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Chapter One
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I finish my drink just as the barman calls last orders. It’s almost midnight and I’ve been sitting here alone for the past few hours’ clock-watching and wishing the time wouldn’t drag on. I check my watch again and feeling satisfied that I’ve missed the last bus home, I stand up and grab my bag. Finally, I can head over to Jack’s apartment. Jack is my husband’s best friend and has just come out of the army. When my husband heard that Jack was leaving the army, he offered Jack the spare room at our place until he got himself fixed-up.

Me and my husband needed the extra income to help pay the mortgage, but after eight months or so, Jack moved into his own place much to my disappointment. My husband is a bully—he bullies me. He wasn’t a bully from the start of our relationship, but as soon as that ring was on my finger, I started to see a different side of him. I’m ten years younger than Mike and he’s always putting me down, and in his eyes, I can never do anything right. He constantly criticizes what I wear, how I do my hair and is always comparing me to other women. I know he’s cheated on me at least three times that I know off, but he has quite a temper so even though his cheating ways hurt me, I’ve kept quiet and said nothing for fear of making Mike angry. And what would be the point of confronting him? He would only lie—he’s good at doing that, too. 

So, when Jack left and moved into his own place, I felt disappointed. Mike wasn’t such a jerk when Jack was around—I guess he didn’t want to show his best friend what a bully he could be. Although Jack keeps in touch with Mike, I’ve only seen him a few times since he left and its always when I’ve been in the company of my husband. Jack doesn’t live far from the bar when I’m currently at and the walk should only take twenty minutes or so. I begin to feel excited at the thought of seeing him again. Although Jack can be aloof and moody sometimes, I always secretly liked having him around, even though he is more than twice my age.  

My husband has no idea that I’m out as he’s not home either. He’s gone away for the weekend. He says he’s gone fishing with a friend from the bank where he works, but I don’t believe him. He’s probably screwing some young woman from the bank—and besides he’s left all his fishing gear in the garage. My husband thinks he’s a bad boy, but he’s not—he’s just a jerk. 

I step out into the cold night. There’s a light drizzle and I shiver having not taken my jacket with me this evening. Still, the bad weather plays right in my favor for the plan I have to stay the night at Jack’s place. Like, I’ve said, Jack can be moody most of the time and I’ve sensed him trying to keep his distance from me, but surely, he won’t send me packing when I knock on his door late at night with no way of getting home. Although Jack can come across as distant, he was never sneering or belittling to me like Mike is. Jack has never come across as an overly caring kind-of-guy and for all I know he might not like me at all. Maybe there’s just too big an age gap between us. I’ve only just turned twenty-four and Jack is forty-three, ten years older than Mike. 

But even though Jack kept his distance from me and often seemed troubled somehow, over the last few months I’ve become confused about him. On those few occasions when I’ve seen him, now that he’s moved out of our place, his keen blue eyes tell a different story. I’ve seen him looking at me—checking me out—and when our eyes have met, he looks away.

Does Jack hate me—or does he have secret feelings towards me?

Although it seems that there is a huge void between me and Jack, I have feelings for him. I guess if I’m being honest with myself, I fancy him. I have done ever since my husband took him in. What’s not to fancy? He’s tall, a body ripped with muscles and blue eyes that pierce right through my soul. His dark hair is short but flecked with streaks of gray that matches the beard that covers his firm jawline. His remoteness infuriates me but turns me on too. I’ve spent many a night longing for Jack to be mine. My husband has proved to be a bully and a cheat. Mike is always criticising me, but if I’m being honest, he’s hardly ever at home and when he is, he never shows any real interest in me. I have tried to push Jack away from my mind, but I always go back to the same fantasy when I’m on my own of Jack fucking me. I can’t get him out of my head even though he moved out a while ago. 

Is it really so bad to want to feel loved and cherished? So, is it so bad to cheat on my husband...just for one night?
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I cross the street and head west. The drizzle has turned more into a drenching. By the time I reach Jack’s apartment I’m going to look like a drowned rat. I begin to feel nervous. Will Jack see right through my plan? Will he even let me in to stay the night? I guess I’ll find out soon enough.

My high heels splash through the puddles as I quicken my pace. The streets are empty apart from a few cars driving past. By the time I reach Jack’s front door, my long hair is plastered to my face and my short dress is soaked through. I knock on the door and take a step back. My heart is pounding in my ears as I begin to doubt my plan. Jack doesn’t answer so I knock again. I can’t see any lights on in there. What if Jack is out? Maybe he’s already asleep in bed. I hammer on the door this time hoping I won’t wake up the neighbors.

“Come on Jack...please be in!” I whisper, shivering as the rain really does start to fall. 

Just as my heart begins to sink, it suddenly races up my throat as a light flicks on behind the front door. I hold my breath.

The door opens abruptly and there stands Jack looking sexy as hell with only a pair of jeans on and his sculptured chest and abs bare for my eyes to feast upon. For a guy in his mid-forties, his chest, arms, and stomach are a wall of muscle. His broad chest and abs are covered in a dark dusting of hair. God, he looks hot. His thick head of hair and bear look unruly like he’s just clambered out of bed.

“What the hell are you doing here, Leona?” Jack asks gruffly.

The sharp tone to his voice surprises me but I don’t fail to notice his eyes look me up and down. 

“I missed the last bus home...I’m stranded...I didn’t know where else to go,” I lie, hoping he can’t see right through me.

“Get a cab then,” he growls like some kind of angry bear. 

“There aren’t any,” I jump in quick. “And now my cell has run out of battery, and I can’t call anyone.” I step forward hoping he’ll let me in, but Jack blocks the door with his arm. 

“You’re not staying here. Why didn’t you call Mike?” Jack says sounding pissed off. I’ve never seen him like this, but I still can’t help but notice how his eyes check out my large tits as the thin fabric looks almost opaque from the drenching of the rain. 

“He’s out...gone on a fishing trip...it’s too far a drive for him to reach me,” I explain, even though I know that Mike isn’t really on a fishing trip
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