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Dedication

Book Club Divas – you already know!  My sissy, Sonya Brown – the wind at my back.

Be careful with your kisses. They make promises you're not prepared to keep.

-Traci

Subscribe

Subscribe and stay up to date on new releases, book events, special discounts. You'll also have the chance to be included in the monthly drawing for subscriber appreciation prizes! Click here, or visit my website and click Subscribe! 

Post-Coital continues the tale of former best friends, Alesha and Traci, still picking up the pieces after finally breaking free of their toxic attachment to Malcolm McBride. 

In the final, explosive tale, we find Alesha navigating the dating world as a single mother, until a tragedy brings her back home to face Malcolm in a veritable showdown of wills. 

While Traci may have finally settled into a comfortable and secure domestic life with a loving protector, but a well-meaning act of transparency could signal the end of her peace.

Dr. Bethany Wayne is the real centerpiece of this story. This time, it’s she who needs healing, but a new friend may pose a bigger threat to her life than she ever imagined possible.
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TRAFFIC WAS LIGHT, as expected at 6 a.m. on a week day. Pleased at finding the parking lot of her office building nearly empty, Dr. Wayne felt slightly amused as she entered the parking deck and deliberately drove in the wrong direction. It was faster to get to the wing of her building by cutting through the shipping area and this would to avoid the security cameras in the lobby. 

She wasn’t expected back at work so soon and she wanted a cloak of privacy. Just slip in, fulfill her requirements and slip back out.

She parked in the handicapped spot by the entrance and after gathering her things, slowly pulled herself out of the car by holding on to the door handle. She shuffled toward the doorway in an awkward gait, using a cane to keep the weight off of her right leg.

Most days, her heels would click loudly against the ceramic tile as she made her way toward the stairwell at the end of the wall. Today, her rubber soles made a soft squish followed by the thud of her cane leading the way to the elevator instead.

She sighed wistfully, thinking of better days.

Dr. Wayne’s office was on the fifth floor of the medical building; she punched at the number 18 and leaned against the railing so she could rest her leg during the climb to the top. The bell rang and she felt the elevator slow to a stop while the light blinked at the eighth floor; the doors pulled open and Carl, the portly night janitor, backed in pulling the rolling garbage can.

“Dr. Wayne?” He exclaimed when he noticed her against the wall. Carl raised his arm to look at his watch. “Are you super early or is my watch broke?”

“Oh, don’t worry, you’re fine, Carl. It’s just me, I’m early,” Dr. Wayne pushed again at the elevator button. “Which floor for you?”

“Ahhh, give me 22, please,” Carl studied the button panel, scratching at his beard as if he were placing a lunch order. He noticed the floor selected by Dr. Wayne. “18? Nobody’s up there either. I don’t think anyone is in the building right now, except us.”

“I know. I’m just going to sit and wait. I have work I can do while I’m waiting.”

Carl’s eyes fell to the cane in her hand and he stared a moment before nervously looking away. He drummed his fingers along the edge of the garbage can as he watched the numbers tick up on the screen.

When they reached the 18th floor, Dr. Wayne faced the doors with Carl at her back, ready to bolt out of the elevator as fast as her wobbly leg would carry her.

“Have a good day, Carl,” she said, hobbling out into the hallway. She could feel him staring at her back as she moved away; probably looking at her leg, trying to see if he could...see. Probably pulling out his phone right now so he could text someone excitedly and tell them that he’d seen her.

Dr. Wayne steadied herself and continued down the hall toward the office of her appointment. Dr. Malian wouldn’t be in for at least another hour so she made herself comfortable in the small waiting room outside of his door.  Pulling an ottoman closer so she could prop her throbbing leg, she withdrew a notebook and ink pen from her briefcase and laid it across her lap to review her notes.

She was moments away from defending herself and her career and it was important that she be well prepared, well-armed, and well-rehearsed.

Six Months Earlier

Strains of Christmas music piped through the office speakers and laughter rose from the break room as employees engaged in their traditional White Elephant gift exchange. The long row of medical offices was empty and quiet as most people scheduled their appointments around the annual office party, leaving one hapless receptionist to field all non-emergency calls for the hour.

At the other end of the hall, one office had its own private party happening behind the closed door.

Tap, tap, tap!

Dr. Bethany Wayne's silver charm bracelet rattled against the wood of her desk as she struggled to hold on with sweaty palms. The sound of her moans rose into the air, the Christmas music was not very effective at disguising her passion.

"You gotta be quiet, babe!" 

"I...can't! Ohhhh, God!" 

Dr. Jarrod Cole reached around from behind and covered her mouth with the palm of his hand, careful not to block her nose. His rhythm didn't stop as he moved smoothly in and out, plunging as deep as possible, grinding before withdrawing, only to dig in deeper with each thrust. Her hands gripped and slipped along the sides of her desk, her blouse unbuttoned and bra pulled up to her throat so Jarrod would have unfettered access to her full breasts and thick nipples that were now pressed - no, flattened against the cherry wood desktop where just minutes before Jarrod had pushed all of her ledgers, pens and cell phone to the floor.

He felt himself beginning to climax so he slowed his strokes, pulled back and smacked her on the ass, hard.

She moaned her approval.

His cell phone began to vibrate in his pocket but with his pants around his ankles, he could feel the vibrations on the top of his foot and he almost laughed. One false move and he might accidentally answer and his career would be over.

Dr. Wayne's knees were still trapped in the panties that bound them, he liked her like that, trapped and helpless, forced to endure. It was quite a flip from her usual dominance that he found so fucking sexy but also so fucking irritating! This was how he leveled the playing field, this was how he claimed his power, by pile-driving into her until she couldn't speak, couldn't do anything but slobber against the desktop.

Voices outside of her office door grew louder as they approached; Dr. Wayne's office was situated directly across from the restrooms so there was constant traffic outside her door on any given day, but as the party began to draw to a close, people slowly made their way back to their own offices.

Dr. Wayne opened her mouth and nipped against Jarrod's fingers. He opened his hand and slid his index finger between her lips.

"Looking for something to put in your mouth? There you go, suck on this, ahhh, yeah, I forgot how good you were at that too," He inserted two more fingers and proceeded to move them in and out of her mouth, pushing his fingers all the way in.

"Hey, girl, I haven't seen you in a while! How you been?" A woman called out in the hallway, just a few yards away from where Dr. Wayne was just beginning to climax.

He slapped her ass again and then pulled her back tight against him; she covered her own mouth with her hand to quiet her moans. Jarrod pulled out quickly and unloaded on the small of her back, mumbling profanities under his breath as he tried not to lose control.

He paused, pressing his hand in the small of her back so he could slow down and keep himself from shooting inside of her. With one hand, he grabbed for the arm of her office chair and pulled it closer, withdrawing and sinking into the chair. He reached out his hand as she looked around, startled, her face tried to understand why he had broken their connection.

“I know you are not sitting your naked ass on my chair!” She panted, feeling the emptiness of him having abandoned her.

Jarrod laughed. “Come on, finish the ride.” He stroked himself with his other hand, pointing his cock toward the ceiling. “I’m not done yet.”

Dr. Wayne moved toward him cautiously, lifting her leg out of her panties and straddling his lap; he helped her position herself and slide down smoothly until he was buried deep inside and her legs rested on each side of the chair. Within moments, they found their rhythm and she wrapped her arms around his neck, resting her face against his as she grinded against his lap.

It didn’t take long before she buried her face in his hair, inhaling his scent as she climaxed, squeezing her muscles to hold him inside. Sensing her release, Jarrod nipped her along the base of her throat and grunted, letting go and filling her up with his semen.

“We’re gonna mess around and make a baby,” he moaned. Dr. Wayne pulled back and looked in his face before breaking into a fit of laughter. 

“You’re fucking hilarious, if I have a baby it will truly be a miracle so you’d better look up and down the street for three wise men!”
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A KNOCK ON THE DOOR startled them both as they stayed locked together on the desk in a postcoital embrace.

Dr. Wayne responded since it was her office, placing her hand over Dr. Cole's mouth to keep him from blurting out a response, as he was the Chief Medical Officer. She worried that the shakiness in her voice would give them away. "Yes, can I help you?" 

"Dr. Wayne, I'm sorry for interrupting your lunch but I'm looking for Dr. Cole? He has a phone call."

"Um, no, Delilah, I haven't seen Dr. Cole since the staff meeting. Maybe he went out for lunch, did you try his cell?"

Delilah hesitated and Dr. Wayne could only imagine what was going through the poor girl's head. She knows.

"Yes, I did try calling him several times but it just went to voicemail." 

Dr. Cole snickered and she lightly slapped his shoulder, irritated.

"Sorry, Delilah, I'm not much help but I'm on a call right now. I'm sure he hasn't gone far!"

They watched the shadow moving beneath the door, Delilah lingered a moment before retreating down the hall.

"That was close, huh?" Dr. Cole snickered again, kissing her, pulling her bottom lip into his mouth. “Love you, baby.”

“No, you don’t. Don’t do that,” She stood, squeezing her thighs together and ambled over to the small bathroom connected to her office.  She closed the door and sat on the toilet, listening for the sound of Jarrod leaving, hoping he would leave before she opened the door again.

But he was still sitting in her chair when she came out of the bathroom. Fully dressed now, he laced his fingers across his chest and gave her the expression she’d seen him give to his patients; that look of fake concern.

Ignoring him, she straightened her clothing and retrieved a compact mirror from the desk drawer to dab at her face with a tissue. “Can I have my chair now?”

“Of course, it’s your office,” Jarrod stood to the side and waited for her to sit, then stepped behind her chair and massaged her shoulders roughly; she shrugged him away.

"What's wrong? You used me up and now you don't want me to touch you?" He shook the back of her chair - she hated that! 

"I'm just feeling very...not right about this. I'm too old for this mess, J."

"What mess might that be? Me? Am I the mess?"

"Actually, you are. All of this involves you. And it's not what I'm about, it's not the way I aspire to live my life, it's not what I advise my patients to do in their lives - it's just all wrong. And honestly, I'm ashamed right now," She crossed her arms and spun around in her chair to face her lover.

"Look, things are gonna be different now, for real." Dr. Cole grabbed the handles of her chair and set his face close to hers. "I didn't wanna say anything yet, I wanted to make sure she was serious about the divorce. But it's real this time. She moved out already. I'm gonna be a free man, baby," He kneeled and took her hand inside his; touching her face in the way that usually got him what he wanted.

She shrugged away. 

"Jarrod, this whole thing has me doing things that I'm not proud of! Fucking at work? You are the head of the medical staff; none of this is a good look, not for either of us!"

Dr. Cole laughed. "Well, that was pretty nice, you must admit."

"It's nice for 25 year olds. For me, it's irresponsible and it shows a lack of control. How can I help other people sort out the issues in their lives when my own life is such a mess?"

"So, the divorce, that won't make you happy?"

Dr. Wayne shook her head. "You're not divorcing for me. You need that divorce yourself, has nothing to do with me. No matter what happens here, you need to divorce because your wife is unstable and you can't keep your dick in your pants. That's a deadly combination, baby."

Dr. Cole's phone vibrated in his pocket.

"You need to get that. I have to get back to work."

"You got what you wanted so now you're kicking me out? That's okay, I'm used to being used for my body," he chuckled as he headed for the door.

She began clicking through her calendar on the computer monitor, and then stopped him before he touched the knob. "Wait - look around the hallway before you just go bopping out there!"

"Yeah, I think I know how to sneak out of your office by now." He winked at her before pulling the door shut behind him.

***
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IT WAS JUST THAT KIND of recklessness that helped her decide to end their relationship for good. 

She was sure that the receptionist knew all along that she and Dr. Cole had been seeing each other. Or perhaps it was her own guilt that was making her paranoid. She was a grown woman and didn't have to answer to anyone, for sure, but lately, she'd been having a looming sense of foreboding when it came to spending time with Jarrod. 

After ensuring the coast was clear, she slipped out of her office and headed down to the break room for, well, a break. Making matters worse, her office smelled like sex and she had an appointment in the next hour. She kept a can of air freshener in her file cabinet for both nervous, sweaty patients and, well, those activities with Jarrod. She cracked a window and then locked the door as she exited, hoping it would clear by the time she returned. 

Thankfully, the break room was nearly empty except for one woman studying her phone, at a table in the far corner.

Bethany made a beeline to the snack machines and stood contemplating the choices.

"The selection here kinda sucks, huh?"

Bethany looked over her shoulder for the source. The woman who had been seated at the far table was standing directly behind to her right; up close, Bethany could see that she sported a thick mass of auburn locs and startlingly gorgeous features. She reached around Bethany and tapped on the glass at the shortbread cookies, "These right here - my weakness. I have to grab at least three of them every time I'm in the building."

Bethany smiled. "Good choice, I love those too but my hips don't!"

"Aw, your hips look just fine." 

Bethany completed her purchase and bent over to remove her bottle of soda from the dispenser. Her bracelet snagged as she stuck her hand into the opening and she winced, pulled back to examine it for breakage, then tried again, holding the charms back with her other hand.

"That's a beautiful bracelet!" The woman exclaimed. "Can I see?"

Bethany raised her wrist so the woman could see more closely; she touched each charm and marveled at the uniqueness of the jewelry.

"Where'd you get it? I love the Monopoly charms."

"It was a birthday gift, from a friend," replied Bethany. "Not sure where he got it though, sorry."

Her eyes fell upon the woman's shoes, suede open toe boots by Tory Burch. A shoe connoisseur like Bethany would surely notice.

"Gorgeous shoes - Tory Burch?"

"What an eye!  Yes, my favorite - and my sister happens to work for the company, sooooo DISCOUNT!" 
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