
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


1. The Beginning 

I ran my fingers down the smooth, tight skin of my abdomen. 

“You are so fucking sexy,” Jade bit her lower lip as she spoke. 

She was sitting stoically in the black leather chair in my home office. 

Luckily, my husband wouldn’t be home for hours. 

“You like looking at my body?,” I giggled. 

I continued raking my fingernails across my exposed flesh. 

I loved teasing Jade. 

When she started working for my husband last month, I was instantly jealous of her beauty. 

I never imagined that my husband would be the one who had to worry. 

Jade was perfection. 

She had long raven hair, bright hazel eyes, and skin so smooth I wanted to lick every inch of it. 

I had never been intimate with another woman before. But there was something about Jade. Ever since I first saw her, my pussy was hers. 

I thought of her when I touched myself. 

I thought of her when I fucked my husband. 

I was hers. 

“I want you so badly,” Jade purred from across the room. 

I watched as she dug her pointy red fingernails into the arms of the chair. 

Our blossoming affair had been mostly emotional, filled with hours spent sexting, and exchanging secret sexy, glances. 

Physically, we had only ever kissed.

Today, I decided that I wanted to change that. 

I wanted Jade to see me. 

All of me. 

I stripped down and waited for her in the office. 

When she walked in, large glasses perched atop her tiny nose, I thought she might have a heart attack. The folder she was holding, presumably filled with faxes for my husband, slipped out of her fingers. 
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