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‘Thank you so much for tonight. It was the best birthday dinner ever.’

I wrap my arms around Will’s neck. He pushes the front door closed and returns my embrace, pressing his body to mine. Warm breath tickles my neck. I bury my face in his shoulder.

‘You’re welcome.’

His arms hold me close for a moment. I feel the gentle pitter-patter of his heartbeat. A few short hours ago, I was on my knees in front of another man, vigorously sucking his cock. Now I’m in the loving grip of my husband. Again, I ask, what the fuck is wrong with me?

‘You know…’ Will’s voice turns mischievous. Naughty. Excited. His hands glide south and rest on the curve of my butt. ‘Tonight’s not over just yet. I still have one more present. You know, if you want it…’

He squeezes my ass, ensuring that I have no doubts as to the nature of this additional gift. My face is still buried in his shoulder, so he doesn’t catch my unconscious eye roll. As if that wasn’t obvious enough, he pushes his hips forward so I can feel the faint impression of his manhood on my leg. Such a charmer.

Normally, I would feel grossed out, appalled, or insulted by his actions. But tonight is different. Tonight, I betrayed my husband in a way that would crush his heart if he ever found out. I let another man lick my most intimate areas until I had the biggest orgasm of my life. I sucked another man’s cock with the kind of passion I have never shown for Will. I let another man climax all over my face – no, that’s not right; I encouraged and helped him come on my face with both hands. I needed it as badly as he did.

So tonight, I’m not feeling so grossed out, appalled, or insulted by Will practically dry-humping my leg like this. Tonight, I’m goddamn grateful that my little act of indiscretion didn’t completely undermine this marriage. Tonight, I feel like I’ve walked through the fire and emerged unscathed.

I grind my hips back into him, trying to reignite the spark between us once again. All thoughts of Jensen drift away and I turn all my undivided attention to the man hugging me; the man I swore to love, honor, and obey for the rest of my life. In my heeled shoes, he’s a little shorter than me, but that puts his manhood at just the right height to tease like this. He makes a murmur of approval. His hands grab my ass with more aggression, squeezing and groping the firm flesh. That bulge in the front of his pants gets larger. He kisses me on the cheek. I exhale with love.

Will turns his face to mine, lips barely an inch apart, eyes half-closed. He leans forward. I almost press my lips to his-

‘Wait!’

I put my hand up, blocking his kiss attempt. He looks at me, wounded, confused, lost, wondering why I would stop him from making out with me.

‘Uh, sorry.’ I try to think up a vaguely convincing lie. ‘Garlic breath.’

‘I don’t mind.’

‘I do. Come on, let’s go upstairs.’

I kick off my heels. We rush upstairs together, giggling like crazy, and head into the bathroom. My heart is pounding from that near miss. Sure, I’ve eaten a lovely dinner and enjoyed a glass of champagne, but my mouth still feels unclean. I grab my toothbrush and squeeze a generous dollop of toothpaste onto the bristles, before going to town on my teeth and removing any trace, taste, or smell of a certain someone else.

Will paws at my body, hands grabbing and squeezing at my ass. He lifts my skirt and groans at the sight of the tiny red thong nestled between my ass cheeks.

‘Holy fuck…’ He’s almost sighing with excitement. ‘You’ve been wearing this all fucking day. God, I haven’t stopped thinking about it.’

His hands start to roam my body, drifting further and further afield from my ass. One hand slides between my legs and cups the front of the thong.

‘Woah!’ He grins at me in the mirror. I scrub my tongue with the brush, making goddamn sure that my mouth is next to godliness for this next part. ‘Babe, you’ve been almost as horny as me, huh?’

I spit into the sink and shine my brightest smile on him. ‘I say, ‘You know how it is. I’ve been feeling sexy all day and thinking about you since this morning.’

He shoots me a dirty grin again and kneels on the floor, kissing my butt. I gotta admit, his kisses always hit the right spot. Little ripples of happiness begin to echo through me. He slips a hand into the thong and starts tugging it down, but pauses.

‘Are these… babe, I think these are inside out.’

I freeze. My hands grip the sink. I glimpse my stunned face in the mirror. Oh shit, oh fuck, how am I supposed to explain this? Can I come up with a reason for taking off my underwear during the day?

But Will doesn’t enough notice. He laughs and pulls the thong to my ankles, chuckling at my little mistake. He resumes kissing my ass. He steers away from the little tattoo on my hip. For once, I’m grateful that he showed restraint. It feels wrong to have two different men kiss that part of me on the same day.

I stand with my legs wider, giving him more access to my body. He spreads my intimate lips with his thumbs. I moan for him. I’m not that horny yet, but I like to encourage him.

‘Fuck, babe… wow!’ He runs a finger along my slit. I feel what he feels. My pussy is still coated with sticky cream, remnants of my earlier indiscretion with Jensen. Again, I freeze up. Again, he finds a way to justify it. ‘God, you really have been horny today, huh?’

Yeah, that’s right. I’ve been horny since eight this morning. The whole day, just gushing my panties because you bought me a thong to wear. I love this man, but sometimes he’s a fucking idiot.

‘Uh-huh.’ I wiggle my ass for him. ‘You wanna play with me?’

He stands up suddenly with a wicked, aroused gleam in his eye. He wraps one arm around my chest, cupping my throat. The other arm snakes around my waist, the fingers pawing at my womanhood.

‘You’re such a dirty girl.’ His voice is low and full of lust already. ‘God, you turn me on so much.’

His fingers start rubbing at my pussy lips with all the grace of a lion pouncing on a zebra. He slides between my legs, spreading my juices everywhere, and jabbing at my clit.

‘That feels good, huh? That what you like?’

I close my eyes to avoid looking at his gurning, self-congratulatory expression in the mirror. I give him a theatrical moan of pleasure. It feels okay, but not great. Of course, you can’t tell a man these things. They like to think they know best when it comes to female arousal.

‘I’ve been wanting to fuck you all night.’ He keeps talking, even though I’ve told him how much I don’t like it. ‘God, it would be so hot to bend you over the table and fuck you in the middle of the restaurant.’

The thought almost makes me snort. I can only imagine how fast we’d be tossed out of a place like that if we tried to get frisky on the silverware. But I go along with it, all the same.

‘Mm, yeah,’ I reach back and start caressing his bulge. ‘That would be so hot, wouldn’t it?’

‘Yeah!’ My approval seems to drive him even wilder now. I unzip his pants and reach inside, seizing my prize with one hand. ‘Imagine all those people watching us fuck. I could spank your ass and make you scream in the middle of the room.’

‘Uh-huh.’

‘And then I could-’

I turn around suddenly and silence him with a kiss. No more absurd talk or stupid porn fantasies. All I want is to be needed.

He kisses me back, still pawing at my body. His fingertips are wet and sticky from my pussy. I massage his stiff member with one hand and gently ease it free of his shorts. It feels nice in my hand. Warm. Hard. Trembling at my touch. I try not to make a mental comparison between this penis and the last one I touched just a few short hours ago, but…

‘Let’s go to bed.’ I look into his face, giving him those sexy fuck-me eyes that all guys love. For once, he gets the hint without saying anything stupid.

We move over to the bed together. We take off the rest of our clothes. I put mine in the laundry basket. He tosses his toward the basket and misses. I take out my earrings and we embrace again at the side of the bed, this time making out and pressing our naked bodies together. His warm cock throbs between us, desperate for attention.

I push him onto the bed with a playful smile. He leans back into the pillow, gazing at my nudity with utter appreciation.

‘You sure, babe?’ He cocks an eyebrow. ‘It’s your birthday, I should be the one fucking you…’

I retrieve a condom from the open pack inside the bedside table and toss it. He catches it from the air and tears the foil open with his teeth.

‘It’s my birthday,’ I give him a naughty smile, ‘and I always come harder when I’m on top, so I want to do this.’

He grins like the cat who got the cream. Guys love it when a woman takes control. It means they don’t have to do anything and they get to feel like studs. Will unrolls the condom over his manhood and nods for me to go ahead. I climb onto the bed and straddle him and gently sink back into his lap. The tip of his latex-covered manhood brushes my burning-hot lips. I lean back and swallow him whole.

‘Oh, fuck!’ He stares into my eyes with wonder and lust. ‘Fuck, babe!’

I start to grind in his lap, fast and hard, rolling my hips back and forth. His hard cock moves inside me, hitting my inner walls just right. It feels like a series of wonderful sparks exploding in my belly. Each stimulation feels better than the last.

My husband’s cock fills me in just the right way, applying enough pressure to my body to make me moan over and over with each movement. He grabs my tits and squeezes. I let him. He starts moving underneath me, pushing up with his hips and driving himself a little deeper into me. That one- or two-inch difference makes me moan even louder. I feel the fire starting to rise in my belly, that familiar intensity beginning to settle. I want this. I need this.

He grabs my ass while I ride him, still looking up at me with wonder in his eyes. He says, ‘God, I can’t wait to fuck this ass!’

For a moment, I have no idea what the fuck he’s talking about. But then I remember. Our upcoming anniversary. I had said something about maybe considering doing anal with him for the first time. Part of me hoped he had forgotten about that. Obviously not. I grab his hands and put them back on my breasts. His focus should be on the here and now, not on the future.

By now, I’m fucking my husband at a furious pace, rocking the bed underneath us with the energy of my lovemaking. Will’s face twists in pleasure, his eyes bugging out in shock. Have I ever ridden him like this before? I don’t know. All that matters is getting off. I want to come. I need to come. I need my husband to make me come!

‘Babe-!’ His voice is a choked gasp. ‘Babe, fuck!’

‘Yeah?’ I smile down at him, loving the stunned expression on his face. He can’t believe how good I’m fucking him. ‘You like me fucking you like this, huh? You like me fucking you so good?’

He can’t answer me. His mouth opens, but all that escapes is a guttural groan of utter bliss. His body starts to tense beneath me. His hands grip my breasts for dear life. I know these signs. I’ve known these signs for years.

‘Don’t come yet!’ I reach down and gently press two fingers to my swollen clit. ‘I want to come with you; don’t come yet!’

Will responds with another guttural moan. I close my eyes and focus on how good it feels. I’m fucking my husband. His cock is inside me. My clit loves the delicate circling motion of these soft fingertips. Just a little more, just a little more. I need to come with him!

But the harder I try to force it, the more elusive it feels. Like grabbing a shadow. I desperately yearn for this. But that pressure in my belly doesn’t increase. I don’t feel the sudden oncoming rush of a runaway train surging through me, even with my fingers performing their magic at my most sensitive place.

I try to think of erotic things. I recall all the sensual experiences Will and I have enjoyed together, but they’re not working for me. I need to tip the scales. I need to think of something overwhelmingly sexy that can get me off – now!

‘Oh, babe!’ He makes a strangled cry now. He can’t hold it any longer. He shudders in bed, pushing his cock into me as deep as it can reach. I bite my lip to keep from howling in frustration. Just wait a little longer, I’m almost there too…

His cock jerks inside me. The condom pulses. I feel it swell and rebound, keeping all his warm come contained inside. Warm come. Warm, sticky, fresh come. On my face. Landing on my skin.

My mind grabs a single memory. A brand-new memory. The thought of me, making Jensen come with my hands and mouth, begging him to come all over my face, feeling his orgasm spurt across my cheeks and lips and tongue, hearing his moans of pure fucking lust as I coaxed every last goddamn drop from those huge fucking balls-

‘Yes!’ Now it’s my turn! ‘Yes! I’m coming!’

The taste of his cock on my tongue. The feel of his cock in my hands. The way he licked my pussy and made me scream. The way he touched my body.

‘Je-!’ I catch myself just in time; before I say the wrong name. ‘Jesus! I’m coming!’

I look into my husband’s eyes, watching his face as I climax on top of him. He looks completely stunned by my aggression, helpless to do anything except take it all.

My pussy squeezes and grips him as tight as it can, loving the sensation of being filled. My body cries out for more, more, more. I want to keep going, keep fucking, keep coming with the man I married-

But we both know that it’s over. His manhood is already beginning to wilt inside me, returning to its slumbering state once more. My pussy wants to be satisfied, but there’s nothing else to do.

I slowly come to a rest and let him slip out of me. The condom flops onto his belly, the tip bulging with creamy white goodness. It’s not nearly as much come as-

‘Wow.’ He’s almost hoarse. ‘Fucking hell, wow.’

I lean forward and kiss him softly on the lips. We’re both breathing hard, but I could easily go for another round. Will, on the other hand, is utterly spent, like a boxer who went hell-for-leather in round one and still has four more to go.

‘Thank you, baby. This was the best birthday ever.’

Will hugs me tight until I gently roll off and go to my side of the bed. He removes the condom, ties a knot in it, and stuffs it back into the wrapper. We spoon together. He nuzzles me and kisses my shoulder. God, what I wouldn’t give for him to get hard again and fuck me like this… But he’s done for now. In our younger days, maybe we could go two or three times a night. Not anymore. Now we have to make each session count, even if those sessions leave us badly wanting more.

****

Kimberly stares at me as though I’ve just started talking in perfect Swedish all of a sudden. She blinks and frowns.

‘Takeaway?’ She looks from me to the coffee barista and out to the rain-dotted windows at my back. ‘You want… to take these away?’

‘Yeah.’ I try to sound casual and confident. ‘Why not? It’s nice to take a walk sometimes. We don’t always have to drink these in here.’

‘Sometimes, yeah.’ She giggles in disbelief. ‘But not on days like this.’

Rain taps at the window and blows past the door. People walk past the coffee shop with coats, hoods, and umbrellas. It’s not a good day to walk around outside, but the coffee shop is packed today. Almost every table is full. Conversation bubbles in loud little pockets, all fighting to be heard over one another.

‘I just thought it would be easier to talk out there.’ I give her a knowing look, placing enough emphasis on the word “talk” for her to finally get what I mean.

‘Oh, you want to talk? Privately.’ She gets that filthy grin. ‘I get you. Sure, we’ll have those to go.’

Kimberly pays for the order. We stand in silence and wait for the drinks. I can almost feel her excitement hanging in the air. She glances around at all the people taking up tables in our hangout spot, as though cursing them for trying to escape the rain.

We take our fresh coffees. Kimberly buttons up her coat and almost pushes me toward the door. I stop to let an elderly man walk inside, before finally stepping out into the main body of the mall. This part isn’t under a glass shelter. In one direction, I see people huddled under various storefronts. La Fever, the lingerie store, is open for business. The clothing store still advertises its huge sale.

‘This way.’ Kimberly takes me by the arm and guides us off to a smaller, quieter part of the mall. We slip beneath an awning above an empty store. The awning blows in the wind, scattering raindrops down over us at random intervals, but at least it’s drier and nobody will overhear us.

‘Okay.’ She clutches the coffee in both hands for warmth, using it to ward off the cold. ‘What do you want to talk about?’ Her eyes gleam with excitement.

I look around, pretending to check for nearby people, but in reality, trying to steel myself to say what I need to say.

‘Uh, so, last night…’ Words fail me. I know that Kimberly is the last person in the world to judge me for anything, but it’s so hard to put what happened into words. I take a deep breath and start from the beginning. ‘When I left the bar last night, I didn’t actually go straight to the restaurant…’

Kimberly listens to my mad, blurting story in rapt silence. I spill everything almost in a single breath, sparing no detail. I tell her how I went to Jensen’s apartment; how we walked around; how we ended up in his bedroom; how we started making out. When I start to talk about how we began taking each other’s clothes off, her bottom jaw almost snaps off.

‘We kind of got half-naked,’ I try to keep talking, scared that I’ll lose courage otherwise. ‘And then we got on the bed and he went down on me – and it was so good – and then I gave him a blowjob, and then… and then…’

‘And then?’ She tries to prompt me with a frantic nod of her head. She’s so invested in the story that this pause for breath is almost unbearable. ‘What happened? Did you…’

I put a hand to my mouth and drop my voice down to almost a whisper. She leans closer to hear the finale of the tale.

‘I let him come on my face.’

Kimberly gasps. She looks at me with half astonishment and half admiration, seeing me with new eyes. I don’t know whether to be proud or ashamed. Today, I’m leaning more towards ashamed. I didn’t want to tell anyone about what happened, but this secret is burning a hole in my chest and I need to talk about it.

‘Holy shit, wow.’ Her eyes fill with wonder. ‘That’s so amazing. Were you, like, really in the zone or did he ask to do that?’

‘It just happened.’ I can’t explain it properly. ‘He told me about how he used to come on girl’s faces and I thought, you know, it would be kind of hot if I did that for him, too.

‘And was it?’

I nod. ‘So hot. I’ve never done that before. It was… yeah. Messy as fuck afterward, but really hot.’

I finally stop talking and take a deep drink of my coffee. It’s cold today. I should have worn a thicker coat. The breeze is shooting up the arms of this one.

‘Wow. You bad girl.’ She nudges me like she’s proud of the dirty, cheating monster I’ve become. ‘Now you’ve got to tell me… how big?’

‘Big.’

‘Eight? Nine? You’re fucking killing me, don’t be coy now.’

I hesitate as a harassed-looking family bustle past us, parents almost dragging their kids behind them to escape the rain. My feet are cold.

‘At least nine. Probably bigger. Close to ten. I didn’t measure.’

Kimberly stares at me, waiting to see if that’s a joke. But it’s not. It’s the truth. She exhales with wonder.

‘Goddamn, I was right. I said nine, didn’t I?’ She shakes her head as if patting herself on the back for a job well done. ‘I can’t believe you’re so lucky. Nine inches and gorgeous. God, I kinda hate you right now. I can’t remember the last time I had that much cock…’ Her expression turns sly. ‘So… what happened after that?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Come on, don’t leave me hanging. Did you do it? Did you fuck him?’

I shake my head with a definitive no. ‘By then, I was running super late to the restaurant, so he took me there and walked back home.’

She looks impressed. She says, ‘A gentleman who comes on your face and does a taxi service. Times have changed since my day.’

I laugh. God, it feels so good to get that off my chest. Every time I think about what happened, I get this crazy whirlpool feeling in my gut. Sometimes the memory is the hottest thing that ever happened. Sometimes I feel like the worst human on earth. It’s easily the best and worst thing I have ever done.

Kimberly takes a sip of her coffee and immediately sticks out her tongue.

‘Fuck, that’s hot!’ She scowls. I laugh again. It feels like a weight has been removed from my chest. ‘Okay, can I ask you something?’

I shrug. I have nothing to hide from her. I just told her my deepest, darkest secret.

‘If you didn’t have to go to the restaurant, would you have fucked him?’

The question makes me pause. Truth be told, I’m not sure what would have happened next. I cleaned myself up in Jensen’s gorgeous bathroom and he gave me a gentle hug from behind and I felt his cock stirring in readiness for round two. What would I have done next? Would we have… gone all the way? Done “it”? I truly don’t know. I haven’t had time to process the various “what if?” scenarios posed by our brief dalliance together.

‘I don’t…’ Words fail me. ‘I don’t know.’

She runs her tongue across her teeth as if pondering the imponderable. We fall silent for a moment and drink our coffees. She still scowls at the temperature but swallows this time. Rain splashes down from above. People rush past us, heading for their cars or the stores.

‘What?’ I try to prompt Kimberly. The expression on her face is killing me. As always, she seems to have this worldly experience that grants her a different perspective on all my problems. ‘What are you thinking? Should I come clean? Should I tell Will?’

She blinks and flinches as though I’ve slapped her.

‘Why the fuck would you tell him?’ She tuts. ‘No, this is something private and personal. A little secret between you and him… and now me. That makes it all the more fun, right?’

‘Yeah.’

‘So why ruin a good thing?’ She gives me that wise old sage look. ‘No, there’s no reason to tell him. I mean, look at it this way – does fooling around with Jensen do something for you that you can’t get at home?’

I think about that for a few seconds. When I’m with Jensen, I feel electric sparks of excitement and lust and desire. I get the urge to be wild and free and fun. He makes me embrace a side of myself that I never thought about before. Would I have pushed Will into a locker room at the gym and made out with him? No. Would I have let Will feel me up in the middle of a gig, surrounded by hundreds of people? Again, no. Would I have sucked his cock with such passion and ordered him to explode all over my face? Once more, no.

But why? There’s nothing wrong with Will. Not on the surface. He’s my husband. We have a great connection. But do we have the right connection? I have a connection with Jensen; one that already seems intense. God, I’ve done more with Jensen in just the past month than I did with Will in the first six months of our relationship.

‘It’s just a fling.’ I shake my head. ‘That’s all it is. Just a stupid fling. A summer romance. We’ll finish this job and he’ll be transferred somewhere else and we’ll never see each other again. By the time he finds some other chick to hit on, he won’t even remember my name.’

Kimberly scoffs. That single snort tells me all I need to know about her opinion.

‘He’s into you. Big time. I can see it in the way he looks at you.’ She shakes her head, disappointed in me. ‘The real question is, what are you going to do about it?’

‘Nothing.’ I’ve been asking myself the same thing since last night and it’s the best answer I can give. ‘I’m not going to do anything. I’m gonna avoid him at all costs and remain totally professional in the office.’

She stares at me in horrified wonder. That expression tells me that this is the right course to take. Anything that horrifies Kimberly is probably the right course of action.

‘Girl, you need to get fucking laid.’ She sighs.

‘I did!’ For some reason, I feel indignant at the way she assumes my bedroom is as lifeless as hers. ‘I got laid last night, after dinner, thank you very much.’

She takes a drink of her coffee, amusement gleaming in her eyes. She swallows and says, ‘Sex with your husband is not getting laid. That’s just routine at this point. How was it? Be honest. Was it good? Did you feel your world change when you did it?’

‘It was… it was nice. Sweet.’

Another scoff. She says, ‘Sweet is not good sex. I mean, you need to get laid. Capital L-A-I-D. The kind of intense, rough, passionate sex that makes you scream his name and leaves you both panting in a pool of sweat and you can’t even walk after because he fucked the strength out of you.’

A woman walks past, holding her young toddler by the hand. She catches a snippet of our conversation and throws a dirty look at Kimberly. We both hold back laughter until she’s out of earshot.

‘Like that!’ Kimberly gestures to the woman as she walks away. ‘Do you want to be like that, dragging your kid all over the place to get him new shoes or whatever and shoot daggers at people who want to enjoy sex?’

I laugh at the absurdity of it all and drink my coffee for a moment. It warms my belly, despite the chill in my arms. Kimberly turns her focus back to me with a devilish smile.

‘What did his cock taste like?’

I grimace. ‘I don’t want to talk about this anymore. Let’s talk about something else. Anything. The weather.’

She rolls her eyes in disappointment before replying.

‘Your anniversary is coming up, right?’ I give a slow nod of confirmation, wondering where she’s going with this. ‘Got anything exciting planned?’

It takes me a moment to think straight. After all this talk about Jensen and sex, my regular life schedule has evaporated.

‘Uh, we’re going out somewhere, I think. Somewhere nice. We’re both working during the day, so we’re just going to have a nice romantic meal together in the evening. Maybe some romantic fun after that.’

I smirk, daring her to try and rib me for having such a low-key anniversary evening. But she surprises me by holding back her barbs and jabs, for once.

‘You wanna have a little shopping trip together before that? Get an exciting outfit, some naughty underwear, all that fun stuff?’

‘Okay, yeah. Sure. That would be fun.’ Only Kimberly could actively encourage me to pursue another man and then try to spice up my marriage in the next breath. Every time I think I understand her, she surprises me again.

‘Oh, by the way…’ Her expression turns mischievous again. ‘Did you like your birthday present?’

My birthday present. The one she told Jensen to buy for me. The vibrator with all the speed functions and attachments and enough bells and whistles to scare off wildlife. The vibrator I left in his bedroom during my frantic exit.

I smack her on the arm. She laughs with glee.

****

Will’s soft breathing fills the air in our dark bedroom. Usually, the sound of his steady, rhythmic sighs helps me drift off. But not tonight. I can’t switch off.

I nestle into his chest, feeling the steady drumbeat of his heart on my cheek. Tomorrow, I face another long, boring day at work, so I need to rest up, but my body just isn’t letting me drift off. Even now, using my husband as a pillow and listening to his gentle wheezing exhales, I’m not relaxed. What’s wrong with me?

Every time I close my eyes, I leave the sanctity of my marital bed and return to Jensen’s bedroom. Sometimes I’m lying on his bed with my legs in the air, staring into his delighted eyes while a climax explodes in my chest. Sometimes I’m kneeling on the floor between his feet, furiously sucking his huge cock with all the skill and determination I possess. The images are so real and vivid that my eyes snap open and I’m transported back to this dark bedroom, where my husband sleeps in blissful ignorance.

I hear a small, faint buzz from somewhere behind me. Will doesn’t stir. I ease away and roll over onto my side of the bed, reaching for my phone. There are no messages. I frown in confusion. Then I remember the other phone, the “work” phone that Kimberly arranged for me and Jensen to communicate. It’s in my bag on the floor. I reach down and snatch it up.

There’s a single message from the sole contact saved on the phone. I don’t even need to say his name.

‘Hey, hope you had a good weekend.’

I read and re-read the message, trying to unpick all the potential hidden meanings that might be encoded within. But there don’t seem to be any. It’s just a friendly message from a co-worker – a hot, muscular co-worker who came all over my face – enquiring how my weekend has been.

What is he trying to say? Is this his way of telling me that everything is cool between us and we’ll remain professional tomorrow? Does he want another encounter with me? Well, that isn’t happening. No chance.

I start typing out a long message, detailing all my thoughts and feelings. It was fun but wrong. I’m married, I can’t do that again. We should just be friends. My thumb hovers over the send button. I read over my message again and delete it. Instead of replying, I turn off the phone and put it away.

Sleep doesn’t claim me for a long time. When it finally does, I dream about Jensen – his face, his smile, his touch.

****

I shut myself away in my office and work all morning, barely slipping away to make a cup of coffee. The last thing I want to do is run into Jensen in the hallway. What would we do? What would we say? “Hey, good to see you, thanks for coming on my face”?

Despite the nervous knot in my gut, I’m still dressed to kill. My shoes have higher heels. My office attire is more revealing than most, accentuating the curves of my toned body and the roundness of my DD-cup chest. In truth, I’m not doing it to appeal to Jensen. I’m doing it for myself. I like feeling sexy. I like the way my male co-workers look at me with wide eyes and open mouths as if they never thought of me as a woman before. It’s endearing, amusing, and makes me feel like the hottest thing on two legs.

Just before lunchtime, there’s a knock at my door. I look up with a sudden rush of adrenaline in my veins. There are only two people who usually enter my office.

‘Come in.’ I try to sound calmer than I feel. What if it’s him? What do I say to him? God, what if he asks why I’ve ghosted him since the other night?

But there’s no need to worry. The person entering my office is Jenny, the receptionist. She’s got a bright smile and a bright, beautiful bouquet of flowers.

‘Delivery for you!’ She has sing-song happiness in her voice that you either love or hate. ‘Someone is a lucky lady!’

‘For me?’ I stare at the approaching bouquet with bemusement. ‘Are you sure?’

‘The delivery guy had a card with your name on it!’ Jenny hands the bouquet over to me. It’s a fairly large bunch, wrapped up tight at the base in clear plastic to keep a little water inside during transportation.

The flowers are beautiful. An array of bright colors and wonderful smells, some beginning to bloom, others still budding. The sight of them makes me smile.

‘You have the sweetest husband ever!’ She gives me the little sealed card stamped with my name, Nicole Allen. I take it and sit back, staring at the forest spectacle that just blossomed on my desk.

‘Yeah… yeah, I do.’

Is Will sending me flowers at work? That’s got to be a first. I guess he can be sweet and thoughtful, now and then. Jenny walks back out of the office with a bright, happy chuckle of delight and leaves me alone with the flowers. I open the card and read the message.

Thank you for a wonderful night.

J

P.S. I put your birthday present in the bottom drawer.

My mouth drops open. Flowers… from Jensen? I don’t know what to do. What to say. How to feel. I’m so goddamn confused right now. Do guys always send flowers to girls after they come on them? I have no idea; I’ve never let a guy do that to me before.

Part of me wants to rush over to Kimberly and tell her, right now. If she thought Jensen was a gentleman before, this will blow her mind.

I carefully fold the card up and open the bottom drawer of my desk. As promised, a plain-looking box is hidden carefully inside. I know exactly what’s inside that package. I wonder how Jensen reacted when he returned to his apartment and saw it lying on the floor.

No! Bad Nicole! Stop thinking about him!

But I can’t. Bright, beautiful, aromatic flowers are all that I can see and smell. It’s such a thoughtful gesture. And he thanked me for a wonderful night, too. He thought it was wonderful; that what I did was worthy of thanks and praise. My heart swells with pride. How many other girls have sucked his cock like that? How many times has he come on their faces? Did he buy them flowers as a thank-you present after?

The scent fills the air of my office. I can’t stop smiling. I look at those beautiful flowers and feel a surge of excitement in my veins. The flowers make me think of Jensen. Thinking of Jensen makes me think about kissing him, blowing him, and coming for him. The surge of excitement turns into a fiery swirl of lust in my loins.

Shit!

I shake my head and try to snap out of this daydream. What’s happening to me? I’ve never been the type of woman to idly fantasize about sex or guys or anything like that, especially during working hours.

Something flashes on my computer screen, drawing me back to reality. A notification. There’s a meeting starting… now. Fuck!

I grab my notepad and dart out of the office. The conference room is almost full and Rob is already holding court at the head of the table, pointing up at his latest slideshow. I look around the table for somewhere to sit. There’s only one free space… and the man sitting next to this space is the man I swore I would never get close to again.

Jensen keeps his eyes on the projection. I walk toward him, heart racing. Nobody notices my slight blush as I sit down and flip open my notepad and try my best to ignore the man sitting to my left. Can anybody tell what happened between us? Of course not. But that doesn’t stop me from worrying.

It’s impossible to listen to Rob’s boring, monotonous waffle. Facts, figures, dates, and estimations wash over me in a blur of pie charts, bar charts, and chart charts. I begin to wish that I had prepared a fresh cup of coffee. Jensen suddenly scribbles something on his pad. I glance down, wondering what I’ve missed. On his notepad is a short sentence. Nothing to do with the meeting. It’s a message intended for me.

‘Everything okay?’

I sit up straight. His cool nonchalance is the polar opposite of mine. How can he be so unaffected by everything? How is he always this easy-going? I have no idea what to do or say or think. I scribble a quick reply and turn my focus back to the meeting.

‘Thx 4 flwrs’

He glances down at the page and makes a tiny, almost imperceptible, nod of acknowledgment. Nothing else happens. He gazes at the slideshow, not indicating that his mind is on anything else except the job.

My mind, however, is a crazy storm of insane thoughts and images. Just sitting next to Jensen is bringing back all kinds of memories. I can smell his cologne, his scent. I remember the last time we were this close together, as he raced my car through the streets while I reapplied my ruined makeup. God, I can almost feel the warmth of his come on my face again.

That final memory makes my cleft throb. I adjust myself in the seat, trying not to squirm in front of everyone. Heat creeps along my thighs. It’s impossible to be this close to him and play it cool. All I want to do is… is…

‘Is that okay with you, Nicole?’

Jensen nudges me. I suddenly realize that Rob has asked me a question and several people are looking at me.

‘S-sorry?’

‘Are you happy with that?’ Rob gives me a calm, yet blank, look. Whatever he’s talking about is not going to be repeated and I can’t exactly admit that I wasn’t listening.

‘Sure.’ I flash a wide, confident smile. ‘Absolutely, yes, that’s fine with me.’

‘Great, I’ll put you down.’

I nod with confidence that I don’t feel. Goddamn, now what have I agreed to do?

Rob breaks up the meeting. I breathe a sigh of relief. Several people stand up and head of out the room immediately. Before I can join them, Jensen puts a hand on my notepad.

‘If you have a moment,’ he keeps his voice low, yet professional, ‘I could really use your help.’

‘Sure.’

We walk out of the room together. Nobody would ever know how hard my heart is racing just looking at us. We look like any other professional team in the office. Jensen talks about some pieces of missing paperwork, some reference to an old document somewhere in the files. I nod and make the right noises, wondering where the fuck he’s going with this story. He leads me down the hallway, past my office, to a door I’ve rarely entered in all my time on this job. The records room. He opens the door and we walk inside.

The room is long and thin. Filing cabinets line all the walls from floor to ceiling. Shelving units occupy any remaining space in tight rows, with barely enough room to squeeze through and examine the moldering cardboard boxes stacked in neat rows. It’s the kind of room most workplaces assembled for their paper storage and abandoned once computers took over everyone’s desks. Now it’s a monument to offices from yesteryear.

Jensen flicks on a light and leads me deeper into the room, out of sight should anyone enter. My mouth turns dry. What does he want from me? And why here? He finally stops walking.

‘I doubt you’ll find anything relevant back here.’ I nod to the shelves. ‘This stuff hasn’t been touched since the Soviet Union was a thing.’

‘Are you okay?’ He turns to face me now, his expression full of concern.

Something about the look in his blue eyes catches me off-guard. He’s worried about me. Really, genuinely worried. It’s endearing.

‘I’m fine.’ No man ever believes a woman when she says those two words, but it’s the truth. ‘Why do you ask?’

‘Well, after the other night…’ He lets the rest of the sentence hang in the air. We both vividly recall the events of that evening. ‘I hope you weren’t in trouble. I was really worried that I messed things up for you.’

‘I was fine. It was fine.’ I try to wave it off, but can’t. ‘I mean, it wasn’t totally fine, my husband was pissed, thirty minutes late for dinner, and no good excuses.’

‘What did you tell him?’

‘That I lost track of time.’

A shimmer of delight crosses his face. He nods and leans casually against a filing cabinet. He says, ‘We both did.’

I fail to hide a little smile.

‘I’m glad that everything was okay.’ His face has that wonderfully handsome glow. ‘I figured that you couldn’t respond, or maybe you were trying to lie low for a while.’

‘You guessed right.’ I loosen up a little now and let my arms hang limp. There’s no danger here. I can be honest with him; he already knows. ‘I was kind of trying to keep my distance, too. I don’t trust myself around you.’

‘Really?’ He gives me a curious tilt of his head. ‘How come?’

I gesture to my face. He grins. I grin. He laughs. I laugh. We both crack up together. It feels so good to get it out in the open and laugh. We can both move on from that moment.

Finally, Jensen gets himself back under control and says, ‘For what it’s worth, that was amazing. One of the most incredible things that has ever happened to me.’

‘Yeah, I got your flowers.’ I shoot him a daring smile. ‘Bet you sent those to all the other girls, too.’

‘Never.’

I search his face for a hint of humor or a trace of untruthfulness, but there is none. As always, he’s being straight with me.

‘They’re beautiful. I hope you didn’t spend a lot on them.’

He shrugs. ‘They were worth every cent.’

A heavy silence falls between us. Somewhere in the office beyond our little world, I hear a phone ringing and the quiet, muted thump of footsteps on the carpet. Nobody knows we’re in here. Nobody is looking for us. Anything could happen. Heat pools in my stomach, in my thighs, in my cleft. I’m all alone with him… again.

‘I’ve been thinking about you all weekend.’

His sudden confession stuns me. I can’t find a suitable reply.

‘Not just the – you know – what we did. I can’t stop thinking about you.’ Our eyes meet. The look on his face is both honest and full of desire. ‘What about you?’

I try to play dumb. I say, ‘What about me?’

‘Have you thought about me?’

My first instinct is to lie, to say that I haven’t spared him a single thought since the moment we parted ways outside the restaurant. But then I remember talking with Kimberly in the rain; a discussion that was entirely about Jensen. And then I remember making love to Will – hard, passionate, furious, bed-shaking sex – and how I had to think about Jensen to climax.

‘Yes.’ The word leaves my lips like a sigh on the wind. Jensen nods with understanding. ‘But… Jensen, we can’t…’

‘We can’t?’ Again, that curious expression. ‘Why not?’

‘I’m married.’

If I thought those two words would deter this man or turn him away, I was wrong. Instead, he gives me that confident smile and shrugs.

‘I don’t mind.’ His voice is low but clear.

‘I do. I’m married, I need to… to…’

Words fail me. I need to what? To be faithful? We’re already well past that hurdle. Do I need to be honest? I’ve already lied to my husband a dozen times over.

Being here in this enclosed space with such a gorgeous man makes it hard to think straight. I’m trying to focus on the right things – my husband, my marriage, my vows – but when I look into Jensen’s face, all of that melts away like ice cream on a scorching sidewalk. How can I call myself a faithful wife after the things I’ve done?

He takes a small step toward me, closing the already short distance between us. His face is confident, calm, collected.

‘I’m not going to steal you away from your husband or anything like that,’ he says in that low, deep rumbling voice, the voice that makes my knees feel weak. ‘And I’m not going to ruin your marriage.’

‘Then what do you want?’

He stops just in front of me, his face close to mine. It would be so easy to slap him or kiss him, I can’t decide which right now. He answers my question with a single word.

‘You.’

I swallow hard, looking into those gorgeous blue eyes, heart racing in my chest, body on the edge of melting or bolting for the door. This is way too dangerous. I should leave, I should shove him away and run for the door and never look back. But I can’t. I can’t because I don’t want to run away. I want to feel these things and enjoy him gazing at me with that obvious, unrestrained hunger and lust.

‘We… we can’t.’ The words sound pathetic in my head. Out loud, they sound even weaker.

‘Why not?’

He places a hand on my hip. I don’t shake it off. We look into each other’s eyes. God, he’s so tall. So masculine. So perfect.

‘It’s wrong.’ I swallow hard. He’s so fucking close to me. His lips are within reach.

‘Doesn’t that make it more exciting?’ He’s almost whispering now.

Tension rises in my chest, but it’s not the unpleasant kind. It’s not a heavy sensation of dread; more like the pre-arousal tingling that always ends with incredible stimulation. It’s the same tension I experienced a few nights ago, standing in Jensen’s bedroom, looking into his blue eyes and feeling that insatiable, magnetic pull between our bodies.

I can’t look away. I don’t want to pull out of his grasp or flee the room. I’m right where I want to be, where I need to be. He moves a little closer. Close enough to kiss. So fucking close. All I need to do is lean in and stretch out toward him.

‘I’m married.’ It’s the only thing I can think to say. The words are supposed to be a deterrent, but saying them out loud only makes this situation more exciting. Yes, I’m married. Yes, it’s wrong. Yes, it’s the most exciting thing that I’ve ever experienced.

‘I know.’ His mouth is so close to mine. His body is so near to me. Almost as close as he was the other night.

Fire rages in my belly. I want him. I need him. I shouldn’t feel these things. Oh, God, what’s happening to me?

‘What about my husband?’

‘What about him?’ His other hand rests on my cheek. It’s such an intimate gesture. The sensation of his firm, yet soft, hand almost makes me tremble. ‘Does he own you?’

The proud, fearless feminist in me answers him. ‘No.’

‘Does he give you everything you need?’

I can’t answer that. He knows I can’t answer that. If I was satisfied at home, I wouldn’t be in this room, with his hands on my body. I wouldn’t have gone back to his apartment by myself. I wouldn’t have done… any of the things we did together.

‘We’re not hurting anyone.’ He whispers the words in my ear. Warm breath tickles my skin. He places his lips on my neck. The fire in my belly explodes into an all-consuming inferno. I grab his shirt and pull him tight. He kisses my delicate neck hard and deep like he did the other night before we fell into bed together.

Oh, fuck, this is so, so wrong… And yet it feels like the best thing in the world. Intense desire floods my sex. I’m burning from the inside out. I’ve got to have him. Here. Now. Right now.

I run my hands through his hair. Our lips connect. My tongue seeks his with urgency. He responds. Our hands roam each other’s bodies. Electricity surges through me. Wants, needs, rights, wrongs – nothing matters. Nothing but him.

We kiss deep and fast, pawing at each other like horny teenagers behind the school gym. His bulging manhood presses into my leg, driving me wild with its firm pressure. I know how big it is and how sweet it tastes. I want… I want…

I pull away from him, shocking us both with the suddenness of my movement. We stare at each other in hunger for a long, long moment. He wants more. I want more. But we can’t.

‘Not here.’ My voice is hoarse with lust. ‘We can’t. Not here.’

He glances toward the door. We’re still totally alone. But footsteps creep past now and then, reminding me how close we are to other people and how easily we could be caught. Adrenaline courses through my veins, harder than it does after an intense workout.

‘My place,’ he says. ‘Tonight?’

I shake my head. ‘I… I can’t.’

We look at each other again. His expression has a tinge of hurt, as though he can’t believe I’m declining him. I rub my hands over my face. God, I’m so fucking lost here. What’s the right thing to do? What am I supposed to say?

He nods slowly, accepting my words. I feel like a fraud. Every fiber of my being wants this man. My body yearns for him in ways I didn’t know it could. But I’m trying to push him away.

I turn and walk away, hands at my sides. The wedding ring on my left hand has never felt so heavy or so cold.

****

We fall into a familiar pattern again. At work, we’re professional with one another. Almost cold and distant. In private, we message each other constantly. Sometimes flirty, sometimes friendly, but always with an undercurrent of strong sexual desire. We never discuss what happened in the file room, but we don’t need to – it’s perfectly obvious to both of us that we want a lot more than a quick fumble in a dark room together. But we do our best not to allow these feelings to overflow while we’re in the office.

I’m on the couch with Will one evening. He’s watching TV and I’m pretending to pay attention. My mind is constantly awaiting the next reply from Jensen to keep our conversation going. At some point, Will looks over at me.

‘When did you get a new phone?’

I almost drop the device in my surprise. My first instinct is to try and hide it, but that would be way too suspicious. Instead, I lock the screen and hold out the phone, letting him see it.

‘It’s from work.’ I turn it over so he can see the brand name. ‘We’re discussing a lot of sensitive material, so we can’t use our own phones.’

Will gives me an incredulous glance and checks his watch. He says, ‘It’s almost nine pm! You’re still talking about work?’

I shrug, playing it cool. No, I’m not talking about work at this time of the evening. I’ve been talking to Jensen about what he’s having for dinner and if two people could share it and what the dress code for such a meal would be.

He takes the phone from my hand, examining it as if he knows a single thing about phones and what makes one model better than another. I feel a crazy note of panic rising in my chest, but fight to remain calm. Will hems and haws, studying the screen and the camera and the access ports. Then he tries to type my usual passcode into the lock screen. Nothing happens.

‘You can’t open it.’ I take the phone back, a little irritated that he tried to invade my privacy. ‘It’s locked by fingerprint, company policy. You know how much trouble I could be in if they found out you saw something on here?’

I neglect to mention that the “trouble” I would face is not with work. Will nods, showing that understands, and raises both hands in innocence.

‘Okay, okay. Just curious, that’s all.’

After that incident, he never asks about the phone again. I feel him glancing at me now and then, wondering what has my attention or why I need to reply to a message late in the evening. But if he is suspicious, he says nothing.

****

I get home from a long day at work and a tough session at the gym. The house is dark. Will has gone out with his friends again, leaving me all to myself. Once upon a time, I didn’t enjoy these lonely evenings. Now, I crave them. Being alone gives me more time to talk with Jensen in private and not worry about prying eyes glancing at the discussion.

A thrill runs through me. I’m getting used to this feeling. It happens every time I’m near Jensen, talking to Jensen, or thinking about Jensen. He’s like a shot of vodka to my system, a syringe of adrenaline in my otherwise bland existence. My life has not been the same since the first moment we met.

I shower and wash the day from my body. Water flows down my warm skin, cleansing me and washing away bubbles of lotion. Images and memories surface in my mind, some bidden, some unbidden. I remember all the times Will slipped into the shower behind me and gently soaped my body, running his hands across me and sending me wild with desire.

But more than that, I recall sharing a specific shower cubicle with a specific man. I remember hiding in the gym shower, pressed body-to-body with Jensen. His lips pressed against mine. His hand sliding inside my shorts, cupping my burning-hot sex.

My hand slides south, tracing a path over my smooth, warm belly, following the same trail that Jensen kissed a few nights before. I close my eyes and drift away.

I’m no longer in my shower, in my house, in my street. I’m back in Jensen’s bed. His lips are on mine. His hands are all over me, cupping my firm breasts and teasing the hard pink nipples. I’m moaning into his mouth. Our bodies grind together in pure, desperate erotic need.

My fingers glide across the wet thatch of hair nestling above my cleft and find purchase on the warmth below. A sigh escapes my lips, echoing off the shower tiles. One finger gently teases me, stoking the fire in my sex, driving my need. I keep my eyes closed, preferring to stay in the fantasy for a little longer.

Fantasy-Jensen kisses my neck in the wonderful way he does. Tingles ripple through me. He undresses me, leaving me totally naked and defenseless and utterly willing in the middle of his bed. I grab his underwear and pull them down, freeing that huge, thick, powerful, amazing, delicious cock.

I slide on hand between my legs. Liquid heat spreads through me, sending warmth to the core of my being. Fingertips brush the most intimate parts of my sex, spreading me open and probing the slick, warm entrance. My clit swells, desperate to be teased and stroked. I’m burning up with need. My fingers aren’t enough. Not nearly enough.

Water flows down my body, snapping me back to reality. I need to get out of here. I need to get more comfortable. A quick fumble in the shower isn’t enough. My body yearns for a long, languid session. I need pleasure. Real pleasure.

I shut off the shower and towel the loose water droplets from my skin. The house is still quiet and empty. I close the drapes against the oncoming night and rummage through my closet, moving aside the pile of various gym outfits until find what I’m looking for.

Hidden at the back of the closet, underneath various clothes that my husband has no reason to touch, is a small, familiar box. I’ve only seen the contents once before, and only briefly. But now, finally, I have the time, space, and privacy to take a longer look. I open the box and extract the seven-inch-long purple vibrator with multiple speed settings and clitoral stimulators.

It feels strange in my hands. I’ve never owned a sex toy before. Never needed to – I’ve always had boyfriends or my fingers or a husband to scratch that itch for me. The texture is simple soft rubber. It looks like a cock, but purple. I twist the base and the vibrator comes to life in my hand, trembling in the air, pulsing with power.

‘Oh, wow…’ I run a finger over the soft little prongs positioned at the front, designed to throb against my clit. The prongs thrum and shiver and vibrate on my fingertip, bringing a smile to my face. I turn it off again. The trembling shaft falls silent and still, ready for action.

Okay, no more waiting around. I want to try this thing out for real now. My body yearns to be filled. I’ve got an itch my fingers can’t scratch tonight. I climb onto the bed and lie back, getting nice and comfortable. How is supposed to work? It feels kind of ridiculous, rubbing this fake purple cock up and down my hungry lips. Ridiculous, but nice.

My phone buzzes from my bag on the floor. Fuck, I hope that’s not Will. I want to take my time here and enjoy this moment. I open the bag and check both phones. It’s not Will.

It’s Jensen.

A naughty smile tickles the corner of my lips. He knows. He always knows the best time to reach out to me. I lean back into the pillows, vibrator in one hand, phone in the other, and read his message.

‘Having a good evening?’

Simple. Direct. Friendly. The kind of message that wouldn’t set off any alarm bells if it was overseen by unwanted eyes. I fire back a quick reply.

‘I am now. House to myself.’

Those three little dots appear for a moment as Jensen formulates his response. I slowly slide the vibrator up and down the length of my sensitive slit, letting my body get used to the strange new feeling of a rubber cock.

‘All alone?’ I can picture the wicked gleam in Jensen’s eyes as he replies. ‘Do you need company?’

The purple tip of this new toy slides seductively down my intimate lips, softly parting me, preparing my body for what is about to begin. It’s not the same size as Jensen’s – I’ve never seen a real cock that big before, let alone a pretend penis – but a girl can dream. If I close my eyes, it almost feels as thick as he did in my hand. It almost sends the same erotic thrill coursing through my veins.

‘I have company.’ I add a winking emoticon. ‘I’m about to try out my birthday present.’

Now I gently press the tip to my warm, wet entrance. All that teasing in the shower has prepared my sex for this moment. My entrance gently parts in anticipation. But this toy is larger and thicker than my body is used to receiving. I bite my bottom lip, feeling that wonderful, intoxicating mixture of pleasure and pain as my tight sex stretches wider in welcome. I’m breathing hard. It’s a strange but delightful sensation. Bigger than my husband, but it doesn’t feel the same. It lacks the warmth of the real thing, but it will do for now.

Jensen replies to my message with several of his own. The first is a smiling emoticon with hearts for eyes. The second reads, ‘Fuck, I wish I was there now.’ The third reads, ‘Just thinking about that makes me so hard.’

I gasp and slowly push the toy deeper into my white-hot sex. The image of Jensen’s huge, powerful, rock-hard cock fills my mind. It’s all I can see. So thick and strong. I remember how it throbbed in my hands. How firm it felt. How sweet it tasted. How much come pumped from the tip and poured across my face…

My hard, slow breathing turns to gasping moans. The toy sinks inside me, stretching my entrance wider, plunging deeper, inch by wonderful inch. Fuck, that feels so good! Not just the toy itself, but the size, the thickness, the shape. It seems to utterly fill my tight space in a way I haven’t felt before. The rubber head reaches a depth I have never experienced with my husband – or with anyone, for that matter. Little gasping groans of delight slip from my parted lips. It takes an effort of concentration to type a short reply to Jensen.

‘How hard?’

Now I slowly start to move my hand and fuck myself. Long and deep and slow. My pussy lips grip the retreating shaft as though not willing to part. The sensation is exquisite and erotic.

‘You want to see?’ I read his reply and hear his voice in my head. Low, masculine, rumbling tones that almost make me tremble.

‘Yes.’

I gasp in pleasure and push the vibrator inside. It fills every inch of the space inside my womanhood, stretching my lips and settling in as if it belongs there. The little rubber prongs rest on my clit, daring me to turn this thing on and see what it can do. But I wait for a moment, eyes glued to my phone, waiting for a reply.

Sure enough, Jensen delivers. A single image fills the screen on my phone: his massive cock, hard as fuck and ready for action. It somehow seems even more impressive like this, consuming the entire viewing space on the screen. I moan with lust, imagining that the purple, battery-operated cock between my thighs belongs to him. Sure, it’s not as long or nearly as thick, but it’s far, far larger than the cock my pussy is used to fucking…

My fingers twist the vibrator into action. Waves of delight hit me as hard and suddenly as an explosion in my gut. All the wind is knocked out of me. Holy mother of fuck, it’s so good! The head of the shaft buzzes deep inside me, trembling against the inner walls of my tunnel, making my eyes roll back in delight. The shaft throbs all over, hitting every good spot at the same time. A sudden, delicious thrumming brushes gently against my clit. It feels like the most intense massage I’ve ever had, all focused on bringing me incredible pleasure.

My vision blurs. Shrill wails of wordless bliss gush from my lips. My hand starts moving, sliding this unstoppable fuck machine in and out, my pussy lips desperately trying to grip the soaking, pulsing shaft with every motion. I can’t believe how good it feels. How intense. How intoxicating. Why haven’t I had one of these things for years already?

Another buzz distracts me for a moment. The phone. Jensen. I push the vibrator deeper inside and hold it still, letting the rich, powerful jolts rock my entire body. I moan louder. I can’t stop myself. Once, I fought the urge to make noises like this while messaging Jensen. Now I want him to know. I want him to hear my pleasure. His words are blurry, but I read them well enough.

‘How is your birthday present? Did I choose the right one?’

I almost drop the phone. My body shudders from head to toe. It’s so fucking wonderful. Now I understand the appeal of toys like these. No man could do this with his cock while fucking me.

‘Oh, fuck! Fuck!’ I moan with wonder and delight. My voice fills the silent air, echoing through the quiet house. Have I ever made noises like these before? I don’t know. I don’t care. I need more.

A crazy thought seizes my mind. I moan again and spring into action before my rational brain can stop me. I open the camera on my phone and take a single picture. A scintillating close-up of my birthday present in action; buried deep in these tight pink pussy lips, the shaft already slick with excitement, my fingers wrapped around the base.

I send the photo and turn my full attention back to the wonderful pressure building up inside me. My body trembles, writhing with pleasure. I squirm with uncontrollable relief, feeling wave after wave of utter bliss course through me. It feels like being in a wave pool, only the waves seem to originate at the core of my being. Every throb and thrum and pulse hits harder than the last. It’s impossible to withstand this sensation.

One final message appears in my hand. I can barely make it out. My eyes feel like they’ve come loose in my head and are about to roll free. But I can make out the message well enough. It’s another picture of Jensen’s rock-solid cock, but this time his large, masculine hand is wrapped around the base. He’s masturbating to me masturbating. My pleasure is his pleasure.

‘Yes!’ There’s nobody around to hear my triumphant cry of ecstasy. The word explodes from my mouth in a rush of air, pushed out by the intense pressure that suddenly releases from deep inside me all at once. I drop the phone and grab the pillow with my free hand, my body clenching and unclenching at the same time. My pussy squeezes tight around the fake purple cock, trying to hold it in place. But I can’t stop fucking myself. The plunging shaft sets my soul on fire. Every thrust feels more intense than the last. I can almost feel the vibrations rattling my teeth.

‘Oh!’

I’m in fucking rapture right now. My body is on the bed, but my soul is in space. I’m being fucked and filled and stretched and made to climax by him, by Jensen, by my perfect man. It’s wonderful. Perfect. Intense. Delicious. Can’t stop. Can’t stop. Can’t. Stop.

‘Babe?’

The sound of Will’s voice is like a bucket of old water to my system. I try to sit up, but I can’t. The vibrator throbs so hard that I can’t move. My arms have no strength. Fuck! Fuck!

The front door closes. Footsteps. Shoes falling to the floor. More footsteps. The squeak of stairs. All I can do is grab my phone and push it onto the floor to hide the evidence of my crime. I remain where I am, legs spread, vibrator trembling inside me, body lost in bliss.

My husband looks through the open bedroom door. His eyes almost pop like overinflated balloons. His jaw goes slack. He stares at me in disbelief, shock, and wonder. I don’t know what to do or say. Nothing like this has ever happened to me. I can’t explain the sudden presence of the vibrator or why I’m using it or why my pussy is so fucking creamy. I blurt out the first words that come to mind.

‘I missed you.’

His face brightens as though he’s won the lottery. He immediately starts shrugging off his clothes in a desperate frenzy, tossing his shirt and pants to the floor – not even trying to aim for the laundry basket – before hopping on the bed and joining me. His manhood is already at half-mast. I can’t help but notice the size. Will’s cock wouldn’t fill my phone screen, that’s for sure.

‘Room for one more?’ His eyes flash with excitement.

I ease the vibrator from my exhausted pussy and turn it off. Fuck, that was intense. One of the most powerful orgasms of my life. Almost as powerful as when Jensen-

No.

No, I can’t think about that. I need to focus on my husband.

‘Always room for you, babe.’ I roll over and kiss him, long and deep. Partly because I’m so wildly turned on that I can’t help myself. Partly to stop him from asking any questions.

Will returns my kiss, our tongues swirling like flickering flames. He squeezes my firm breasts and groans with desire. I’m already a molten mess. Even his clumsy fumbling feels good right now. Maybe too good.

His hand slips lower and grasps my sex. Warm, firm fingers press into my most intimate areas. Normally, this would feel good, but right now I’m far too sensitive to enjoy it. My sex can’t withstand any more stimulation at the moment.

I grasp his firm manhood and give it a playful squeeze. He groans into my mouth. My mind is a confusing mass of conflicting thoughts and sensations. Guilt for what he just caught me doing. Arousal from the pleasure of the experience. Fear that he might ask questions. I need to do something to take his mind off this, but my body can’t take any more intensity.

‘Oh, fuck…’ He brushes my sex again, eyes filled with wonder. ‘Holy fuck, you’re so wet. Guess you really missed me, huh?’

I give a sly nod, feigning embarrassment at my lack of control. I turn my attention to his body, to his pleasure. My hand squeezes his firm penis again. He sighs in pleasure. I try not to make mental comparisons between Will’s cock and the manhood of a certain somebody else, but it’s difficult. My hand wraps around Will’s cock with ease, leaving maybe an inch or two left standing above my fist. It’s not quite the towering monument to masculinity that Jensen’s shaft represents, but I’ve never had any reason to complain about it. At least, not before now.

He looks into my face with shining eyes, half-full of disbelief, like he can’t believe his luck. I kiss his chest and stomach – so soft, on the verge of flab, not firm and muscular and taut – and make my way down to his firm cock, moving my body so that he can’t touch me. This is all about him right now. I want him to feel good and to forget any awkward questions he might have.

I press my lips to the head of his manhood, planting a slow, sensual kiss on the most sensitive part of his body. He exhales a sharp, excited breath. I let my tongue flick across the head and down his shaft, attempting to replicate the same sensual oral sex I performed on Jensen. Sure, this cock might not be anywhere near the same size, but I can still enjoy myself with it.

Will moans, his eyes fixed on my face. I take him into my mouth and begin to suck with hunger, swallowing his length easily. He barely reaches the back of my throat. His size doesn’t feel uncomfortable in my mouth. I don’t even gag while sucking his cock.

‘Fuck!’ His face twists with passion. ‘Holy… fuck! You love sucking that fucking cock, huh?’

Instead of answering, I keep blowing him. I gently grasp his cock with one hand and suck the head in a frenzy of erotic lust. His body convulses on the bed, loving this, loving my mouth, loving what I’m doing to him. I feel the sexual goddess inside me beginning to awaken once more. My inner dirty slut rises from slumber, determined to make this man erupt with my skilled, seductive mouth.

But just as I begin to lose myself in the moment, Will ruins it. He grabs my head and starts thrusting his hips, attempting to fuck my mouth like our bedroom is the set of some gross porn movie. Even worse, he starts trying to talk dirty.

‘Yeah, fucking suck my cock! Fuck, that mouth is so good!’

Any pleasure I might have gained from this act dissipates like a scent in the wind. In a single moment, I am transformed from a wife giving her husband an intimate act of pleasure into a worthless hole for him to pump. My mouth might as well be a hand or a sex toy. I could be anyone in the world for all he cares at this moment.

‘Fuck, you’re so fucking dirty!’

Does it sound stupid to his ears too, I wonder? Does he hear himself say these words and ask if they were worth saying at all? Nothing positive, nothing encouraging, nothing to make me want to keep my mouth in this area. It’s all just vile, empty filth. It feels degrading. Even worse, it makes the entire experience degrading. I should be enjoying this moment with my husband, but instead, he makes me feel like a piece of meat.

‘Oh, fuck, you’re gonna make me come!’

Already? How? I’m not even doing anything. What a fucking idiot. He could have laid back and let me have fun and enjoyed a wonderful blowjob. Instead, he’s thrusting his cock into my wet mouth and experiencing nothing else. How can this even feel good for him?

‘Oh, yeah…’ Will’s voice is a low, deep purr. I guess he’s supposed to be thick with passion, but it sounds almost as fake as his dirty talk. ‘Fucking suck that big cock.’

I almost gag with laughter. Luckily, he assumes I’m gagging on his manhood. Big? No, babe. This isn’t big. At most, this is perfectly average. I’ve sucked on big. I’ve tasted big. I’ve worshipped at the altar of big, and this ain’t it.

Mercifully, Will soon begins making some familiar throaty growls. His body begins to shudder beneath me, legs twitching and spasming as passion consumes him. He pushes my head down, forcing his perfectly average cock almost to the back of my throat. My nose nestles into his thick, curly hair. I fight the insane urge to sneeze. All the erotic excitement I felt just a few minutes ago is gone, dried up, history. This is the least arousal experience of my fucking life. It has barely lasted a few short minutes and that is already far too long.

‘Fuck yes!’ He’s urgent now. On the threshold. The cusp. The precipice. His excitement is bitter on my tongue. Nothing about this is pleasant for me.

At the last moment, I push his hands aside and use my hand to finish the job. His expression changes. It doesn’t matter what I do, as long I make him climax. My hand jerks hard and fast. His eyes widen. I aim his cock away from me and feel him spasm in pleasure; passion overwhelming him. Sticky blobs of pearly white cream spill from the tip, crashing onto his stomach in a fountain of delight. He gasps and groans with pleasure, eyes locked on mine. I give him a cruel smile and stroke harder. You want me to make you come, babe? I’ll make you fucking come…

I keep stroking, watching more and more come splash on his skin. It rolls down his shaft and clings to my hand, thick and syrupy. He almost thrashes on the bed, unable to restrain himself. I continue jerking his cock until every last drop spills onto his stomach and there is nothing left to unload. His face twists again. This is now beyond pleasure. His cock is overly sensitive. I’m pushing him into the sweet spot between pleasure and agony.

‘Fuck, fuck, fuck!’ He grabs my hand and finally stops me. ‘Oh, fuck, that was… fuck!’

I laugh at his reaction. ‘Too much for you?’

‘That was fucking amazing.’ He gives me that frog-like smirk. ‘I gotta catch you masturbating more often!’

Before I can reply, he hops off the bed and darts to the shower, ready to clean himself. I wipe my toy and put it back in the box, hidden inside the closet. If Will knows where to find it, he’ll insist on trying to use it at every opportunity.

While water rushes from the other room, I check my work phone one more time. No replies from Jensen. Is he still jerking off, I wonder? Is he still lost in bliss, imagining me and my birthday present together in the throes of passion? A tiny flicker of guilt sparks inside me and quickly dies. Why should I feel guilty about enjoying myself? It’s not like my husband is going to feel guilty about fucking my face like a clueless moron.

I turn the phone off again and go wash my hand. Then grab a bottle of mouthwash and wipe the sour taste from my tongue.

****

‘And it gets worse!’ I fight to contain my indignant anger. Kimberly snorts with laughter, putting a hand over her mouth to stifle the noise. We walk through the mall together, weaving around other Saturday afternoon shoppers, clutching our takeaway coffee cups, and pulling our jackets around our necks to ward off a chill wind. I’m trying to keep my voice calm, especially around all these other people, but it’s hard when I’m so pissed off just thinking about what happened the other night.

‘How… how does it get worse?’ Kimberly wipes a tear from her eyes. I’ve never seen her this amused before.

I turn off from the main path and head into the clothing store, the one promoting a huge sale across all items. Inside, it’s warm enough to unzip my jacket. There are a lot fewer people around here, so I can answer her question, albeit quietly. We stand to the side, by a long rack of items marked seventy percent off, and face each other.

‘He’s grunting like a wild boar,’ I keep glancing around to make sure we’re not being overheard, ‘and he shoves my head down and just… fucks my mouth.’ If Kimberly wasn’t so amused, this would be a humiliating experience to bring up. Luckily, I know that she’ll find the humor in it and help me see the funny side, too.

Kimberly mimes what I’m describing. She grabs an invisible head and thrusts her hips, mimicking Will’s clumsy movements from the other night. Tears stream down her cheeks.

‘Yeah, it was basically like that.’ I start laughing too. It looks so ridiculous. Almost as ridiculous as it felt.

We step to the side as a woman approaches us, browsing the discounted items. I let out a long, exhausted sigh and take a drink of my coffee. Kimberly gets herself back under control.

‘Goddamn,’ she wipes a smudge of tears from her red cheeks, ‘your life is like a bad comedy sometimes, you know that?’

‘I’m glad it amuses somebody.’

She turns her attention to a rack of long evening dresses and whistles.

‘Damn, these look good.’ She holds out a long black cocktail dress. ‘You want to wear something like this on your anniversary? This would look awesome at dinner.’

I drink the last of my coffee and glance at the rack. Sure, some dresses look pretty nice. But they look more like red-carpet outfits than low-key seventh-anniversary attire. It’s not like we’re going to the opera or anything like that.

‘They’re nice enough.’ I shrug. ‘Honestly, after the other night, I don’t know if I even want to do anything. He’ll probably just make some comment about my boobs.’

Kimberly shrugs and continues browsing in silence. I dump my empty coffee cup in the trash and look through the discounted items too. Since I’m here, I may as well look, even if my heart’s not in it. Some dresses are nice, some don’t speak to me. But then I find one that looks utterly sensational and lift it out.

‘What do you think of this?’ I hold the hanger up to my body, letting Kimberly see it too. It’s a long cocktail dress. White, with red flowers snaking up the length, as though blowing in the wind, from the left hem to the right shoulder. There’s a long, wide slit in one leg and a seriously generous amount of cleavage in the neckline. It’s a gorgeous, gorgeous dress. One my husband would probably kill to see me wear. But then I try to imagine having dinner with him while wearing it and all I can think about is the way his eyes will stare at my chest and all the unflattering sexual comments he’ll make.

‘God, that’s fucking perfect!’ Kimberly nods with enthusiasm. ‘Yeah, oh, wow. You’ve got to wear that out to dinner.’

I study the dress again. It’s beautiful and the price tag is pretty amazing, but do I want to wear something like this? Won’t I freeze? It hasn’t exactly been all that warm lately. Plus, there’s still the awkward question of, do I even want to look this sexy for Will? Five minutes after wearing it in front of him, I know he’ll make me regret it.

‘Do it,’ Kimberly says. ‘And, hey, if you don’t end up wearing it for your anniversary, save it for vacation. It’s perfect.’

‘Yeah, yeah… I guess it is.’

We mill around a little longer. Kimberly finds one or two outfits for herself. I pick up a few more shirts, skirts, and blouses for the office. With this sale, it would be stupid not to expand my wardrobe, especially while I’m dressing in such provocative clothing at work.

I take a couple of items over to try on and close myself into a small booth with a mirror. My reflection looks tired today. I shake off my clothes and try on a couple of skirts. One is way too short for the office. One is just long enough to pass but might get me in trouble with HR. The thought of getting cautioned for being too sexy makes me smile.

My bag spills over and both phones slide out. One has a message from Will. The other phone has a message from Jensen. I pick up my second phone and see what Jensen has to say today.

It’s a picture message. A selfie of him standing on the balcony outside his apartment, coffee cup in hand, shirt open almost down to his belly button. It’s the kind of sensual, flirty, playful picture that makes me salivate. He adds the message, ‘Good afternoon. How’s your weekend?’

I get a wicked idea and take a snap of myself wearing just the too-short office skirt and my bra. I write the words, ‘Just shopping for new clothes. Too much for the office?’

Jensen replies immediately. He says, ‘I don’t see the problem.’

I smile and finish trying on my outfit choices. They all look good. The skirts and blouses fit nicely and make my body look sensational. And the cocktail dress looks utterly fantastic. I almost send a photo to Jensen, but hold myself back. It doesn’t quite look right in this light. The slit in the leg clearly shows my underwear and the neckline plunge reveals my bra. No, if I’m going to wear this, I can’t wear anything beneath. This is too sexy for a simple anniversary dinner. Maybe a vacation, like Kimberly said.

But I decide to buy it anyway. One day I’ll get the chance to wear this gorgeous dress and my husband won’t make me regret that decision.

‘All done?’ Kimberly nods to the clothes in my hand as I emerge from the changing room. I nod.

We take our purchases over to the cash register and pay. I even buy the skirt that looks too short for professional wear. If it’s good enough for Jensen, it’s good enough for me. My card almost groans at the total, but it’s still a good price considering how much we’ve saved in the sale. We take our bulky bags and head out of the store. It’s still chilly outside.

‘Where next?’ I turn to Kimberly. ‘Anywhere else you want to go, or do you need to get back to the kids?’

She rolls her eyes. ‘Let hubby enjoy looking after them a while longer. It’s the least he can do after talking me out of using a condom.’

We laugh and walk along the mall a bit further before Kimberly stops. She points to a specific storefront and shoots me a look. I follow her pointed finger to the front door of La Fever, the lingerie store.

‘You need some new underwear?’ I shrug.

‘Actually, I was thinking for you.’

‘Me?’ I look at her with confusion. ‘Why?’

‘It’s your anniversary, dummy.’ She shakes her head, disappointed in me. ‘Don’t you want something new and exciting to wear?’

I look at the front of the store. Faceless mannequins stand in the window display, clad in different outfits. Corsets, negligees, stockings… can I see myself wearing any of that? Yeah, I guess I could. It’s been a while since I bought myself something naughty to wear and even longer since I surprised Will with some lacy new item of clothing. And besides, the thong and bra set he bought me from here was a big hit, wasn’t it?

A big hit with Jensen, for sure.

‘Okay, fine. But only for a minute, all right?’ I give her a knowing look. ‘I’m not spending all day looking at dirty stuff.’

She opens her mouth to protest innocence, but I’m already walking inside.

La Fever is a store dripping with sensuality and erotic delight, but the bright lights and clean floors make it all seem acceptable, attainable, and – most importantly – affordable. Mannequins dot the store here and there, all clad in the latest lingerie, as though proclaiming, “You too could look this good!” Racks of bras, panties, sexy nightwear and various other outfits line the walls and occupy various spaces throughout the store. To the rear, hidden from prying eyes, are the more adult items.

‘You’d look good in that.’ Kimberly nods to a mannequin clad in a leather corset. I scoff and keep moving. My eyes rest on a familiar red bra and thong set for a moment. I wonder if Will chose that himself, or if the roving store assistants directed him there. One or two other women are browsing the shelves, examining the outfits with vague disinterest.

I walk around for a while. A few items catch my eye. Lacy panties that would hug my ass nicely. A few more thongs in various designs. Even some crotchless panties, though I can’t understand the point. Either wear panties or don’t, why spend money on something with a hole in it?

Kimberly heads deeper into the store. I follow. She pauses in front of a rack of dangling black leather items that look like bracelets. It takes me a moment to realize that the leather strips are collars. I pick one up and look at it closer. The leather strip has a series of studs punched through the front that spell out the word, “SLUT”.

‘What the hell is this?’ I hold it out to Kimberly. ‘Do people really wear these?’

‘I guess so. Kind of cool, don’t you think? Like a black belt for the throat.’ Her eyes flash.

Kimberly motions to some of the other collars on display, each with different letters proudly emblazoned on the front. I see “THROAT GOAT” and “DADDY’S LITTLE WHORE” and “SWALLOW ONLY” and “ATM”. That last one makes me pause.

‘What the hell does that mean? You can only wear this one while withdrawing money?’

She shoots me a sideways glance, unsure if I’m joking. I’m not. She says, ‘Uh, no, girl. ATM stands to ass-to-mouth.’

I shrug. She continues.

‘You know, when a guy fucks you in the ass, and then you suck his cock…’

My mouth drops open. ‘What the fuck? That’s a thing? A real thing?’

She laughs and flicks the offending collar. ‘Yeah. If you’re really, really, super horny and it’s the right thing to do, you can go ass-to-mouth.’

‘Have you ever…’

‘God, no.’ She grimaces. ‘I’ve never been that horny. I’ve done anal and I’ve given head, but not in that order. Come on.’

We walk away from the rack of collars and continue browsing. I see a lot of cute outfits, a lot of sexy underwear, and plenty of erotic garb. But then I stop, my eyes drawn to a rack of seriously sensual lingerie. Garter belts, suspenders, and stockings, in a variety of colors – red, black, white, blue, green, and even gold. I could see myself wearing something like this. I could see myself feeling really goddamn sexy in something like this. Even better, I can imagine my husband would enjoy the sight of me in this garment and he might even shut the fuck up and not say anything to spoil the moment.

‘Good choice.’ Kimberly appears at my side, nodding in approval. ‘What color are you going to get?’

The black looks nice. The red is seriously sexy. But my hand reaches out to the white set. There’s something pure, almost virginal, about the color, like it belongs underneath a wedding dress. Just looking at it makes my pulse quicken with excitement. This is what I need. Something like this could reignite the spark of passion in my bedroom. Maybe this is what I need to find my focus again.

I take a set of white suspenders, stockings, and a garter belt from the rack and causally loop it over my arm. Kimberly gives me an approving glance.

She says, ‘Anything else, while we’re here? Maybe you need some extra oomph in the bedroom?’

She nods toward the adult section at the back. From our current place in the store, I can see the range of more explicit products laid out clearly. Strap-on dildos. Butt plugs. Dildos, vibrators, and fake penises of all shapes and sizes, lengths, and thicknesses. Some look far too large to be practical, while others are simple clitoral stimulators shaped like lipstick tubes. I spy a familiar-looking vibrator, one with which I am already intimately acquainted.

‘No, I’m good.’ My lips curl in a cheeky grin. ‘The one I’ve got hits the spot.’

Kimberly’s jaw drops. Before she can reply, I turn on my heel and march over to the cash register. She follows me out of the store with a stunned look on her face. That expression puts an extra spring in my step. How wonderful to know that I’ve managed to shock Little Miss Been-There-Done-That all by myself.

‘Anywhere else?’ I look around. The mall is beginning to get more crowded as the afternoon drags on. I can’t think of any other place we need to go; I wasn’t even intending to buy new outfits and underwear.

‘There is one more place…’ She doesn’t meet my eyes. Kimberly turns and starts walking inside the main body of the mall. I follow her, not sure where we’re going. She leads me down a side alley with a line of smaller businesses – nail salons, shoe repairs, phone cracking, those kinds of stores – and stops in front of a small beauty parlor. I glance through the window. I know this store, but I’ve never been inside. They offer tanning beds, waxes, and various beauty treatments.

‘You getting a tan?’ I nod to the distant exit, where people scurry out into the wind with coats pulled tight. ‘You might have missed the boat on that one.’

A sparkle of amusement twinkles in Kimberly’s eye. Her expression turns sly.

‘Actually…’ Something in her voice arouses my interest. ‘I was going to get myself a wax.’

I glance at the posters stuck to the window. They offer leg waxes, facial derma-planing, bikini waxes, and even some intimate hair removal.

‘Like a leg wax?’ I frown. I’ve seen her legs all week at work; she’s perfectly smooth.

‘No.’ A sly smile. ‘I’m going to get a lady wax. Nice and smooth, you know?’

‘Oh.’ It finally dawns on me what she’s talking about. ‘Oh! Well, I guess I’ll see you later?’

She shoots me that wise old sage look and slips her arm in mine, turning us to face the front entrance of the parlor. She says, ‘I get a freebie on my points card now. So, if you want to get yourself a wax too, it’s on me…’

‘Uh…’ I don’t have an answer for that. I’ve never waxed myself down there. The idea has never entered my mind. ‘Doesn’t it hurt?’

She shakes her head, an emphatic no. ‘It can be a little tingly, but it only stings for a second. Plus, the best part is that it doesn’t itch like crazy when it grows back. You’ve shaved before, right?’ I nod. That was a while ago, but I vividly recall the never-ending irritation in my cleft as the hair slowly returned. ‘Well, that won’t happen. Trust me. You want to give it a try?’

I stare at the poster in the window for a long moment. The poster depicts a gorgeous, sun-bleached blonde in a red bikini, surrounded by text advertising all the services offered in-store. Should I go for this?

‘C’mon,’ she nudges me toward the door, ‘it’ll be fun. And think of the look on his face when he sees it for himself! What an anniversary treat that’ll be, huh?’

I stop and look Kimberly in the eyes.

‘What’s going on?’

‘Huh?’ Her face drops. ‘What do you mean?’

‘For the last month or so, you’ve been trying to set me up with Jensen, and now you’re all over my wedding anniversary like some kind of event planner. What’s going on?’

She shrugs and exhales and gives me her biggest, most innocent eyes. She says, ‘I just want you to have a good anniversary. That’s all. Is that a bad thing?’

I study her face closely, waiting for some kind of twist or smirk, but none comes. I trust Kimberly, but I don’t fully believe her. She’s always got some kind of scheme in mind.

‘Okay, fine,’ I nod and turn back to the door. ‘I guess we can do it, seeing as it’s free and all…’

****

Getting an intimate wax isn’t quite the experience that some may believe. It’s clinical, sterile, and as uncomfortably formal as visiting the gynecologist. I remove the bottom half of my clothing and lie face up on a low bed. A no-nonsense beautician enters the room and begins to spread warm wax over the little tuft of hair on my cleft. I try to make small talk, but it feels awkward as all hell. What are you supposed to say to a stranger while she removes hair from your intimate areas? After a few attempts, I stay quiet and just let the lady work.

The beautician covers all possible areas in warm wax. It almost feels good to have that sensation spread across my cleft and outer lips; it reminds me of the time Will licked honey from my body.

After the wax stage is complete, the woman carefully positions short cotton strips around my womanhood, pressing them down for maximum coverage. I try to think about other things and take my mind off the thundering awkwardness of this experience. From the other room, I hear Kimberly howling with laughter. Should I be laughing too? Am I supposed to be cracking jokes with this woman while she touches me?

We finally enter the climactic stage of the waxing process. This is the part I’ve been dreading and the part that Kimberley assured me was nowhere near as bad as I imagined. The beautician sits on a stool next to me and offers a vaguely reassuring smile. She grips one of the cotton strips between her thumb and forefinger.

‘So,’ she says, suddenly becoming talkative, ‘your friend said this is for your anniversary?’

‘Yeah, it’s next week-’

She yanks the strip upward in one fluid movement. I gasp in shock. There is a sudden sharp stinging pain in my cleft – not the kind of agony I had been dreading – but more than the supposedly “painless” hair removal advertised outside. I look down through watery eyes and see the beautician scrunch up the cotton strip, the underside of which is dark with my hair.

‘How long have you two been together?’

If you heard her voice in isolation, you’d never know that she was currently torturing the most intimate part of my body. She sounds sweetly interested in my life. I start to wonder if this is the part of the job she enjoys most.

‘About seven-’

She yanks another strip, removing another patch of hair from my womanhood. It stings and I gasp.

So it goes. She asks a question and rips off the strips while I try to answer. Sometimes she lets me talk, sometimes she pulls as soon as my mind is occupied. For the most part, it only stings. Once her attention moves to the more discreet areas between my thighs, surrounding my outer lips, the stinging morphs into a sharper pain. I’ve waxed my legs before, but this is a more refined type of pain; more focused.

After twenty minutes of this faint almost-torture, she examines my nether regions with clinical detachment and declares that I look good enough to eat.

‘Your husband is going to love it.’

She gives me a nod of approval and carefully cleans my now-smooth mound with a warm cloth, removing any sticky residue or leftover wax. It feels part refreshing, but also a little humiliating, to be cleaned like this.

Finally, the beautician hands me a pack of wipes and leaves the room, allowing me to inspect the results for myself with my phone camera. I’ve got to admit, it looks pretty sexy. Almost like I’m a porn star. I can see every intimate detail of my womanhood in all its glory. The skin isn’t even that red. It’s smooth and shiny.

Even better, it feels nice to touch. I run my fingertips over the soft, smooth, sensitive skin of my mound and sigh with delight. Warmth ripples through me. Damn, I get used to this… For a few brief seconds, I consider sending a photo to Jensen. But I don’t. This is for Will. This is for our anniversary. Partially-clothed selfies are one thing, this is far more intimate. Maybe if I was more turned on right now, I’d be feeling differently.

I meet up with Kimberly in the main part of the store. She grins at me.

‘So, how was it? Not bad, right?’

‘It was… a little uncomfortable, but not horrible.’

We step out of the store. My underwear feels different now, as though it’s rubbing my skin in a new way. We pause, trying to decide what to do next. My eye drifts back to the poster in the window, resting on the blonde woman in the red bikini.

‘So… where next?’ Kimberly purses her lips with indecision. ‘I don’t want to go back home yet. Another coffee?’

‘Actually, I have a crazy idea…’

****

‘What do you think?’

I walk into the living room and swish my hair like an actress in a shampoo commercial. Will’s jaw drops. He stares at me in amazement, stunned at my transformation.

When I left the house earlier today, I was my usual dark-haired self. Now I’ve returned in the guise of a blonde bombshell. My hair shimmers in the light. I’ve never made such a sudden and drastic change before, but I already love it.

‘Woah!’ He stares in wide-eyed wonder, as though seeing me for the first time. I twirl on the spot, letting him get a good view of my new color. ‘That’s great! What made you do that?’

‘I just wanted a change. Something different, you know?’

It’s hard to explain why I decided to do this. Maybe it was for the same reason I got those little lips tattooed on my hip: I wanted to feel different. And now that I’ve waxed my womanhood, it seemed like the next logical step would be to completely change the hair on my head too.

‘It looks great!’

I flush with happiness at my husband’s reaction. His eyes fall to the large shopping bag in my hand.

‘How much did you spend?’

‘Relax, I only spent my own money. And it’s just a few new outfits for work.’

It’s true. If he looks inside the bag, that’s all he will find. Kimberly took the exotic dress and lingerie home with her, safe and sound, so I can collect them later and surprise Will on our anniversary.

‘All right, I believe you.’ He gazes at my hair with genuine wonder and interest. It’s the first time in a long while that he’s admired me like this. It feels good. I’ve missed it. Maybe it’s true that marriages need shaking up now and then to remain exciting.

****

More fucking paperwork.

When I got into working in legal, I naïvely assumed it would be more exciting than this. But no. Every single day, I work ten long hours, all of which are spent reading and re-reading extensive legal forms to make sure absolutely every aspect of the buyout is one hundred percent correct and shipshape, with no unticked box or uncrossed T that might come back to haunt us. When I first started doing this job some years back, I was hyper-focused. My mind was flooded with stories of companies that lost billions due to a misplaced comma. Now I’m just fucking exhausted and I want this to be over. How much longer is this section of the buyout going to continue?

A new email drops into my inbox, the soft ping pulling me out of this half-stunned stupor. I open it up. A flood of excitement jolts my veins. The email is from Jensen. On the surface, it appears professional and simple, with no hidden messages. But I know better.

‘Would you be willing to assist me in looking through some old boxes in the file room?’

A smile spreads over my lips, unbidden. I can’t help it. I haven’t seen Jensen all morning. Haven’t even messaged him since we exchanged risqué photos at the weekend. He hasn’t seen my new hair, or my new blouse… or my wax. That naughty thrill courses through me again.

I reply to his email with a curt, professional affirmation and say that I’m heading there now. It’s a struggle to walk slowly and calmly through the hallway and act like there’s nothing wrong. People nod at me. The guys in the office give me wide, appreciative smiles and furtive glances. I know that they’re all checking me out and I like it.

God, I feel like in back in school, ditching class to go and make out with my boyfriend in secret. Not that I’ve ever done that, of course, but this is the most exciting thing I’ve ever done in the office. My heart races behind this bland, office-friendly smile. I push open the door to the file room and slip inside.

‘Hello?’

No response. I walk deeper into the room, my heels silently sinking into the thin carpet. The air is still. My visits are the most action this room has seen in over a decade. I slip around the shelves and find an isolated spot to wait, out of sight of the door. My heart thumps into my ribcage. Why does it feel so exhilarating to do something so bad? I wish I knew.

Silence falls. Where is he? I try to picture Jensen’s route to this room from his desk. Did he set off straight away or give me a minute to avoid being seen entering this room with me? I count to thirty. Then to sixty. Nothing.

I pop an extra button on my blouse, revealing my bra. My breasts are barely restrained, almost spilling free in excitement. I turn my back to the door and pull this skirt up just a little higher. C’mon Jensen, c’mon…

How long do I wait? I count to sixty again. Maybe I should go back. What if he didn’t mean right this moment? Shit, what an idiot I would look if he wanted to do this later in the day…

The door opens. I freeze. The door closes. Do I peek? Do I stay still? Holy shit, what if it’s somebody else?

‘Nikki?’ A deep, familiar voice calls my name in a quiet tone. ‘Sorry, I got stopped on my way over…’

I almost sigh with relief. I bend forward against a shelf with my ass stuck out and say, ‘Over here.’

Footsteps approach. Jensen sees me.

‘Goddamn, what a…’

I flick my hair. He stops suddenly. His voice changes.

‘Oh, my God, I’m sorry, I thought-’

I turn around. He sees my face and breaks into a wide grin.

‘Wow, you dyed your hair! That’s amazing.’

He steps in close to me. This time, there is no hesitation. No discussion. No debate about whether or not we should be doing this or the moral boundaries we’re crossing. We both know. Neither one cares.

Jensen puts his hands on my waist. I giggle at his reaction and lock my fingers together behind his neck. He looks at me with wonder. Somehow his reaction is more exciting to me than Will’s.

‘Do you like it?’

‘I love it. God, Nikki, you’re full of surprises…’

‘You have no idea…’

Our lips meet. Soft and slow. Hungry, but not yielding to temptation yet. Why rush? We have all the time in the world to enjoy ourselves. Nobody knows where we are. Nobody needs us. We’re in our perfect little bubble together.

Hands roam. Tongues entwine. Bodies grind. I moan into him. He sighs into me. It’s wonderful. Sensual. Erotic. Teasing. Tantalizing. Slow. Passionate. His hand cups my breast. I grab his ass. I can’t get close enough, I want more…

We break apart for a moment, catching our breath. My face feels warm. His blue eyes gleam. His hands remain on my body, not willing to let me go. I squeeze his ass again.

‘So, are you having more fun since you went blonde?’ He grins.

‘Absolutely I am…’ I brush my nose against his, teasing a kiss and pulling away. ‘Do you prefer me like this?’

‘Honestly, Nikki, I like you however you come.’

‘Mmm, you know all about that, don’t you?’

He kisses me again, this time with more urgency. His tongue explores mine like a lover’s caress. I feel that wonderful, large bulge on my leg.

Suddenly Jensen lifts me into the air, literally sweeping me off my feet. I gasp in surprise. Nobody’s ever done this to me before. His face is a picture of lust. I wrap my legs around his waist and kiss him again. Wanting, needing, yearning…

‘Jensen? Nicole? Are you in here?’

We break apart and freeze, looking at each other like deer in headlights. I know that voice. That voice belongs to Rob, our manager. What the fuck is he doing in here?

For a long, agonizing second, we stay like that. Then Jensen sets me down. Neither of us knows what the fuck to do here.

‘Oh, hey Rob.’ Jensen turns away and leans around the stack, talking to a man I can’t see. ‘Didn’t hear you come in. Everything okay?’

‘Fine, fine.’ Rob sounds harassed, as always. ‘Is Nicole here too?’

‘Yes.’ I can’t hide. We’ve been caught and we both know it. All we can do is play it as cool as possible.

‘Good. I need you both in my office, now.’

The door opens and Rob leaves the room. I screw my eyes shut. Fuck, fuck, fuck! This isn’t happening. This can’t be happening!

We stand there for a moment in stunned silence. He looks at me. I look at him.

‘Do you think…’ He starts to ask the question, but we both know the answer. ‘Shit.’

‘Fuck.’ I exhale in frustration. It was all going so well. Goddammit. At best, we’ve got to deal with a complaint from HR. At worst, our jobs are on the line. How do I explain to Will that I got shitcanned? “Sorry, honey, the boss caught me making out with this guy at work…” Yeah, like that’s any better.

‘Here.’ Jensen steps in close and buttons up my blouse. I get the sudden urge to push his hands away but don’t. ‘Shit, does he know anything?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Has anyone said anything? Maybe somebody saw us?’

‘I don’t know!’

Panic and fear and dread rise in my stomach. God, this is the worst thing ever. Can they fire us for having this… this… whatever this is? Maybe they can fire us for doing it on company time. This is easily some kind of misconduct, right? We’ve broken some kind of invisible rule for sure.

I reach up and rub a smudge of lipstick from Jensen’s face with my thumb. He takes my hand and kisses it. Why does it feel like a farewell kiss, like this is the end?

‘C’mon, let’s face the music. You go first.’ He opens a cardboard box and grabs a few sheets of paper. ‘I need a second to, uh, calm down.’

The front of his pants bulges like a circus tent. With a cock his size, there’s no way he can hide or deny it. He gives me a final look and a nod of encouragement. I run my hands through my hair to try and straighten it out and appear less flustered than I feel. My heart is galloping like a wild stallion on the plains. Fuck, get it together Nicole!

I walk away from him without looking back and weave through the stacks and out onto the office floor. There is no crowd of eager onlookers, no gathering of witnesses, no party being held to honor my disgrace. I walk through quiet halls, keeping my eyes low. Others glance in my direction, but I ignore them. All I want to do is get this over with.

The walk through the hallways to Rob’s office feels like the longest march of my life. It’s so cruel to make me travel this distance to meet my end. It would be kinder if I had stayed in the file room and faced down a firing squad. Are people glancing at me because they know? Is this whole office gossiping about us? Can I stop these rumors from spreading? People will ask why we suddenly left. The whole company will know by tomorrow morning. How can I stop Will from finding out about this?

I knock on the door and step inside Rob’s office, timid as a mouse entering a lion’s den. He looks up from his computer and nods for me to take one of the two chairs opposite. I sit. My legs tremble. I clutch my thighs and try to stay calm, but I can’t.

‘Is Jensen coming?’ Rob’s eyes seem to pierce mine. Heat flushes my cheeks.

‘He’s, uh-’

Another knock on the door. Jensen enters, clutching some paperwork in one hand as though we were searching the file boxes for some obscure relic.

‘Sorry to keep you.’ Jensen sits in the seat next to me, giving us both that cool, confident smile. He waves the sheets of paper in the air like a prize. ‘I found it, thanks for your help, Nicole.’

‘No problem.’ I can’t even project confidence. All I feel is defeat. The ground could open at my feet and swallow me whole and I’d be okay with it.

Rob types something on the keyboard for a moment, then turns his full, unfettered attention to us. I brace myself.

‘I’m sure you know why I’ve called you in here.’ His tone is flat, even. His gaze is cool.

I exchange a look with Jensen, both feigning innocence. Our mouths open and close.

‘Uh…’

‘Erm…’

‘It’s pretty obvious,’ Rob says, cutting off our frantic efforts to think up an explanation. ‘Everyone can see it.’

‘Everyone?’ I grip my thighs harder. Fuck, no! Please, no!

Rob nods, his cool gaze drifting from me to Jensen and back again. He jabs a finger into the table to illustrate his next point.

‘Everyone. And it’s been noticed. Not just in this office. People higher up the food chain have taken interest in you two.’

I look at Jensen with wide, fearful eyes. There’s no way… this can’t be true. How does everybody know? We’ve been careful, haven’t we? Oh, God – the phones! Kimberly said our phones were off the books. What if she was wrong? Fuck, we’ve been sending flirty messages, dirty photos – the works! What if the phones were being monitored the whole time and now somebody senior to us has all our dirty pictures in a file, ready to use against us?

‘Well, Nikki and I…’ Jensen causally waves one hand. Before he gets too far into whatever wild story or explanation he’s planning to make, Rob holds up a hand, cutting him off.

‘I just want to tell you both…’

I brace myself. This is it. We’re getting our shit and being marched out the door.

‘…what a great team you make.’

My mouth drops open. I’m stunned into total silence. Am I drunk? Did I fall over and hit my head?

Even Jensen doesn’t know what to say. He looks at our manager with a flat, innocent expression. If he feels the same as me, he’s hiding it well.

‘Thank you,’ he says at least.

‘Th-thank you.’

‘Please, there’s no need.’ Rob places his forearms on the desk and leans forward, clearly interested in this conversation. His face is flushed with pride. ‘As I said in our meeting last week, thanks to your hard work and dedication, we’re currently weeks ahead of where we should be with this buyout. In fact, our side of the job is almost done. The higher-ups are impressed with you.’

I look to Jensen again, hoping he’s got something clever to say. My mind is all over the place right now.

‘Almost done?’ Jensen’s brow wrinkles. ‘We’re almost finished working together?’

Rob shakes his head with a small shrug, showing that he has no idea what the future might hold.

‘I hope we can keep working together.’ I finally find my voice. ‘I think we’re working really well together.’

Jensen nods in agreement.

‘Me too.’ Rob beams in pride at us both. ‘And so do a lot of people much higher up the chain than me. Everyone on this team agrees that the two of you have done great work together. Late nights, concentrated efforts, all of it. I’m not allowed to say this, of course…’ He gives us both a mischievous grin. ‘…but there are plans to reshuffle a few people once this is all done.’

‘Reshuffle?’ My heart breaks. Does that mean we’ll be separated? Will Jensen be whisked off to another branch of the company and snatched away from me?

‘Maybe even a promotion or two.’ Rob’s eyes gleam. He has no idea of the inner turmoil his words are causing me. ‘But that’s totally off the record, you understand?’

We both nod in agreement. My legs are still trembling.

‘Anyway, that’s only half the reason I needed to speak to you both today.’ He shuffles some paperwork on his desk. ‘Our half of the buyout is moving along smoothly, but it’s the other side that’s dragging their heels. So, I’ve been asked to send the two of you to their office and sort everything out so we can get this completed.’

We exchange a look again, one full of hidden meaning. The two of us, sent somewhere else, together? Anything could happen. Anything.

‘I’m happy to do whatever it takes,’ Jensen keeps his voice level and diplomatic. If the thought of being sent somewhere far away with me – all alone – is exciting, he’s hiding it well.

‘Same.’ I give a sharp nod. ‘Whatever we need to do. We just want this whole thing to be a success.’

Rob returns our enthusiasm, delighted to have such hardworking people on his team. He says, ‘Fantastic, I hoped you would say that. Here’s the plan. We need the two of you to fly out to their office in Cape Grande and kick their butts into shape. Should only take a couple of days. You’ve both said before that you have no issues traveling on short notice, correct?’

We both nod. I try to think when I might have agreed to something like that. Damn, I need to stop zoning out during meetings.

‘Great, great, fantastic.’ Rob taps a piece of paper with one finger. ‘You’ll be flying out on Thursday and coming back on Saturday. Just two nights away, but that should give you both plenty of time to do everything you need to do.’

Something suddenly clicks in my brain, like two rusty cogwheels finally falling into place and working in tandem. I gasp.

‘Friday? That’s my anniversary.’ I look at Rob, pleading with my eyes. But he gives no solutions.

‘Is it? Well, it’s up to you.’ Rob leans back in his chair. There’s a note of disappointment in his expression as if he can’t believe I would choose something so trivial as my marriage over my job. ‘It’s all booked and sorted. Hotel, breakfast, and company card for expenses. We could change the name if you can’t go.’

I look to Jensen for a solution, silently begging him for a way out. His handsome face also registers a flicker of disappointment – but for very different reasons.

‘Can we go another time? I feel like Nikki and I work well together, but if she can’t make it…’

Rob shakes his head. ‘Sorry, but the higher-ups want this sorted by the end of the week. That’s why they’re pushing it so hard. If you can’t go, Nicole, that’s fine.’

‘No, I’ll go.’ Both men look at me with admiration. ‘My husband knew there would be a lot of sacrifices with this job, and we can always celebrate when I get back, right?’

I look into Jensen’s shimmering blue eyes. The ghost of a smile touches his lips. The two of us. Alone. Far away. Together. Is this a dream come true or the worst-case scenario?

‘Fantastic.’ Rob pounds the desk with a fist. ‘That’s great news. I know we’re asking a lot, but I believe you can do this. Remember, there are a lot of people interested in seeing how you perform together.’

He hands us both a sheet of paper with a basic itinerary. Airline, flights, times, destination, hotel name. I glance at it, but the words seem to blur before me. All I can think about is the man sitting at my side. What the fuck am I going to do? The last time we were truly alone together, I made him come over my face. Do I trust myself to be alone with him for two whole nights?

‘Kimberly in the accounts team has all the details for you,’ Rob says, totally oblivious to my inner struggle. ‘Go and see her for everything you need.’

Kimberly? Oh, fuck. She’ll love this.

We take our leave and walk out of the office without saying anything else. As we traipse through the hallways heading toward Kimberly’s desk, Jensen turns back to me.

‘Are you sure you’re okay with this? I feel bad that you’ll miss your anniversary.’

‘I’m sure.’ I offer a smile that feels more forced than normal. ‘It’s part of the job, right? We knew there would be sacrifices.’

‘Yeah, but that usually means skipping lunch or being late to dinner. Not missing an important date.’

Kimberly glances up from her desk as we approach and gives a warm smile. She doesn’t seem surprised to see us together. Even that wicked sparkle in her eyes is gone. For the first time, she looks at us together with a cool, almost professional demeanor.

‘Hi, Rob said to expect you this morning.’ Her eyes rest on Jensen, not glancing at me or shooting anyways smirks this way. ‘I assume he’s briefed you?’

‘Sure has.’ Jensen’s voice is normal again. Warm, friendly, charming. The emotional rollercoaster we just rode is a thing of the past. My hands still tremble a little. ‘You have all the details we need?’

‘I do.’ Kimberly hands Jensen a manilla envelope. ‘That’s your tickets, hotel confirmation, credit card, etc. Please keep all your receipts for reimbursement. I’ve arranged all your transport and accommodation. The hotel looks pretty nice, I gotta say.’

Jensen beams. ‘That’s good. One time I was booked into a motel. I think there was a shooting in the next room.’

‘Stick with me, I’ll never let you down.’ Now her eyes glance toward me, before returning to him. ‘All you need to do is drive to the airport. Is there anything else?’

He turns to me and says, ‘Should I drive us both?’

‘Sure.’ Any excuse to get in that outrageously powerful sports car. ‘That sounds good.’

Kimberly smiles. Her job is done. We turn to walk away but she stops me. ‘One second, can I borrow you, Nicole?’

Jensen gives me a parting look and walks away in the direction of his desk. I feel like we’ve just dodged a bullet. I’m still not sure what just happened to us. From passionately making out, to thinking we’re going to get fired, to being presented the opportunity of our careers…

Now Kimberly’s face turns naughty. Her eyes sparkle. A wicked grin lights her face. She leans closer and lowers her voice.

‘So… you and Jensen, huh?’

My only reply is a warning look. She raises her hands in supplication.

‘Hey, don’t shoot the messenger. I was just as surprised as you.’

‘Anything else?’ I’ve been away from my desk for way too long now. There are probably a dozen emails waiting for me.

‘Just one thing…’ Kimberly reaches underneath her desk and pulls out a plain shopping bag, carefully bundled up to avoid the contents spilling out. ‘You might want to pack this.’

I take the bag, confusion on my face, and peek inside. My heart almost stops. It’s the stuff Kimberly took home after our little shopping trip together. The beautiful dress. The white lingerie. My jaw drops.

‘How did you…’

Then I stop. The rusty cogs in my head begin turning again. Kimberly’s eyes gleam. How did she know to bring this to the office today? And why was she so insistent that we pick up some new outfits and underwear on our little spree at the weekend? Two plus two equals…

‘How long have you known?’ I clutch the bag with both hands. My fingers have stopped trembling from fear. Now they’re trembling in anger.

‘Known what?’

I lean in close so that nobody around can overhear and keep my voice low. It’s difficult to stay quiet when all I want to do is yell at her.

‘How long have you known that we were going to be sent away?’

‘Not long.’ She still tries to play innocent, acting as if this is all one big, happy coincidence. But I’m onto her.

‘All this…’ I hold up the bag. ‘You said was for my anniversary.’

‘It is.’ Again with those big, innocent eyes, like she had no idea what could happen.

Another thought dawns on me. The wax. My perfectly bare, smooth, soft cleft. The wax Kimberly talked me into getting for Will’s benefit; the wax that he hasn’t seen yet because I was trying to surprise him for our anniversary. That wax.

‘You knew.’ I look at her as a detective glares at the prime suspect when they have no proof but their gut instincts. ‘You knew about this.’

She continues shaking her head, playing dumb. It was all just stupid, dumb luck that this ended up happening. Kimberly had nothing to do with it.

‘All I do is arrange transport and accommodation and sign the receipts.’ She shrugs, emphasizing how small her role is; how tiny a cog she must be in this corporate machine. ‘I don’t make plans or give assignments.’

I study her face, waiting for a crack in her perfectly calm exterior. But nothing happens. If she had a role in this, she’s hiding it well. But Kimberly is a master manipulator. I might never trust that she played no part in this situation. Even if she denies all knowledge on our deathbeds, I’ll doubt her words.

‘Just do a good job and have fun.’ She gives me a soft, friendly look. I detect no eagerness or excitement in her eyes. God, she’s good. ‘I hear Cape Grande is beautiful this time of year. Some of their beachfront restaurants are highly rated. You might even get to swim in the ocean if there’s time.’

Our eyes remain locked for a few more moments. If this was a cop show, my suspect would crack or slip up and drop some vital clue that leads to their capture. Not so for Kimberly. She’s too good. She turns back to her computer and starts clicking the mouse, already moving on.

‘Is there anything else that I can do for you today?’ Her voice is professional, yet withdrawn.

I clutch the bag of intimate clothes and turn on my heel and walk away. I can almost feel her smile in my wake.

****

‘How was work?’

Will turns his attention back to the oven. Dinner is almost ready. It’s dark outside and rain droplets dot the window. I hold my bag of work things in one hand, the items Kimberly gave me safely concealed within. My heart is heavy. My stomach is like a bowling ball in my gut. How am I supposed to tell my husband that I’ll be out of town – out of state – on our anniversary?

‘Uh, it… it was fine.’ He hears something in my voice and looks at me with concern.

‘Was it? Doesn’t look like it.’

‘Listen, I, uh, I got given a task today. Really important.’ He stops focusing on making dinner and gives me his full, undivided attention. I keep talking. Everything comes out in a rush. ‘I’m being sent away for a couple of nights, they want me to make sure everything goes smoothly with the buyout, so I need to go to Cape Grande and look over all the files.’

Will’s eyebrows raise. He looks impressed.

‘Wow, Cape Grande, huh? That’s a rich place. Right on the beach?’

I nod. He lets out a low whistle.

‘Fuck, that’s cool. Paid vacation, huh? That’s awesome!’ He smiles, happy for me. I wish I felt the same. ‘So, what’s up? Why don’t you look excited?’

My eyes fall to the floor. ‘I have to go on Thursday. Flight back isn’t until Saturday morning.’ Now I look up at him. ‘I’ll be gone on Friday.’

‘Friday?’ It takes one or two seconds for my husband to put the pieces together. Those two seconds feel like an eternity. ‘Wait, this Friday?’

I nod, glad that he finally understands.

‘Aw, but that’s our anniversary!’ His happiness turns to disappointment. He frowns, hands on hips, mouth curled down. ‘Fuck, can’t they send you some other time? Or send someone else?’

‘No.’ I try to stay strong, stay calm, and remember everything that happened in Rob’s office. ‘They want it done by the end of the week, and they want me to do it.’ Now I steel myself and lunge into my explanation, my rationale, my excuse. The speech I’ve been planning the whole drive home. ‘It’s a huge opportunity. Not just the work, but people higher than my boss are watching. We talked about how this job might lead to a big promotion, right? Well, this is part of it. If I do a good job on this, I could be first in line.’

Will shakes his head slowly, sadly, then switches off the oven. Dinner is ready, but my appetite is gone.

‘But it’s our anniversary, dammit.’

‘I know, I know. I’m sorry, I’m disappointed too. But we can move our dinner, can’t we? We can celebrate when I get back on Saturday.’

‘Yeah, yeah, I know. But it’s not just that. It’s our anniversary.’

I walk over to Will and put my hands on his arms. Guilt drives me crazy. I hate that I’m going to miss such an important date; that I’m going to be in another state with another man. Most of all, I hate that this entire situation is so exhilarating to me. And lying to Will only makes that feeling grow.

‘I’m so sorry.’ I look into his eyes. He looks pained. ‘When I get back, we’ll have the best anniversary ever. I feel like a total ass for missing it.’

Will nods. He puts his hands on my waist. He says, ‘Sure, sure. We’ll have a good night. Good meal. And…’

‘And…?’

‘And… you know.’

He gives me a look I know well. The look he gives me when sexy thoughts cross his mind. For a brief moment, I assume he’s thinking about anniversary lovemaking. But I’m proven wrong.

‘You know,’ his eyes flash with hunger, ‘you did promise that we could do anal…’

I freeze up, barely able to believe what I’m hearing. Yes, I did once tell my husband that he could take my anal virginity on our anniversary. I also told him that he would have to earn it, with flowers, romance, the works. Now he thinks that just because our anniversary is here, I’m gonna let him – what, exactly? Goddamn sonovabitch.

I pull away from him, anger rising in my chest. All the guilt and frustration that I felt now morph into disgust. Why do I feel like my husband – my fucking husband! – sees me as nothing more than a place to park his dick?

‘Is that what you’re upset about?’ My temper flares. ‘You’re not upset about me missing our anniversary or anything like that. You’re upset that you don’t get to try and fuck me in the ass, is that right?’

He flounders now, waving his empty hands around like fucking jazz dancer and flapping his gums. He tries to force a laugh like he was joking and all this is some silly misunderstanding.

‘Babe, c’mon, no, it’s not like that-’

‘How the fuck is it? Hmm? Come on, tell me. I really want to know.’

He tries to form a reasonable, logical, rational response. But nothing comes. He takes a step closer, ready to embrace me and hug it out, but I’m too mad to let him touch me right now.

I pull away, arms out in warning. I spin around and storm upstairs. Fury and disgust mingle inside me. Why does he always make me feel like this? No wonder sex with him feels so degrading; he makes me feel degraded.

I slam the bedroom door and open the closet and pull out my small carry-on suitcase. It’s deep purple, with wheels on the base, and a few dings and scratches in the tough plastic shell. I open it up on the bed and throw in some clothes, getting ready for my trip. Some clothes for the office, some clothes for the flight home. Then open my work bag and take out the little package of sensitive items Kimberly passes me earlier today. I open up the neatly-folded bag and remove the contents. A beautiful set of white garters, suspender belt, and stockings. A wonderful dress that looks so good on my body. Both items that I was intending to wear for my husband.

Well, I’d say he’s fucked up all chances of that happening now.

I pack it all into the suitcase, burying it deep to remain hidden from any prying eyes. My little secret.

****

Will acts like a wounded puppy for the rest of the week, playing sweet and coy around me. I’m still bitter about the way he acted, but manage to behave in a civil way toward him.

At work, Jensen and I don’t get a chance to speak to each other. We exchange curt nods in the hallway. I wonder if he’s feeling the same way I am – trepidation, excitement, worry, stress… all of it.

We still message each other at home, but our talk has nothing to do with the trip. We almost cool it off entirely. If he’s excited about the prospect of being alone with me in another part of the country, he doesn’t show it. I’m almost relieved. The tension and apprehension gnaw at my stomach every waking hour of the day.

****

Thursday morning dawns. I wake up two hours earlier than usual. It’s still deepest, darkest night outside, with slate-gray light peeking over the distant horizon. I dress in the dark, wearing my usual office attire, taking pains to ensure that I look both professional and attractive.

A message drops into my phone. It’s Jensen.

‘I’m parked two houses down. Ready when you are.’

Butterflies take flight in my chest. This is real. This is happening. Alone with Jensen. Far away. Together.

I run a brush through my glimmering blonde hair and take a final look in the mirror. Even in the dark, I look good. I turn and kiss Will on the head. He stirs.

‘See you Saturday.’ I kiss him again. ‘Don’t miss me too much.’

‘I love you.’

‘Love you too.’

He opens his eyes and gives a sleepy wave of goodbye. I take my case and company laptop bag and head downstairs.

The morning air is chilly. I haven’t packed a coat; we won’t need one where we’re going. My breath fogs in the air. My nipples stiffen under this light blouse. I walk down the road, my heels tapping on the concrete, aiming for the dark shape of a familiar sports car.

Jensen steps out as I approach. He takes my small case and slots it into the tiny space in the car’s trunk, alongside his beat-up gym bag.

‘Is that all you’re taking?’ I nod to his meager stash of possessions.

‘What else do I need? I got everything right here.’

We slip into the car and roll away into the oncoming dawn. I take a final look as my home disappears in the distance. Everything is behind me now.

Once we hit the open road, Jensen puts on some music for us to enjoy. I know the sound, I know the band, I know the way I feel when the guitars crash.

‘Is this the High Rollers?’

He nods with a smile. ‘Yeah. It’s our music, you know?’

It’s our music, all right. As the music plays, I remember the last time we heard them together. When our bodies pressed together in the crowd and our hands explored each other and I felt his hard cock pressing into my butt. Warmth floods my skin.

I start to relax. We engage in a little small talk. Nothing flirty, nothing sexual. We’re just two work friends taking a trip together. I relax a little more. There’s no pressure on me. No expectation that anything is going to happen. Jensen is in good spirits. He’s funny and charming as always.

We park at the airport and make our way to the terminal, pausing to grab a bite to eat and a coffee en route. We sit next to each other on the plane, still talking and enjoying each other’s company. Jensen takes the aisle seat, while I sit next to him. There is nobody else in our row; we’re all alone together. None of the other passengers bother us. It doesn’t feel like work. If anything, it’s a vacation.

The more we talk, the more relaxed I feel. All those worries and doubts and anxieties seem to melt away as we lift into the sky and part the clouds, ascending above a crazy and confusing world. Up here, it’s just the two of us. Up here, all I need to do is focus on Jensen.

He unfolds an airline blanket and places it over my legs. He says, ‘You’ve been cold for a while.’

That’s true. This plane is chilly. I move the blanket to cover his legs too and lean into him a little more.

‘I’ve never been to Cape Grande before.’ I nestle into Jensen’s arm. It feels so natural to sit like this with him. ‘What about you?’

‘Once or twice. It’s really beautiful.’ He lets me cuddle up to him and places a warm hand on my bare thigh. God, his skin feels so wonderful on mine. So warm and perfect. ‘I hope we get the chance to enjoy the beach, that would be fun.’

‘Maybe even a nice restaurant?’ I give my cheekiest smile. ‘Seeing as it’s on the company card and all…’

He returns my smile. ‘There are a few great places to eat along the beach. A couple of five-star restaurants, if I remember. We’ll have to dress up real nice.’

‘I can manage that.’

He looks into my face for a long moment, blue eyes shining. So close. So near. All I want to do is lean in and kiss him.

‘Tea or coffee?’

The air hostess appears at Jensen’s arm with a trolley of drinks. She looks down at us.

‘Two coffees, please,’ Jensen says, with a friendly nod.

She pours two Styrofoam cups of black coffee and glances our way again. She says, ‘You too look cute. Taking a vacation together?’

‘Sure are.’ Jensen doesn’t miss a beat. I slip my left hand under the blanket so that she doesn’t spot that only one of us is wearing a ring. ‘Just a couple of days on the beach.’

‘Well, you enjoy yourselves.’ She hands Jensen the coffee. ‘Here you go, one for you, one for your sweetheart.’

‘Thanks.’

She moves away, heading down the plane row by row and dispensing warm drinks. Jensen hands me one of the cups with a grin.

‘Here you go… sweetheart.’

‘Thanks, babe.’

We smile at each other for a long, long moment. We do look cute together, it’s true. He’s so fucking gorgeous. I need to kiss him…

The plane barely reaches full altitude before the seatbelt signs flick back on and the hostesses pack up their trolleys and sit back in their positions. We finish our coffees and spend the rest of the short flight nuzzled up to one another.

****

Cape Grande is even more beautiful and warm than I could have imagined. A wall of heat welcomes me as soon as I set off the plane. It’s the pleasant kind of heat that makes your skin tingle, without even a trace of humidity. We leave the airport terminal and I sigh with happiness, turning my smiling face up to the clear, blue, sunny skies. This is a beach town, a vacation destination, and a place where rich people have their second houses for the winter months. Men and women stroll around in casual beachwear. I feel seriously overdressed in my office attire, even if I am wearing a short skirt and a loose blouse.

‘Beats the hell out of back home, huh?’ Jensen smiles at me. He pops the top button on his shirt. ‘C’mon, let’s grab a cab.’

He takes my hand and we stroll along the front of the airport building like a couple on vacation. My heart feels lighter than ever before. Jensen hails a cab and we slide into the backseat together.

It’s almost nine in the morning by the time we walk into the office – no longer holding hands, of course. This is the time to be professional. It’s a beautiful building on a hillside, with wonderful windows overlooking the beach and the sea beyond. No wonder my company is buying them out; can you imagine being in a place like this? It’s wonderful.

We’re brought through the office to a conference room with a fantastic view of the bay and introduced to the team. I notice that most of the men can’t take their eyes off me. Jensen notices too. We exchange an amused look and roll up our sleeves, ready to work.

The day is long and tough. Not only do we have a shitload of files to sort and arrange, but we’re doing it with a stunning view of the bay occupying almost the entirety of one wall. Focusing is almost impossible.

But Jensen and I manage to knuckle down and remain professional for the working day. When five o’clock finally rolls around, we’re pretty much beat. But our work speaks for itself. We’ve managed to do everything we needed to do – and all in one day. Stacks of paperwork line the table in neat piles, all sorted, accounted for, and ready for submission. The others have all left to close up the office for tonight. It’s just the two of us left.

‘Damn, we make a great team!’ I lean back into a comfortable conference room chair, beaming at my co-worker with pride.

‘I was thinking the same thing.’ He nods toward the beach, still dotted with sunbathers and swimmers. ‘And seeing as how we’ve done all the work in one day and our flight isn’t until Saturday morning… maybe we could get a little sun tomorrow?’

I look past him. The beach is beautiful. Blue, clear water gently laps at the sand. I can almost hear the waves in my head. Wouldn’t it be nice to spend a day out there, not giving a shit about anything?

‘Dammit, I didn’t bring a bathing suit.’ I click my tongue in annoyance.

‘Me neither.’ That charming grin. ‘Maybe they got a nudist beach we can hit?’

I laugh. The idea is… strangely appealing. Being naked in public together, the sun on our bare skin… There are worse ways to get a tan. We gather up our things and head out of the building. Even now, the weather is beautiful and warm. Back home, it’s chilly and probably raining. This is our little vacation, a break from the world.

We walk down wide streets and pass people in shorts and t-shirts. In just a matter of seconds, I feel like I’m in a different part of the world. This place is wonderful.

I take Jensen’s hand and lace my fingers through his. It feels right to walk beside him like this; linked, bonded, together. Nobody knows us here. Nobody cares. We could be any couple in the world and none of the happy, sun-kissed people walking past would give us a second look.

‘So, what’s the plan for tonight?’ Jensen squeezes my hand. We wind around an ice cream stand with a queue of excited people waiting, and cross the street. ‘We’ll check into the hotel and then what?’

‘Shower.’ Even though the office was perfectly air-conditioned and I’m dressed for warm weather, my body already feels clammy. ‘Definitely a shower. And then, you know, maybe we can go get something to eat? Together, I mean.’

‘I’d like that.’ His smile is almost as warm as the air around us. ‘Good thing I brought a nice shirt, just in case.’

I laugh.

We arrive at the hotel after a short walk that takes us through sunlit streets. The hotel is a beautiful five-story building with crisp white walls that seem to glow in the sun, with wide windows in every room. At least half of the rooms inside seem to face the bay. We enter a plush lobby with a thick red rug laid out across a gray marble floor and head to the reception desk. A young woman looks up at us with a customer-friendly smile.

‘Jensen Grant and Nicole Allen,’ he says and gives the name of our company. ‘Should have a reservation?’

The young woman types into the computer and nods. She swipes a couple of blank keycards through a machine, scribbles the room numbers across the top, and hands them to us.

‘You’re staying on the fifth floor.’ Her accent sounds Swedish, with that lovely lyrical bounce to her tone. ‘Step off the elevator and turn right. You’re at the end of the hall.’

Jensen hands me a card. We step into the elevator and ride it up to the top floor.

‘This place looks pretty good.’ He nods with approval. ‘I hope the breakfast coffee is as rich as the décor.’

‘You know this place only looks this good because they skimp on the good stuff.’ I catch a glimpse of his grin in the reflections around the walls. The doors open and we step out, our shoes almost sinking into the thick, soft carpet. Jensen takes me by the hand and guides me down the hall. We pass wide windows with stunning views of the sand and surf. It looks so inviting, so appetizing.

The silent hallway feels almost unbearable to me. All I want to do is grab this beautiful man and pull him close to me. But I’m desperately trying to behave. If I can make it to my room and lock myself inside, maybe I can calm down in the shower.

‘Okay, this is me.’ Jensen pulls up before a plain white door with the number 5002 neatly carved into the wood. ‘Shall we meet up in an hour?’

‘Sure.’

I let go of his hand and turn, looking for my room. But there are no more doors along the hall. The plush carpet ends at a wall and another window that looks down on the world below. I turn around, wondering if we’ve passed my room already. There are several other doors further down the corridor. Must be one of those.

But then I look down at the keycard in my hand. The numbers across the top of my card are 5002. I look to Jensen, wondering if we’re getting confused. He holds up his room key.

5002.

‘Maybe there’s some kind of mistake.’ He frowns, just as confused as I am. ‘I can go back to the desk.’

‘Maybe it’s a double room or something.’ I’m floundering, trying to think up a reasonable explanation for this. God, can I trust myself around him if we’re sleeping in the same room? Absolutely not.

‘Shall we check it out?’ He gestures to the door.

I stare at the handle. All we need to do is slip the card into the lock and walk inside. Me and Jensen. Together. Alone. Far away. This is the single most important question of my life. Everything rests on my decision here. I could say no and march us back down to the front desk and try to sort this whole mess out. Or…

Or we walk through this door and see what happens, for good or for ill.

‘Yeah.’ I look him in the eyes. Beautiful blue eyes. ‘Let’s check it out.’

Jensen gazes at me for a moment, perhaps wondering if I’m about to change my mind. But I don’t. He unlocks the door and pushes it open. I walk inside without another thought.

This room is the biggest, most beautiful hotel room I’ve ever seen. A balcony with wide doors looks over the sea. There’s an enormous bathroom with a huge shower and bathtub. A minibar, plus all the necessary furniture that a weary traveler might need, including a small couch. But the thing that draws my eye is situated in the middle of the room. One huge bed takes up most of the space, with an ice bucket and champagne bottle resting on a small table, and a small folded note on a gleaming white dish. I walk closer and see that the dish has several small chocolate treats on it, kept cool by the room’s air conditioning. The note is a short, typed sentence, written on official hotel stationery.

It says, ‘For the happy couple, with compliments.’

My cheeks burn. Top floor. Beautiful view. Champagne and chocolates. Goddammit. This isn’t just a regular hotel room, is it? This is the honeymoon suite.

‘Wow, this is real nice…’ Jensen closes the door and follows me into the room. He spies the card in my hand. ‘What’s that?’

‘I, uh, I think there may be a misunderstanding.’ I hand him the card.

Jensen reads the short sentence. He chuckles and shakes his head. He could be genuinely embarrassed or he could be feigning it for my sake.

‘Yeah, that doesn’t seem right, does it?’ His blue eyes sparkle like the water of the ocean outside. ‘Want me to hit up the front desk?’

‘I got a better idea. Hang on.’

I take out my phone and deposit my luggage at the foot of the bed. I walk into the bathroom, close the door, and dial a number. Kimberly answers on the second ring.

‘Well, hello there, stranger!’ She sounds upbeat. Suspiciously upbeat. ‘How’s Cape Grande?’

‘Did you do this?’ I keep my voice level and calm, pacing the wide bathroom floor. My heels tap and echo around the room. ‘Is this you?’

‘Is what me?’ Now I can hear a smile in her voice. ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about, Nicole.’

I take a deep breath to steady myself. It’s hard to think when you’re standing in a bathroom that looks more expensive than your own house. The shower is huge – easily large enough for an entire football team – and it’s built as a wet room, with a single drain, no screens or curtains required. You could walk under the showerhead and walk back out of the room without missing a step.

‘Did you book me and Jensen into the honeymoon suite of this hotel?’ I’m almost gnashing my teeth to stay calm. I don’t why I feel like this. Maybe because she’s pushed us into this situation together. With Jensen, there is no level of expectation, no demand for anything. Kimberly has put us both into a trap and I don’t like it.

‘Oh, is that what happened? Damn it.’ Again, she doesn’t sound at all concerned. ‘Shoot. The hotel said they would find rooms for you both. That’s frustrating.’

She keeps talking, making some limp excuse about budget restrictions, hotel vacancies, yadda-yadda-yadda. I barely hear anything that comes out of her mouth.

‘I can fix it for you,’ she says, breaking into my distracted fog. ‘But, oh damn, I’ve just closed my computer for the day. I can’t do anything until the morning now.’

‘You’re a terrible friend.’

‘I’m the best kind of friend.’ Now she’s openly amused. At least one of us is loving it. ‘Now you run along and have a good night. Enjoy Cape Grande.’

The line goes dead in my ear. I take a deep breath to steady myself and look in the mirror. My face is flushed, and not just from the heat of the sun. I run a hand through my hair and walk back into the room.

Jensen is standing by the open balcony door, gazing out to sea, a light breeze tussling his hair. His tie is on the bed, shirt collar open. He turns to me as I approach.

‘So? Everything okay?’

‘Uh, yeah. Just a mix-up on our end, not with the hotel. We can sort it out tomorrow.’

I stand before him. A tremor runs through me. Even in my heels, I have to look up into his blue eyes. He’s tall. Muscular. Perfect.

‘I see.’ He nods. I wonder if he knows that Kimberly arranged this on purpose. ‘Well, I’ll sleep on the couch tonight. I don’t want you to-’

I grab his face and pull his lips to mine. I can’t wait any longer. I can’t deny myself another second longer. It doesn’t matter what he wants or doesn’t want. All that matters is us.

We kiss. Urgent. Desperate. Hungry. Tongues exploring. Hands roaming, pawing, groping. I moan. He moans. I fumble at his shirt buttons. He lifts my skirt. His hands glide over my skin, up to my thighs, resting on my ass. Fire ignites in my belly. I want to touch him everywhere at once. I need to feel all of him, right now. Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, this is happening. I want it so fucking bad. I can’t live without this. I need him.

Him.

HIM.

And then my phone vibrates in my hand, shattering the illusion, a ringtone blaring out in the relative silence. I pull away from Jensen and answer it, ready to give the caller a piece of my mind.

‘Kimberly, you fucking bitch!’

‘Huh?’

It’s not Kimberly on the other end of the phone. It’s Will.

I jolt away from Jensen as though electrocuted. Panic grabs my heart. Does he know? Can he tell? Fuck!

‘Nicole? You there?’

‘Y-yeah, I’m here.’ I shoot a look at Jensen and back off until I bump into a wall. ‘Sorry, I thought you were… someone else. Everything okay?’

‘I’m fine, just missing you.’ I hear noises in the background. Sounds like he’s at home, tossing his work clothes near the laundry basket. ‘I never heard if you got in okay.’

‘Oh, shit! I’m sorry, it was a crazy day. I forgot to message you.’ I glance at Jensen again. He stands with his hands in his pockets, his shirt halfway open, looking at me like a starving man at a buffet. His pants bulge. ‘Yeah, I was completely distracted and super busy.’

‘So…’ His voice turns playful, enthusiastic. ‘How’s Cape Grande? You wanna go on vacation there sometime?’

‘It’s… it’s really stunning.’ My eyes rest on Jensen, instead of the vista behind him. ‘Honestly, it’s gorgeous here.’ I can’t do this. I can’t talk sweetly to my husband for however long while this man waits for me. I can’t do both. ‘Listen, I need to go.’

‘Oh? What’s up?’

‘Nothing, nothing.’ I look around for ideas and see the open bathroom door. ‘I’ve got to shower and go grab something to eat.’

I hear him shuffling on the other end, maybe putting on some fresh clothes. He says, ‘Okay, sure, that’s cool. Talk to you later?’

‘Yeah.’

‘I love you.’

‘You too.’

I hang up the phone and stare at the screen, at the background picture of Will and me together and smiling. Then I turn the phone to silent and put it on a table, face down. No more distractions. No more waiting.

‘Everything okay at home?’ Jensen’s face is calm, but that raging tent in his pants is not.

‘Yeah, it’s fine.’

I walk back to him, my feet steady, my knees strong. No second-guessing. No ducking out. No going back. I link my hands together behind his neck. Warm air drifts into the room from the open balcony door. It feels nice on my skin.

‘Now… where were we?’ I smile up at him, at my man, at my Jensen.

‘Right here.’

Jensen’s arms slide around my waist and he pulls me into another kiss. This time we’re slower, more tender, and more controlled than before. A fire still rages inside me, but it’s not a wild inferno. I want this so fucking bad.

His hands slide up my body, lifting this blouse. I let him undress me. Layer by layer. Moving slowly. Carefully. Gently. First blouse. Then skirt. Until I’m in my underwear.

Now I unzip his pants and unbutton the rest of his shirt. We can barely stop kissing for long enough to let our clothes fall to the floor in a crumpled heap. Now we’re standing in our underwear, still kissing like crazy, hands roaming each other’s bodies, his firm bulge screaming to be unleashed from its fabric prison. He slides a hand into my panties and cups my ass, forcing a deep, lusty moan to escape my mouth. His lips move to the sensitive patch of skin on my neck, sending ripples, tingles, and sparks through me.

‘Oh, God…’ I’m in heaven already. ‘I want you to fuck me.’

‘Good.’ His deep voice is huskier than usual, lust overcoming his senses. ‘God, I want to fuck you so bad.’ His hands cup my ass. He kisses my neck. His bulge presses into me. ‘I’ve wanted this since the first time I met you.’

I moan with exquisite desire. My body tingles from head to toe. I’ve never wanted anyone as badly as I want him right now. I’ve never felt as wanted as he makes me feel right now.

He unclips my bra and frees my breasts, gently cupping them and bringing the pink nipples to full attention. I grab his firm ass with both hands, groaning up to the ceiling. My pussy is white-hot. This is too much. Too exciting. Too intensely erotic. My brain is overloaded by all the sensations flooding through it.

‘Let’s go to bed.’ The words spill out of my mouth in a groan of pleasure. ‘Take me to bed.’

Jensen sweeps me up into his strong arms. Finally, I’m taller than him. He kisses me again and carries me over to the bed, like a bride on her wedding night. He gently eases me onto the bed and steps back, his blue eyes shining with wonder.

‘God, you’re so beautiful.’ His words make my heart swell.

‘You’re not so bad yourself.’

He smiles and kisses my tattoo, the little pair of lips on my hip. His warm mouth makes me tingle with delight. I exhale with happiness. Jensen slips his fingers into the waistband of my underwear and gently pulls them down. His eyes rest on my cleft. He gasps, smiling in delight, and strips me naked. The only things I’m wearing are my heels and my necklace and my wedding ring.

‘When… wow, that’s so sexy.’ He runs a finger over my perfectly smooth, freshly waxed mound. ‘When did you do this?’

His touch makes me shiver with delight. I bite my bottom lip and give him my most innocent, seductive eyes.

‘I got it last weekend. Do you like it?’

‘I love it.’

Jensen bends down and plants a warm kiss on my smooth skin. I gasp. He climbs onto the bed and lies between my thighs. I open myself wider for him; for his eyes; for his touch. It’s all for him now. Nothing else matters. The world outside can burn for all I care. The only thing I need is Jensen.

He gives my intimate lips a slow, loving kiss, allowing his tongue to linger in just the right places. Jensen’s warm mouth is heavenly. He slowly, carefully uses his tongue to spread my lips wider, preparing my tight hole for the huge monster lurking in his pants. I lose myself to his kiss, surrendering my body to this tall, muscular man. I am his now, to use as he pleases.

Jensen’s tongue deftly explores my willing hole; probing inside and tasting my passion, softly flicking my throbbing clit, and circling me with care and attention. Never too fast. Never too much pressure. Always absolutely perfect. He takes his time with me until my body is almost trembling at his touch and my pussy glistens with arousal, desperate for more than a mere tongue. His lips curl into a smile against my burning pussy. I see a sparkle of delight in his eyes.

‘Your pussy is perfect.’ He kisses my clit. ‘So perfect. This is the prettiest pussy in the world.’

‘My pussy says thank you.’ I look into his wonderful eyes. ‘I love the way you kiss me…’

He licks me again, soft and slow. My stomach feels like molten lava. I’m so fucking hot and wet and ready.

Jensen grabs the plate of chocolates set out for the happy couple. The open balcony door has shut off the air conditioning, so the chocolate is beginning to melt. He picks up one of the pieces and smiles. He places the melted chocolate directly on my sex, balanced above my clit. The warm, smooth texture feels wonderfully erotic on my most intimate parts, melting into my red-hot pussy. I’m breathing hard, looking into his amused face, ready for him to do even more wonderful things to me.

The chocolate begins to melt. Jensen gently presses his lips to my sex. He licks the piece off my body and slowly, carefully laps every last trace of chocolate from me. I’m moaning in ecstasy already. It’s so wonderful, so sensual, so delicious. His tongue drives me wild. I’m close already, but this isn’t how I want to climax. Not yet. I can’t wait anymore. We need to do this. Now.

‘Come up here.’ I gesture to him to come closer with my finger. Jensen gives my soaking, hungry slit one final lick and moves toward me.

I grab him and kiss him again, tasting myself on his tongue. Holy fuck, that’s so dirty and so sexy. It feels wrong, but it’s turning me on even more. Our bodies grind together, but his boxer shorts are in the way. I grab his shorts and pull, no longer slow and steady. Now I’m desperate to have him, to own him, to be owned by him. All the days and weeks and months of slowly building sexual tension have brought us to this moment. He helps me remove his shorts. The last barricade is gone. The final hurdle is behind us. Now we are two naked, consenting, eager adults, sharing a bed in a beautiful hotel, miles away from home.

We roll onto our sides. My thigh slides up his body. Jensen’s rock-solid cock is close – so close – to my pussy now. I can feel the warmth of his manhood. He can feel how hot my pussy burns for him. Naked skin brushes over naked skin. Electricity courses through me. I have never felt more alive than I am at this moment.

I push Jensen onto his back and mount him. I am a queen sitting on her throne, an empress mounting her warhorse. I am a goddess taking my rightful place in heaven.

‘Are you sure?’ He pats the bed. ‘I don’t mind taking the lead.’

I shake my head. I say, ‘It’s okay. I only come when I’m on top.’

Jensen nods, happy to let me take control. He looks up at me with utter adoration in his eyes. My burning sex rests on his pulsing, throbbing, pounding shaft. All it would take is a simple roll of my hips, a little movement, and we will finally forge our connection.

‘You’re so beautiful.’ His blue eyes seem to peer through me. Those wonderful words make my heart soar.

‘So are you.’

‘I have condoms in my bag.’ He nods at his forgotten luggage on the floor. ‘If you want them. Lube, too. If you need it.’

It only takes me a fraction of a second to make up my mind.

‘No condoms.’ I smile and lean back and take his manhood in my hand. It throbs with hunger, ready to perform. ‘I want to feel this. All of this.’

Jensen seems perfectly happy with my answer. Why wouldn’t he be? This guy has fucked dozens – if not hundreds – of girls in his life. I doubt any of them would want to ruin such a wonderful experience by hiding this perfect cock beneath a condom. I want the full Jensen experience, and I’ve never fucked a guy bareback before. If I’m going to do something wild, I’m going to do it as wild as possible. The thought of using a condom with him has never even entered my mind before this moment. Our kids would be fucking gorgeous – if I wasn’t on birth control.

I raise myself up and gently position us both in the right way. The thick purple head of his monumental manhood points directly at my tight entrance. It’s bigger than anything I’ve ever taken before. Bigger than any former boyfriend. Bigger than my vibrator. Bigger than my husband. I take a breath and steady myself.

‘It’s okay,’ he says, his tone soft and reassuring. ‘Go slow.’

Somehow his words comfort me. It’s okay to feel intimidated. It’s okay to not know what to do here. And it’s okay to ease into this. Again, life is not like porn. Nobody can bounce on a monster like this without struggling.

I sink onto him. The head of his perfect cock presses into my tight hole. A gasp escapes my lips. Holy fuck. I thought he was big in my mouth…

My pussy slowly widens and stretches to welcome this new intruder. My body has to adjust. I make a few ginger movements with my hips, almost bobbing up and down, gently accepting him a little deeper each time. It feels so different from anything I’ve ever felt before. Not just his shape or size, but the intensity of how badly I want him. The tension, the chemistry, the desire – it’s off the charts.

Slowly, slowly, I sink into his lap. Jensen enters me inch by inch by inch. I feel a strange, yet wonderful sensation as the thick head of his cock glides past my entrance. It’s like a small pop, as if my body has accepted his thickest part and now he can proceed. I sink lower and take him deeper. Animalistic, incomprehensible groans escape my lips. Jensen’s face is the picture of bliss. His eyes are glazed over, his mouth half-open, chest rising and falling. He moans for me, letting me know how good my pussy feels around his cock.

It feels wonderful. Better than wonderful. It’s intense. Pressure rises in my gut. His thick cock fills me completely and he isn’t even halfway inside. But this is all I can take for now.

‘You’re so big!’ My voice is a gasp of disbelief. I know I’m not the first woman to say something like that, but the words feel so natural. He is big. Bigger than I could ever have known. So big I can barely fuck him.

‘You’re so tight. Fuck…’

He reaches out to me. For a moment, I assume he’s about to place his hands on my tits like Will does when he gets horny. Once again, Jensen surprises me. He takes my hands in his, lacing our fingers together. We’re joined as one.

I’m overwhelmed with everything. His cock, his hands, how good it feels, how dirty I feel, how fucking free I am right now – oh my God. It’s perfect, perfect, perfect.

My hips begin to move. I start to ride my lover. It’s harder than I expected. His cock is so large and thick that I can only take about half of it right now. My pussy is lost to that wonderful sensation of pleasure and pain. Pleasure at the feeling of being fucked. Pain at how fucking big he is. But it’s the best pain I’ve ever felt.

‘Oh, fuck!’ Boiling heat floods my gut. I know this feeling, but it’s more intense than anything I’ve ever felt before. ‘I think – Jensen, I’m gonna come!’

It’s impossible. We’ve barely started fucking and already I’m close to the edge. My body moves on its own, gently bouncing on his cock, taking as much as I can, letting his red-hot shaft roll around and touch my insides. Fireworks explode behind my eyes. Wild moans tear out of my throat. I’ve never felt anything like this before. Never!

Within just a few short minutes of beginning to fuck him, I’m coming. I look down at him with disbelieving eyes, my body writhing in euphoria, pussy spasming and clenching around his thick manhood, fingers desperately clutching his. How the fuck does it feel so good? I don’t understand, I don’t…

‘Yes! Jensen!’

I scream out his name and keep riding, unable to stop myself. I don’t even have to touch myself to feel this intense. His perfect cock seems to hit all the right places at once. Every movement drives me wilder. This isn’t just an orgasm. This is a climax dialed up to eleven and pumped full of steroids. This is something new.

My vision blurs. Jensen’s gorgeous face swims before my eyes. I lean forward and grab his chest with both hands, almost clawing at his skin. My nails leave red lines in his flesh, marking him as my territory now. He gasps in pleasure and clutches my hips, beginning to move with me. He’s been patient until now, letting me get used to his size and shape, but his inner animal is about to be unleashed.

‘Oh fuck, that’s so good!’ His lusty voice is almost as wonderful as his cock. I keep bouncing. My soaking pussy makes it easier to take more and more of him inside me. Now his cock is almost buried in me. Just one or two inches left.

‘Fuck me, Jensen! Fuck me!’ My voice is almost shrill.

He starts to fuck me from below. I lean forward over him, my breasts bouncing and shaking near his mouth. A lesser man would attempt to suck my nipples, but Jensen’s attention is solely on me and my pleasure. His blue eyes blaze with triumph. Every stroke of his cock sends another shockwave of pleasure coursing through me. He’s so fucking deep inside me now.

‘Jensen!’

I can’t stop screaming his name. It sounds so right. He keeps fucking me, watching my face as though loving my response to his firm yet gentle movements. I’m in bliss. This is the most incredible feeling of my life.

It’s almost too much. I slump onto his chest, unable to keep holding myself up. Our bodies move and grind together. His hands grab my firm ass, spreading me open. I kiss him again, a deep and passionate and furious kiss. He gently slips a finger between my ass cheeks and teases my other hole. I gasp into his mouth. New, exciting sensations flood my body.

‘Fuck me.’ I almost hiss the words in an urgent whisper. ‘Fuck me hard!’

Jensen growls. He plunges inside me, slamming his body against mine. Every thick, powerful inch of his cock is buried in my tight pussy. I almost pass out from pleasure overload. He wraps his arms around me and rolls us both over on the bed, mounting me and taking control. I grip his body, crying out in wordless ecstasy.

He starts to fuck me now. Really fuck me. Deep and slow and hard. Pumping my body with his wonderful, thick, hard cock. I open my legs wider. He grabs my ankles and leans back, his muscular body so taut and firm in the sunlight. My hands clutch the bed. Have I stopped climaxing? I don’t know. I can barely breathe through the pleasure. I’m bouncing on his cock, rising and falling in the air. My necklace bounces with me, briefly lifting from my body and floating in the air at the apex of my rise, only to tap my chest on the descent again. It’s not annoying enough to remove completely or distract me from this wonderful, perfect moment. I don’t even think about the man who gave it to me.

‘You’re so fucking good, Nikki!’ Jensen’s strangled cry of passion sends me into overdrive. I reply with a wordless wail. He keeps fucking me at his own steady pace, letting my body writhe with every deep, hard stroke of his cock. The feeling of his bare skin plunging into my molten-hot pussy is wonderful. I’ve never felt so fucking close to anyone before. Never.

He drives himself deep inside me once more and holds still. My eyes almost pop out. I can feel him almost up in my stomach.

Jensen slides his arms under my butt and lifts me off the bed, changing the angle of his furious fucking and letting my soaking pussy experience a new depth. I’m clawing the bed now, unable to stop. I can’t speak. He’s fucking me so good that I’ve forgotten what language we speak.

‘Does this feel good?’ He grins at me. We both know the answer to that question. ‘Better than when your husband fucks you?’

‘Yes!’ I can’t help myself. ‘Yes! So much better!’

‘Whose pussy is this?’

‘Yours!’ I’m almost shrill now. ‘All yours!’

‘That’s right. My pussy. Not Will’s. It belongs to me.’

‘Yes!’

He leans forward, still lifting me off the bed, driving his cock to new depths. I can’t stop screaming. It’s so good! I’ve never had anything like this in my whole fucking life! Have I been missing out all this time?

‘I love this pussy!’ His eyes flash dangerously. I love that expression, that half-crazed gleam like I’m fucking him to the edge of sanity.

‘I love this cock! Fuck me, fuck me!’ I’ve never been this vocal during sex before. ‘I’m your fucking slut, Jensen! Fuck me! I’m your slut!’

Jensen’s reply is a throaty growl. That dangerous glint seems to sparkle brighter. His movements become more furious and frantic. My words have pushed him closer to the edge. His cheeks and chest flush deep red, as though my man is burning for me.

‘You want me to come?’ There’s an urgency to his voice now. Savage desperation in his eyes. My pussy is so good that he wants to come. He keeps fucking me deep and hard, that huge cock still pounding my tight hole.

‘I want your come!’ It takes all my strength just to talk. It feels like he’s fucking me straight into the mattress. ‘All of it!’

‘Where?’

My brain is like an engine that can’t start. For a few moments, I can’t do anything but take his cock. All my focus is on the feeling of his wonderful, furious, intense lovemaking. I’ve never been asked where I want a guy to finish before. In the past, all my lovers have filled up the condom, but we’re not using protection for this.

I manage to raise a finger and touch my cheek. He nods, understanding me perfectly. It’s not enough to make him come; I need to wear his climax like a trophy. Like I did before.

Jensen falls silent for a moment. His movements become more intense and focused. He starts to lose control, unable to hold on to his explosion any longer. His body stiffens. His muscles tense. It – feels – so – good!

At the last second, Jensen pulls out. He removes his arms from under my butt and quickly moves along the bed, kneeling next to my face. I grab his cock with one hand, amazed at the amount of cream and juice and come that covers his shaft from base to tip. He moans in utter euphoria. I stroke his cock and suck the tip and look up at him. He looks down at me. I see pure wonder in those blue eyes.

‘Nikki-!’

His strangled cry is music to my ears. I feel his cock throb and pulse in my hand, against my tongue. His huge balls convulse, emptying their rich, creamy load. I take it with a smile.

Jensen’s hot, sticky come launches from the tip of his cock with the speed of a bullet. It cascades over my face, over the bed, over my hands and tongue and cheeks. I keep stroking him, still flicking my tongue over the head, coaxing more and more come to erupt from him. He keeps groaning in sheer, pleasure, watching my gleeful eyes. Load after load splashes over my face, marking me as his slut; his whore; his fuck toy. I’ve never felt so dirty or satisfied or excited as I do right now. It is perfect.

‘Fuck, you’re so good…’

His moan of bliss drives me crazy. The last bead of pearl-white lust gathers at the tip of his cock. I lick it up with a smile and swallow it. He tastes so fucking wonderful.

‘God, Nikki…’

Jensen slumps into a seated position, resting against the headboard, his arm squashing the pillows. His chest rises and falls. His skin glows. That perfect cock is still rock-solid, still pointing at me.

‘Fuck, you’re amazing.’ His flushed face is a picture of adoration. He looks at my naked body like an artist admiring a finished canvas. I am his masterpiece.

‘I love this cock.’ I reach out and grasp him again. I can’t believe how good it felt. How right. How perfect. I can’t tell if I had a dozen small orgasms or one mind-melting climax. Whatever it was, it was wonderful. I need more.

‘And I love your pussy.’ He smiles, already reliving the experience. ‘The prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen. And the tightest I’ve ever fucked.’

‘Mmm…’

Despite how much pleasure I just experienced, my body already hungers for more. I keep gently massaging his manhood, stoking the fire of his passion. His expression changes. Flushed relief turns to hungry need.

‘You’re insatiable,’ he says, with a dirty smile.

‘Can you blame me?’

I roll between his legs and take him into my mouth. He groans for me, deep and throaty, the sound reverberating down my body. I suck and lick and stroke his still-hard cock, keeping him firm and ready. I taste our combined juices. We taste so fucking good together. A little sour, a lot sweet. I moan onto his shaft and start to take him deeper.

‘Oh, fuck…’ He places a warm hand on my back. Not interrupting me or taking over, but supporting me, encouraging me to keep going. ‘Goddamn, Nikki – that’s the best. Fuck, you’re so good!’

His words are a drug. I could get addicted to hearing things like that.

I start to lose myself in him, sucking this powerful cock with skill and enthusiasm. My tongue caresses him. My hands stroke him. He moans with lust. A lesser man would tell me to stop or go limp, but not my Jensen. He is not a lesser man.

‘You want more?’ His tone is almost a passionate growl.

I pull my mouth back far enough to speak. I say, ‘Yes, please.’

He grabs me and holds me down, using his power and strength to pin me to the bed. He moves around and mounts me from behind, pushing my thighs apart with his legs. I stay where I am, lying prone on the bed, and let him use me as he wants.

Jensen’s cock plunges forward. This time my body doesn’t resist. There is no grace period, no need to get used to him. His huge cock fills me to the brim in one long, powerful stroke until he comes to rest against my ass. I am filled. I am owned. I am his.

‘Jensen!’ My voice is muffled by a pillow. ‘Fuck! Fuck me!’

And he does.

Before, Jensen had been fucking me hard, with slow, deliberate pressure, but he was still in control. He was making sure we both enjoyed it. Now, he’s no longer calm and rational. This is Jensen – the full, unrestrained, animalistic fuck machine.

He leans down over me as though performing push-ups in the gym, his huge muscular arms pressing down into the bed as large and thick as marble pillars. His body moves hard and fast, pumping my once-tight pussy in a furious frenzy of lust, pounding me as though his life depends on it.

I clutch the pillow and use it to muffle my wordless screams of pleasure. He fucked me good before, but this is on another level. His huge cock seems to reach new depths inside me, touch new parts of my tunnel, and stretch me in wonderful new ways. His firm groin muscles slam into my bouncing ass with every hard stroke. I push back with my hips, desperate to take him even deeper than ever. His balls slap my clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me with every intense, powerful thrust. He moans deep and hard, his breath warm on my cheek. I’m helpless to resist.

‘Fuck, Nikki!’ He puts one hand on my shoulder, driving his cock into me with wild, savage desperation. I’ve never been fucked like this; so hard, so fast, so deep. With such passion and burning need. By such a perfect huge cock.

‘Jensen!’ His name comes out of my mouth in a wailing gasp. My fingers claw the pillow. He’s fucking me into the bed. His hand grips my shoulder, holding me steady. I can’t move even if I wanted to. I’m utterly his.

No man has ever fucked me in this position before; they’ve never been big enough to reach this depth. But Jensen can fuck me in any position he likes and I’ll feel every inch of him, right where he belongs.

His come is still on my face. I feel it clinging to my skin as he pumps my pussy relentlessly. All that working out at the gym comes in handy at a time like this. Jensen’s cardio performance is second to none. I’m wailing with pleasure and loving every fucking second of it.

‘Harder!’ I can’t help myself. It’s so fucking good! I need more. ‘Harder!’

He growls with animalistic pleasure. His grip tightens on my shoulder. Somehow, he begins to fuck me harder. My eyes roll back. His cock plunges into my aching pussy over and over again. Hard. Fast. Deep. I scream into the pillow.

I lose count of how many times he makes me come. Every deep, powerful thrust of his cock seems to ignite another chain of explosions inside me. He drives his cock inside me once more and holds still for a long moment, making me feel all of it. Every thick, hard, red-hot inch of him.

Jensen leans forward and kisses my back. A strangely gentle gesture for a man who just tried to pound me into the bed.

‘I’m gonna lift you.’ His hands slide under my arms. ‘Stay like this. Hold on to me.’

At first, I don’t know what he’s trying to do. But then he gently eases me up off the bed. I reach back and grab his thick, muscular arms and he holds mine, locking us into position together. My knees are the only part of me that is touching the bed right now. The rest of me is suspended in the air, supported only by his strength, impaled on his huge cock.

I have never been fucked like this before, either. And now there’s no pillow to muffle my voice, I can scream as loud as I want. My necklace dangles in the air.

‘Holy fuck, Jensen! Fuck! Fuck! You’re fucking me so good! Yes!’

His hands grip tighter. He fucks my tight pussy slow and deep, bouncing me in his lap. I glimpse our reflection in the glass balcony door. I’m flying above the bed, suspended in his arms. I am a goddess.

‘Oh, fuck, Nikki!’ His voice is deep and thick with lust. ‘You’re gonna make me come again!’

‘Yes!’ I need to make him come. I need to be the best woman he’s ever fucked. ‘Yes!’

He’s breathing hard now, fighting to enjoy this for as long as he possibly can. Our bodies collide with elegant intensity, my butt shaking with each impact. I can hardly breathe through the pleasure.

‘Are you going to come for me?’ I look back at him over my shoulder. His face is flushed. Sweat dots his brow. The room is warm, and not because of the open door.

‘Yeah.’ His voice is part grunt and part growl.

‘Come inside me!’

I’ve never asked a man to do that before. Not without a condom. But Jensen isn’t just some man. He’s Jensen. My perfect, muscular man. If anyone should be the first to come in me and claim my pussy as his own, Jensen should.

‘Inside you?’ His eyes flash with excitement, but he wants to be sure.

‘Come in my pussy!’

He lowers me back onto the bed and grabs my hips, pumping with hard, savage wildness, desperate to unload once more. I grip the bed, raising my butt to give him all the access he needs. His movements grow more intense and furious. His body becomes taut again. I can feel his climax approaching with all the power and fury of a runaway train.

‘Yes!’ He makes one final cry and buries his length inside me. ‘Nikki! I’m coming!’

I push back suddenly, forcing my butt into him as hard as I can, determined not to miss a single drop. His hands grip my hips. His cock throbs inside me. He moans with delirious, rapturous enthusiasm.

Jensen’s come fills my tunnel. I gasp. It feels so good; so right. This is what I’ve been missing my whole life. His warmth pools in my belly. His cock throbs, pulses, trembles, as he unloads all his passion directly into me. We moan as one. We are one.

‘Fuck, Nikki…’

Finally, he eases back, carefully sliding his huge cock out of me. My pussy almost burns. I’ve never been stretched so wide or fucked so deep before. It’s a wonderful sensation, almost like losing my virginity all over again.

‘Oh, wow, Jensen…’

I slump onto the bed and roll on my back, looking up at his gorgeous, flushed, smiling face. I’m still wearing his come as my prize, while I feel the second load pooling at my gaping, well-fucked entrance. I feel lighter than air.

We look at each other, breathless, covered in swear, aching in all the right places. We look at each other and we laugh at how much fun we had. I finally understand what Kimberly was talking about all those weeks ago.

‘You were worth the wait,’ he says, placing a hand on my thigh. ‘Every second of it. You’re amazing.’

My hand moves by itself, sliding over my glistening, sweaty skin and nestling between my aching thighs. I gently press two fingers to my hole and feel his warm come. This is the best feeling in the world. I’m full, I’m filled, I am fulfilled. My gently pressing fingers send waves of delight rippling through me again. I groan in bliss. Fuck, I could go for another round already. When has this ever happened to me? I’ve never had this much sex – this much good, intense, passionate sex – in such a short space of time and still needed more.

Outside, the sky has turned a deep orange and purple as the sun sinks closer to the horizon. How long have we been fucking? I have no idea. One hour. Maybe two.

‘I’ve never been fucked like that before.’ I stop teasing my aching pussy and relax into the big, soft bed. Jensen looks down at me with eyes full of happiness. His exhausted cock finally begins to slumber. My cream coats his thick shaft. ‘You fucked me so good.’

‘It was my pleasure, believe me.’ His hand caresses my thigh. ‘And you fucked me just as good.’

I hold up my fingers, showing off his come, and say, ‘I’ve never done that before.’

‘Done what?’

‘Any of it. I’ve never let a guy fuck me without a condom and I’ve never let anybody come inside me before.’

His eyebrows raise in wonder. My lover is delighted by that revelation.

‘Wow.’ He beams at me. ‘Wow. So, I’m the first?’

‘First and only.’

He gives my thigh a reassuring squeeze, sending small tingles through me. ‘Not even your husband? You never let Will do that?’

‘No.’

‘Lucky me.’

I return his smile. ‘Lucky you.’

My body feels so relaxed right now. I could easily fall asleep. I’m exhausted and relaxed and utterly fucked in all the right ways. His come still clings to my face. I can feel his second load trying to spill out of my gaping sex.

‘What do you want to do now?’ Jensen’s lips curl into a naughty, knowing smile.

‘Now… I need to shower.’ I laugh. ‘I’m all sweaty and there’s a lot of come on me.’

Jensen laughs too. He helps me sit upright and pulls me to the edge of the bed. I try to stand, but my knees are weak. He’s fucked all the strength out of me.

Without saying a word, he lifts me into his arms again and carries me across the room. I hold onto his neck. Why does this feel so safe, so right? He carries me into the bathroom. I see myself in the mirror. My skin glows with the exertion of our lovemaking. My hair is a mess. My face is covered in his come.

I’ve never looked more beautiful.

Jensen walks straight into the huge shower space and turns on the water. He sets me down and I begin washing my face, gently cleaning his thick, creamy load from my body. The warm water flows across me. It’s soothing and relaxing.

‘Here, let me help.’

Jensen takes a couple of bottles of the hotel’s complimentary shower lotion and squeezes a generous amount into his hands. He puts the bottle down and begins to massage lotion into my body, starting at my shoulders. It feels like heaven. His large hands, the slippery lotion, the gentle motion… it’s perfect.

He kneels at my feet, his strong, warm hands gliding and soaping my shaking legs. I feel strength returning to my body, as though he’s giving it back to me after stealing it. His hands are so wonderful on my glistening, soapy skin.

Jensen’s touch glides up my thigh and comes to a rest at the pair of lips inked into my skin. He kisses it again and then massages lotion across the area.

‘Do you like my tattoo?’ My voice is weak, but strength is slowly returning to me.

‘I love it.’ He stands up again and squeezes more lotion into his hands. ‘It’s beautiful, subtle, sensual, and kissable. My favorite things.’ Now he starts to caress my shoulders, like a masseur finding a knot in the muscles. I could melt into the water and float down the drain. ‘What made you get that done? It looks fresh.’

‘I wanted to do it. I wanted to shake things up. Like my breasts, I guess. I wanted to get something that made me feel different and unique and interesting. Does that make any sense?’

He kisses the back of my neck and says, ‘It absolutely does.’

His hands continue gliding over my skin for a while. Long and unhurried. Slow and steady. I feel his warm come gently trickle out of me and disappear into the shower.

‘Does that feel good?’

My response is a loud, lusty sigh of happiness. He steps closer, pressing his body to mine, and allows his soapy hands to drift further around me until he reaches my breasts. I lean into him. He can touch me anywhere he likes. Anywhere at all.

Our naked bodies feel so right together like this, standing under the warm shower. I feel like I’m a part of him, an extension of his body.

Jensen’s large hands continue rubbing soap into my firm breasts. Water cascades down me, washing it off. I turn to face him and grab the bottle of shower lotion. It’s my turn to wash him.

I massage cool, soothing lotion into his firm body, loving the way it feels under my fingers. So rigid and powerful and muscular. Not soft and flabby. This is a real man. This is my man. I let my hands drift south and slowly clean his manhood. He watches me with a coy smile, not interrupting or stopping me.

‘Does this feel good?’ I say, rubbing my slippery hand up and down his shaft. He’s already clean. I’m doing this because I want to touch him.

‘It feels fantastic, Nikki.’

My scratch marks stand out on his chest; prominent red lines where my fingernails clawed him earlier. I trace one line and give him a guilty look.

‘Sorry about this, I didn’t mean to hurt you.’

‘You didn’t.’ He smiles. ‘I really loved it. You got an aggressive side to you.’

I squeeze his manhood. ‘You like when I get aggressive?’ He nods. ‘Good. Then I own this. Your cock is mine now.’

Jensen squeezes out some more lotion and starts massaging it into my butt. I let out a long groan of pleasure. His soapy fingers glide over my tingling skin, gently slipping between the cheeks. He slides one finger over my asshole. I gasp.

‘Does that feel good?’ He smiles at my reaction.

‘Yes.’

I keep stroking his cock. He keeps massaging my butt. Finally, he moves his hands to the front and begins rubbing lotion into my aching womanhood.

‘Be careful down there.’ I bite my bottom lip. ‘She’s really sensitive right now.’

‘I’ll bet she is.’ He kisses my forehead. ‘She’s not used to being fucked like that, is she?’

I shake my head. He cups my sex and softly massages me. Waves of utter bliss spread through me like a pool of warmth. I groan again.

We continue like this for a few more minutes, rubbing lotion into each other under the vague pretense of cleansing our bodies. His manhood starts to swell and thicken in my hand. A low fire begins to spark in my belly. How can I still want more? Have we not fucked enough already?

Apparently not.

He wraps his arms around me. We kiss under the gently falling water, making out with slow passion and hungry desire. His cock grows against my belly. His hands keep exploring and caressing me.

Without saying a word, our gentle shower turns into a third round of lovemaking. He lifts me into the air and gently pins me against the wall, water still flowing over us both. I sink onto him and feel that wonderful, perfect, blissful sensation of his huge cock plunging deep inside me once more.

‘God, that feels so perfect.’ His groan is audible over the pouring water.

‘You belong inside me.’ I kiss him again. ‘You were made to fuck me.’

We fuck like this, with Jensen holding me against the wall and my legs wrapped around his waist and his rock-hard cock buried deep in my pussy. I roll my hips. He bounces me in the air, using my body as his fuck toy. It doesn’t feel degrading. If anything, I’m his total physical and sexual equal. We’re doing this for the sheer pleasure of experiencing it.

‘I want to fuck you every day, Nikki.’ His voice is thick with passion. He’s not just saying the words in the heat of the moment. He really means it.

I link my fingers behind his head, already lost in the intense, steady movement of his cock. I say, ‘I want you to fuck me every day. All the time. Every way…’

I kiss him again, moaning into his mouth. Water flows over us, washing away all our sweat and shame. He fucks me deep and long and slow, sending me over the edge again and again, letting me enjoy every single moment. It’s the single best erotic experience I’ve ever had in a shower.

When Jensen finally climaxes, we look into each other’s eyes. I nod, desperate to feel it again.

‘Come in me. Come in me. Come…’

He silences my pleas with a deep, passionate kiss. I’ve never felt so close and connected to another human before in my life. I respond to his lips, kissing him hungrily as we make deep, slow, tender love under the rushing water. His body bucks and trembles as I bring him to orgasm again.

Jensen’s come erupts deep inside my body once more, flooding me with the exquisite warmth of his creamy load. I feel it coat the inside of my tunnel, trickling around every inch of me. No man will ever come inside me as deep as him. Nobody will ever own me in the same way that he does right now.

We continue kissing, deep and passionate, moaning in unison, locked in mutual ecstasy. His cock throbs and pulses and pumps load after load inside me. Despite how much sex we’ve already enjoyed together, his come still manages to fill me to the brim, oozing and pooling in the depths of my sex. Our bodies grind together in bliss, still devouring one another hungrily. I pull my lips away and moan up to the ceiling. He holds me in place for a long, long moment, looking into my eyes as water splashes all around us. His cock is buried in me, where he belongs.

We return to earth together, our climaxes finally over. He gently lifts me off his hard length and sets me back on the floor. My legs are unsteady. He holds me up. We finish showering and turn off the water.

He grabs a towel and dries my body, gently brushing off water droplets. It’s such a sweet, unexpected, sensitive gesture from a man who just fucked me so hard I couldn’t see straight. Jensen finishes drying my body. I take the towel and do the same to him, enjoying the curious, intimate sensation of cleansing his body. My hair is wet, but that doesn’t matter. The room is warm enough to dry it while we lie in bed.

I toss the towel on the rail and take his hand in mine. We walk back to the bed, leaving a trail of water behind us. The world outside is dark. I have no idea what time it is and I don’t care.

We climb into bed together. The ice surrounding the champagne and the rest of the chocolates has long since melted. It doesn’t matter. We’ll enjoy them some other time.

Jensen lies in the middle of the bed. I nestle into his warm, wet, naked body, my head on his firm chest. I can hear his heart beating. It beats for me, the way my heart beats for him. He gently embraces me and pulls the covers up around us. A comfortable silence falls. My wedding ring gleams against his skin. How strange that I’m wearing an item that is both meaningful and utterly meaningless, simultaneously. But, then again, I only vowed to never love another man. I certainly don’t love Jensen, just the way he makes me feel.

‘Can I ask you something?’ I say, finally breaking the silence.

‘If you want to fuck again, I’m going to need a minute or two first.’

I laugh and kiss his chest. ‘No, not that. I just… I want to know, why me?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Why did you choose me? Out of all the women in the world, you could have anyone. Why me? I’m married. I’m not going to leave my husband. This can’t work out for us. So why did you choose me?’

Jensen runs a hand through my hair as he responds. ‘I thought you were stunning when we first met. Then I saw you were married. And, honestly, I wanted you even more.’

‘You’re a bad man.’

‘The worst.’ He kisses my forehead. ‘I like taking things that don’t belong to me. Wives, girlfriends… Knowing that I can’t have you just makes me want you more.’

‘You do have me.’

‘Yeah, I have you.’ His warm arms tighten around my body. ‘I know you’re not going to leave Will for me and I don’t want you to do that. Right now, this is perfect. I love this.’

‘Me too.’ I kiss his lips. Soft. Slow.

‘And knowing that you’re here with me instead of home with him…’ He gives me a darkly satisfied smile. ‘That just makes it even hotter.’

‘I’ve never come so hard or so many times.’ I can’t stop myself from smiling in happiness. ‘You’re like nobody I’ve ever met.’

‘And nobody you’ve ever fucked.’

‘What about me?’ My smile turns teasing. ‘How do I rate on the long, long list of women you’ve been with?’

‘A gentleman never kisses and tells.’

I laugh and nudge him. ‘After everything we’ve done tonight, you can’t call yourself a gentleman ever again.’

‘In that case…’ He cups my ass with a soft hand. ‘I’d have to say that your name is right at the top of that long, long list.’

A thrill runs through me. He sounds sincere. Even if he isn’t being truthful, I don’t care. I wanted to impress him tonight. I wanted to do things I’d never done before. And I did those things. I have no regrets.

‘Thank you,’ he says, his voice beginning to cloud with sleep.

‘For what?’

‘For everything. For tonight. For letting me come in you. That was special.’

‘Yeah, it was.’

We fall silent. My mind drifts and wanders, replaying the many wonderful events of this evening. It doesn’t take us long to fall asleep in each other’s arms.

****

For the first time in more than seven years, I wake up in bed with a man who is not my husband. Warm morning air flows into the room from the open balcony door, gently blowing the drapes on a light breeze. I stir and slowly open my eyes. The room is bright already. Sometime during the night, we both kicked the covers to the bottom of the bed and slept naked, exposed, and free.

Jensen has one hand on my hip, resting on my skin. Not possessing me, but reassuring me. He’s here, he’s close.

Memories of last night replay in my head like a highlight reel. God, what a night. I can’t decide which part was the most spectacular. My first orgasm, maybe? Or the feeling of taking his huge bare cock inside me? Maybe it was when he lost control and fucked me face down into the bed. Or the sensual lovemaking under the shower. Too many options, all of them wonderful.

My body aches in all the right places. I stretch, warmth spreading through me. My handsome lover is still fast asleep, lying on his back. His fabulous body is spread out before me like the world’s most delectable buffet. Just looking at him reignites the desire in my belly again. His manhood is almost fully hard. What is he dreaming about, I wonder? Is he reliving last night’s passion again, too? Or maybe he’s dreaming of all the things we could still enjoy together…

I get a wild, naughty idea. Something I’ve never done for a man before – never even really considered it – but something I want to do for Jensen. He brings out the wild girl in me. Plus, I know that he will appreciate it, instead of expecting it.

His hand slides off my hip and falls to the mattress. I get onto my knees and crawl between his parted legs, moving slowly and taking care not to wake him. Not yet, anyway. His wonderful cock is before me once again, resting on his sleeping stomach, still ready to go. Does this guy ever get soft? Or maybe it’s me. Maybe his cock knows how close it is to my naked body and it still craves more. I know the feeling, big guy.

I position myself between his legs, resting on my elbows, and take his manhood in one hand. It feels so alive. So powerful. Even now, it throbs and pulses at my touch, responding to the feeling of my hand with hunger and strength all of its own. It smells so masculine. I place a soft, loving kiss on the underside, letting my lips linger on his skin for a long moment. Then I bring my mouth to the tip and begin to slowly suck my lover’s cock.

His breathing changes, at first slow and soft with slumber, but gradually growing deeper. I hold back a wicked giggle of satisfaction and keep pleasuring the thick, purple head of his cock with my mouth. He tastes even better this morning. I run my tongue over his most sensitive parts and hear a sleepy moan escape his lips. Jensen begins to stir, slowly awakening at my touch. My sex is already burning with desire. It feels so incredible to know that I’m both sexy enough to make him come, and naughty enough to wake him up like this.

I keep sucking his thick, hard cock. He’s rock-solid in my mouth now, ready for action. I moan with lust. He throbs on my tongue. I take him deeper inside my hot mouth and keep my eyes on his face.

Jensen opens his sleepy eyes. He looks at me and blinks in confusion. Then a smile lights his gorgeous face. I keep sucking him, looking as innocent as I can with this huge cock in my mouth.

‘What a way to start the day.’ His smile grows. ‘God, you look so beautiful.’

I ease him out of my mouth and use my tongue to stimulate his sensitive head, stroking his wet shaft with one hand. It’s almost a lazy blowjob, but it feels great for both of us.

‘Did you sleep okay?’ He slides both hands under his head, the picture of male relaxation.

I nod and moan a response. My mouth is too busy for words right now. I rest his shaft on my cheek, teasing him with my tongue. His cock is bigger than my face.

‘Oh, that’s perfect…’ He gives a long, lusty sigh of delight. ‘Oh my God, Nikki, you’re so perfect.’

His words turn me on almost as much as his cock does. I kiss the thick, purple head and gently run my tongue over him, watching Jensen tremble with pleasure.

‘You want me to suck it some more?’ I give him my big, innocent eyes again.

Jensen nods. I keep teasing him with my lips and tongue for a few more moments, almost taking his cock into my mouth but returning to continue my sensual torment. He groans again and again. The sound of this huge, powerful man enjoying my gentle teases makes my cleft throb.

When I’m satisfied that he’s suffered enough, I purse my lips and grasp his manhood. I tap my mouth with my warm member and say, ‘Knock, knock – open wide…’

He laughs. I open my mouth and take him inside. His laugh turns into a sharp inhale as pleasure overwhelms him.

I turn my full attention to Jensen now, using both hands and my mouth. Jerking. Licking. Stroking. Sucking. Teasing. Still at that loose, sedate pace. I’m not in a hurry to make him come. I want us both to enjoy this moment together. A long, lazy morning blowjob in the sunshine.

He moans for me. The sound of his deep, masculine voice groaning like that causes my sex to burn even hotter. His stomach tenses and relaxes as waves of delight surge through his body, all from me and my talented mouth.

‘Fuck…’ His glazed eyes gleam through a haze of lust. ‘You want me to take care of you, too?’

I take him to the back of my throat and shake my head from side to side. No. This is all about him. I want to do this, to give him this experience. My lips stretch into a smile. I bury him into my mouth as far as I can take it and wink. He gasps. I smile up at him, showing my love and appreciation for this wonderful cock. I giggle, unable to stop myself. It’s so much fun to be so naughty.

He remains still, letting me work my magic. I slowly jerk him off into my warm, wet mouth, teasing his shaft and caressing those full, juicy balls. I can’t believe he’s got another load for me after the amount of come he gave me last night.

Jensen’s moans of pleasure deepen. He keeps watching my face, not looking away for even a second. I am his sole focus. I am the center of his universe. Me and my mouth are the only things that matter.

‘Oh, fuck…’ His brows furrow with delight.

‘Aw, are you going to come for me?’ I pout for him, running a finger around the wet head of his manhood. ‘Is my man going to give me all that hot, thick come?’

‘Yeah. I want to come for you.’

I smile at his response and give his cock a long, lingering kiss. I say, ‘I want to make you come for me. I want you to come all over my face.’

‘Oh, God…’ Another wave of delight rocks his body. I can’t tell if he’s reacting to my words or my gently-massaging hands. ‘Fuck, I want that too. I want that so bad.’

‘Mmm…’ I let my moaning sigh wash over his sensitive cock. He throbs in my hands, desperate to give me all that delicious come. ‘Then you better ask me real nice, hadn’t you?’

I shoot him a coy, half-serious look. His face twists with pleasure. He trembles on the bed. I want to hear him say the words. I want him to pay homage to his sexual goddess.

‘Please, Nikki!’ His voice is thick now, barely holding onto his climax. The desperation in his tone gives me a surge of satisfaction. ‘Please let me come for you.’

Fuck, what a rush! This man could have any woman in the world, but he’s here with me, begging permission to orgasm. I’ve never felt as sexually powerful as I do at this moment.

‘Whose cock is this?’ My tongue caresses the most sensitive part of his throbbing manhood now; gently lapping and flicking at the place where his purple head meets the underside. His response is a full-body tremor and a throaty moan. I say it again. ‘Whose cock is this?’

‘Oh, fuck! It’s yours! All yours!’

This huge, powerful, muscular man is utterly helpless to resist me. His body trembles at my touch. I keep swirling my tongue over his most sensitive part, applying enough pressure to make him gasp and moan again and again. His face is filled with wonder; as if he can’t believe how something so simple can feel so good. I wonder if any of his other girls have done this for him. Maybe I’m the first.

His beautiful, ocean-blue eyes flash and open wide. Shock registers on his face. A long, loud, throaty groan of pure lust escapes his parted lips.

‘Nikki!’ Jensen’s thigh muscles tense with the pressure. ‘I’m gonna come for you!’

I smile across the bed at him and let my tongue lazily lap, flick, and caress his cock to climax. His balls contract. His shaft throbs in my hands. His body shudders with pleasure. I keep slowly licking. His orgasm is my power source; I need it.

His come erupts from the tip of his cock, almost like a water fountain. The first drops land on my face and tongue. I keep licking, still maintaining the same, slow, lazy rhythm. He shudders again, lost to the strength of his climax, and keeps shooting thick, creamy ropes of passion over my face. Each blast tastes sweeter than the previous. I close my eyes for a moment, feeling his load cling to my forehead and eyebrows, but I don’t stop licking. Each stroke of my tongue sends him deeper and further in utter rapture. I want him to remember this moment every time he comes for the rest of his life.

‘Nikki!’ He’s almost hoarse with bliss. His chest heaves. Stomach clenches and unclenches. Thighs tighten. Legs straighten and relax. His entire body rides a wave of bliss that only I can provide.

I keep up the slow, steady flicker of my tongue as the last drops of passion bead at the tip of his cock and he finally stops throbbing uncontrollably in my hand. I open my eyes, glad that none of his come hit me there. Jensen looks at me with a mixture of overwhelming wonder and unbelievable hunger. I run my tongue up and down his cock one final time, from the tip to his balls and back again, finishing with a flourish by cleaning that last drop of come from the head.

Just when it seems like the show is over, I take it to the next level. I open my mouth and start sucking him all over again, hard and desperately, as though I need another load of come. He shudders and spasms on the bed, groaning with furious passion. He’s at the peak of his sensitivity and I’m making it more intense than ever. He claws at the bed but doesn’t stop me. I look up with a smile, his cock buried in my mouth, and see his blue eyes flashing with the sheer intensity of the moment. Finally, I release his cock and lean back.

‘Good morning to you too.’ I smile at him, feeling all that wonderful come settle on my face. Before Jensen, I never let any man do that to me. Now, I can’t get enough of it. With him, it feels like a reward. His come is my trophy, proudly worn on my face. ‘I hope you had a nice sleep?’

He chuckles once or twice, still breathing hard. He says, ‘The sleep was fine, but the wake-up call – now that was perfect.’

I beam with pride and give his gradually-wilting manhood a long, lingering kiss in thanks. He sighs at the sensation of my warm lips.

Outside, I hear the world slowly returning to life. The sounds of distant traffic below. The wind and the sea. It’s going to be a beautiful day.

‘So, what do you want to do this morning?’ I release his manhood from my grasp and sit upright, acting as though I’m not covered in his load.

‘I can think of a few things…’ He eyes me with hunger. A ripple of pleasure runs through me. ‘But what about you? What do you want to do?’

‘Hmm… you know, I could use a coffee.’ A smile spreads over my face. ‘A really strong coffee.’

He nods. ‘I’ll get you one. No problem. I’d say you deserve one.’

‘And breakfast?’

‘You deserve that, too.’

I hop off the bed and stretch up to the ceiling, totally comfortable with my nudity. He watches me with a wide, kind smile.

‘I’ll go sort breakfast and coffee for us if you want to shower?’ He points to his cheek, amused at how casually I’m wearing his come.

‘Sure.’

Jensen climbs out of bed and starts dressing, pulling on a fresh outfit from his overnight bag. Clothes look strange on him now, like they don’t belong. He’s better naked in my opinion. I stand in front of a long mirror, admiring my nakedness. The sight of his come makes me smile. I never thought I would let a man do that to me, but Jensen changed it all. It’s not even a degrading act. I get a huge erotic thrill from it.

He finishes dressing and slips an arm around my waist from behind. Our reflection looks both amusing and normal. The well-dressed slab of beef and the naked, come-splattered babe.

‘You look gorgeous.’ He kisses my shoulder.

‘I bet you say that to every girl you come on.’

‘Only the ones who let me do it more than once.’

I laugh and slip out of his embrace and walk to the bathroom. He puts on his shoes and heads out the door, leaving me alone to my thoughts. My eyes fall on the bed and I remember every naughty thing that took place there. A smile warms my lips. God, what a night. I’ve never had anything like that before.

My phone is still where I left it, face down on top of a unit. I pick it up and check the screen. One missed call and two messages. The missed call was from Will last night, around eleven. Probably calling to wish me goodnight while I was getting fucked by someone else. A tiny flicker of guilt ripples through me, but it’s gone almost as soon as it arrived.

One of the messages is from Will, sent earlier today, probably after he woke up. It read, ‘Good morning. HAPPY ANNIVERSARY!’

I glance into the large mirror again. Happy anniversary, indeed. Seven years married and here I am, sharing a hotel room with another man and wearing his come like a prize. This time, I don’t feel any guilt. Just a flash of wicked excitement. My fingers dance across the screen and tap out a quick reply. ‘Happy anniversary babe, hope you’re not missing me too much?’

The second message is from Kimberly. It says, ‘Hope you had a good night…’ That bitch. I take a photo of my face in the mirror, pouting my lips and showing off all that creamy white come in full glory. I send it to her and put the phone back down. It’s time to shower.

I take a nice, long, soothing soak under the water, washing every part of my body all over again. It feels so good to be clean. The best part is that I’ll get to enjoy the experience of having Jensen ruin me all over again later. I turn off the water and dab a towel over my body to remove all the excess water, before walking back into the bedroom.

I have two more messages on my phone, from Kimberly and Will. Kimberly’s message has a series of emoticons – stunned, laughing, hearts, plus a couple of exploding heads. After that, it says, ‘DETAILS?’ I ignore it. She’ll get everything when I return home.

Will’s message isn’t quite so amusing. Instead of a romantic message of how much he misses me or how he can’t wait to see me again, I receive a graphic close-up picture of his erect penis. Fantastic. Just what every wife wants to see in the morning. He’s chosen a cunning angle to make his manhood appear larger in the frame, but I know all too well how big he is – or isn’t, rather. And that size is nothing in comparison to what I enjoyed last night. Attached to the photo is a brief message. It says, ‘I missed you THIS MUCH.’

A shiver of disgust runs through me at the sight of his penis. Would I react like that if I hadn’t fucked Jensen? Probably. Romance might not be dead, but my husband is doing his part to bury it.

I write a quick reply. ‘I hope you saved some energy for me?’ The last thing I want to do is start a fight over text messages on our anniversary, so it’s better to roll with the punches and play along.

Will replies before I can even put my phone down. He says, ‘For you, always.’

That’s sweet, I guess. But another message follows the first. It reads, ‘Can I get a picture of you now?’

I blow air through my lips. Can you? Maybe. Do I want to? Kinda not. We could go back and forth playing the game, or I could just skip to the end, give him what he wants, and let him go back to work so he doesn’t pester me all day.

I step back into the bathroom and take up a position in front of the mirror, where there are no masculine items in the background or evidence that exposes the truth about my trip. The last thing I want is to accidentally include a man’s shirt or shoe behind me. After all, I know that Will is going to study this picture in minute detail, like a critic obsessing over a painting. I aim the camera at the mirror and use the phone to obscure my face. Then I cover my breasts with one hand and snap a quick topless picture. Nothing extreme, nothing revealing, nothing that even links back to me. But I know that my husband is going to lose his mind over it all day long.

With that done, I send the photo and put my phone back where it was previously, facedown and ignored. Jensen has been gone for a while. He’s probably on his way back now. I grab his fallen shirt from the floor and put it on, ignoring the numerous creases. It smells like him and I like it. I roll the sleeves back to my wrists. The bottom of the shirt just barely covers my ass. I button it up enough to conceal my nakedness and step out onto the balcony.

Cape Grande is already coming to life below me. The streets are filling up with people headed to work, while others make a beeline for the beach. Ahead of me, the shimmering white sands look perfectly inviting. The sun spreads its light across the world, bathing us all in glorious warmth. What a wonderful start to the day.

I hear the sound of a door opening and turn toward it. A middle-aged man steps out onto the next balcony over, wearing a pair of swim shorts. He grabs a couple of beach towels that were left out to dry overnight and suddenly notices me. He pauses and gives an awkward nod of greeting. I return the nod and smile. His cheeks flush. He takes the towels and scurries back into the room.

Weird. I glance down, wondering if maybe this shirt has exposed me in some strange way, but no. My nipples are perfectly obvious through the thin, light fabric, but that doesn’t bother me. Unless…

A smile forms on my lips. The guy in the next room probably heard us last night. He probably heard us screaming in passion and slamming into the bed and moaning with ecstasy. He probably heard me beg Jensen to come inside me. Maybe he even heard Jensen’s lusty groan of delight when I teased him to climax just thirty short minutes ago. I hope we gave this stranger a good show, whatever the case.

I lean on the balcony railing for a short while, breathing the clean sea air and feeling the warm breeze on my face. Behind me, the room door opens and Jensen returns. He’s holding a carry tray with two takeaway coffees in one hand. His other arm is looped through a shopping bag while he talks on the phone. He winks at me.

‘Yeah, fantastic, that’s great.’ Jensen joins me on the balcony. I take the coffee tray. ‘Awesome. Okay, we’ll finish up here and see you on Monday.’

He hangs up the phone and puts the bag on the floor. I hand him a coffee, leaning back against the railing so my breasts push into the shirt. He notices.

‘Who was that?’ I take a sip of my drink. Perfectly drinkable. Heaven.

‘Rob called while I was walking back into the hotel.’ He steps closer and puts a hand on my hip. ‘All the files we sorted last night were overnighted to the office, so our work here is done.’

‘Oh.’ A flicker of disappointment crosses my heart. ‘You mean…’

‘Yep.’ A dirty smile. ‘We can do whatever we want today.’

We touch coffee cups, toasting our success. I feel lighter and happier than I’ve felt in years.

‘So…’ He kisses my cheek and whispers into my ear. ‘What would you like to do today?’

‘Mmm, I can think of one huge thing.’ My free hand massages the front of his pants. ‘One huge thing at the top of my to-do list.’

He nods, perfectly happy to go along with it. He says, ‘Maybe while we’re here, you and I could hit the beach?’

The idea excites me. But I shake my head.

‘I haven’t brought anything to wear. Unless it really is a nudist beach?’

Jensen chuckles. He puts his coffee down and picks up the shopping bag. ‘I thought you might say that, so I got us a little something…’

He delves into the bag and removes a small item of women’s clothing. It’s a vivid red bikini thong.

‘I hope I got your size right; the store didn’t have much choice.’

I take the bikini and examine the tags. Yeah, it’s my size. Double-D cups. And the thong will fit. Funny, this is the second thong somebody has bought for me in a few weeks.

‘You want me to wear this?’ I give the thong strap a playful tug. ‘It’s going to get a lot of stares…’

‘As I said, there wasn’t a whole lot of choice. It was something like this or an old lady's swimsuit. And I don’t know about you, but a body like yours should not be covered up. But don’t worry, I did get something else for you.’

He reaches into the bag and extracts a beautiful sarong. Pale blue, thin, perfect for covering up on the beach.

‘It’s gorgeous.’ I touch the fabric. Soft and light. Almost magical. ‘Jensen, it’s wonderful.’

‘I thought so too. And I got us some donuts for breakfast and some shorts for myself, plus some sun lotion. Pretty good, all in all.’ He puts the bag back on the floor, smiling at me with obvious delight at my reaction. ‘I also made reservations for dinner tonight at a place nearby. Do you have something to wear? We can go shopping if not…’

I nod. Yes, I have the perfect dress, neatly tucked into my luggage.

Jensen kisses my forehead. He places a gentle hand on my stomach.

‘How are you this morning? Any aches or pains? I hope I wasn’t too rough last night. I got a little carried away.’

His concern almost makes me melt. Such a goddamn gentleman.

‘You were perfectly rough.’ I give a naughty smile of my own. ‘I have no complaints. Yeah, I’m a little sore here and there, but that’s to be expected, right? I’ve never fucked anybody as big as you before.’

Jensen places both hands on my hips, a warm smile on his face. He says, ‘Good, I was worried that I’d hurt you… and, for the record, I’ve never come as hard as you made me come last night. And this morning.’

My tongue slides across my lips. I give him a knowing look.

‘Maybe you should kiss away all my aches and pains, hmm?’

His smile grows wider. Jensen kneels at my feet and pushes up the bottom of the shirt, exposing my smoothly waxed womanhood right here on the balcony. My heart races. This is so exciting. So erotic. Anyone could catch us here. Anyone.

He brings his lips to mine and gives me a slow, loving kiss. I sigh with contentment and lean back against the railing. His tongue caresses my sex in slow, gentle flickers, soothing all those little aches and throbs. This is the life. Sun on my skin, coffee in my hand, a man at my feet. Utter bliss.

Just as I start to lose myself to his talented mouth, the door opens again on the next balcony over. The sheepish-looking man steps out and grabs one more towel. He sees us and freezes, jaw hanging open. I raise my coffee to him in a good morning toast. He flaps his gums and flees back into the room. I smile and moan up to the clear blue sky.

****

The beach is already filling up with people by the time we arrive. Sunbathers line the sand. Swimmers dot the sea in all directions. We step onto the warm sand and walk over to a couple of empty loungers. Jensen takes off his clothes and strips down to his new shorts, a bright yellow pair that look both flamboyant and fitting at the same time. I undress and expose my bikini-clad body to the world. I feel a few stares but ignore them. The reactions delight me. You can look, boys, but you can’t touch. Only Jensen gets to touch.

I can understand why a few guys are staring at me. The thong nestles between my firm ass cheeks and barely covers my pussy. It’s obvious to even a blind man that my womanhood is waxed bare. The cups of this bikini top threaten to cause my breasts to spill free if I move too fast. It fits, but only just.

Jensen holds up the bottle of lotion and nods to me, asking without words if I need any. I gesture for him to go ahead and lie on my back on a sun lounger. Why waste such a perfect opportunity?

He gets my drift and begins massaging sun lotion into my skin, starting with my feet. I exhale a low sigh of happiness and let him glide along my skin, caressing and massaging every inch of me. He works his way up my legs, meeting at the part just barely covered by my thong. I look into his face and see that sexy, confident grin.

‘Better make sure we don’t miss anywhere.’ He glances at me and returns to the task at hand. ‘Wouldn’t want you to get any unfortunate sunburn, would we?’

‘No. You better make sure to get everywhere.’

His hands slide beneath the front of my red bikini thong. I let out another blissful, erotic sigh. He caresses my smooth mound, gently rubbing sun lotion into me. His skilled hands carefully avoid my intimate areas, driving me wild with desire.

Jensen’s hands continue working up my body. He massages lotion into my stomach with expert precision, ensuring that every inch is covered in a thin layer. I fight the urge to groan with lust. It feels seriously sensual and deliciously intimate. I don’t care that people can see us. I don’t even care if they’re watching. This is my moment, fuck everyone else.

‘Let me make sure these are covered, too.’

He lifts my bikini top and slides his large, warm hands beneath, blatantly cupping, squeezing, kneading, and playing with my breasts in front of the whole beach. I feel one or two stares, but keep my gaze on Jensen. He’s loving it almost as much as I am.

‘These need a lot of lotion,’ I say, with a wicked smile.

‘Yeah, they do…’

Jensen squeezes a generous amount of lotion onto my breasts and begins working it into my skin, always with that delighted smile. Unlike when a certain other man touches my breasts, I don’t feel like a piece of meat. Jensen knows exactly how to touch me.

He finishes rubbing lotion on my breasts and gently swirls a fingertip around each hard nipple. Then his hands glide up to my shoulders and he completes the first half.

‘Would madam allow me to do her back also?’ He affects a faint French accent. I laugh and roll onto my front for him, my thong-clad ass face-up for all the world to see.

Jensen repeats the process all over again, beginning with my feet. This time, he pays a lot of attention to my firm, toned ass, applying layer after layer of lotion. I sigh with pleasure. His hands feel blissful on my skin. I could get used to being worshipped like this.

For a brief moment, his hands slide under the tiny strap of the thong and one thumb glides over my asshole. The sensation sends an erotic ripple through my body. This is not the first time he’s touched me there. And it’s not the first time I’ve loved it.

He continues working the lotion into my warm skin, as though nothing happened, until his hands reach my shoulders and I am fully protected from the sun. I take the bottle from him and sit up.

‘Now you.’ I point to his legs. ‘Stay there.’

Jensen remains where he is. I squeeze lotion into my palms and massage it into his firm, powerful legs. What a wonderful body. What a joy it is to touch him like this, so freely, without worrying what anyone else thinks. I allow my hands to slide up the inside of his shorts, until I can feel the heat of his manhood, before withdrawing again.

‘Kneel.’

He obeys my command without hesitation and looks at me with adoring eyes. A girl could get used to this. I carefully rub lotion into his firm body, starting at his firm, muscular chest and gently working my way lower and lower, until my fingertips slide under the waistband of his shorts. His eyes flash with triumph. I wonder if he’s thinking the same thing I am – that it would be so goddamn hot if he fucked me right here, right now, on the sun lounger, with everyone watching.

I finish massaging his front and twirl a finger in the air. He obediently turns on the spot and allows me to apply lotion to his muscular back. I take my time and enjoy running my hands over his wonderful body.

‘There, all done.’ I throw my arms around his neck and kiss him on the cheek. ‘All safe from mean old Mr. Sun.’

‘Thanks, Nikki.’

I wrap the blue sarong around myself. It provides a little protection from the sun, despite not covering any part of my body. Anyone who looks can see that I’m wearing next to nothing. I’m so wild and naughty.

Jensen lies on the other sun lounger, looking perfectly relaxed and easy. I wonder how many other wives he’s taken to a beautiful beach like this.

‘God, this is beautiful.’ I lie down too, closing my eyes and enjoying the serene warmth and gentle breeze and distant sound of rolling waves. ‘This is so beautiful.’

He murmurs in agreement and says, ‘When was your last beach vacation?’

I click my tongue, thinking hard. Jeez, what a question. ‘I think maybe two, three years ago? We went to Jamaica, to this beautiful beach resort. Four-star place, I think. It was gorgeous.’

‘Was that you and Will?’

‘Yeah. We spent every day on the beach.’

‘Sounds good. I hope you had plenty of sex, too.’

I bite my lip, hiding a smirk. Yes, Will and I enjoyed a few nights of lovemaking, but it hardly compares to what Jensen put me through last night.

‘We did.’ I give a slow nod, unsure if he’s looking at me or not. The sun is so nice on my face. ‘Can’t complain.’

‘Damn.’ He makes a low chuckle. ‘Sounds like I need to up my game.’

Now it’s my turn to laugh. ‘I think your game is pretty up.’

‘Good, because I think last night was definitely a top-five. Maybe top three.’

Heat floods my body again. Of all the sexual experiences he’s ever had, I rank in the top three. I get a warm glow of pride in my chest.

‘What about you?’ His voice makes me open one eye. Jensen is lying on his side, looking at me. ‘How does last night rank for you?’

What a question. How can I answer? Do I be honest and tell him that last night was the most explosive, intense, orgasmic night of my entire life? Or do I play it cool?

‘Hmm.’ I pretend to think for a moment. ‘Last night, last night… yeah, it was pretty good. Maybe a top twenty.’

He laughs. ‘Thanks, glad you approve.’

‘That I do. I approve.’

‘How did it compare to your husband?’

I raise an eyebrow. His expression is neutral, curious, unconcerned. I hesitate for a long moment, before answering truthfully.

‘Better.’ I keep my voice low, even though there’s nobody close enough to hear us. ‘Yeah, it was a lot better.’ He gives a triumphant, wolfish grin. ‘Don’t do that.’

‘Do what?’

‘That. You were better in bed, but I didn’t marry you, did I?’

He chuckles again. ‘That’s true. I’ll just have to settle for fucking your brains out. I’m better at that part, anyway.’

‘Are you trying to make me regret all of this?’ I shoot him a warning look.

‘No.’ He’s sincere. He reaches out and places a hand on my shoulder. ‘No, I never want you to regret anything. Especially last night. I want you to enjoy being free. Nobody should ever shackle you, Nikki. You should be free to stretch your wings and fly. Whenever. Wherever. With whoever.’

His words are surprisingly poetic, considering the subject of our discussion. I move away from the subject. I ask, ‘Where are we eating tonight?’

‘You’ll see. It’s a nice place, I was lucky to get a reservation.’

We fall silent, both enjoying the warmth of the morning sun on our bodies. I feel a little bad about admitting that Jensen is a better sexual partner than my husband. Then again, didn’t I moan the same thing last night in the heat of the moment? Damn, maybe I did. I guess there’s no harm in being honest with Jensen about it.

After a few long, wonderful minutes, I begin to feel my skin tingling from the heat. A few drops of sweat form on my skin.

‘Do you want to go for a swim?’ I glance at him.

‘Sure.’

I take off the sarong and leave it on the lounger. Jensen holds out his hand for me to take, but first I give his ass a playful smack. He smiles at me. I take his hand and we walk down to the water together. I feel glances and stares at my body from every direction. That knowledge only makes me feel bolder, more empowered, and sexier.

As we walk, some guy steps close to Jensen and indicates that he wants to talk. Jensen pauses. I take a couple more steps and turn back. The guy says something. Jensen laughs and pats the guy on the shoulder, like old friends. Then he returns to my side and takes me by the hand again.

‘You know that guy?’ I try to see who it was that just stopped Jensen, but the guy is already walking up the beach, his back to me.

‘No. He just said that my girlfriend is so hot that his wife is getting jealous.’

I laugh. ‘What did you say to him?’

‘I said his wife is welcome to watch and get some pointers.’

We laugh together. I glance around, trying to spot a frump wife glaring at me, but can’t see anyone in particular. Several guys face us, obscuring their gazes behind dark sunglasses. I feel like the hottest woman on the beach right now, with the hottest man in the world by my side.

We step into the water. It’s cool enough to make us gasp and just warm enough not to be uncomfortable. We hold hands and wade into the surf together, laughing and splashing each other. Finally, the water rises to our chests. Jensen wraps his arms around my waist and sweeps me into a tight embrace. We kiss in the sea, heedless of all the people swimming back and forth and playing volleyball on the sand and the kids running and shrieking in delight. As far as I’m concerned, we’re all alone.

I wrap my legs around Jensen’s waist and hold on to his neck, kissing him long and slow, my tongue entwining with his. He holds me tight, supporting me in the water. I feel a growing bulge beneath the waves and rub myself against it. Little ripples of delight spread through the front of my thong.

‘Naughty, naughty.’ He looks into my eyes with longing. ‘Teasing me in front of all these people.’

‘Let them watch.’

I kiss him again. Then I give him a sudden long, hard kiss on the neck. He gasps but doesn’t push me away. When I finally disconnect, there’s a dark blemish on his neck. A hickey, as we used to call them in school. I laugh.

‘A little gift for you,’ I say, poking my tongue out.

‘Thanks.’ He smirks in response. ‘I hope nobody asks about that around the office…’

I hug him tight, letting his arms hold me in the water. How hot would it be to do something naughty in the ocean, with so many people around? I slip a hand under the waves and inside his shorts. He raises his eyebrows. I smile my sweetest smile and grasp his soft manhood. It responds to my touch almost immediately, waking from slumber and growing in my hand. In a few seconds, he’s almost at full, throbbing hardness again.

‘You bad girl.’ His eyes gleam.

‘You think this is bad?’ My sweet smile turns cruel. ‘This is way worse…’

And with that, I release his hard cock and leap back into the water with a delighted squeal. He clicks his tongue at me and laughs.

We cool off together in the beautiful water, letting the waves splash over our shoulders. Sometimes I let go of him and float on the water. Sometimes I hold onto him as though I can’t bear to be parted.

‘This is so perfect,’ I say, clutching his body and nuzzling my face into his neck. ‘This is so amazing. Is it crazy or does this feel so… right?’

‘You’re not crazy.’ His hands caress my back. ‘There’s nowhere I’d rather be and no one I’d rather be with right now.’

I hug him tighter. ‘Thank you for this. All of it.’

‘You don’t have to.’

‘But I do. I feel so different now. Like I’ve changed. I’ve never done anything like this before. Thank you for this whole experience.’

‘It’s not over yet.’ He smiles and kisses my neck. ‘We still have another night.’

‘Mmm…’

The day wears on. We alternate between cooling off in the water and lounging beneath the brilliant, intense sun. Whenever we’re in the water, I can’t help but touch and tease his cock. I love the feeling of him growing hard for me – and me alone, in all the world. Every time we walk into the sea, I caress his manhood once more until he’s nice and hard, before backing off and leaving him hanging. Jensen seems to enjoy it, too.

At one point, Jensen breaks off to grab us some cold drinks from a nearby bar. We down them in one gulp. Somewhere in the early afternoon, as my skin begins to sizzle for the eighth or ninth time today, I ask a sudden question.

‘Hey, what time is dinner tonight?’

‘Table’s booked for eight. Is that okay?’

I nod and say, ‘Yeah, I was just thinking…’

‘About what?’

‘There’s only so long I can be around you like this and not fuck you.’

Jensen surveys me with a cool, confident look. He checks the time and nods. ‘I guess we’d better head back if we want to make it to dinner on time.’

I almost leap out of my lounger.

****

We fall back into bed together, lost in passion. Unlike last night, we’re more controlled now. More relaxed. More determined to make it last as long as possible.

Our beach clothes wind up in a heap on the floor. We embrace together, naked, in the middle of the freshly-made bed. His warm, sun-kissed body feels even better today. I kiss him deep and slow, gently massaging his manhood to full power with one hand. He caresses my ass and teases my pussy with both hands. I can’t stop moaning. It’s incredible. Wonderful. Electrifying.

‘You looked – so hot – today,’ Jensen says, between furious, deep kisses. His fingers probe and caress my pussy in all the right ways, sending waves of lust through me. ‘I really – wanted – to fuck you – in the sea.’

I unleash a long groan of pure excitement. The idea is beyond thrilling. Getting fucked by Jensen’s huge cock in front of a thousand total strangers… Letting them all see and hear my euphoria as he fucks me to orgasm…

At first, Jensen mounts me. His huge cock enters me slowly and deeply and firmly, stretching my entrance once more and claiming my body as his own. There is a little discomfort at first, but it’s far outweighed by the sheer pleasure of receiving him. I was made for this; for him; to be fucked by this man.

He takes me slow and deep at first, looking into my eyes and watching my face contort with erotic satisfaction. But after a few, long, wonderful minutes of being claimed by him, I get hungry for more. I want to take over.

‘Can I ride you?’

‘Yeah, of course.’

I roll us over and sit on top of him, but I have a different plan in mind right now. Instead of looking down over him, I ease up and turn around, letting him enjoy a perfect view of my ass as I ride him. His hands grab my firm butt.

‘Fuck, that’s perfect…’ His deep voice always turns me on when he talks like this, so throaty and passionate.

I lean forward as far as I can without bending his cock too much, my tight ass spread before him, and start riding. Jensen moans in pleasure. My tight, hot, wet pussy grips his thick shaft as my butt slowly bounces up and down. His cock hits all the sweet spots inside me, sending waves of delight through my body. He’s so fucking deep inside me, his thickness filling me to the limit. It’s been a long time since I rode a man like this; even longer since I enjoyed it. He smacks my ass once or twice, causing the cheeks to rock and jiggle.

‘God, this ass!’ Jensen’s hands squeeze my bouncing butt. He sounds like he’s in heaven. Maybe he is. My pussy is gripping his cock and my ass fills his view.

‘You’re so fucking big! Oh, God!’ I can’t help but half-moan, half-gasp in erotic bliss. ‘I love your cock!’

‘Yes…’ He almost hisses the word, lost in lust. ‘Better than fucking your husband?’

‘So much better!’

Jensen’s grip tightens. He starts pulling me down into his lap, helping me ride his cock harder and take him deeper. Wordless wails of sheer passion escape from my lips. The harder I ride, the more intense it feels. The more intense it feels, the harder I ride.

I lean forward as far as I can, feeling his red-hot thickness stretching my tight tunnel in wonderful new ways. His hands squeeze and grip my ass. He gently slides a thumb close to my asshole and circles the tight, sensitive skin at the entrance. I unleash a primal groan of sensuality.

‘Fuck! That feels so good!’ I close my eyes and surrender to the sensation.

When he teases my ass, it makes my pussy grip tighter, pushing me closer to climax. I groan louder and fuck harder, bouncing my ass in his lap and sinking onto that perfect cock. My pussy squeezes tighter, clenching his thick, throbbing shaft.

‘Oh my God, this ass!’ His thumb continues circling my tightest hole, driving me crazy with lust. ‘Fuck, Nikki, your ass is so fucking good!’

‘Yes!’

His praise sends me into overdrive. I bounce my ass harder than ever, forcing his huge cock inside me, sinking until my body rests on top of his. Fuck, it’s wonderful! Incredible! Fantastic!

‘Fuck me, Jensen! I’m coming!’

He growls with primal lust and bounces me harder, his thumb teasing my other hole and sending wave after wave of erotic electricity through me. It feels so fucking dirty and I love it.

My orgasm hits like a bolt of lightning from heaven. I tremble from head to toe and scream in pleasure. My pussy clenches his thick cock. He keeps teasing my ass and bouncing me up and down, making me come even harder.

‘Come for me!’ He presses his thumb against my asshole, threatening to push it inside. The sensation drives me fucking crazy.

I wail in pleasure, rolling my hips back and forth, barely able to keep riding him like this. My brain overflows with sensations. I can’t take anymore!

My body sinks into his lap and I finally come to a stop. Jensen gently eases me up and off his pulsing cock.

‘Was that good for you, Nikki?’

I nod, panting through parted lips. I feel drunk. Maybe I am. I’m drunk on his cock. He rolls me onto my front, legs hanging off the bed, and stands on the floor behind me. Before my body can even fully recover from that massive explosion, Jensen grabs my hips and plunges into my molten-hot hole once again. I bite the covers and scream in pleasure. Is it possible to have too much of something this good? I’m eager to find out.

‘Oh, fuck, your pussy is so tight!’ His deep, passionate, lusty voice sends tingles through me. My fingers claw the bed. He starts to fuck me with long, deep strokes, filling my gushing, clenching hole to the limit, stretching me open. ‘How do you like that?’

My only response is a savage, furious squeal of passion. The sound of my pleasure seems to activate something inside Jensen; his slow, steady movement instantly begins to speed up. Once again, his inner wild animal comes to the fore and Jensen starts to fuck me as hard and passionately as he can, growling in fury. That furious growl makes my pussy gush. The only thing sexier than making a man moan is causing a man to completely lose control.

Jensen’s fingers grip my hips tighter. His cock plunges deeper, thighs crashing into me in a frenzy of lust. My eyes roll back. He was rough with me last night; this is something else.

‘Fuck!’ His throaty moan is the best thing I’ve ever heard. My man is already on the cusp of climax. His body stiffens behind me, legs tense, fingers clawing, cock pumping hard and deep. I try to push back into him, but my legs don’t have the strength. All I can do is scream into the bed and hold on. But I do manage to choke out a single word.

‘Harder!’

My lover’s furious fucking goes into overdrive. The bed shudders beneath us, feet scraping on the hard floor as we push forward with the intensity of our lovemaking. Jensen fucks me so hard that I can’t breathe. My wailing cries become faltered gasps. I’ve never been fucked like this before and I fucking love it.

‘I’m gonna come!’ His deep voice is almost guttural now, thick with primal desire. ‘I’m gonna come inside you!’

I can’t draw enough air to tell him how much I need it; how good it feels; how desperately I want to feel his thick, rich come flood my body again. All I can do is claw the bed and scream with pleasure. This man fucks me better than anyone else on earth.

‘Nikki!’

He moans my name. At the same time, his cock spurts inside me. I bite the bed covers, wailing through my teeth, and lose myself in the blissful feeling of being completely, utterly, totally claimed by this man. He throbs inside me, unloading more and more hot, creamy come deep, deep, deep into my tunnel; deeper than any man has ever reached before. Nobody else makes me feel this way. Nobody else can fill me as he can. He’s one of a kind.

‘Oh, fuck, Nikki…’

Jensen’s deep, passion-gripped voice makes my body shiver with delight. It almost feels as good as his pulsing cock. Every twitch and throb causes another load to flood my sex. Even after everything we’ve done together since last night, he can still come harder than any man I’ve ever known.

‘Oh my God…’ My voice finally returns. I suck in warm air. Drool coats the bed where I’ve been biting it so hard. Jensen strokes my back with a hand as his climax subsides. He leans forward and kisses my shoulder.

‘You are perfect. So perfect.’ Another kiss.

‘So are you.’ I giggle, delighted by another incredible experience.

Jensen gently eases out. My pussy feels achingly empty. It’s like he belongs inside me all the time. I never want to stop feeling that wonderful fullness. He lies on the bed next to me, a huge smile on his handsome face. Sweat dots his brow. His eyes sparkle.

‘I could get used to this.’ He looks at me with total happiness.

I say nothing. I return his smile.

****

We enjoy a long, indulgent, exploratory shower together. There’s something both sweetly innocent and highly sexual about showering with a lover and helping to cleanse their body. Jensen gives as good as he gets, too. As much as I love massaging lotion into his skin and feeling him get slippery at my touch, I adore the sensation of his powerful hands gliding over me even more. How can such a strong, masculine being as Jensen possesses such as delicate, sensual touch? That strange juxtaposition sets my sex on fire all over again.

Jensen finally shuts off the water and steps out of the bathroom, giving me the space I need to prepare for dinner tonight. I’m starving. Since we arrived at Cape Grande, we’ve barely eaten anything. Most of our time has been spent enjoying some intense cardio together.

I take my time getting ready. I dry and style my hair and apply a smooth layer of makeup, ensuring that it works with my sun-kissed skin, followed by smoky eyeshadow and rich, thick mascara. Then I apply a layer of luscious red lipstick that makes my full, soft lips pop more than usual. Then I do something I’ve never done before, on any date in my life. I take a pair of false eyelashes from my makeup kit and carefully glue them into place. The transformation is both noticeable and eye-catching. My eyes look bigger, fuller, wider. I’ve never worn these before – and why would I? There never seemed to be a purpose – but they make my smoky eyes seem even more sultry and desirable. Mama likes. Maybe I could wear these more often when I glam up.

I take a moment to admire my body in the mirror, enjoying the glamorous effect of the makeup and my slightly tanned skin. There’s a faint line around my breasts where the bikini top barely held my nipples in place. Maybe it’s a good thing that we came back when we did. How would I explain such a sexy tan line to Will?

Speaking of Will… I retrieve my phone. Two messages, one each from Kimberly and Will, both asking me to call when I get the chance. I close the bathroom door and lock it and dial my husband. He answers on the second ring.

‘Hey! Missed you today. Happy anniversary!’

‘Happy anniversary, babe. I miss you too.’ It’s true, I do miss him – his presence, his scent, his lame jokes. It’s possible to miss someone even if you aren’t actively thinking about them. ‘How was your day?’

‘Oh, just work. That sucked, but I’m home now. Just wishing you were here.’

‘Really? You don’t want to be here instead?’

He laughs and says, ‘Yeah. That’s way better. Alone with you on the beach…’

‘What are you going to do tonight?’ I redirect the conversation before he can say something that grosses me out or makes me regret calling him.

‘Not much, I’ve ordered a pizza. Gonna play some games. Maybe later I’ll enjoy the photo you sent me this morning.’

And there it is. No matter what, my husband always makes me feel slightly creeped out.

‘What about you?’ His voice has the hint of a smile.

I glance at myself in the mirror. My body glows from a day spent sunbathing on the beach. My face is bright with a layer of immaculate makeup. My pussy is both sore and satisfied from a lengthy session in bed with another man.

‘Me?’ I shrug, even though he can’t see it. ‘I’m just getting ready to have dinner. Got to use the company card on something, right?’

‘Oh?’ Now he’s interested. ‘Does that mean you’re undressed? Like, right now?’

‘You’ll have to use your imagination.’

‘God, I wish I was there.’

If my husband was here, we would doubtless enjoy a few minutes of unspectacular sex, followed by him saying something that makes me feel cheap and unattractive. Maybe this little break from each other is a good thing. Maybe it’ll make us appreciate each other more.

‘I wish you were here, too.’ I’m getting good at lying. Maybe too good. ‘I have to go. Have a good night.’

‘Happy anniversary. I love you. Miss you!’

‘I miss you too.’

I hang up the phone and stare at the screen for a moment. Do I call Kimberly? Nah, she can wait. Let her stew. She’ll hate me for it, but I don’t care. Once we’re together, I’ll tell her everything. Until then, she can suffer.

I place my phone back in its usual spot and pull my little suitcase into the bathroom. Jensen is half-dressed, standing on the balcony in a pair of smart pants and an open shirt. He shoots me a wink as I close the bathroom door again. Now I open my suitcase and pull out the outfit that I was always intending to wear on a night like this – even if I told myself that it would be for my husband.

The dress is a little creased from being in the suitcase, but it’s nothing that won’t smooth out. I lay out the white lingerie on top of the case. My heart starts to beat faster. White suspenders, garter belt, and stockings. It looks almost bridal. If I wear this under the dress, everyone will see, thanks to the long, sensual split in the thigh. It’s a seriously erotic look. A head-turner. Not the sort of thing I’ve ever worn before – for anyone, husband or not.

But the idea of doing something wild and crazy seems to fit perfectly with everything that I’ve done over the last couple of days. Dressing in such a provocative outfit seems totally in character for me now.

I slip into the lingerie and carefully clip everything in place. The white fabric almost glows against my sun-kissed skin. I haven’t worn anything like this for a few years. I almost forgot how sensual and sexy it feels to wear lingerie. The thought of wearing something so erotic and intimate out to a public dinner makes butterflies flutter in my stomach.

Lastly, I step into the beautiful dress and make my final adjustments. I can’t wear a bra with this dress. I also can’t wear panties. Luckily my enhanced DD-cups don’t require much support. And – holy moly! – they look pretty fucking fantastic right now. The dress barely covers my nipples and shows off almost every other part of my breasts. The slit running up my thigh reveals a tantalizing glimpse of the erotic ensemble beneath.

I look like a sexual goddess.

I feel like a sexual goddess.

My face lights up with delight. I’ve never seen myself look so stunning. The woman in the mirror is almost unrecognizable. I allow myself a moment to wallow in happiness and then ask myself one final time if this is okay for tonight. I know Jensen will love it, but is it too explicit for a restaurant? What if they notice that I’m not wearing panties and tell me to leave? I grab a plain white thong from my suitcase and stuff it into my handbag, just in case. Then I slip into a pair of heels, take a last look in the mirror, and walk out of the room.

‘I’ve ordered us a cab-’ Jensen turns back from the balcony. He sees me and his face drops. ‘Holy… fuck.’

‘Do I look okay?’

I twirl on the spot like a model at the end of a catwalk. The dress swishes through the air, showing off my stocking-clad legs and revealing a glimpse of lingerie. Jensen’s eyes almost fall out of his head.

‘Fuck.’ He hisses the word in erotic desperation. ‘Fuck, you look… my God. So beautiful.’

I beam with pride and walk over to him. He’s still standing out in the warm evening air with his shirt unbuttoned. I grab his shirt and gently slip the buttons into place, clothing my lover for the first time. He watches me, smiling.

‘I feel underdressed.’ He takes my hands and kisses them.

‘We can always get you undressed…’

‘You think the restaurant will let us in?’

He laughs. He takes me by the hand. We walk out of the room and head down to the lobby.

****

I should know by now that Jensen doesn’t do anything by halves.

The restaurant isn’t some nice, simple establishment. It isn’t even a good-looking place. No, the restaurant where Jensen secured a reservation for two is one of the most beautiful, stunning restaurants I’ve ever seen in my life. It sits on the bay, overlooking the sea, with a huge terrace outdoors and a fully-stocked wine cellar below. This is the kind of place that would run a credit card check before allowing you to walk inside. The kind of place where the staff is as immaculately presented as the food and each piece of silverware gleams as though it has just been forged by a master craftsman.

Jensen and I follow a waiter to our table out on the terrace. We take our seats below the stars. To my right is the calm, dark ocean. To my left is the warm restaurant, with almost every table occupied and a small army of staff keeping the place running. I can see into the open-plan kitchen at the back of the room, where chefs and cooks busily prepare all the meals and flames roar up to the ceiling now and then.

‘Holy crap, how did you get a table at a place like this?’ I gesture around at us. This is the kind of place where you have to join a waiting list. It’s not your typical restaurant.

He shrugs and smiles, leaving me to wonder if it was just good luck or if he greased a couple of palms.

‘Nothing but the best for you, Nikki.’ He places his hand on top of mine. ‘Besides, we deserve to celebrate, after everything we’ve done together.’

‘Are you talking about work or sex?’

‘Why not both?’

A waiter appears. But instead of coming armed with a pad to take our orders, he holds a bouquet of beautiful tulips. He presents them to me and disappears into the restaurant before I can say anything. I notice a small tag hanging from the stems and read it.

To Nikki,

Happy anniversary

J

‘When…’ I can’t quite grasp what just happened. ‘How?’

He smiles at my stunned reaction. He says, ‘This morning when I booked the table. It was nice of them to hold onto the bouquet for me.’

I blink away tears of happiness. It’s too much. All of it. This whole experience has been like a wonderful dream.

‘How did you know I love tulips?’

‘Kimberly,’ he says, with a small nod. ‘She was pretty helpful when I asked, this time.’

‘You didn’t have to do this. They’re beautiful. Thank you.’

Jensen gestures as if to say that it was no big deal. Anything for me. He says, ‘Well, I felt bad that you’re missing your anniversary. I just wanted to give you everything that you deserve. I’m sure your husband would have done the same.’

His lips twitch with the ghost of a smile as if he knows that Will could never have pulled off something like this – dining with a view of the ocean in a five-star restaurant with a bouquet of fresh tulips in my hand. I might have received flowers and a meal, but it would have paled in comparison to this experience. We both know it.

The waiter returns with two champagne glasses and a chilled bottle of Bollinger. Water droplets cascade down the bottle. He pours us each a glass and places the bottle in a small ice bucket standing to the side of our table.

‘Such service.’ I take my glass and hold it up to him.

Jensen gives a naughty smile and says, ‘Actually, I hope you don’t mind, but I told them it was our anniversary tonight.’

My heart tingles with pleasure. He raises his glass and touched it to mine.

‘To us,’ he says.

‘To us.’

We drink. The champagne is dry and bitter, but drinking it with him seems to improve the taste. We drain our glasses and Jensen refills them. How can I feel so loved and adored by a man I barely know?

Jensen opens his menu. I open mine and glance through the items. My eyes water at the prices.

‘Don’t worry about the cost,’ Jensen says as if can read my mind. ‘This is on me. And the company – however much they let me put on the card.’ He winks.

‘Are you sure?’

He gives a definitive nod. I return to the menu and try not to add up all the numbers, but it’s hard. I estimate our check tonight is going to run into the low three digits. These prices make my eyes water. I wince inwardly and force myself not to choose the least expensive thing on the menu out of habit. Even the salads cost a ridiculous amount of money.

The waiter appears. We place our orders. I choose seafood pasta and Jensen selects a steak. I shoot him a look as if to ask if he’s serious. He shrugs.

‘Why not make the most of it?’ He smiles at me. ‘I’ve enjoyed everything else about this trip so far.’

Jensen places his hand on mine again. He looks at me with an expression of devotion that makes my heart swell. This perfect, wonderful, gorgeous man could be here with anyone on earth, but he’s with me. He’s all mine.

‘I love your necklace.’ Jensen nods to the thin chain around my throat. The little trinket that Will bought for my birthday. The little piece of jewelry, the one that acts as a reminder of my husband’s love.

My hands instinctively touch the chain. I say, ‘Oh, thanks. It was a gift.’

‘From Will?’

I nod, my eyes gliding away from his face.

‘I’m sure it was expensive.’ His face is so calm and neutral that I can’t tell if he’s joking.

I stop touching the chain and place my hands on the table. I don’t want to think about Will or work or home or anything else right now. I’m on vacation from life.

‘You look so stunning tonight.’ He lifts my hand and gives it a soft, warm kiss. ‘You always look beautiful, but tonight… wow.’

I blush with pleasure. Warm sea air gently blows across our table, rippling the dress and soothing my sex. It feels so erotic to have my womanhood exposed like this, in such a public place. But I’m the only one who knows this secret… for now.

‘Thank you so much for the flowers.’ I gently pat the bouquet. ‘You didn’t have to get me anything. This has already been the most wonderful time of my life.’

He waves his hand, telling me to forget about it. Such a goddamn gentleman.

A crazy, wild, naughty idea hits me. The kind of idea I would never normally get, but this isn’t exactly a normal situation. This is a vacation from the usual Nicole. The Nicole that’s been unleashed over the last couple of days is wild, sexy, and naughty. I take my hand back from him and open my bag.

‘Well, seeing as you got me a gift, let me give you a little something…’

I close my hands tightly and reach across the table. He looks at me with amusement and cups his hands around mine. I open my hands and give him the present, a wicked smile teasing my lips. He looks down into his hands and sees my underwear. His face glows with understanding.

‘I hope you’re enjoying the warm breeze.’ He smiles and slips my underwear into his pocket, taking his trophy.

‘It’s lovely. Feels great.’

‘Do you think we’d get thrown out if I dropped a knife and had to go underneath the table to find it?’ His smile turns dirty.

‘They might notice if you don’t come back up after a while.’

‘Only when you moan.’ His eyes flash with excitement. ‘Unless you think you can be quiet enough for me to lick your pussy?’

‘I can’t promise anything.’ My thighs start to squirm together, spreading delicious warmth through me. ‘I might be able to stay quiet for a while, but you make me come pretty loud.’

‘So, I guess I’ll have to keep you on the edge…’ He takes my hand again and gently rubs my palm with one thumb in a slow circular motion, mimicking the movement of his tongue on my clit. My stomach burns hotter. ‘I wonder how long you could last like that?’

‘Not long.’ I shake my head. ‘After a couple of minutes, I’ll need to fuck you and I won’t care about any of these other people. I’ll fuck you right here on the table.’

Jensen’s face is flushed with erotic yearning. He looks me up and down like a starving man admiring a freshly-cooked steak. He says, ‘I could go for that. Bend you over this table and fuck you from behind. Hard and fast, until we’re escorted out in handcuffs.’

I squirm in my seat. Fuck, this is so hot! Everything is turning me on. The way he talks, the images running through my mind, the feeling of my excitement levels rising…

‘I think you could make me come a couple of times before the cops arrive.’ I gently squeeze and massage his hand, imagining my pussy doing the same to his huge cock. ‘You’ll have to fuck me hard and fast. Think you can handle that?’

Jensen looks me dead in the eyes with an expression that suggests he is absolutely up for the task. I let out a long, low sigh of erotic excitement.

Before he can reply, the waiter returns with two plates. He places them on our table and gives a polite bow. The food looks good, but we’re paying for presentation over quantity.

We give each other a long look of pure longing, both wishing that we hadn’t been interrupted. We turn our attention to the food and start eating. It’s delicious. The seafood is perfectly cooked and blends with the pasta and sauce in a way that makes my entire mouth melt.

Jensen chews his steak with a satisfied expression. We nod to one another, both delighted by the flavor, and eat in silence for a long, long moment.

‘I have to say,’ Jensen dabs a napkin at the corner of his mouth, ‘this is the second most delicious thing I’ve eaten in Cape Grande.’

I smile at him. I say, ‘And what is the most delicious thing?’

‘You.’ His eyes flash again. I love the way he looks at me. Such hunger. Such need. As if he’s fighting the urge to take me right here on the table, as promised.

A thought strikes me. More of a memory than a single thought. The memory of Jensen fucking me with desperate, passionate lust. He said something to me then, in the heat of the moment. At the time, I was too far gone to think about it. But now, with cooler blood and my head on straight, I can examine his words with more detail. I look at him and ask a question.

‘How did you know my husband’s name?’

Jensen pauses for a moment, chewing his food, deep in thought. He swallows.

‘You told me, didn’t you?’

I shake my head. No, I didn’t tell Jensen the name of my husband. I’m certain of it. If there’s one thing I know for sure, I made every effort to keep my professional and personal life separate around Jensen– especially matters of marriage.

Jensen nods slowly. He says, ‘Well, the truth is, Nikki, I’m actually a government agent. We’ve been watching you for a long time. I know everything. Your husband’s name, your social security number…’

He breaks into a broad, cheeky grin, unable to keep the ruse going any longer. I laugh along with him.

‘No, I’m pretty sure Kimberly told me. Is it a problem?’

‘It’s not a problem. I was just curious.’

Is it a problem that my lover makes me confess how much better he is than my husband? No. Is it a problem that I get turned on during these confessions? Again, no. I continue eating for a moment before Jensen speaks again.

‘We have one more night here. Is there anything you want to do that we haven’t done yet? Maybe take a walk on the beach, or go grab a drink in a bar, or…’

‘Or what?’

‘Or something else that I haven’t suggested.’

The look in Jensen’s eyes tells me that he isn’t interested in going for a walk or getting a beer. In truth, neither am I. Romantic walks are for husbands, not lovers. We’re here and we only have the room for one more night. We should make it count.

I think for a moment. We’ve fucked in a few positions. I’ve sucked his cock. We’ve fucked in the shower. He’s eaten my pussy on the balcony. Is there anything we haven’t enjoyed together yet?

Actually, yes. There is. One thing. One more part of me that he hasn’t claimed yet. Even thinking about it makes my stomach flush warmer. But can we go through with it? His cock stretches my pussy to the limit. Could he even fit… there?

‘What are you thinking?’ He looks at me with curiosity. My face must be running a gamut of strange expressions while I mull over his first question.

‘I was thinking…’ I pause and take a deep drink of my champagne, partially for courage, partially because the thought of what I’m about to say makes my throat dry. ‘I was thinking… would you… I mean, if you want… you haven’t fucked…’

I glance around us, making sure that nobody is listening. We’re all alone on our little island. Jensen is focusing on me, giving all his attention to my words.

‘Do you want to fuck my ass?’ The words leave my mouth in a quiet, excited whisper.

Jensen’s eyebrows raise in surprise. He finishes his meal, places his cutlery on the plate, and takes a long drink of champagne. My pulse quickens. Finally, he replies.

‘I would love that.’ He smiles – not a creepy, lusty smile like my husband, but a warm, friendly grin of delight. Unlike Will, Jensen views the opportunity to fuck my ass as an honor, not a right. ‘If you’re sure, I mean?’

I give a defiant nod. Yes, I’m sure. It’s something I’ve been thinking about for a few weeks, since Jensen massaged my tight asshole with his thumb while eating my pussy. Besides, according to my husband, this was the night I was going to lose my anal virginity anyway. Why not give Jensen that pleasure? Of the two men in my life, I know which one deserves it more…

He looks into my eyes now, his face half-serious and half-filled with lust. He says, ‘Thank you. Yes, I would love to do that with you. What’s your… I mean, are you... experienced in that area?’

I hesitate for a moment. My relative lack of sexual experience suddenly comes to the fore again.

‘No.’

Jensen looks surprised and intrigued now. He finishes his champagne and refills both our glasses before responding.

‘Nobody? Not even Will?’

‘Nobody.’

His blue eyes flash with wicked excitement. For the first time, Jensen struggles to hide his obvious lust.

‘Wow.’ He can’t hide his smile, either. ‘Wow. I’m…’

‘Surprised?’ I shoot him a challenging look and take a drink of my champagne.

‘Grateful.’ His eyes are sincere. ‘If you’re sure that you want to have that experience with me, then I would love to share it. I want to give you that.’

I finish my glass in one deep, long swallow. I’ve got butterflies in my belly. Butterflies of excitement and apprehension. The liquor hits, allowing me to get turned on by the idea of Jensen fucking my ass. It also gives me the courage to talk openly about it.

‘Have you had a lot of anal sex?’ I look at him over the rim of my empty glass.

He nods, drains his glass, and pours the last of the bottle out for us. He puts more champagne in my glass than his own.

‘I’ve had some experiences in that area,’ he says, keeping his voice low and meeting my gaze. ‘Not as many as I would like, though.’

‘How come?’ I have the mental image of scores of hot young babes, begging Jensen to fuck them in every hole.

‘I’m quite… above average, you know.’ He nods towards his lap. ‘It tends to intimidate a lot of women. Sometimes it can be uncomfortable. Especially in such a tight hole. Fortunately, I’ve gotten pretty good at making sure the experience is as enjoyable as possible.’

I drink half my glass at once. My heart races. My thighs feel sticky and warm. The sea breeze glides over my smooth mound. Once again, my body is ablaze with erotic fire.

‘How would you do it?’ I place my glass on the table and glide my fingers up and down the stem in an unconscious gesture. ‘How would you fuck my ass?’

Jensen’s blue eyes fill with lust. He keeps his voice calm. He says, ‘The key is to go slow. Take your time. The bigger the cock and the tighter the hole, the slower you have to go.’

‘So how will you do it?’ I bite my bottom lip, unable to disguise how excited this conversation is making me. ‘How will you fuck me tonight?’

He leans closer, hands on the table, and looks me straight in the eyes as he talks.

‘Tonight, I’ll take my time with you. Get your body ready. I’ll start by laying you on the bed and eating your pussy. Maybe we’ll sixty-nine on the bed, whatever turns you on the most.’

I swallow, breathing hard. He continues.

‘After you’ve had at least one orgasm, preferably more, I’ll prep your ass. I have some lube in my travel kit. First, I’ll use that to get your ass ready and make sure it’s ready to take me. Then I’ll begin.’

My fingers tremble. The fire in my belly burns white-hot with need.

‘How do you want me?’ I grip the table with my free hand. ‘Face down, ass up?’

He shakes his head. ‘No. Not initially, anyway. This is your first time, so I want to see the look in your eyes. I want you lying down, legs open. I’ll stand at the side of the bed. That way, I can see all of you at once.’

His blue eyes gleam and sparkle in wicked excitement. He keeps talking.

‘I’ll go slow and use plenty of lube. We’ll also have to keep teasing your clit. That’s really important. It’ll help you relax and enjoy it more.’

My thighs squeeze together. My pussy is so hot and so wet that I might leave a stain on this chair. I bite my bottom lip again. Fuck, I want that. I want everything he’s just described to happen to me tonight. Now. Right now.

The waiter appears once again and removes our plates. He asks if we want to see the dessert menu.

‘Just the check,’ Jensen says, not taking his gaze from mine.

****

We almost fall into the back of the cab. Jensen tells the driver the name of our hotel and we start moving. His hands slide up and down my thigh. First over the dress, then underneath. We kiss with fire and passion, making out in the backseat like horny teenagers. Jensen’s fingers tease my soaking, red-hot pussy. I moan into his mouth. I want him to fuck me right here, while the driver watches.

Our journey lasts three whole minutes. Jensen gives the driver a twenty and tells him to keep the change. We stumble out of the cab and into each other’s arms, half-making out and half-rushing to the hotel entrance. We continue kissing as we walk across the hotel lobby to the elevators. We don’t stop kissing when the doors open and several people walk out, each of them eyeballing us with a different expression of disgust or amusement. We stumble into the lift and stab the button for the fifth floor.

The doors close, leaving us alone for a brief, shining moment. Our tongues clash with desperation, like duellists fencing. I have never been this turned on in my entire life. He cups my burning sex and slips two fingers inside me, right here in the elevator. I moan for him. he grabs my ass with his other hand. I’m lost. Lost. Lost to his touch. More. More. More.

We step out of the elevator onto our floor but only make it two steps before Jensen pins me to the wall and kisses my neck, hard and deep. I moan his name. His hand returns to its rightful place between my legs. I moan his name again. I’ve never felt such desperate, passionate, burning need. I don’t care where we are or how many people can see us.

‘You want me to fuck your ass?’ His voice is a low, furious growl of raw passion.

‘Yes!’

A door opens along the hall and a couple walks out, a man and a woman. They see us and freeze, mouths open. I recognize the man – it’s the same guy I saw on the balcony this morning, while Jensen ate my pussy. The woman scowls and walks past us to the elevator, making disgusted noises in her throat. The man follows, keeping his eyes away from us. The elevator doors ping open and they step inside. I hear her hiss something to him under her breath.

‘Why?’ he says. ‘We were newlyweds once, too.’

The doors ping closed and they descend the hotel. I moan for Jensen, his fingers furiously exploring my molten-hot sex. I’m about to explode with passion.

‘Take me to bed.’ My voice is urgent. ‘Take me to bed and fuck my ass.’

Jensen stops. He takes me by the hand and leads me to our room at a swift pace, almost galloping with desperation. He fumbles the keycard and drops it. I giggle. He snatches it back up, unlocks the door, and almost pulls me inside. The door closes behind us and I am alone with him again. His expression is wild; animalistic; consumed by lust.

He sweeps me into his arms and carries me to the bed, placing me down with surprising tenderness. Our passionate embrace continues. His hands slip under my dress. My fingers claw at the buttons of his shirt. Clothing falls to the floor. He undresses me, sliding off my beautiful dress, pausing to gaze at my white lingerie.

‘Amazing.’ He looks into my eyes. ‘Amazing. You’re so gorgeous.’

I help him out of his pants. Shoes and socks fall away, forgotten. Now Jensen is naked, and I’m wearing only my lingerie and heels.

His hands continue to caress and tease my pussy, driving me even wilder with passion. I can’t believe that I’m going to do this. Oh, God, I want to do this! I want his huge fucking cock in my tight, virgin ass!

‘Can I lick your pussy now?’ His eyes gleam like the ocean beneath the sun.

I nod. ‘I want to suck your cock, too.’

Jensen kisses me once more, deep and hard, his body telling me how fucking badly he wants this, too. He eases back, slippery fingers gleaming with my arousal, and slips his arms underneath me again. He lifts me and puts me back on the bed, ready for use. My head is hanging over the edge, my body splayed on top of the covers for him. His rock-hard cock and full, juicy balls are right before my eyes. Even though we’ve just eaten, I’m starving for him.

He doesn’t need to ask or tell me what to do. I take his cock in my hand and guide it to my mouth. He groans with pleasure as my hot mouth swallows him as deep as I can take it. I use one hand to stroke the rest of his massive shaft, while the other teases and caresses those full, juicy balls. Fuck, I’m so dirty. I’m the queen of dirty sex. I’m the goddess of the bedroom.

‘Fuck, Nikki, that’s so good. I love the way you suck my cock. Fucking amazing.’

I moan and suck him harder, teasing this delicious cock with my tongue. He leans forward over the bed and kisses my smooth mouth. His warm breath tickles my pussy lips. I groan. My body tingles with anticipation.

Finally, Jensen lowers his mouth to my soaking lips and he begins to suck and kiss my most intimate areas. As he licks my pussy, his hips gently roll, pushing his cock deeper into my mouth, as though slowly making love to my face. I could easily climax from this alone.

His talented tongue works its magic on my aching, sensitive clit. My pussy is already gushing wet with lust; now it’s on the brink of eruption. I swallow his cock with desperate greed, determined to please him as much as he’s pleasing me. This feels incredible. Sucking his cock turns me on. Feeling his tongue on my pussy drives me crazy. Being a dirty slut gives me incredible pleasure. All three sensations at the same time? Borderline orgasmic.

Just when I think it can’t feel any better, Jensen’s strong arms slide under my thighs and hold my legs up, spreading me open as wide as possible, using his muscles to support me. I am utterly his.

My first orgasm of the night is powerful, all-consuming, and makes me shudder from head to toe. I grab his ass with both hands. My nails dig into his flesh. He pushes forward a little more, forcing his cock deeper into my mouth. That feeling only makes me come harder. He keeps licking me, tasting my orgasm, drinking my pleasure straight from the fountain. Every stroke of his tongue drives me even wilder.

I tap his legs. It’s too much! My pussy is overwhelmed. It feels too good. Too intense. Jensen gives my soaking pussy one final kiss, releases my legs, and stands upright again. I keep a firm hold of his delicious cock, sucking him with renewed passion. My hands stroke his powerful shaft while my tongue works the head.

‘Oh, my God… you are so fucking good at that.’

His deep, masculine groans of pleasure are so delightful. He cups my big, firm breasts and gently squeezes and kneads the flesh, utterly absorbed by my body. He moans again for me. I take his cock as deep as I can and hold him in place for a long moment until tears form in my eyes. Then I gently release him and let him out of my mouth. He continues teasing and enjoying my breasts, looking down at me with a huge smile. I sit upright, legs hanging over the edge of the bed, letting him caress my breasts to his heart’s content.

‘Have you ever used these to fuck a guy?’ His eyes sparkle.

I shake my head. He adjusts his position and pushes his huge rod between my tits and squeezes them together. His cock is so hot on my skin. He gently bounces my tits back and forth, jerking himself off. It feels nice. Dirty. Naughty.

Jensen’s face contorts with pleasure. I push his hands away and take control now. I’ve never done this before, but I want to experience it for the first time. I want to use my body to please him. My hands bounce these full, heavy breasts up and down, squeezing his hard cock between them. His manhood feels so huge and so warm on my skin. And I feel so fucking dirty doing it! That thought takes me by surprise. I like the way this makes me feel; like a naughty, sexy slut.

‘Yeah? You like that, do you?’ My voice adopts a sultry, erotic tone. I’ve never heard myself speak this way before. ‘You like fucking my tits?’

‘God, yes! It’s so fucking hot.’

Jensen’s blue eyes gleam like jewels. He grins, his face filled with lusty passion. I keep squeezing my tits together, jerking him off with my body. The faster my breasts glide up and down his cock, the more he moans and the wetter my pussy gets. Is this why girls let guys fuck their tits? I had no idea it would excite me this much.

I pause for a moment, the thick purple head of his manhood protruding from between my boobs like a monument sinking into soft grasses, and spit, coating our fused skin with a thin layer of natural lubricant. His groans of masculine approval grow deeper and more passionate. I spit on his cock again, helping it glide faster against my round breasts.

‘You like that too?’ He looks at me with adoring eyes. ‘You like doing this to me?’

‘Yes.’

He moans again. I’ve never felt such a mix of feelings in my belly before. On the one hand, I’m not getting anything out of this. But on the other hand, I love that he’s enjoying this dirty, mildly degrading act. Heat burns inside me. I need more. I need him! I lick the head of his cock as it emerges from between my tits, adding even more pleasure for him.

Just when I think I could take this act to its inevitable conclusion, Jensen stops me. His face is flushed with desire.

‘If you keep doing that, I’m going to come. And there’s only one place I want to come right now.’

He steps back and helps me sit upright again. I turn around on the bed and sit facing him, still breathing hard from that wonderful orgasm. Our eyes meet. There’s only one thing on our minds. His cock and my ass.

‘Still sure?’ He strokes my cheek with a warm hand.

I smile and lie back and spread my legs open. My two greedy holes are more than ready.

Jensen dives into his bag and pulls out a small bottle of lube. I watch him uncap it and squeeze out a few silvery drops into his fingers, before massaging it across both hands to warm up the liquid.

‘Did you pack that because you thought we’d need it?’ I smile up at him.

‘I didn’t expect anything. I hoped but… No, I just like to be prepared.’

He kneels at the side of the bed. I open my legs wide, feet planted on the mattress, spreading my ass open for him. His slippery fingertips gently circle my virgin hole, carefully gliding a thin layer of lube around the tight, puckered skin.

‘God, it’s beautiful…’ He almost sighs with joy. His fingers continue caressing my ass, slowly working inward until he presses into my ass. I gasp. Oh, God, this is happening…

Jensen slowly, carefully, lovingly prepares my tightest hole with gentle probes of his fingers. He massages the entrance and deftly circles the tight skin surrounding it. His touch is soothing and helps calm my nerves. Despite how badly I want to try this, I’m terrified that he won’t fit inside me. His cock is way, way bigger than my asshole.

‘You have the most perfect ass and pussy I’ve ever seen.’ His delicate fingers continue massaging my tight hole. ‘So perfect.’

‘Yeah?’ The slow, methodical pressing of his fingers makes my body tingle in excitement. ‘What makes my butt so great?’

Jensen smiles, as though he’s been waiting to answer this question for hours.

‘Firstly, the shape.’ His other hand slips beneath me and caresses my cheeks. ‘It’s a perfect shape. Just like a peach. Toned and firm. It’s round and tight at the same time. This is an ass you’ve put a lot of time and effort into shaping, and I appreciate that. You have no idea how hard I get just thinking about it. When I see you at work in one of your tight skirts, all I want to do is push that skirt up and bury my face in your butt.’

The image is both funny and deeply erotic. He keeps carefully teasing my ass with lube. His finger slides easier across the hole.

‘Second…’ He continues talking, enjoying himself. ‘I love how it jiggles when we fuck. I love the way it rocks and bounces. There’s something so incredibly sexy about that. Seeing such a tight ass bounce as we fuck… that sight drives me fucking crazy. Like earlier, when you rode me and all I could see was this beautiful butt bouncing on my cock – you have no idea how hard it was not to come straight away.’

He leans forward and kisses my glistening pussy.

‘There.’ Jensen stands up, a satisfied smile on his face. ‘Perfect.’

He squeezes a few more drops of lube into his hand and begins to apply it to his massive cock, covering the skin with a shiny silvery layer of liquid. A shiver runs through me; half-anticipation, half-doubt. Can I really do this? I’ve never had anything in my ass, no toys, no fingers, nothing. Now I’m going to try and take Jensen’s monster cock in my tightest hole. His manhood suddenly seems so much larger right now. So much bigger and thicker. My ass has never felt so small and tight.

‘It’s okay.’ He turns to me and nods, as though reading my mind. ‘It’s okay. We’ll go slow. If it’s too much or too uncomfortable, just say. We can stop anytime.’

I make a mental note not to stop. I want this. There’s no way in hell I’m going to disappoint him now. Not after everything we’ve done together.

‘Are you ready?’

I swallow hard. No, I’m not ready. I’ll never be ready. No woman on earth could be ready to take a cock like this in her ass. But I’m as mentally ready as I can be. I want to fulfill my sexual goddess. I need to complete my journey and become Jensen’s dirty anal slut.

‘Yes. Fuck my ass, Jensen.’

‘You want it?’ His eyes flash, daring me, challenging me.

‘Yeah.’ I nod with lustful eagerness. ‘I want your big fucking cock in my tight little ass. I want you to fuck my ass and come inside me.’

His face glows with triumph. Of all the things we’ve done in the past couple of days, this might be his most glorious accomplishment: taking the one thing my husband has never enjoyed.

Jensen moves into position between my open legs. Tension suddenly grips my body. He’s huge, he’s way too huge for this. I’ve never had anyone in my ass before, he’s not going to fit, and we’re going to hate it…

As always, Jensen seems to sense my tension. He smiles and taps my thigh with his rock-solid cock.

He says, ‘Knock, knock – open wide…’

I laugh. Relief floods me. My body relaxes again. He grasps his throbbing manhood and begins to tease my tight, puckered, waiting asshole, gently rubbing the tip against my entrance. My body shudders with delight. It’s wrong and dirty and naughty and that makes it feel so much more intense. I groan and look up into his handsome, smiling, eager face.

The tip of his monumental cock presses into my tightest hole. Softly, slowly, gently he applies a little pressure, pushing the tip inside. My ass opens to receive him. There is a little discomfort. My ass has never been opened like this. I hold my legs open as wide as possible and look at him with disbelief.

‘How does it feel?’ His voice is soft and reassuring.

I nod, breathing hard. My chest rises and falls. It feels intense. Even more intense than when I lost my virginity. Jensen slowly pushes forward and pauses, letting my body adjust to his size in stages. God, I can’t do this. It’s too fucking big.

‘Hey, hey, hey.’ His calming voice grabs my full attention. ‘It’s okay, it’s okay. Just relax. You’re tensing up. Relax your body.’

I take a deep breath and try to force my body to relax. It’s impossible. How can I relax when I have this massive cock pushing its way into my ass?

Jensen reaches out with one hand. He laces his fingers through mine. His beautiful eyes sparkle with adoration. The touch of his hand makes me melt. My body becomes less stiff, less tense. I exhale a long breath and feel myself become less pent-up.

As my muscles relax, Jensen’s cock gently pushes deeper. Little by little, his thick, throbbing purple head stretches my ass wider and enters my tightest hole. I gasp. It feels good. Better than I expected. Yes, there’s some discomfort, but that’s to be expected. It doesn’t hurt like I thought it would.

The further his cock pushes into my ass, the more intense the feeling becomes. It’s hard to remain calm and relax my muscles when it feels like this. I’m breathing hard and looking into his serene face, wishing I felt as calm as him. It’s too much, too much, too much…

Just as the sensation reaches its peak and it starts to become uncomfortable, the head of his manhood – the thickest part of that delicious cock – suddenly slips inside my asshole with a small popping sound, as though my body is sucking him inwards. I cry out at the feeling. Holy fuck, it’s good. Really good. I thought his cock was big when he fucked my pussy. Now, slowly plunging deep into my ass, it’s gigantic.

‘Oh, wow…’ He groans with pleasure, gently pushing deeper, little by little. ‘Fuck, your ass is so tight, Nikki…’

He releases my hand and begins to tease and stroke my aching, swollen clit with his thumb. Waves of delight course through me. I relax even more, moaning with delight. My ass accepts him hungrily and Jensen loves it. He slowly pushes forward, filling my tightest hole to the limit, stretching me wider than I’ve ever felt before, burying his massive cock inside me. All I can do is moan in pleasure and take it.

‘I’m fucking your ass, Nikki.’ His voice is full of erotic wonder. He comes to rest against my butt, firm balls resting on my skin. ‘I’m fucking your ass. How does it feel?’

I open my mouth to respond, but the only thing that comes out is a throaty groan. It feels like nothing I’ve ever experienced. His red-hot cock is buried inside my ass, plunging deeper than he’s reached before. I’m breathing hard and moaning in wordless passion. His thumb continues softly teasing my firm clit, driving me wild with excitement.

‘Oh, fuck, Jensen!’ My voice is shrill. ‘You’re – fucking – my – ass!’

I can’t talk. Can’t breathe. Can’t think. All I can do I lie here and take his cock in my tight little ass. He slowly starts to move, gently fucking me with small rolls of his hips. But even that tiny movement seems to cause his massive cock to shake and tremble inside me. The sensation is intense. Almost overwhelming. But his thumb keeps circling and teasing my clit, each motion sending fresh waves of bliss through me. The gentle pressure on my clit seems to offset the discomfort in my ass, making it feel better and better by the second.

‘Jensen!’ I grab the bed with claw-like fingers and stare up into his eyes. ‘Fuck me! Fuck my ass!’

He moves faster, still fucking me gently, but at a steady pace. I’m losing control of my body. This is so fucking intense and so fucking wonderful.

‘You like this?’ His eyes gleam in victory. He can’t hide how much he’s loving it. ‘You like my cock in your ass?’

‘I – love – it!’

Jensen grabs my legs with his strong hands, holding me wide open, keeping me helpless to resist him. My hands immediately move to my gushing pussy, one teasing my clit while I start to fuck myself with two fingers. I’m moaning like a wild animal. This is so fucking dirty and so fucking hot.

‘Nobody else has ever fucked your ass.’ Jensen’s jaw tightens in concentration. He keeps up the slow, steady movements, barely in control of his lust. ‘This is my ass now.’

‘Oh, fuck! This is your ass!’ I’m almost wailing now. A climax is bubbling in my stomach, ready to expand and consume me. It’s coming. It’s coming.

‘Say it!’

‘This is your ass, Jensen!’ It’s coming. ‘This is your ass! All yours!’

‘You gonna let your husband fuck this ass?’

‘No!’ It’s so fucking close now. ‘Never! He’s never gonna fuck my ass!’

He flashes a dark, triumphant smile and starts fucking me harder, his huge cock pumping in and out of me faster and deeper. My fingers keep teasing my pussy until I finally tip over the edge and unleash a borderline inhuman shriek of total euphoria.

‘Jensen!’ My vision blurs. ‘I’m…!’

But I can’t finish the sentence. I don’t need to say the words. He already knows. An orgasm explodes in my chest with the force of a bomb, making my entire body tremble and shudder. My fingers keep up the pressure, teasing my clit and fucking my creamy pussy. It’s almost overwhelming. I could cry from how intense it feels.

My body burns white-hot from the inside out. More and more wails escape my throat. Jensen keeps pounding my tight ass, taking my anal virginity with skill and enthusiasm. Every thrust sends me deeper into a world of bright colors and dancing stars and beautiful music.

I-

AM-

A-

GODDESS.

He plunges deep inside me one final time and holds still, his entire cock filling my squeezing, clenching, satisfied asshole. I gasp and look at him with wide, unseeing eyes. My lover is almost a blur before me, shining like an angel.

‘Are you close?’ I barely spit out the words.

‘Almost.’ He gently strokes my cheek. ‘Can I fuck your ass from behind? Can you take it?’

I nod. I’ll do anything he wants. Anything at all. He eases back and leaves me feeling so hollow and empty. It’s not right. Not natural. Jensen scoops me up with his arms and helps me roll onto my front. But I can’t lift myself. He’s fucked all the strength out of me again.

Jensen grabs the pillows and slips them underneath me, propping my ass into the air. He gives my shoulder a gentle, reassuring squeeze.

‘You sure you want to keep going?’ His voice is so soft, so caring. A lesser man would shove his cock in my ass and keep going, but Jensen wants to make sure I enjoy this as much as he does.

I try to answer, but I can’t. All I can do is give a weak thumbs-up from the bed. I want him to finish what we started and come in my ass.

Jensen gets back into position behind me. His cock plunges into my ass once more. There is no resistance. No hesitation. He fills me to the limit and starts to fuck my tight hole.

Thankfully, he’s still in control. I don’t think I could handle it if he fucked my ass as hard as he’s fucked my pussy. He keeps a steady, firm pace, pumping hard, but not too hard. I moan blissfully into the bed, clawing at the sheets in ecstasy.

‘God, I love this fucking ass!’ He’s growling again, nearing the peak of his pleasure. ‘Your ass is so fucking tight. I love it. I want to fuck it all the time.’

I moan into the bed in response.

‘Your husband doesn’t get to fuck this ass.’ He squeezes my butt with both hands, delighted by the firmness of my cheeks. ‘This ass belongs to me now. It’s all mine.’

His words – and the deep, passionate manner in which he speaks – drive me even wilder. I’m approaching overload, and fast. If he doesn’t come soon, I might not be able to hold on.

I arch my back and turn as much as I can to look at him. My lover’s face is flushed with pleasure. His teeth are clenched in concentration. His eyes gleam. Sweat dots his brow. He’s the most beautiful man in the world. He slaps my jiggling, bouncing ass a couple of times. Not quite spanking me, but tapping the flesh as I rock and roll back and forth.

‘Come in my fucking ass, Jensen! I want to feel it! I want your hot come buried deep in my tight, virgin ass!’

He gives me a deep, masculine moan. My words are driving him crazy, pushing him closer to the edge.

I grab his strong arm and use it to pull myself up as much as I can, leaning back into him, feeling that perfect fucking cock fill my ass so fucking good. I grab his neck to support myself and kiss him. It’s an awkward angle, but it feels so intensely erotic like this. I look into his glazed eyes.

‘Come in my ass.’ My voice is urgent now. I can’t take much more. ‘Come deep in my fucking ass, Jensen. Take my ass. It’s yours, all yours. Please, please, please! I need it so fucking bad, I need your hot come in my tight little asshole, baby, please…’

His grunts and groans get deeper. His steady thrusting gets harder. My lover is losing control. I can see it in his eyes. He wants to give me his come. He’s desperate to fill my ass with his creamy load. He gives my ass a couple more taps, showing me how much he loves this.

‘Oh, God, Nicole!’

‘Please cum in my ass!’ I’m half-wailing, half-moaning. His body tenses against me, the muscles clenching and contracting as he enters the final stage of his climax. ‘Please! Please!’

My last vowel turns into a furious, wailing whine, filling the air with my desperation. Jensen pumps me once more and erupts in my ass. I gasp at the sensation. Hot, sticky come floods my tight ass, filling me up with his climax. A deep, passionate, throaty cry of wordless rapture escapes his lips. It sounds animalistic. It sounds divine. I made him make that noise. All me.

He keeps pumping, driving each fresh load deeper into me, his cock shuddering with the power of his orgasm. I wail in delight. I did it! I made him come in my ass!

‘Fuck, Nicole!’ He groans my name in rapturous bliss. ‘Fuck, fuck, your ass…’

‘You’re coming in my ass!’

He holds me tight against his muscular figure, making me take every last drop of his come. We’re entwined together in perfect bliss, bodies merging into one. Every shudder and pump of his balls sends another wave of pleasure through me. It’s wonderful; incredible; erotic.

Finally, Jensen’s climax subsides and he finishes emptying his balls into my ass. He exhales a long, lusty breath and gently eases me back to the bed. His cock slides out of my well-fucked ass, a thin trickle of come running down my leg and dripping onto the bed. I’ve never felt anything like this. So dirty. So satisfied. Yes, there’s a little discomfort in my ass still – it has just been stretched wide and pounded hard – but it’s not unpleasant.

‘How did that feel?’ He places an affectionate hand on my butt cheek. ‘Are you okay?’

‘Wow…’ I giggle into the bed. ‘You just fucked my ass… I can’t believe it fit…’

He chuckles, amused at my reaction. He says, ‘I’m going to shower off quickly. Come and join me when you have the strength.’

I murmur a vague response and collapse onto the bed, exhausted and satisfied. Warm, thick come pools in my ass. I love that feeling.

Jensen walks over to the bathroom and turns on the water. I hear him splashing and cleaning. There’s a sudden knock at the door. I lift my head and listen, hoping whoever it is will go away. But the knock comes again.

I stand up and pull the sheet around me, before walking to the door. I open it up to see a middle-aged man in the hotel uniform, with a slightly nervous customer service smile on his face. For a moment, I wonder if we’ve accidentally ordered room service, but there isn’t a cart in the hallway.

‘Forgive me for the interruption,’ he says. His voice has an accent to it, one I can’t place. It sounds wooden to my ears. ‘I need to ask you to lower the volume. Some other guests have complained to the front desk.’

‘Huh?’ I blink like a stunned cow. ‘What are you talking about?’

‘We, uh, we don’t generally ask, but could you be a little quieter?’ He looks embarrassed to be having this conversation with me. ‘We have a certain acceptance for couples in the honeymoon suite, but…’

I feel a strange wave of anger and victory. Anger at whoever dared to complain about the volume of my orgasm, and victory that I’ve been fucked better than they’ve ever had it. I shrug at the man.

‘Sorry, I didn’t realize I was being so loud. It was my first time getting fucked in the ass.’

Now he blinks in surprise. His mouth opens and closes for a moment before he recovers.

‘Well, perhaps you wouldn’t mind closing the window before you try again?’

I snort with laughter and close the door in his face. I toss the sheets back onto the bed and step over to the open balcony door.

‘It was good sex!’ I say, hoping that someone, anyone hears. Then I close the door and head over to the bathroom.

Jensen waits for me under the warm water. I join him and we kiss. Long and soft and slow. Two people with a wonderfully intimate connection together.

‘Did you enjoy that?’ He nuzzles my cheek with his nose.

‘Yes.’ I can’t lie. It was better than I could have imagined. ‘My ass feels a little sore, but I liked it. How about you?’

‘Do you even need to ask?’

He smiles and begins to clean me. Water cascades down my body and washes his come from my formerly tight, formerly virgin ass.

I gently grasp his cock in my hand. Even when he’s not hard, Jensen is more of a man than anyone I’ve ever known.

‘You want to go again?’ He raises an eyebrow.

‘Well, my ass enjoyed it, but now my pussy is jealous.’

‘A man’s work is never done…’

‘No. Not anymore. I own this cock. It’s mine now. All mine.’

‘Anything you want.’

We embrace under the warm, flowing water. The night is young. We still have several hours together before it ends.

But I already know one thing. I can’t give this up. I’m not the same woman I was two days ago. I’m somebody new. I’m Jensen’s woman, and he’s my man. Even after we say goodbye to Cape Grande, we’re never going to stop.

###
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‘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.’

Nicole has finally succumbed to Jensen’s incredible temptations. Now she is faced with an impossible choice: can she return to her safe, reliable, boring marriage and act like nothing happened, or will she try to continue secretly seeing Jensen? There are no wrong or right answers, but every decision makes it harder to quit…
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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.
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Until we meet again,

Stay beautiful
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