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The parking lot of Lang’s Gym is just under halfway full. It’s a quarter to seven on a working night. Most people are either having dinner, relaxing at home, or finishing up their workouts. This is my preferred time to get a sweat on.

But tonight, I’m a little more eager than usual. I roll into a space and kill the engine, scanning the lot for a familiar car. But I don’t see what I’m looking for. Jensen isn’t here yet.

I hop out of the car and head toward the main entrance, my heeled office shoes crunching on gravel. The gym is small, situated in a small lot between other, larger buildings. It’s easily overlooked and nowhere near as flashy as some more well-established gym brands. But that’s why I like it. The automatic doors hiss open and I step into the familiar scents of stale sweat, recycled air, and old rubber. Fast-paced rock music thumps away from old speakers dotted around the room. Half of the cardio machines are in use and only a few of the weight benches are taken. Looks like I timed my arrival perfectly, as usual. All I need to do is get ready.

The women’s locker room is almost empty, except for a couple of other ladies who are getting dressed after a shower. The room is a maze of lockers, with small shower cubicles running along the longer wall. Some showers are occupied, the doors closed and nozzles spray over the women inside.

I start undressing from my office attire, ready to slip into something more comfortable. My heart flutters like a hummingbird’s wings. Why do I feel so nervous? Is it because I’m meeting Jensen in this setting for the first time? Or because I’m going to be close to him while we work up a sweat? Honestly, both thoughts make my head feel light.

My workout gear is in a beat-up old gym bag. A pair of spongey running shoes; a tight sports bra that holds my DD-cup chest in place; a loose white shirt that doesn’t cover my whole stomach; and a pair of ass-hugging yoga shorts. I always feel like I can do anything when I wear these clothes.

I strip down naked and quickly stuff my dirty clothes in the bag, before throwing on my fresh gear. My breasts fit neatly in the sports bra, nice and firm as always. I look down at the rolled-up pair of panties in the gym bag and hesitate. After a moment’s delay, I ignore them and step into the shorts, pulling them up around my bare ass. These shorts hug every curve and leave very little to the imagination. Anybody with a pair of eyes could guess that I’m not wearing anything under them. The thought thrills me.

One quick change later, I toss my stuff into a locker and head out to the main floor. It’s already quieter than before. The after-work gym crew have already finished their sets and headed for the exit.

‘Perfect timing.’

I turn around at the sound of a familiar voice. A deep, rumbling masculine voice. The kind of voice you feel in your bones. A smile lights up my face as I see Jensen strolling toward me. He wears a loose singlet vest and a pair of shorts. His arms look thick and powerful, the muscles already obvious. This is the first time I’ve seen him face-to-face outside of work. He looked good in a shirt. He looks even better out of one.

‘You found the place okay.’ I tear my eyes off his fantastic body and up to his face. After spending a few days in heels around the office, I feel shorter than usual standing against him. Jensen surveys me with those amazing blue eyes, clearly delighted to be here. He looks me up and down quickly, but his face remains warm and friendly. If he likes the way I’m dressed tonight, he hides it well.

‘Yeah, it’s well hidden.’ He glances around the room, taking in the sights. There isn’t all that much to see. A few cardio machines over there. Some free weights over there. A few mats in the corner. It’s humble. ‘I like it already.’

‘Awesome.’ I beam with pride, delighted that he approves of my private sanctuary. ‘Shall we get started?’

‘Lead the way, I’m happy to do whatever you do.’

I walk over to the treadmills and fire one up. Jensen takes his place next to me. For the first few minutes, we run in silence, adjusting to the speed of the machines and enjoying the sensation of our increased heart rates, our footfalls thudding along with the beat of the music. I start to wonder if it was a bad idea to do this without underwear. My snug shorts hug and grip every curve. If I overdo it, they might chafe me in an awkward place. God, how embarrassing would that be?

‘So how long have you been coming here?’

Jensen’s face is flushed already, but he still looks cool. He breathes slowly and easily, feet pounding the treadmill at a steady pace.

‘A few years now, I think. I started out with some yoga classes but liked the gym stuff more. It’s a good way to let off steam.’

‘Yeah. It’s one of them.’

I glance at him, unsure if that was a double entendre or not. As always, his handsome face wears that friendly, warm smile.

‘So,’ I say, trying to find a way to casually probe for information, ‘what else do you do? I know that you like to work out and you have a string of friends with benefits all over the country…’ He snorts with laughter. ‘But what else do you do for fun? I mean, besides sex…’

Jensen laughs again. He gives me an amused look, still jogging as he does.

‘I don’t know what you think about me, but I’m not constantly having sex. I mean, not since I moved here, anyway.’ Now I snort with laughter. ‘Mostly I just play guitar in my apartment.’

This takes me by surprise. ‘You’re a musician?’

He catches the look on my face and smiles, knowing that he’s revealed yet another interesting layer of himself.

‘Yeah, I guess. I mean, I was. Used to play in a band when I was younger, but that didn’t go anywhere. We almost did, but… well, you know. I actually got our logo tattooed here.’

He pokes a finger into his firm pectoral muscle. I know that tattoo well, I saw it in his shirtless selfie.

‘Oh, that! I was wondering if that meant anything.’ I blurt out the words before I can stop myself.

Jensen gives me a quizzical look now, maybe wondering how I know he has a tattoo.

‘I, uh, I can see it through your vest.’

‘Oh, sure.’ I can’t tell if he believes me for certain, but he accepts my explanation. ‘It was one of those cool edgy logos all the bands had back then. Thankfully it doesn’t look too bad now. Could you imagine if we called ourselves “Bubblegum Princess Candy”?’

I laugh, trying to picture a bright pink tattoo emblazoned across his chest.

‘So, you still play?’ I manage to control my breathing enough to ask. ‘Are you in a band now?’

He shakes his head and says, ‘Strictly just for fun. It’s a good way to keep my hands busy.’ Another sideways grin. ‘You know – when I’m not having sex.’

That gets another laugh out of me.

‘I really love live music,’ he says, once I’ve got my breath back. ‘I go to a lot of gigs and clubs, stuff like that.’

‘Really?’ I can’t contain my excitement. ‘Me too!’ I turn toward him and almost stumble on the treadmill. I force myself to concentrate on maintaining a solid pace, unless I want to go flying through the air like a dumbass. ‘Man, I haven’t been to a real, live event in so long. My husband prefers to go to bars and get shit-faced.’

‘That sucks.’

We keep running until the machines reach the end of the warm-up program and automatically come to a halt. I step off and shake out my legs. Jensen glances down. His eyes linger on my shorts for a few seconds. Has he noticed my lack of underwear? Warmth pools in my gut. I feel so freaking naughty right now. I’ve never done anything like this before.

‘Want to hit the weights next?’ Jensen gestures over to the racks on the other side of the room. There is currently nobody using them.

‘Sure. Show me if those muscles are just for display.’

He shoots me a grin. We set up by the racks and load a couple of plates onto a bar. Jensen squats down and places the bar on his shoulders. He stares ahead into a large mirror and begins standing and squatting, lifting the weights effortlessly. I can’t take my eyes off his form; his body; his firm, tense muscles. He has an incredible body. Watching it in motion like this, my mind starts to wander. What would it feel like to have those arms around me? Could I sit in his lap? Would he be able to lift me as easily as that bar?

‘Twenty.’ He sets the bar down and steps back. ‘Now you.’

I get in place and squat. The bar isn’t too heavy. I rest the weight on my shoulders, breathing slowly, and fix my gaze on the mirror. It’s hard to focus when I can see Jensen at the edge of my vision, watching intently. I begin the routine by standing up to full height, then squatting back down again. Sweat starts to trickle down my skin. I feel the light shirt cling to me.

He watches silently, observing my form, as I complete the motion twenty times. I place the bar on the floor and stand, a triumphant smile on my face.

‘How was that? Not bad, right?’

He nods. ‘Impressive. I could watch that all night. Can I offer a couple of pointers?’

I shrug.

Jensen stands behind me. We face ourselves in the mirror.

‘When you squat down, keep your arms at the same distance.’ He holds out his arms as though demonstrating how to support the bar. ‘I noticed that once or twice, your arms moved a little bit and almost put you off-balance.’

I hold up my arms, mimicking the motion. He reaches around my body and gently guides my arms, putting me in the right position. My heart skips a beat. He’s touching my body. I look at his face in the mirror, trying to guess if he’s touching me for personal or professional reasons. As always, I can’t tell.

‘And when you squat,’ he talks as though nothing is wrong, ‘keep your back a little straighter. Pretend you’re doing a curtsey in front of royalty.’

We squat together, his hands still holding my arms. His body is pressed against mine. It’s hard to think. Difficult to pay attention. Impossible to focus. All I can think about is the feeling of his warm, firm chest on my back.

‘And when you’re down here…’ He points to my knees. ‘Bring these further apart. Give yourself a wider base, and more balance. Here.’

Jensen releases my arms. He gently grasps my thighs and guides them apart, widening my stance. We watch ourselves in the mirror. It looks like he’s giving me tips for a better workout… but it feels a lot like he’s spreading me open and watching my reaction.

‘Like this?’ I stand up, pretending to lift the bar on my shoulders. For a moment, my tight, bent ass passes by his face as he remains on the floor. Then he stands up behind me, his body brushing mine again.

‘Perfect.’ He smiles into the mirror. ‘See how good that looked?’

‘It felt pretty good, too.’

His smile tugs inward slightly, as though naughty thoughts are occupying his mind. I swallow and clear my throat.

‘So, uh, what’s next?’ I brush my damp forehead.

‘Some old-fashioned presses?’ He motions to the nearby bench. I nod and he gets into place, grabbing two heavy-looking dumbbells from the bottom of a pyramid. ‘Do you mind spotting me?’

‘Sure.’

I stand at his head and watch. He lies down on the bench and begins lifting the dumbbells into the air, breathing slowly with each motion. His arm muscles seem to pop with the strain. Fuck, he looks incredible.

My sex tingles, begging for attention. Now I’m suddenly aware of how close his face is to my pussy – and of how little I’m wearing. With no underwear, these thin shorts are the only thing protecting my modesty. And from his angle, he must have an incredible view of my most intimate regions. These shorts are no doubt hugging and gripping me, leaving nothing to the imagination. Can he see the outline of my lips? Do the shorts pull in to reveal the thin line of my slit? Maybe he can see right up my top.

It feels so thrilling to be this naughty. I’m such a bad girl, teasing him like this. I’m such a bad wife, flaunting myself in front of another man. But that only makes it more exciting.

We workout together for a while, spotting each other and generally enjoying the company. I haven’t worked out with a man in years, so it feels good to have a little friendly competition when we both try to lift the same weights. To my disappointment, he doesn’t try to correct my posture or put his hands on me again.

Our session comes to an end. The gym is practically empty now. I dab at my forehead with a towel. Jensen’s skin glistens with sweat. The sight and the smell make my cleft throb. He looks so manly. The total opposite of my husband.

‘We should do this again,’ he says, with a wide smile. ‘You’re a good partner.’

‘You’re not so bad yourself.’

We look at each other for a moment. I don’t want this to end, but there’s nothing left to do. A familiar song starts playing, a fairly new piece of music that I’ve heard a few times.

‘I love this song,’ I say, nodding to the beat.

Jensen listens to the track for a moment, a smile spreading. He says, ‘Yeah, I like this one too.’ He glances around, making sure there’s nobody nearby. ‘You know, I think this is a band called High Rollers. They’re playing near here soon. Shall I get us tickets?’

I can’t hide my interest. Is he asking me out? Is this a date? Whatever it is, I want in.

‘Sure!’ I nod, smiling wide. ‘I’d love that. I haven’t been to see a band in ages.’

‘Awesome. I’ll pick you up.’ He smiles at me. It’s that warm, soft smile, the one that always seems to melt my stomach. His blue eyes almost gleam with eagerness. ‘I guess I’ll see you at work tomorrow.’

‘Absolutely. See you later.’

He shoots me a final wink and turns toward the exit. I watch him leave and head over to the locker room to collect my stuff. My body is exhausted in the best way possible, but I feel like I could run to the moon and back. I can still feel the touch of his hands on my arms and thighs.

****

‘Where the fuck have you been?’

‘Huh?’ I close the front door and face my husband. Will is staring at me with wide, bulging eyes. His nostrils flare. I freeze. What have I missed? Did I forget something? Or worse – does he somehow know about Jensen?

‘I said,’ Will steps closer. His face is a mixture of anger and worry. ‘Where the fuck have you been?’

His words don’t make any sense to me. I hold up the gym bag and gesture to my attire.

‘I was at the gym, like always.’ His reaction makes no sense to me. ‘You knew I was going after work. What’s wrong?’

He stares at me as though I’ve grown an extra leg, his face running through a gamut of incredulous expressions.

‘Do you know what time it is?’ Will fights to keep his voice calm. I’ve never seen him like this before. It’s kind of scary.

I take my phone out of my bag and gasp. Along with multiple missed calls and frantic text messages, I see the glowing digits. It’s after nine-thirty. I’ve been gone for almost three hours.

‘Oh my God! I had no idea, I’m so sorry!’ I put a hand to my mouth. ‘Babe, I’m so sorry!’

‘I’ve been calling you for hours.’ His anger turns to relief. ‘Where the hell were you?’

‘At the gym.’ I try to find some way to explain my long absence but nothing comes to mind. Usually, my session only lasts an hour. I’ve been gone over twice as long. ‘I lost track of time.’

‘You didn’t have your phone on you?’ He gestures to my hand, barely able to believe what I’m saying. I don’t believe it either. ‘I called you over and over. I thought – I thought…’

‘I’m sorry, I’m sorry.’

Will’s face twists with emotion. I drop my bag and wrap my arms around him. He embraces me back, despite the sweat seeping through my clothes, and buries his face into my neck.

‘You should have let me know you were going to be gone for so long.’ His voice is muffled. He hugs me tight.

‘I should have. I’m sorry. Lost track of time. I didn’t have my phone…’ I let the sentence drop. Why didn’t I have my phone? How can I come up with a good reason not to have it? I always listen to music when I work out. He knows that.

‘Were you with someone?’

I freeze. Thank God he can’t see my face right now. I look guilty as sin. Excuses run through my head, each one more pathetic and unbelievable than the last.

‘Were you with Kimberly?’

Relief floods me. He offers me a perfectly reasonable way out and I seize it with both hands.

‘Yes. I was with Kimberly. You know how we get. Lost track of time. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to worry you.’

For a long moment, he is silent. We hug. My heart races. Will he believe that? Is it plausible that Kimberly kept me distracted for over two hours? After a long, tense silence, Will kisses my neck. I almost sigh, thankful that he bought it.

‘You stink,’ he says.

I laugh. Partly in amusement, partly with relief. I feel guilty for lying to him like this, but I had fun tonight. Is it worth the feeling of guilt and shame? Maybe.

‘I’ll go shower.’

‘Want some company?’

‘You can soap my back.’

We head upstairs and get into the shower together. His hands roam my body. I still feel Jensen’s touch on my arms and thighs. I remember the casual way he opened my legs and touched me. The confident manner in which he invited me to a gig. Will massages soap into my ass and legs, gently waking my body and bringing me to a state of arousal. But when I look at him, I don’t see firm muscles or mysterious tattoos or anything like that. All I see are his flaws. Pudgy belly. Soft arms. Flat, untoned legs. He’s my husband and I love him, but he doesn’t take care of himself at all.

He massages lotion into my inner thighs, looking up at me with a greedy, self-satisfied smirk. I can read him like a book. He thinks – no, he expects – that this shower is going to lead to sex. Maybe it will, but that look he’s giving me is honestly a huge turn-off.

‘You like that?’ Will still has that awful smirk on his face. ‘You like when I touch you like this?’

‘I like it when you massage my tired muscles, yes.’ I keep my voice flat. It would be nice to make love, but why does he always insist on turning our sex life into some gross porn movie?

His smirk widens, reminding me of an evil cartoonish frog. His hands slide further up my thighs, nearing the cleft at the top.

‘You want me to massage this spot right here?’ His fingertips brush my sex. For the first time in our marriage, I don’t feel ripples of erotic anticipation. If anything, I feel a sense of uneasy disgust. If he shut his mouth and stopped smirking, this would feel nice.

‘Shh.’ I put a finger to his lips. ‘Just keep rubbing my leg.’

Will keeps pawing at my thighs, half-massaging and half-feeling me up. But he doesn’t drop that smirk. Water runs down my body, washing away all the sweat and grime and guilt of the day. I close my eyes and try to enjoy the sensation of my husband’s touch.

He cups my sex without asking and starts trying to spread my lips with his thumb. I’m nowhere near aroused enough for this to feel good. I force myself to try and enjoy his clumsy pawing. It should feel pleasant, right? My husband; my soulmate; the love of my life is touching me in the most intimate way a man can touch a woman, so why doesn’t it feel good?

I try to think of sexual thoughts; to urge my body to become aroused enough to enjoy his touch. At first, I think the most recent time we made love together. Passionate, frantic, loving sex in the middle of the bed, gazing into each other’s eyes. But it doesn’t quite work. His clumsy fingers jab and poke at my sensitive clit like a drunk trying to find the light switch. Instead, I dredge up other sexual memories. Like the first time we had sex on our honeymoon; on the floor of our five-star suite, the balcony door open to allow a warm summer breeze to fall over our bodies as I rode him hard and fast to a mutual climax.

But then something strange happens to the vision. I look down at my husband and don’t see his loving, flushed face. I see that stupid, smirking, frog-like grin. It isn’t working.

‘I could touch your body all day long.’

It’s meant to sound attractive, but the way he says it – and that look on his face – don’t make me feel good.

‘God, I want you so bad. All the time. I wanna fuck every part of you. Mouth. Tits. Ass. Pussy.’

I grimace and close my eyes again, trying to block out his voice. It doesn’t work. His husky whispers are audible even over the rushing water.

‘I wanna fuck you everywhere. I wanna you in the park, or on a beach, or in the car…’

‘Shh, please!’ For fuck’s sake, can’t he just let me enjoy this moment? It’s hard enough to get in the mood as it is, let alone without him throwing out fantasies he knows we don’t share. I’ve never done it outside; never enjoyed giving head; never done anal. Just focus on massaging me, you idiot!

Warm water continues cascading relentlessly over us both. Will kneels closer, mercifully moving his hand and ceasing his pitiful attempts at stimulation. He presses his mouth to my cleft and gives me a long, deep kiss. Finally! Something that feels nice. Something that feels gentle. Something that makes my body tingle. His tongue begins to roam and probe my intimate lips, caressing and gliding between the folds. The heat of his exploring tongue feels wonderful, even though his movements feel clumsy and uncoordinated. He’s been giving me oral sex for almost a decade now, and still performs like a curious teen getting his first taste of pussy.

I lean back against the cold tiles and try to lose myself in this moment. It’s usually so easy, but tonight it isn’t working. It feels like I’m turning the key, but my car won’t start. The engine keeps shuddering and rumbling but the ignition refuses to catch.

Come on, Nicole, come on! You can do this…

I try one final time to enter the right headspace, willing my brain to find something – anything – that could turn me on enough to get into the groove. My brain flicks through every single sexy, erotic thought, fantasy, and memory I have ever had and selects one. My heart jumps. The vision unfolds in my mind.

Physically, I’m standing in the shower, feeling my husband’s clumsy, lackluster attempts at foreplay and seduction. But mentally, I’m back in Lang’s gym, watching myself perform barbell squats in the mirror, with Jensen’s big, strong hands on my body. His toned muscles press into my skin. His hands explore me, roaming over my tensed thighs, caressing my flexed arms, cupping my throat. Oh, fuck. His touch is almost as warm and soothing as the water that pours over me right now. We gaze into the mirror, watching ourselves get closer and closer, his hands drifting to more intimate places, disappearing between my legs and-

‘You fucking love it when I lick your cunt, don’t you, slut?’

And just like that, it’s ruined. Like a sledgehammer through a mirror, the moment is shattered beyond repair. I open my eyes and jerk upright, pulling away from Will’s face. He blinks in surprise. Water splashes his face. I shut off the dial and yank open the door.

‘Oh, wow, you wanna take this to the bedroom already, huh?’

I whirl around. He gets to his feet, the cocky, arrogant smirk fading as he sees the look on my face.

‘How many times,’ now it’s my turn to try and control the anger bubbling up from within, ‘have I asked you not to say things like that?’ He opens his mouth to reply, but I’m too incensed to listen. ‘I – am – not – a – slut. I’m your wife. Your fucking wife!’

With that, I grab the towel and storm out of the room, leaving him dripping, naked, and cold in my wake.

****

Kimberly snorts with laughter, pushing her Tupperware container of pasta to the side. She swallows a mouthful of food and wipes a tear from her eyes. I smile at her reaction. Someone glances over at us from a nearby lunch table, probably disturbed by her sudden burst of laughter.

‘What did he do next?’ She takes a sip of coke. ‘Did he try and get you in the mood again?’

‘No.’ I push my empty sandwich packet aside. ‘He drip-dried in the shower and then got into bed behind me about twenty minutes later. You should have heard him, he said, “Babe, I’m really, really sorry, I just got carried away, you know how I get,” as if it’s my fault he can’t stop saying stupid things.’

Kimberly’s eyes crease shut. She shakes her head in disbelief. ‘God, I don’t know if that’s better or worse than my husband. At least yours gets into it. Mine just lies there like a dead fish and expects me to do everything. When he does bother to get on top, I fall asleep.’

I chuckle and glance at my watch. It’s almost the end of my lunch break. The staff cafeteria is about three-quarters full, most of the tables occupied by people sitting in small groups and chatting, or individuals with books and headphones. Bright sunlight streams in through wide skylights above us. The sounds of quiet conversation softly filter through the air.

‘Hey, what can you do?’ I shrug. ‘At least he didn’t chew my head off for being at the gym for almost three hours.’

Kimberly’s expression changes, turning from mildly amused to wickedly curious. She leans in closer and says in a hushed voice, ‘Now that’s the part I want to hear more about. You were with Jensen, right?’

I glance around, worried that someone might be within earshot, before answering her question.

‘Yeah. We had a little session together. He’s in great shape, it was a lot of fun.’

She moves her chair closer around the small table so that we can talk in soft, conspiratorial tones.

‘And did you do anything? Touch him? Check him out? Anything at all?’

‘Well…’ I hesitate for a moment, wondering how much to reveal to Kimberly. I know that she’s living through me with this whole situation, but some things are best kept private – such as my decision not to wear panties last night. ‘He touched me, actually. Gave me pointers on my stance.’

Her face glows with triumph. ‘Uh-huh. For your stance. Of course.’

‘For my stance.’

We giggle together like naughty schoolgirls exchanging secret messages. There’s something so fun and silly about sharing these stories with her; something that makes me feel wild and free.

‘Can I join you?’

Jensen’s deep voice almost makes me flinch in surprise. He steps around us and points to an empty chair on the opposite side.

‘Go ahead,’ Kimberly says. ‘We’d love that.’

She shoots me a sideways look of excitement. I nudge her with my elbow. Jensen sits down and opens a plastic tub of leftovers.

‘I meant to take a break about thirty minutes ago.’ He spears a lump of chicken with his fork. ‘But Rob cornered me and started asking for an update. He thinks somebody might have to go to this other company and go through their files in person.’

‘Sounds fun.’ I roll my eyes.

‘Anyway,’ he chews and swallows a bite, ‘I didn’t mean to interrupt. What were you guys talking about?’

‘Oh, you know-’ Kimberly starts talking. I elbow her in the side.

‘Just saying that last night’s workout was pretty good,’ I say, trying to cut her off. She stiffens next to me as if trying to hold back a laugh.

Jensen gives me that warm, friendly look. His eyes wash over me like waves on the beach. He says, ‘I thought so too. It was really fun. I was worried that I’d scare you off or something, I like to push myself quite hard.’

‘Don’t worry, I can take it.’

Kimberly leans forward and winks. ‘Yeah, she can take it pretty hard herself.’

I jab her with my elbow again. Jensen laughs, taking her comment as a harmless joke. Kimberly pokes her tongue out at me.

‘Do you want to go to the gym this weekend?’ I try to sound casual, like the idea doesn’t bring me huge amounts of excitement. ‘Maybe Saturday morning? I mean, if you’re not busy.’

‘That would be great.’ He beams with pleasure. ‘Kimberly, you’re welcome to join us if you like.’

She pretends to think and then snaps her fingers in apparent annoyance. I know her well enough to recognize both these actions as totally phony.

‘Aw, shoot.’ She pulls a disappointed face. ‘I got a thing with my kids. Mom stuff. You know how it is.’

He gives an empathetic nod, even though he surely has no idea at all. He turns his attention to eating for a moment before Kimberly speaks again.

‘Hey, Jensen, did you know that it’s our golden girl’s birthday in a couple of weeks?’ She gestures to me.

‘Oh, wow, really?’ He looks at Kimberly and then at me, eyes glittering with interest. ‘That’s cool.’

‘It’s not a big deal,’ I say, waving a hand, trying to downplay her enthusiasm. ‘It’s really not.

‘It totally is.’ Kimberly jabs me now with her finger. ‘A few of us are going to have some drinks after work. You wanna join us?’

Jensen smiles. He looks right at me. ‘I’d love that.’

‘Awesome!’ Kimberly is almost as giddy as a kid on Christmas.

‘It’s only a few drinks.’ For some reason, I feel the need to try and restrain both of them before they get too excited. ‘Just a couple of drinks. I’m having dinner with Will afterward, so it’s not going to be wild and crazy or anything like that, you know?’

‘Sure,’ Jensen says.

‘Sure,’ Kimberly says, her eyes gleaming with wicked triumph.

I look at my watch. It’s time to go back to my desk, but I don’t want to leave. Not just because I enjoy chatting with Jensen, but I also don’t want to leave him alone with Kimberly.

‘If I go back to work, can I trust you two together?’ I shoot her a pointed look. She throws up her hands in protest.

‘You can trust me,’ Jensen says.

Kimberly draws a cross over her heart. I sigh and get up from the table. God only knows what might happen behind my back…

****

The rest of the week rolls past. My days at the office begin to get longer as the work mounts up. Will is patient and understanding. Thankfully, he doesn’t try to seduce me or pressure me for sex. Most days, I feel legitimately exhausted.

Saturday morning rolls around. My watch vibrates, rousing me from a deep, warm sleep. I rub my eyes and see the soft glow of daylight peeping around the closed drapes. What the hell am I doing away this early on the weekend?

Then I remember. I’ve made plans to hit the gym with Jensen this morning. Excitement floods my veins. I slip out of bed and start dressing in my gym gear. This time, I wear panties under these tight shorts. I throw on a light hoodie over the top.

‘What’re you doing?’

Will looks at me from the bed in confusion, his voice full of sleep.

‘I’m going to the gym.’ I walk over to his side of the bed and kiss his forehead. ‘I might be a little while. Going to meet Kimberly.’

‘Have fun.’

He nestles back into the pillow, already drifting off to sleep again. I watch him for a moment. How can I love somebody this much and also lie to him so easily? It doesn’t make any sense.

****

There is only one other car in the parking lot of Lang’s gym. A gorgeous sports car, with a gorgeous man sitting behind the wheel. I pull up next to it and get out. Jensen eases out of the seat and greets me with a warm smile. My eyes immediately flick toward the rear of his car; all I can think about are the times he made love to various women on many back seats over the years. Why won’t that image leave my mind?

‘Morning Nikki.’ He touches my arm, a friendly greeting. Tingles ripple through me. ‘Ready to get started?’

‘Sure am.’ Why do I feel so giddy in his presence? I’m like a schoolgirl with a crush. Fuck, it’s so awkward.

We head to the main entrance. The gym looks closed, but that’s because we’re the first ones here today. I swipe my pass over the lock and the doors hiss open, welcoming us inside. Automatic lights flicker on as we walk deeper inside. Unlike last time, there’s no music thumping through the speakers yet.

‘Give me a second, I’ll dump my stuff.’ I gesture toward the women’s locker room.

‘Yeah, yeah.’ He looks down at his battered gym bag, hanging from one shoulder. ‘Can you take this too? I haven’t got a locker yet.’

I take his bag and head into the women’s changing room. As with the rest of the gym, this place is totally quiet and completely empty. My heartbeat is the loudest thing in here. I place Jensen’s bag in my locker and toss my hoodie inside, too. Now I’m ready to go. I take a final glance in the mirror, making sure my face and outfit look good. Why am I worried about my presentation? We’re here to work out, right?

Back in the main gym area, I find Jensen over by the floor mats. He’s prepared some kettlebells, dumbbells, and even a large exercise ball.

‘You got a workout in mind?’ I stand next to him, returning that infectious grin.

‘I thought we could mix it up with a bit of high-intensity training. You in?’

‘Always.’

We start warming up by running on the spot, facing each other. He keeps his eyes on mine. I feel my enhanced chest bouncing and bobbing with the motion. A lesser man – my husband, for instance – would risk a glance or two at my heaving breasts in this loose shirt, but Jensen is not your average man. His easy gaze remains fixed on my face, even as we both begin to sweat and our skin starts to glow.

After the warmup, we start the proper workout. Jensen begins by having us perform weighted squats with the dumbbells. My heart races, but not from the exercise. I’m so excited to be here with him, all alone together. Working out is fine, but I need more.

I feign innocence and ask, ‘Am I doing this right?’

Jensen looks at my body as I stand and squat, watching the way my ass tenses with each bend, examining my curves. He kneels next to me and places one hand on my back. Electric excitement crackles in my gut.

‘It’s good.’ He runs his hand around my tensed back in a small circle, seemingly touching a specific muscle group. All I can feel are the electric jolts of his warm hand on my bare skin. ‘Keep your back a little straighter. Put all the movement into your legs.’

‘Like this?’

‘Yeah, that’s good. Can you feel it right here?’

Jensen runs his other hand around my inner thigh, loosely touching me. If anyone saw us together, it would look like a trainer guiding a student, but it feels like he’s finding new, thrilling ways to caress my body. I try to concentrate on lifting the weights – or at least to pretend that I’m concentrating. Having both his hands touch me at the same time feels wildly exciting.

‘Does that feel good?’ He looks into my eyes. Those baby blues seem to peer directly into my soul.

‘Yes.’ I squat down as low as possible, almost eye-to-eye with him. ‘That feels so good.’

‘I meant the exercise.’ A tiny smile tugs his mouth.

‘Yeah… that too.’

He gazes into my eyes for a moment, hands still resting on me. Then he clears his throat.

‘Let’s… let’s try another one.’

We stand up and begin some casual kettlebell lifts. I keep glancing at his body. Fuck, I want him to touch me again. I need the sensation of his firm, large hands on my skin. It feels like I have red-hot handprints on me already.

‘What does this exercise do?’ I say, again pretending not to know. ‘Like, what muscle group?’

He presses a hand to his abs. ‘Right here.’

‘Here?’

I step close and place my hand on his firm stomach. The muscles are so firm I can feel the dimples and bumps through his shirt. I look into his face, pretending like I’m curious about the exercise and not just doing this to touch him.

‘Yeah. Right there.’ He continues lifting the kettlebell, eyes fixed on mine. ‘Can you feel it? The more you tense, the harder your muscles will work. Just keep breathing.’

‘I can feel it.’

He keeps lifting the weight, but neither of us is focused on the exercise. I’m feeling his firm abdominal muscles and gazing into his gorgeous eyes. Jensen’s handsome face is flushed, but I can’t tell if it’s from the exertion or from how close I am.

‘What else do you want to do with me?’ I try to make the question sound as innocent as possible, but we both know there are layers of hidden meaning within those words.

Jensen eases the kettlebell to the floor, never taking his hungry, intense gaze from my face. I can almost see the thoughts rushing through his mind right now; all the things we could do together, both physically and otherwise.

‘So many things,’ he says, his voice soft and low. For the first time, it seems like he’s the one lost for words instead of me.

‘How about some crunches?’

I shoot him my brightest smile and lay down on the floor, knees raised, fingers linked behind my head. From this angle, I have a clear view of his shorts… and the bulge that’s slowly expanding from within.

He kneels at my feet, ready to begin spotting. I start the exercise, sitting upright and lying back down on the floor, my movements slow and steady. He watches me intently, counting every time I sit up. My stomach muscles are tensed and sweaty, the shirt rolled up to reveal soft, glistening skin. His eyes glance down and settle on my body. I see the unrestrained desire in his blue eyes.

‘Keep going.’ Jensen puts his hands on my legs. ‘You can do it. That’s twenty, come on.’

‘It’s getting hard,’ I say. I’m exaggerating a little bit. I can usually do way more crunches than this. My muscles are only just beginning to feel the burn. But I like the way he watches and encourages me. I want more.

‘You can do it.’

His hands slide up to my damp, firm waist, touching the bare skin of my belly. I bite back a sigh of pleasure. Why does it feel so good when he touches me? It feels like liquid warmth spreads beneath my skin wherever his hand presses down.

I continue crunching. Every time I sit upright, we’re brought face-to-face for a moment. His expression looks like he’s fighting the urge to do something else to me. That thought makes it even harder to work out.

‘Thirty. Amazing.’

I stop where I am, facing him, panting hard, my chest rising and falling. Sweat beads across my forehead. God, he’s so close. I can almost feel the warmth of his skin.

‘Enjoying this?’ His voice is soft and low, but that deep, masculine rumble makes the words sound so sensual.

‘Loving it.’

I grab the bottom of my shirt and lift it, wiping the sweat from my forehead. This exposes more of my bare skin, including a brief flash of my sports bra. He exhales.

‘What next?’ His gaze is cool and steady.

‘Can you show me how to use this?’ I nod toward the exercise ball.

‘Sure.’

Jensen holds out a hand and helps me to my feet. I feel so dainty and feminine next to him.

‘There are a few things you can do with this,’ he says, guiding me to the large inflatable rubber ball. ‘But one of the best is a bear plank tuck. If you get down into push-up position…’

I get to the floor, lifting my body with just my arms and toes. I make an effort to clench my butt so it looks firm and tight from above.

‘What I’m gonna do is lift your legs and roll this ball under your feet. Then you roll the ball while tucking your knees up to your chest. Nice and slow.’

Jensen crouches down. He slips one arm under my feet and lifts my legs as though I weigh hardly anything. I stay firm and steady, my arms trembling slightly with the effort. He places the ball down and puts my feet on top. I start to slowly roll the ball toward my chest. It feels like a combination of a plank and a crunch.

‘Good,’ he says. ‘Excellent.’

I feign a wobble, pretending to lose my balance for a moment. He quickly grabs my hip to steady me.

‘Can you hold onto me?’ I look back at him over my shoulder. ‘I’m a little unsteady.’

He stands to my side and places his hands on my hips, guiding me through the movement. Every time I roll the ball up, my butt tenses. His hands are so close to my ass like this. It’s hard to focus on the moves when all I can think about is how easy it would be for Jensen to touch my pert, firm butt and maybe give it a little squeeze…

‘You’re doing great.’ He gives my hip a reassuring pat.

My concentration finally slips and I slump down onto the mat, my ass stuck in the air. I laugh at myself.

‘You okay?’ Jensen is by my side immediately, concern on his face. He smiles as I roll onto my back, still laughing.

‘Yeah, I’m good.’

He helps me sit upright. I’m now resting between his knees. We’re close again. So goddamn close. Barely a couple of inches apart.

A sudden noise bursts our little bubble. We glance over toward the main entrance to see a couple more people walking into the gym. Our privacy is over. My heart sinks. Just when things were going so well…

‘Damn,’ he says, giving me a mournful look. ‘And I thought we’d have the place to ourselves all day.’

I check the time and blink in surprise.

‘We’ve been here for over two hours already.’ I can barely believe it. Feels like we just got started. ‘Maybe… maybe we should call it for today?’

He clicks his tongue, clearly disappointed, but nods. He says, ‘Sure. That’s a good idea. We don’t want to get burned out.’

The newcomers make their way over to the cardio machines and begin their warm-up. The sounds of thudding feet and whirring machinery fill the air. We put away our equipment and head to the exit.

‘Oh!’ I pause by the door to the women’s locker room. ‘I have your stuff in here. Come get it?’

I half mean it as a joke, daring Jensen to come into the women’s locker room, but he follows me inside without hesitation. We wind around the little maze of metal lockers until we come to mine. Now, once again, we’re completely alone in private. I open my locker and pull out our stuff, putting it down on the little wooden bench.

We look at each other again. My heart races. I want to do something – anything – so goddamn badly, it’s unreal. Do I touch him? Do I say something? Every part of my body is screaming at me to grab this beautiful man and kiss him.

Jensen leans in a little closer to me. His head tilts to the side. My heart almost explodes. He’s going to kiss me! He’s going to-

The door bursts open and footsteps scurry into the room. We hear the sound of multiple women talking in excited tones. Jensen’s eyes widen. I clap a hand over my mouth. Fuck, this is bad. What if he gets caught in here?

‘In there!’ I grab Jensen and practically pull him toward the shower cubicles as footsteps get nearer, rounding the corners, almost within sight.

He pushes the door closed behind us. We’re both hidden in the small shower cubicle, our bodies pressed together, hearts hammering in our chests. A rush of adrenaline washes over me, almost as intoxicating as the thrill of being this close to Jensen. I look up at him. His face shines with delight. Outside, we can hear two or three women chatting away obliviously as they change clothes. I bite my lip to keep from laughing.

Jensen adjusts his position, trying to find a little comfort in this tight space. His hand rests on the front of my shorts. He glances at me, asking without words if it’s okay for his hand to be there. I nod. Fuck, my heart feels like it’s beating faster than ever. I can feel his pulse, too, thumping hard in his firm chest. We’ve never been this close. His warmth, his scent, his blue eyes – it’s almost too much to bear.

My hips move on their own, rubbing the front of my shorts against his hand. Bolts of erotic lightning flash through me. I can’t help myself. I can’t stop. I want this. I want this!

The air changes around us. A few seconds ago, this was amusing, yet naughty fun. Now it’s sinfully erotic and sensual. His expression turns hungry again, the same way he looked at me earlier. He responds to my moving hips and begins running his hand up and down, feeling my yearning, aching, burning sex through the thin fabric of these shorts.

Passion explodes in my chest. His touch sends shockwaves through me. Just a few days earlier, I was in a shower with another man, who gave me the most unerotic experience of my life. Now I feel like my pussy is about to burn through my clothing.

We look into each other’s eyes, breathing hard, mouths so close together. Every gentle glide of his fingertips makes my entire body tremble. My chest heaves. I wrap my arms around him, desperately wanting to be closer; to feel his body on mine; to hold him tight and never let go.

A gasping moan escapes my throat. I clamp my lips shut, terrified that the women outside will hear and catch us together. How could I explain any of this? Jensen’s eyes flash in triumph at my reaction. He starts caressing me more firmly, his hand now exploring the front of my shorts with clear intent. He can feel how hot my sex burns for him. I tremble with excitement, with need, with lust.

I groan again, unable to restrain myself. It’s impossible to be quiet. This is the most intense erotic moment of my fucking life. His fingers drift up and down my shorts, clearly stroking my lips and pausing above my throbbing clit. Even fully dressed, he knows exactly how to touch my body.

I make another gasping moan, this one louder. I look into his eyes, pleading with him to help me stay quiet, trying to tell him without words that this feels too fucking good to hold back any longer-

Jensen leans down and presses his mouth to mine. My lips part immediately, welcoming his warmth. He kisses me with longing, with hunger, with intensity. I return his kiss. Our tongues meet, first with hesitation, then quickly swirling together with desperate need. I moan into his mouth. His hand continues cupping, stroking, and caressing the most sensitive parts of my body. I feel like I could explode in lust. His other arm wraps around me, pulling us closer as we kiss.

I can feel his throbbing excitement on my thigh. God, it feels so big and so firm! A crazy voice in my head tells me to grab it; stroke it; suck it. But I can’t move. I can’t stop. All I can do is hold onto him and try not to scream with passion.

We keep kissing, unable to stop. My body writhes like a flame in the breeze, rocking back and forth against his hand, desperate to let him feel as much of me as he wants. If he asks, I’ll let him do anything he desires. Anything.

Outside our little world of passion, I hear the sound of retreating footsteps, followed by the door opening and closing. The women have gone. We’re all alone once more. But we can’t stop.

I moan into his mouth again and again. His hands, his body, his tongue – it all feels so incredible. Like I’m being touched for the first time all over again. He responds with a low, throaty rumble of pleasure. His cock feels rock-solid on my leg now.

Jensen’s delicately exploring hand drifts north along my body, to the elastic waistband of these shorts. His hand slides over my bare stomach, fingertips slowly probing, trying to slip beneath the shorts and explore me properly. I could melt and pour down the drain.

He slips a hand under my shorts and caresses my underwear. One tiny, thin, easily-removed piece of fabric is all that separates Jensen’s fingers from my most sacred place. One small piece of cotton is the only thing preventing us from throwing caution to the wind and-

I suddenly pull away from his lips as though I’ve just been electrocuted. He blinks, surprised, his hand still gliding south over my underwear.

‘Fuck!’ The word escapes my lips in a rushed hiss. ‘Fuck! Fuck!’

‘What’s wrong?’

‘We… we can’t do this.’

He nods. His voice is husky and thick with lust.

‘Okay. Yeah, it’s too small. Let’s go somewhere else. My place?’

‘No. I mean…’ I pull away from him as far as I can, which isn’t far in this small shower. His hand is still down my shorts. ‘I mean we can’t. We need to stop. I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have…’

Jensen’s eyes fill with a mixture of hurt, shame, and sorrow. He nods and eases his hands away. His shorts bulge. God, it looks even bigger than it felt. My sex yearns for him. I can’t remember the last time I felt this horny; not even when I pleasured myself in bed a few nights ago.

‘No,’ he says, with a shake of his head. ‘I’m sorry. My fault. I overstepped the line. I shouldn’t have put you in this position.’

My heart swells. How is he this fucking wonderful all the goddamn time? It doesn’t make any sense. If I got Will this worked up and horny, he’d pitch a fit at me for stopping now.

‘I’m sorry, I’m really sorry.’ I’m almost babbling now. A dozen conflicting emotions wash over me at the same time, all fighting for dominance. Shame. Guilt. Self-loathing. Intense sexual desire. I feel like a piece of shit for doing this to Will. I feel even worse for doing this to Jensen.

‘We should go.’ I jerk a thumb to the empty locker room. ‘Coast is clear.’

‘Uh, can you give me a minute?’ He gestures down to the bulge in his shorts. The lump seems to stretch halfway down his thigh. ‘I’m kind of… obvious.’

I nod and step out of the cubicle. My head is spinning. Heart racing. Hands shaking. Pussy throbbing. What the fuck happened to me? That went so much further than I could have imagined. I almost totally lost control. Flirting and touching and making innuendos, that’s one thing; we nearly crossed a different line altogether.

I pace back and forth in front of my locker for a moment, trying to calm myself down. I’ve never felt anything like this before. So horny, so confused, so conflicted. How hard would it be to go back into the shower and…?

Stop it! Stop it, Nicole! Get your head together. This isn’t you.

I chastise myself over and over for a minute or two until Jensen steps out of the shower. The bulge in his shorts is gone.

‘How did you…?’ I gesture to the shower. ‘Did you jerk off?’

‘No.’ He manages a grin. ‘Just got myself under control again. Are you okay?’

‘I’m fine. We need to go.’

I grab my stuff and head for the door, not waiting to see if he’s behind me. His footsteps follow in my wake. We head out into the gym and head to the front doors. I don’t dare glance back to see if anyone noticed us both leave the locker room together.

The parking lot is warm and bright now. The sun is high in the sky. It’s close to midday already. We’ve been in the gym together all morning.

I unlock my car and get into the driver’s seat. I take one final glance at Jensen. He raises a hand and opens his mouth, but I’m already rolling the car out of the lot and leaving him in my rearview mirror.

****

The drive home is both too long and too short. My brain rattles through a thousand self-loathing accusations and harsh judgments before I even have a chance to think about what – if anything – I should say to Will. It’s like my head is filled with a thousand voices, all screaming different instructions at the same time. My hands tremble on the wheel and twice I almost miss a turning.

Before I’m able to calm myself down, it’s already over. I’m back in my driveway, staring at the front door, waiting for it to tear open as Will rushes out to scream at me for being such an unfaithful whore.

But it doesn’t. The house is still and calm and quiet. My husband has no idea what happened this morning. He doesn’t know that I kissed another man; that I had someone else’s tongue in my mouth; that I almost let a different hand touch my intimate area.

And… there’s no reason why he should know.

My brain rattles through the choices that lay before me right now. Option number one: I walk into the house and tearfully confess what I did. He cries. I cry. He yells at me. I let him. Maybe we recover and put this behind us, maybe we don’t. We either live under a cloud of constant mistrust until we’re old and gray, or Will finds some way to punish me for my actions – like finding some skank of his own to feel up – or flat-out divorcing my disloyal, wandering ass.

Option number two: I say nothing. I put this all behind me and move on, wiser for the experience. I did something stupid and regret it. There’s no reason to let a dumb, crazy mistake ruin what we have together, is there? Besides, it’s not like I’m ever going to do it again. It’s over now.

I look at myself in the mirror. Cheeks flushed. Hair wild. Eyes crazy. Skin damp. I look like some sort of insane woman.

‘You’re not a bad person.’ My voice shakes a little at first but soon gets more confident. ‘You are not a bad wife. It was a mistake. And you stopped it. Things could have gone way out of hand, but you stopped it. You didn’t do anything that can’t be undone.’

The woman in the mirror nods and smiles. I wish I felt as confident as she looks. Right now, my whole body is on edge. Could my husband figure out that something is wrong? It feels like I have handprints on my body; large masculine marks that prove my near-miss with infidelity. Do I look like I’ve just been kissed? Does my face register the erotic moans that escaped my slutty mouth? Fuck, I have no idea.

I can’t sit here all day. Time to face the music. I get out of the car and walk into the house. My chest tightens with every step. I feel like I could faint at any second.

Will glances up at me with a smile. He’s lying on the couch, watching TV.

‘Hey, you were gone a while. Good session?’

‘Uh, yeah. It was… it was…’

I pause, gazing down at the man I married. He doesn’t deserve a terrible wife like me. What kind of woman makes out with another man while her husband waits at home? Once again, the voices scream in my head, yelling at me to come clean and fess up and offer myself up for his judgment.

But then I see a pile of laundry folded neatly on a chair. I see an empty plate covered with toast crumbs on the coffee table. I see his most recent mug of coffee sitting next to the one he left last night.

And just like that, my desire to come clean evaporates. Who cares about my flaws when all I can see are HIS failings and HIS weaknesses and HIS annoyances?

‘You said you were going to put away the laundry yesterday.’ I shoot him a look. His warm, welcoming, happy-to-see-you smile vanishes. ‘And you still haven’t washed up that coffee mug. For fuck’s sake, Will!’

He sits up as though threatened at gunpoint, arms raised, already on the defense. He says, ‘Woah, woah, woah! I’m gonna do it this morning, I’m doing it now. I was just chilling out!’

‘Goddammit.’ All the anger I’ve been directing at myself now points at him. I can’t control myself; I can’t stop it. It’s unfair and unreasonable, but this fury needs an outlet and he’s right there. ‘I’ve been at the gym for hours, working my fucking ass off, and I come home to this!’

He grabs the mugs and plate and rushes off to the kitchen like his ass is on fire. I ball my hands into fists, looking around the room. All I can see are flaws. The floor needs vacuuming, the sides need wiping, everything needs cleaning, and he’s lying on the couch watching TV, totally oblivious.

‘I’m doing it, I’m doing it now!’ He races back into the room and grabs the pile of laundry. ‘Look, I’m sorry. When have we ever spent Saturday mornings cleaning up?’

He’s got a point, but right now I’m too incensed to see it.

‘I work really fucking hard for us both,’ my nostrils flare so hard that I can feel it, ‘and I work my ass off trying to keep in shape, and I come home to this. Just maybe think about things from my point of view now and then, okay?’

He blinks at me, crestfallen. I’ve struck a nerve. I’ve gone too far. I’ve wounded him. In all the years we’ve been together, I have never snapped at him like this. My anger morphs into regret. Once again, I’m furious with myself. What’s the matter with me today? I can’t stop fucking up.

‘Okay.’ He nods and looks down at the floor. ‘Okay, you’re right. I need to be more supportive. I know your job is really stressful and all…’ His voice trails off, pinched with emotion.

I put a hand on his chest. Hearing him apologize for me being an unreasonable bitch is almost the worst thing that’s happened to me today.

‘I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to walk through the door and yell at you. It’s just…’ One final time, I have the mad urge to confess. But following that outburst, it would only make things a thousand times worse. ‘It’s just… I think I’m overdoing it, you know? The job is hard and getting harder. Maybe I tweaked something at the gym.’

His expression changes; softening; understanding. He says, ‘Go and have a warm shower, loosen your muscles. I’ll dig out the lotion and give you a massage after, okay?’

We head upstairs together. While he sorts the laundry, I wash the sweat and sin from my aching body. No traces of Jensen remain anywhere on me. When I emerge from the bathroom, Will is waiting next to the bed. He has laid a towel on top of the sheets, closed the drapes, and even lit a couple of candles.

‘Lay down,’ he says, holding up the tube of lotion.

My heart almost melts. God, I do not fucking deserve this man. I gave him shit to cover my ass and now he’s treating me to a relaxing massage. My life is inexplicable.

He gently rubs lotion into my body, starting with my bag. His touch is soothing, warm, tender. The feel of his hands doesn’t send electric tingles of lust through me as Jensen’s touch did, but it warms my heart. It feels different. It feels nice. It feels like the touch of a man who I’ve loved for years and years already. A man I would not trade for anything in the world.

After a long, soothing back rub, Will’s hands start to caress me in lower, more intimate areas. I allow him to lovingly grope and touch me in places only a husband should touch his wife. Passion flames in my chest. I roll over and pull him on top of me. We kiss. Long and deep and slow. All the arguments are forgotten. All the angry words are behind us. Nothing else matters except our love.

No more words are exchanged between us. They aren’t needed anymore. He puts on a condom without needing to be reminded. He makes passionate love to me on the towel, breathing hard into my ear. I wrap my legs around his waist, trying to pull him closer and deeper, needing to feel his warmth deep inside me. He doesn’t say anything crude or stupid or ruin the moment by talking like a porn star. For the first time in a long time, my husband makes love to me just the way I like it.

When it’s over and his passion empties into that latex sheath, it almost doesn’t matter to me that I didn’t reach climax. All that matters is our connection. Our warmth. Our marriage.

****

I push Jensen out of my mind for the rest of the weekend and enjoy two whole days of love and leisure with Will. We take a walk together. We enjoy long meals at the dinner table. It’s tender, comfortable, relaxing, and over far too quickly.

It’s late on Sunday evening and we’re sitting on the couch watching a movie when my phone buzzes. I check the screen, intending to put it on silent mode, but a new message is emblazoned on the screen, begging to be opened.

It’s a message from Jensen.

I grip the phone tighter and angle the screen away from Will, so he can’t glance over and read it. Thankfully, he’s still engrossed in the movie. I freeze up for a moment, unsure what to do. Should I read it? Should I delete it?

After a few moments of indecision, I open the message and hold my breath.

‘I want to apologize again.’ I can hear his deep voice in my head as I read the words. ‘It was completely my fault. I understand if this makes things awkward between us, so I will request a transfer tomorrow.’

My stomach drops. Getting too close to Jensen is one thing, but losing him entirely? Is that what I want? Despite how things ended yesterday, I still like him. He’s still a friend and a co-worker. He shouldn’t have to leave the office because we were acting like stupid teenagers.

Will snorts with laughter. I look at the TV and chuckle as well, pretending not to be distracted by something else. What do I do? What do I say? I don’t want him to leave.

My eyes flick between the phone and the TV. I type out a quick response.

‘Don’t leave! It was my fault. Won’t be awkward. Promise.’

Three little dots appear as he writes a reply. It’s hard to concentrate on the movie.

‘Thank God!’ I smile, reading the message. ‘I don’t want to leave. I like you and I’ll back off from now on.’

He likes me. He likes me. I read the words over and over and over. My head spins. Fuck, suddenly I’m fourteen again, being passed notes in class. He likes me. What does that mean? He likes me as a friend? He likes me as more than a friend? He likes me enough to make out with me at the gym and put his hands in my shorts?

‘Ha! That was classic.’ Will turns to me, wiping a tear from his eyes. ‘You see that?’

I nod, smiling and acting like I haven’t zoned out for the last two minutes. He chuckles and returns his attention to the screen.

My thumb starts writing a reply. The words, ‘I like you too’ appear on the screen and I freeze. Do I want to say that? Sure, it’s true – I do like him – but how will he interpret that? I weigh out the options and decide to keep the sentence. I add a couple more words.

‘I like you too. You’re a great guy.’

Excitement begins to creep into my veins again. I feel the same thrill as I always do when talking to him. It’s almost as stimulating as working out together.

‘Thanks, I try!’ He includes a little angelic halo emoticon. I fight back a grin. ‘Good thing you don’t want me to go away… I got tickets for the gig next weekend. The High Rollers… if you still want to go?’

For a moment, I don’t know what he’s talking about. Then the memory resurfaces. I said I liked the song playing at the gym. He said the band is touring in the area and asked if I wanted to go.

A gig.

With Jensen.

Me and him.

Together.

Again.

Butterflies take flight in my chest. Could I? Should I? Is it right? More to the point, after what happened at the gym, is it responsible? Can I trust myself around him? Before I can respond, he sends another message.

‘I promise to keep my hands to myself.’

A smile lights up my face. Will cackles with laughter at the movie. The music swells and the credits roll. Will shoots me a happy grin.

‘Great movie, huh?’

‘The best.’

He nods to my hand and says, ‘Who’re you messaging?’

‘Oh, nobody.’ I shrug and shake my head like it’s no big deal. ‘Just a friend from work. Asking about tomorrow.’

‘Texting you about work on the weekend?’ Will’s face looks incredulous, but he believes me. ‘What a loser, huh?’

‘Yeah.’ A loser that kissed me and touched me and drove me fucking crazy with lust on several occasions.

Will turns off the TV and looks at the time. He points a finger to the ceiling, his way of asking if I want to go to bed now. I nod and we get off the couch.

‘Oh, hey.’ I try to act like this is something that’s only just occurred to me. ‘Kimberly wanted me to go to a gig with her next week.’

‘A gig? You don’t go to those.’

I follow him up the stairs, still trying to play it cool.

‘No, that’s you. You don’t go to gigs. I like them. And I’d like to go to this one with Kimberly. It’s next weekend. Probably a late night.’

‘Are you asking for permission or something?’ He flicks on the bedroom light and starts undressing.

‘No, I’m just letting you know.’

He chuckles. We get undressed and I slip into a comfortable pair of shorts and a tank top before he turns off the light and we get into bed together. We make sleepy small talk for a while. Will drifts off to sleep.

I remain awake for a few minutes, listening to him exhale in slow, even breaths before I dare to move again. I reach for my phone and reply to Jensen’s message.

‘I’d love to go with you.’

And it’s true. I would. I haven’t been to a proper live music event in so long. But the thought of going with him is every bit as exhilarating. And this time, there will be a crowd, so it’s not like anything will happen between us.

‘Great!’ Jensen’s reply is swift. ‘I can’t wait.’

I can’t resist the urge to send him a little jab. I write, ‘Just keep your hands above the waist this time!’

Those three dots appear. I hold my breath.

‘There’s plenty of fun to be had above the waist,’ he says, including a smiling devil emoticon.

I turn off my phone and gaze at the ceiling. A tingle runs through me. For a brief moment, I can almost feel Jensen’s warm, firm hand gliding over my sex once more.

****

Kimberly spends most of our working hours trying to find the right time to get me alone for an update on the whole Jensen situation. Every time she approaches with that eager, excited look in her eyes, a fresh wave of guilt crashes down on me. I won’t be able to deny that anything happened and she’ll press me for details until I crumble like a dry pancake. Luckily, we’re both so busy that we never get a chance to spend any significant time alone together. She’s busy arranging transport and hotels for various members of staff traveling the world, while I’m stuck in meetings or buried deep in endless bloody paperwork.

True to his word, Jensen remains friendly, polite, and professional. Sure, I still experience that crazy churning in my stomach every time we’re together, but he doesn’t make me feel awkward or uncomfortable. None of our co-workers have any clue what went down between us last week.

I’m still dressing more freely than usual. My skirts end a little higher on my leg. I wear shirts and blouses that reveal a comfortable amount of cleavage. I keep choosing dangly earrings and letting my hair hang loose. It feels good to receive appreciative glances here and there.

It’s gone five o’clock in the middle of the week and I’m still working my ass off. I’m sitting at an empty conference table, covered in paperwork, feeling my stress levels rise almost to boiling point. I hear footsteps as other people head home for the night and rub my tired eyes.

‘Still here?’

Jensen steps into the room, ready to leave for the day. He looks at the carnage spread out in front of me with a quizzical expression.

‘Still here.’ I exhale and stretch. ‘And I’m going to be here all night at this rate.’

‘Let me give you a hand.’

‘No, you don’t have to-’

Before I can even finish the sentence, he’s taken off his jacket and slipped into the chair next to me, ready to work.

‘We’ll do it together,’ he says, with a reassuring smile. ‘Two heads are better than one, right? Besides, the sooner we get this done, the sooner you can get back to your husband.’

He starts working through the mass of bafflingly complex papers spread across the desk. Gratitude swells in my chest. I continue leafing through a wad of documents, making small talk as I go.

‘Will went out with his friends again.’ I try to play it cool, mentioning my husband by name. ‘I’ve barely seen him this week. Most days I get back so late, he’s almost asleep.’

‘That sucks.’

‘What about you?’ We haven’t had any significant one-to-one time since the gym. I’m both curious and eager to know what he’s been up to since then. ‘I guess you’ve been busy. How many fuck buddies have you snagged by now?’

‘None.’

‘Bullshit.’

He looks at me with those wide, honest blue eyes. Somehow, I know that he’s telling the truth.

‘What? Why not?’ It’s hard to understand. How can a guy like him not be swimming in gorgeous women?

‘Just been busy, you know how it is. Work and stuff.’ He scoops up a few sheets of paper and stacks them together in a neat pile. ‘I haven’t seen you at the gym lately.’

I pause. It’s the first time either one of us has spoken about the gym since we almost crossed the line.

‘I’ve… been busy too.’ It’s a lame excuse and we both know it. ‘But it would be great to go again at some point. If you want.’

‘I’d love that.’ He gives me that charming, devilish grin. ‘But this time I’ll bring my own locker key, okay?’

I laugh. It feels good to hang out with him again, even if all we’re doing is shuffling files around.

‘For the record,’ he drops his voice down low, even though we’re the only ones in the room, ‘that was one of the hottest things that’s ever happened to me.’

I nudge him with my elbow. I say, ‘You’re kidding me, right? You bragged about banging dozens of girls in the backseat of your car and coming on their faces, how was it hot being with me?’

He shrugs as if it doesn’t matter if I believe him or not. I feel warmth creeping into my face and turn back to the job. The sooner we get this done, the sooner I can go home. But then I won’t be near him anymore…

We keep going for a little while longer. My eyes start to ache. I close them and lean toward Jensen, putting my head on his shoulder. He doesn’t push me away. It feels nice. It feels comforting. It feels right.

‘Tired?’ he says. ‘You can head home if you like.’

‘No, that’s okay. I’m just resting for a second.’

For one brief, shining moment, I feel peaceful like this. His shoulder is firm and warm. His body is close to mine. It’s nice.

Then the door suddenly opens. I jolt upright as though I’ve been caught smoking by my mom. Kimberly steps into the room, looking at me with the biggest shit-eating grin I’ve ever seen.

‘Just wanted to say goodnight before I left.’ Her eyes flick between me and Jensen. She can’t hide her glee. How much has she seen? How long did she watch us before walking in?

‘Goodnight, Kimberly.’ My voice is pointed, encouraging her to leave. Her wicked grin seems to widen.

‘We’re having coffee together this weekend,’ she says. She jabs an accusatory finger at me. ‘You’re coming.’

‘Fine. I’ll see you there.’

Kimberly gives a theatrical wave of goodbye and vanishes as quickly as she came. Jensen chuckles to himself.

‘She seems happy.’

‘Oh, you know Kimberly.’ I shake my head. ‘She lives for gossip.’

We work together for maybe another thirty minutes, making polite small talk, until finally all the paperwork is sorted into various workable stacks. The rest of the office is empty and quiet, with several automated lights switching off overhead. We gather our things and start walking to the exit together.

‘Thanks for your help.’ I pat him on the shoulder. ‘I’d be working until midnight if you hadn’t shown up.’

‘Hey, it’s fine. We make a good team.’

We reach the elevator and get in. He presses the button for reception. The doors close. Now we’re in a small metal box together, utterly isolated from everyone else. My mind flashes back to last Saturday, when we crammed ourselves into a small shower cubicle. When he put his hand on my body. When we made out.

‘Still up for seeing the High Rollers with me?’ His question drags me out of my stupor. It takes me a moment to understand what he means. The High Rollers?

‘The gig. Yes. Yes! I can’t wait. What should I wear?’

He gives me a sideways look, as though debating whether or not to give a joking response. Finally, he says, ‘It’s a gig; just wear black, and you’ll be fine. I’m going to dig out my old biker jacket.’

I snort with laughter.

‘You’ve got to send me a photo of that!’ The image of cool, hip, gorgeous Jensen dressed like a dirty old biker is weirdly hilarious.

‘Sure. Only if you send me one of your what you’re gonna wear.’

‘Deal.’

The elevator doors glide open. We walk out through reception and nod to the night security guard. The dark parking lot air is cool and dry. Looks like it rained a few hours ago; puddles glow in the orange streetlights. Jensen walks me to my car.

‘I’ll pick you up at seven?’ He jangles his car keys. I glance over at his beautiful sports car. My heart skips a beat. ‘Don’t worry, there’s no backseat in that one. Purely professional.’

He grins. I blush. How did he know where my mind just went?

‘Pick me up?’ I pause, trying to plan ahead. Is Will going to be home on Saturday night? Is there a chance he might see me and Jensen together? I desperately want to keep my work and home life separate for as long as I can. I can only imagine how weird and insecure Will might act around a guy like Jensen. ‘Sure. I’ll text you my address.’

‘Great. We’ll have a bit of time before the show, you can give me that tour around town.’

‘I’d love to.’

He waves goodnight and walks over to his car. I feel giddy.

****

He sends me a text less than an hour later. I open up the message to see a selfie of Jensen in a leather jacket, sticking out his tongue like an old-school rock and roller. It’s fucking hilarious.

I rush to my closet, grateful that Will isn’t home tonight, and grab a few items. A black t-shirt and black leather pants and high-topped boots. I put them on and look in the mirror. Damn, I look like a rock chick. It’s like looking at my fifteen-year-old self all over again, only with much bigger boobs and more confidence.

I strike a pose, pushing my butt out more than necessary, and snap a photo in the mirror. It looks good. I feel a little silly, but also kind of cool wearing these clothes. I send the photo and await his response with a twinge of excitement in my gut. Do I look good enough for him?

He replies with a single emoticon: a smiling face with hearts for eyes. I beam with pride. I can’t wait for Saturday night.

****

I hear his car rolling up the road long before I see it pull into view. The engine purrs seductively. The sound ripples through me. I can’t believe I’m going to ride in such a beautiful car. Thank God that Will isn’t here to see it. I take a final look in the mirror, nervous as hell about wearing leather pants for the first time in a few years. But I can’t deny that they look great on me – especially my ass – and I know that Jensen has already approved them.

Jensen pulls up outside. I lock the empty house and walk over to the car, dressed to impress in my rock-chic look. The leather pants are tight and hug my ass, but I not complaining. I haven’t felt this hot in a long time. He rolls down the window as I approach.

‘Going somewhere, handsome?’ I smile at him.

‘Anywhere you want, beautiful.’ He’s wearing a plain black shirt, leather jacket, and jeans, just like he promised.

We laugh at our outfits. We look so totally rock and roll. I slip into the leather passenger seat. The car smells faintly of expensive leather and lemon air freshener. I click my seatbelt into place and glance at the rear of the car. There is no back seat area, just a tiny space large enough for a couple of shopping bags, abruptly cut off by the car’s trunk.

‘I know what you’re thinking.’ He gives me a wicked grin. ‘We would never fit in there.’

We laugh. He guns the engine and squeezes the gas. The car rockets forward, already at the speed limit for this neighborhood. I fight the urge to gasp in surprised pleasure. Jensen winds through the suburban streets and back out onto the main roads with skill and ease, barely touching the brake pedal. The car drives as though magnetized to the asphalt.

‘You’re a hell of a driver.’ It’s hard to hold back my praise.

‘I used to race cars, back in the day.’ He eases the car along the road and glides through a green light. ‘There’s not a lot for young kids to do in the Midwest, except race around empty streets and fuck.’

‘And you have a lot of experience in both those areas.’

He shoots me a look that speaks volumes.

We roll to a stop at an intersection. The car rumbles and vibrates beneath me. It doesn’t feel unpleasant. It feels powerful, like a mighty beast holding its fury at bay, controlled only by the pedal under Jensen’s feet. Thrills of excitement ripple through me. Not just because I’m sitting so close to him, but because this car is so exhilarating.

‘So,’ Jensen keeps his eyes on the road, waiting for the lights, ‘where do you want to show me? I know about work, the gym, and the grocery store. Where are all the cool spots?’

‘There’s a mall over to the east part of town. That’s kind of cool. If you like malls. Some kids hang out there. It’s where I meet Kimberly for coffee sometimes.’

He nods. I can tell it’s not quite what he had in mind. Besides, anyone can find their way to the mall without help. There are signs all over the roads.

I give him a few simple directions. He follows them without question, winding the beautiful car around the roads and easing through the evening traffic with skill and grace. This place isn’t exactly a maze, but a bit of local knowledge never hurt anyone. He gently eases us to a halt outside our destination.

‘Oh, I know this place.’ He nods and grins in recognition. ‘This is that bar we went to after work, right?’

‘Yeah, it is.’ I’m glad he remembers as clearly as I do. For me, that brief time we spent together is a memorable and exciting memory. ‘This is where we’re going for my birthday drinks next week.’

‘Awesome. You know, my place is a short walk from here.’

‘Really?’ I try to act interested, but not too excited. ‘Where do you live?’

He points down a side street, to a tall series of apartment blocks. Many of the windows glow from within as the occupants start to turn on the lights against the oncoming evening.

‘Right there.’ He points to a specific block. ‘That’s my balcony.’

‘Damn.’ I lean over the handbrake to get a better view, bringing my face close to his. ‘You got a hell of a view.’

‘It’s good.’

I stay still for a moment, wondering how it must feel to see the world from that balcony. High above the ground, nobody to look in on you…

‘All right, where next?’ He turns to me. ‘Where do all the cool kids hang out?’

I rack my brain for ideas. ‘I know a place.’

He follows my directions again. We head into the center of town, the tall apartment blocks and smaller buildings giving way to a myriad of large stores, local businesses, and bus stops. We glide through the more mainstream areas and down a smaller back road. I point to a small door nestled between two nondescript office buildings. Above the door is a sign bearing the symbol of a lotus flower. A single bouncer guards the door, looking both bored and ready for action.

‘See that place over there?’ I point to the apparently innocent door.

‘Yeah.’ He looks at the bouncer, wondering why this one lone door has such protection.

‘That’s called the Lotus Flower. It’s a super high-end club. You gotta be a member to get in.’

‘A club, huh?’ He raises an eyebrow at me. ‘Like a dance club or a sexy club?’

‘I have no idea, I’ve never been. It’s way too expensive for my salary.’ I lean closer. Even though we’re alone in the car, I drop my voice to a hushed whisper. ‘But there’s a lot of rumors about what happens in there. I’ve heard that things get really wild and sexy sometimes. Kimberly swears that it’s a secret fetish club for swingers.’

‘Interesting.’ Jensen studies the otherwise bland and uninteresting exterior of the building with a thoughtful expression. Then he turns to me. ‘We’ll find out sometime.’

‘What?’ I have no idea what reaction I expected from him, but this isn’t it.

‘We’ll find out,’ he says again, shooting me a naughty look. ‘We’ll go in and find out what kind of place it is once and for all. It would drive me freaking crazy, living near a place like this and not knowing what’s inside.’

His expression makes me smile. I say, ‘And what if it is a sex club and we arrive in the middle of an orgy?’

He shrugs. ‘Then we’ll go find a place to hang our coats and get involved.’

I laugh at the absurdity of his idea. The mental image of the two of us wandering casually into the center of a wild sex party is both absurd and kind of exciting.

‘Easy for you to say.’ I slap him lightly on the arm. ‘You’re not married. It doesn’t matter if you go there and it turns out to be some kind of sex dungeon. How will I explain that to Will?’

He gives another shrug, blue eyes fixed on mine.

‘I’m not going to tell him. Just bring a change of underwear in case things get wild.’

I look at his handsome face, trying to figure out if he’s messing with me or totally serious. As always, it’s hard to tell. It sounds like he’s joking.

‘Fine,’ I say, after a long pause. ‘If you want to drop the money to join, that’s on you. But don’t blame me if it turns out to be a really lame, boring nightclub with an air of mystique.’

‘That’s fine with me. Either we’ll have a good time, or we’ll have a really good time.’

I glance over to the solitary bouncer outside the entrance to the Lotus Flower once more, trying to imagine how it would feel to walk up and flash a membership card and walk inside. What would I see? What would I hear? How would I react to seeing a huge, wild orgy taking place behind those doors? The thought makes me tingle with nervous excitement.

Jensen checks his watch. He says, ‘Okay, we should head over to the gig. Unless you want to go in there?’

He nods toward the Lotus Flower. I laugh and ease back into my seat. We start rolling forward again, winding away from the back streets and heading into the main part of town.

It feels so effortless to talk to him, to be myself around him. I can’t put my finger on it. There’s an air around Jensen, an aura of some kind. I don’t feel judged or critiqued or assessed. That gives me the courage to turn to him and ask a question that’s been on my mind for a while now.

‘Hey, um, do girls like it when you come on their faces?’

‘Huh?’ Jensen blinks, surprised by the suddenness of such an intimate question. He glances at me. ‘What do you mean?’

‘It’s just been on my mind. You said that you’ve been with girls and they liked it when you finished on them, like, their boobs, their faces, that stuff. I thought that was just a porn thing.’

‘Mostly, yeah.’ He slows and guides the car around a few bends, keeping graceful control of this powerful hunk of metal. ‘But a lot of them just loved being dirty. Have you ever been so turned on that you wanted to do something memorable and filthy in the heat of the moment?’

I think for a moment about all the things I’ve done with Will over the years – and even some acts shared with previous boyfriends and lovers.

‘Yeah,’ I say, conceding with a nod of my head. ‘But I’ve never, you know…’

‘No?’ He smiles. I’ve piqued his interest. ‘Not even accidentally?’

‘Well…’ I laugh, thinking of the few times when my partner has shot his load without warning and spilled all over my hand or ruined a perfectly good shirt. ‘Once or twice, when the guy gets excited too quickly…’

‘I can’t blame Will for that.’

I glance at him, trying to gauge if that was a sly dig at my husband or a compliment aimed at me. But his face is half-hidden in shadow as we pass beneath street lights.

‘Maybe I’m too boring, I don’t know. You make me feel like a total prude!’ I laugh, gazing through the windshield at the passing buildings. ‘I’ve never done it outside the bedroom, never even had sex without a condom.’

‘Never?’ Again, I detect a note of genuine interest. ‘Surely with your husband, right?’

I shake my head.

‘Wow.’

We fall silent for a moment. I’m thankful for the flashes of orange light from above; they hide my pink cheeks from Jensen. It’s hard to know why I’m blushing. Is it because I’m talking so openly about my sex life with him or because I enjoy naughty little discussions like these? We drive in silence for a few moments, before Jensen speaks again.

‘For the record, I know facials and come shots aren’t for everyone, so I’ve never pressured anybody to do it. Mostly it just happens.’

Heat rises in my belly. Why is he trying to put me at ease like this? Is he trying to reassure me that he won’t… Oh, fuck, what am I thinking?

But before I can start overthinking and beating myself up, Jensen slows the car to a gentle roll and looks at me with a friendly, relaxed smile.

‘We’re here.’

****

The small music club is packed. It feels like there are five hundred people crammed into a space designed to hold half that many. We’re shoulder-to-shoulder with total strangers and having the time of our lives.

Jensen stands behind me with his arms around my waist in a protective grasp. His strong body keeps me safe from the general crush. But the size of the crowd means that we’re forced together, bodies pressing in tight. My ass is squashed against him and there’s nothing either of us can do about it.

As he predicted, we blend right in with the crowd. Despite a weird mixture of ages – some people old enough to be my dad; some young enough to get carded at the bar – everyone is uniformly wearing black, leather, or both. A few people, men and women alike, wear biker-style denim jackets covered with sewn-on patches of famous band emblems and album covers. I feel strangely at ease with Jensen. Nobody gives us a second look. Nobody knows – or cares – that we’re not an item. In this crowd, nobody is who they say they are.

The High Rollers play well, with energy and passion, but it doesn’t matter to me. The music is great and the crowd is red-hot, but all I can think about is the feeling of Jensen’s body against me. I try to sway and dance to the sound, but all I’m doing is grinding my ass into his crotch. He doesn’t complain.

His hands caress my body. I can’t tell if he is intentionally touching me, or just moving with the general flow of the seething mass of bodies in here. I’m almost crushed against a young-looking girl in front of me. All I can do is enjoy the pounding drums, thumping bass, screeching guitars, and shrill vocals… while being helplessly forced into Jensen’s firm, manly body. What a dilemma, huh?

The band switches into high gear and a familiar song begins to blare through the speakers, almost deafening me. It’s the song I remember hearing at the gym. The crowd goes fucking crazy. People jump and holler and swing their arms. A wild mosh pit opens up near the stage, people leaping into each other with savage fury. We’re squeezed even closer together. Close enough for me to feel something on my butt. Something really big and really hard.

Oh, fuck. That’s Jensen’s…

His hands glide on my body, never quite groping me or making me feel uncomfortable. One moment he holds my waist, the next his hands are under my breasts. Always comforting, never inappropriate. God, I want more!

I start grinding my ass into his throbbing bulge. I’m not even trying to keep up with the music now; all I want is to feel that huge thing on my butt.

He holds me tighter as I gyrate and roll my hips. It feels like he’s pressing forward, pushing his crotch into my ass. We both know what we’re doing. In the middle of the crazy, over-excited crowd, nobody notices.

Jensen’s hands slide further along my body. One hand slips south at a slow, steady pace, allowing me to feel every inch of the movement, until his fingers rest on the front of my leather pants. His other hand glides north, drifting beneath my shirt. The feel of his hand on my warm, sweat-dappled skin makes me gasp. The sound is lost amid the din of the music. His hand moves higher, until it rests above my bra, not quite touching me, but close enough to feel. I push his hand into my breast. I want him to touch me. I want to feel him on my body.

He keeps a tight grip on me as the crowd goes into overdrive for the band’s closing number. He caresses and squeezes my breast and cups my sex. We’re not even listening anymore. All we’re doing is driving each other wild. He drags a thumb over my bra and gently circles the nipple. We both feel it get hard at his delicate, insistent touch.

I reach back with both hands and grasp Jensen’s hips, still swaying my ass into that rock-hard lump in his pants. Hundreds of people surround us, totally oblivious. This is the craziest thing I’ve ever done. He pushes into me, pressing that massive erection against my butt, letting me feel how goddamn big he is. I’ve never been impressed with a man’s size before now. He feels way bigger than anything I’ve ever felt before. I try to touch him and feel that huge cock, desperate to know if it’s as big as it seems-

And then the band’s final number comes to a thrashing, crashing climax. The crowd goes wild. Jensen removes his hands from my intimate areas and holds my waist once again. I refrain from groping his bulge. We applaud and cheer the band, even though we won’t remember a single song tomorrow.

The High Rollers leave the stage after a final bow. The house lights flicker back on, blinding everyone. A stream of people begins to flow toward the exits and the bar. We remain where we are for a moment, not quite ready to stop touching each other. If we break apart, I might not have the strength to touch him again. We can blame what just happened on the situation; on the atmosphere; on the crush of people. We can’t make that same excuse in the outside world.

The young girl in front of me turns around and sees us. She grins and leans in close to talk to me. Her voice is loud enough to hear over the ringing in my ears.

‘Your boyfriend is so fucking hot.’

I laugh. My first instinct is to correct her and say something like, “He’s not my boyfriend,” but instead, what comes out of my mouth is,

‘Thanks!’

She shoots us a final look and disappears into the throng of people. I keep my ass pressed into Jensen’s crotch until there is finally enough space to step forward and turn around. His hands slide off my body. We’re back to being what we were before – whatever that was.

‘Great gig,’ he says. His face is flushed with color. I can’t resist taking a glance down at the front of his jeans. Sure enough, there’s still a large bulge, though it seems to have retreated a little.

‘Yeah. That was awesome, thank you.’

We look at each other for a long moment, unsure of what comes next. People filter past us, heading out of the club. I don’t know what to do here. I don’t want to go back to the real world yet. This hedonistic little fantasy world we made for ourselves is so much more exciting.

‘Can I give you a ride?’ He looks at me, his expression suggesting that the question has more than one meaning. ‘A ride home, I mean.’

‘I’d love that.’

****

At this time of night, there are far fewer cars on the road. Jensen takes the scenic route, heading out of town and looping around via the much wider main roads.

‘What did that girl say to you?’ He’s talking loudly. Our ears are still ringing and the engine is roaring.

‘What girl?’

‘The girl at the end of the show. Someone you know?’

‘Oh!’ For the first time, I don’t feel a rush of heat to my cheeks. It might be embarrassing to admit, but it’s also pretty funny. ‘She said that my boyfriend was really fucking hot.’

He glances at me, unsure of my meaning.

‘Your boyfriend?’

‘You.’

Jensen roars with laughter. I laugh too. It’s funny to think of us as a couple.

We drive along for a while, enjoying the ride as much as each other’s company. I love the feeling of this powerful car under my ass. When he eases the gas pedal down, the surrounding landscape turns into a blur of orange lights and gray buildings. Other cars whoosh past and disappear in our wake. He takes a long route home, winding around the more affluent areas of town. I see glimpses of wide homes with equally wide lawns. The kind of homes owned by people who could afford a membership to the Lotus Flower.

‘There were a lot of hot girls in the club tonight…’ My voice is half-teasing and half-probing. I turn in my seat to watch his reaction. ‘See anybody that caught your eye?’

‘Some of them were pretty cute.’ He gives me a look that suggests he knows what I’m doing and isn’t falling for it. ‘But nobody really stood out to me. I was more occupied with somebody else.’

My veins flush, blood pumping hard. I don’t know what I’ve done to be the focus of his intentions. We both know he wants me. Hell, we both know that I’m okay with his advances. Neither of us is hiding our attraction anymore.

‘I don’t get you.’ I shift in the seat again, trying to appear casual. ‘You had a string of fuck buddies before moving here. You’re hot and single and you could have any fucking woman you wanted… what do you look for in a girl?’

He pauses for a moment before answering. We turn off the main road into the quieter suburbs. He decelerates. I know where we are. My heart sinks. My home is nearby.

‘Chemistry,’ he says, after a long pause. ‘That’s the most important thing. Chemistry.’

‘How very deep.’ I poke out my tongue. ‘What else? Come on, what do you find sexiest? What turns you on the most?’

His eyes glance at me, sweeping across my body like beautiful blue searchlights.

‘The thing I love most,’ he pauses, choosing his words carefully as we enter a quiet residential road, ‘is when you’re with a woman and she starts undressing and becomes a different person entirely. You know when a quiet librarian takes her hair out of a bun and suddenly she’s a sexy dominatrix? It’s kind of like that. I love it when a seemingly innocent woman turns into a sexual goddess. You get her clothes off and suddenly find hidden piercings and tattoos and she’s totally shaved and down to fuck, and you’re looking at her naked thinking, “holy shit, I didn’t know she had all this…” That’s my greatest turn-on. When you see a side of a woman that nobody else has before.’ He looks at me again, eyes flashing with interest. ‘What about you? What turns you on the most?’

He rolls the car to a stop. I look out through the windshield. This is my street. My home is up ahead, just out of sight.

‘What turns me on…’ I try to think, but words fail me. What turns me on the most? Being touched by Jensen? Having his strong, masculine hands caress my body? There are so many options.

I lean a little closer to him. My heart is beating almost as loud as the engine’s quiet rumbling. He leans closer, eyes on my lips. I say, ‘What turns me on is when I do things I shouldn’t.’

Jensen swallows. He looks into my eyes. My lips. My breasts. I’m right here. All for the taking. If he wants me, he can have me. Right here on the front seat. Just say the word. I won’t stop him this time…

An eternity passes in just a few seconds. We gaze at each other with expressions that tell entire stories. I’m too afraid to make the first move.

My phone buzzes, a call urgently shattering the tense atmosphere within the car. I hold up the screen for us both the see the caller. The name of the person ruining our moment is Will. The picture ID is our wedding day; the two of us are locked in a passionate kiss as confetti flies through the air.

‘You should take that.’ Jensen nods to the phone.

‘Should I?’

He hesitates. He nods.

‘Thank you for a great night,’ I say. I lean forward and kiss him on the cheek. Our lips are barely an inch apart. But the moment is over.

I step out of the car onto the dark, quiet street and close the door. Jensen watches me step onto the sidewalk and head toward home. I answer the call and put the phone to my ear. It’s hard to hear over the constant whining ring that echoes in my head.

‘Hey, I’m almost home.’

‘It’s late.’ Will’s voice is both tired and a little drunk. ‘Where have you been?’

I check the time. It’s almost two in the morning. How long were we driving around together?

‘Just having fun. You know what Kimberly’s like. Always wants to party. I’m almost home. See you in a few minutes.’

‘All right.’

I hang up and turn back to Jensen. He waves and slowly turns around, before driving away. The engine’s powerful rumble slowly fades into the night. My heart sinks. What the fuck is wrong with me? Why am I doing this to myself? It’s not fair to either of us – or my husband. I’m married. Jensen is not. He should be hooking up with wild, slutty chicks every night. I should be at home in bed with my husband, cradled in his arms.

The house is dark and quiet. I slip inside and take off my boots and head upstairs. Will is in bed, snoring with his mouth open, the phone still in his hand. I pull the covers across his body and sneak into the bathroom and close the door. I stink of sweat and smoke and the club. This needs to come off.

I strip out of my sweaty gig clothes and leave them in a pile on the floor. Those leather pants looked great on me. They felt great, too. Maybe I should break them out more often. I turn on the shower. My phone buzzes again. I strain my ears, listening out for Will in the bedroom, wondering if he knows I’m home. But it’s not him. Instead, I have a picture message from Jensen. I open it up as fast as possible. My jaw drops.

It’s a photo taken in the bathroom mirror. Jensen is naked – or naked as far as I can see. The bottom of the mirror is just under his abdominal muscles, cutting off the image a few inches above any of the juicy details. He’s pulling a face of mock disgust and poking himself in the chest. His muscular torso gleams in the light. The shower is right behind him, water pouring downward. The photo is accompanied by a short message. It reads, ‘I got about forty people’s sweat on me!’

I can’t stop smiling at the image. On the one hand, it’s a joking message from one friend to another. My friend Jensen is showing off how gross he is right now after that gig.

On the other hand, it’s a picture of an insanely gorgeous man; flashing his perfect, sculpted, ripped body to the camera. The body that I damn near dry-humped tonight in the middle of the club. The body that held me tight while his hands explored me.

A massive tremor of arousal rocks my womanhood. It’s more intense than anything I’ve ever felt before. One moment, I’m standing naked in the bathroom, looking at my phone. The next second, I’m standing naked in the bathroom, looking at my phone, biting my bottom lip, and feeling Jensen’s hands gliding over my underwear once more. My nipples flush and darken into firm points, just as they did earlier at his touch. Suddenly I’m back in that club, grinding my ass into his bulging manhood, letting his hands roam and caress my body. Now my hands are unbuckling his waistband. Now he’s sliding my leather pants to the floor. Now he's bending me over in front of a hundred oblivious people. Now he’s pushing that huge fucking bulge against my bare pussy. Now…

I have one leg up on the sink and one hand rubbing my sex in frantic circular motions. I’m biting my lip and trying to be as quiet as possible. Water rushes behind me, but it might not be loud enough to mask the little moans and groans slipping out of my tightly clamped mouth. What am I doing? Why can’t I stop? Why do I need, need, need this so fucking bad?

Whatever the case, I can’t stop now. I’m too far gone. Too turned on. Too drunk on lust to stop now. My hand explores these molten-hot folds, probing this soaking entrance, and dancing across my aching clit. It feels like I’ve been horny all goddamn night long, since the moment I slipped into Jensen’s passenger seat. My pussy yearns for release. And, baby, I’m going to give it to her.

‘Shh… shh…’ I try to quiet myself down, but it’s impossible. Even over the pouring water, little gasps and groans echo and pop like gunshots in this little bathroom. I clamp my lips shut harder.

I push two fingers into my tight entrance and exhale a long, erotic sigh. At the same time, I stare at his photo, at Jensen’s amazing body. God, he’s got rock-hard muscles and firm abs, yet he’s also gentle and protective and tender. I can’t help but wonder what’s hidden from view just below the frame; what incredible sights lurk between his legs. I felt something huge pressing against my butt. I felt something massive in my hands. Maybe I could glimpse it… Just a peek?

Another groan bounces around the bathroom, but it’s far too late to stop. I remove my foot from the sink and manage to stop playing with myself for long enough to open the camera app. It takes a titanic effort to stop masturbating at this exact moment. My clit throbs with fury, demanding attention, screaming for stimulation, begging for more. I ignore it.

I open my phone’s camera and take a picture of my own without stopping to think about it. This isn’t a time for thinking. This is a time for doing. My photo is from a high-angle, looking down over me. The main subject is my face, pulling a similarly grossed-out expression to Jensen. My boobs are out of the shot, but it’s obvious that I’m also naked. Along the bottom edge of the frame are my long legs. But the cherry on top – the thing that draws the eye when looking at the picture – is the tiny, seemingly accidental, glimpse of my bare butt cheek. I write a quick message to accompany the image and send it before I can change my mind.

‘Same here! Thank fuck for showers!’

As soon as the message sends, I sit on the floor and spread my legs to have better access. I have never sent a picture like that to anybody before, not even Will – and he has begged on numerous occasions.

Water rushes down next to me in a deafening roar. It would be so much easier to do this in the shower, but I need to be close to my phone. I need to see Jensen’s reply.

My fingers find all the sweetest spots. Waves of delirious lust course through me. If I walked in on myself right now, I would never be able to explain what’s come over me. Sitting on the bathroom floor, furiously fingering my pussy with one hand, clutching the phone tightly in my other.

Pressure rises in my belly. I clamp my lips shut, but it’s no use. Little whimpering gasps and moans still escape and rattle around the small bathroom, echoing off the tiles. Fuck, why does everything sound so loud in here?

The phone trembles in my hand. I open up Jensen’s message, still pleasuring myself without shame or hesitation. His message reads, ‘So THAT was what I felt rubbing on me during the gig? Damn, delicious!’, followed by a peach emoticon, in reference to my butt. Another groaning sigh fills the air. Before I can react, Jensen sends another message. This one is a photo, another selfie, but this time it’s taken from inside his shower, with water running down Jensen from behind, rushing over his shoulders and those incredible muscles. He wears nothing but a charming smile. As with the first image, he’s angled the phone carefully so I can’t see below the waist. However…

I gasp and look even closer at the screen. My fingers caress my slick, drooling pussy in a frenzy now. While Jensen has taken care not to show his penis on camera, he’s made sure to capture the shadow on the tiled wall beside him. I can see the outline of his body… and the long, hard, thick shadow of what can only be his erection.

‘Oh, fuck…’

I can’t stop myself now. Can’t control my urges. Can’t recover from this. I stare at the shadow of Jensen’s cock and try to imagine how it would feel. My fingers mimic the movements of a lover; plunging in and out of my slick hole with desperate, passionate intensity. I can feel his warm, strong arms around my body again, sending me wild with need. My fingers glide faster. I lift one leg to get deeper, but it’s not enough. I need more.

Another message arrives from Jensen. This one says, ‘Shoulda let you shower at my place. There are a couple of spots I still can’t reach.’

Heat builds in my gut, a raging inferno that won’t quit. More, more, more! My fingers can’t keep up with my desire. I can’t fuck myself deep enough or hard enough or with enough passion. A tiny, rational voice in my brain suggests waking up Will and getting him to fuck me, but I know that he won’t be able to give me what I crave right now. What I need is intensity, desperation, passion. I need it deep and hard and rough.

Now I imagine Jensen here with me, in the shower, hands roaming my naked body as I caress his muscular figure and help him clean every inch. My mind focuses on cleaning several inches in particular; those long, hard, thick inches I saw cast in shadow on the wall.

More moans fill the air, louder than the cascading water. I can’t be quiet anymore. I can’t stop myself. It feels too fucking good. Not just the feeling of my glistening fingers sliding in and out of my molten-hot pussy, but the sensation of release. After this long night, filled with teasing and tantalizing and erotic promise, my body yearns for this orgasm.

And it’s coming fast.

I grip my phone so hard my fingers turn white, eyes fixed on Jensen’s wonderful body, on his masculine figure and bulging muscles and that incredible, teasing shadow. The fire in my gut explodes. I toss my head back and screw my eyes shut and shove the edge of the phone in my mouth to try and stifle the noise. Cascading water and erotic moaning and the sound of my finger, pumping fingers fill the air. I shudder and writhe on the bathroom floor, hips wriggling in lusty yearning, and ride my climax to its delicious conclusion.

Finally, the moment passes. I lie on the floor, naked and happy, still clutching the phone. Warmth rolls through me. It feels like bathing in a hot tub; soothing, relaxing, calming. I smile to myself and write a quick reply to Jensen.

‘I could use an extra pair of hands myself.’

I stand up and take a few deep, steadying breaths, before looking into the mirror again. My eyes sparkle, my cheeks are flushed, and my hair is wild. All this from a few inappropriate messages? Fuck.

‘There is nothing wrong with me.’ I say the words into the mirror, trying to force my reflection to believe them. ‘There is nothing wrong with me.’

No, there isn’t anything wrong with me. It’s not Jensen doing this to me. I’m a young woman in the prime of her sexual years. This is just my body reacting to a night of overstimulation. I haven’t been to a gig in a long time; maybe that’s all it is. What I need to do is get in the shower and clean off all this sweat and wash away all this come.

My phone buzzes again, Jensen sending a reply. I read it.

‘I had a blast tonight. Thanks for showing me around.’

I put the phone down and hop in the shower, hardly daring to believe what I just did. Warm water cascades across my body. It pours over the stomach that Jensen wrapped his arms around earlier. It splashes across the nipple that Jensen so deftly teased to full arousal. It soaks the cleft that Jensen cupped in the middle of a crowded room. It flows across the ass that rubbed against Jensen’s huge hard cock. Water cleanses my body of all sweat, grime, and smells, but it can’t remove the sensation of his touch.

As soon as I start to feel clean again, I turn off the water and get out and start drying my wet skin with the towel. A smile tugs at my lips.

‘Babe? You home?’

The sound of Will’s distant, muffled voice makes me freeze with the guiltiest look on my face, as though I’ve been caught with my hand in someone else’s purse. Luckily the door is closed. I poke my head out.

‘Yeah, just drying off. I’ll be there in a sec.’

I dry my body as fast as possible and type out a quick reply for Jensen. It says, ‘It was my pleasure, thanks for inviting me. Maybe you can show me what my-’ I use a peach emoticon instead of writing “ass” ‘-was rubbing against?’

With my shower over, I turn off the lights and head to the bedroom, slipping beneath the sheets naked and fresh. Will stirs at my presence but doesn’t open his eyes.

‘Love you.’ He mumbles the words in a sleepy haze.

‘I love you too.’ I look over at him. My sleeping husband. My quiet angel. My resting soulmate. For a few moments, I feel a sudden stab of pain in my gut. Why am I doing this to him?

Will reaches out a hand and places it on my breast. Even in his sleep, he’s still grabbing and pawing at me. I shrug him off and take a last glance at my phone. There’s a reply from Jensen.

‘Just say when.’

****

‘What do you think about me getting a tattoo or something?’ I take another bite of my croissant, looking at Will with my most casual expression.

‘A tattoo?’ He frowns, brushing pastry crumbs from his cheeks. We dodge a couple of Sunday morning shoppers with their heavy bags of new items and walk through the mall, chewing our oven-fresh breakfasts.

‘Or something.’ I shrug, trying to play it cool.

‘Uh, that’s cool, I guess?’ He shoots me another confused look, probably wondering where the hell this question has come from. ‘I mean, I’ve never really thought about it, to be honest.’

I give a casual nod and look around. The morning is already warm. There are a few people around, getting in a bit of early shopping so they can race home and enjoy the rest of the day.

Will pauses for a moment in the middle of the food court, eating the rest of his croissant and looking at me with obvious curiosity. I pretend not to notice and look toward a nearby clothing store advertising a huge sale.

‘Where did that come from?’ he says, tossing the pastry bag into the trash. ‘You’ve never wanted a tattoo before.’

‘Oh, no reason.’ Another casual, unbothered shrug. I finish the rest of my breakfast. It tastes good when it’s fresh. ‘I’ve just been thinking about doing something wild, shaking up my image a little. Either dying my hair or getting a tattoo, something just for me.’

He intertwines his fingers through mine and we start walking together in slow, lazy steps, casually milling along, passing by various storefronts for clothes, games, electronic cigarettes, and anything else that can be crammed into a mall. I hope he can’t feel my pulse twitching and jittering in nervous beats.

‘What kind of tattoo?’ His eyes gleam with sudden keen interest. ‘And where? Somewhere sexy?’

‘I have no idea, it’s just a thought. Something small. Maybe cute. Somewhere discreet, so that only I know about it. And you.’

Will looks me up and down, as though undressing me with his gaze and imagining my naked body covered in ink. He purses his lips.

‘Yeah, if you want. It’s your body, right? Your body, your choice, all that stuff.’

We come to a halt outside the coffee shop. He puts his arms around my waist.

‘You do this every year, you know,’ he says, with a touch of amusement.

‘Do what?’

‘Every year, when your birthday gets close, you start wondering if you need to shake up your image or do something drastic. Last year, you wanted to cut bangs into your hair.’

I laugh, remembering that stupendous misadventure and how much I hated that haircut. Will smiles at me, totally oblivious to my real reasons for inquiring about tattoos.

‘If you want to get one, get one.’ He kisses me on the cheek. ‘I’ll love you no matter what. You’re perfect just the way you are.’

His hands cup my ass; the ass that playfully rubbed against another man’s cock last night. I kiss him back and glance into the coffee shop. No sign of Kimberly yet.

‘Speaking of birthdays…’ I give him my big, innocent eyes. ‘Have you got me a present yet?’

He chuckles and glances away.

‘That’s what I’m gonna do while you’re having coffee.’

‘Well,’ I give him a nice big hug and whisper in his ear, ‘it had better be really expensive if you’re leaving it this late…’

He laughs. We kiss and wave goodbye for now. I watch him walk through the morning shoppers and disappear into La Fever. It’s a lingerie store. Typical. Is the present for me or him?

I shake my head and go inside the coffee shop. I order our usual drinks and sit by the window, at a table with enough space for the stroller if Kimberly brings her kids.

The coffees arrive. A few minutes later, Kimberly shows up, with the stroller in one hand, her oldest child in the other, and a vaguely familiar woman in her wake.

‘Sorry we’re late.’ Kimberly shoots me a smile, clearly rushed off her feet. She seats her children at a small table next to us. Her youngest babbles away to himself, idly slapping the colorful blocks and toys clipped to the stroller. Kimberly seats her oldest kid in a chair and hands him a tablet and a pair of headphones. ‘Mommy will get you a drink in a second.’ She shoots me a long, tired look and heads over to order drinks, leaving me with the other woman.

‘You’re Nicole, right?’ She seems almost as confused as I am. I wasn’t expecting company this morning, besides Kimberly. I thought she wanted to hear all the hot gossip about Jensen.

‘Yeah, I am. Sorry, I can’t place your name…’

‘I’m Lara.’ She offers me a hand. I take it for a second. ‘I work with Kimberly. She invited me this morning, but I can’t stay for long.’

‘Nice to meet you.’ I look over to Kimberly, wondering what’s going on. She always has a scheme or a plan.

Kimberly returns with a couple of juice bottles. She hands one to her oldest boy, who takes it without saying thanks. His eyes are already fixed on whatever brightly colored game fills the tablet screen. I can faintly hear jolly jangling music through the headphones. Kimberly sits down and places a to-go cup of coffee in front of Lara.

‘I invited Lara to join us because I thought you might want to meet her.’ Kimberly gives me a knowing look, pulling her cup of coffee closer. ‘We got to talking the other day and it turns out that you guys have a lot in common.’

I nod slowly, looking toward Lara, wondering what makes us so similar. She looks a little younger than me. Slightly chubbier. Different color eyes, darker hair. Dressed super casual in ripped jeans and a tatty-looking t-shirt. I have no idea what Kimberly is talking about.

‘Lara here joined our team about a year or so back,’ Kimberly is clearly enjoying her position holding court. Both Lara and myself wait for Kimberly to stop spinning this yarn and tell us why we’re both here today. ‘And I suddenly remembered the other day… Lara, you used to work in the Midwest office, right?’

The penny drops. I stare at Kimberly, trying to tell her to stop this. But she responds with a bright smile and turns the floor over to Lara.

‘Uh, yeah, I was there for a few years, before I got moved over to this office.’ Lara looks at me. Out of the three of us sitting here at the table, she seems to be the one left in the dark.

‘I wanted you guys to meet,’ Kimberly lifts her coffee with both hands as though cradling the water of life. ‘Because I think you both have someone in common.’

I kick Kimberly under the table. She shoots me a look but doesn’t react.

‘See, Lara, a new guy joined Nicole’s team recently. I think you might know him; you probably worked together before. Do you know a guy named Jensen? Tall, muscular, good-looking?’

Lara is already nodding with recognition, a little grin on her face. I can’t help myself. I lean in so that nobody else in the shop can overhear our conversation.

‘You worked with Jensen?’ I ask the question without thinking. Dammit, this was Kimberly’s plan all along. I’ve fallen into her little trap.

Kimberly leans back in her seat with a smug, satisfied grin. She sips at her drink like a spectator at a show, content to watch us gossip together.

‘We worked in the same building, yeah.’ Lara leans forward too. I feel like a couple of conspirators planning a mission. ‘We weren’t on the same team or anything. We were together for about six months before I moved here.’

‘Together?’ I feel a tinge of jealousy poking me in the chest. Lara has a warm smile on her face, as though some pleasant memories have returned. ‘You – you and Jensen, you dated?’

She giggles. ‘I wouldn’t exactly call it dating… if you know what I mean. There weren’t many dates.’

‘Oh.’ I suddenly catch her meaning. ‘Oh!’ Jensen and Lara didn’t date – not exactly. She was one of his many, many fuck buddies, romantic partners, sexual conquests, whatever you want to call it. I don’t know how to feel about this. Jealousy pokes me in the chest again, harder this time.

‘So, tell me…’ Kimberly interjects now, like a moderator at a town hall meeting. ‘What is he like? We’re super curious to know. He’s gorgeous, but we don’t know anything about him.’

‘He’s…’ Lara searches for the right word. ‘He’s amazing. If I didn’t have to move out here, I would have happily kept our arrangement going, you know? I had no complaints. None.’

‘Amazing?’ Now it’s my turn to ask the questions. ‘Like how?’

Lara giggles to herself again. I want to climb inside her head and see what she’s remembering. What experiences has she had? What did she do with him? What did he do to her? Did he infiltrate her mind as he has to me? What pleasure did they have together?

‘He’s, uh…’ She glances toward the kids. They’re both utterly oblivious to our conversation. One is too young to understand words and the other is engrossed in a game, headphones clamped in place. ‘He’s well above average. In all areas.’

Kimberly smirks at me around the rim of her cup. Lara doesn’t catch the look. She keeps talking.

‘He’s funny, charming, generous… really generous, actually. I never had a bad time with him. We hooked up a lot. Almost every day, I think. God, it was fun!’

She glances out of the window with a wistful look in her eyes. I fight the sudden mad urge to violently shake her. I’m jealous. Crazy jealous. She had something that I can’t have. She had Jensen all to herself. She knew him in a way that I don’t. He’s my special friend, but he was her fuck buddy. They spend hours, days, and weeks in bed together, long before I had ever heard his name.

‘And, uh…’ Kimberly also leans in closer, the third member of our conspiracy. ‘The million-dollar question… is he… gifted? Below the waist?’

Lara smirks. That look speaks volumes. That look says, “Girl, you have no idea.” She holds up her hands, roughly seven or eight inches apart. A wicked, dirty grin touches her lips. She has cute dimples. I can see why Jensen liked her.

‘Wow,’ Kimberly says glancing at me. ‘Really gifted, huh?’

I blush and grasp my cup of coffee, pretending not to be all that bothered about it. My mind whirls in a crazy mass of thoughts and memories. I felt Jensen’s manhood rubbing my ass last night. It felt big, but was it as large as Lara says? I have no idea.

Kimberly and Lara talk and laugh amongst themselves for a moment but I’m not paying attention anymore. I’m trying to imagine what Lara and Jensen did together. Did she make love to him in the backseat of his old car? Did she fuck Jensen without a condom and beg him to come over her face? Jealousy mixes with arousal in my gut. Did she call him to arrange their fuck sessions or did he make the appointments? Did he send her naughty pictures and flirty messages and grind into her ass in the middle of a crowded room?

‘Anyway, thanks for coming.’ Kimberly turns to me. I snap back to reality. Lara stands up and grabs her to-go cup.

‘Wait a second.’ A thought suddenly occurs to me. One question to which I need an answer. ‘How come you’re not still hooking up with him? I mean, he’s in the same office as us now, right?’

Lara pauses. She gives a rueful shake of her head. She says, ‘God, I’ve thought about it, I really have. But I have a boyfriend now.’ That knowing smirk appears on her lips again. ‘I mean, I did back then, too. But it’s getting kind of serious now so I’m trying to be good. If it doesn’t work out, I’ll be first in line for another go with Jensen.’

She gives a wave and heads out of the door. I watch her go, seeing the way her hips sway with each footstep. I try to imagine Jensen’s big, strong hands on her body and feel a stab of jealousy toward this woman I barely know.

‘Well, well, well…’ Kimberly places both elbows on the table and sips her coffee like a winner drinking champagne. ‘How about that.’

‘You’re the worst.’

‘Yeah, but you love me.’

We giggle together. She takes a minute to fuss over her kids, ensuring the youngest is freshly fed and the oldest is happily playing his game. Finally, she moves her chair closer to mine and gives me her biggest, most eager grin.

‘So… come on. I need updates. I need them. What’s happened, what have I missed?’

I cast my mind back to the last time we had a girly chat about Jensen. It was around two weeks ago, after we hit the gym together for the first time. God, a million things have happened since then.

We lean in close and I tell her everything, in as much detail as I can remember. Our Saturday morning workout. The near-miss in the shower cubicle. How we agreed not to be awkward around each other. Our guided tour of the town yesterday. His joke about seeing the inside of the Lotus Flower. The gig last night.

By the time I finish describing the naughty pictures we exchanged before bed, Kimberly’s cheeks are flushed with excitement. Her eyes gleam and sparkle in interest. If we weren’t sitting so close together, she’d be on the edge of her seat.

‘Wow.’ She says, finally, when my story comes to an end. ‘Holy… wow.’

‘Yeah, wow.’ I steel myself and ask the question that’s been on my mind for the past few weeks. ‘What’s wrong with me?’

‘How do you mean?’ The question takes her by surprise.

I sigh, trying to find the right way to explain. I say, ‘I’m happy with Will. Really happy. But then this guy… I don’t know. I know I shouldn’t do it, but…’

Kimberly nods with understanding, the all-knowing wise woman.

‘You’ve never done anything like this, right?’ She asks the question, even though we both know the answer. ‘You went from boyfriend to boyfriend and then got married and settled down. You never had your wild phase, your slutty phase. It’s just your body telling you what it needs.’

Her explanation makes sense. And she would know; Kimberly’s slutty phase started the moment her body matured and only ended when her first child was born. If she didn’t get pregnant, she’d be the one all over Jensen right now and telling me about it.

‘Do you have the pictures?’ she says. Her eyes flash. ‘Can I see them?’

I hesitate for a moment, before giving in. What’s the harm? I hold my phone under the table – conspicuously out of sight for anybody else – and show Kimberly the last messages we sent one another. She inhales sharply at seeing Jensen’s shirtless body again. When she sees the glimpse of my bare ass cheek, she nudges me and whispers, ‘You bad girl.’

‘You love me.’

We finish our drinks in silence. I can see her mind racing, desperate to either ask for more details or make some suggestions.

‘You should be careful.’ For once, she sounds almost serious. ‘With those pictures, I mean.’ I frown at her. ‘What if Will sees them?’

I hadn’t thought about that. Panic suddenly seizes my chest. What would I do if he saw these pictures? God, what would he do if he saw them?

‘Don’t worry about it.’ Kimberly sees the look on my face and takes charge. ‘Just delete them for now. But be more careful. At least change his contact name or something.’

‘Right, okay.’

‘Oh, hang on.’

Kimberly glances at the window and waves. I follow her gaze and see Will standing outside, clutching a shopping bag. He waves back and opens the door. I tuck my phone back away again, heart pounding in my chest.

‘Hey, Will.’ Kimberly’s voice is so chirpy and friendly, it’s unbelievable. You would never know that she’s also secretly obsessed with pushing me closer to another man. ‘Long time no see. How’s it going?’

‘Pretty good, pretty good.’

She nods to the shopping bag in his hand, emblazoned with the logo of La Fever.

‘Is that Nicole’s birthday present?’ She needles him gently. ‘I hope you’re going to wear it for her.’

Will laughs. He puts the bag behind his back, out of sight.

‘I did get other stuff, too.’ He looks in my direction as though trying to reassure me that I do have real birthday presents to enjoy. ‘This is just something… fun.’

‘Lucky me.’ I try not to roll my eyes. ‘You know, they have these black high heels in that store. I’ve been dying to own them since forever. That bag looks a little small for a shoebox.’

‘You’ll like it, I promise.’ He winks and turns to Kimberly. ‘So, did you have fun last night?’ Will asks the question with total innocence.

I freeze in my seat. Panic grips my heart. I didn’t tell her my little cover lie. She has no idea I told Will that we went together. What if she says something? What if she trips up? What if I get caught out?

Kimberly stares at him for a moment, not understanding the question. After a second or two of silence, he prompts her by saying, ‘You know, at the gig.’

‘Right! The gig.’ She glances at me. ‘Yeah, the band.’ Panic tightens in my chest. But Kimberly breezes into the lie as easily as drinking coffee. She says, ‘It was awesome. The band was great. I loved it. You should have come with us!’

Will shakes his head with a grimace. ‘Not my scene at all. But I’m glad you guys had fun.’

A brief silence descends over us. I’m almost squirming in my seat, desperate to end this before anybody says anything that gets me in trouble. Kimberly stands up and pushes her empty cup away.

‘Good to see you, Will. I’ve gotta go home and start making food.’

‘Sure, likewise.’ He gives her a friendly nod. ‘How’s your husband?’

‘Alive.’ She gives us both a look. ‘But that might change if he forgot to get the chicken out of the freezer.’

He grins. ‘Poor guy. Hey, did Nicole tell you that she wants a tattoo?’

Kimberly turns to me. Her eyes blaze with keen interest. I can read her like a book. We both know why I would suddenly feel the need to get some ink on my body.

‘She did not,’ Kimberly says, choosing her words carefully. ‘But if she wants, I can go with her this week. That could be my birthday present to you.’

‘It’s just an idea at the moment.’ I wave my hands in defense. ‘Just an idea.’

‘I don’t know,’ Kimberly exchanges a look with Will. ‘I think she’d look good with a face tattoo. Maybe some tribal art on her arms.’

‘A tramp stamp above her butt,’ he says.

I laugh and stand up. Kimberly gets her kids ready to go, packing their things away. She unbuckles her youngest and lifts him out of the stroller.

‘Can you hold him for a second?’ She passes her baby to Will. He scoops the child into his arms like a natural. The sight of him holding a baby softens my heart. He looks like a father.

Kimberly busies herself with something in the stroller and turns back to Will. She grins at the sight of him with her baby.

‘Cute.’ She glances at me. ‘Have you guys thought about having one of your own?’

Will and I exchange a look. We both start babbling at the same time.

‘We haven’t really…’

‘Not that we don’t want to…’

‘Just busy with work…’

‘Need to have good careers first…’

‘But when the time is right…’

‘Yeah, when the time is right…’

Kimberly takes her baby and slips him back into the stroller with a laugh, enjoying our reactions. She’s both the best and worst person I’ve ever met. A minute ago, she gave me advice on how to hide my naughty messages with Jensen. Now she’s asking my husband about having kids.

‘Well,’ she finally loads up and flicks off the stroller’s brakes, ‘great seeing you guys. Talk to you Monday, Nicole.’

‘See you.’

She walks out of the coffee shop without looking back. Will and I exchange another look. We give a nervous laugh. I slip my arm around his waist.

‘What did you get me for my birthday?’

‘You’ll see.’

****

Monday arrives. I return to my regular rhythm. Work. Gym. Sleep. But this time my routine has a new addition: messaging Jensen. We continue exchanging texts together in secret, sometimes flirty, sometimes friendly, but always with a powerful undercurrent of sexual desire. We don’t send any naughty pictures. I even rename his contact number to “Jay (Work)”.

We meet up at the gym after work, but nothing happens, much to my disappointment. There are too many other people for us to get fully carried away together. He remains professional and resists the urge to put his hands on me, even when I give him plenty of opportunities.

Most of the week passes in a standard drudge, except for one other evening. Kimberly takes me to a local tattoo parlor and says that I can have anything I want. I look at the various designs sketched all over the walls; the skulls, the flowers, the random pieces of body art. Only one thing catches my eye. A single, elegant pair of floating lips. It looks like a permanent kiss.

Kimberly pays the heavy-looking bearded man and he guides me to a bench to give me my first ever bit of ink. Kimberly beams with pride. I tell the man where I want the tattoo and roll down the waistband of my pants. He turns on the needle and begins working.

One slightly painful hour later, I am the proud owner of a very cute pair of lips, situated just below my hips, almost on my butt cheek. It stings like hell, but the thrill is undeniable. I did it. I did some wild and crazy and I love it. We walk out of the parlor in a state of giddiness together.

Will loves my tattoo. He helps me rub soothing cream into it each morning and night. Kimberly keeps her promise not to tell anyone that I’ve had it done. This little cherry kiss is my personal secret. Even when it stings, I love it. Thankfully, it feels a lot less inflamed by the time my birthday rolls around at the end of the week. I can even touch it.

****

Something tickles the inside of my leg. I stir in my sleep. Something brushes the little patch of hair above my cleft. Warm air washes over my sex. I stir again, slowly rousing. Confusion reigns. I don’t know what’s happening. Something feels nice.

I slowly open my eyes. What the fuck is happening? Something is touching me. There’s a warm pressure on my womanhood. It’s gentle but enough to rouse me from a deep sleep.

There’s a large lump under the covers, between my legs. I’m lying on my back and there’s a huge shape under the covers below me. I look over to Will, but he’s not there. I feel that warm pressure again on my sex and suddenly realize what’s happening. Confusion lifts like a fog. I lift back the covers to find Will between my legs, slowly kissing my intimate lips with a smile.

‘What’re you doing?’ My voice is thick with sleep.

‘Morning sleepyhead.’ He smiles up at me, his eyes bright and excited. ‘Happy birthday.’

He kisses my intimate lips again, slowly and softly. Warm breath washes over my sacred place. The sensation of his mouth brings my body to life, awakening me from a deep slumber.

‘What’re you doing?’ I say again, still too groggy to understand what’s happening.

‘Just waking you up in a nice way.’ He kisses my lips again and gently licks my slit in a long, slow motion. I gasp. It feels nice. Confusing as hell, but nice. I wasn’t horny a few seconds ago, but maybe I could let him do this to me for a little while…

My husband groans with pleasure. I don’t know who’s enjoying this morning's wakeup more; me or him. I nestle back into the pillows and let myself go with the feeling. His warm tongue caresses my most intimate places, gently parting my sex and spreading me open. He still laps at my sex with that curious tentativeness, but this time my body melts into him. I wallow in sensual bliss, feeling Will stoke the fires and my belly and gently, lovingly, brings me to the edge of climax. I shudder and shake with pleasure, running my fingers through his hair, moaning in lusty gasps of total pleasure.

What my husband may lack in skill, he makes up for in persistence. After a long, slow, lengthy build, I finally feel myself approaching the precipice that marks the sudden rollercoaster drop from pleasure into ecstasy. My fingers dig into his head, determined to hold him still, not allowing him to stop or pull away and ruin this moment. While his mouth is busy, he can’t say anything stupid to put me off.

‘Yes!’

My voice is a breathless gasp. The rollercoaster finally reaches its zenith and rushes down. Fireworks explode inside me like a series of firecrackers at a neighborhood party. I roll and writhe on the bed, my thighs clenching his face, fingers gripping his hair. This moment is mine. All mine! All for me.

The rollercoaster ride comes to an end. I release Will from my passionate embrace. He sits up, a smile on his juice-stained lips and a twinkle in his eyes.

‘Happy birthday, Nicole,’ he says.

‘Happy birthday to me.’

I sigh with happiness and stretch out on the bed. That was a weird way to wake up, but it wasn’t the worst morning call I’ve ever had. Will leans forward, aiming to kiss me. I gently push him aside. He falls into the middle of the bed and looks at me with surprise.

‘Go wash your face first.’ I point to the bathroom. ‘You have come all over you.’

‘It’s your come. It tastes so good. You’ll love it.’

He leans toward me again, I shove his shoulder, half-amused, half-annoyed.

‘Would you kiss me if I had come all over my face?’

He nods, conceding the point, and gets out of bed. I lay in bed for a moment, enjoying that warm, wonderful post-orgasm sensation pooling in my belly. It feels like laying in a warm ocean under the evening sun.

I reach for my phone. There are a few happy birthday messages already from a few people. Will comes back into the room. His half-erect penis points straight forward like a flagpole on the side of a building. It looks comical.

‘You want another birthday present?’ He looks at me with obvious lust.

‘That was a present? I thought it was a nice way to wake me up.’

‘It was both.’ He climbs onto the bed and kneels over me. ‘This is a pure, one hundred percent birthday gift.’

It takes a huge effort of will not to flick his manhood or shove him away. The thought is too tempting. Instead, I stretch again.

‘Maybe later, I need to get ready for work first.’

He glances down at his cock with an expectant look on his face. He says, ‘Unless you want to repay the favor first?’

I make a disgusted groan and sit up. That lovely post-orgasm warmth is gone, replaced by a faint sense of annoyance.

‘It’s my birthday, why should I give you a blowjob?’

Will laughs like it’s all a big joke and he wasn’t just totally serious. He hops off the bed and pulls out a small box, neatly wrapped in colorful paper, from the closet.

‘Happy birthday!’ He sits next to me on the bed and passes the gift over. I take it and carefully tear through the tape keeping the paper in place, opening up the present to see what’s inside. My heart sinks a little. It’s not the most romantic or welcome gift in the world. It’s a plain white box bearing the log of La Fever, the lingerie store.

‘Is this a present for me or you?’ I shoot him an unimpressed look.

‘You.’ I almost believe him. ‘Lately, you’ve been dressing a little more, uh, sexy for the office. I thought this might help with that. Plus, you could wear it for dinner tonight – if you want. Open it, open it!’

I just want to get this over with. It’s nice that he bought me some new lingerie – and probably really fucking expensive lingerie, knowing the prices of that store – but his justification feels weak. Lingerie is nice and it feels sexy, but it’s worn entirely for the benefit of other people.

Inside the box, I find a deep red lace bra and matching thong. I have to admit, the color is lovely and the lace looks pretty gorgeous. I don’t usually – or ever – wear thongs, especially in the office, but this looks both sexy and comfortable.

‘Do you like it?’ His face is filled with hopeful eagerness. I don’t want to be an asshole.

‘It’s wonderful, thank you. I hope it wasn’t too expensive.’

‘Nah, just had to re-mortgage the house. No biggie.’

I laugh and stand up. Will gives me a big, warm hug, tactfully aiming his semi-hard cock away from my thigh.

‘There are one or two other presents,’ he says, rubbing my back. ‘I’ll give them to you tonight over dinner. I just thought that maybe this one wasn’t appropriate for the restaurant.’

‘Thanks. I can’t wait.’

He kisses me on the cheek and walks away. I hear his feet pad down the stairs, followed by the distant low bubbling of the kettle as he starts making us coffee.

I step in front of the mirror and hold up the lingerie. It’s the right size, gotta give him points for that. And it is cute. Really sexy. I toss my crumpled nightwear into the laundry basket and slip into this new bra. The padded cups cushion my enhanced DD-cup chest. Even though I don’t need the extra lift, this bra gives the girls a noticeable boost. Even my eyes almost pop out looking in the mirror.

Next, I step into the red lace thong. The material feels nice sliding over my long, toned legs, until it nestles into place. The little V-shaped piece of fabric at the front is barely wide enough to cover my sex and the little tangle of unruly hair above, while the material at the back softly glides between my butt cheeks without even buying me a drink first. I stand before the mirror, looking at myself, and strike a couple of subtle, sexy poses. Okay, maybe my husband isn’t a total jerk for giving me this gift. I look seriously stunning. I feel like a sexual goddess. My butt looks fantastic and my boobs feel supported and more visible than ever before. Yeah, this is a nice set.

‘Oh wow!’ Will’s jaw almost hits the floor. He walks into the room clutching two cups of fresh coffee, still naked. ‘You look so fucking amazing. Wow!’

I blush, delighted by his reaction.

‘You really think so?’ I turn on the spot, letting him see all of me. His eyes almost pop right out of his head. I can’t stop smiling at the look he’s giving me.

‘Amazing. Amazing. Fucking… wow.’ He puts the mugs down on the nightstand. ‘Fuck, I didn’t expect you to put it on now.’

‘Well, I have to if I want to wear it out tonight, don’t I?’ I open the closet and grab today’s outfit; a black shirt with a generous neckline and a dark skirt that barely covers half of my thighs. It’s the absolute limit of professionalism and inappropriate. But it’s my birthday, so I can probably get away with it.

‘How come?’ He starts getting dressed too, finally putting on some shorts to hide his modesty.

‘I’m going for drinks after work, remember? Just a few of us.’

‘Oh, right, right.’ He’s acting as if he remembers, but I’m certain he doesn’t. ‘Well, don’t forget, the table is booked for seven-thirty.’

‘I won’t.’

We get dressed in silence for a moment. I slip into my clothing, making sure that it’s comfortable with this thong underneath and that the edges of my lace bra don’t peak through. It’s a great ensemble. I feel utterly sensual. Plus, the knowledge of what I’m wearing under these clothes gives me a wicked thrill.

‘So, who’s going tonight?’ He slides into a plain white shirt and starts buttoning it up.

‘Just a few of us. Kimberly, Sam. Some girls from legal. Jensen. Rob, the boss. A few others, I think.’

‘Who’s Jensen?’

I freeze. Fuck, fuck, fuck! I didn’t mean to say his name. Why did I do that? I wasn’t thinking straight. And now he’s looking at me in the mirror with a curious face and I’m standing here not answering, like some kind of mute weirdo.

‘Huh?’

‘Jensen.’ He finishes buttoning the shirt and straightens the cuffs. ‘Never heard of him before.’

‘Are you sure?’ There’s only one way I can see out of this: through it. ‘I’ve mentioned him before. He’s on my team.’

But my husband isn’t buying it. He shakes his head and grabs a fresh pair of dark pants from the closet.

‘Nope. I would remember a stupid name like that.’

A sudden flash of indignation sparks in my chest. I get this sudden, wild urge to defend Jensen’s honor.

‘What’s wrong with Jensen?’ I make a nervous laugh, slipping my dangly earrings into place.

‘Just an asshole name.’ He turns away and pulls on his pants. I watch him for a moment, waiting for further mumbling complaints, but none come. I get another crazy urge to tell him that, no, Jensen is not an asshole, he’s handsome and friendly and nice and…

But then I decide to let it drop. No sense in attracting even more attention to Jensen. Feels like I just dodged a bullet.

‘Well, whatever, but I’ll be going from work to the bar, and then I’ll meet you at the restaurant, okay?’

‘Yeah, that’s fine. Can’t wait.’ He turns back to me with a smile on his face. I grab a pair of heeled shoes – much higher than I usually wear to work – and carry on with the day.

****

‘Hey there, birthday girl!’

Kimberly pokes her head into my office with a bright, brilliant smile on her face. She walks inside with something hidden behind her back.

‘Thanks, babe.’ I stop working for a moment. My eyes are already beginning to hurt from staring at so many files.

‘Don’t you look good?’ She purses her lips in approval. I shrug, acting like I always wear dark mascara and deep red lips and a killer outfit to work. ‘Get anything good for your birthday yet?’

‘I’m wearing it.’ I nod down to my boobs. ‘Not as uncomfortable as it looked, I’ll be honest.’

‘Well…’ she has a gleeful smile, as though she has a big secret. ‘I got another present for you…’

My hand instinctively touches the fresh tattoo near my butt. ‘You already got me a present.’

‘Then I got you two presents. Or an early Christmas present. Who cares? You’re gonna like it…’

She finally reveals what’s hiding behind her. It’s a box with a brand-new company-issue smartphone.

‘A phone?’ I give her a quizzical look. ‘Do I need one?’

Her glee grows even more intense. She’s got some wild scheme in mind, it’s obvious.

‘I filled in some paperwork for you. It’s all part of work expenses. Basically, you’re doing a lot of contacting people in the team, so the company shouldn’t expect you to use your personal phone for it, right?’

‘Right…’ I can’t quite see what the endgame is yet.

‘Well, I pulled a few strings and got you a phone so you can do your job better.’

I open up the box. The brand-new device is pitch black and shiny; almost untouched by human hands. I ease it free and unlock the screen. It’s already fully charged up. Kimberly is almost giddy.

‘Okay, I’ll bite.’ I shake the phone at her. ‘What’s the real reason for this?’

‘Check the contacts.’

I hit the phonebook app. There is one contact saved to this device. The photo for this contact is one I already know; a certain shirtless picture we once ogled together on a bench. It’s Jensen’s shirtless after-gym selfie.

Now all the pieces fall into place. I have a fresh phone that I can use to contact Jensen. A phone that won’t be linked to my personal device. A phone where I can send and receive any kind of pictures and my husband won’t be inclined to check because, hey, it’s a company phone.

‘You’re a terrible person.’

‘I know.’ She beams in delight. ‘I already gave one to Jensen.’

‘You didn’t tell him-’

‘What it was really for? Of course not. But I stressed that it was the best way to contact you from now on.’ She winks at me. ‘Also, it’s not monitored by the IT department, so go wild.’

‘Thank you.’

‘Just make sure to let me take a peek now and then, okay?’

She cackles like a maniacal villain and struts out of the room. I shake my head, barely able to believe that she could arrange something like this. She once said that she needed to live through me, hence why she was so desperate to push me closer to Jensen. Now she’s doing everything but shoving us in bed together.

****

The bar is pretty quiet when our little group enters. Most people are either just getting out of work or heading home first. We take over a little group of tables and start making small talk. Jensen and Kimberly sit on each side of me. Kimberly pushes a fruity-looking cocktail glass into my hand.

‘What’s this?’ I pick up the glass.

‘A little something for your birthday,’ she says, with a wink.

I taste it. Holy shit, it’s strong.

‘I still need to meet my husband, Kimberly!’ I cough and grimace. It tastes tropical underneath all that liquor.

She laughs at me. ‘I can drive you there. Or just get a cab, whatever. It’s your birthday, have fun.’

We raise our glasses together.

‘Happy birthday Nikki,’ Jensen says. ‘I do have a present for you, but I decided to leave it at my place. I’ll give it to you somewhere more private.’

Kimberly giggles. Should I be curious or excited?

We drink a little and chat. Everyone is having a good time, glad to be out of work and able to let their hair down. Even Rob, our manager, starts to look more relaxed. After a while, I turn to Jensen.

‘I met a friend of yours the other day.’ He frowns, wondering who that could be. ‘Do you remember Lara? From your old office?’

Recognition dawns on his face. He nods slowly and smiles as memories come flooding back.

‘Yeah, I remember Lara. She was a nice girl. Really fun.’

Kimberly says, ‘She remembers you, too!’

I elbow her in the side before she can embarrass me.

‘Does she?’ Jensen seems surprised. As if any woman could forget a man like him. ‘She’s sweet.’

A flicker of jealousy sparks inside me. Sweet? What does that mean? Was she sweet when he fucked her? Was she sweet when he came all over her face?

‘She seemed okay,’ I say, shrugging as if it doesn’t matter to me. ‘I was just wondering if you had seen her around.’

‘No. I knew she moved over here, but I haven’t seen her. Haven’t had much of a chance with all the work. I didn’t think she would remember me. Why do you ask?’

‘No reason.’

One drink turns into two drinks. Our group starts to spread out a little more. Some head home, going back to their families. It’s almost six. My phone buzzes. Will is calling. I answer it.

‘Hey!’ He sounds excited. ‘Just checking to make sure we’re still on for later?’

‘Of course. Can’t wait.’ I glance at Jensen. He looks at me with interest.

‘Awesome, awesome. I’ll see you at the restaurant at seven-thirty.’

‘Yeah, see you then.’

‘Love you!’

‘You too.’

I hang up and turn the phone to silent and shove it back in my bag, already out of mind.

‘So where are you going tonight?’ Jensen leans in close, keeping our talk private. Kimberly is chatting with one of the others, already on her third glass.

‘This Italian place near the park.’ I look at his gorgeous face. My hormones are going crazy. I’ve seen him shirtless. I’ve rubbed my ass on his crotch. I’ve kissed him. My body burns white-hot sitting this close to him. But there are too many people around for me to do anything about it…

What would I do about it, though? There’s nothing I can do. I’m married. Everyone here knows it.

‘Sounds nice.’ His eyes meet mine. The way he looks at me is far more intoxicating than the drink in my hand. I put the glass down and summon up all my courage.

‘Do you mind, I mean, could we…’ I lower my voice, almost whispering under the rabble and general conversation. ‘Could we go and get my present from your place?’

Jensen’s expression doesn’t change, but something in the air feels as though it has shifted. He gives me a cool, slow nod.

‘Are you sure? Don’t you have places to go?’

I put a hand on his thigh. ‘Yeah, but we’re just going to get the present, that’s all. Besides, it’s my birthday today. It won’t be a birthday present if you give it to me some other time.’

He puts his drink on the table, still half-full of liquid.

‘I’ll get my car ready. Meet you outside.’

Jensen slips quietly out of his seat and disappears without anyone seeing him go. My heart skips a beat. He’s just ensured that nobody will see us leave together. Such a gentleman.

I say my farewells, claiming that I need to go and meet my husband for dinner. Everyone buys it, even Kimberly. They wish me a happy birthday and wave goodnight. I grab my bag and head outside.

Jensen is waiting for me, the engine of his sports car making that seductive, dangerous purr. The sound seems to suit him. Seductive and dangerous. I slip into the passenger seat and he eases us out of the parking lot and onto the main road.

I keep telling myself that I’m only going to pick up my present. That’s all. Nothing else. This isn’t an excuse to be alone with him. It’s not a feeble attempt to spend time in his place. I just want my birthday present.

Before I can think of something clever or witty to say, the ride is over. Jensen turns to the gated entrance of an underground lot and swipes his pass over an electronic lock. The gates open and we drive inside. I glance into the mirror and see the last bit of daylight disappear behind us.

‘This is a lot fancier than I was expecting.’ I don’t know what else to say. There’s a heavy knot of tension in my gut. Talking distracts me.

‘Yeah, it’s not bad.’ He pulls into a parking space and kills the engine. ‘The company wanted to put me up in a motel while I look for a place. I found this apartment real fast. No way I’m going to stay in some greasy dive.’

He gets out of the car and moves around, opening the door for me. I take his offered hand and climb out of the car, unable to hide my smile.

‘Such a gentleman.’ I raise an eyebrow at him.

‘I can surprise you sometimes.’

We walk toward the elevator together. I instinctively slip my arm through his, as though we’re a couple returning home for the evening. He swipes his pass at the elevator and guides me inside and presses the button for his floor.

My heart races. That heavy knot of tension seems to grow heavier. I feel a curious weight on my shoulders; the weight of expectation, maybe. But his expression is calm and collected. If he expects something to happen between us, he doesn’t show it. His cool exterior helps me to calm down a little.

We step off the elevator into a plain, modestly-decorated hallway. Jensen guides me down and around a corner, to his front door. My heels tap on the floor almost as loud as my heart thunders and pounds.

‘This is me.’ He unlocks the door. ‘Listen, I do genuinely have something for you. It wasn’t just a cheesy line to get you in here.’

I walk through the door and into Jensen’s apartment, trying to project an air of cool confidence that I don’t feel. His place is stunning. Far larger than the average apartment. Wide rooms with large windows that look out over the surrounding area. High-gloss finishings to the furniture. Comfortable couch. Big TV. I see a guitar on a stand and a rack with a few weights. Both look well-used. There’s a book on the coffee table. No clutter. It feels like a simple, refined space. The perfect place to unwind after a stressful day at the office. There’s a kitchen off to my left that looks so immaculate it might have come out of a magazine. All the floors are made of hardwood. My heels tap with every step.

‘Wow.’ I can’t hide how impressive this place is. ‘What do you do with all the space?’

‘Dance around naked, mostly.’ He grins and closes the door. I’m now inside Jensen’s apartment. Alarm bells ring faintly somewhere in the back of my mind. I know this is dangerous. I’m playing with fire. No matter how much I try to lie and say that Jensen is just a friend from work, he’s much more than that. He’s more than a friend, too. I don’t know what he is to me – or what I am to him – but we can’t stop playing this game.

‘Do you want the tour?’

‘Sure.’

‘It’s not a long tour.’

‘Size doesn’t matter.’

He places a hand at my elbow, guiding me with infinite tenderness. We start in the main space, with the large couch and wide TV.

‘Most of the furniture came with the place,’ he says. ‘I replaced the couch and that TV is mine.’

‘It looks comfy.

‘It is.’

We walk through the kitchen. All the modern appliances are here, each with a high-gloss sheen. Barely a smudge or a fingerprint on anything. There’s a large island in the middle of the room, perfect for preparing food or eating a meal. The place is beautiful, but the size makes it seem almost cavernous.

‘Do you get lonely?’ I can’t help asking the question.

‘What do you mean?’

I nod at the wide open-plan space. ‘It’s incredible, but it’s really big for one person. Do you get lonely?’

‘Sometimes.’ He concedes to me with a nod of his head. ‘I mostly keep myself busy with work or the gym. I’ve been meaning to invite people over, but so far, you’re the first.’

I’m the first? Wow. What an honor. I disguise my delighted smile by turning toward the wide balcony doors.

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

He laughs. ‘Only the pretty ones. Do you want to see the view?’

We step out onto the balcony; a small space with just enough room for a couple of chairs and a table. Perfect for breakfast under the sun. The air is chilly at this height, but I don’t mind. I lean on the iron railing running around the balcony and look at the world spread out below. It all seems so far away, so distant, so inconsequential. Streetlights start to ignite to ward off the oncoming darkness. The sun sinks in the far distance, turning the horizon purple and gold like an oil painting.

‘God, that’s beautiful.’ The wind gently blows past my face. I tuck a strand of hair behind my ears.

‘Yeah, it’s stunning.’

But he isn’t looking at the view. He’s looking at me. Heat touches my cheeks. If he keeps looking at me with those eyes, I’m going to fall into his arms.

‘What else is in here?’ I turn back and walk inside the apartment. He follows me and takes my arm again. We walk back through the kitchen and the living area to the other side of his apartment. There’s a short hallway with two closed doors. We stop at the first. He pushes it open to reveal a gorgeous bathroom with a large tub and a shower big enough to party inside. There’s an empty wastebasket under the sink. Kind of a strange thing to see in a single man’s bathroom, but then again, it’s probably for the use of guests instead of Jensen himself. Guests like me. This is the room where he sent that picture to me, the photo of his sweaty body after the gig. I feel a rush of excitement.

‘Impressive.’ I’m talking about the bathroom, but looking at him. ‘Really impressive. That shower is bigger than my bedroom.’

Jensen grins.

‘Speaking of which…’ He opens the second door. I glimpse a huge closet and a bed. Another rush of excitement ripples through me. ‘This is the last stop on our tour.’

I walk into his bedroom. No matter how much I tell myself that I’m just checking it out, the act of standing in this room drives me crazy. I’m not just standing in some other guy’s bedroom. I’m standing in Jensen’s bedroom. The bedroom of a man who has been occupying my thoughts for weeks now.

The room is wide and spacious. Large windows run around two walls; the room is in the corner of the building. A king-size bed takes up most of the space. A large, wide mirror leans against the wall, reflecting the bed from the side. There are closets and smaller units for more clothes around the outside of the space, but all I can see is the bed. A big bed with plain white sheets, neatly made. There’s a dimple in the pillow where he sleeps. I wonder, did he lie in this bed while messaging me? Was he jerking off while I made myself come?

‘So, this is where the magic happens, huh?’ I shoot him a playful glance.

He meets my gaze with a coy smile. He says, ‘Actually, this bed is new, so there hasn’t been any magic in here yet.’ That smile turns naughty. ‘But in my experience, the magic isn’t just confined to the bedroom. It can happen on couches, tables, desks, cars – even balconies.’

Heat flickers in my sex. I’m already full of tingles just being in his apartment; now I’m suddenly imagining sexual scenarios unfolding everywhere he just described. I can see myself bending over the chest of drawers; getting railed on the kitchen island; screaming in pleasure on his couch; being pounded over the balcony railing, my double-D breasts bouncing and shaking for all the world to see.

Jensen catches my eye. His expression suggests that he knows exactly what’s going through my mind right now. He’s probably imagining the same things.

Tension fills the quiet air between us. My body is red-hot. My nipples press on the inside of this lace bra. His beautiful blue eyes gaze into my soul. A storm begins to swirl inside me. I can’t help but notice how tall and powerful he is. Even with my high heels, he’s still a good couple of inches taller than me. That height difference makes him seem so much more impressive and masculine and irresistible than before. The storm in my gut becomes a swirling tempest.

‘Uh, so, your birthday present…’

He raises a hand, about to point at something in the room. I can’t take it anymore. I can’t stand the tension; the atmosphere; the burning, suppressed, unspoken, endless fucking need that exists between us. It’s too much. I can’t leave here without doing something – anything! – to quell the raging tempest in my gut.

Before he can finish the sentence, I step in close and grab his head and pull his mouth to mine. He responds immediately, his tongue seeking out mine, bodies pressed together tightly with a shared burning need. I run my hands through his hair. He wraps his arms around my waist. My breasts squish into his chest. Fuck, I want to be even closer. We’re still too far apart. I need more!

His hands roam my body, caressing my ass and gliding up until his fingers slip through my hair. It feels sensational, erotic, soothing. I could turn into a puddle in this embrace. I grind my hips into his body, feeling his manhood already growing and thickening with lust. I’ve never felt so sexy before. Knowing that a man like him – a man at the absolute peak of masculinity – is getting hard drives me fucking crazy.

Now I reach down and place my hands over that throbbing bulge, finally caressing him for the first time. Holy fucking mother of God. He feels big. Big and strong and thick and powerful. I moan into his mouth, unable to contain myself any longer. He replies with a deep, guttural groan of his own that seems to vibrate and tremble right through me. Fuck, even his groans of pleasure feel more manly than anything I’ve ever known.

He grabs my ass and squeezes hard. There is no shyness in his touch. He wants me. His hands begin lifting my skirt, exposing more and more of my bare legs, until it slides up and over my ass. He touches my butt, gently kneading and groping the firm flesh with obvious delight, then suddenly breaks off our kiss.

‘Wait…’ Jensen glances down. He sees my red lace thong. His eyes widen. ‘Have you been wearing this underneath? All day?’

‘It’s my birthday. I can do what I want.’

I grab his shirt and start pulling the buttons, determined to open it up. He kisses me again, harder now, passion overwhelming us both. My hands fumble with his shirt. I’m too horny to think straight. Finally, I yank as hard as I can. Buttons scatter, pinging off the hard floor. We giggle into each other’s mouths. I’m so wild, so naughty, so fucking sexy. His hands keep pawing at my ass, but his touch feels careful and considered. He’s not just groping at me like a horny teenager. He knows how to touch my body. Every caress, every squeeze, sends shockwaves of arousal through me. I could orgasm just like this.

He starts kissing my neck. Warm lips, warm breath. I gasp. He kisses the most sensitive parts of my neck. Tingles explode under my skin. My sex is white-hot. The front of my thong is almost soaked through. I pull his shirt open and run my hands all over that perfect, sculpted, muscular body. The sensation of every bump and ridge makes my sex burn even hotter. If we don’t do something soon, I’m going to burst into flames.

I pull him and stagger backward. We fall onto the bed. The sheets smell fresh. Now his exploring hands get more frantic and urgent. We’re both losing control. We want everything, all at once, and right now. We’re past the point of stopping. Past the point of rational thought. Past the point of caring. Nothing matters except getting even closer.

He keeps kissing my neck, sending wave after wave of delight through me. His hands slide under my shirt, pushing it up, exposing my belly. I let out a long, gasping sigh. His touch feels more exquisite than the best massage. He pushes the shirt up over my bra and leans back to gaze at my chest. His eyes fill with wonder.

‘God, those are amazing.’

His approval is like warm liquor in my belly. I look up at him with burning need, my body almost shivering with anticipation and arousal. He cups my breasts and runs his hands over the curves, clearly amazed at the size, shape, and feel.

‘Fuck, they’re incredible.’

He leans close and kisses each breast. I exhale in lust. I want him to kiss me everywhere. His lips are fucking perfect; so warm; so soft; so firm. I can’t control my desire.

I grab the cups of the bra and yank them down, revealing my bare tits to him, hard nipples pointing up in desperate arousal. He inhales, surprised, but recovers and immediately wraps his lips around each nipple in turn. I moan, long and lusty sighs filling the air. This is perfect. Perfect. Perfect.

He takes his time with me. He caresses; he licks; he sucks. His talented hands and mouth both relax and turn me on more than I’ve ever been in my life.

After minutes, or maybe hours, of worshipping my firm, round breasts, he begins to slide lower, planting a series of hot, romantic kisses on my exposed skin, leaving me almost trembling in his wake. He kisses down my chest, my stomach, my belly button, then over the bunched-up skirt pulled about the thong. For a moment, he looks up at me, asking without words for permission to continue. I roll my hips in answer, pushing my inner thighs higher, closer to him. He smiles.

‘What’s this?’ He stops his warm trail of soft kisses, distracted by something else. I follow his gaze. He moves his attention over to my hip, to the small, cute pair of lips that were recently tattooed on my skin. His eyes sparkle with wonder. ‘I didn’t know you had this.’

‘It’s new.’

‘It’s beautiful.’

He kisses the pair of newly inked lips. I sigh with pleasure. His mouth soothes the tingling sensation in my skin. It’s like this tattoo was designed to be kissed by him. That wasn’t my intention at the time, but it feels perfect.

Now he sits up again, looking down at me, splayed out half-naked on his bed. He smiles with erotic happiness.

‘I’ve been wanting to do this for so fucking long.’ His blue eyes sparkle like the ocean catching rays of light from the sun. He moves down the bed, lying between my legs.

‘I’ve wanted this too.’ I can’t deny how I feel anymore. Morality, fidelity, integrity be damned!

He looks me in the eyes and presses his mouth to the front of my red, lacy thong. I gasp. That thin piece of fabric is the only thing between us now. I can feel his mouth through the material; the softness of his lips; the heat of his touch. If he keeps teasing me, I will explode with need.

‘I know it’s your birthday,’ he gives me a cheeky, knowing smile, ‘but is it okay if I unwrap this present?’

I giggle and lift my hips, placing my heels on the bed. I’ve never worn shoes in the bedroom before. Somehow it feels right to keep them on. We’re not naked, just partially undressed. That only adds to the intensity of this moment.

Jensen’s fingers slide underneath the elastic waistband of my thong. My heart gallops like a thoroughbred at the races. He eases my underwear down my thighs with infinite care, taking the time to enjoy the moment for as long as possible. He’s driving me crazy with these teases, but I love how much self-control he possesses. Nobody else in the world would be able to contain themselves in his position.

I move my legs to help, letting him glide my panties lower, lower, lower, until he pulls them away with a smile and a flourish. He gazes at my exposed and unrestricted womanhood with a face of pure delight and amazement. I spread my legs for him, letting him see everything. My wispy mound. My swollen lips. My tight entrance. All of me is molten-hot. All of me is exclusively for him.

‘Oh my God…’ His voice is thick with intense, burning desire. ‘This is the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen.’

I could cry with happiness. To hear something so wonderful – and from a man with his level of experience – is the most beautiful thing in the world. My heart aches and my pussy throbs with delight.

‘You say to all the girls.’ I giggle, looking down at him.

‘No.’

I believe him. God, I believe him! He gets back into position on the bed and brings his face up close to my cleft, close enough for me to feel his warm breath washing over the most intimate parts of my body. He looks straight into my eyes and slowly presses his red-hot tongue to my soaking entrance. A moan comes out of my parted lips, the sound unlike anything I’ve ever made before. He continues looking into my eyes. His mouth is covered, but I can feel him smiling in triumph. He begins to hungrily, lovingly, and passionately work his tongue around my delicate pussy.

‘Oh my God!’ I can’t stop myself from crying out with pleasure. ‘That – feels – so – good!’

At first, he teases me with only his tongue, gently caressing and exploring and probing me. Then he uses two fingers to part my swollen, drooling lips and give him greater access to my most sensitive places. He keeps watching my face, those wonderful blue eyes watching how I respond to each lick and softly repeating any movement that gets a loud, passionate gasp. His touch is both gentle and assured; there is no shyness, no hesitation. He knows exactly where my body needs to be stimulated and how precisely how to do it. His pressure is perfect, the speed exact. He teases and delivers, never making me wait or allowing me to get used to a specific sensation. Now and then, his nose brushes and parts the little thatch of hair on my mound.

I’ve received a lot of oral sex in my life. Some bad. Some good. Some mind-blowing. This is in a whole other league. Jensen could lead a masterclass is how to eat pussy. Within a few short minutes, I’m writhing in pleasure on the bed, shaking like jelly on a trampoline. I grab and squeeze my breasts, loving that erotic mixture of pleasure and pain, rolling my hips up to meet his hungry mouth, desperate to feel more, more, more. I’m already on the cusp of climax.

‘Fuck…’ I grab his hair with one hand, my hips now moving frantically, pushing his tongue into me over and over. ‘Fuck!’

‘Come for me.’ His voice is low, urgent, insistent. He wants my orgasm as much as I do. ‘Come on my mouth!’

He keeps my lips spread with two fingers and uses his tongue to tease and circle my throbbing clit. I feel a gentle pressure at my yearning entrance; the sensation of a finger carefully caressing my tight opening, making me gasp and groan even louder than before.

‘Oh! Fuck! Jensen!’

My climax arrives with the speed of a freight train and the suddenness of an explosion. I almost wail with passion, gripping his hair tight with one hand, clutching the bed with the other. My body shudders and trembles and rocks. My thighs squeeze his head.

I glance over at the huge mirror and see a sight I will never forget. I see myself, lying on my back, legs wrapped around his shoulders, skirt pulled up, bra pulled down, breasts exposed and nipples rocking as my body shakes in pleasure. I look like some kind of erotic goddess.

Jensen continues worshipping my altar as though undisturbed by my loud, explosive orgasm. He licks and sucks at my pulsing clit and gently circles my entrance, lapping up my juices with a gleam of total satisfaction in his eyes. My body undulates like waves on the ocean, rolling from head to toe. The orgasm rocks every part of my being. I’ve never, ever come this hard before.

My legs buck, tremble, shake, and thrash in the air. One shoe slips and falls to the floor with a clatter on the wood. The other shoe balances precariously on my toes. Jensen grabs it with a hand and tosses it aside. His tongue swirls in my soaking sex, delighting in my pleasure. I can see the sparkle in his eyes. I can feel the smile on his lips; he’s licking me to orgasm and smiling into my pussy. It’s as though my orgasm is bringing him joy.

He keeps lapping at my juicy pussy, watching with obvious delight as I writhe and wail for him. I contort and contract and explode and go limp, all at once. I look down at his bright, excited eyes, unable to speak. He slowly eases off, allowing me to sink into the bed, to sink into my climax, to float away on a sea made of stars.

‘You taste even better than you look.’ His voice is muffled by my body, as though he’s talking from far away. ‘God, I could do this for hours.’

‘I’m not stopping you…’

He smiles and presses his tongue to my sex again. My body is beyond sensitive now. The barest brush of his tongue makes me tremble and gasp once more. I try to pull away. It feels so good. It feels too good. It’s overwhelming.

‘Stay here.’

His strong hands grab my thighs. He pulls me in closer and holds me firmly in place, making me experience even more pleasure. It’s like I’m burning from the inside out. My clit can’t take any more stimulation. His tongue is overpowering.

I lift my ass from the bed, pushing his face into me, burying him in my dripping pussy. He grabs my butt and gives each cheek a playful spank. I feel his hands spread me open; one finger continues tormenting my tight entrance. I’m groaning over and over in endless, wordless, uncontrollable ecstasy. I’ve never felt anything like this.

Just as I think that this can’t possibly feel any better and I can’t come any harder, he presses a thumb against my asshole. It’s the naughtiest thing I’ve ever experienced. His thumb gently probes my hole, teasing and toying and tantalizing me with the idea that he might push deeper inside and claim my ass for himself.

But he doesn’t.

He keeps lapping at my oversensitive pussy and delicately teasing both my holes at once, letting me feel how easy it would be for him to be inside me. It’s too much. Way too much. I can’t… I can’t…

I tap his head frantically. He stops and slowly eases me back down the bed. I’m panting and gasping for air. My body feels like it’s still trembling. I may never stop trembling.

‘God, that was fucking good.’ Jensen smiles and licks his cream-coated lips. ‘You taste… fuck. I love it.’

He leans closer to me. I sit up and grab his face and kiss him, deep and hard not bothered about his sticky mouth. It feels right. It feels natural. I taste my juices on his lips and tongue. He’s right. I do taste good.

I allow my tongue to caress his, drinking in my sweetness with lust. This is the dirtiest thing I’ve done so far in my whole life. And I can tell that he loves it, too. Jensen kisses me back with hunger and desire, body pressing into me. We lie back on the bed, pawing at each other, still locked in a fierce kiss. His desire bulges through the front of those pants, pressing into me, yearning for me, needing to be unleashed. I want to see it, to have it, to touch it! I need to show him that I can be just as wild and dirty. I push him back, breathing hard.

Jensen kneels over me, torn shirt still hanging limp, framing his perfect body like a theatre curtain. A huge bulge tents his pants. My heart skips a beat. That huge bulge is all for me.

He seems to know what’s on my mind and steps back off the bed, guiding me to the edge so I can sit upright. My hands make short work of his belt and zipper. I ease his pants to the floor, revealing his shorts – and that distinctive, throbbing bulge lying just beneath. The sight of it makes me swallow subconsciously.

‘You don’t have to.’ He looks at me with total adoration. ‘I wanted to do that. You don’t need to do anything if you don’t want to.’

I place my hand over the bulge. My fingers seem so small, so thin, next to that monster. I feel it throb and pulse through his shorts.

‘I want to do this.’ I look into his eyes. I have never wanted anything as badly as I want this. ‘I need to do this…’

He gives me that warm, encouraging smile and stands still, hands behind his back, letting me have this moment. I grasp the waistband of his shorts. My heart plays a drum solo. Moment of truth. I want. I need. I have to know.

I ease his shorts lower, inch by inch, trying to replicate the calm slowness he demonstrated with my thong. He grins, enjoying my teasing reveal. His shorts slide south, revealing a neatly-trimmed patch of curly hair. My man keeps himself well-groomed. I keep pulling with the same deliberate slowness, despite the burning desire that chokes me.

The next thing I reveal is the base of his manhood. My eyes widen in shock. He felt big on every occasion that I’ve touched him, but it looks even larger. His cock begins with a thick, powerful base. His shaft is throbbing with life, thick and flush with arousal. I keep pulling the shorts down and my shock continues to grow. He isn’t just well-endowed. He’s positively godlike. Strong veins run along his member, causing it to appear ribbed. Behind the shaft, he possesses two large, full balls that look as large as oranges. The lower I pull his shorts, the more amazed I am. There seems to be no end to him. Inch after inch after inch is revealed, each more spectacular than the last.

And then, just when I think that he can’t possibly be any bigger or more impressive, I expose the head. It sits at the end of his cock like a purple fist, thicker than the rest and every bit as awe-inspiring.

I remove his shorts completely. His manhood springs free and stands to full attention right next to my face. I was so, so wrong about him. He doesn’t have a cock. He has a monument to masculine perfection. He throbs in the air by my face and I notice a soft curve upwards in his shaft. I can’t take my eyes off him. It’s like sitting too close to a movie screen; I can’t take it all in at once. He’s gotta be bigger than Lara suggested. If I had to guess, I’d say that Kimberly was dead-right about him. She’ll be delighted to know that. It’s gotta be nine inches, at least. Maybe closer to ten. Fuck, fuck, fuck… I make a nervous giggle.

‘I know what you’re thinking.’ He nods with understanding at my gobsmacked expression. ‘You’re used to bigger.’

I snort with laughter. How does he always know what to say at the right times? Just when I was starting to worry about how huge this monster cock is, he deflates all the tension and puts me at ease.

‘Holy shit.’ I sink to my knees in front of him. It seems like the only right thing to do when worshipping a man like him. ‘I can’t believe how fucking big this is. Are you for real?’

‘One hundred percent, all-natural.’

His cock is almost twice the length of even the biggest man I’ve ever had. I mentally compare his size with all my previous lovers, but there’s no point. None of them come close. Even my husband is maybe half this long, and nowhere near as thick – he could probably fill the same space about three times over and he’d still come up short.

I push all thoughts of other men out of my head. I reach up and gently place my fingers against his shaft. Part of me expects it to disappear in a puff of smoke, revealing that this entire experience is a baffling dream. But it doesn’t disappear. It is absolutely real. Heat flows through his cock. I feel a soft, steady heartbeat thudding away from within.

My fingers encircle his shaft. I can’t quite reach the whole way around him. I have one hand on his monstrous cock and what remains exposed is still bigger than ninety percent of the male population. It blows my mind.

I place my other hand on his manhood, above the first. Even now, there’s still a stunning amount of cock that I’m not grasping, including that luscious purple head and those big, juicy balls.

‘Fuck… where do I start?’ I look up for guidance. He must have had girls react like this before, right? Nobody could look at a cock like this and know what to do with it. Life is not like a porn movie; nobody walks around packing this much cock in their shorts and no woman could ever fit this inside them without any resistance.

‘Here.’ He motions to the bed and sits on the edge. I kneel between his feet like a faithful servant. ‘Just go nice and slow. Don’t worry about trying to do everything at once. Take your time, enjoy it.’

I start by taking his cock in my hands and leaning forward until the tip is close enough to feel its warmth on my lips. I breathe long and slow over him, looking into his eyes for approval. I see joy and lust and sheer fucking pleasure in his wonderful blue eyes.

That gives me the encouragement I need. I extend my tongue and place it against his cock. He exhales. I slowly work my tongue around the thick purple head and taste his cock for the first time. It’s bitter and rich and masculine. I wrap my lips around the head and slowly, softly start to suck my lover’s huge cock. He moans for me.

A throb of pure sexual euphoria rocks my pussy. He is moaning for me. He likes what I am doing. He is delighted by the feel of my mouth. This man has surely had hundreds of women sucking his cock, but he’s loving what I am doing for him right now. I feel like the sexiest woman alive.

Confidence surges inside me. A voice in my head tells me to keep going. I want this as much as he does. I take his manhood deeper into my mouth. It’s so goddamn thick and so fucking warm on my tongue. I lick and taste him, sinking my lips lower on his shaft, feeling each amazing ridge and bump and vein. Is it possible to orgasm just from giving a man a blowjob? Feels like I could, right now.

My pussy burns once again, even though I’ve already enjoyed several all-consuming climaxes just minutes before. I take him out of my mouth and run my tongue up and down his incredible shaft, trying to wet every single inch of him. My hands begin to stroke, massaging my saliva into him, using my spit as lube, getting all of his huge cock nice and wet.

He moans again for me, leaning back into the bed. I look up at him and see sheer, unadulterated wonder on his face. The look in his eyes makes me determined to keep doing this, to see this through, to give him an experience he will never forget.

‘Fuck, Nikki, that’s amazing!’ His deep voice is thick with passion.

I start to get more confident now. This isn’t just a blowjob; this is me proving myself. He might have fucked a thousand women, but he’s never experienced me. I work my lips around his cock again, fucking him with my mouth. My hands caress and stroke his beautiful balls, so full of come. I want it. All of it.

‘Oh, God…’ He unleashes a deep, guttural moan of bliss. ‘Nikki, you’re so fucking good, holy shit…’

I moan onto his cock. My head bobs up and down faster now. My hands grasp his balls, his shaft, massaging his organ with love and care and endless desire. I’ve never sucked a cock like this before but that doesn’t matter. The only thing that matters is making him come.

My lipstick leaves a faint red smudge on his shaft, marking his manhood as my territory. The sight of that red stain makes my sex burn even hotter. I take him deeper and deeper into my mouth, almost to my throat, sucking and drooling down this perfect cock with wild desperation. He’s so big and thick that I almost gag and choke with the effort. Water fills my eyes.

He leans back, resting on his hands, moaning with pleasure. I love the way he watches me, that pure satisfaction in his eyes. He’s content to let me enjoy myself. A lesser man would try to grab my head or push his hips and fuck my throat. Jensen is far better than that. He wants me to love this as much as he does. And I do.

I glance into the mirror again. I don’t see my reflection. I see a sexual goddess at the peak of her powers. This goddess has huge double-D tits hanging out of a red bra, her skirt pulled up over a bare ass, she’s on her knees sucking the biggest, thickest cock on the planet with skill and aplomb, and she’s going to town on the shaft with her hands. Just looking at that sensual woman makes my pussy ache all over again. I thought that watching myself get eaten out in the mirror was the most erotic sight in the world. I was wrong.

He moans again, longer, deeper than before. His eyes sparkle with lust. He nods, encouraging me, willing me to go further, not wanting me to stop. I can’t stop. Not now. Not when I’m a sexual goddess giving this man what he desperately needs. I keep sucking, licking, stroking, teasing, jerking, and tasting his cock with a desire that borders on feverish. I’ve never given a blowjob like this in my life. He’s the first man to experience the full, unrestrained power of my mouth.

As my hands glide up and down his fantastic shaft, I glimpse something sparkling in the light. My wedding ring. The sight should make me pause or rethink this, but it doesn’t. If anything, seeing the symbol of my marriage on another man’s cock only excites me even more. The wedding band glides along Jensen's rock-solid cock, sliding along my spit and drool, gleaming against his skin. The image makes my sex ache even more. I’m a terrible wife, but the sexual goddess inside me loves it.

‘Oh fuck! Fuck, that’s so good! Don’t stop!’

His voice grows thicker with each passing moment. His groans of passion are music to my ears. His muscular legs start to tense. I can feel his body stiffening in preparation for climax.

I suck his cock like the world’s sluttiest pornstar. Spit and drool run down my chin. I moan for him, taking his cock as deep as my mouth can manage. Every gasp of raw, masculine pleasure makes me more determined to finish him. I have never been this desperate to make a man come.

‘Are you gonna come for me?’ My voice is almost breathless with desire. ‘I want you to give me that come, baby!’

‘Shit, that’s so fucking…’ He gasps, looking into my eyes through a glazed, lustful expression. He’s losing control. I can feel it. He’s on the verge. His personal rollercoaster awaits. ‘I’m gonna come! Oh, Nikki!’

That final cry sends me into a frenzy of desire. I use both hands to jerk him off, stroking from that base to where my lips rest near his thick head. My tongue laps furiously at his shaft. He tastes different now; he tastes like pure sexual desire. I can taste his excitement. It’s so wonderful. So delicious. So sensational.

His body shudders. He trembles at my touch. His beautiful balls contract, launching their creamy load along this wonderful, thick cock. He’s coming. He’s coming for me. I am making him come! Me, and nobody else!

As his climax explodes, I pull my lips back, mouth open, tongue out, and stroke him with both hands. He stares at me in shocked awe, suddenly realizing what I intend to do. I didn’t know I was going to do it either. It just happened.

The first warm sticky jet of come falls over my face, splattering my skin in a thick line from my forehead to my tongue. I laugh with sheer, wild glee. He moans even louder. My hands keep moving, stroking him with passion. I want all of it. All his come!

Another load launches from the head of his cock. This one coats my nose, my cheek, my lips, and rolls down my face. I feel like a filthy, dirty slut. I am his filthy, dirty slut. He made me this way.

‘Oh, fuck, Nikki!’ He stares into my eyes, watching as more and more hot, creamy come cascades over my face in thick, pearly blobs. The more he moans in ecstasy, the harder I stroke. The harder I stroke, the more come sprays my face. The more he comes over my face, the more he moans in ecstasy.

I can’t stop smiling. I’ve never felt so hot. The sounds he’s making; the way his body is shuddering; the feeling of his hot bliss spraying over my face. I smile up at him, watching Jensen’s face contort with the power of his climax. His eyes gleam for me. His powerful cock throbs in my hand. My lips are coated with his creamy come. My smile widens.

‘Yeah, that’s right!’ The sexual goddess speaks through me, taking control of my voice and body. ‘Come all over my face, come on!’

‘Oh!’ One final cry leaves his mouth. One last spray of passion covers my tongue. I can feel his load all over my face. It clings to me in thick, warm strands, making his territory. I am his personal slut. All for him.

His strength fails. He slumps onto the bed, spent, his cock still pulsing with happiness in my hands. I keep stroking, coaxing every last drop of bliss to the tip of his glorious cock. I lick the final bead of pearl-white climax from his purple head and lovingly take him into my mouth once more. He sighs at the feeling of my hot mouth gliding over his perfect shaft, my tongue delicately flickering over his skin and lapping up every spare trickle of come.

‘Wow.’ He sounds like a man who just went to heaven and back. ‘Oh my God, wow.’

I giggle in total delight and finally release his cock. It half-wilts, nestling into his thigh. He sits up again, struggling to support himself. I’ve sucked all the strength from him.

‘How do I look?’ I say, pouting. His come is almost everywhere on my face.

He gazes at my face as though seeing me for the first time. He says, ‘You’ve never looked more beautiful.’

I almost blush under his thick, creamy come.

‘I didn’t expect you to do that,’ he says, gesturing to his half-hard cock. Even now, his manhood is mightier than anything I’ve seen before. ‘Any of it. You didn’t have to.’

‘I wanted to.’ A thin note of defiance rises inside me. ‘I wanted to do it. Did you like it? Was it good enough?’

He smiles, wide and pure. ‘Can’t you tell how much I loved it?’

I giggle with naughty delight. Fuck, I’m such a dirty girl. I’m the best dirty girl in the world.

‘Thanks for my birthday present,’ I say, wiping a drop of come away from my eye. His taste is all over my tongue. God, it’s delicious.

‘This wasn’t your present.’ He chuckles. ‘This was a… a nice surprise.’

He walks over to the closet and pulls out a plain parcel that’s a little smaller than a shoebox. He hands it to me. For the first time, he looks a touch embarrassed.

‘Before you open it…’ He sits back on the bed, looking at me with imploring eyes. ‘I asked Kimberly what to get you several times and she only gave me one answer.’

Now I’m worried. I open the parcel and glance at the contents and burst out laughing. Inside the box is a rich purple vibrator with multiple speed settings and clitoral stimulators. It looks like an expensive, high-end sex toy. Fucking Kimberly.

‘She told you to get me this, right?’ It’s hard to remain calm and composed when I’m wearing his come as a face mask. ‘I’ll get her for this.’

‘I completely understand if you don’t want it.’ He holds up his hands. ‘I figured it was a joke between you both. She kept saying that you don’t have one, and it had to be a good size, stuff like that.’

I look in the box again. The vibrator is a good size. Maybe seven inches long. Not too thick. A realistic, ribbed shaft. Looks like it can do everything except mow the lawn.

‘Thank you.’ I close the box. ‘I’ll keep it. But it’s a lot smaller than what I’m used to…’

I give his manhood a playful squeeze. He grins at me, loving the dirty slut that I’ve become since we entered this room. I like it too. This slut is free and fearless. She’s everything I’m not.

‘I should go clean up.’ I get up, standing on shaky legs. My skirt is still bunched up and my breasts are still exposed between my shirt and bra. I don’t bother adjusting myself. What’s the point? He’s seen it all now.

I turn and walk out of the bedroom, putting a little extra effort into bouncing my ass with each step. I feel his eyes follow me out of the room.

The hallway is a little darker now. Evening light filters through the wide apartment windows but it’s deeper than before. I turn on the light and step in front of the sink and almost gasp at my reflection.

The woman looking back at me is almost unrecognizable. Thick strings of white come are splattered across her face, plastered in a vague line from her forehead to her chin. Come rolls over her lips and cheeks and pools by her nose. I’ve never seen so much come before.

But it’s more than that. More than just the huge quantity of Jensen’s lust that makes me unrecognizable, even to my own eyes. What makes my reflection so different is the expression of satisfaction on my face. The twinkle in my eye. The way my hair looks so tussled. The glow in my skin. I’ve never seen myself look so relieved, satisfied, and happy after a sexual experience. And we didn’t even have sex!

There is a pack of wipes next to the sink. I grab a handful and begin cleaning my face. Reality starts setting in. Guilt creeps into my veins. I don’t regret what just happened, but I do feel bad about it. I can’t believe did all that. He’s the first man to ever come on my face.

Jensen slips into the room behind me as I’m finishing up. He hugs me from behind. I can feel his massive cock against my butt. It’s already getting hard again.

‘You still look beautiful.’ He kisses my neck.

I blush in the mirror. My makeup is gone and all his come has been wiped away. I’m all natural now and he still likes me. A flutter fills my chest. I relax into his embrace. My butt slowly starts to grind against his hard cock, as it did at the gig last week. But now his cock is exposed and I’m not wearing any panties. We could easily do more…

But then I glance at my watch and this perfect little moment comes to a screeching halt. It’s ten minutes to eight.

‘Fuck! Oh my God, no!’ I jump out of his arms as though he’s on fire. ‘Shit, I’m late! I’m so fucking late!’

I rush back into his bedroom and grab my discarded thong and pull it back into place. The damp fabric doesn’t feel so pleasant now. I yank my skirt down and push my breasts back into the bra, covering myself up again. Aside from my wild hair, I look perfectly respectable once more.

‘I’ll drive.’ Jensen pulls his pants back up over his bare cock, still wearing that torn and open shirt.

‘My car is still at the bar!’ I slap a hand on my forehead. What a fucking idiot! Twenty minutes late to dinner with my husband because I was sucking someone else’s cock. Fuck!

Panic seizes my heart. What am I going to do? How am I going to explain this? I look like a mess. No makeup. Hair in disarray. Clothing creased. Oh God, oh fuck…

‘Calm down.’ Jensen grabs my arms. He looks at me, those blue eyes peering into my soul once more. I start to feel a little calmer already, as if I’m gazing at a gentle ocean. ‘I’ll drive you back to the bar. I can drive your car to the restaurant so you can apply makeup and get yourself sorted. It’ll be fine. I promise.’

‘Fuck, fuck, fuck!’

‘Come on.’

He picks up my discarded and forgotten bag. We rush back through the apartment. Through the door. Into the hallway. Down the elevator. Across the parking lot. Into his car. I pull my lipstick and mascara out of my bag and begin reapplying them as quickly as I can. He eases us back down the road. My hand trembles. I almost poke myself in the eye twice.

We roll into the parking lot of the bar less than a minute after getting into the car. It’s not fast enough. My heart is hammering so fast that it feels like I’m on the verge of a cardiac episode.

I hand him my keys. We hop out of his car and dash into mine. I glance toward the bar but don’t see any faces I know, thank fuck. Imagine if somebody saw us like this.

We get into my car. Jensen fires up the engine and we start driving. I continue touching up my face with what little makeup supplies are in my bag. Lips, eyes, and a hint of blusher on my cheeks. I don’t look anywhere near as glamorous as I did this morning. It’ll have to do. My skin feels soft, probably because of the wipes. Probably because of his come.

I give directions. He moves the car left and right with ease. My car is nowhere near as powerful as his, but he makes it feel like we’re in the fastest, smoothest vehicle on earth. Thankfully, there aren’t many other cars around to get in our way. Every traffic light feels like torture.

We drive in silence. I don’t know what we would say otherwise. What do you talk about with the man who just helped betray your husband’s trust? I risk a glance at my phone. Eight messages. A dozen missed calls. Four voicemails. All from Will. Fuck, fuck, fuck! My phone has been on silent this whole time. What do I do? What do I say? Being ten minutes late is understandable. Twenty minutes is pushing the limits. But I’m thirty minutes late to my birthday dinner and I haven’t even told him where I am. He’s probably freaking out. Fuck!

‘It’s here!’

I point to the restaurant. It’s a beautiful building, made to look like something straight out of Rome. He rolls the car to a stop. I hop out and glance back at him.

‘I’ll park around the corner.’ He points ahead. ‘And I’ll leave the key in the wheel arch, okay?’

I nod frantically and almost run toward the restaurant, my heels click-clacking in a furious beat. Goddammit, what the fuck have I done?

It’s five minutes past eight when I finally arrive. Thirty-five minutes late to dinner with my husband because I was too busy getting on my knees and letting another guy come on my face. I rush through the doors to be greeted by a young woman in a pristine white shirt who smiles that fake customer service smile and asks if I have a reservation. I look around the restaurant and see Will, sitting by himself at a table, phone to his ear. He’s wearing a suit jacket and tie, dressed for an evening of fine dining.

‘That’s him! I’m with him!’

The young woman nods. I march across the floor and wind around tables filled with other diners eating in couples or small groups. Will sees me coming. He hangs up the phone and gives me a look of furious exasperation.

‘Where have you been?’ His voice is low, almost dangerous. I’ve never seen him this mad.

He stands as I approach and I’m struck by the sudden realization that my heels make me taller than him. Noticeably taller. At least an inch, maybe more. My husband seems so much smaller in my eyes. Less masculine. Less dominating.

‘I’m sorry, I’m sorry.’ I sit down opposite him, babbling in shame. He slides back into his chair. ‘I’m terrible, I know, I’m sorry. I’m the worst person in the world, I’m sorry.’

‘What happened?’ He studies me closely. It seems like he can’t choose whether to be upset, relieved, or furious. ‘They were about to ask me to give up the table.’

‘I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.’ Tears start to prick at my eyes. ‘I just… I lost track of time.’

It’s a feeble excuse, but it’s partially the truth. I did lose track of time. I lost track of time when I walked into another man’s apartment, when I started kissing him, and when he started eating my pussy…

Will lets out an angry sigh. He gets himself under control, not wanting to raise his voice or make a scene in front of all the other diners. This is an expensive restaurant, the kind of place where manners are taken extremely seriously. The seats are comfortable; the lights are low; candles burn on each table; the wine list comes in a leather-bound book. This is not the place for a marital disagreement.

‘If you wanted to party with your co-workers,’ his voice is more even now, but still trembles with hidden emotion, ‘you could have just said. We could have booked this for another time.’

‘No, no. It’s good. I want to do this. I’m sorry.’

He looks at me across the table. Candlelight bounces and flickers in his eyes. I see him soften. He believes me. Why do I keep lying to him? There must be something wrong with me.

‘Is everything okay?’ He frowns now. ‘You look… different. Are you okay?’

‘I’m fine.’

‘You sure?’

‘Yeah. Yeah, I’m sure.’

I force a smile, trying to project a calmness that I do not feel. My pulse is on rapid-fire. I can still feel the thick, sticky warmth of Jensen’s load on my face.

Will frowns again. He stares intently at my mouth. He says, ‘You’ve got something…’

I almost flinch in horror and cover my mouth with a hand. What have I missed? Oh, fuck, what have I missed? Have I just walked through a restaurant and sat down to dinner while wearing Jensen’s come? I carefully rub at the corner of my lips, but don’t feel that familiar sticky, creamy sensation. It’s not come. It’s lipstick. I smudged my lips.

Relief floods me. Thank fuck.

‘Thanks.’ I force a smile. ‘I had to redo my makeup.’

He reaches across the table. I take his hand in mine. It feels so different compared to Jensen’s hand. Smaller. Weaker. Not as powerful and controlling. Not as warm and gentle.

‘Happy birthday, babe.’ He smiles, his bad mood finally dissipating.

‘Thank you.’

He passes me a little box with a pretty pink ribbon stuck to the front. I look at him with a curious expression. He shrugs, pretending not to know what this is. I open the little box and see a gorgeous silver necklace in the shape of a heart. There are words engraved on its shiny surface:

“To my amazing wife. Happy birthday! Love you forever. W.”

I could weep. My husband – my dumb, stupid, coarse, gruff, lovable idiot of a husband – doesn’t deserve a wife like me. I unclasp the chain and place it around my neck. The silver heart dangles above my breasts. Will smiles, delighted that I like the gift.

A waiter appears at our side with two glasses of champagne. We take them and toast each other.

‘I love you,’ he says.

‘And I love you.’

It’s not a lie. I don’t have to force the words. I do love him. With all my heart. I don’t know why I did what I did tonight. I could never explain it in any rational way.

We drink. Champagne flows across my tongue, washing away the taste of another man’s cock.

###
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Will she still remain faithful in the morning?
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