice is almost a shriek.

My jaw drops. People glance at me, stunned by this accusation. I try to push forward and calm Will, but Jensen keeps his arm in the way, protecting me.

‘No, man! Of course not.’

Jensen is a better liar than me, but Will isn’t going to believe him. Will is never going to believe either of us again. He steps up to Jensen, squaring up, shoulders hunched, fists clenched. My stomach backflips. Will is at least five inches shorter than Jensen, but he doesn’t care.

‘Fuck you!’

Will shoves Jensen, who takes a half-step back and maintains his ground. He keeps his arm extended as a barrier between me and my enraged, drunk husband. All my co-workers watch with intense fascination. I want the ground to swallow me up. This is the worst moment of my life.

At least, the worst moment so far. In a few seconds, it gets even worse.

Will raises a fist and swings at Jensen. It’s a wild, drunken punch thrown by a man who has never been in a fight in his entire life. Jensen easily dodges. He sidesteps away from me, drawing Will’s attention. My drunk fucking idiot husband swings again, teeth bared, almost roaring in hatred.

‘Come on, man.’ Jensen deflects the blow as though swatting a fly. ‘Let’s go talk about this.’

‘Fuck!’

Will charges forward and throws another wild, furious punch, swinging with all his anger. Years of bitter hatred are in that clenched fist.

This time, Jensen deflects the blow and steps forward, closing the distance between them. He brings his left hand across. I watch it in slow motion. Jensen’s open hand smacks Will in the side of the head. It looks like a glancing blow, with barely any force behind it.

But Will staggers and slumps forward, eyes rolling. Jensen catches him, stopping Will from collapsing to the floor.

And just as fast as it started, the fight is over. Two burly security guards appear from behind Will. They grab my semi-conscious husband and Jensen, hauling them both toward the door. Everyone is watching. The music continues playing, oblivious, but nobody dances. I feel eyes turning from the retreating men to me, waiting for my reaction. I remain rooted to the spot, totally numb, unable to do anything except watch.

Jensen glances back, putting a hand to his ear with a thumb and finger extended, indicating that he’ll call me. Then he is gone from sight.

Urgent whispers fill the room. I feel a hundred curious onlookers staring at me. Tears threaten to flow. I am humiliated and embarrassed and furious and lost.

‘Come on, let’s go.’

Kimberly is at my side. Ever-faithful, wonderful Kimberly. She grabs my arms and almost pulls me toward the door. I let her take me. We leave the room; leave the gazing eyes; leave the voices and whispers. People in the hallway look at us with confusion, unsure what’s caused all the activity.

She practically drags me back through the hotel to the reception. I see a small side window to the manager’s office. Jensen, Will, and the two security goons are on the other side. Jensen sits opposite Will. My husband clutches the side of his head.

‘That’s my husband!’ I gesture to the receptionist. ‘That’s my husband!’

‘Which one?’ Her face is grave.

‘The drunk asshole!’

‘I’m sorry, we’ve called the police.’

‘What?’

My jaw drops. I can’t fucking breathe. The room is spinning. Kimberly guides me to a padded guest chair and shoves a glass of water in my hand. Everything is happening too fast and too slowly at the same time. Kimberly tries to talk to the receptionist, but the woman shakes her head again.

I feel numb. Empty. A few familiar faces wander into reception, trying to find out what’s going on, but leave without answers. Fuck, they’re all going to be talking about me on Monday. They’ll all going to be wondering about me and Jensen.

But what about Will? What’s going to happen to him?

Blue and red flashing lights illuminate the room, flickering through the windows. My stomach plunges to the center of the earth. The cops are here.

The reception becomes a hive of activity. Uniformed men stroll through. They talk to the receptionist. They take with the burly security guards. They step into the manager’s office. I try to talk to them. I try to plead my case. Nobody listens to me.

First, my husband is hauled away. A deep bruise is already forming on the side of his face. He’s sniveling and his eyes are red and he has never looked so pathetic in all his life. He’s whisked away and dumped into the back of a police car.

Then Jensen emerges, one cop tugging him by the arm. Jensen’s hands are cuffed. He shoots me an apologetic look. I try to explain that he didn’t do anything, that he was attacked. Nobody hears me. Kimberly grabs my arms and pulls me away.

I stand at the entrance to the hotel, watching the cop car roll up the long driveway and disappear into the distance, leaving me behind. Moonlight reflects off the dull, still waters of the nearby lake. Somewhere behind me, I hear the slow, steady thump of music. Everyone is having a good time. Everyone except me.

###
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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.

Nicole is caught in a web of her own making. The more she tries to escape Jensen, the harder it becomes to stop. But her husband is deeply suspicious of all the flimsy excuses and lies. It’s time for Nicole to choose what kind of woman she wants to be.
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‘…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!
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