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The spring deluge came hard and meteoric across the East River without any warning.

Sasha noticed at once that it was not the typical dull pattering of years past. Its intentions seemed so unseasonably wanton that it was as if nature itself was vengefully squabbling with some Attic god of old. She looked up at the rebellious sky and cursed herself. She was nearly at the store and it was too late to go back to change clothes or to fetch an umbrella. She had not expected it at all, and was barely wearing a thing, but her expectations these days had been unraveling in every direction that it felt almost fatalistic. In the ominous moment before the downpour struck, the warm air turned so unbearably heavy with moisture that it was disorienting for her to even stride across the street.

The rain came down like a skin-stinging waterfall. She eyed the grimy Brooklyn streetscape behind her as it swiftly blossomed into a glossy orgy of native color from the sheer overdose of droplets. The spindly branches of the London Plane trees, with their crisp shamrock leaves, bowed over on top of one another and the narrow street below like verdant gluttons. Even the long rows of aged brownstones glowed with a sheen so bright it was as if the molded blocks were abruptly exposing their ancient Jurassic origins.

It should have come as no grand shock that the elements would whip Sasha awake from her stilted days and nights with as much force as a hard spanking. The natural earthy wonders had always strangely affected her since even when she was a child. Yet she had been living in the city for so long that she had casually forgotten about the indomitable affect that they had on her emotions.

She had ventured out merely to pick up a handful of groceries at the corner store to replenish an empty fridge when the torrents of rain began to pummel down harder and harder on the bare street. She was still dressed in the same baby blue cotton tee and thin white leggings that she had worn to bed and thought nothing of wearing them out for a quick errand. Having been cloistered in her apartment for so many months, the notion of checking the weather report before she left seemed like an ancient ritual from another era. She hadn’t even opened her armoire where she kept her proper work attire since last year. An outing beyond the end of her block was a rare odyssey these days and she assumed she could always quickly scurry back home no matter what she had on.

Work and home had become entirely one and the same, like a throwback to earlier centuries, and she greedily took any opportunity to escape during the day as an adventure akin to a jail break to fresh-aired freedom. She had never expected to get stranded inside Jin’s with a couple bags full of deli goods as her only protection against getting absolutely drenched to the bone. When the storm did not relent for a single second, she chastised herself in a delirious fit for not even bothering to put on a bra.

“Fuck me,” she mused, half in delirium and half in riled angst over a myriad of other consuming reflections that went through her mind as she skittered around the store.

She knew it was her own damn fault, but her thoughts had been scattered into a billion fragments since her vicious fight with Noah a few days before and she wanted to blame her entire frazzled mindset on him. She didn’t know if things had reached a breaking point because she had quietly assumed over the years that there would never be a breaking point. He had been the one, through and through, and since nearly the first time they met, they clung to each other like mated animals. His enormous sensitivities to everything and everyone had sucked her in to the warm visionary center of his existence. Here was finally someone who saw things as she saw them she told herself back then. He genuinely listened, not only to her, but to all the varied and troubled voices of the world that other men did not even care to hear at all.

Yet his precious sensitivity grew over the years into an obsessive concern for seemingly every oppressed human being on the planet and it was truly annoying to her now. He practically woke up hunting for victims and predators like a moral crusader. What ultimately triggered the fight, though, was when he asked to borrow more money. His job at the public defender’s office hardly paid more than the people he was defending and he accused her of being too privileged to understand.

The insinuation absolutely enraged her and she flew into a hysterical fit. She could not stop thinking about it. She had thrown a lamp across the room and it smashed against the wall just above his head. He told her she was crazy, but the anger had been building up in her for the last year and felt wonderful to just let it all out. There was nothing about her life that had ever been outright privileged. She had struggled and worked for every last thing and appreciated every little layer of comfort in her daily reality.

She knew deep down though that it wasn’t truly about him or about her or about any one singular fact or feeling that was unraveling her like it was. It was that the full breath and trajectory of her life was being forced to make a reckoning with the days ahead for the first time since she was a young girl. Being encaged at home away from everyone brought the stark realization that as she was about to be mandated to return to her old habitual working world, she really did not want to return to anything or anybody at all. By taking a step away from her routines and relationships, something inside of her had been drastically transfigured. The direct course she had been taking through childhood and through school and through relationships and sex and love and a career and thoughts of marriage and old age abruptly felt like a puppet show of someone else’s making.

She had lost her father as well while locked down at home and grinding away every waking hour in front of her screen now seemed like a fool’s errand that would never be finished even by the descendants of her descendants, in infinitum. It felt as if it was a farce in all totality that even the questioning of it seemed to be a ridiculous joke on her eager assumptions of a fulfilling existence. Her life was not what she wanted it to be, but she really didn’t know what precisely that meant. There was just a giant gaping hole waiting to be filled. Yet, there was nothing graspable to replace what now seemed utterly cultish in its conformity, as if it was just one card trick among a million magic shows. She couldn’t conceive of anything at the moment that would lead her out of this unsettling purgatory so, like most days, she just tried in earnestness to stop thinking at all.

At this very moment, all she wanted to do was calmly breathe in the warm moist air coming in through the open door and ogle the onslaught of hard rain outside and finish the simple task of getting food from the store so she had enough sustenance to make it to the weekend.

She aimlessly lingered at the back of the line while she eyed the slanted waves through the fog-edged window. The rain was apparently expected as clans of pedestrians casually sauntered down the sidewalk with their black umbrellas sensibly erected in their hands. How do these creatures do it? And for what? Why was she such an alien to it all now and not before? She mindlessly paid for her groceries and stood for a few minutes at the open doorway of the store beneath the yellow vinyl awning, patiently waiting for the rain to let up. She glanced over at the busy Chinese cashier standing in front of his stern wife.

“Sold out,” he chimed, pointing to the empty plastic bucket he used to display his cheap umbrellas for sale.

She smiled politely at him just as she felt someone casually brush up against her.

“Excuse me,” he tersely muttered in a low deep tone as he swiftly passed into the store.

It was like a shockwave that upended the tiny hairs on her entire body. She instantaneously knew every reverberation of that heavy voice. When she glanced back and saw his brawny radiant face, her heart skipped several beats. It was him. She couldn’t believe it. What was he even doing in her neighborhood? She was suddenly thrown into a state of high-wired panic. It must have been more than a year since she had last seen him in person.

When the investment firm decided to dispatch almost all its employees to work remotely, it wasn’t just office life that was brought to an abrupt halt. It also cut short the contentious drama in which her colleagues had become so heavily entangled. Yet, to see him here now in the flesh made her feel like it had only been days since she had been asked to sign the letter complaining about his inappropriate sexual advances. The whole scandal had been put on the back burner in the midst of the work order and he remained in his position at the head of her department, and still on the short list to become the company’s future head of global equity investment. His own superiors thought he was a financial wunderkind like they had never seen before, yet she was still unsure if it was his immense skills or his immense cockiness that impressed them. She still had her own private ambitions at that point to lead the firm when the time came.

He obviously hadn’t even noticed her when he came in and if it wasn’t for the rain she probably would have just bolted out of there. She swiftly turned her back to him and eyed the heavy downpour outside, hoping it would let up just for a moment.

She watched several pedestrians flee for cover as the rain hammered down even harder in a continuous fury on the black pavement, sputtering up in a heavy wet mist as far as the eye could see. She had never seen a storm come on with such force and it would have been awe inspiring to her if she wasn’t trapped in this strange predicament. Maybe she should just make a run for it, she thought. It’s only water. She chided herself again for going out in such flimsy attire. She glanced uneasily around the store once more to make sure he had not seen her.

She instinctively thought back to the series of events that occurred at work a year ago. It was all just innocent flirtations and vulgar jokes at the beginning, but then it happened. She could still vividly remember that first time in the office lounge when he playfully slapped her ass on his way out and told her with a deviant smirk to get back to work. The unexpected physicality of it completely blindsided her. She had giggled awkwardly and smiled back in disapproving amusement, only realizing how totally inappropriate it really was once he had left the room. The quick thrill left only a sense of confusing guilt.

The incident had wholeheartedly paralyzed her. If anyone else had crossed such an obvious line of professional respect, she would have immediately reported it with righteous glee. But it wasn’t anyone else. It was Vincent. Before he was called out by her colleagues, he was someone altogether different than anyone she had ever met. She had privately obsessed over him in her own internal fantasy world since nearly the first day she had started at the position. He wasn’t some chauvinistic predator. He was entirely the opposite. She would have flirted with him in wild abandonment if it was any other situation in her life. She had never even told Noah about him. She couldn’t. He had this cocksure attitude about nearly everything but he was so recklessly joyful about it that it was irresistible in a warm and primal sort of way. The fact that he was also built like a modern day warrior and always impeccably dressed in some bespoke suit and tie made him almost intimidating.

She had assumed then that it was a one-time incident and she would just let it go, but it evolved entirely in the opposite direction. Each time they passed one another in the hallway or ended up alone in a room together, he would discreetly touch her or even explicitly tease her with some obscene comment. She would laugh uncomfortably and tell him half-heartedly to stop, but she never sincerely meant it and he knew it. She understood that it was altogether wrong to let it happen, but it quickly took on a life of its own. She not only uncontrollably adored the raw attention he gave her, but it was ravenously thrilling to have this clandestine series of brief liaisons with him behind the back of her high-strung colleagues in the midst of the dull quotidian soulkill of work life. In retrospect, she admitted to herself that she foolishly entertained the idea of having an affair with him. Something about him was enigmatic to the core and that something magnetically drew her to him like a hidden stalker.

What made it exponentially complicated, though, was that she had just started having the spats with Noah at the time. The two men could have not been more different. Noah was the type who would rant about domineering men who force themselves on innocent women – grabbing them by their pussies and all that crude verbiage that was supposed to pit everyone on the side of respectable behavior. Noah was a man of thought and his actions were made with legal filings. He was incapable of even imagining the tangled weave of experiences and moods and insecurities and urges in women that is sometimes absolutely ripe for the taking by a man.

She wasn’t about to open up that Pandora’s box to his judgmental views, nor to anyone’s views for that matter. Strong-willed men revolted him for their supposed arrogant superiority over other people. He had absolutely no idea that she had this hidden craving. No one did. It was something that had intensified inside her over time – this private thirst for certain men who did what they wanted with a woman without even asking for consent; without even needing to ask in any way, shape or form because the attraction was so naturally electrifying. Her thoughts grew so perverse at times that she felt ashamed to voice them to anyone at all, particularly in light of all the horrible men who were being imprisoned of late for acting on their own sick delusions and for their own misuse of power and for their total lack of awareness of a woman’s desires.

It was pure fantasy at that point but she never expected that Vincent would carry on with his behavior like he did. It was something difficult to explain to herself much less to explain to Noah. In her private rationalizing, she didn’t want all men to act like that – only the ones who knew how; the ones who exuded that rare breed of audacity that was seasoned and animalistic at once, and knew exactly what made her tick and got her uncontrollably wet without even trying.

The private forays all came to an end though when she discovered he had been accused of making an inappropriate comment to another woman at the office and a formal complaint had been made. What was tangled and human was instantly terminated by what was written on a piece of thin legal-sized paper. Sasha was stunned when she found out that the other woman was probably the most prudish and frustrated female she had ever met. She had no clue why he would be so foolish to even think about saying something unprofessional to her. She was also enraged over the possibility that she might have been just one of many playthings of his. In any case, her coworker had gone on a campaign to gather all the female employees’ support when the company unexpectedly announced that the whole department would be working from home until further notice.

She had entirely put it out of her mind up until now.

When she saw that the rain was starting to let up a bit, she made ready to make a dash for it. She glanced furtively around the store and saw that Vincent was already at the cashier. She noticed that he was buying a bottle of champagne and she was momentarily intrigued. Who buys champagne in the middle of the day during a rain storm? He was wearing a sleek tan raincoat and gray dress pants that were wet at the cuffs. His gunmetal blue eyes matched the color of the shirt collar poking through the open slit of his coat. His umber brown hair was visibly moist from the rain.

He abruptly snatched up the brown-bagged champagne bottle and strutted toward the exit. It was too late to flee. When he glanced up at her, their eyes locked hard and she froze in place. She pondered turning and racing away, but she didn’t. When he came to within a few feet of her, a brazen grin spread across his face and he eyed her up and down as if she were something on exhibit at a gallery.

“Well, if it isn’t my office lounge mistress. Don’t tell me I caught you ditching work.”

It was as if he had never been put on notice about his behavior at all and the last year apart was suddenly erased from existence.

“No, not at all,” she guiltily replied. “I was just grabbing something to eat and got caught by the rain.”

He gawked at her once again. She felt so naked and vulnerable by what she was wearing. She couldn’t have looked more unprofessional and realized that he had never even seen her wearing anything casual much less something so insubstantial as this.

“I don’t believe that is appropriate office attire,” he joked.

She laughed briefly, but she could feel the goose bumps forming on her arms.

“My goodness, woman,” he blurted out, “I can even see your naughty little nipples poking against your t-shirt.”

She was aghast at his lewd comment. Her face flushed red and her mouth nearly fell open when she heard his words. Even considering their past dalliances, she felt terribly objectified and rattled by his blunt flirtation. She pulled her arms up to cover her breasts. His brash nerve had certainly not lost any of its crude force.

“Anyways,” she responded as she tried to change the focus from her scantily clad appearance. “What are you doing away from work? You don’t live around here do you?”

“No, no. I just stopped here randomly for the bottle,” he told her as he lifted it up as evidence.

“Are you coming from the office?”

“Yes. I’ve been back working there all week. It’s a lonely place. I keep looking for you in the lounge, but the firm has me on predator watch.”

“Very funny,” she told him in a cold, dry tone. “Maybe if you didn’t fondle half the women there they wouldn’t have noticed.”

He guffawed and shook his head in indignation.

“Is that what you think I did?” he asked her in outrage. “Yes, I was stupid to make that crack to her but I swear on my life that you were my only victim of inappropriate behavior.”

“You know I wasn’t some innocent victim,” she rebuffed him, “but some of the other women signed that letter of complaint and they were adamant about you.”

He shrugged defiantly.

“Let them sign it. I know the truth. They know the truth. Some women follow the herd and some don’t. If they still want to get me fired, I don’t care. I’ll survive.”

Sasha was astonished by his cavalier attitude toward the whole situation. She knew that if he was terminated like that his reputation would be branded for years, if not for life. Suddenly, she was not sure whether to believe him or not. Maybe it really was only a private little game between just the two of them and her colleagues had ruined the raw thrill of it all. In any case, she knew it was still a very bad idea to have made him believe that she was consenting to him freely groping her and talking in such a dirty way to her, considering the fact that he was not only bound by corporate contract but he was also technically her boss.

“So, no umbrella?”

“No...I just ran out without thinking. Left it at home.”

“Likewise,” he replied in shared amusement.

He nodded up and down, and then glanced out the window.

“Beautiful day though, isn’t it? I love the heavy rain. It just erupted from nowhere,” he exclaimed.

They exchanged looks again. She couldn’t deny that she was still undeniably attracted to him in a strange, carnal way. It was just there immediately even after not seeing him for so long. She only wished she didn’t feel so physically exposed to him like this. It put her on such unequal ground.

“Are you celebrating something?” she asked him, glancing down at the bottle.

He smiled mischievously.

“Not yet.”

She didn’t know what he meant.

“Not yet?”

“Well we just met. I don’t really even know you, do I?”

He was confident in his ploys. She was completely turned on just by talking to him again like this but she wasn’t about to let on to that fact in any way.

“So how’s work been for you all this time?” she asked him.

He shrugged.

“Fine. I got used to most of it. I stare at computer screens all day long anyways so it really was no different. How about you?”

She hesitated to tell him that her life felt completely upended.

“It’s been a little difficult but I’ve survived.”

“I noticed your portfolio has been underperforming the market lately,” he told her. “Anything I should know about?”

She wasn’t about to let give him an inch over her.

“No, just making adjustments. Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m sure my numbers will be better than yours by year’s end, just like last year.”

He smirked at her provocative boasting.

“Yeah, right. That was only because I had that one big tax-loss sale I had to make. Without that, my gains would have eaten yours alive.”

She knew how riled up he got about bettering everyone on the street.

“If you say so, though the data says that female fund managers squarely outperform men on average these days,” she quipped.

“Exactly. On average. But who’s still at the top? Those men will ravage whole countries if they have to and you know it.”

She rolled her eyes playfully at his pretensions and he glanced away for a moment, knowing that she had gotten to him.

“So how far away do you live?” he abruptly asked her.

“Not terribly far. A few blocks.” She was trying to be ambiguous.

He calmly nodded up and down as if in deep thought. They both looked out at the thick streams of rain coming down hard on the street. The storm had picked up again in intensity and the sound of it drummed heavily through the air. They exchanged looks again as if they were communicating in their own private language. The raw attraction was palpable yet she was doing everything in her power to hide it from him.

“Are you a drinker?” he asked her. He had a smirk on his face, insinuating everything. She didn’t know how to react.

“Well, I usually don’t drink in the middle of the day.”

She didn’t even know what she was saying or why.

“Me neither. But this would be a special occasion.”

“Oh, would it?”

“Yes.”

“How so?”

The intensity of their conversational playfulness began to rise. They traded tense looks once again. She watched him thinking intently of what to say next.

“Well, if I escort you home, we’ll both be soaking wet. You’ll have to invite me in to dry off.”

She swiftly looked away and then glanced back at him only to look away once again. She couldn’t believe what he was suggesting. She felt like her entire life was in the balance at that moment – personally, with her career, with her relationship with Noah, with her relationship with herself even. She didn’t want to ponder the heavy repercussions of giving in to such a lapse of reason. She knew what the smart reaction to his overture was but the wholly unexpected circumstances made her unable to respond at all.

She eyed him intensely as if to demand he confess his true intentions. Another customer passed by them and he moved toward her to let him enter. Their bodies touched for a split second. She wanted him to take hold of her right there but all she could manage to do was to parry his thrust.

“Will I? But I don’t invite strangers into my apartment.”

He hadn’t stopped casually staring at her. This is all so absolutely sudden, she thought.

“Yes, that’s what the champagne is for. It will loosen up your morals.”

She laughed at his provocation but then grew serious.

“Are you kidding me? I mean it’s kind of insulting to put me in such a position.”

He raised his eyebrows at her accusation.

“I haven’t put you in any position that you don’t want to be put in. Why do you feel insulted?”

“I mean do you think I’m going to put myself at risk like that?”

He studied her for a moment and seemed to be searching for a proper answer.

“Yes. I do think you are going to put yourself at risk like that. I think you are going to do it right this very instant in fact.”

She glanced away again, not wanting to overtly reveal the overwhelming confusion and the furtive longing in her eyes. She was wholly paralyzed and struggled to calculate what to do or even what to say. Before she knew what was happening, she suddenly felt him touch the tip of her fingers and looked down to see him tenderly grasping her bare hand with his own.

“Let’s go,” he told her. His voice was calm and inviting. She felt the blood flush through her face. She could barely swallow. He fondled her fingers and she couldn’t resist his advances.

“Vincent! Wait. You can’t be serious!”

He clutched her hand and pulled her out into the heavy rain. She gasped as she felt the raindrops patter down on her head and soak through her shirt. He turned back to look at her as he pulled her along, his face gleaming with a spontaneous sense of vigor. It was as if she was watching him take her, as if they were in some kind of film, yet at the same time the sensation of water plastering her entire body engulfed her in the reality of what was happening.

They stopped at the corner to wait for the light to change and they eyed each other in wild bewildering abandon. The pungent scent of the wet tree-lined city streets filled her nostrils. His head was already sopping wet and he looked as if he had just come out of the shower. She glanced down and saw that her drenched tee shirt completely revealed her breasts and she lifted her arm and the grocery bags to cover her nipples. She felt stupid and vulnerable for letting herself be so obscenely revealed to him but there was little she could do about it now.

“You didn’t tell me why you really bought the bottle,” she shouted through the sound of the rain.

He wiped the water from his face.

“I don’t really know. I was just sitting there at work and suddenly something didn’t feel right being back there. So I got up and left.”

“What didn’t feel right?” she asked him.

He smiled deliriously. “I don’t know. Who cares? It doesn’t matter. Nothing like that matters.”

She suddenly wondered if he was just cracking up in some way and she was being unknowingly dragged into his meltdown. But she didn’t really care though when it came down to it. She had wanted to meltdown herself before she even had left her apartment. She almost craved to be part of this revelry of whatever was being unhinged or destroyed in her and in him. There was something about his spontaneous reckoning that she had been waiting for in a kind of indecipherable way.

As they waited for the crosswalk signal to change, he lifted the bottle and began to unscrew the little metal cage off the head of the cork.

“What are you doing?” she exclaimed in shock.

“What do you think? Opening the bottle.”

Sasha stammered for the words to tell him to wait, but before she could get anything out of her mouth, the cork popped out of the bottle and flew high into the air above them. Champagne bubbled over the head of the bottle in a rush. Vincent rapidly lifted it to his mouth and sucked down the frothy burst of liquid before it fell to the street. He handed the bottle to her and she frantically looked around in all directions to see if there was anyone watching.

“Don’t be afraid. Take a drink,” he told her and then cackled crazily.

She glared around again and took the bottle from his hand. She lifted it to her lips and tipped it up, letting a small trickle of champagne flow into her mouth. The bubbles tickled her throat and she almost coughed. He slyly titled the bottle from the bottom so the liquid gushed out. The champagne abruptly filled her mouth and then overflowed onto her face and body. She gulped it down and pushed his hand away.

“Vincent!” she exclaimed. “What the fuck? Stop it.”

He laughed in a fit of careless jubilation.

The light finally changed. He grabbed a hold of the bottle and pulled her out into the street with his other hand. They rushed across the slick road as he took another swig. The champagne bubbled out of his mouth and trickled down his face. He looked like a madman.

When they got to the other side of the street, he waited for her to show him which way to go. She nervously pointed down the street in the direction of her apartment. Her soaked hair was falling in her eyes and he reached over to push it back for her. They exchanged a hard, intense look and then he just grabbed her, pulling her to him. She frantically glanced around to make sure no one was watching and then she lifted her head to him and he took her in his arms and kissed her. The line had been crossed and she could not go back now she thought. The taste of champagne on his breath was succulent. The whole moment was intoxicating. They embraced on the corner, making out like a pair of teenagers, the rain drenching both of them from head to foot.

Suddenly, a police car passed and Vincent shifted the bottle to the other hand to hide it at his side. They held each other close and looked over at the swiftly moving cruiser. The policeman eyed them from behind the rainy blur of his window and then the car pulled to the side of the road.

“Oh no,” Sasha exclaimed.

The door flew open and her heart jumped. The officer flew out the passenger side of the vehicle and for a split second their eyes met. Just as she thought they had been caught, something flashed from the other side of the road and she turned her head. A man was racing frantically down the sidewalk, knocking over anyone in his way. She saw the gun in his hand and she gasped.

The two of them watched the officer duck down, mumble loudly into his radio and then stand up. After the gunman passed, he and the other officer started off after him.

“My God,” she bellowed. “What the hell is happening?”

Vincent grabbed a hold of her by her hand.

“Let’s go,” he said sharply. “It doesn’t have anything to do with us.”

She was still totally mystified by the streak of events that was roiling through her life. It was like the arrival of a kind of otherworldly mayhem that had been waiting to pounce upon her when she least expected it.

He wrapped one side of his jacket around her and they hurried down the street toward her apartment, taking stealthy swigs of champagne along the way and glancing back at the empty police car. When they got to her door, she slipped the key in and the two of them practically fell into the dry hallway next to the row of metal mailboxes. She wiped the water from her face but before she knew what was happening, he pressed her back against the wall and kissed her. She dropped the bags of groceries.

She wrapped her hands inside of his wet coat and pulled it back. He frantically tugged at each of the sleeves to get it off while she took the bottle to take another drink. He let his jacket fall to the floor. He took the bottle and set it on the top of the first step of the stairway, and then grabbed a hold of her tee shirt to pull it off of her.

“Stop. Are you insane? Wait until I get inside. Someone may come out,” she protested.

He ignored her pleas and took a hold of the soaked light blue tee in any uncontrollable fury and ripped it right off.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, covering herself with both hands. Her bare breasts were drenched with rain water and spilled champagne.

Vincent grabbed her and sucked her nipple into his mouth and then kissed her again. She kissed him back for a moment and then tugged him toward the stairs. He grabbed his jacket from the floor with one hand and the bottle of champagne with the other, and they charged up the stairs.

Her hand was shaking with anxious exhilaration as she slipped the key in the door and unlocked it. The two of them fell inside as he reached around to slam the door shut. He handed her the bottle so he could unbutton his shirt. Sasha watched him as he feverishly undid the last few buttons and pulled it off to reveal his bare chest. His wet torso was statuesque. She gazed in awe as stray drops of water ran down the curves of his immense tanned chest and dipped over the v-shaped crease of his waist. She glanced back up at his eyes and she knew he had caught her leering at him and he knew then that he had her.

He smiled at the delirium of the moment and they both laughed in shared understanding. He grabbed the bottle back and took a long chug. The bubbly liquid filled his mouth and ran down the side of his face, flowing in a stream down his chest. Sasha lunged at him, lapping her tongue at his bare body to ingest the excess champagne. She could actually feel herself totally losing it but she didn’t care. He looked down at her as she slurped away at the bubbly rivulet flowing down his chest and stomach. He tipped the bottle to his mouth again and let it intentionally flow down his body. She slurped it down, holding him by his bare waist to brace herself, until she finally realized he was doing it on purpose.

She grabbed the bottle from him and took another drink and let it flow down over her chest. He extended his tongue and lapped at her body. In a singular motion, his mouth went straight to one of her bare nipples. She tilted the bottle above her breast and let the champagne flow over her naked body as he struggled to drink it down while he sucked at her bare tits.

He reached up to take the bottle from her but she lifted it up out of his reach, smiling tauntingly at him. She took another drink, gulping down the champagne like it was water. As she tilted her head back, she felt his hands grasp her soaked white leggings and pull them down. By the time she had swallowed her last gulp, they were around her ankles and his mouth was between her thighs.

The alcohol buzzed through her and she felt a wave of dizziness jolt through her head. She fell back and tried to brace herself with her legs but her pants clung to her ankles. Vincent lunged to hold her up but both of them tumbled to the hardwood floor. Somehow, Sasha managed to hold on to the upturned bottle. He took it from her hand as he hovered over her and took another drink. The bottle was nearly finished and he placed the head of it over her mouth, letting it flow through her outstretched lips. She tried to gulp it all down but it bubbled out of her.

Vincent slurped it off her face and then kissed her again before she had even swallowed. The champagne swirled around their tongues before she finally was able to let it go down her throat. He kissed her deeply and then glided his mouth down her bare body. He pulled her shoes off with two quick tugs and slipped off her soaked leggings. He looked up at her as he pushed her thighs apart and then descended between her thighs. His warm tongue glided through her wet slit and she moaned, arching her back on the hardwood floor.

This is too good to be happening, she thought, as he lapped at her clit and she writhed in pleasure. He reached for the bottle but saw that there were only a few swigs remaining. He took it in his hand and smiled at her before he started to remove the leftover metallic wrapping on the head of the green glass bottle.

Sasha watched him as he wiped the bottle clean on his shirt and then slipped it in his mouth to get it wet. It was then that she realized what he was going to do with it.

“No,” she hollered. “You’re out of your mind!”

Vincent gave a few more licks around the lip of the bottle and then placed it between her legs. She squeezed her thighs together for a moment, feeling the cold cylinder against her bare skin, and then opened them up cautiously once again. He ran the head of the champagne bottle up and down her wet cunt and then looked up at her as he pushed the tip of it into her. He grinned suggestively at her. She braced her hands against the floor as he slid a few inches of the hard glass into her. He bent his head down to her and flicked his tongue at her clit. The pleasure undulated through her body.

“Oh my fucking God,” she moaned. She couldn’t believe that he was slowly pumping the champagne bottle in and out of her. She arched her hips upward in pleasure, not realizing that there was still some liquor left in it. The cool bubbly wine flowed into her and she squealed in shock. The percolating sensation that erupted deep within her caused her whole body to tingle and then to jerk up from the onslaught of the strange pleasure it brought her.

In one smooth motion, he pulled the bottle out of her, grasped her bare cheeks with one hand and titled her onto his mouth. He gulped the last of the crisp champagne out of her, sucking it out and swallowing it in quick bursts, and then setting her body back down on the hardwood floor.

Before she realized what was happening, he slid the bottle back up inside her as deep as it would go. The cool firm feel of the glass cylinder inside of her felt incredibly kinky and obscenely disorienting. He held it deep inside her so the curve of the bottle stretched her open. He used his fingers to hold the top of her cunt taut and flicked her sensitive clit over and over with the strong tip of his tongue. Her body constricted around the bottle with each intense series of licks. He lifted his head up to kiss her, but she clasped it with her hand and pushed it back down between her legs. His tongue devoured her in all directions and then he sucked the hardened skin into his mouth roughly. She writhed and moaned.

“Oh, my God. Please don’t stop,” she begged him.

He laughed at her drunken pleasure as he teased her with his tongue, holding it just above her and only letting it touch her in small bursts. Each time she felt his tongue touch her and then lift away was pure agony. She begged him again to lick her as he kneeled above her and pushed the bottle in and out of her wet cunt. Everything about it felt profane and in violation of some unwritten code of proper sexual discourse.

He abruptly pulled the bottle out of her and let it roll off across the floor. The sound of the glass wheeling over the hard wood echoed through the room. She followed it with her eyes until it struck lightly against the wall and stopped. There was a brief moment of silence and then she heard him unclasp his belt. When she looked back to him, he had already pulled down his pants and boxers. He was fully erect and she gaped at his huge phallus. The sight was surreal to her. It was as if she was viewing some ancient satyr in a book or in an absurd dream. She had never been with anyone with such thick proportions.

“There’s no way,” she pleaded to him. The first weird thought was that the thrusting of the bottle into her was premeditated foreplay and there was nothing spontaneous about it. It was as if it was calculated to divest her of anything she might deem normal and expected. Yet, she didn’t really know if that was true nor did she really care when it came down to it. The real shock of it drove her thoughts to Noah and to his body and to their life together and to the reality that this was unraveling everything.

“You’ll take it, Sasha,” he defiantly told her as he moved on top of her.

His face drew so close to hers that she could smell the champagne on his breathe.

“You’ll take it slow and you’ll take it deep and you’ll take it so hard that you’ll never look at me the same way again.”

He was outright drunk and cocky as could be but she couldn’t deny how badly it turned her on.

She eyed his heavy stare and was speechless. The sheer vulgarity of his words burst through the playful escapade that they had been on since he first pulled her into the rain. She knew she was already no longer the same woman herself but she abruptly woke to the reality of what she was doing. She thought of Noah again and how she was going to tell him and then if she was going to tell him at all and wondering if this was just a singular tryst and not having any idea what was ending and what was beginning.

Vincent moved up between her thighs as his face hovered over hers. When his lips touched hers, she stopped thinking at all and opened her mouth to his thick tongue and deliriously let it swirl around hers. She clawed at his broad back and panted in fits while he kissed her roughly.

When he pulled his mouth away for a brief moment their eyes met again but he swiftly pressed his lips onto her neck and delicately kissed it in a series of slow brushstrokes until his mouth was at her ear.

“Such a dirty little cheating slut,” he whispered like a lewd inviting taunt.

She scowled and tried to wrench her body away but he held her down with the sheer weight of his own body and he grasped the back of her hair in his hand and kept his mouth at her ear so closely that she could feel his breath.

“Naughty, naughty, naughty cheating slut,” he murmured ever so slowly in a kind of kinky amusement.

“Don’t,” she protested. “It’s not like that.”

“It is like that,” he told her. “And I bet you’ve fantasized about this moment since the first time I slapped your ass in the office lounge, haven’t you?”

It wasn’t ever supposed to happen like this, she frantically told herself. It wasn’t ever supposed to happen at all. And how could he possibly know anything of the crass reveries that crisscrossed her thoughts during random late nights alone in her apartment?

“Are you afraid to bask in your naughty infidelity?” he whispered to her.

She was taken aback by the question.

“Bask in it?”

“Yes. Bask in it. I hope you don’t really believe it is wrong, do you?”

She was terribly confused.

“But it is wrong.”

“No, it is right. Why would something like this be wrong if it felt so much better than doing what you’re supposed to do?”

“But I don’t want to hurt anyone,” she insisted.

“No one does,” he said. “No one wants to die either but we all do and that is so awfully wrong isn’t it?”

She was startled by his perverse reasoning and didn’t know how to respond to its strange weighty turn. She felt him ever so slowly start to grind between her thighs and for a moment her mind was flying off into some unknown space. His cock pressed against her and she clinched up in hesitation.

“Don’t you have something?” she asked him.

“Something?”

“Yes. I mean I’m on...but I don’t like...”

He cut her off and began to whisper to her again, only louder this time.

“Sasha, I’m going into you raw. And I’m as clean as a white sheet. I swear on my life.”

Her mind reeled and then flashed white. For a moment, she hated how uncontrollably aroused and vulnerable he was making her feel. This was her life and career that she was jeopardizing and she didn’t want to think of it, and then she abruptly wanted to jeopardize it all, and then she didn’t even want to be herself at all.

He delicately ran the head of his cock up and down the length of her pussy.

“You’re soaking wet. Absolutely drenched,” he told her.

Her body was betraying everything.

“Are you my naughty cheating slut?” he asked her.

She didn’t say anything and he began to push deeper into her and she took heavy heaving breaths to help her relax. She couldn’t say yes. She was not about to tell him yes but to herself she was repeating the most vile responses over and over and over.

There came a sudden sound from the rain thumping against the window as the storm picked up again in intensity. It brought with it a sensation of relief to her, as if its cacophonous drumming against the glass muffled everything that she wanted muffled.

He pushed deeper and she clinched up again. She reached down and wrapped her fingers around his huge fleshy girth. It was like trying to succumb to some fabled invader and she yearned for her body to surrender to his foreign colossal size like conquered prey. His pelvis pressed firmly against her hand again and again until finally he just reached down and took hold of her wrist and placed it above her head.

She felt him suddenly pull out and then he slipped his fingers into her and glided them acutely across her g-spot, sending shivers of pleasure through her body.

“Beg for it,” he enjoined her.

She didn’t say anything.

He kept sliding his thick fingers inside of her, slowly skimming them so perfectly across her erogenous interiors that she was in disbelief. He pushed half his hand deep into her and she gasped. He pulled back and then returned to fingering her with such an exacting touch that began to writhe in his grasp. A vibrating jolt ran through her entire body.

“Beg for it,” he ordered her again.

She thought she was going to have an orgasm right then.

He abruptly slipped his fingers out of her and ran them delicately around the insides of her thighs and softly between her legs.

“God, please. Please don’t stop,” she begged.

“Beg harder,” he told her. “Beg for me to fill you full.”

She thrust her body upward in dire craving like some kind of addicted animal and then squirmed in agony. She was delirious.

“Vincent, please. Don’t make me say it,” she implored.

He slid his fingers back into her and she moaned and sighed in relief. His fingertips ran faster and faster against her most sensitive interiors and she began to groan with a kind of crazed thrill. Just as she was veering toward a climax once again, he suddenly slid his thick cock into her. She grunted and then bawled out a flurry of curses and moans and whimpers.

He held both of her hands above her head and began to slowly push deep into her over and over, stretching her out and filling her up more than she had ever felt. The tension in her body seemed to suddenly unclench itself and all that was left was this heaving piece of flesh moving in and out of her like some kind of bestial plundering. Her mind whirled and she clutched her arms and legs around his body. He pounded into her again and again and then let up to a slower shallower rhythm as he fondled her clit with a flourish of fingers. She moaned in unbearable pleasure but before she could climax he thrust himself into her once again, filling her to the hilt. It seemed to go on forever in this triangulated drama of sensations until she could not take anymore. She wailed in orgasm but he did not stop for a moment, nor did he stop for many, many more moments as he had his way with her body for several more orgasms, and not even stopping when his gush of warm cum pulsed into her, and only easing up to a decrescendo of shallower moans and thrusts until finally his body came to rest on top of hers.

There was an expanse of silence in the room and only the sound of their decelerating breathing could be heard. The rain had ceased. She did not know what to say to him and he didn’t utter a word.

Finally he rolled over off her body and lay on his back outstretched next to her.

“Are you alright?” he asked her. “I hope I didn’t go too hard on you. I’ve never been gone so heavy on anyone like that. It was like I just couldn’t stop.”

She was taken back his sudden concern for her. It made what had just happened all the more perplexing.

“Yes, I’m fine,” she told him, but as soon as she heard her own words it didn’t sound right. “I mean I’m more than fine. My body is still shaking. I wasn’t expecting any of this.”

He laughed openly in a kind of delirious sympathy.

“Neither was I. To think I was just going to go home and get drunk completely alone. What were the odds of running into you?”

“I would have said absolutely zero but it happened so...”

She could not even finish the thought.

“Yes. Exactly.”

They rested for a few moments without saying anything else and then he ran his hand over the top of hers.

“Is it alright if I use your restroom to dry off and clean myself up?”

She didn’t want anything to be over but it was and she knew she had to face the reality of what had just happened.

“Of course. It’s just over there,” she told him as she dazedly pointed in the direction with her other hand.

She watched him stand up and then eyed his naked body stroll out of the room. His thighs were so thick and the sight of his bare undulating cheeks made her want more. She still couldn’t grasp what all of this meant in any easy iteration whatsoever. She heard the sound of the faucet turn on and the rush of water echoed through her apartment. It alerted her to the fact that she was still drenched in sweat and rain water and the stick of champagne and the remnants of his saliva and his warm cum.

She wanted to shower but did not want to enter the bathroom and bathe in front of him. She pushed herself to her feet and lumbered to her bedroom. She slipped on a pair of black leggings and a long-sleeved black shirt. The urge to cover herself and withdraw from his presence overtook her. She sat down on her bed, half paralyzed, and pondered again what this all meant. By the time she went back into her living room, Vincent was already finished getting dressed.

“So I was thinking...” he began.

She sat down on her sofa and wrapped her arms around her calves.

“As far as the whole work situation...”

“I know,” she interrupted him. “This never happened.”

He glanced over at her with a stunned look on his face.

“No, that’s not what I was going to say,” he told her.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that I don’t want this to be the end...of anything.”

Sasha was in disbelief.

“What are you talking about? You know how things are in the company and I’m in a serious relationship with someone. I can’t.”

He eyed her pensively.

“I mean you’re perfectly free to navigate your own relationship situation, but as far as work goes, I want you in the exact same way as when I first slapped your ass in the lounge,” he told her.

“Are you crazy? Are you trying to get fired?”

“No. But it doesn’t matter to me if I did. There’s always a firm out there whose greed will go beyond any consideration of moral optics. And even if that were not the case I’d just trade with my own account. I don’t really give a fuck about what people think of my reputation,” he declared to her.

“But I do care about mine!” she blurted out.

Their eyes locked. She really didn’t have any clear idea of what his intentions really were.

“Your reputation isn’t on the line. You could accuse me at any moment of unwanted sexual advances and you know everyone would back you and I’d be out,” he told her.

Her mind was racing.

“So what are you saying? What do you think is going to happen after this?”

“I don’t know. Like you said, you are heavily involved with someone,” he replied.

She could not even begin to fathom the repercussions of any of this. She wasn’t even sure if she was going to tell Noah. She couldn’t even unravel her complicated feelings about him after what had just happened.

“I just need some time to think about all this,” she told him.

“Of course,” he said. “I don’t want to ruin anything you have. I just know the moment I see you back at work, I won’t be able to hold back from taking hold of you.”

“Have you lost your mind? Does the job mean nothing to you?”

He didn’t hesitate to respond.

“Not really. I mean it does but it’s just work. I know everyone likes to get high and mighty about what they do for a living, but it’s a charade. Life doesn’t happen in companies like that. You know it. We all just want money to be free of the toil.”

“Of course, but...”

“But I reject it. Especially now. I have no intention of holding back anymore,” he told her.

She felt like something was spiraling out of control but she did not know if it was him or the feelings he was triggering in her or something else entirely.

“Holding back what?” she demanded to know.

“My behavior...my cravings...what I sense is really possible...in everything. All of it,” he rambled on to her.

He was all riled up and it was getting to her.

“So what does that mean for me?” she shouted at him. “You want to just make a plaything out of me with these boundless urges of yours? Did you ever think to ask me how I’d feel about being put in such a situation?”

He paused to think for a moment.

“Do you really want me to ask you how you feel about being put in such a situation?”

She shook her head in a rapid burst of confusion.

“What?”

“I said do you really want me to ask?”

She suddenly felt what he was getting at. She didn’t know if she really wanted to talk it all out like that as well. It was exactly what she did with Noah – that endless circling around and around in combative debate over what and who was right and wrong. It obliterated the underlying kinetic yearning of what either of them truly wanted.

“I just need time to think about all this,” she told him.

He smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

“Think all you want, Sasha. When are you returning to work by the way?”

A terrifying chill went through her. She didn’t want to confront any of it.

“Next Monday,” she muttered.

“Wonderful,” he exclaimed. “I can finally stop roaming the empty halls and not finding any prey.”

He smirked wildly.

“That’s not funny.”

“I don’t mean it to be. I’m a very serious boss and expect nothing but professional compliance,” he quipped in a kind of dry but provocative humor. “I don’t want to have to deal with any insubordination whatsoever.”

He grinned again. He was speaking in jest but at the same time he seemed to be suggesting he was completely serious. The way he said it was the way he had flirted with her when they had just run into each other at the corner store. Something about it was irresistibly inviting and unnerving at once. At that moment she just wanted to completely turn off her thoughts.

She watched as he strolled toward her and then leaned down. He lifted up her chin and kissed her delicately on the lips. She kissed him back as if they were old lovers. She didn’t know what was happening with anything at all.

“I have to go,” he told her. “This has been probably the most exhilarating afternoon I’ve had in years. Was it for you?”

He knew precisely how to unhinge her guard and already knew the answer by the look in her eyes.

“You’re not the one who has to figure out what to do with all the broken pieces,” she said.

He was taken aback by her response.

“I’m sorry,” he uttered. “But I’ve seen how you balance a million things at once. I’m sure what is meant to be will work itself out. Just let me know if you genuinely want me to pull back. I’m not going to force anything. I can drop it all for good if that’s what you really want,” he told her.

The notion that he would let her go just like that unexpectedly struck a nerve. She tottered on the edge of any declaration. He waited for her to say something but she did not speak. He straightened himself up.

“I could seriously spend all night with you, but I know you have work to do so I’m just going to go now before I get caught up in it again,” he said.

He moved toward the door.

“I’ll see you next Monday then,” he told her as if it was almost a question.

She simply glared at him as if she had no say in any of it. He gave her a look of understanding and then turned to leave. Even after she heard the sound of the door closing shut, she was still searching for a response.

It was growing dark and she fell to her side in a state of anguish on the dry warm sofa. If only it hadn’t felt so terribly good, she would simply chalk it up to a foolish indiscretion and never put herself in such a vulnerable position ever again. Yet, she sensed that her very constitution had been radically altered.

There was no easy way out of this and she chided herself for even getting involved with him at all. What was she thinking fornicating like some drunken college slut with her de facto boss? She had already put her position at the firm in grave jeopardy. No matter what sentiment evolved between the two of them, it was not worth throwing her career to the dogs. She couldn’t even bear trying to concoct a way out of this and she closed her eyes in grief. Her body was so physically spent from the heavy tryst that she swiftly dozed off into a deep slumber.

When she was jolted awake, it was pitch black in her apartment and she was utterly disoriented by all the commotion. The rain had picked up again and was splattering so forcibly against her windows it felt as if it were about to break through the glass at any moment. It wasn’t just that though. It was the disturbing panorama of dreams still lingering in her mind. She tried in earnestness to recall the savage lewd scenarios from the beginning, but there was this constant vibrating in her ear that she couldn’t dispel.

It momentarily brought her to her senses and she opened her eyes wider to look. It was her phone. It had fallen to the floor during the chaotic writhing of the liaison. She glanced at the screen and saw it was Noah calling. She closed her eyes again until it stopped its incessant pulsing. The interruption strangely unnerved her.

She lost a clear vision of the perverse reverie but there was no doubt that every subconscious twist and turn was imbued with Vincent coercing her to do the most vulgar acts imaginable. She could barely distill what she had dreamt and detach it from what had happened earlier that afternoon. Yet, she was undeniably aroused and outright embarrassed by her lack of control over the crude hallucinations.

She lay there in the dark for a few minutes to gather her composure. Vincent was no longer a vague temptation who she clearly knew was professionally forbidden. He had substance and a ferocious temperament and genuine desire to have her at all costs. He had been physically inside of her deeper than anyone ever had. Her emotions whirled as if she were barely discovering the fatalistic possibilities of feeling between a man and a woman. She just couldn’t bear it. She couldn’t accept any semblance of reality that hinted that this was the beginning of a veritable relationship. She first had to deal what this meant for her feelings and future with Noah, she told herself.

She tried to envision exactly what was going to happen at work after this. She straightaway imagined him flagrantly fondling and groping her every chance he got. Her heart beat quickened at the thought. And what exactly did he mean when he told her he expected professional compliance and didn’t want to deal with any insubordination? She tried to force the words out of her mind, but the dreamlike reveries erupted unbounded by anything she could willfully restrain.

She pictured herself in his office after hours. Had she dreamt this? He was reprimanding her for the
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