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The air conditioning hits my face and goosebumps blossom on my arms. I should know by now to bring my sweater when I do the grocery shopping. It’s always freezing in here. 

But my mind has been scattered all day. Damon is away on a business trip and will be returning to Maine tonight. I’m determined to make him a nice meal and initiate some role playing—something we’ve been doing a lot more lately since we stopped going to the sex club.

Squeezing an heirloom tomato before dropping it in my basket, I blow out a long breath. I miss the club days. The charge. The excitement. The thrill of watching Damon with another woman and pushing my limits with men. Men he never wanted me to touch. 

But we took it too far. We started fighting all the time then that became the kink. Damon was right when he said we’d gone from having a healthy relationship to a fucked up one. And guess I should want a healthy relationship, right?

I bring my thoughts back to dinner—lobster, corn, Caprese salad. My mouth waters thinking about it. I even got a little maid uniform for our night. It will be fine. No, it will be great. It has to be great. 

When I first met Damon, his hazel eyes and broad shoulders took hold of me in an instant. I had just lost my job, gotten dumped, and I was at Patty’s Place crying my eyes out. 

But he rescued me and offered me a job as his housekeeper. I was in his house for less than an hour and his hand was between my legs, my crotch dripping wet over his fingers.

It was so exciting then. It can be exciting again. 

My spine tingles and I glance around the store, the low murmur of jazz mixing with conversations and beeps from the registers. When my eyes land on a man with blond hair, scruff covering his strong jawline, I freeze. 

I know him. How do I know him? 

His eyes narrow on me, and I grip the handle tighter. My mind tells me to stop walking toward him as my body moves forward. I drop my eyes, make a slight right and pretend like I’m going to check out the baby spinach that he’s standing in front of. 

I know that body. That face. And Lord knows I’m drawn to him like a moth to a streetlight.

I feel his gaze on me as I purse my lips and try to focus on the display of baby greens. 

“The club,” he says, shifting his weight. “You haven’t been there in a long time.”

Fuck, the club. 

He’s the blond from the sex club. My lips were on this man’s cock for a few minutes before Damon put a stop to it. Then we got into a fight and fucked in front of this blond stranger. How did I not remember him? Or maybe I’ve tried to forget since he was the end of us going.

My eyes meet his, and I try to keep my chest from heaving, all the temptation, all the longing for this man comes flooding back to me.

He lifts the tomato from my cart, inspects it like it’s a lover’s mouth, then tosses it back in. “You stopped going after our ... interlude.”

“Yeah, well, we decided it wasn’t for us.”

“You both decided, or he decided? Because from where I was standing, you liked it. Loved it. Your boyfriend, or whoever he is, claimed you in front of everyone. Right when things were getting so good. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

I take a step toward him, anger and lust on my tongue. “Damon. His name is Damon.”

His eyes run over me, take in my white strapless dress, and my nipples tighten. “And you? What’s your name?”

“Chanel.”

“Chanel,” he says, “It’s strange, you know. Strange that I was in your mouth and I didn’t know your name.”

It is strange? Or is that what makes it so fucking hot? 

I can think it, but Damon wouldn’t like it if I said the words out loud. No. He’d hate that.

“Or maybe that’s what made it so electric? I never heard your voice, and we had such an intimate moment.”

I glide toward him until I feel his breath fan over my face. 

His eyes drag down my bare shoulder. “I usually only go there to watch. I don't play. But you ... you made me want to play. There was nobody before you. And since I last saw you a year ago, there’s been no one else.”

When he touches my shoulder, I jump and come out of my trance. Damon would be furious if I was talking to him.

But I love that possessive side of Damon. I miss it. And fuck, I’m drawn to this man in a way I can’t explain. 

His cool blue eyes search my face. 

“I can’t ... we’re not doing the club thing anymore. Or the public play thing. It’s bad for us. And I don’t really care for it. That’s why we stopped going.”

His eyes crinkle at the corners and he reaches into his back pocket, pulls out a business card. “You keep trying to convince yourself of that, Chanel.”

He opens my palm, places the black card in my hand. “So if you change your mind let me know. I like to watch just as much as Damon does. We can keep it to that if you want. But I’m open. Wide open for you.”

He turns to leave, carrying his cart that holds lemons, kombucha, and ground bison.

My stomach twists.

I want to tell him to stop. To stop walking away. “Hey, “I yell. “What’s your name? I don’t even know your name!”

“It’s on the card,” he says, not even turning around. 

My throat is dry, my entire body on fire. I open my palm. His name is Knox. 

Knox.

I stand there, heart pounding as I watch him walk away, wine bottles gleaming around him as he turns the corner. And it all comes back to me.

Knox is the man I’ve pushed so far out of my head, I almost forgot about him. Knox was a challenge I wanted to conquer a year ago in the sex club. Knox was the man that made Damon lose his mind. 

One business card with all his information. 

Two men. 

And a choice. 

Damon so far away, Knox so close.

I know what this is. 

Not temptation.

It’s a test. 

And I’m not sure I trust myself to pass it. 
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I knew it was her as soon as she picked up the tomato. The sassy blond from the club. The one who’s put together but always about to come undone. Yes, I was drawn to her the first time I saw her. Those lips and long toned legs are impossible to miss. But if I’m being honest, it was the demands her partner put on her.

He made it clear she was forbidden and, well, that’s the kind of shit that I love. A possessive partner, a woman willing to disobey him to drive him wild. The passion like that is something I want to be a part of. 

I feel Chanel’s eyes on me as I turn the corner, slip behind the racks of wine with no intention of leaving until she gives me more. Leaning against the wine rack, I try to clock out the faint hum of the store background noise reminding me of the days when my ex-wife, Miranda, and I would grocery shop on lazy Sunday afternoons. 

I push the thought away, my eyes on the aisle entrance waiting for Chanel. There was an undeniable electric pull between us. During our few brief meetings she always came to me. And this is just what I need to keep my mind off my failed marriage. The excitement would be enough to distract anyone and fuck knows I need some distractions.

I hear footsteps on the other side of the aisle. Soft, hesitant. Chanel’s silhouette appears beyond the stacked bottles and I wait.

When she rounds the corner, our eyes meet. Her expression is a mix of curiosity and caution. 

I don’t even pretend to busy myself. I want Chanel to know I was waiting for her. “I thought you’d never make it,” I murmur. 

Chanel’s eyes flicker, a storm behind the calm. “What’s that supposed to mean? You knew I’d come find you?”

“You always do. Find me that is.”

I shove my hands in my jeans pockets.

“I ... No I don’t,” she says, cheeks flushed.

“You do though. You do, Chanel. And now we’re meeting again after a year of your lips being wrapped around my cock. It has to mean something, don’t you think, Chanel?”

“That’s a loaded sentence,” she says, floating toward me. The strap of her dress slips off her shoulder. “You really think a lot of yourself don’t you? I don’t even know why I’m here.”

My lips curl. “Yes, you do.”

“No, I don’t!” 

A woman with gray hair strolls past us, giving us the side-eye as she does. 

I widen my stance and cross my arms over my chest. “Maybe you’re testing your resolve. Maybe you crave the danger.”

She takes another step closer, her citrus perfume wrapping around me like a challenge. “There’s really been no one else since me? At the club I mean?”

“Really,” I say.

“You’re playing a dangerous game,” she says, her voice low and sweet.

“Am I? The way I see it, you’re the one who’s playing the dangerous game. You’re off limits. I’m not. You can do whatever you want with me, Chanel.”

“Stop saying that. I told you ... Damon and I were done with all that. We’re happier this way. In a private monogamous relationship.”

“You sound really excited about that, Chanel.”

She reaches out, her fingers brushing the neck of a deep burgundy bottle. Her fingers slip, and the bottle wobbles.

“Careful there,” I say, my voice teasing. “You don’t want to break something so fragile, do you?”

The bottle slips free, tilting in slow motion, caught on the edge of the shelf just before shattering against the shiny tile floor, breaking with a sharp crack and splash of deep red. 

Chanel’s cheeks flame, but her eyes don’t leave mine. “See, I’m not phased by you. I’m not captivated at all. I’m clumsy, And I’m not interested in you or ... this.”

I crouch, pick up a fragment of glass, but my eyes never leave hers. “You can try to convince me all you want, Chanel. But when you lose control like you just did, like you did in the club a year ago, it tells a very different story.”

She swallows hard, the heat of my words settling between us. “Maybe I just like playing with fire. That’s all this is. I’m just ... playing.”

I stand up, lean in close, run a finger down Chanel’s neck as a middle-aged man walks by. 

“Then don’t be surprised if you get burned,” I whisper, closing the space between us.

Chanel closes her eyes, exposes her neck. I take a step back, drop my hand. “If you ask me, danger is the only game worth playing. And you agree. I can feel it. So tell me, Chanel, are you still on the sidelines, or are you ready to jump in?”
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My hands shake as I walk out of the grocery store, a mix of arousal and guilt swallowing me whole. Pushing the cart in front of me, I open one of the bags. Did I even get eggs? And we were out of juice, Damon has to have orange juice every morning. Fuck, the least I can do is remember what the man likes to have in the fridge. He’s taken me in, supported me for the past two years, provides me with every single thing I ask for.

Damn, I suck. I’m literally the worst. I let Knox get to me. I feel him everywhere, long to pull his cock between my lips again, show him how hard I can make him cum. And he wants it to. He told me in so many ways, but I feel it when he looks at me with those pools of blue. 

Maybe I’m always craving something more because I know Damon will deliver and I want to see what I can get. What I can take. 

What kind of person does that though? 

The tires move over the road, lush flowers and trees blurring by. I should be taking this beautiful summer day in. Damon will be home soon, and I have a great evening planned. The time we’ve spent apart will make things exciting again.

But not as exciting as it would’ve been if I’d shoved Knox against that rack of wine and told him to meet me in my car so I can bounce on his cock until neither of us can see straight. 

God, it’s back. The reckless danger that used to run through my veins when we went to the sex club, when we were with Lexi, when I opened my mouth for Know that one time and Damon got so mad he slammed me against the wall and fucked me in front of everyone in the club.

I want it back. That feeling is so intoxicating I’ll chase it down until I find it again.

I’m sure of it. 

I park the Tahoe and reach in my purse, the black business card with Knox’s information in bold white letters sends a fire through me as I make my way into the house. 

I should throw it away, but I won’t. 

I run to the bedroom, open my nightstand drawer, tuck the card under my earbud case, and close it too hard. Then I go into the bathroom and wash my hands twice. Standing in front I sink, I stare. At nothing. At everything. 

I’m not sure how much time goes by, but I come out of my trance when I hear Damon’s voice. “Chanel!” His keys drop, suitcase hits the floor.

I rush him. “I forgot the juice. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

“Baby,” he says, reaching for me. “It’s fine, it’s okay. We can get juice tomorrow. What is it?” 

His strong hands wrap around my arms, his eyes search my face. “What is it?” he asks again.

“I just. I just really miss you.”

Damon clenches his jaw, and his eyes drag down my body. In one swoop, he pulls my dress down, buries his face in my tits and backs me against the wall.

“You need to get fucked, don’t you? You missed this cock, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I cry, pushing his face into me as he bites and sucks my nipples and nestles his hand between my legs. 

My breath catches and I close my eyes almost wishing Damon wasn’t this good to me. How can I think about burning it all down for some stranger's cock? I don’t deserve him, not with the ghost of Knox flickering in my mind like a match that just won’t go out.

His mouth meets mine, showing me just how much he missed me. We exchange air as I undo his jeans and they fall to the ground. I whimper in his mouth, wanting, taking, needing. Always needing more from this man who gives me so much. 

I stroke his stiff cock and he groans into my mouth. “Baby,” he whispers, “you’re so tense. Let it all go. Let it all go for me.”

Damon bends his knees so we’re eye-level and slides his cock into my wet cunt. I grip his arms like they’re a lifeline.

“I’ve got you. We’re unbreakable,” he says thrusting into me so hard I feel him everywhere. 

“Harder,” I cry.

His fingers dig into my hips. “You always feel like home, Chanel. You’re my home.”

I close my eyes, a tear streams down my cheek as his cock fills me, hitting that place inside of me that only he can, that place that unravels everything. 
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