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         I received the first text just as I was on my way to a meeting with my boss, regarding my future at my job. In order to dress for the occasion, I had worn my new short jacket and shoes with a bit of heel. I was hoping to look like the serious and ambitious new employee who might be rewarded with a pay raise after her yearlong 'trial' period.

         Back home, I had practised in front of my mirror how I might present myself concisely and professionally. How my work effort had previously exceeded expectations.

         I got a text message. I shouldn't have looked at all. I grabbed my phone to switch off the sound ahead of time so it wouldn’t disturb the meeting. But of course, I couldn't help checking the message:

         
            “No other women can be as wet and as tight as you. Painful how much my body misses yours. P.”
   

         

         It was stupid. I felt both silly, excited and a bit shy all at the same time. And of course, I was completely distracted before my meeting. I was sitting there with a tingling sensation in my lower body and a stupid smile.

         The meeting felt more like a school exam than the dialogue between two professionals I had imagined beforehand. That was frustrating. No pay raise this time.

         The text wasn't even something I could talk about with my boyfriend, Michael. Mainly because the message wasn't from him. It was from my former boss, Patrick. I had fooled around with him a bit now and then over the three years we worked together at the Scandia, which was one of the largest hotels in the city.

         Like a complete stereotype, it started at a Christmas party. Even though we had both been extremely inebriated, it was still the best sex I have ever had. So afterwards, we had jumped each other a few times per year... or ten, perhaps. Even though Patrick was a family man and I had other 'serious' relationships. Because it was all about sex between me and Patrick. No emotions. No strings. And our relationship, if it even deserved to be called that, stopped quite naturally when I quit working at the hotel. Shortly after starting my new job, I met the love of my life, Michael, and now we live together.

         I genuinely hadn't thought about Patrick in the last year. My life had been hectic and exciting with my new job, and with wonderful, wonderful Michael.

         But my body hadn't forgotten about Patrick. Definitely not. For a fraction of a second, it remembered the wild and crazy sessions… The orgasms I had with him.

         Fortunately, my co-workers thought my shortness of breath was the result of a bad meeting with my boss. The meeting really was quite awful.

         I sent a slightly angry message back to Patrick. Or maybe it was a fun kind of angry, if such a thing exists. “Bad Patrick. You just cost me a pay raise!”

         He replied instantly with a crying emoji, writing: “Should I be punished?”

         I don't know why I did it. Maybe it was a force of habit because we had always sent each other dirty messages. Maybe it was because today had developed into something other than 'serious meeting day'. Either way, I went into the bathroom and took a picture of my butt with a raised hand next to it, as though it were about to be smacked.

         I sent him that picture and a text saying: “You deserve a spanking, you naughty boy!”
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