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After Hours

By Elizabeth L. Brooks

My hands shake as I punch the buttons on the
phone.

“Hey, sweetie, how’s your day going? …Great.
Listen, I have bad news. I have to work late tonight.” Can he hear
the tremor in my voice? “Yeah, I just found out. I’m so sorry.” Can
he tell I’m lying through my teeth? “No, I won’t be home until
after nine, probably. I know. I’m really sorry.” Lies, lies,
lies.

I hang up the phone and turn back to my work,
but my heart is pounding so hard, my extremities trembling so
violently, that I can’t concentrate. I really am in danger of
having to work late if I can’t get this spreadsheet done, though,
so eventually I manage to push away the lies and the excitement and
the vague sense of shame, just enough to focus, a little.

But the fluttering in my stomach returns when
Julie, always the first out the door, begins packing up her things.
It redoubles when Marcus, last of the team, walks by my cubicle on
his way to the elevators. “Working late tonight?” he observes.

“That damned AFX account,” I return. I fail
to project nonchalance, but hope he mistakes my nerves for
annoyance. “Say hi to Pat for me.”

“You got it.”

And then he’s gone. The floor is dark, except
for my cubicle light. I stare blindly at the screen in front of me,
and wonder what I’m doing.

“Such dedication,” a dark voice purrs, making
me jump.

Jacob.

 

I hadn’t heard the elevators opening; he must
have slipped through while someone else was leaving. He comes into
my cubicle, blocking the doorway with his broad, muscular body. No
escape. Too late to back out now. “This is the third time this
month,” he observes, cool and neutral, as if he doesn’t know what
I’m thinking. “I hope this isn’t causing trouble at home.”

“I called my fiancé and let him know I’ll be
late,” I say, not quite daring to look into Jacob’s eyes. “He
understands that sometimes things just…come up.”

“They do indeed,” Jacob says. I don’t have to
look at him to know he’s smirking at the double entendre; I can
hear it in his voice. He pauses a beat, then says, “You’re not
having second thoughts, are you?”

“No!” I do look up, then, into those amazing
eyes. They’re heavy-lidded, pupils blown wide with anticipation and
lust. I take a moment, as I always do, to marvel that such a look
could possibly be for me—and then I stand, put my hands on his
chest. “No,” I repeat. “No second thoughts.”

Jacob kisses me, warm and welcoming. His five
o’clock shadow rasps against my lips and chin, a tantalizing
roughness that contrasts the gentle way his hand cups the back of
my head, fingers twining through my hair. I feel my knees wobbling
and surrender to the kiss, opening my mouth to the explorations of
his tongue.

Just as I think I’m going to have
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