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“PLEASE LET me just look at it,” Jessica pleaded, tugging on Chad’s arm.


Chad pulled away, and moved his body over to the edge of the sofa. “No,” he said adamantly.


Jessica was a woman with determination, and wasn’t about to take “no” for an answer, she wanted him badly, and would do and say anything to get her way, especially tonight. She hadn’t seen Chad in months, since they had broken up, and was desperate for some much-needed sex. She had lured him over to her apartment under the guise of being a damsel in distress, telling him that there had been an attempted break-in, and that she needed her locks changed. He had insisted that she call a locksmith. She told him that she did, but couldn’t get anybody to come out on a Sunday. She feigned tears, saying that she was afraid and pleaded with him to change her locks. Being the kindhearted guy that he was, he finally agreed. Before he got there, Jessica jimmied the locks with a screwdriver and cut the security chain. She then drank a few glasses of red wine to get in the mood, and waited for Chad to arrive. Now that he was there, her plan wasn’t going as smoothly as she had hoped. During their relationship, their sex life was explosive and they fucked at least three times a day. Jessica missed Chad’s dick, and wanted to relive old times. “Oh, baby, don’t be like that. All I want to do is have a look and say hello,” she purred, scooting closer to him and resting her hand on his thigh.


After Jessica had abruptly ended their relationship, Chad swore that he would never fall back into her arms. She had said at the time that she wanted her freedom, and didn’t want to be committed anymore. He was deeply in love with her, and the breakup broke his heart, but he had walked away like a man. Now she was trying to lure him back, and he was confused. “Look, Jessica, you’re the one who said that you didn’t want a relationship, so what’s with this attempted seduction?”


She ran her hand up to his crotch area and rested it on top of his full mound. “I was wrong,” she began, gently massaging his package. “I want you back. We were so good together,” she said, increasing her pace.


Chad couldn’t deny their chemistry. She had one hell of a tight pussy, and he missed filling her up with his rod. He didn’t want to give in to her so easily, but she was making his dick hard. He hadn’t been laid in weeks, and was horny as hell. He unzipped his pants and took out the head of his penis. “Is this what you want to see?”


Jessica looked down and swallowed hard. The tip was big, and beautiful. Just looking at it made her mouth water. She didn’t say a word, but leaned over and licked him. She flicked her tongue back and forth, the way he liked it.


Chad began rotating his hips. She was driving him crazy. He wanted to fuck now. He knew that she was manipulating him, but didn’t care. All he cared about at the moment was getting laid. He took the shaft of his dick all the way out so that she could deep-throat him. She was an expert at giving head, and he missed her mouth. “Yeah, that’s it, baby, don’t stop,” he moaned with pleasure.


She bobbed her head up and down, faster and faster. She could feel the tip of his dick hitting the back of her throat, but she didn’t gag. She just continued sucking until she tasted his sweet pre-cum.


“Stop,” he breathed. “I want to be inside of you,” he said, laying her back on the sofa and pulling down her jeans.


Jessica wiggled out of her panties, kicked one leg over the back of the sofa, and gapped her legs wide open, inviting him in.


Chad quickly dropped his pants to the floor and eased in between her thick thighs—


The phone rang before Naomi could finish reading the spicy love scene. She dog-eared the page and picked up the receiver. “Hello,” she said in a breathy voice.


“Were you exercising?” Kennedy asked, picking up on her friend’s lack of oxygen.


“Girl, I was reading Auld Lang Syne, and the phone rang as soon as I got to the juicy part,” she explained, sounding slightly upset.


“I see you’re living vicariously through the pages of a book again,” Kennedy teased. Naomi’s husband, Jacob, usually worked late or was MIA on an overnight business trip, which translated to a love life that was also MIA.


“Unfortunately since my husband spends more time making money than making love, I gotta get my thrills where I can,” she said with a chuckle, trying to make light of her loveless marriage. “But it’s not like you’re getting any either,” she shot back defensively.


Kennedy hadn’t been on a date in several months, not since she broke up with Lance the cop. They met one night when she was speeding down the Long Island Expressway. He pulled her over and instead of giving her a ticket, he gave her his telephone number and made her promise to call. Checking out his pecs through the blue, city-issued uniform, she thought, why not? Lance was five feet eight inches of solid muscle and his face wasn’t bad to look at either. He was chocolate brown with ripe, succulent lips. She was weak for a brother with a delectable, kissable mouth. After her first call a few days later, it didn’t take long for her to taste those lips. Their sexual chemistry was sizzling. On her days off, Lance would come over at night and ignite a fire within her that would last until the wee hours of the morning. But the flame began to fizzle when she tried to move their relationship beyond the bedroom. Kennedy was an international flight attendant who traveled the world for mere pennies. She had companion passes and invited Lance on trips to Paris, Tahiti, and even to a four-star resort in South Africa, all of which he declined, saying the only place he was interested in traveling was south of her navel. Kennedy wanted more than sex, but as usual she had fucked him too soon, and now all he wanted to do was screw. Realizing that she was never going to get a commitment out of Lance, she ended the relationship as quickly as it began and vowed to reclaim her virginity until the proverbial Mr. Right showed up with the key to her chastity belt.


“Have you started reading Auld Lang Syne yet?” Naomi asked, referring to their current book club selection.


Kennedy hadn’t even cracked the spine of the book. She leaned over, picked up the novel from the nightstand, and dusted the cover with the sleeve of her robe. The jacket looked interesting enough; an attractive couple dressed in black tie was locked in an intense embrace. The title was scrolled in gold foil. In smaller script the words “SHALL OLD ACQUAINTANCES NEVER BE FORGOTTEN” was written across their bodies. “I haven’t had a chance yet. I’ve been flying so much that when I do have extra time, all I want to do is sleep.”


“Speaking of flying, was Mr. Cutie Patootie on your flight tonight?”


Kennedy had completely put the Mystery Man out of her mind. The first time she had seen him was a month ago when he boarded a flight from New York to Johannesburg. He had sat in first class, which was her station. With the pastel pink pages of the Financial Times covering the lower half of his body, she barely caught a glimpse of his face as she asked his beverage preference before they took flight. Once the plane reached a cruising attitude of thirty thousand feet, she returned to ask whether he wanted veal with rosemary and chive risotto or salmon on a bed of field greens. When he looked up from the newspaper to answer, what greeted her was a pair of sexy, smokey hazel eyes on reddish-brown cinnamon skin and a goatee framing a pair of lips that were even more succulent than her last lover’s. “Salmon, please,” he answered in a deep voice. Her knees almost buckled. She knew it wasn’t the air pocket they had just passed through but the sexy sound of his baritone voice. Giving no indication of attraction, she remained professional and returned with his meal. The rest of the flight was uneventful as he read one newspaper after the other and she serviced the other passengers. Kennedy had seen him once thereafter but he never even looked twice in her direction. Today’s flight should have been his usual bimonthly trip, but he hadn’t been on board.


“No,” she answered with disappointment dripping off the one and only syllable.


“Did he ever say anything to you?”


“You mean besides, ‘Excuse me, miss, may I have another pillow?’ ”


Naomi cracked up laughing. “You know what I mean,” she said, after recovering from her laugh attack. “Did he ask for your number?”


“He probably thinks I’m a fixture of the plane. Most first-class passengers have that sense of entitlement.”


“You’re right, they are an elitist bunch,” Naomi agreed. “But I’m sure he’s checked out how you rock that uniform,” she countered.


“Girl, I’m not thinking about that man,” Kennedy said, picking up the Boiler Room DVD. The movie was old, but she didn’t care. “I’ve got to go because I have a date with Mr. Diesel.”


“Who’s that? Did you meet him at work? Was he on your flight tonight?” Naomi quizzed, anxious to know who this new man was.


Kennedy chuckled, and then said, “Diesel as in Vin, the actor.” She absolutely loved looking at the man.


“Oh. It’s going to be another Blockbuster night, huh?” Naomi asked, finally catching on.


“Yep,” she replied, sliding the disc into the player. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow,” Kennedy said before hanging up.


“Okay, enjoy your movie.” After Naomi hung up, she looked at the clock on the nightstand, wondering where her husband might be.
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IT WAS after ten o’clock and Jacob should have been home by now. Naomi started to call his cell number, but didn’t. He had scolded her too many times about blowing up his phone. He told her that when he was out entertaining clients, it was embarrassing to have to keep answering calls from his wife, as if he were a little boy. Naomi knew Jacob was a workaholic when they first met. He was a man on a mission to succeed, and it was his tenacity and drive that had turned her on, but now his late nights were getting old. She missed having sex on a regular basis, like in the beginning of their relationship. She still desired her husband and remembered the day they met as if it were yesterday.


She had been a carefree flight attendant at the time. Jacob Reed usually sat in row two, seat C, the aisle seat. He was six feet four inches tall, so the extra leg room along the aisle was an added benefit. Naomi was attracted to him the moment she laid eyes on him. He had a sweet, schoolboy quality. His mahogany skin was always shaved to perfection with no hint of razor bumps. He wore rectangle, tortoiseshell glasses that rested across the keen bridge of his nose. He kept his hair closely cropped, showing only a whisper of a natural wave pattern. The stark white shirts he wore underneath his navy suits were usually monogrammed at the cuffs with the letters J. R. It was easy to surmise that he was some type of executive.


Initially they played that coy game of cat and mouse, but his incessant ringing of the flight attendant buzzer was a dead giveaway that he was interested in more than the customary in-flight service. Naomi would sashay over, swaying her hips through the narrow aisle, and suggestively ask if she could be of service. He would smile shyly, saying that he meant to press the overhead light. This went on for months, until he finally asked for her telephone number. They began to date and she learned that Jacob was a certified public accountant and partner with Kirschner Gross, one of New York’s largest accounting firms. Not only was the brother handsome, he was making serious bank. He lived in a richly appointed duplex loft in Tribeca and drove a sleek Jaguar. She would often meet him in London after he tied up a business meeting. They would shop along Bond Street, and then stroll over to his suite at the Sanderson, one of Ian Schrager’s five-star hotels. They would order champagne and oysters from room service, and then service each other the entire night. Exhausted from a lust-filled night, they would lounge in bed until noon, before repeating the previous evening, kiss for kiss. When Jacob proposed marriage with a four-carat diamond solitaire on a weekend jaunt to Napa Valley, Naomi was ecstatic and as bubbly as the sparkling wines they were sampling. They were truly in love. And not only was Jacob handsome, he was financially secure as well, so Naomi wouldn’t have to worry about money ever again.


Naomi had grown up in a lower-middle-class family, and though they were not dirt poor, they didn’t have frivolous luxuries either. She had always dreamed of making enough money to indulge herself, which she did from her modest salary. But marrying Jacob would put her in an entirely different income bracket. He wasn’t a millionaire, but made enough money to spoil her with diamond trinkets and designer goods. She envisioned a life of skipping across the pond accompanying Jacob on business trips to London and stopping off in Paris to do some serious shopping. But the dream was just an illusion.


The second she became pregnant after their first year of marriage, Jacob insisted that Naomi quit flying, which she really didn’t have a problem with. He made more than enough money to keep her in first class. Her plan was to resume traveling once the baby was old enough to fly. And when the baby went to preschool, she had planned on starting an interior design business. Naomi had a knack for decorating from studying endless house and garden magazines, and had planned on converting the library in the penthouse into the baby’s room, but Jacob had other plans.


One Sunday, they fueled up the Jag and went on an early-morning drive on the Long Island Expressway. After nearly forty minutes, they exited and drove through an area of Long Island that Naomi had never seen. She couldn’t help but admire the manicured lawns and spiraling driveways that led to majestic mansions, some with Corinthian columns, others inspired by modern architectural designs.


Jacob drove down a tree-lined road and pulled into the circular driveway of a stately-looking home.


“I didn’t know you had friends on the island.”


“I don’t.” He smiled slyly and parked.


Puzzled, she asked, “Then whose house is this?”


Jacob didn’t say a word, just got out, walked over to her side of the car, and opened the door.


“What are you doing?” she asked as Jacob reached for her hand. Since Jacob didn’t know the family who lived in the house, Naomi wasn’t about to stretch her legs in some stranger’s driveway.


“Come on. Don’t you want to see the house?” There was that sly smile again.


“Stop playing, Jacob, I’m not in the mood for trespassing. Would you please tell me whose house this is, before someone calls the cops?”


“It’s ours, Naomi. I closed on it last week. I wanted to surprise you,” he said, nearly pulling her out of the car.


Surprised? She was shocked. The last thing Naomi wanted was a house in the ’burbs. She was a city girl, and the complacency of the suburbs had no appeal to her. “Jacob, why didn’t you discuss this with me before making such a major purchase?”


“Like I said, I wanted to surprise you. What’s the matter? Don’t you like it?” he asked, waving his arms at the monstrosity of a house. “Come on inside. Let me show you around,” he said, taking a set of keys from the breast pocket of his blazer.


As he unlocked the massive door, she stood there feeling as if her world had changed right before her eyes. Once Naomi walked into the marble foyer, she realized it had changed forever. Visions of strolling their baby along Madison Avenue and having high tea at the Peninsula with her girlfriends began to dissipate as they toured the mini-mansion. Though she had always wanted to live in a million-dollar home, she preferred to live in their million-dollar apartment in the city. At least in the city, she’d be in close proximity to her friends, and could easily get out and have dinner with them when Jacob was working late, but now she’d be another suburbanite who only came into Manhattan on special occasions.


“This can be the baby’s room, since it’s near the master suite,” Jacob announced, walking into a room the size of a studio apartment. “It’s large enough to set up a play area once he’s old enough,” Jacob said, pointing to a nook near the back of the room.


“It’s nice,” was all Naomi could say. She wasn’t the baking-cookies-Stepford-Wife type. “Jacob, it’s really a nice house, but . . .”


“Nice,” he interrupted. “It’s well over seven figures of nice!”


“Don’t get upset. All I mean is that I never planned on living in the suburbs. I thought we would continue to live in the loft. There’s more than enough room to add a nursery,” she said, trying to plead her case.


“This is not the suburbs, Naomi. It’s Old Westbury. There’s a distinct difference. Anyway, the school system is superb here, and I have no intention of raising a child of mine in the middle of a busy metropolis,” he said in no uncertain terms.


Realizing that this was a done deal, and there wasn’t any sense in arguing the point since he had already bought the house, she walked over and hugged Jacob around the waist. “Thank you, honey.” Naomi could feel the tension in his back as he stood stiffly in her embrace. To clear the air, she reached up and kissed him on the lips. “Thank you, honey,” she repeated, this time emphasizing every word.


Jacob looked down at her and said, “You’re welcome.”


She tried to hug him closer. “Honey, don’t be upset.” But her slightly protruding pregnant belly stood between them.


“I’m not upset. Just disappointed that you don’t appreciate what a wonderful house this is. Do you know how many women would jump at the chance to live in this elite community? There was a time that our ancestors could only work in this type of neighborhood, and you’re telling me that you’d rather live in the crowded city,” he said with a tinge of sadness in his voice.


She stepped back and looked up into his sable brown eyes. “I appreciate this house and I appreciate you. This is more than I could have ever dreamed of. I would be honored to live here with you and our baby.” She searched his eyes for any signs of doubt, and then asked, “You believe me, don’t you?”


“Yes. Now let me show you the master suite.” He turned and walked out the door.


The master suite was three times the size of the baby’s room. The vaulted ceilings and ivory marble fireplace gave the room a romantic feeling. Naomi walked over by the French windows as the sun cast a radiant glow throughout the room. “This is where the bed should go,” she said, becoming more comfortable with her new home.


Jacob looked at the nook by the window that she was pointing to and nodded. “That looks like a good place.”


It must have been a combination of the pregnancy hormones, the room, and the warm sun, because suddenly her body began to heat up with an overwhelming sexual desire. She could feel her nipples harden beneath her turtleneck. She removed her sweater and tossed it on the window seat.


Jacob looked confused. “Why’d you take your top off?”


“Because I’m hot,” she whispered in a naughty voice as she slipped out of her slacks. She patted the cushion of the window seat. “Come here.”


Jacob began to walk slowly toward her. “Naomi, what are you doing?” he asked, looking at his wife clad only in her bra and panties.


“Come closer and you’ll find out.”


With Jacob within inches of her open legs, she reached out and began to unbuckle his belt. They always had enjoyed a steamy sex life, but ever since Jacob found out she was pregnant, he’d been treating her like a porcelain doll, afraid to touch her, as if she would shatter into a thousand pieces. It had been three weeks since they had last made love.


“Stop, Naomi.” He pushed her hands away. “You’re pregnant.”


“I’m pregnant, not dead,” she remarked and continued struggling with his belt until it was unbuckled. Pulling his hips forward, she unzipped his pants. “Jacob, I want to make love to you.”


“I do too, but . . .”


Jacob stopped midsentence the moment her hand made contact with his sex. She began to massage him until she felt him grow beneath her touch. His pants dropped to the floor as she unleashed his member. Naomi lay back on the cushions of the window seat and removed her lace panties, then unhooked her matching bra. Jacob licked his lips at the sight of her luscious, enlarged nipples. He leaned over and began to suck her swollen breast like a newborn feasting at mealtime in the middle of the night. She arched her back as he slipped in between her naked thighs. Naomi let out a slight moan as Jacob slowly and gently entered her.


He stopped suddenly. “Am I hurting you?”


“No, baby. Please don’t stop. Don’t stop,” she pleaded, grabbing his backside and pressing him deeper inside. With no further instruction needed, Jacob made love to her like never before.


 


THAT WAS NEARLY five years ago, she thought, and glanced over at the window seat where they had first christened the house. Naomi looked at the clock again. Where the hell is he? She picked up the cordless to call his cell phone, but put it down when she heard him walking up the stairs. Naomi threw back the covers, exposing her body in a sexy, black lace negligee. She folded her arms underneath her breasts for increased cleavage, hoping her husband wasn’t too tired to notice her rack. The romance novel that she was reading had made her horny, and she wanted to experience the exact same passion as the characters in the book.


“You’re still up?” Jacob asked nonchalantly as he entered the bedroom, totally ignoring Naomi.


“I was waiting up for you,” she said in a low, sexy voice.


Her come-hither tone escaped him as he walked over to the closet without looking in her direction. “For what?”


She climbed out of bed, followed him to the large walk-in closet, and stood in the doorway, letting the light shine through the sheer silk fabric of the gown, exposing her naked body underneath. “So we could make love.” Naomi put her hands on her hips and pouted. “Jacob, it’s been weeks and we’re past overdue.”


He walked over to her and finally noticed her titties poking through the sheer negligee. He rubbed the back of his hand against her nipples, and then grabbed her by the waist. “You look great, baby.” He gave her a quick peck on the cheek. “But I’m totally exhausted.”


“What else is new?” She sighed heavily and crossed her arms in front of her chest. “It seems these days the only thing you have time for is work. I’m feeling neglected. Jacob, don’t you find me attractive anymore?”


“Don’t be silly, Naomi. I just said how great you look. I’m tired, that’s all. Just give me a few hours of sleep.” He pecked her on the cheek again. “I promise, by morning I’ll be rested and ready to make up for lost times,” he said, and walked past her into the bathroom to take a shower.


Realizing that she was beating a dead horse, Naomi relented and got back into bed. With the anticipation of morning lovemaking dancing through her mind, she finally fell asleep and dreamed about wild, uninhibited sex with her husband. But the dream turned into a nightmare when she awoke to an empty bed the next morning.


There on his pillow was a note saying, “Forgot about an early meeting. I’ll make it up to you tonight. I promise. Love J.R.”


She crumpled the note in one hand and tore the covers from around her body with the other. In an attempt to extinguish her lust-induced inferno, she stormed into the bathroom and turned on the shower. Naomi stepped into the icy-cold spray trying to cool her fire until Jacob could quench her desire.
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“MR. REED, your wife is on line two,” Jacob’s assistant announced through the intercom.


“Charlotte, please tell her I’m heading to a meeting and I’ll call her as soon as it’s over,” Jacob said into the speakerphone, gathering notes for his nine o’clock meeting.


“Yes, sir,” his assistant said, before disconnecting the line.


The mere fact that Naomi was calling this early was a clear indication that she was beyond upset about the broken promise of early-morning loving. She hardly ever phoned before noon. She was usually too busy getting their four-year-old son, Noah, ready for preschool. He truly loved his wife, but his time these days was limited. Being a partner for Kirschner Gross, one of New York’s leading accounting firms, was demanding. The firm had recently landed an important account. The client, Mira Rhone, CEO of FACEZ, a cosmetics conglomerate, was temperamental at best. She needed to be handled with kid gloves, so Jacob decided to oversee the account personally. Suddenly his regular ten-hour days increased to twelve, oftentimes fifteen, leaving the remaining nine to cram in quality time with his family, get in a little golf, some sleep, and little else. Jacob’s strong work ethic was instilled into him by his parents. Though they were blue-collar workers, they worked hard and sacrificed to send their children to college. His parents wanted him and his sister to have opportunities in life that they never had. Jacob knew that he could’ve eased up on his work schedule, but he didn’t. He had promised himself years ago that he would work hard until he had a few million dollars in the bank, so in the event anything ever happened to him, his family would always be secure. In the back of his mind he could still see his father working two jobs just to make ends meet, and he was determined never to struggle financially like his parents had done.


Charlotte buzzed again. “Mr. Reed, Ms. Rhone is here.”


“Show her to the conference room. I’ll be right there.” Jacob retrieved the file on FACEZ from the credenza, gathered the remaining notes from his desk, and headed toward the door with the file tucked underneath his arm. Unbuttoning the suit jacket that was hanging on the back of the door, he put it on, smoothed down the front, and then adjusted his tie before leaving for the conference room. Mira was a sharp dresser, and he wanted to make sure that his appearance was up to par.


The offices of Kirschner Gross were state-of-the-art. Every workplace, from the executive offices to the five-by-six cubicles, was equipped with high-tech, flat-screen computer monitors. In contrast to the staunch, dimly lit atmosphere of the Old World accounting firms with their mahogany corridors and tucked leather furniture, Kirschner’s environment was bright and airy with contemporary Scandinavian furnishings and precision track lighting. Located on an entire floor atop the Empire State Building, the office had commanding views of the city. The floor-to-ceiling windows of the conference room faced west and offered unobstructed panoramic views of New Jersey. Rivaling the commanding view was the room’s focal point, an imported, twenty-foot, rectangular, teak conference table. Sleek swivel armchairs in butter-soft taupe leather complemented the table perfectly. Completing the look were numbered prints by renowned artist Romare Bearden hung throughout the room.


At the head of the table sat Mira Rhone, with her long legs crossed, talking on her sleek cellular phone. Mira’s great-grandmother, Mirabella Rhone, the grande dame of the cosmetics industry, had transformed FACEZ from a cottage industry initially based in the UK into one of the world’s premier manufacturers of makeup, skin care, hair care products, and fragrances.


In her late twenties, Mira epitomized the look of the industry. Her golden brown skin was a shade darker than her light brown eyes, which had only a hint of shadow on the lids. Her high cheekbones had only a dusting of blush and her pouty lips were brushed with just a touch of nude gloss. The “natural” look was flawless. Her coal black, wavy hair was tied back in a tight chignon at the nape of her neck. Dressed in a midnight blue, haute couture, pinstriped suit with the skirt cut right at the knee and a pair of navy sling backs, Mira was the perfect picture of sophistication.


“Yes, Oliver, I understand that production is on schedule for the adult line, but I want to be ahead of schedule,” Mira stated unequivocally.


Jacob cleared his throat to indicate his presence, so that she would end her conversation, and they could begin their meeting.


Mira looked up in his direction and mouthed, “Just a moment.”


He was irritated that she was sitting at the helm of the conference table, a spot reserved for partners. But based on her body language—reared back in the chair with her legs crossed—he could see that she had no intention of moving. Instead of making an issue out of the seating arrangement, he pulled out one of the side chairs, sat down, and waited for her to complete her call.


“Being ahead of schedule was GG’s motto and I intend to keep up the tradition,” Mira said, referring to her great-grandmother, who had passed away a year ago. “Oliver, we’ll have to table this conversation until later,” she said, looking over at Jacob, who was thumping his fingers on the table. Obviously he was getting impatient.


Jacob listened as she wrapped up her conversation and couldn’t help but notice how poised and in control she was for a young woman, and her confidence turned him on. His dick began to twitch at the thought of fucking her. He had a secret crush on Ms. Rhone, but had yet to act on it. He had to play the “cool” card, and act professional. She gave no indication of interest in him outside of business, so he’d just have to bide his time until an opportunity presented itself.


“I apologize for the delay,” Mira said, depressing the end button on her cell.


“Not a problem,” he said, taking his mind out of the gutter and focusing back on business. He removed two copies of the company’s balance sheet that offered a snapshot of FACEZ’s financial state, and handed one to Mira.


“I wanted to meet with you this morning to discuss the financial health of the company,” Mira said, taking the balance sheet. She paused for a few moments and glanced over the report.


“As you can see, the company’s assets far outweigh the liabilities.”


Mira nodded. “As I expected.”


He continued. “The key revenue driver is the skin care line. Over the last two quarters, FACEZ has held a solid market position.”


Mira nodded again, and then said, “When my great-grandmother moved from Jamaica to London in her twenties and started this company, with a single product, night cream for women, she had a clear vision to succeed, and I plan to take FACEZ further by expanding into the children’s market with Baby FACEZ, a line of body products for kids.”


“Well, the company is definitely on solid financial ground and is in an excellent position to expand.” Jacob had to admire Mira’s tenacity. She could have easily rested on the laurels of the company, sat back, and collected a fat check. But here she was forging ahead with a new product line, geared to a completely different market.


“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear, because I already have our chemist working on new formulas,” Mira said, recrossing her long, lean legs. “I’m planning a trip to our London office next Wednesday to speak with the board regarding increasing the startup capital for Baby FACEZ.” Since the company was founded in the U.K., the main office as well as the board was still located there. “I would like for you to go along to present the financial projections.” Mira took a leather-bound agenda out of her briefcase. “That won’t be a problem, will it?”


Actually, it was a major problem. Next Wednesday was Noah’s fifth birthday, and Naomi was planning an all-out celebration with riding ponies, clowns from Circus World, and actors dressed like Tinky Winky, Dipsy, and the rest of the Teletubbies gang. Working late and leaving early she could understand, but missing their son’s birthday party would be unforgivable. “Actually, Mira, next Wednesday is no good for me. Can we move the meeting to the following week?” Jacob wanted nothing more than to go on a business trip with Mira. Maybe then he could orchestrate a seduction plan, but as luck would have it, London was out of the picture—at least this time.


“That won’t work for me.” She thumbed through the calendar in her agenda. “I’m booked solid with meetings for the next month, so it’ll have to be next week,” she insisted.


He pondered the situation for a few seconds trying to come up with an amicable solution. Finally it hit him. “What if I have one of my senior associates accompany you and make the presentation?”


Mira sighed, as if frustrated. “I’d prefer it if you went instead. It would make for a stronger case if a partner presented the financials.”


“I assure you Nina James is more than qualified to make the presentation. Not only is she a CPA, but she’s also a CVA and a CFE. Furthermore, I would not have someone on my team that was not capable of making a simple financial presentation,” he stated adamantly.


Mira looked confused. “A what? What’s a CVA?”


“A CVA is a certified valuation analyst and a CFE is a certified fraud examiner. So as you can see, her credentials are topnotch, and she’s more than qualified.”


“Well, I guess she’ll do,” she said, sounding unimpressed. “Have her call my office so we can review the agenda.”


Relieved that he had won that round, Jacob offered, “You can meet Nina now. Her office is right down the hall.”


Mira looked at her watch. “I can’t. I have a ten o’clock and if I don’t leave right now, I’ll be late.” Mira was a stickler for time and prided herself on rarely being tardy. She gathered her belongings and stood to leave.


Mira’s height always took Jacob by surprise. She was at least five feet ten inches, and with heels on stood a little over six feet. She was beautiful, tall and lean, and could have easily been mistaken for a model, instead of the CEO of a major corporation. He reached out to shake her hand, and held it a little longer than he should have. Any skin-to-skin contact with Mira was better than none at all, and he got off on the cheap thrill. Finally, he dropped her hand and said, “I’ll have Nina call your assistant this afternoon to hammer out the details.”


“Thank you, Jacob.” She smiled.


He followed closely behind as she walked to the door. “You are more than welcome.” His eyes zeroed in on her petite ass. I can’t wait to get my dick inside of that pussy.


Jacob had lost the lust that he once felt for his wife. Once he witnessed her pushing their son out of her vagina, his sexual desire for her faded as if it never existed. He had no idea that a pussy could stretch that far. Witnessing childbirth up close and personal had completely turned him off, and he didn’t view his wife as a sex object anymore, now that she was a mother. He loved Naomi, but his dick went limp every time the picture of her outstretched vagina entered his mind. To quench his thirst for sex, Jacob had taken up fucking around on the side, but was careful not to have affairs under his wife’s nose. He used his frequent business trips as an opportunity to get his rocks off.


“Mira, I look forward to accompanying you to London another time.” He smiled slyly, thinking about his hidden agenda, and walked her to the bank of elevators.
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MIRA HAD a ten o’clock meeting. It wasn’t a typical business meeting, but was important nonetheless. She pulled her sleek silver 850 BMW into the parking garage of her building, parked in the designated slot, got out, and took the elevator up to her penthouse apartment. Mira raced through the door and made a beeline straight to the bedroom. She stripped off her suit, unraveled her tight bun, and hopped into the shower. Since she had showered only hours before, she did a quick run-through underneath the pulsating spray to refresh key areas. Mira toweled off, rubbed her body with one of FACEZ’s scented oils, and went to her bureau. She pulled open her lingerie drawer, took out a white lace bodysuit, and put it on. She looked in the mirror and couldn’t help but chuckle. If my colleagues could see me now, they’d do a double take.


Very few people knew about Mira’s wild side. In public, she was the epitome of professionalism and class, but in private she was a raunchy slut. And to accompany the slutty look, she smeared her lips with a bright red lipstick—a color reserved strictly for the boudoir—slipped on a pair of six-inch white patent leather platforms, and then fluffed out her long hair, causing the waves to expand into an unruly mess. With her lioness look complete, Mira got into bed and positioned herself on top of the imported silk duvet. She propped her elbow up on one pillow and lay on her side. Mira’s pose was that of a sex kitten waiting to be stroked.


She looked at the vintage timepiece on her wrist. It was exactly ten o’clock. Mira watched the second hand sweep down the dial, and thirty seconds past the hour, she heard the lock to the front door turn. Mira slid her legs open wide, and spread her lips into a come-hither grin, in anticipation of her visitor.


“My, my, don’t you look like the picture of seduction, all dolled up like that?”


“Well”—Mira’s smile broadened—“that is the plan.” She patted the bed. “Come here. I’ve been craving you all morning.”


“Is that a fact?”


“Yep.” Mira nodded her head.


“Why? We were just together yesterday.”


“I know, but I want more.” She waved her hand and purred again, “Come here.”


“Your appetite is insatiable.”


“I know, and only you can quench it. Now get over here and give me a kiss,” Mira demanded.


Sam slowly walked toward the bed and began removing articles of clothing with each step.


Mira smiled, and couldn’t help but remember the first time she had laid eyes on Sam. She was on her way home from a late-night meeting and got a flat on the LIE. Mira was versed in many things, but changing a tire wasn’t one of them. She called AAA and waited for them to send out a tow truck. Forty minutes later, the truck pulled up and out stepped the most beautiful woman that Mira had ever seen. Samantha wore a pair of overalls with a white wife-beater underneath. She had on a Yankees cap, with her long ponytail pulled through the hole in the back of the hat. Her appearance wasn’t chic or fashionable. Just the opposite, but Mira found her sexy nonetheless. Sam’s dark chocolate skin was as smooth as silk. Her features were exotic. Her eyes were slanted, her nose broad, and her lips were a combination of large and small—her top lip was thin, and the bottom one full. Mira later learned that Sam was half Polynesian and half Nigerian. She was statuesque with broad shoulders and thick legs.


Though Mira had had plenty of heterosexual relationships, she also enjoyed the company of women. She was bisexual, but didn’t flaunt her sexual preferences, due in part to her great-grandmother. GG was from the old school, and would have never understood Mira’s intimate relationships with women. GG thought the sun rose and set on her great-granddaughter, and Mira didn’t want to dispel GG’s illusion, so she kept her sexuality under wraps. Though GG had passed on, Mira still felt obligated to uphold her perfect image in public as homage to her great-grandmother.


That night, on the side of the road, Mira flirted nonstop with Sam to get a read on whether or not she was gay. Fortunately for her, Sam was a lesbian, and made no bones about it. The two exchanged numbers, and Mira promptly called the next day. At the time, Mira was engaged to be married to a successful businessman, but that didn’t stop her from fucking Sam on the side. Her fiancé was too preoccupied with work to keep her happy in bed, so she found a replacement. Sam could lick pussy better than any man, and Mira quickly became addicted. She would call Sam at all hours of the day and night, begging her to come over and scratch her itch. Their lovemaking was so hot that Mira eventually called off her wedding—that was of course after GG had passed away—and began seeing Sam full-time.


Initially Sam loved pleasing Mira, but Mira’s demands were becoming overwhelming. Mira expected Sam to drop everything to answer her booty calls, and as a result, Sam’s business was beginning to suffer.


“You know, I can’t keep rushing over here every time you call,” Sam said, kissing Mira on the neck.


“And why not?” Mira asked, putting her arms around Sam’s neck and pulling her down on the bed.


“Because I have a business to run. As a matter of fact, I had to decline a towing job in the Bronx to come over here,” she said, sounding a little upset.


“If it’s money you’re worried about, I’ll make up for your lost job,” she said, planting a juicy kiss on Sam’s lips.


Sam pulled away. “Mira, I don’t want your money. I’ve worked long and hard to build my business. I’ve got three trucks now, and am working on buying a fourth one, so I need to service every job that comes in. Unfortunately, I didn’t have my business handed down to me, and don’t have the luxury of kicking back when I feel like it,” she said, with a hint of disdain in her voice.


Mira didn’t like the way Sam was talking to her, and wanted to set the record straight. “Look, Sam, I may have inherited my great-grandmother’s company, but trust me, I don’t ‘kick back,’ ” she said, putting emphasis on the phrase, “whenever I feel like it. I work my ass off. GG left the company to me because she knew that I would take it to another level. I’m not fickle like my mother, who could care less about business. Fortunately, today my schedule is light, which is a rarity, and I thought maybe you’d be in the mood to come over and play, but I guess I was wrong.” Mira sat up and crossed her arms in front of her chest, obviously upset.


“I do want to play. It’s just that you can’t expect me to drop everything whenever you call.” She scooted closer and kissed Mira on the lips, trying to smooth things over. Sam truly enjoyed being with Mira and didn’t want to ruin their morning lovemaking, especially after she’d blown off a client.


Mira was still pissed and didn’t return Sam’s kiss. She was used to being in control and didn’t like being spoken to like she was the subordinate. All of her life, Mira had been in a leadership-type role. As a child she felt more like the parent than her mother, who was usually out partying or at home entertaining. Mira’s mother Rose was wild and had Mira when she was only seventeen. Rose never acted like a mother, but an older sister, and treated her daughter like an adult, often leaving Mira to fend for herself. As a result Mira had to make grown-up decisions at an early age. Thus was born her controlling nature.


“Come on, baby, don’t be mad,” Sam said, picking up on Mira’s sour disposition. Sam knew Mira’s weak spot was her neck, and began slowly nibbling on her left earlobe, then trailed her tongue down to Mira’s sweet spot. She started sucking, and didn’t stop until she heard Mira’s moans. Sam then slipped her hand in between Mira’s legs, and unsnapped the crotch of her bodysuit. Unlike some men who had no clue how to find the clitoris, Sam knew exactly where it was and began rubbing Mira’s.
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