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        Scenes depicted in this fictional work all involve consenting, non-blood-related adults over the age of thirty.
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      They say that revenge is a dish best served cold.

      But sometimes, it’s best served cold and at thirty-thousand feet with a cheating ex’s former best friend and biggest business rival.

      The cherry on top? New romance.
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      Tristan Dayemon spent most of his Thursday afternoon checking and rechecking the figures in front of him. As evening loomed, he called his assistant Paul into his office.

      “These are solid. Submit the bid,” he instructed, and Paul nodded and took the thick manila folder from him.

      “I wonder what our competitor’s bid package looks like?” Paul murmured.

      “Not as put together as ours, I can promise you that,” Tristan retorted sarcastically. “That’s the beauty of knowing him for as long as I have. I know all his moves, and now, I can beat his ass with them.”

      Paul grinned mischievously.

      “I bet. You need anything else, boss?”

      “Nope. Scan that in and send it over and then call it a night, my friend.”

      “Sure. See you in the morning, boss.”

      “Night, Paul.”

      Tristan spent another half-hour wrapping up last-minute emails, then logged off his computer for the night and headed to the elevator. Once he reached the lobby, he met up with his driver, and they nodded to the night watchman at the reception counter as they walked to the parking garage.

      “Dinner at home, or out, Mr. Dayemon?” his driver, Stephan, asked as he held open the back passenger door for his employer.

      “Out,” Tristan decided. “Take me to Mac’s, please.”

      “Absolutely, sir.”

      On the drive to dinner, Tristan found his thoughts strangely focused on the man that he and Paul had discussed.

      Even thinking the man’s name made Tristan want to punch something.

      I wonder if he’s still a douche or if he managed to pull his head out of his ass.

      After all, that was the whole reason their friendship imploded two years ago.

      Tristan had seen him out with another woman on what was very obviously a date while his loving wife was away on business. And from the public displays of affection Tristan witnessed between the two of them, it wasn’t a first date, either.

      Furious, Tristan had strolled up to the table and called his best friend out on his shit. Things got ugly once the woman realized that the man she’d been making out in public with was married; she’d thanked Tristan before cursing and slapping her paramour then storming off.

      In the end, his friend had promised to be faithful moving forward and had pleaded with Tristan not to say anything to his wife.

      Tristan had reluctantly agreed. But his gut had screamed at him to inform her anyway, agreement be damned.

      His failure to do precisely that had gnawed on his conscience ever since.

      With effort, Tristan steered his thoughts back to the present as Stephan pulled up to the curb, then got out and opened the back door.

      “Just text when you’re ready to head home, sir,” he intoned, and Tristan nodded as he stepped out of the car and walked inside the high-end restaurant.

      The hostess seated him quickly at his usual table, where he ordered his customary single-malt whiskey and medium rare filet mignon, then idly scrolled through his phone as he waited.
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        * * *

      

      After a very turbulence-plagued flight, the plane’s wheels touched down on the runway, and Claire Fillemon breathed a sigh of relief. Her work trip to Phoenix had wrapped up earlier than scheduled, and she’d counted herself lucky to grab the last seat available on the six-p.m. flight back to home. Granted, it was a middle seat in the very last row, but still, Claire was ecstatic to be home earlier than expected.

      As she patiently waited her turn to deboard the crowded plane, she had an uncharacteristically wicked thought, and Claire could feel her cheeks warming in response.

      Should I really do that? she asked herself. The brazen idea that had suddenly popped into her head was a bit out of her comfort zone.

      Do it, her seldom-heard inner vixen urged. Brad will love it.

      Brad. The love of her life. The man she’d fallen for at first sight twelve years earlier. Even after all this time, just a look from him still made her heart flutter wildly.

      Claire grinned even as she pulled her luggage down from the overhead compartment.

      Cheeks still slightly pink, she made her way up the gangplank and into the terminal, scanning the plethora of signs posted in search of the nearest ladies’ room. At last, she spotted what she was looking for and marched toward it with determination.

      Safely ensconced in an oversized stall, she put her daring idea into motion, trading her usual travel attire of comfy yoga pants and oversized t-shirt for a sexy thong, high heels, and her trench coat – and nothing else.

      Claire snapped her suitcase shut, tied her mid-calf-length coat firmly closed, and stepped out of the cubicle and over to the mirror to apply just a bit of lipstick. She nervously checked her appearance. Her reflection revealed silky shoulder-length wheat-colored hair and vibrant green eyes sparkling with excitement.

      Let’s do this, she told herself, and Claire’s now siren-red lips curved into another grin at the mere thought of what Brad’s expression would be once he saw exactly what was under her coat.

      She decided to take an Uber home from the airport to keep her early return a surprise and felt both sultry and more than a little naughty climbing into the oblivious man’s backseat with next to nothing on.
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        * * *

      

      Tristan’s meal was cooked perfectly, as always. He ate slowly but declined his usual second glass of whiskey. He’d just settled his bill and texted his driver when a familiar face came into his peripheral vision, and Tristan did a double take, as if his train of thought earlier had summoned a ghost from his past.

      It was his former best friend, headed toward the door with a woman on each arm.

      Seriously??

      With a determined frown, Tristan strolled outside just in time to watch the man play grab-ass with one of the women as the trio climbed into a cab.

      Tigers and stripes, man. Tigers and stripes, his brain fired. That asshat will never change. Fuck holding anything back anymore. She deserves to know.

      By the time he settled into the back seat of his own car a few minutes later, he’d made up his mind, and he rattled off an address to a confused Stephan.

      “Sir?”

      “You heard me. Let’s go.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      The drive was eerily silent.

      As they made the left-hand turn into the upscale subdivision, Tristan noticed the same cab, now bereft of passengers, pass by and turn back onto the main road.

      “Go down to the end of the street, turn around, and park,” Tristan instructed, and Stephan did as he was told.

      “If you don’t mind my asking, sir, what are we doing?” Stephan asked once he’d parked.

      “Waiting,” came the sharp reply.
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        * * *

      

      I’m gonna knock Brad’s socks off, Claire thought gleefully as her driver pulled over to the curb in front of her house just before ten p.m.. He is gonna be so surprised….

      She paid the driver, collected her suitcase, and paused on the sidewalk, staring up at the house that she and Brad had turned into a warm and loving home, her anticipation of an unforgettable evening building moment by moment.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            UP IN FLAMES
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      Excitedly, Claire slipped her key into the front door, opened it, and set her luggage down in the foyer. She crept down the hall as quietly as her heels would allow, wanting to keep her romantic plans a surprise until the last possible moment, her hands slipping down to untie the belt tightly cinched at her waist.

      As the coat loosened around her supple frame, she stepped into their bedroom - only to find one nude woman riding Brad’s face and another one riding his cock.

      Her shock was so massive that at first, she could only stare wordlessly. The trio writhing in unison before her eyes didn’t even notice her standing in the doorway at first, until the one Brad was thrusting into turned her head to the side, caught a glimpse of Claire, and shrieked.

      Claire recognized the woman; it was the bartender at a club Claire and Brad and their friend group went to occasionally. But that wasn’t even the worst part.
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