

The Affair Book One:

The Seven-Year Itch

Andrea Martin

Copyright 2023 Andrea Martin

Amazon Edition

Amazon Edition Licence Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author

Also Available from Andrea Martin on Amazon

Commissions always available!

Please see https://linktr.ee/xxxandreamartin for more information.

Huge thanks to my wonderful Patreon supporter:

Mike


Okay, here we go. First day. Big day. I’m nervous as fuck, but I’m not going to let it show. Time to get my game face on. I uncap the lipstick and apply a smooth, even layer of deep red across my lips, pouting into the standing mirror at the foot of my bed. A deliciously rich layer coats my naturally plump lips, making my mouth stand out even more than usual. My hand remains steady until the job is done, giving me a pang of hope. Maybe I’m not as nervous as I feel. Ah, who am I kidding? My heart is racing.

Despite my nerves, I’ve chosen to dress for success today. Spread out on the bed behind me is today’s outfit, my battle attire for the first day on the buyout team; a smart white blouse; a knee-length black skirt; stockings; and sensible black shoes with flat soles.

I put the cap back on the lipstick and quickly tie up my silky chestnut-brown hair into a firm bun, as I always do before work. Not a hair out of place. I’m tidy, immaculate, and presentable. My choice of underwear is also suitable for the office. I’m wearing plain black panties and a matching bra that grips my breasts nicely. My DD-cup breasts look fantastic in the reflection, giving me a little boost of confidence. There’s nothing that makes me feel as good as the sight of these firm boobs. Sure, they might be surgically enhanced, but I’ve never heard a word of complaint from anyone, least of all my husband. I used to be shy about my small chest, but now I feel confident, sexy, and feminine. Money well spent.

Next, I select a plain, simple pair of ear studs and slip the bars through my lobes. Easy. I look good. Perfect for the first day on my new team.

My hands tremble for a moment. I clench and unclench my fists, breathing in through the nose and out through the mouth. What’s going on with me today? It’s not like I’m going to a new job or a new city or anything like that. It’s just a new team, with a new mission.

I take a moment to calm down and study myself in the mirror. I’m looking good. My green feline-shaped eyes pop against a layer of dark eye shadow, resting beneath my freshly-plucked and elegantly arched eyebrows. I did a good job with my eyes today. The eye shadow is subtle and professional and gives my face a sexy, smoldering look. I have a thin, shapely nose and high cheek bones that enhance my face’s naturally slender shape, though I’ve added a faint hint of makeup to make my appearance pop. You can’t be too shy when trying to impress people for the first time.

My full lips stand out wonderfully in this deep red lipstick – full, sensual, noticeable. As with my eyes, they draw the gaze of others. My friend Kimberly says that my lips are kissable. My husband prefers to call them, “dick-sucking lips”, a statement that always earns him a firm, yet playful, slap on the arm.

The rest of me looks good too. My waist is slender, my stomach is toned. Not quite muscular, but you can tell that I work hard to stay in shape. I’m proud of my figure. These breasts fill out the bra perfectly and even remain firmly in place when I’m naked. It’s so strange that I never felt attractive until I had the enlargement. Sure, I’d get compliments from strangers in bars – even after getting married – and sometimes guys would openly hit on me, but it wasn’t until I gained these breasts that I felt worthy of such unwarranted attention. I’ve even had a couple of drunk-ass guys look me straight in the eye and ask if I do porn as if that was supposed to be some kind of compliment. News flash, guys: comparing women to porn actresses is not the smooth move you think it is. I always wondered what Will saw in me when we first started dating; on mornings like this, I see it. Even I have to admit that I look good. Desirable, even.

I turn in front of the mirror and check out my butt. It looks good, even to my critical eyes. Round, heart-shaped, and bouncy in all the right places. No surgery needed to make those curves look good, thank God, just hard work and decent genetics. My slim, athletic legs flow gracefully down to the floor, smooth as silk and hairless. I’ve always been tall, at least by female standards, so I rarely wear heels. Whenever I do, I often seem to tower over my husband. That thought makes me smile.

Looking at myself like this always makes me feel calmer. I’m good-looking. I’m sexy. I’m ready for whatever the day brings. I can do this.

Will walks into the bedroom and looks at me, eyes raking my barely-dressed body. I see him admiring me in the reflection and brace myself for a crude remark.

‘Holy shit, Nicole.’ He offers me a wolfish grin. ‘Are you sure you have to go to work today? We could both stay home and fuck. I’ll call in sick right now, just say the word.’

I choose to ignore my husband’s words and instead busy myself slipping into my skirt and blouse. He watches me dress with a smirk. When I bend over to pull the skirt up my legs, I hear a sharp intake of breath.

‘How do I look?’ I put my hands on my hips, delighted by what I see in the mirror. A smart, professional, beautiful woman. Yes, I look great. And I feel great, too.

‘Your ass looks amazing.’

I roll my eyes. That’s not what I want to hear right now. I know that my ass looks amazing; I don’t spend hours every week at the gym for nothing. Just once, I’d like my husband to be serious, instead of eye-fucking me.

‘First day on the job, how’re you feeling about it?’ His question is sincere and full of concern, but Will’s eyes linger on my butt. Maybe the skirt is a little tight on my shapely ass. I debate whether or not to change the skirt for a pair of black office pants, but finally decide to keep this current outfit. Despite his gazing, I feel good about what I’m wearing.

‘I’d feel a lot better about it if you remembered that it’s not a new job-’ My voice has an edge of irritation. He cuts me off before I can get too worked up.

‘It’s not a new job, it’s a new team overseeing the buyout.’ Will grins at me in the mirror. ‘See, I do listen.’

‘It’s a miracle.’ I step back and examine myself in the mirror again. I look good. Confident. Professional. ‘It’s gonna be a rough few months, you know. Lots of late nights, maybe some weekends too.’

‘I know, you’ve told me.’ Will stands behind me and slips his arms around my waist. This is much nicer. Why couldn’t he have done this sooner, instead of eyeing me up and commenting on my body? ‘I’m really proud of you.’

‘Thanks.’ I kiss him on the cheek, leaving a faint red smudge of lipstick. ‘I don’t know how long this buyout will be going on, but when it’s done…’

‘You’ll be in line for a promotion.’ He finishes my sentence as though repeating a mantra, reciting it all back to me. He wasn’t kidding, he does listen sometimes. ‘Guess that means the drinks will be on you, huh?’

I laugh and say, ‘It’s not like you could afford them, is it?’

Will kisses my neck. His lips are warm and the feel of his breath cascades over my skin. It’s soothing, comforting. But just when I think my husband is being cute and loving, he grabs my butt and squeezes.

‘We were having a moment here…’ I slap his hand away.

‘We are having a moment.’ He chuckles, clutching me tight. ‘How many moments do we have before you go to work?’

I feel his manhood pressing into my butt cheek and roll my eyes. Men. Why do they always think of sex at times like these? My mind couldn’t be further away from the subject right now.

‘Not enough for that.’ I pull away from him and adjust my skirt, smoothing out the wrinkles. ‘Besides, I just got dressed.’

‘Fine, fine.’ But just when I think that Will has dropped the subject, he continues. ‘How about a blowjob? You can keep your clothes on and I promise not to make a mess.’

I make a disgusted groan and step away, turning to face him with a mixture of irritation and nausea. He smirks, knowing that he’s getting under my skin. I hate his playful moods like this.

‘That better joke, dumbass. You know I don’t just give out blowjobs. I have to be really, really in the mood for that. Which means-’

‘Romance, candles, nice dinners.’ He taps the side of his head. ‘Always listening, babe.’

I click my tongue in mock frustration. He laughs and hugs me again. He says, ‘Hey, at least I took your mind off today, right?’

‘You did. But at what cost?’

We laugh. He takes my hands in his. I love the feel of his warm skin on mine. When he holds my hands like this, it always reminds me of our wedding day, standing under a flower arch in the warm spring sun.

‘What time do you get home?’ The cheeky expression on Will’s face suggests that he’s not asking to find out my dinner plans.

‘I have no idea. Could be five-thirty. Could be midnight.’ I shrug. ‘But I’ll let you know if I’m gonna be super late.’ Something suddenly clicks in my head. ‘Oh! I’m gonna grab a coffee with Kimberly after work unless I’m running crazy late. I’ll be back after that, okay?’

He throws up his hands in mock surrender and walks out of the room.

‘She doesn’t want sex with me, but she’ll have coffee with her friend… seems fair.’

I laugh and follow Will out of the room, to the stairs. I slap his ass.

‘Tell you what, toots, get dinner ready for me and I might throw you a bone.’

He laughs.

****

‘Morning! Excited?’

Kimberly appears at my side as I pour myself a cup of dark, rich coffee in the break room. Like me, she’s dressed in professional office attire – smart blouse, dark pants – and her short dark hair is neatly swept back behind her ears. She’s beaming at me.

‘Hey, Kimberly!’ I put the coffee pot back onto the machine and open a packet of low-calorie sweeteners. ‘Yeah, I’m really excited. How are you?’

She rolls her eyes. ‘Don’t ask. Between my husband snoring his head off all night and the baby waking up early, I pretty much haven’t slept.’

I offer a sympathetic grimace and push the coffee cup toward her, before grabbing another mug for myself.

‘Thanks.’ She takes the coffee. ‘Do me a favor, don’t have kids.’

I nod and make a fresh cup for myself. ‘Pretty sure you say that about everything. Don’t get a boyfriend, don’t get married…’

‘Yeah, and I was right about that, wasn’t I?’

We laugh and lean against the countertop together, looking through the windows at the open-plan office beyond. The floor is half-full already as our co-workers slowly flood into the building and sit at their desks, ready for the day.

‘Nervous?’

Kimberly’s question pulls me out of my daydream. I shoot her a look. She’s got this knowing smile on her face that tells me she knows exactly what’s going on in my head.

‘Is it that obvious?’ I thought I was doing a good job of appearing calm and steady, but Kimberly sees right through me.

‘You’re clutching that mug like it’s your lifeline. Calm down, chill out. It’s not that big a deal, right?’

I nod slowly, trying to believe her, but we both know it’s not true. The team to which I’ve been assigned is overseeing a large, important buyout. The kind of deal with multiple millions of dollars at stake. She’s trying to play it cool, but we both know that this is a high-pressure situation and success could mean huge rewards… and failure could mean disaster.

‘Hey, if this buyout goes in the toilet,’ she winks, ‘you’ve still got a good future as a stripper.’

I snort, almost shaking the cup in my hands.

‘I’m being serious.’ Her expression says that she’s being anything but. ‘I know a lot of guys who would pay good money to see you work a pole.’

‘What guys?’ I gesture to the office beyond the glass. ‘The only two guys I can think of are my husband and your husband.’

‘If hubby wants to drop some cash to see an ass, it better be mine.’

‘Thanks. I’ll mention it to Will, I’m sure he won’t have a problem with me getting naked for total strangers.’

Kimberly shrugs, her expression suggesting that there’s nothing at all wrong with it. She says, ‘Why would he mind? It’s not you’re having sex with the clientele. Stripping is all about looking and not touching. It’s like browsing a menu when you’re full.’

I shoot her an inquisitive look, wondering how the hell she knows so much about the profession of getting naked for money.

‘What?’ She shrugs again. ‘There was a documentary on TV the other night. How the other half live…’

I laugh again and turn back to the counter, stirring my coffee and inhaling the rich, dark aroma. It’s not the first time she’s made a crack about me becoming a stripper; she only ever makes that joke when sensing my unease about something, like this buyout, a job interview, or my wedding. She knows I wouldn’t do a thing like that. Not just because I’m married and would never cheat on Will, but because I’m not the type of woman to flaunt my body to others.

‘I’ll tell you what,’ Kimberly leans closer and drops her voice to a conspiratorial whisper, ‘after your job is done and you get promoted, we’ll have a girl’s night out and flirt with every hot guy we meet.’

I laugh. That’s something I love about Kimberly – she’s never changed in all the years we’ve been friends. Back when we first met, she was a total party animal. Even now, when she’s married with two kids, Kimberly has the same attitude that she did when we were younger. Sometimes I envy the way she sees the world.

‘All right, deal.’ We tap our mugs together in a mock toast. ‘But we’re only going to flirt, right?’

‘Says you.’ She gives me a sideways look. ‘If I meet a guy who wants to whisk me away from it all for one night, I’m not gonna say no.’

I laugh again. Classic Kimberly.

‘If you don’t like this new team,’ she says, shrugging with indifference, ‘you can always switch jobs with me. I’m sure you’ll love booking transport, hotels, arranging itineraries, paying expenses, and all that fun stuff.’

‘No, thanks. You can keep that.’

Kimberly sighs as if to say that I’ve lost out.

‘All right,’ I blow into my mug and steel my nerves. ‘Okay. I’ll go find the rest of my team. Do you know where we’re meeting?’

Kimberly points down the hall. ‘They’ve booked a conference room for you guys. Good luck!’

I walk out of the break room and head across the office, keeping my face neutral and impassive. The open-plan floor leads me down a hallway filled with large, expansive offices and conference rooms. My office is along here, but I’m not going there right now. I find the conference room in question, with a large sign taped to the front that declares this space to be the exclusive area of the buyout team. The conference room windows are made from that special blackout glass – one press of a button and nobody can see inside. Right now, the glass is dark and impenetrable, so I can’t see how many people are waiting inside. Okay, Nicole. It’s game time. When I walk through this door, my life could very well change forever. I might get a promotion at the end of this. Or a huge raise.

Or we could all drop the ball and get fired.

That thought doesn’t do much to calm my nerves. I take a long, slow breath through my nose and inhale the scent of fresh coffee. That smell gives me the confidence I need to open the door.

The first thing I see is a large, round conference table with a series of evenly-spaced empty leather chairs. There’s a computer and whiteboard at the far end of the room and a small table in the corner with a small station for hot drinks and biscuits.

But the room isn’t empty. One person is standing in here, looking out the window at the surrounding fields and trees some ten stories below. He’s a tall guy, at least six feet, and dressed in a smart dark blue suit. He turns around at the sound of me closing the door and looks at me with a friendly, easy smile.

My heart skips a beat. This guy isn’t just good-looking; he’s downright gorgeous. He has a rugged handsomeness to his features that makes my knees tremble slightly. I set my mug down at a space on the conference table and walk over to him, returning his friendly smile with one of my own.

‘Hi, I’m Nicole.’ His hand presses against mine and I’m suddenly aware of how large this guy’s frame is. Broad shoulders and firm legs and a wide chest. Even if I wore heels, I’d be looking up at him.

The man shakes my hand for a moment and I feel a spark of electricity jolt through my body at his touch. He has big, powerful hands that seem to pulse with raw strength. If he wanted, he could pull me in close and there is nothing I could do to stop him.

‘Nice to meet you, Nicole. Name’s Jensen.’

Oh, my God. His voice is deep and masculine and almost ripples through me. The sound takes my breath away for a second, but then I see his eyes and everything seems to go in slow motion. Jensen has the most amazing piercing blue eyes I’ve ever seen on a man. They remind me of the ocean on my honeymoon – sapphire waves under azure skies. Everything about this guy makes my heart flutter. His size, his shape, his looks. It’s like a sculptor designed the perfect male specimen and carved him from marble. He has a strong jawline, a thick neck, and a way of looking at me that causes heat to flood my stomach. If I’m being honest with myself, this guy is H-O-T.

He releases my hand and surveys me with infinite coolness. Suddenly I become aware that I’m staring at him like a teenager meeting a pop star. Heat touches my cheeks. I step back, folding my arms, trying to play cooler than I feel.

‘So, Jensen, are you the lead on this project?’

He gives a good-natured chuckle and says, ‘God, no. I’m not paid nearly enough to lead a project this big. I’ve been transferred across from the Midwest office to help handle the legal side of things.’

‘Hey, me too! I mean, not the Midwest office. But you probably already know that, right? I work in the legal team; guess we’ll be on this together.’

My voice is way too excited. I sound almost giddy. God, what the fuck is wrong with me? I’m not like this. I don’t get all gooey around guys, even if they are as drop-dead gorgeous as him. And besides – I’m married. There’s nothing that I could do even if I wanted to.

‘Oh really?’ His blue eyes sparkle with interest. ‘That’s awesome. We’ll be seeing a lot of each other then, huh?’

‘I sure hope so.’

It takes me a second for my brain to reconnect and process the words that just fell out of my mouth. I blush and glance away, wishing the ground would swallow me whole. What am I doing? This guy is almost the total opposite of my husband. He’s tall, muscular, outgoing… he’s absolutely, definitely not my type at all.

So why do I feel like a teenager around her first crush?

‘Are you local at all?’

Jensen’s question brings me thumping back to reality. I stare at him for a second.

‘Huh?’

‘I mean, do you live around here? Like, are you local to the area, or are you from out of state as well?’

‘Oh!’ I shake my head and force a laugh. Christ, this is so embarrassing. What a way to fumble a first impression, Nicole. ‘Yeah, I live around here. This is my home office.’ Something sparks in my head and I put two and two together. ‘Wait, where are you staying if you’re not from around here?’

‘They’ve put me up in this rented place about thirty minutes from here,’ Jensen says, nodding vaguely in the direction of his commute. ‘I barely know my way around town yet.’

‘I’d be happy to give you the tour sometime.’ Again, I curse myself for sounding way too eager. ‘You know, if you want. No pressure or anything.’

He nods slowly, shooting me another disarming grin. My heartbeat accelerates under his gaze. He reminds me of all the bad boys at school, the ones who seemed to be able to date any girl they wanted without issue.

‘I’d love that. It would give us a chance to get to know each other better.’ His words are friendly, with absolutely no hidden meaning, but my mind immediately seizes on the phrase “get to know each other better”. I brush a loose strand of hair behind my ear. ‘Actually, I was wondering if you knew where the nearest gym is.’

Now it’s my turn to give him a friendly smile. I say, ‘What makes you think I go to the gym?’

He looks me up and down in a slow movement, gazing at my body from head to toe. The way he looks at me makes my heart tingle. I feel a curious warmth in my belly. His eyes rest for a moment on my enhanced chest and I see the faintest hint of a smile tug at the corners of his lips. I can’t explain why, but I don’t feel like he’s ogling me. If anything, I feel like he’s admiring me, assessing my worth, and liking what he sees.

‘You go to the gym.’ His tone is emphatic, decisive. ‘I can tell.’

‘You can tell just from looking at me?’ I glance at my body, wondering what he’s seeing that I don’t.

‘Oh yeah.’ He gestures at my legs. ‘You have some pretty good calf muscles. Either you walk to work every day, or you’re serious about cardio. Plus, you have nice shoulders.’ My hand instinctively rises, fingers moving to press the muscle in my arms, but I catch it halfway and stop. ‘I guess you lift as well, am I right?’

‘You guess right.’ I bow my head in respect.

‘I’d bet money you look after your ass, too.’

His statement takes me by surprise. I look away for a moment, but his confident smile lingers in the corner of my vision. My heart flutters. I feel like I’d taken a shot of tequila – warm, mellow, and lightheaded. What confuses me the most is that I don’t feel degraded or creeped out by his words. When my husband talks about my body, it devalues me. When this guy talks about my figure, I feel complimented. It doesn’t make any sense to me.

‘How did you know that?’ I haven’t turned around once since entering the room, there’s no way he’s seen my butt in this skirt. That’s gotta be a lucky guess.

Jensen nods towards the windows running along one wall. The glass is tinted and darkened, but I can see our reflections in the window. I see Jensen, standing tall and broad and muscular. I see myself, standing shorter, with my curves fully on display. Holy shit. My ass looks almost as round as a soccer ball.

‘Oh!’ I blush and change my stance, trying not to stick out my ass so much. He chuckles in amusement.

‘Don’t worry about it.’ He waves a dismissive hand in the air. ‘Don’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable at all or anything. I was impressed. You work out, am I right?’

‘I’m not super hardcore or anything, but I like to keep in shape. I love working up a sweat.’

‘My kinda woman.’

He looks me in the eyes again and that warmth in my belly becomes a dull burning flame. Holy shit, what is wrong with me? One handsome guy makes eyes at me and I’m almost a drooling mess on the floor. Dammit, Nicole. Get it together!

I glance at myself in the glass and almost gasp at the sight. I’m standing with my feet shoulder-width apart, toes pointed toward him, my hips leaning forward and my chest raised out. I am subconsciously displaying all the signs of attraction.

If this handsome man notices, he doesn’t say anything. Jensen keeps his cool, friendly eyes on my face. I hurry to correct my posture, adopting a looser and more aloof stance, but it doesn’t quiet my thumping heat. What the hell is happening to me? I’ve been around attractive guys before and managed to keep a cool head. Granted, this is probably the single most gorgeous man I’ve ever met, but still, I should be able to control myself.

‘Your kinda woman?’

He nods, still with that easy, calm grin. It’s such a charming look on a guy like him. Heat touches my cheeks again. But that’s not the only place. That dull burning flame in my gut spreads. Warmth begins to pool in my sex. Oh, fuck! Can he tell? Am I squirming? Do I look aroused or ashamed?

Before I can say anything else, the door opens and a small group of people walk in, men and women all decked out in smart professional clothing. At the head is a middle-aged man in thick glasses, the manager of our particular outfit. He glances at us and nods.

‘Ah, Jensen, you’re already up here, we were waiting for you in the lobby.’

‘Sorry Rob, I thought I was running late.’ Jensen shoots me a wink.

We make our way over to the table and sit down, Jensen choosing a spot several chairs away from me, but still in my eye line around the circle. I blow on my coffee and raise the mug to my lips.

The meeting begins. Rob takes center stage before the whiteboard, presenting us with his slideshow of facts, figures, statistics, and estimates.

‘So, as you know, we’ve bought a small, but similar business over in Cape Grande.’ Rob pauses for effect, looking around the room. ‘I think the senior team was hoping we could get some of their famously beautiful beach weather, but, alas, that hasn’t happened yet.’

We make a polite murmuring chuckle. Rob continues, but my attention drifts. Normally I’m all ears for this kind of meeting, but I can’t stop thinking about Jensen – both because I made an ass of myself and also because there is still a dull, lingering heat in my womanhood. I squirm in the seat and rub my thighs together, shocked at how aroused I am. I usually only feel this erotically charged after a long, romantic night with Will – and even then, with a bottle of wine inside me to loosen up. All I did was talk to this gorgeous man and I’m practically drooling from both ends.

I can’t help but glance over at Jensen now and then. Even his profile is incredibly masculine. God, what a jawline. He’s absurdly good-looking. Tall, handsome, muscular, friendly, charming… He ticks all the boxes.

Jensen turns and catches me looking. I hurriedly glance down at the table and try to act like I wasn’t just staring in his direction. After a few seconds, I look back his way again. Jensen is looking toward the whiteboard, but he has a smirk tugging at the corner of his lips.

****

‘How was it?’

Kimberly pushes the stroller up to the table and sets her bag of baby stuff down. I exhale in exaggerated tiredness and gently brush her baby’s soft hair. He gurgles at me and starts playing with the colorful spinning blocks attached to the front of the stroller, blissfully happy in his little world of sights and sounds.

The coffee house is only around half-full at the moment, with many tables empty. There are two or three people in the queue at the cash register, ordering or waiting for their drinks to be made. Hidden speakers play soft background music.

‘That bad huh?’ Kimberly grins. She takes off her jacket and sits in the empty chair opposite me. I push a milky latte across the table toward her. ‘Thanks, how much do I owe you?’

I shrug off her question and lift my mug of rich, warm coffee. After spending all damn day in the conference room, I’ve more than earned this.

‘It wasn’t bad, I guess.’ I gesture with my hand. ‘I’ve definitely had worse days. But there’s only so long you can pay attention in a meeting like that, you know?’

‘Oh, honey. I know.’ Kimberly pauses to take the napkin out from under her cup and brush something off her baby’s cheeks. ‘How do you always get so filthy? I cleaned you when we left daycare…’

‘He’s so beautiful.’

‘That’s what they all say. You want him?’

I smile. Kimberly screws up the napkin and tosses it on the table. She sighs and says, ‘All right, enough of that. Any hot gossip?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘You know, any rumors? Any spicy stories? Surely someone in your new team is sleeping with someone else. C’mon, I’m dying over here.’

I laugh at the pained desperation on her face.

‘Sorry Kimberly, gonna have to disappoint you there. It’s not that kind of team.’

Kimberly groans with theatrical boredom and shakes her head at me. She should have been an actress. She’s wasted in the world of accounting.

‘Actually, there was one thing…’ I lean forward with a conspiratorial grin, recalling one event from today that Kimberly would appreciate. ‘There’s this guy on the team.’

‘Oh?’ Kimberly’s face brightens instantly. If there’s one thing she loves, it’s the thrill of gossip and scandal.

‘His name is Jensen.’ I describe him to Kimberly, letting her conjure up the image of a tall man with a great body and a handsome face and a deep voice and piercing blue eyes. She listens with obvious interest, hanging on my every word. Her lips are parted in breathless anticipation as my story unfolds and when I mention how I almost jumped at the chance to show Jensen around town, Kimberly laughs.

‘That’s hilarious!’ She puts her cup on the table to avoid spilling it while she shakes with laughter. ‘How old are you? Holy hell, this guy must be crazy hot for you to act like a lost puppy.’

I laugh along with her. With the benefit of hindsight, it is pretty funny that I acted so out of character over a guy like Jensen. I have no idea what came over me. Even during the meeting, I kept casting furtive glances in Jensen’s direction.

But here, outside the office and in the cold light of day – or the setting sun, at least – I can look back on my silly behavior and acknowledge how silly it was.

‘So, this guy is pretty hot, huh?’ Kimberly leans on her forearms, eyes flashing with childish glee.

‘I gotta admit, he’s not my type, but…’ I let the sentence hang in the air and drink my coffee. Kimberly giggles with excitement.

‘On, like, a scale of one to ten?’ Kimberly is like a dog with a chew toy. She’s never going to let this go and move on. ‘I mean, hypothetically. If you were forced to give him a score.’

‘If I had to?’ I ponder the question for a moment. Should I be honest or tell a small lie? ‘I’d give him… maybe an eight?’

‘Gimme a break!’ Kimberly looks wounded and glances at her baby, happily playing and drooling on his chin. ‘There’s no way in H – E – double L that a guy makes you squirm as much as he did is only a freaking eight!’

I shrug and look away, not wanting her to see through me. She tuts and drinks more of her coffee before talking again.

‘What are you gonna do about it?’

The question takes me by surprise.

‘What do you mean?’

‘You’re totally into this guy, right? And it sounded like he thinks you’re hot too. So, what are you going to do about it?’

I shake my head and hold up my left hand, letting the silver wedding band gleam under the coffee house lights.

‘I’m not going to do anything about it. I’m married. There’s nothing I can do. Sure, he’s a nice-looking guy, but that’s all there is to it.’

‘Sure, sure.’ It doesn’t sound like Kimberly is convinced by my protests. ‘You always get giddy around handsome guys with deep voices and blue eyes and muscular bodies.’

I poke out my tongue at her, starting to regret sharing the story of my encounter with Jensen. I knew she would get a kick out of it, but I never realized that she would love it this much.

‘What would you do if he asked you out?’ Kimberly looks at me with bright, burning eyes.

‘Uh, not that it would ever happen,’ I say holding up both palms in a gesture of pacification, ‘but I’d politely decline. C’mon, I’m not going to, you know…’ I lower my voice to a hushed whisper. ‘Cheat on Will.’

‘Who said that? I didn’t say that.’ She shakes her head. ‘Talking to this guy isn’t cheating. Flirting with this guy sure isn’t. Nothing wrong with, say, grabbing a drink together. Maybe getting to know each other.’

I shoot her a loaded look and say, ‘We both know what your version of “getting to know” someone entails.’

She replies with a wicked grin. ‘It’s all about compromise. Getting to know someone isn’t cheating. “Just the tip” isn’t cheating.’

I laugh so hard I have to let go of my cup.

‘Next thing you know,’ Kimberly beams at my reaction, ‘you’ve got one leg in the air saying that using a condom isn’t cheating.’

‘Jesus, Kimberly!’

I wipe a tear from my eye and look across the table at her smug, beaming face. I say, ‘In case you forgot, I’m married to Will. Heck, for all I know, he might be married too.’

‘Guys like him don’t get married.’ She speaks with such authority that I find myself listening intently. ‘Guys like him – hot, good-looking guys – they play the field as long as they can before settling down. Assuming he even wants to settle down. Domestic bliss is not for everyone.’

She pauses and wipes drool off her baby’s chin again. He gurgles and giggles, waving his arms and slapping the spinning blocks.

‘What if you could get away with it?’ She turns her attention back to me, that wicked gleam back in her eye. ‘Like, nobody would ever find out. Would you do it?’

‘Do what?’

‘Him, obviously.’

I laugh, amused by her joke. But she’s not kidding. Her face is serious.

‘No, I wouldn’t do that. I’m not that kind of person. I don’t even think he’s that good-looking.’

‘Oh please!’ Kimberly’s eyes almost roll out of her head. ‘From the way you gushed over him just now, I thought you were going to need some fresh underwear. You’re so into this guy.’

‘I’m not into him.’ Her accusation almost hurts me. ‘I was polite and professional all day long. Maybe I didn’t expect someone so young and handsome on the team.’

‘How old was he?’

‘It didn’t come up. I think he’s a couple of years older than me. Maybe about the same age as Will?’

Kimberly shoots me a wicked grin and says, ‘My girl loves the older man.’

‘Shut up.’

Kimberly laughs into her drink and finishes it off in one long swallow.

‘It’s totally natural that you’re looking around, you know. How long have you and Will been together now?’

I do some quick math in my head before replying, ‘Together? Nine years now. Six years married; it’ll be seven soon.’

She nods like a wise old sage, as though she knows something I don’t.

‘What?’ I feel a pang of irritation rising in my chest. As much as love Kimberly, she always acts as though she has so much more worldly knowledge than me. That’s partly true, I guess, but it irks me when she acts all superior like this.

‘You got the seven-year itch.’

‘I don’t have any kind of itch.’

Kimberly laughs. She recovers and says, ‘No, not that kind of itch. The seven-year itch. The feeling of comfort and familiarity and routine in a marriage. It’s nice at first, but around the seven-year mark, you start wondering what else is out there. Your eyes start to wander…’

I scoff.

‘My eyes aren’t wandering! They’ve never been wandering less. I’m happy with Will, and nothing is going to happen with this guy. I just thought you’d appreciate a bit of office gossip.’

Kimberly shoots me a look that suggests she believes my tale of Jensen is far more than mere gossip but says nothing. She pouts in mock disapproval and nurses her cup before speaking again.

‘Well, if you’re not gonna do anything with this guy, point him in my direction, will you?’

Now it’s my turn to laugh.

‘What are you going to do, pay him to babysit?’

Kimberly rolls her eyes. She leans over the table and strokes her baby’s adorable chubby cheek.

‘I used to be fun,’ she says, sounding almost wistful and regretful. ‘You know how I celebrated my twenty-first birthday?’ I shake my head. ‘With twenty-one guys. It was the hottest night of my life. I used to go to bars and meet guys and hook up with anyone I wanted. Look at me now. Two small children and a husband who barely touches me. Gotta get my kicks somehow.’

Her sudden change in tone takes me off-guard. One minute we’re giggling about a hot guy and the next she’s reminiscing about her sex-filled past.

‘Hey, you lived a crazier life than I did,’ I say, touching her on the arm. ‘Before I met Will, I only had two serious boyfriends.’

‘Now I just feel bad for you.’ She laughs, returning to her usual self. ‘Poor girl, never really lived.’

I finish my coffee and put the empty mug down. A strange silence settles over us for a few moments, before I break it.

‘What was it like?’

‘What was what like?’

‘Twenty-one guys.’

She flashes me her most mischievous grin. She says, ‘It was so damn good. I still think about it when I want to get off, or when hubby is flailing around down there, trying to make me come.’

I laugh and check my watch. It’s time to get home.

‘I gotta run,’ I say. ‘But I’ll see you tomorrow?’

‘If I make that far.’

I laugh and kiss her baby on his wonderfully soft head and make for the door.

****

‘Oh, wow! You actually did all this?’

The dining table is laid and there’s a pot bubbling on the stove. Will rushes around the kitchen, placing cutlery on the table and checking on the oven. I’ve never walked into my home and seen such domestication before.

‘Hey, honey!’ He pauses long enough to kiss me on the cheek. ‘How was work?’

‘Jeez, what a day!’

I drop my bag by the kitchen door and take a seat, enticed by the numerous exquisite smells in the air. Will presents a bottle of white wine and pours two glasses. I take my glass and swallow a big mouthful. It’s crisp, refreshing, and hits the spot.

‘One minute, babe.’ Will turns his attention back to the oven. ‘I’m about ready to plate, then you can tell me all about it.’

I sit and watch him pull trays out of the oven and place piping-hot food onto the plates. In no time at all, I’m staring at a wonderful meal of fish and boiled potatoes, with a crisp green salad on the side. Will sits on the chair opposite and raises his glass to me.

‘To my wife, the big, powerful businesswoman!’

I laugh. We clink glasses and start eating. It’s a good meal.

‘Didn’t know I married a regular Gordon Ramsey,’ I say, chewing a piece of fish. ‘A girl could get used to this treatment.’

Will chuckles. He says, ‘C’mon, tell me about your day. I want to hear all about it.’

I take a sip of wine and start talking. Unlike when I told Kimberly about my day, this time I’m a little more selective in the details of the story.

‘Not much to tell, to be honest. First day, so it was more about meeting the team – there’s people from all over the country. We spent the whole day in a conference room, looking at a slideshow. I almost fell asleep.’

He grins.

‘What’s the team like? Are there lots of people like you?’

‘No, not really. Most of them are a lot older than me. There’s this one guy – I think he said he was working the legal angle, too – he’s about your age. Seemed like a nice enough guy, pretty friendly.’

Naturally, I neglect to tell my husband how insanely attractive this other man is; how I gushed and offered to be his tour guide around town; or how my heart raced when he admired my body. These are things better kept private.

‘Sounds like a nice guy.’ Will shoves a huge piece of fish in his mouth and chews it while I grimace at him. ‘Did they say anything about the promotion?’

‘Nah, they never do. If I get my hopes up, it won’t happen.’

He nods. We fall into silence and devour the meal. It’s really good. Just what I needed after such a bland, boring day. We finish off the bottle of wine and I excuse myself to hop in the shower and fresh up. I need to wash the scent of the office from my skin.

Warm water cascades over my naked body; trickling down my back; running down my legs; pooling across my firm breasts. It feels so nice and refreshing after a long, boring day in the meeting room. I gently soap my body, inhaling the wonderful aroma of fruit as the lotion glides over my skin.

I sense movement and turn to the glass door. Will tosses his clothes into the laundry basket and steps into the shower with me. He gently wraps his arms around me and kisses my head. It feels safe and warm and perfect. All my other thoughts and doubts and worries slowly fade into the background. The only thing that matters right now is the feeling of my husband’s body pressing into mine. I sigh with happiness.

His hands begin to explore me, gently massaging soapy lotion into my back before sliding lower, now caressing and squeezing my butt. I put my arms around his neck and kiss him slowly, tenderly, and lovingly. Our tongues meet and dance together, flickering like the flames of love. I moan into Will’s mouth. His manhood rises and thickens, swelling against my thigh. The sensation of his growing arousal floods my sex with liquid warmth, spurring me on, encouraging me to take this further.

Will breaks off our kiss and places his lips on my neck, applying gentle, loving pressure to the most sensitive part of my throat. I moan louder, the sound audible even over the rushing water. He brings one hand around to the front and cups my womanhood, his fingers gliding over the small patch of hair that points towards the entrance to my sacred cleft. I moan again.

‘We should do it right here.’ Will’s voice is thick with arousing. He sounds almost drunk on lust. ‘Do you want to fuck in the shower?’

As turned on as I am right now, I still have a tiny rational voice in my head that tells me what to do. As hot as it would be to make love right here, right now, Will doesn’t have any protection. The box of condoms is concealed in the drawer next to my bed, and I’ve never once had sex without one.

‘We need a condom.’ It’s hard to sound in control when his fingers are gently parting my intimate lips. Warm water courses down both of us, turning me on even more. ‘Oh, fuck, come on, let’s get out and grab one…’

‘What’s the harm?’ He keeps teasing and caressing my most sensitive parts, his fingertips brushing and circling my swollen clit. ‘You’re on birth control, right? Let’s do it here…’

Oh, fuck… what a tempting offer. Right here, under the warm, pouring water, his bare cock pumping in and out of me…

‘No, not here.’ My brain betrays my body. There’s nothing I would like more than to make passionate love to Will in the shower, but my brain won’t let me take the risk. Better to use birth control and a condom. ‘Come on, let’s go to bed. Make love to me.’

I turn the water off and pull away from him, a lusty smile on my thick, full lips. If Will is disappointed, he doesn’t show it. His manhood throbs, thick and full, bobbing in the air. I step out of the shower and grab a towel and rush back into the bedroom with a delighted giggle, loving the sensation of cool air on my body. There are few things more arousing than being naughty like this. I toss the towel onto the bed and turn back to find Will right behind me.

He wraps his arms around me and plants a fierce, passionate kiss on my lips. Electricity surges through my body, sparks exploding behind my eyes. I return his kiss with a hungry, urgent need, my sex yearning for satisfaction.

We fall back onto the towel, water droplets cascading from our bodies onto the bed. We ignore it. Nothing matters right now. Nothing except the need to connect; the desire to share a mutual, loving experience that only we can give. My legs part, allowing him to kneel before my altar. His hands caress my body, thumbs teasing my hard, dark nipples. I moan into his mouth again.

Will leans back, an erotic smile tugging at the corners of his lips. He steps back off the bed and kneels, bringing his face close to my most intimate areas. I watch him with breathless anticipation, seeing the gleam in his eyes and feeling the warmth of his breath brushing my aching, red-hot sex.

He kisses my cleft slowly and with love. A gasping groan escapes my lips. Heat blooms in my chest. My womanhood parts and opens at his touch like a flower in the spring sun. He kisses me again and again, gently teasing my throbbing clit, before gliding south, parting my swollen lips with his tongue, before arriving and settling at his goal. Will’s tongue gently probes my yearning entrance, making me gasp long and loud, moaning at the sensation of his mouth lapping at my drooling hole.

‘Oh fuck, baby…’ I squeeze my breasts, delighting at how firm the skin feels at my touch. ‘That feels so fucking good…’

Will growls in lust, sending little tremors and vibrations through my most sensitive areas. I gasp again. He softly licks and laps and teases my tight slit, fucking me with his tongue in slow, steady motions. I moan louder and louder. A firestorm ignites in my belly, driving me wild. I want to come. I want him to make me come!

His tongue laps with fervent intensity now, flicking across my aching pussy and plunging into my creamy hole. Every flick and stroke and thrust stokes the fire in my belly, making it burn more fiercely than before. His hands grip my thighs, spreading me wide. I am helpless to resist his hunger. It feels wonderful.

The fire burns hotter inside me. I’m on the cusp of bliss, skirting the edge of erotic satisfaction. My fingers pinch and tease my hard dark nipples, sending little jolts of rapturous pleasure through me. Will’s tongue continues lapping at my glistening hole, his warm breath cascading over my cleft, each stroke more intensely erotic than the last.

Then I feel something new and unexpected and not unpleasant. I feel the sensation of Will’s finger gently probing my ass, teasing the entrance, as though testing my opening. I gasp louder. It feels wrong and yet the sensation of being touched in such a forbidden place makes me tremble. Jolts of pleasure shoot through my body.

‘Oh my god! What are you doing to me?’

My cry echoes around in the room in a sudden gasping wail of pleasure. The fire burns white-hot in my belly now, threatening to spill over and consume me entirely. His finger teases my tightest, most intimate hole, applying enough pressure to finally send me over the edge and cup a hand over my mouth to muffle the cries.

I spasm with pleasure, every cell in my body vibrating in orgasmic joy at the same time. My legs jerk, trying to close, but Will holds them open, forcing me to receive this pleasure, making me endure the rapturous sensation of his lapping tongue and probing fingers. Pleasure explodes through me, causing my vision to blur. I grip the bed with grasping hands, toes curling in the air, groaning in wordless ecstasy again and again. Every stroke of his hot tongue sends another ripple of electric bliss through my skin, forcing more erotic cries from my lips.

Finally, he leans back, separating my sex from his tongue. His lips and chin gleam with my dew. He wears a wicked smile, still teasing my ass with one careful, gentle finger.

‘You like that?’ His eyes sparkle with erotic intent. My chest is rising and falling so fast that I can’t reply. ‘You love it when I make you come, don’t you?’

I nod, still coming down from my explosive orgasm. I gesture for him to continue, to make love to me, to bring this wonderful moment to its inevitable conclusion. Having an orgasm is fine and all, but there’s nothing better than sharing the moment with your loved one.

‘You like this?’ Will’s finger continues gently brushing and caressing my tightest hole, teasing the sensitive puckered flesh at the entrance.

My only response is a low, breathy moan. It’s hard to think clearly with so much wonderful stimulation.

‘Yeah? You want me to fuck this ass?’ Will stands up, his rock-hard cock pointing at me like an accusing finger of judgment. ‘You want this cock in your asshole?’

‘What?’ I stare at him, puzzled. When the hell did we discuss this? It feels like this situation went from zero to one hundred pretty damn quickly. ‘What are you talking about?’

‘I’m talking about me fucking your tight ass, babe.’

Will illustrates his point by rubbing the head of his manhood against my most intimate hole. It feels nice, I can’t lie, but it’s not what I want right now.

‘Don’t you want to make love to me?’ I pull back a little, not wanting him to get the wrong impression. ‘Come on, get a condom and let’s have some fun together.’

‘I thought we were having fun…’ He still has that erotic glint in his eyes. ‘We’ve never done anal together, babe. Don’t you want to try it?’

I sit up and rest on my elbows. Where is this coming from? Why can’t my husband just make love to me without trying to make our sex life the scene of some degrading porn film?

‘Not right now.’ I push him away gently with one foot. ‘Don’t be upset – I’ve never done that with anybody. You know that.’

‘Right, right…’ He nods, as though understanding, then circles back for one more pass. ‘But I’m your husband, so if anybody should do it…’

‘Not tonight.’ For God’s sake, I can feel the fire in my gut beginning to flicker and dwindle. The longer he takes to get on with it, the less I’m going to enjoy having sex. ‘Maybe another time.’

Will flashes me a big, bright smile, as though I’ve said the very thing he wanted to hear.

‘Our anniversary is coming up,’ he says, rubbing his cock with one absent-minded hand. ‘How about then?’

I sigh and throw up both hands in defeat. If agreeing to this will shut him the fuck up so we can have sex, then fine, I agree.

‘Okay, we can try it.’ I hold up a finger to stop Will before starts celebrating prematurely. ‘But you’re going to get the lube. And I had better be in the right mood. I mean it! I’m talking candles, flowers, romance – if you want this, you’re gonna earn it, you follow me?’

He nods, almost bubbling over with excitement, and rushes to the nightstand. He pulls out a half-empty pack of condoms and tears one open with undisguised enthusiasm, unrolling the latex down his swollen manhood. Finally, we’re ready to begin. I place two fingers on my aching sex and tease myself, reigniting the flame and stoking it back to a warm glow.

‘You want me to fuck you?’ Will pushes my legs apart, standing before me as though I’ve been conquered. ‘You want me to fuck you with this big, hard cock?’

‘Yes.’ I say the word through gritted teeth, hating the way Will talks to me when he gets turned on. No matter how many times I ask him not to do this, he always tries to talk like our bedroom is the set of a porn flick. ‘Stop teasing me, get over here.’

He climbs on the bed, kneeling between my legs and pushing his manhood to my yearning entrance. I shudder with anticipation, with need, with the primal urge to be satisfied and climax with my lover. I grab his shoulders and pull him onto me.

My husband slowly plunges forward. His manhood spears my entrance and pushes inside. My body offers no resistance to him. I need this so much. A moan of sheer erotic delight explodes from my chest. I clutch Will tighter, pulling him closer to me, needing to feel that wonderful cock plunge inside me. No time for games, no time for teasing. I want it. I need it!

‘Oh fuck! Yes!’ I moan in blissful passion, surrendering my body to him. I’m not in control any longer. Will can do whatever he wants to me – well, not absolutely anything, but I’m in the zone right now. ‘Oh God, Will! Fuck me!’

‘I’m gonna fuck you!’ His voice is a breathless, furious exhale of burning need. ‘I’m gonna fuck you so deep and hard!’

My fingers rake his body, leaving light red streaks on his flesh. He gasps in pleasure and pain, body writhing above me. His cock pumps in and out of me, deep and hard, filling me to the limit over and over. I feel his full, swollen balls slap my ass with every stroke. Fuck, it’s so good!

‘You like getting fucked like this, huh?’ Will grins at me, looking slightly manic in his pleasure. ‘You like having my big fucking cock in you?’

I nod, trying to ignore him. All I want is to enjoy the feeling and lose myself in the moment. His attempts at dirty talk are making it hard for me to concentrate on the pleasure of making love.

‘Yeah, you fucking love it! Tell me you fucking love it!’

‘I love it.’

‘You love being my slut!’

I dig my nails into his skin hard enough to make him gasp, trying to shut him up. If there’s one thing I hate, it’s being called a slut by the man I love. But it doesn’t work. Instead of making him cool off, the feel of my aggressive clawing only drives him wilder.

‘That’s my fucking slut! You love getting rough, huh?’

He paws at my breasts now, with all the skill and grace of a horny teenager, twirling his thumbs around my nipples as though my body is a videogame controller. I fight the urge to grimace and force myself to focus on the good feelings; the warmth of his body; the way he fills my tight tunnel; the sensation of our skin building friction.

‘I love these fucking tits!’ His smile is probably intended to be passionate, but it looks vaguely menacing. ‘I fucking love your huge tits! I just wanna fuck them and come all over you!’

‘Shut up and kiss me!’

I grab his head and pull him down, silencing him with my lips. He responds to my kiss with his own primal need, thrusting his tongue into my mouth while his rock-hard cock pumps in and out of my soaking pussy. Fuck, give me more! Just like this!

He kisses me hard and deep, fucking me with all the fire and passion in his soul. I can feel his body stiffening, his movements growing frantic and furious as passion bubbles over and he starts to lose control. He moans into my mouth, tongue colliding with mine over and over again, hands pawing at my body, body grinding with me in mutual ecstasy. He’s close. I can feel it. Just a little longer…

‘Are you gonna come?’ I say, breaking off our kiss for a moment, panting and gasping with the effort.

‘Yeah!’ He keeps pumping me, that wonderful cock filling my tight tunnel over and over again. It feels so wonderful. I feel whole and complete.

‘Me too!’

I pull him into another hard, passionate kiss before he can respond with something dirty or degrading. We moan together, sharing the wonder of our combined love, enjoying the warmth and intimacy of this perfect embrace. My sex burns for him, growing hotter with every pump of his cock, getting wetter with the wonderful intensity of his loving invasion. He moans into my mouth again, on the edge of the precipice.

Now I roll us over, putting myself on top, and leaning back to take us both to the end of the ride together. He grabs my thighs, holding on tight as my hips buck and rock, bouncing his manhood back and forth inside me. He moans in the back of his throat. I smile. My tight pussy lips grip and squeeze as the familiar fire explodes in my chest once again. I toss my head back and cry out in wordless love.

‘Fuck!’ Will’s final cry of pleasure is a strangled outburst. He closes his eyes and surrenders his body to my rhythm.

We climax together. His orgasm spurts into the condom, thudding harmlessly against my inner walls, sending tiny pinpricks of pleasure through me. I ride the wave of my orgasm, still riding his pulsating manhood. Part of me wishes I was brave enough to forgo the condom and rely entirely on birth control, but it’s always better to be double safe than triple sorry, as my mom used to say.

The moment passes. I smile down at him, lost in love. This was wonderful. Our shared warmth pools in the deepest part of my body, spreading waves of intimacy through me. It’s a blissful feeling; one almost as sweet and tender as the act of making love itself.

‘I love you,’ I say, watching his flushed face as he slowly returns to earth.

‘Fuck, I love you too.’

He reaches out for me. I extend my hands, assuming that my husband wants to intertwine fingers together in a gesture of love.

But no.

Instead, Will’s hands rise through the air and settle on my breasts, groping me like a piece of meat instead of the adoring wife who just made love to him.

‘And I love these fucking tits!’ His gentle smile turns into a shit-eating grin, the kind of smirk that makes my skin crawl. Whenever he looks at me this way, I feel like nothing more than a pair of tits.

I sigh and push his hands away, saying, ‘I didn’t get these done for you. This was my birthday present to me.’

‘I know that.’ He still has that unattractive wolfish grin. ‘But I’m the one who gets to enjoy them the most.’

I climb off him, trying to hide my frustration and disappointment. We were so close to having a tender, romantic moment, but he had to open his damn mouth and spoil it. Not for the first time in my marriage, I wonder if all husbands are this crude and degrading to their wives, or if mine is simply broken.

Will heads to the bathroom, his wilted manhood looking absurd with the bulbous tip of the full condom swinging side to side as he walks. I hang up the towel, get under the covers, and hear him remove the condom and dump it in the trash. He returns, slipping into bed and spooning me from behind. I feel his wet manhood on the back of my leg. He gropes my butt with an aggressive hand.

‘I can’t wait to fuck this ass.’ His voice is somewhere between excited and sinister, it’s hard to tell. ‘I can’t believe nobody has ever fucked it before now.’

I reach back and shove his hand off my ass in irritation.

‘That’s because, A, I’m not a goddamn slut who lets anybody do anything to me, and, B, I want to be romanced a little before you even try and do something to my butt.’

‘Yeah, yeah, sure.’ It doesn’t sound like Will is listening to a fucking word I’ve said. ‘Don’t worry, I’ll romance the hell out of you. Dinner, wine, flowers. The works.’

I squeeze my eyes shut, glad that we’re not facing each other. Maybe my husband is broken.

‘You know that romance isn’t just buying me things, right? You know that it’s the atmosphere, the relaxation, the warmth of sharing good company? You can’t just give me flowers and expect to get anal.’

‘Uh-huh.’

He gives my ass another squeeze. I sigh and fall silent. After a few moments, his breathing deepens and his hand slackens on my butt.

It takes me a long time to fall asleep. All that wonderful intimacy and passion I felt just a few minutes earlier is gone. Instead of falling asleep in the arms of my husband, I drift off by myself, worrying that he’s going to expect to fuck me in the ass when our anniversary rolls around. Do I even want that? I want to make him happy, but the idea of letting Will do that to me… I don’t know, it feels cheap and nasty and degrading. I’m his wife, not his fuck toy.

These thoughts swirl around my head until sleep finally claims me.

****

The week passes in a mad blur of meetings, slideshows, and paperwork. When I’m not bored to tears in the conference room, I’m holed up in my office with stacks of legal documentation, looking over every single sheet of paper in exhaustive detail. It is boring and tedious and mind-numbing work.

I don’t even get another moment alone with Jensen, much to Kimberly’s dismay. I’m either working alone or stuck in a team meeting. Aside from the usual brief greetings and farewells, our paths barely cross all week. When I try to explain this to Kimberly during our gym sessions, she insists that I need to find a reason to be close to him. It seems that her office wellbeing is entirely dependent on me talking to a handsome guy.

Friday afternoon finally rolls around. I put down the latest bit of paperwork, my brain numb from all the super-interesting legal jargon, and lean back into my leather office chair. God, everything aches. All I gotta do is focus on the prize at the end of this rainbow. If I put in the work now, I’ll get some huge rewards later. Nobody gets anything for free.

And, hey, at least I have something to look forward to tonight. Will has booked a table for us at my favorite restaurant. If I leave work on time, I’ll be able to go home and get changed first.

A knock at the door brings me back to reality. I glance up and see two figures through the small window in the door. I slip a pen into the bun of my hair, ready to embrace this new distraction.

‘Come in.’ I gesture at the window in case they haven’t heard.

The door opens and in walks our team manager Rob, with Jensen in tow. I immediately sit up straight in my chair, but not because of Rob’s presence in the room. My heartbeat quickens for the first time all week.

‘Nicole, you’re checking through the documentation for errors, correct?’ Rob says, without any preamble or greeting.

‘Yes.’ I gesture to the papers laid out on my desk. ‘So far, so good.’

‘Great, great.’ He turns to Jensen, who looks at me with a calm and reassuring smile. ‘Jensen has been looking into other parts of the paperwork, but I think a lot of it overlaps with what you’re doing. I’d like you both to work on it together so we don’t end up duplicating everything. Does that work for you?’

I nod, trying not to seem overly enthusiastic about the prospect of working closely with Jensen for the next few weeks. He returns my smile with one of his own and I feel a curious warmth in my stomach. Rob steps out of the office and closes the door, leaving me alone with Jensen for the first time since our initial meeting.

‘It was my idea.’ Jensen shoots me a wink and sits on the opposite side of my desk. ‘Hope you don’t mind, I remember you saying that you were looking into the legal side as well, right?’

‘Yeah, I am.’ There’s a strange surge of happiness in my heart that he remembered something so trivial about me. ‘And no, it’s totally fine. It would be great to have another pair of eyes on all these documents.’

‘Two is always better than one.’

I watch his face for a second, trying to work out if that was a deliberate double entendre or just a casual remark, but he seems cool and calm. If anything, Jensen looks perfectly at ease in his seat, like he belongs in my office. His beautiful blue eyes calm and soothe me, despite the pounding of my heart.

‘So, these are the files I’ve already looked over.’ I point to a large cardboard box, filled to the brim with legal documentation. ‘If you want to start there, that would be a huge help.’

‘Sure.’ He nods with a polite smile and checks his watch. ‘I’ll start Monday; it’s almost five o’clock now.’

‘Thank God. What a long week.’

Jensen leans back into the chair, getting comfortable, ready to enjoy the last few minutes of the working week. He says, ‘So, what are your plans for the weekend?’

‘Tonight, I’m going out for dinner.’ I catch myself before I say, with my husband. For some reason, I don’t want this gorgeous man to regard me as being completely off the menu. The idea that he might find me attractive is worth a little creative concealment. ‘As for the weekend, I don’t know. I’ll probably hit the gym with my friend. We usually meet up at the park and hang out while the kids play.’

‘Oh, you have kids?’ His eyebrows shoot up in surprise.

‘Me? No! God no.’ The words fall out of my mouth in a mad rush, desperate to let him know that I’m not yet a mom. ‘I mean, not yet. It’s not on the cards right now. I mean, we go with my friend and her kids. I don’t have kids.’

‘I was going to say,’ he gives me that charming smile again, ‘if you have kids and you’re in this shape, I’m doubly impressed.’

I jokingly flex a bicep. He laughs. God, why do I feel so goofy right now? He makes me want to be funny, as though I have to show off in front of him.

‘Are you going to dinner with your husband?’

His question takes me by surprise. My mouth flaps uselessly for a few seconds while my brain tries and fails to find the right gear for an answer.

‘My husband?’

Jensen holds up his left hand and taps his empty ring finger. I glance down at my hand and laugh. Of course he knew I was married. He’s smart and observant, he probably picked up on it straight away when we first met. And here I’ve been acting all single and free-spirited to impress him. I don’t whether to laugh or cry.

‘Yeah, my husband. He’s taking me to dinner tonight. We’re going to Las Amores, my favorite restaurant.’ My face wears a smile, but inside I’m panicking. What if Jensen suddenly loses all interest in me? What if he doesn’t want to talk to me anymore now that he knows I’m married?

‘Lucky you.’ He still has that warm, friendly smile. It makes me feel like warm tequila is pooling in my belly. ‘I haven’t been there yet, but a few people have told me it’s a good place to go.’

‘It is, it really is.’

‘Maybe we should go some time. You know, while we’re working together.’

I nod, his words sinking into me slowly. Holy shit, did he just… he did just ask me on a date? Right after confirming that I’m married? My heart jumps again. What the fuck is happening to me?

‘That would be nice,’ I say, unable to think of anything smarter or better.

‘Is that your husband?’ Jensen nods to something behind me.

I turn and see a framed picture on the low cabinet against the back wall. It’s a photo of me and Will on our wedding day; our radiant smiles captured almost as perfectly as my white wedding dress. My heart skips a beat again. Why was I trying to conceal that I’m married? God, what an idiot! I feel so stupid right now. I grab the frame and bring it a little closer, studying it all over again.

‘Yeah. This is him. This is us.’ I turn the picture around for him to see. He studies the picture with casual interest. ‘Almost seven years ago now. It was a beautiful day.’

‘You both look very happy here, must have been a great day.’

‘It was.’ I turn the frame back to myself and look down at the gorgeous blushing bride captured in the image. Her youthful face. Her bright eyes. Her wide smile. Her amazing figure in that white dress. Some days I still feel like her, but those days are few and far between now. ‘And we were. I mean, we are. Happy.’

‘Good, I’m glad. Any man would be lucky to have you.’

Have me? I look him in the eyes, again unsure if there’s a hidden meaning to his words, but Jensen’s handsome face remains the same as before – friendly, warm, and neutral. Maybe it’s all in my head and there was no hidden meaning. Maybe he didn’t mean “have me” in the sexual sense at all. I place the picture back on the cabinet and glance at the clock on my computer.

‘Hey, it’s five! Happy weekend.’

‘Happy weekend, Nikki.’

I pause for a moment, unsure how to feel about him giving me this new nickname. Nobody calls me Nikki, not even my mom. But somehow it’s nice coming from him. It feels playful, charming, friendly.

‘What time are you meeting your husband for dinner?’ He loosens his tie as he talks, signifying the official end of the working week.

‘The reservation isn’t for a couple of hours yet,’ I say, leaning back in my chair and stretching. ‘So I’m not in a rush.’

Fuck, why did I say that? I wanted to go home and change first; there isn’t much time to do anything else.

‘Cool, do you want to grab a drink before that?’ Jensen’s blue eyes suggest that it’s purely innocent and friendly.

‘Together?’ His question takes me by surprise. We’ve just established that I’m married, why would he still want to invite me out someplace?

Jensen chuckles with good humor, amused by my surprise. He says, ‘How about this; we go to the same place, but we order drinks separately and sit at the same table.’

I laugh a little too loud at his joke. Shit, I’m getting flustered again. Heat creeps into my cheeks. I’m reading too much into his proposal. I don’t know why the idea of having a drink with Jensen makes me feel so warm inside.

‘Yeah, we could go for a drink. Just one, though.’

‘Just one.’ He nods in agreement. ‘Seeing as we’re working together, it would be good to know each other more.’

‘I’d like that.’

Jensen stands up. I follow suit, but before we can make any further plans, the door opens and Kimberly walks into the office. She sees the gorgeous man standing opposite me and her jaw drops.

‘Oh – hi!’ Her eyes dart between Jensen and me. I can almost hear her chaotic thoughts putting all the pieces together. ‘I’m Kimberly.’

‘Jensen.’ He holds out a hand. She takes it. I can see the tiny smirk on the corner of her lips.

‘Jensen.’ Her eyes flash. ‘Nice to meet you. Sorry to barge in on you guys.’ Kimberly glances at me, a look that suggests she wants me to share this gorgeous man. ‘I just wanted to check that we’re still on to meet up tomorrow?’

‘Yes.’ I give her a thumbs-up. ‘Usual place, usual time?’

‘Yeah, totally.’ Kimberly releases Jensen’s hand, a goofy smile spreading over her face. ‘I can’t wait. What are you guys doing now?’

‘We were just making plans to get a quick drink,’ Jensen says, leaning casually against his chair. He reminds me of a model posing in a fashion catalog. ‘You’re welcome to join us if you want.’

‘Going for a drink, huh?’ Kimberly turns to me, her expression filled with triumph. ‘Getting to know each other? That sounds like a lot of fun…’

I shoot her a warning look in case she says anything stupid that screws up my newfound working relationship with Jensen. She responds with a sly grin at turns her gaze back to Jensen.

‘I’d love to get a drink with you guys, but I’ve gotta go pick my kid up from daycare. But you have fun without me, okay?’

‘Sure.’ I gesture toward the door, trying to tell her to get out and leave us alone before she says something stupid. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow?’

‘Yeah, and I want to hear everything. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do…’ Her eyes flash again. Kimberly waves goodbye to Jensen and walks back out of the office.

‘She seems nice.’ Jensen offers me another warm, friendly smile.

‘Don’t let that fool you, she’s terrible.’ I return his grin, warmth spreading in my gut again.

‘I don’t mind terrible.’

The way he looks at me speaks volumes. There’s something about this guy, something dangerous. He’s trouble and we both know it. I feel like I’m waving my hand over an open flame, daring it to burn me, and growing more confident and cockier the longer my skin remains undamaged.

‘So,’ another charming smile melts my stomach, ‘shall we make a move? It’s officially the weekend. I don’t know about you, but I think we’ve earned a reward.’

‘Absolutely.’ I shut down my computer and grab my bag. ‘Let’s go and get that drink.’

****

Some part of me knows that this is wrong; that I’m flirting with danger; that this is a risk not worth taking. But the opportunity to spend a little extra time in the company of this gorgeous man – and away from the office – is too good to pass up.

We head out of the office and into our cars. I notice that Jensen climbs into the driver’s seat of a sports car. I don’t know what type, but it looks expensive and fast. He still doesn’t know much about the local area, so I take the lead and drive us a few blocks over to a bar I know. We pull into the parking lot and hop out. I can’t help but admire Jensen’s car. It’s a beautiful deep red, with low seats and an engine that rumbles like thunder.

‘Damn,’ I make a low whistle, ‘somebody gets paid too much.’

‘Oh, Bessie?’ He catches my appreciative glance with a grin. ‘Nah, I just made a few smart investments, that’s all.’

‘Some investment.’ I tear my eyes from the beautiful car and turn toward the bar. ‘I guess you’re buying, huh?’

He laughs softly but says nothing. We walk into the bar. It’s a pretty cool, modern space. High ceilings, long booths, low music, and a relaxed atmosphere. At this time of day, the place is still quiet, awaiting the influx of patrons celebrating the beginning of the weekend. We grab drinks from the bar – a bottle of beer and a cocktail – and Jensen pays, despite my protests. He shrugs and we sit down at a quiet table together, alone at last. I sip my cocktail, telling myself to take it easy and go slow – I still have places to go tonight. Jensen takes a deep drink of his beer and gazes at me over the table.

‘What time do you want me to collect the files from you on Monday?’ he says.

‘No, no, no.’ I give him an emphatic shake of the head. ‘It’s the weekend, no more shop talk. Let’s talk about something else.’

‘Sure.’ The corners of his lips twitch and those amazing blue eyes seem to sparkle with interest. ‘Tell me about your husband. You’ve been together seven years, was that right?’

‘Uh, yeah, that’s right.’ For reasons I can’t explain, his question takes me by surprise. Maybe I wasn’t expecting him to show interest in my marriage, or maybe I assumed he wouldn’t care about my life. But the gleam in his eyes tells me that Jensen is genuinely curious to learn more. ‘We’ve been married almost seven years – our anniversary is in a few months. It’s been good, I can’t lie. He’s a decent guy, looks after me.’

‘How did you meet?’

Again, Jensen seems genuinely interested. He’s not just asking the question to fill the silence; he’s asking because he wants to know.

‘We met at my old job. We used to work in the same department, so we spent a lot of time together. It was just kind of a casual thing at first, but then it got serious. We’re good together.’

He nods in understanding and says, ‘So, does your husband work with us, too?’

‘Oh, no. He still works at the old place.’ I don’t know why, but I need Jensen to know that my husband isn’t going to interrupt us in the office. He can’t feel that he needs to back off. I like his company. ‘He still does the same old job, I applied for my current role because it’s a big step up.’

‘You’re the breadwinner?’

I smile over the lip of my glass but say nothing. He understands my meaning.

‘You know, I’m impressed.’ His blue eyes sparkle with warmth. ‘I’ve met a few women who’ve been married much less than you and they’re about ready to kill their husbands. Kudos.’

I laugh. ‘I ain’t easy sometimes, I can’t lie. He’s a nice enough guy…’

‘But?’

He prods me with a raised eyebrow. I hesitate for a moment. Normally I would never even consider telling a near-total stranger about the inner workings of my marriage, yet Jensen seems reliable and trustworthy. He’s someone I can confide in – like Kimberly, yet I know he won’t make a joke out of it later down the line.

‘Well, you know how it is. Back when we first met, a lot of guys would hit on me.’ I rush to explain myself, worried that he might think I’m super arrogant or something. ‘I’m not saying that to brag or anything.’

‘Sure, I get it. Attractive woman, single.’ He nods, waving a hand. ‘I would have done it, too.’

Heat creeps into my cheeks. He would have hit on me? Jensen? This gorgeous specimen of a man would have made a pass at me? Goddamn. Lucky me.

‘Uh, thanks.’ I try not to show how flustered that thought makes me. ‘Anyway, so Will and I, we became friends first. He was actually one of the only guys who treated me like a person and not like he just wanted to bone me. Does that make sense?’

‘Completely.’

‘But lately, I don’t know what it is. Maybe he’s gotten too comfortable around me or something, but he reminds me of those assholes back when I was younger, you know? Just acting like I’m a piece of meat he wants to bone.’

Jensen nods but before he can offer his thoughts, I’m already talking again.

‘Like, for example, just the other night, we were in bed together and instead of enjoying the sex or making love or whatever, he’s talking like we’re in a porn movie and pawing at my boobs and-’

I suddenly catch myself and blush. Jensen’s eyes are wide in surprise, his mouth twisting at the corners into a cheeky grin. I slap a hand over my mouth.

‘Oh my God, what am I talking about!’ I laugh, embarrassed. ‘This is way too much information, I’m so sorry!’

‘Please continue.’ His eyes sparkle with humor. ‘It’s good that you feel this comfortable around me.’

‘There’s comfortable, and there’s a case for HR to get involved.’ I shake my head and throw up my hands. ‘No, I’m sorry, that's my fault. I should not have said any of that stuff. It was way too inappropriate.’

Jensen concedes with a wave of his hand. If he’s disappointed that I’m not going to describe the intimate details of my sex life, he gives no indication.

‘For the record, Nikki, it’s almost impossible to offend or shock me. I promise. You can ask me anything.’

I take a drink to hide my embarrassment. It works. Heat recedes from my cheeks. I put my glass back down, feeling warm liquor trickling through me, and ask him a personal question. ‘What about you? Do you have anybody special?’

He sucks air through his teeth. ‘Not yet. Not since I moved out here. I used to have one or two special friends, but they stayed back Midwest.’

‘Special friends?’ I frown, puzzled. He shoots me a look and understanding dawns. ‘Like a booty call?’

‘That’s probably the politest way of putting it, yeah.’

My mouth drops open in surprise. I know that I shouldn’t be shocked that a guy like Jensen had fuck buddies before, but the cool, breezy way he talks about it and the calm expression on his face catches me off-guard.

‘So, uh, how did that work? You call up these girls whenever you want some action?’ My voice sounds calm and level, but there’s a surge of excitement making its way through my veins.

‘Actually,’ he gives a self-deprecating shrug of his shoulders, ‘they usually called me. Some of them even loaned my number out to their friends.’

For the second time in a minute, Jensen surprises me. I’ve known people who had fuck buddies – Kimberly kept a few contacts back in the day – but in those cases, it was always the guys making the first move. The idea of a woman reaching out for a hook-up is new and almost unfathomable to me.

‘It’s not a big deal,’ he says, seeing the look on my face. ‘I’ll probably get back on the dating apps next week, it’s been kinda busy since I moved here.’

‘How many?’ My curiosity can’t resist probing for more information.

‘How many what?’

‘Fuck buddies.’ I’m leaning on the table now with both forearms, my drink forgotten. ‘I mean, how many girls did you have?’

‘A gentleman never kisses and tells.’

‘C’mon, we both know you’re not a gentleman.’

Luckily, Jensen takes my words as they’re intended – as mild teasing. He thinks for a moment before responding. ‘At one time, like, five.’

I snort with disbelieving amusement. As if anybody could have five different women on the go at one time and still perform to expectations. He’s gotta be shitting me… right?

‘But when I moved here, I had three.’ Jensen shrugs like it’s no big deal. He just upped and left his entire life and his collection of no-strings booty calls and moves out here. But, naturally, it’s no big deal for a guy like him. He can start up again wherever, whenever. It’s just sex for him, and sex probably comes way too easy.

‘What will they do without you?’ I smirk, enjoying how easy and fun this conversation feels. ‘God forbid, they might have to get boyfriends.’

‘Some of them already had boyfriends.’ He takes a nonchalant drink of his beer.

My eyes bulge in surprise while my brain whirrs like an engine that can’t find the right gear. He studies me with a calm expression, totally unperturbed by my surprise.

‘What?’ Jensen raises an eyebrow. His deep, rich voice is velvety, yet powerful. ‘Does that shock you?’

‘A little.’ I wave a hand and take a sip from my glass, trying to play it cool and not act like some kind of sexually inexperienced prude. I mean, I am vastly sexually inexperienced compared to this guy, but I’m not a prude. ‘Did the boyfriends know? I just… the girls would call you up when he wasn’t around?’

He nods, still effortlessly cool and nonchalant. Maybe I’m the one who thinks this is a bigger deal than it is.

‘They enjoyed the risk. That made it more exciting – for both of us, actually.’

‘How would it work?’ I can’t help myself from inquiring further. I’m not a complete moron, I know that some people are unfaithful in their relationships, but this is the first time I’ve been able to ask somebody about the finer details of such an arrangement in a face-to-face environment. ‘Did you go to their places, or did they come to yours?’

‘A little of both.’ He puts down his beer and gives me his full attention. ‘Some girls really like doing it at home while their man is away, you know, makes it more exciting and illicit. They got off on it. And I mean really got off.’ A smile spreads over his face and I try to imagine what he might be thinking. Passionate romps on the couch? Making furious love in bed? Or maybe just a no-holds-barred fuck on the stairs? ‘A few preferred coming over to my place, it was more private, less likely to be noticed. Some liked doing it in my car.’

‘Your car?’ I gesture toward the parking lot beyond the bar’s wall. His sports car is barely large enough for two people to sit inside, let alone have sex.

‘Not that car,’ he grins, enjoying my reaction. ‘I had a bigger car before that one. Nice, comfortable back seat. Had a lot of fun there.’

There’s a fluttering in my chest. Is it from the topic of this conversation or the way he’s looking at me, as though picturing me in the back seat of his car?

‘What’s that look for?’ He says, eyes sparkling, knowing he’s hooked my interest. ‘Don’t tell me you’ve never done it in a car before.’

‘No.’ I’m looking right into his handsome face, desperate for more details. ‘Honestly, I’ve never done it outside the bedroom.’

‘Nothing wrong with that, as long as you’re having fun.’

I smile. He smiles back. I’m trying not to picture what it might look like to be with Jensen in the back of a car, but it’s impossible. I swallow and say, ‘So, uh, how does it work?’

‘Sex?’ He raises an eyebrow.

‘No! I know… I know that part. I mean, like, in the back of a car? How do you… you know, do it?’

My eyes drift down his firm, muscular frame. I’m unable to help myself. I’m also unable to stop myself from picturing what he might look like naked.

‘Not gonna lie, it can be a little challenging, depending on the space.’ A warm smile lifts his mouth. I wonder what memories are flooding his mind right now. ‘But it can be fun. I’ve done it a few ways. Mostly I sit on the seat and my friend sits in my lap, but it’s possible to both lie across the back seat and do it that way, with either of us on top. If we’re someplace where we can open the door, it’s a little easier and I can stand next to the car, with my partner on her hands and knees over the seat. Once or twice…’ His eyes flash with excitement, ‘I’ve done it on the hood of the car.’

I suddenly become aware that my chest is tight in excitement. I swallow and lean back, trying to seem a lot cooler and more collected than I feel. Warmth pools in my sex again. What is happening to me? Twice now I’ve spoken to this man and ended up practically gushing over him. I squeeze my thighs together, but that only makes it worse. Heat spreads through my belly, across my intimate regions, and into my womanhood. I can’t tell if it’s the conversation getting me in this state, or the mental images of this gorgeous man making furious love in the back of a car. I clear my throat and try to change the subject.

‘Sounds like you left a string of broken hearts and a lot of little Jensen babies running around.’ I try to cover for the rush of excitement making my heart beat faster.

‘No, no, we were always careful.’ He looks into my eyes with a cool gaze, as though daring me to ask more. He’s enjoying telling this story as much as I like hearing it.

I make an embarrassed chuckle and say, ‘You must have carried around a whole crate of condoms all the time.’

‘Actually, no.’ His cool expression deepens. That confident, amused grin returns to his lips. ‘I always offered to wear one, but they – the girls – preferred to take their own birth control. Nothing better than being all-natural together.’

‘Isn’t that… isn’t that risky?’ I can’t help myself asking more questions. He’s being so open about a side of life I had never considered before; it’s impossible not to probe for details.

‘Sure is.’ Another cool shrug. ‘But what’s life without a little risk? Adds to the fun. Plus, some of them preferred it when I finished on them – like their boobs, butts, faces – so a condom would just get in the way of that.’

Heat floods my cheeks again. I hadn’t expected him to be so open or carefree about his previous conquests. Maybe he wants me to know. Maybe he wants this knowledge to settle in my mind. Now I’m imagining Jensen in the back seat of his car, furiously pumping his bare cock into a tight pussy while his lover moans and begs him to come inside her…

I take a large mouthful of my cocktail to give myself a few extra seconds to think. This conversation has gone in a completely different direction than I was expecting. I thought maybe Jensen would have left one or two ex-girlfriends behind, but it sounds like he was the go-to booty call for half the Midwest. I swallow warm, tingly liquor and find my voice again.

‘I’m not judging you, by the way.’ I raise my free hand, palm out in surrender. ‘I’m just genuinely curious.’

‘Sure, sure.’ Another coy smile. ‘I’ll answer any questions you want, no matter how personal.’

‘Have you ever had a girlfriend?’

Jensen nods. He takes another drink and puts down the empty bottle. ‘Yeah, sure. Of course. But I’m not the kind of guy you bring home to mom. I’m the kind of guy you hide under the bed so your mom doesn’t find out, you know what I mean?’

I nod. Yeah, I know. I’ve dated a handful of boys my parents warned me about.

Jensen continues. ‘I’m not opposed to having a girlfriend or a relationship, but there’s something much freer and more fun about hooking up. You can hook up with the same people over and over again and it’s still fun and exciting. Men and women are a lot more relaxed about the rules when they’re not in a relationship.’

‘How do you mean?’

‘Let’s just say,’ he pauses, allowing a devilish grin to light up his handsome face, ‘there are some things that people won’t do at home, but they will do when they’re fooling around.’

Heat floods my cheeks. My mind instantly flashes back a few nights, to when Will begged and pressured me to give up my ass. Suddenly I’m picturing a different man standing next to the bed, cock in hand, ready to fuck. Now all I can see in my head is Jensen asking if he could fuck my virgin ass.

‘Oh. I had no idea.’ I drain the rest of my glass in one swallow, hoping that he won’t see me blush or wonder what thoughts just crossed my mind. What the fuck is wrong with me? I have never had any thoughts like that before in any of my relationships. For God’s sake, I’m married! I can’t entertain fantasies like that.

‘No, you didn’t.’ For a split second, I wonder if Jensen is mocking me. But his tone and expression are sincere. ‘You’ve been married seven years now; you must be doing something right. Or your husband is.’

‘It’s ninety percent me. I’m amazing.’ I crack a smile, relieved that I don’t have to think about – or imagine – Jensen’s busy sex life any longer.

He laughs and taps his beer. ‘Can I get you another?’

I purse my lips for a moment before replying. ‘I really can’t, I still have to drive to the restaurant.’

‘I can you a soda. Or maybe they’ll make that virgin for you.’

The offer is too good to pass up. I push my glass across the table and he takes it, heading over to the bar for another drink. While he’s away, I take out my phone and send a quick text to Will. Nothing fancy or too detailed, just a simple message to say that I’m running late and I’ll meet him at the restaurant. Naturally, I make no mention of the reason why I’m going to be late for dinner.

Jensen is at the bar, waiting for the bartender to grab him a fresh beer from the fridge. I open my camera phone and quickly check my hair and makeup. It still looks good and smooth and I look like a girl having fun. But something is missing. I check to make sure Jensen isn’t watching and pop open an extra button, letting my blouse fall open another inch and revealing a teasing glimpse of curvaceous femininity. No, I tell myself, I am not doing this because I want Jensen to notice my body. I am doing this because it’s Friday evening and work is over. If he notices, good for him. I haven’t been ashamed of my body since I had this boob job and there’s no reason to start now.

I slip my phone away and lean back, getting comfortable. The parting at the neck of my blouse opens a little wider, offering even more of a peep show than I anticipated. Before I can adjust myself, Jensen returns and places our new drinks on the table.

‘You’re going to have to let me buy a round sooner or later.’ I accept my virgin cocktail and raise it to him.

‘I’m sure you can find some way to make it up to me.’ He takes a mouthful of beer and looks at me. His eyes flicker downward for a moment, noticing my partially-revealed chest. ‘Hey, since we’re having a personal conversation, can I ask about your boobs? Why did you get those enlarged?’

I try to keep my face neutral. I say, ‘What makes you think they’re not natural?’

‘If they are, you have incredible genetics. What are they, D-cups? Double D’s? They look really, really good. But I kind of have an eye for that kind of thing.’

‘Like you knew I have a good butt.’

‘Exactly.’

We fall quiet for a moment. One or two people enter the bar and grab drinks. I nurse my glass before responding.

‘I’ve always been really self-conscious, especially about my chest. Back in high school, I was super slow to develop and all the other girls were so bitchy about it. I was still wearing an A-cup when I turned eighteen.’ He gives a solemn nod, listening and understanding my story. His attentiveness gives me some measure of confidence and comfort. I appreciate that. My breasts have always been a source of shame and if I felt for even a second that he wasn’t paying attention or offering support, I would walk out of this bar.

I take a sip of my drink and continue.

‘Maybe it’s stupid to say, but I never really felt feminine, if that makes sense. I always worked out, so my body is slender and kinda toned, but I never had those curves. When I was a teenager, I always wore big, baggy hoodies and jeans – my mom thought I was a total tomboy. So, when I started working and earning money, I promised that my savings would go towards getting these.’

My hands squeeze my breasts together in an unconscious gesture. His eyes glance down and I see him bite back a smile. A tingle of arousal runs through me, as though my body is delighted by his reaction.

‘I know some guys don’t like them big and fake, but I needed to feel sexy and feminine. Does that make any sense?’ I search his face for some kind of approval. Part of me is embarrassed for opening up about something so personal to a man I hardly know, but another part of me wanted Jensen to understand this area of my life. I don’t know why, but it feels okay to be vulnerable and exposed around him.

‘It makes perfect sense.’ He talks in calm, measured tones that soothe me like a warm drink on a cold night. ‘I totally understand why you’d want that and I fully respect it. If they make you happy, what the hell should it matter to anybody else?’

I beam across the table. Finally, somebody who understands my reasoning.

‘Although,’ he grins with flirtatious mischief, ‘speaking as a guy, we’ve never had a problem with breasts of any size. Mostly we’re just happy you let us near them.’

I snort with laughter. It’s not an attractive laugh, but he doesn’t seem to mind too much.

‘Maybe you should tell my husband.’ I glance down at my chest, enjoying the sight of those curves peeping through the open blouse. ‘He seems convinced that I got these for him.’ I take a drink and try to move the conversation along to something else. ‘Thanks, it means a lot to me that you get it. I guess it’s the same for guys, right? If you could get a bigger dick, would you do it?’

‘No.’ Without even a second of hesitation.

‘What, seriously? I mean, like if there was no surgery or anything like that. You wouldn’t do it?’

‘No.’ Again, no hesitation, no thinking.

‘Why not?’ Now I’m curious. ‘I thought guys were all super insecure about their size, because of porn or whatever.’

‘Maybe they do.’ A flicker of excitement crosses his face. ‘But I’ve never had any complaints. I’ve only ever had the opposite.’

I pause, my glass at my lips, processing what he means. Then it dawns on me and heat rushes to my cheeks once more. I try to play it cool.

‘Well, you know what us girls are like. We’ll say anything you want to hear.’

‘Sure.’ His naughty grin widens a little at the corners. ‘But we can always tell the difference between when you’re saying it to stroke our egos and when you really mean it.’

‘Shit, there go all my secrets.’ I smile at him over the rim of my glass and take a long swallow. I’m enjoying this. He’s good company. Easy to talk to, funny, interesting, and he listens. Maybe that explains why I feel this strange rush of excitement sharing the same space as him. It’s not just the thrill of hanging out with a good-looking guy; it’s that this good-looking guy seems to be enjoying my company as well.

I adjust my seating position, still feeling that damp, tingly heat between my thighs. No matter how I sit, it’s still there. It’s the kind of heat I usually feel in private, intimate, erotic moments.

Heat rushes to my cheeks. I focus on drinking my virgin cocktail, enjoying the smooth flavor and rich fruitiness washing over my tongue. Fuck, fuck, fuck. Can he tell? It always feels as though those beautiful eyes can see right through me. How did this happen? Why is my body reacting like this? Fuck, I’m so embarrassed! I’ve never done anything like this before around any guy, not even when I was a teenager craving sex.

Jensen continues gazing at me with an easy, casual expression. If he knows what I’m going through right now, he’s acting cool about it. Somehow that makes the heat between my thighs burn hotter. My mind is flooded with thoughts and images that I can’t control. I can see Jensen in the back seat of his car, making frantic love to a woman, her legs in the air, her moans fogging up the windows. If I concentrate on the image for a few seconds, the woman moaning in pleasure looks a lot like me. The thoughts make heat creep across my cheeks. I squirm in my seat, thighs rubbing together, feeling sensual warmth flood my intimate area.

‘What are you doing this weekend?’ Jensen says suddenly, interrupting my intense silence. ‘Aside from meeting your friend Kimberly, I mean.’

‘Um,’ I take a drink, stalling for time, trying to bring my head down from the clouds. ‘Not much. Maybe hit the gym after meeting Kimberly. Probably chill at home. How about you?’

‘No idea. Maybe go down to a bar, see if I can’t make a new friend or two.’ His wolfish grin tells me exactly what he intends to do with that new friend.

‘Lucky you.’ I force myself not to let my imagination wander for a moment. Fuck, I’m married. Focus on that. ‘I’m sure I can persuade my husband to go for a romp in the sack.’

‘Lucky him.’

He gives another sly grin, with an expression that speaks volumes. Does he envy my husband… or want to take his place?

‘You’re right; he is a lucky man. Lucky to have me.’ I return his smile and glance at my watch. ‘Fuck!’

‘What’s wrong?’

I put my glass on the table, leaving half the drink inside, and say, ‘I have to go, I’m running late.’

Jensen glances at his watch. His eyebrows raise. ‘Huh. Time flies when you’re having fun.’

‘Yeah.’ I stand and open my bag. ‘I’m sorry to run out on you, this has been really nice. We can do it again sometime.’ I reach into my bag and pull out a business card and a pen. He watches me scribble a series of digits on the back. ‘Here’s my work number, and this is my personal number.’

Jensen looks at me with interest. I slide the card toward him. He takes it, those blue eyes fixed on my face.

‘Thanks, Nikki. I’ll shoot you a text later. Are you on social media?’

‘Sure. Feel free to add me.’

‘I will.’

He gives me a friendly wink and raises his beer. I wave and rush out of the bar, my heart pounding. I can’t believe I’m almost late for dinner with my husband because I was with another guy. What’s gotten into me lately?

****

‘So…’ Kimberly’s knowing smile is almost as bright as the morning sun. ‘How was your date?’

We walk side-by-side around the park, listening to the delighted shrieks and squeals of children. Kimberly pushes her stroller, glancing down occasionally to check on the little occupant inside, sleeping soundly.

‘It was pretty nice, thanks. We had a good dinner, then we went home and, uh, you know…’ I let my voice tail off, not wanting to talk about sex with so many kids around.

‘You had-’ Kimberly’s eyes bulge out of her head. She drops her voice. ‘You had S-E-X? With Jensen?’

Now my eyes bug wide. I stare at her in disbelief. ‘What? No! Of course not! I was talking about Will; he was my date last night!’

‘Honey, dinner with your husband is not a date.’ She shakes her head, clearly disappointed in me. ‘That’s more of an obligation. Drinks with a hot co-worker on the other hand…’ She turns a sly gaze on me. ‘Now that is something I can hear more about.’

I chuckle and look away for a moment. Kids run all around us, all lost in their little worlds. Some are chasing each other; some kick soccer balls; some clamber all over the play equipment and hang like monkeys from the bars. None of them are paying attention to any of the adults around.

‘Well,’ I hesitate for a moment, trying to find the right words to summarize my far-too-brief drink with Jensen. ‘It was nice.’

‘Oh, for God’s sake,’ Kimberly shakes her head again. ‘Save nice for your marriage, girl. I want nasty. C’mon, details. What happened? Did he hit on you? Did you flirt with him? Oh, or did you make out?’

‘Slow down, jeez! No, I didn’t flirt with him.’

We near an empty park bench and take a seat. From here, we have a good view of the kids playing, including Kimberly’s oldest over by the swings. She turns to me with an expectant expression and waits in silence.

‘Okay, so…’ I gather my thoughts as much as I can. Suddenly it seems hard to explain everything that happened yesterday evening. ‘We got a drink and sat together at this table.’

‘Who paid?’

‘He did. Both times.’

A smile lifts the corners of her lips. ‘Such a gentleman.’

I wrinkle my nose at her. ‘Do you want me to tell you about this or not?’ Kimberly bows her head and gestures for me to continue. ‘All we did was talk. I was only there for two drinks, it’s not like anything happened, anyway.’

‘Sure, sure.’ Again, she has that knowing smirk, that little grin suggesting she’s wise to something I’m missing. ‘What did you talk about?’

‘Uh…’ I freeze up. I remember everything we talked about last night, but do I want her to know? After a few moments of hesitation, I decide to be honest. ‘We mostly talked about our love lives. Mostly.’

Kimberly’s eyes shine with wicked excitement. She shuffles a little closer to me on the bench, her face flooding with interest. She lowers her voice in a conspiratorial whisper, even though there are no kids close by to hear us.

‘Okay, tell me everything. First, the big one. Is he single?’

‘He is.’ She opens her mouth to pursue the subject, but I cut off her off. ‘And before you ask, no, he’s not looking for a girlfriend. In fact, he’s not the girlfriend type.’

‘Oh?’ For a brief moment, she frowns in thought. Then the expression is wiped away, replaced by a confident smirk. ‘So, he’s more of a pump-and-dump kinda guy, is that right?’

‘You make it sound nasty, but, yeah, that’s kind of accurate.’ I decide not to go into any further details, not wanting Kimberly to get excited by the thought of Jensen making furious love in the back seat of his car. No, that mental image is all for me.

‘Damn.’ She exhales the word in a mixture of bitterness and lust. ‘If only I’d met this guy ten years ago. We were kindred spirits.’

‘Ten years ago, you were almost married.’ I shoot her a look. Can’t believe she could forget something like that.

‘So? You think that would have stopped me?’ Now she returns my look. ‘Honey, there’s nothing better than great sex. You know, the kind of great sex that leaves you totally breathless, sweating all over the sheets, with an aching pussy, and all you can do is look at each other and laugh at how much fun you had?’

I nod slowly, lost in thought. Maybe I haven’t had the same sexual experiences as Kimberly, but I’ve had more than a handful of memorable encounters. My wedding night was particularly erotic, as Will licked champagne from my nipples and spent what felt like hours warming me up with his tongue. There were even one or two boyfriends before Will who left me with plenty of lasting memories.

‘Don’t get me wrong, being a mom is cool and all, but it’s not me. If that stud turned his big blue eyes on me, I’d end up in his bed before the hour was over. But instead, he only has eyes for you. So I gotta live out my dreams through you, instead.’

I snort in surprise. ‘He does not have eyes for me!’

‘Yeah, he does.’ Her face is serious, without even a hint of her usual wicked humor when we talk about Jensen. ‘I saw the way he looked at you yesterday. He’s interested. More than interested.’

I stare at the floor for a moment. Heat creeps into my cheeks. Warm excitement pools in my stomach. Why is this happening? Why does the idea of Jensen thinking of me in that way cause my body to react like this?

‘C’mon, what else did you talk about? I’m dying here. Literally dying.’

‘This and that. We, uh, we talked about my marriage. He asked about Will. So he can’t be interested in me if he was asking about my husband, right?’

Kimberly shrugs. She says, ‘Maybe he’s testing your defenses? Who knows? Could be a friendly interest. Could be gauging how difficult it will be to sweep you off your feet.’

A noise interrupts our conversation. Kimberly reaches into the stroller and gently lifts her baby. He murmurs and grumbles and rubs his eyes. She cradles his tiny figure to her chest and gently rocks him until he closes his eyes again.

‘What else happened?’ She says, gently easing her sleeping child back into his seat. ‘Did you get his number?’

‘Uh… yeah, I did. Actually, I gave him mine.’

Her eyebrows raise in surprise. ‘Wow, and you said you didn’t flirt with him.’

‘It was… professional.’ My excuse sounds weak, even to my ears. She smiles.

‘And did he…?’ She lets the question hang in the air.

I take out my phone and show her the message Jensen sent this morning. It’s just a generic greeting text.

Hey, this is Jensen. Good time talking with you last night, looking forward to working together!

Kimberly reads and re-reads the text until my hands begin to cramp. Finally, she nods in satisfaction and leans back into the bench.

‘So?’ I nudge her with my elbow. ‘Pretty normal, right? Nothing flirtatious in that, is there? Just two friendly people talking.’

‘Sure, sure.’ Something in her tone makes me pause. ‘It seems normal. That exclamation point looks kinda suspicious to me, though. Like he’s either really excited to work with you, or he’s thinking of all the other things you could do on your desk…’

‘Shut up!’ I nudge her again, harder this time. ‘You’re the worst, I swear.’

‘Have you looked him up yet? On social media, I mean.’

‘No, why would I…?’

Kimberly looks at me with obvious excitement. She nods to the phone in my hand. I roll my eyes and open up my social media app and punch in Jensen’s name. His profile fills the screen. The photo is cropped image of Jensen smiling into the camera, wearing a dark suit. It looks like he’s part of a group being photographed, but it’s impossible to know. His handsome smile and amazing blue eyes seem to burn through the screen.

‘Click on his photos.’ Kimberly moves closer, peering at my phone. ‘Go on, let’s be nosey.’

I open up Jensen’s photos. A rush of naughty adrenaline courses through me. It feels wrong and exciting to be snooping on him like this, but I can’t help myself. My thumb slowly swipes up the screen, bringing me more and more photos of my irresistibly handsome co-worker.

‘That one!’ Kimberly says in a sudden breathless whisper. She points to an image. I open it up and we both stare at the screen.

It’s a shirtless selfie of Jensen, obviously taken in the changing room of a gym after a workout. He poses for the camera in a pair of red shorts. His skin glows with effort and gleams with sweat. He grins confidently into the camera, flexing one arm to reveal a large, firm bicep muscle. His body is ripped; hard pectorals; tight waist; abs you could mistake for speedbumps. He has incredible, thick, powerful legs, too. Everything about him is perfect. Fuck. But the hottest detail is something unexpected. On Jensen’s firm chest, in vivid dark ink against his muscular frame, is a small tattoo. It looks vaguely tribal; a small circle with various spiky thorns protruding from the main shape. On any other guy, it would look cheap, tacky, and pathetic. But on him, it adds to his mystique. It gives him a vague bad-boy vibe; like he’s dangerous and mysterious.

‘Oh man,’ Kimberly says, moaning as though in pain. ‘God, he’s so hot. Jesus Christ. That tattoo is fucking amazing. Did you know he had one?’

‘No.’ I shake my head, unable to look away from the photo in my hand. ‘I thought that most tattoos are big and garish, that one looks kinda… nice.’

Kimberly gives me a sideways look. She lifts the hem of her shirt, revealing a couple of small tattoos inked just below her bra line.

‘Mine aren’t big and garish.’ She sounds almost wounded. ‘It’s just my kids’ birth dates…’

‘You know what I mean. It’s not over the top. It’s subtle. Most guys don’t do subtle tattoos. Yours are cute. I love yours.’

‘Maybe you should get one.’ She pulls her shirt back into place. ‘Maybe you should get a matching tattoo with him. That would be so hot!’

I chuckle and shake my head in disbelief. ‘That might be hard to explain to Will, don’t you think?’

Kimberly shrugs and pouts. She says, ‘Just say that you got it for him, it reminds you of your marriage or something like that.’ She turns her attention back to the photo of the shirtless stud. ‘Are you gonna add him?’

My thumb moves to the “Add Friend” button. I pause. Hesitation grips my chest.

‘No. I don’t want Will to see this. He might get jealous. Not that he ever checks his socials, but just in case…’

‘Ah,’ her eyes sparkle with mischief, ‘a secret hottie on the side. I gotcha.’ She nudges me in the ribs. ‘Well, I guess there’s no harm in me adding him as a friend. I could look at that photo all day. He’s so fucking hot.’

‘He’s okay.’ I try to feign a cool, indifferent shrug, but it doesn’t work. She can see right through me.

‘You gotta be kidding me, right?’ She points at the picture of my nearly-naked new friend. ‘Look at that man tell me it doesn’t do things to your hormones. I could drool over that all day long.’

‘He’s nice to look at, sure.’

She rolls her eyes and makes a disgusted sound. ‘Forget about your husband for a second, he ain’t here. It’s just us. I’m not going to judge you or tell anyone, am I? Look at that man and tell me he’s not the most attractive guy who has ever hit on you.’

I focus on the picture, taking in every single detail. Jensen’s handsome face. His warm smile. Those beautiful eyes. His incredible – jaw-dropping, really – masculine, sexy body. And the confident way he poses to show it off for the camera. There’s no way I can deny it. I feel that warmth in my stomach again, that now-familiar rush of naughty excitement.

‘Okay, yeah,’ I finally nod, giving in to her insistent needling. ‘I admit, he’s pretty hot.’

‘Finally!’ She punches the air in victory, giggling. ‘Glad I got the truth out of you.’

I giggle, a little embarrassed at my reaction.

‘Don’t worry,’ Kimberly says, putting an arm around my shoulder. ‘I’m not going to tell anyone. There’s nothing wrong with looking, right? Just because you’re not eating, doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy the menu, like I keep saying.’

I laugh and shove her away.

‘How big do you think his cock is?’ Her eyes flash with mischief. ‘A body like that, he’s gotta be packing. What do you think? Eight? Nine inches?’

Kimberly puts two fingers on the screen and enlarges the photo, zooming in to focus more closely on the front of Jensen’s shorts. She studies the image like a detective staring at a crime scene photo, eyes fixed on his crotch.

‘Nine inches.’ She nods, satisfied with her final answer. ‘This guy is packing. I guarantee it.’

‘How the hell can you tell that?’ Laughter starts to bubble from my chest. I can’t tell if she’s messing with me.

‘I can tell.’ An emphatic nod. ‘I got an eye for these things. You can kind of see where it starts, right? Look how wide it is.’ She circles that part with her finger. ‘If it’s that wide at the base, then it’s wide for a reason. In my experience, a long, thick cock is far more common than a thick, stubby one.’

I put my head in my hands, unable to hold back the laughter.

‘Trust me, girl, bigger is always better.’ She chuckles, enjoying my reaction. ‘I’ve had them big and I’ve had them small. The bigger guys are the best. We always say that size doesn’t matter, but it does. It absolutely, definitely, goddamn does. When you’ve been with a guy and you don’t even feel like he’s been inside you, that size advantage is a must-have, you know what I’m saying?’

‘Thanks for sharing.’ I wipe a tear of amusement from my eye.

‘Any time. Just promise me one thing, okay?’

‘What’s that?’

She moves in close and whispers into my ear.

‘If you find out how big he is, tell me first. I have to know if I was right.’

****

What a difference a week makes. Just seven short days ago, I was nervously dressing for my first day on the new team. Everything had to look right. I needed to look flawlessly smart and effortlessly professional. I wasn’t just dressing for the office; I was dressing to impress every single person on my team.

Now, though… now I’m dressing to impress somebody else.

I stand in front of the mirror in my underwear, one blouse in each hand, alternating my outfit choices and assessing each one individually. Option one is a red blouse that hugs my body nicely, accentuating the curve of my breasts and the slenderness of my waist. It’s a blouse that grabs the eye. It’s professional enough to wear in the office, but is it the right one for me?

Option two is a little less subtle; a pale blue shirt with a generous dip at the neckline that reveals more than a glimpse of my plentiful chest. If I wear this one, I’ll need a low-cut bra so that the lace doesn’t peek around the edges of the shirt.

I glance at myself in the mirror. It’s no contest. I want to be admired, so option two is the obvious choice. If you’ve got it, flaunt it. And, baby, I’ve got it.

After choosing the blouse, I opt for a plain black skirt. Not too outrageous – I’m still working in the office, after all – but it’s much shorter than the skirt I wore last week, revealing more of my toned, firm legs in these black stockings. My butt looks and feels great in my dark panties, the lace edges resting on my pert cheeks, making me feel like I’m getting ready for a date instead of going to work.

I grab a handful of loose hair and begin working it into a tight bun, then pause. Would a bun look good with this kind of outfit? Maybe I should try something else. Something a little more casual. I brush my hair and leave it loose, cascading down to my shoulders. It suits the look I’m going for; strictly professional, yet disarmingly attractive.

‘Holy fuck!’ Will steps into the bedroom, his eyes as wide open as his mouth. He looks like a fish suddenly yanked onto dry land. ‘Are you… are you gonna get in trouble, dressing like that?’

‘Like what?’ I feign innocence. I know that I look like a million bucks right now, and my husband’s stunned reaction only excites me even more.

‘Like… that. I mean, you look incredible. Really sexy.’

‘Do I?’ I flatten the bottom of my blouse and perform a casual turn on the spot, pretending to admire myself in the mirror. In reality, I’m watching Will’s bug-eyed expression.

‘God, I need to quit my job and come work with you.’ His eyes sweep up and down my body, pausing on the low neckline of the shirt, where even a blind man could admire my breasts. ‘I thought you weren’t allowed to wear stuff like this at work?’

‘What, clothes?’

‘You know what I mean. You look so fucking hot.’

I click my tongue and look at him in the mirror, allowing irritation to register on my face. I say, ‘Are you telling me that I don’t look nice? I thought I looked fine.’

‘You do, you do!’ He waves his hands in the air in surrender. ‘I just meant that I thought you always told me you can’t wear tops like that at work…’

I glance down, pretending to notice the curve of my partially-exposed breasts for the first time. I shrug.

‘I’m sure it’ll be fine. It’s not like you can see my nipples or anything. I just wanted to feel good today.’

‘And you look amazing.’

I reach into my jewelry box and grab a pair of earrings. Not my usual plain, simple studs. This time, I opt for small dangly hearts, studded with glittering gems and slip them into place. They seem to make my whole face shine brighter. I glance at my husband in the mirror. He seems to approve.

Will steps closer. He slips his arms around my waist, smiling at our reflections. I feel a tiny pang of guilt for lying to him. While I am dressed like this because I want to feel nice, that’s not the whole story. I also want to look good for a certain blue-eyed co-worker. ‘You look so fucking amazing.’

I nestle into his warmth, our bodies pressing together in the bedroom. I feel something growing firm against my ass.

‘Feels like you’re enjoying my outfit today,’ I say, gently shaking my ass, rubbing his stiffening member.

‘Oh, God yes.’ He grins. ‘How much time do you have? Think you can be a little late today?’

‘No chance.’

‘Damn.’ He kisses my neck. Tingles erupt through my skin. ‘Well, how about later tonight? I’m going out with some of the guys, but when I get back…’

‘Oh, that’s how it is, huh?’ I fold my arms over his in mock annoyance. ‘My husband goes out drinking with his buddies and thinks he can still get some ass later…’

‘Hey, if there’s ass available…’

I push his hands away and turn to face him. ‘I’m not a goddamn sex toy, Will. You don’t just push a button and hump away.’

‘I didn’t say-’

I shake my head. It’s too late. The moment’s over. I don’t want to talk about it anymore.

‘Pass me the black shoes from the closet.’

Will steps back and grabs a pair of plain black shoes from my side of the closet. They’re a simple pair of flats, perfect for the office.

‘Not those.’ I point to a different pair. ‘The other ones. With the little heel.’

He shoots me a look as though he wants to make some comment or ask why I’m dressing so differently today. But he instead grabs the correct pair of shoes and gives them to me. I slip my feet inside and assess myself in the mirror. My footwear doesn’t have a huge heel, but it does give me a noticeable lift, making my legs appear longer and my ass more pert than usual.

‘Is everything… I mean, are you okay?’ Will’s expression is sincere; the question earnest.

‘What do you mean?’ My heart thumps against my chest. Does he know anything? He couldn’t possibly… right? I’ve never mentioned Jensen at home.

‘You always dress well for work,’ he says, choosing his word carefully. ‘But you’ve never dressed like this.’

‘Like what?’

‘So…’ He hesitates for a brief moment. ‘So sexy.’

I laugh. Partly at the shy way he says the word ‘sexy’, partly in relief that he doesn’t think I’m doing this for a specific reason. I cup his stubble-marked cheeks in my hands.

‘Honey,’ I say, talking slowly and calmly, as though he’s a child failing to understand something simple. ‘My job is super boring. The hours are long. It’s really tedious. I just want to feel better about myself. That’s all.’

He nods, acknowledging my words.

‘And if I’m not too tired,’ I smile at him, ‘maybe we can have some fun when you get home tonight.’

He grins at me. The moment is gone. Whatever worries he had are behind us now.

****

I stir my mug of coffee, gazing down into the swirling brown liquid, not focusing on anything in particular. Footsteps approach the break room and a figure appears in the doorway.

‘Morning!’ Kimberly’s voice interrupts my thoughts. I turn toward her. She opens her mouth to say something else and pauses, lips open, eyes wide. She half-frowns and half-smirks.

‘What?’ I shrug, pretending that I don’t know why she’s looking at me with such an expression.

‘Goddamn, did you get a makeover this morning or something?’ Kimberly looks me up and down with an appreciative smile. She grabs her mug from a cupboard and pours herself a steaming mug of coffee. ‘Whatever happened, I like it.’

‘I just wanted to look nice. Don’t I look nice?’

‘You look better than nice.’ Kimberly shoots me a look that suggests we both know why I’m dressed like this. She glances through the window into the office. ‘It looks like at least three other guys have noticed, too.’

I follow her glance out into the main floor. Two guys hastily turn back to the computers. A third catches my eye and blushes, before pretending to look at some paperwork in his hands. Their reactions make me smile with satisfaction.

‘You going on a date straight after this or something?’ Kimberly raises her mug and blows on the hot liquid.

‘Nope. Just wanted to look good.’

Kimberly’s lips contort into a knowing smirk. ‘Sure you did. I bet this has absolutely nothing to do with a certain muscular stud.’

‘Absolutely nothing.’

‘You’re full of shit.’ She grins.

I return her smile with a wicked smirk of my own. We touch our coffee mugs together in a loose toast.

‘Have a great day,’ she says. ‘Try to get some work done when you’re not gazing into his big blue eyes.’

‘You think his eyes are going to be on my face?’

I wink, enjoying Kimberly’s shocked expression, and walk to my office without waiting for a response. I power up my computer and begin working through all the paperwork on my desk, pausing to answer a few emails. After about thirty minutes, there’s a polite knock on my door. Jensen walks inside, closing the door behind him. My heart beats faster. Even though he’s dressed for work – suit jacket, plain shirt, tie, dark pants – all I can see are the firm, tense muscles from his selfie. A jolt of excitement ripples through my body.

Jensen smiles, his eyes on my face. Then his gaze drifts downwards, to the open window presenting the swell of my cleavage. He quickly looks back at my face, but his expression doesn’t change, except for a small dimple on his cheek. I see no shame, no guilt at all. If anything, he liked what he saw.

‘Morning Nikki.’ He sits down opposite me. ‘Good weekend?’

‘Not a bad one, thanks. Yours?’ My lip curls into a knowing smile. ‘Any hot dates?’

He returns my smile and says, ‘I started talking to a couple of local women on the dating app.’

‘Oh?’ I lean forward, both interested and a little jealous. ‘How’s it going?’

‘A gentleman never kisses and tells.’

I shoot him a look.

‘But we both know that I’m not a gentleman. So far, we’re just talking. Feeling each other out, you know?’

‘Sure.’

‘But I’ll let you know if I get anywhere with either of them.’

Heat rushes to my cheeks. Jensen surveys me with a cool gaze, his mouth twitching in amusement. I wave my hands in surrender, just like Will did to me earlier this morning.

‘I don’t need to know all the details of your sex life,’ I say, suddenly aware of how inappropriate this conversation is for the workplace.

He shrugs, as though it doesn’t matter to him either way.

‘You look great today, by the way.’ His smile turns warm, and friendly, letting me know that this is intended in a polite, non-flirtatious way. Or so I think.

I glance down and see the exposed curve of the tops of my breasts, almost spilling out of this shirt. One week ago, I would have flushed with embarrassment and adjusted myself to cover up, but not now. I smile with pride and lean back in my chair, letting him enjoy the sight of me dressed in such a revealing way. My heart races. His eyes sweep up and down my chest.

‘I love what you’ve done with your hair,’ he says, with an approving nod.

‘Thank you. You’re not so bad yourself.’ He gives a casual wave of his hand, as if to say, this old thing? I gesture to the stack of paperwork neatly mounted on a side cabinet. ‘Shall we get to work?’

‘Sure.’

I stand up from behind the desk and step over to the cabinet. I take a subtle glance at Jensen to see his reaction to the rest of my attire. His eyebrows raise and he takes a second to admire my skirt and the long, toned legs filling out these dark stockings. My heart races faster knowing that this gorgeous man is enjoying the view. I grab a few sheets of paper from the stack and casually knock one to the floor.

‘Dammit.’ I feign annoyance and bend over to pick it up, my ass bent in the air for him to admire as much as he wants.

I take my time grabbing the rogue piece of paper – only a couple of seconds longer than necessary, but long enough for him to get a damn good view of my rear – and stand up, paperwork in hand.

‘If you could make a start on these,’ I say, handing him the sheets, ‘that would be awesome.’

‘No problem.’ He takes the documents and stands up, ready to leave, before pausing for a moment.

‘What’s up?’

‘Oh, nothing much. I was just wondering…’ He pauses for a second; just long enough for excitement to begin mounting in my stomach. ‘What gym do you use?’

‘Oh.’ The question surprises me. ‘Uh, I go to Lang’s over on fifth. Sometimes with Kimberly, usually by myself. Why? Are you still looking for a place to work out?’

‘Yeah. There are a lot of gyms around here, but they all seem kind of…’

‘I know what you mean.’ I nod. ‘They’re mostly big enterprises and brands. That’s why I like Lang’s. It’s smaller. More intimate.’

‘I like intimacy.’

‘And the best part is that no meat-heads pose in front of the mirrors between sets.’

Jensen laughs.

‘Sounds great, I’ll sign up after work tonight. When is your next session?’

‘Tomorrow night, around seven.’

‘We’ll go together.’

‘Great!’ I can’t hide my enthusiasm. The thought of working out with Jensen makes my heart skip a beat. ‘Can’t wait!’

‘Same. Honestly, after a whole week of this…’ He holds up the documents in his hand. ‘There’s nothing better than a good stretch.’

‘I’d love for you to stretch me.’

It takes me a second or two to realize the words that have just spilled out of my mouth. I freeze with horror, afraid that I’ve gone way too far and said something that can’t be unsaid.

But Jensen shoots me that warm, slightly cocky smile. He surveys me with his gorgeous blue eyes and says in his wonderfully deep, rumbling voice, ‘I’d like to have the chance to stretch you.’

Our eyes meet. We exchange a knowing look. A dozen images flood my mind – Jensen, shirtless; Jensen, naked; Jensen standing over my bed, grabbing my ankles, and spreading me open. Heat floods my cheeks. Warm tingles erupt in my womanhood. His handsome face seems brighter right now. Would it be inappropriate to touch him? Should I keep this conversation going? Fuck, I don’t know what’s happening to me.

‘Anyway,’ he says, breaking through the cloud fogging my mind, ‘thanks for this. I’ll be back when I’m finished. See you later.’

He shoots a charming wink and walks out of my office, closing the door behind him. I remain frozen on the spot for a few seconds, staring at the space he just left, wondering what strange chemistry just seemed to flow between us.

Then I sit down behind my desk and put my head in my hands.

‘Oh, fuck, did I just tell him to stretch me…?’

****

The day goes past in a fairly tame blur of paperwork, emails, and coffee breaks. Jensen and I cross paths a couple of times throughout the day, but we remain professional. Neither of us brings up our earlier conversation or the strange, intense moment that passed through the air.

When the day ends, I drive back to an empty home. It takes me a few seconds to remember that Will said he was going to meet his friends tonight. I’ve got the place all to myself. I can do anything I want tonight.

But after a long, dull day at work, my brain is far too fried to think of anything especially exciting. I heat some leftovers and pour myself half a glass of wine and watch a little TV until all the stress of the day slowly washes out of me and I begin to feel more relaxed and human.

My mind begins to wander, replaying various events from the day. The first port of call is my encounter with Jensen this morning. I lean back onto the couch and recall the look on his face and the blue gleam in his eyes when he said those words.

‘I’d like to have the chance to stretch you.’

A flower of arousal blooms in my gut. I hear Kimberly’s voice once again, talking about how size matters and wondering how large Jensen’s manhood might be. My mind begins to wander through a myriad of possibilities and fantasy scenarios. Jensen at the gym, in tight shorts. Jensen in the shower, lathering his muscular body. Jensen in my office, lifting and placing me on the desk, a fierce look of lust in his eyes…

That flowering arousal suddenly begins to grow wilder and starts to consume my body. Heat envelopes my sex. Naughty tingles ripple through me. It’s a sensation that I know very well. One I often feel before Will and I fall into bed together… but he isn’t here right now to help me embrace these sensations.

My phone buzzes on the arm of the couch. I grab it, expecting an update from my absent husband, but the message is from Jensen. My heart beats faster. I sit up in surprise and delight.

‘Looking forward to the gym tomorrow,’ reads the message. ‘Completed my sign-up and ready to get started!’

A smile spreads across my lips. Me and Jensen, working out together. His sweaty, muscular, gorgeous body close to mine… My womanhood tingles at the thought.

I type a quick response back. ‘Great! I hope you can keep up with me.’ I almost add a winking face, but decide against it. That would look too flirty. I want to keep this straightforward. After this morning, I want to watch what I say.

He replies almost immediately. ‘Is that a challenge?’

‘If you want it to be. Think you can take me?’

For a brief moment, I stare at my screen, wondering if I’ve overstepped the line. Casual jokes are fine with friends and co-workers, but I hardly know this man.

Thankfully, he replies within a few seconds.

‘That’s a tempting offer.’

Liquid warmth spreads through my sex, flowing like a river until all I can feel is my own thrilling, sensual arousal. There’s no denying it or trying to hide the facts. Talking to this man is turning me on. My womanhood is warm; the soft, intimate lips crying out for attention. My nipples feel firm, poking into the bra as though needing further stimulation. Why am I getting so excited? Is it because this feels so naughty? Because I know that I should not be flirting with another man? Or is it because Jensen is so fucking attractive? I can’t decide.

I turn off the TV and head upstairs. It’s getting late and there’s still no word from Will about what time he’s coming home. I toss my clothes into the laundry basket and get into a loose nightdress, before slipping into bed and opening up my phone again. There’s another message from Jensen.

‘I’m guessing there’s no special dress code at the gym? Do you think I’ll get kicked out for wearing a thong?’

I laugh and type out my reply.

‘You can’t say something like that and not go through with it!’

He replies with a laughing emoticon, before following through with another message.

‘Maybe I’ll just stick to shorts. Nobody needs to see me like that.’

I gaze at the phone for a moment, trying to imagine Jensen working out in just a thong. His toned, muscular body flexing and stretching as he squats with a weight bar over those powerful shoulders; his tight ass almost completely exposed; the front pouch bulging as it conceals his huge-

‘Fuck,’ I say, whispering to myself in the quiet bedroom. My sex feels so warm and wet right now.

Another message buzzes on the phone in my hand. Jensen says, ‘How long do you usually work out for?’

‘About an hour. Some cardio to warm up, then some weights. Nothing crazy.’

‘My kind of woman.’

Those words send a pulse of lust through me. I can hear Jensen’s deep, masculine voice whisper that sentence, his piercing blue eyes looking right into mine. Maybe he whispers into my ear, his hands exploring my body, our breathing beginning to accelerate…

I slip one hand under the covers. It glides over my nightdress, approaching the warm, yearning place at my cleft. God, this feels so wrong, but that knowledge turns me on even more.

‘I hope I don’t disappoint you.’ My thumb glides across the screen, tapping out the words. ‘I’m kind of a casual gymgoer.’

‘I like to keep it casual,’ Jensen says in response. ‘I’m happy to go at your pace. If you want, we can get a protein shake after.’

The tips of my fingers brush the little patch of hair above my sacred triangle. A tiny jolt of erotic lust ripples through me once again. Jensen, going at my pace. Jensen, watching me bend and stretch. A throaty sigh escapes my lips. Fuck…

‘What are you up to tonight?’ His question sounds so innocent, but it could have a thousand different meanings. Some friendly, some devious.

‘I’m chilling in bed.’ I carefully avoid telling him where my other hand is right now. ‘Husband is out with friends, got the bed to myself.’

‘Lucky bed.’

My hand moves further south, brushing through my little mound of hair and reaching the warm, puffy lips at the entrance of my sex. I gently part my thighs wider to allow greater access. When was the last time I casually touched myself like this? I don’t recall. Usually, Will is here to satisfy my needs once or twice a week, but he isn’t here right now. For the first time in my married life, I’m glad to be alone. This is private; intimate; naughty. It’s morally wrong and deeply erotic. My intimate lips feel red-hot on my slowly exploring fingers. I make another throaty sigh.

‘Sometimes it’s nice not to share.’ I bite my bottom lip as I type, as though he might hear my gasping moans through the message. ‘What about you? Got a hot date tonight?’

I watch three little dots appear on the screen for a few seconds as he writes a response.

‘Not tonight. Was going to meet up with a girl tomorrow, but canceled to go to the gym with you. Maybe this weekend.’

I groan with pleasure. He canceled a potential date to spend time with me. He chose me. Jensen could have fucked some gorgeous bimbo, but he canceled for me. That thought drives me crazy.

My fingers gently, softly, slowly glide up and down my aching pussy lips, delighting in the wet warmth. It’s so erotic. So intensely sensual. I feel my body reacting to the touch, my lips swelling in arousal and slowly parting open, hungry for more stimulation. I’m so warm that it almost feels sticky.

‘You didn’t have to cancel for me.’ I gently spread myself open with two fingers. ‘I feel bad now.’

‘Don’t worry about it.’ Again, I can hear the words in his husky, manly tone. ‘I’d rather work out with you than spend a couple of awkward hours with a stranger. You’re way more fun.’

I carefully press one finger to my molten-hot entrance. It feels so fucking tight and so fucking wet. My body is crying out for more. I bring my fingers up a little higher, to the little hood above my lips, where the most sensitive part of my body is waiting. I start slow, rolling two fingertips around my clit in soft, gentle circles.

At times like this, I wish I owned a sex toy. My womanhood yearns to feel that wonderful fullness and intense pressure as a long, thick shaft gently stretches my tight entrance and glides inside. Right now, I’d love to feel the deep, pulsing vibrations of a battery-operated toy as I slowly fuck myself into a frenzy of passion. But my fingers will have to do.

‘You’re so sweet.’ I fight the urge to moan in lusty bliss but fail. The sound echoes around the quiet bedroom. My fingers glide around my soaking sex. Every motion turns me on more and more. My nipples stand to attention, poking through the thin fabric of my nightdress.

‘Only when I want to be.’ He ends the message with a smiling devil emoticon.

I moan again, not hiding my pleasure anymore. My fingers send wave after wave of erotic passion through me. My pussy burns hotter and wetter, crying out for more. I need to be filled. I need to be fucked. My phone buzzes again.

‘How’s the bed?’

Fuck, it’s like he somehow knows! I can almost picture him lounging on a couch, that confident grin tugging at the corners of his lips, those blue eyes watching me through the phone. He can’t know what I’m doing, can he? Or maybe he does. Maybe he wants me to do this…

I tease my sensitive clit with two fingers, feeling it thicken and throb in response. Another moan leaves my lips. My fingers move on their own now, touching me wherever I need them, sending lightning bolts of pleasure through my body. Every touch makes me moan louder.

‘The bed is good.’ I bite my lip again, fighting the urge to write something really obvious and over the top. ‘How’s your apartment?’

‘Big enough. Thankfully nobody can look inside and catch me walking around naked.’

Two fingers press at my hole, gently probing and pushing inside. I gasp. It doesn’t feel the same as having a man here, but it’s good enough for now.

I close my eyes and drop the phone, grabbing my breasts and teasing the hard, sensitive nipples. My body is racked with lust. I couldn’t stop even if my husband came home right now. My fingers begin to slowly fuck and tease my pussy, the sensation forcing me to moan over and over again.

My mind floods with erotic images. I can see Jensen walking around a gorgeous apartment, his naked body gleaming in the moonlight. His rock-hard cock is at least eight inches long and deliciously thick. He walks over to the bed, where I’m lying on top of the covers, also naked. He climbs on top of me.

‘Oh my God…’ I moan the words up to the ceiling, unable to control myself. I fuck my aching pussy with two fingers. My other hand slides under the covers, teasing my throbbing clit at the same time. Pleasure clouds my brain. I can’t speak. Can’t think. Can only feel.

I force myself to return to the fantasy. Jensen spreads my legs, his huge cock pointing at my sex like an arrow aiming at its target. He looks at me with those beautiful blue eyes. He moves forward and pushes inside me-

‘Fuck!’ I shudder in uncontrollable pleasure. The first wave of bliss overtakes my body. I can’t stop myself. I’m not in control anymore. My toes curl. I blink rapidly, staring up at the ceiling. My fingers keep moving; teasing my clit and fucking my pussy at the same time. It’s overwhelming. It’s wonderful. It’s intense.

I keep coming for a few long, wonderful moments, trying to imagine Jensen leaning over me, his body gliding against mine; those hard, firm muscles contracting with the effort of his lovemaking. I pretend that my desperately moving fingers are his cock. I pretend that he’s fucking me right here, right now, that his huge, hard cock is giving me this pleasure.

My fingers keep moving until I can’t take it any longer. It’s too much. Too overwhelming. Too intense. My clit almost aches. My sex feels good. Satisfied. For now.

I lay there for a long, long moment, staring at the ceiling as my body cools and my heart settles again. That was a wonderful orgasm. It felt so passionate. I can’t explain where it came from or why I suddenly needed it so urgently.

The phone buzzes somewhere in the bed. I pat my hands around the covers until I find it. There are two messages. One from Will, saying that he’s on the way home. The other is from Jensen.

‘Enjoy the bed. I’ll see you tomorrow.’

My thumb moves to begin typing a response, but I stop. No. I’ll let the conversation end right there. God only knows how I should respond. I’m certain that Jensen somehow knows that I just pleasured myself while talking to him. It’s completely impossible, of course, but I’m convinced he knows.

I close the messaging app and lock my phone and push it away. That was fun. Naughty, wrong, and illicit, but a lot of fun. What came over me? I can’t explain it. I’ve had fantasies about men before, but I have never once fantasized about another man while in a relationship. Since Will and I became serious, I’ve barely even glanced at another guy. Yet I just made myself come while thinking about – and talking to – Jensen. Something’s gotta be wrong with me.

And yet…

And yet, the dull, aching warmth lingers in my most intimate areas. Usually, I’m a one-and-done kind of girl; a single orgasm sets me right and quells these kinds of feelings. But it feels like my body yearns for more.

I reach down, touch my intimate lips, and gasp. My fingertips brush lightly over my tenderness and all I can feel is red-hot wetness. I hold my fingers up to confirm. Juice clings to my digits. Holy fuck. I’ve never felt anything like this before –not when masturbating, anyway. This is all new territory for me.

Heat pulses in my belly. My intimate lips quiver, yearning for more, throbbing and tingling in arousal. This is unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. Lust grips me. I can’t ignore it. I can’t push past it. I need more. I exhale a long breath and let myself melt into the bed. Time for round two.

I part my thighs wider and begin with slow, delicate circles around my throbbing, yearning clit. This time I’m not rushing. This time I’m not distracted. This time my mind can wander wherever it wants to go.

In my mind, I’m not in bed. I’m not at home. I’m in the back seat of a car. Wide, comfortable. Somewhere isolated. Somewhere dark. But I’m not alone. Jensen is there too.

A moan escapes my lips. I close my eyes to better concentrate on the fantasy, to better concentrate lose myself to pleasure. My soaking pussy is more sensitive than usual, thanks to all this stimulation. Every delicate stroke of my fingertips sends a jolt of delight through me.

In the fantasy, Jensen kisses me. His hands explore me. He’s slow and gentle and every touch feels wonderfully erotic – even if it’s not real.

My fingers glide faster, swirling around my aching clit. Each movement sparks a thunderstorm of bliss in my belly. I slowly, softly, gently caress myself, moaning louder now, the sound of my pleasure filling the quiet house.

‘Oh, fuck…’

The fantasy heats up. Now Jensen is kissing and licking my naked breasts, focusing his warm tongue on my firm nipples. As I picture his mouth caressing me, I pinch those same nipples with my free hand.

I moan for Jensen. He tugs at my panties and strips me naked on the backseat. I’m soaking wet for him! He kisses me, hard. I kiss him back.

‘Fuck, fuck!’

My moans echo around the silent bedroom. I pinch my nipples again, fingers gliding over my clit, palm ticked by the little patch of hair on my cleft. It’s good, so good – but I need more.

Jensen takes off his clothes. His body is like a marble sculpture brought to life, a Greek god in human form. Ares in the flesh. And his cock – oh my God. It’s big. Even bigger than Will’s penis. As big as a porn star’s prick and just as thick. God, I want that huge cock inside me so fucking bad!

I stop pinching my nipples. Now I start fucking myself, still teasing my clit with the other hand. A wild, animalistic moan leaves my lungs. I’ve never done anything like this before. But I’ve also never been this turned on. My fingers work their magic on my sensitive, aching pussy, driving me crazy with lust.

Now Jensen sits on the seat. I mount him, resting in his lap. His cock reaches beyond my belly button. He guides me down. His huge cock fills my pussy. I moan his name.

‘Jensen!’ I moan his name out loud.

We fuck in the back seat like wild teenagers. I bounce up and down like a porn star, tits jiggling as he licks my nipples. He fucks me hard and fast, pounding me as I deserve.

‘Yes!’

Heat floods my cleft. I lose myself to the feeling again, fingers flicking back and forth in a frenzy. My soaking pussy gushes, inviting me to fuck this yearning entrance faster and deeper. My hips shudder. My toes curl.

Jensen fucks me in the back seat of the car, his strong hands lifting me up and down on that massive cock. He tells me that he’s gonna come. I scream even louder.

‘Fuck! Yes!’

I climax for the second time tonight, writhing in passionate bliss in my bed. My eyelids flutter. I fight to keep hold of the vision in my head; the mental image of me and Jensen together in the car. It lasts as long as my orgasm does.

Finally, the pressure becomes too much. My pussy is too sensitive to continue. I stop massaging my swollen, tender clit. Even the cool air of the room seems to glide over that firm nub of flesh. I ease my fingers free and look at them. I’ve never seen so much creamy pussy nectar before.

It takes me a few minutes to recover. I lie in the bed and stare at the ceiling until the feeling returns to my body. If anyone asked me what just happened, I wouldn’t have an answer. I’ve never been able to masturbate twice like that; usually, the first orgasm sets me right. But that second one – holy mother of God – was sensational.

After I return to my senses, I get off the bed with shaky legs. I head into the bathroom and wash up quickly, cleaning my juice-coated fingers and sticky inner thighs. It takes maybe thirty seconds to completely hide all the evidence of my orgasm. I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror and freeze. My cheeks are red and my eyes still have a glazed look to them. Even my hair looks wild. I run a brush through my hair and splash cold water onto my face. The redness fades a little. I exhale, long and slow.

‘Jeez, I can’t tell Kimberly about this. Never.’

If she was here, what would she say? She’d probably encourage me to video call Jensen so we could masturbate together. No, I’m never going to tell her what happened tonight.

The front door clicks open. My heart leaps into my throat. I shut off the light and get back into bed, rolling over and getting comfortable, pretending that this is how I’ve been laying for ages already.

‘Babe? You home?’ Will’s voice echoes up the stairs.

‘I’m in bed.’

His footsteps pad through the house, getting closer. My heart thunders in my chest. What if he can tell that I just masturbated and gets suspicious? Shit, I should have sprayed some perfume around to-

‘Hey there sleepy.’ Will closes the bedroom door and flicks on a small lamp, throwing soothing orange light around. He smiles down at me and takes off his shirt. ‘Did I wake you?’

‘No, I was just getting comfortable. Long day.’

‘Sure.’

I watch my husband undress through half-closed eyes, pretending to be more tired than I am. He doesn’t seem drunk, although his clothes have that pungent bar smell to them.

‘How was your night?’ I pull the covers up to my chin.

‘Good, thanks. Pretty fun. Always good to see the guys. We’re gonna try and do it again soon.’

Will tosses his clothes in the direction of the laundry basket. They land on the floor in a heap. He ignores it and turns off the lamp, getting into bed, naked. I roll onto my side, facing away from him, heart racing with guilt. He moves in close and throws an arm around me.

‘So,’ he says, ‘did you feel nice today in your sexy office outfit?’

‘I did.’

‘Mm,’ his hot breath brushes my cheek. It smells of beer. ‘I’ve been thinking about it all day. How fucking hot you looked.’

He pulls himself in close behind me, our bodies pressing together. His soft manhood grinds into my bare ass. On any other day, I’d be fine with it, but right now…

‘Thank you.’ I shrug my shoulder, pushing his arm away. ‘Can you give me some space, please? You’re breathing all over me.’

‘Sorry.’

He pulls his head away but doesn’t move the rest of his body. He starts rubbing his penis against my ass.

‘So…’ His voice is low and full of expectation. I know exactly where this is going. ‘How do you wanna do this?’

‘Do what?’

Will freezes. Suddenly he sounds uncertain.

‘Have sex?’ He cups my ass. Normally, his touch sends electricity running through me. But I’ve just enjoyed a wonderful orgasm and half of my body has gone back to sleep for another day.

‘I’m sorry, babe. I’m just really tired right now. Today sucked. Can we just lie like this?’

‘Oh.’ He tries and fails to hide his disappointment. ‘Sure, yeah. Whatever you want.’

My husband nestles into the bed behind me, his warm breath cascading down my back. I stay perfectly still for a long time with my eyes closed, until I finally hear Will’s breathing deepen and feel his arm get heavier on my waist. I exhale in relief. My naughty little secret is safe.

I stay awake for a while, staring into the dark. Every time I close my eyes, images of Jensen return. I see him shirtless. I see him in my office. I see him naked, baring down over me with a passionate look in his beautiful blue eyes. I see him in the back seat of a car, bouncing me in his lap. Warmth pools again in my sex. I try to ignore it and sleep, but nothing happens. Why am I doing this to myself? Nothing is ever going to happen. It’s just a fantasy, right?

####
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