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The last rays of the sun shot orange arrows through the fluffy clouds. It had probably been a beautiful day. Warm, sunny. A gift of early spring, the kind of day you wish you could kick off your shoes and run through the brand new grass. Once upon a time I would have done that, during lunch. Once upon a time I would have left work early enough to enjoy the end of the day.

My watch caught the gold of the sunset. The hands flashed so bright I saw 6:05 whenever I blinked. I tried to rub the hands out of my vision. Another kind of hand slipped up on shoulder. Warmth bloomed along my side. His aftershave tickled my nose. He handed me a steaming coffee I didn’t even need anymore. All tiredness fled when I looked at him. It always had, like some silly schoolgirl crush.

He squeezed my trapezius, massaging it. My toes tingled.

“Thanks for putting in all this extra effort.”

Part of me wanted to pull away. What if someone saw? But the office was empty. Everyone else with lives had gone home. I should go home, get started on the thousand and one chores awaiting me there. But it felt so good to stay here, with his warm hand on my neck, easing the tension out of me. I let a big breath out, expelling the responsible woman and banishing her from my body.

It felt too good: the massage, the proximity. Casual glances and smiles, the occasional extended touch, these things had built over time because I wanted them to. I loved the way my blood raced through me when I thought about him, and I found myself thinking about him more and more. 

I wanted him.

So I let my head fall forward and leaned into him. I made a sound I normally reserve for triple chocolate sundaes. And, bless his heart, I felt him respond to me.

It wasn’t my imagination, then. He’d been flirting back with me.

The relief and—I don’t even know what to call it, pride?—of the realization washed through me. It was like the zings of pleasure I’d been getting were cranked up. Electricity shot around my body like a lover’s kisses, in places I wanted his kisses to land. I put the coffee down on the window sill and let my hand drift to his thigh.

He didn’t stop me, and my belly trilled delight. He turned into me a little more, the stiffness in his pants pressing into me, his other hand walking across my hip. I leaned back into him, smelling his aftershave and the faint mocha on his breath. I pushed back into his erection, teasing, feeling his whole groin pulse against me. He didn’t say a word when I turned to face him, he just looked at me with fire in his eyes, the same fire that burned inside of me. A fingertip to his lip, to keep him quiet. The wrong word would shatter this moment, this fantasy come to life, and I wasn’t ready for it to end. Just once. Just let me have this one time to let go, to live a little. One time without deadlines and responsibilities, just pleasure and breathlessness and desire.

And he did. His chin came down and I pressed up toward him. My whole body came alive with the press of his lips. Parts of me I thought had fallen asleep woke up, ready for adventure. I kissed him, maybe even surprising him with how much I wanted it. If he expected to be the boss in this, he’d be mistaken. It was my turn, my time.

I pulled him around and pressed his back to the window. The ledge gave him just enough purchase to sit a little, which gave me all the room I needed to sit on him. We kissed as our clothes came apart in one another’s hands, until it was just skin on skin and sweat to sweat. He was so hard under me that I couldn’t resist grinding hard on him, hard enough to make him groan and growl into my throat. Sweat slicked his back now despite the coolness of the window, and I was pretty sure the dampness in his lap had come from me.

I pushed up off of him. He looked stunned and I laughed at him, but I wasn’t anywhere near done with him. Instead, I backed off a pace and wiggled my skirt all the way up.

He watched me like a lion watched a gazelle: hungry, aggressive. I hooked my thumbs into the tiny straps of my panties and eased them downward. Today wearing my secret lingerie finally paid off, and I was going to milk it for every second it had.

He stood up and reached for me, but I pushed him back again. Instead, I turned around, bending over as I wiggled the panties down to the floor. 

I heard his zipper drop and he pushed against me, his cock hot and hard between my legs. She was wet enough to take him now, and I started to reach for him to slip him inside where he belonged, but he pushed my hand away and continued to rub against me.

It felt so good, so hard against the lips. They opened up like petals of a flower, wetting his entire shaft with my need.

I felt him grab himself and, once again, I thought he’d go in. Instead, I felt an impact on my pussy, making it vibrate with shock and pleasure. I think I gasped, because he did it again, and again, his cock knocking on the door but not going inside. I got hotter and wetter. I found myself saying things I didn’t even understand, somewhere between “yes” and “fucking go already.”

My pussy was the lion now, trying to open and devour him. It would bite his cock if it could, and as I pressed back against him I felt the fluid finally let go in a fine spray.

I didn’t even have time to be surprised, because he pushed inside of me right then, so wet and slick that he went all the way on that first thrust, his balls pressing into my butt. He put his hand around me, tapping and rubbing my clit while he pushed in from behind. I moaned. I was so wet I hardly felt any friction at all, just the thrumming vibration of his cock going in and coming out, the gentle rubs and taps of his hands, and so much pleasure I thought my brain was going to explode.

He pushed and pushed against me, started to slow as if he was going to change position. But I didn’t want to change position, I wanted to come again, to squirt again. I’d never done that before. I didn’t even know I could do it, but here I was on the threshold of it happening again.

And it did happen again, tearing a moan out of my throat. My body pushed against him as if to squeeze him out, but the only thing that came out was that watery heat, smelling so strong of pussy the office would never be the same. I grabbed at him with vagina, squeezing him, and I pushed back and back again, pinning him to the window as I fucked him back as hard as he’d been fucking me.

I heard him gasp and tell me he was going to come, and I didn’t slow down at all, I just pounded him backward, grabbing his hand and rubbing my clit with it, until both of our muscles quivered and cried. We came together, his pulsing cock triggering aftershocks through my whole body.

When it was over, we stayed still, breathing in each other’s breath. I wanted to say something, to thank him, to explain I wasn’t normally like this, to apologize...to do something, but nothing seemed quite right. I wasn’t sorry. This was, in fact, me, who had never done this thing before but certainly did not regret it now. And thanking him sounded so impersonal for an act that was anything but.

Two cubes away, my ringer fired off a shot, making me jump. Escape Club started rocking out to a song that was old when I had discovered it. One about seizing the moment, as I always wanted to do. As I had just done.

I swung my leg up and off him and wiped my face. All I could think to say was, “excuse me,” as I got up.

On the phone, I heard the jubilant yelling of my son in the background. “Julie, it’s Tammy. Is everything alright? Johnny’s got his homework done and I’m just about finished with supper. Do you think you’ll be by before then or should I just feed him, too?”

Thank God I was only on the phone, and Tammy couldn’t see my blush and my messed up make-up and hair. My stomach dropped to the ground, but I managed to reassure her I’d be right there to pick up my son. What did I think I was doing, having a fling in the office? I wasn’t some wild and crazy twenty-something with no responsibilities and an empty head. I was a mom. And responsible moms didn’t go around shagging their bosses.

I turned back toward the window to apologize for my activities, for my hasty departure, but when I peeked out of my cube, he was already gone. The only evidence of my momentary lack of judgment was the steam on the window.

***
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The next day I picked out the gray pantsuit. And a white turtleneck under it. I skipped the contacts and wore my frumpiest glasses. I pulled the brush through my hair like a monk with a scourge, paying for my sins last night with each painful stroke. It was stupid, to risk my job like that. Selfish, to put my physical desires ahead of financial security. Irresponsible to be late picking up Johnny, like a mother who didn’t care about her son. Cruel, to use someone for sex with no intention—or ability—to have a relationship with them.

My scalp screamed as I pulled my hair into the tightest bun I could make. The foam tip on my eyeshadow flipped off and dove into the sink before I realized I should perhaps be a little gentler with myself.

After all, it took two to Tango.

He could have stopped it at any moment, if he’d wanted to. So just as much as I let loose and made a poor decision, so had he. And I didn’t jump him. Last night had not come out of nowhere but from months of increasing flirtation and sexual tension. Nor did I assault the man; he was nobody’s victim. No, fault, if it lay anywhere, it lay with both parties. It had been a mutual decision to engage in...

I threw my coat over the back of the chair and slumped down into it. The kitchen table felt cold under my arms, and my head squished them. It had been a mutual decision to engage in the best sex I’d had in years. 

Years.

“What’s wrong, Mom?”

I jumped and smiled automatically at Johnny. I ruffled his hair and he squawked in protest. He smoothed it down with the flat of his hands.

“The other hairstyle looked better with the tag on your shirt.” I pulled on the white tag sticking up and out of the neck of his shirt.  His whole face flushed red and he ran away. He stomped the whole way up the stairs and back down again. Normally, I’d scold him for the heavy steps. “Be considerate,” I’d tell him. “Not everyone wants to hear you clomp up and down the steps.”

But today I grabbed his shoulders and squeezed him tight. I planted a kiss on the top of his head and stared him in the eyes. “I love you.” 

His breath still smelled like waffles. Big eyes stared at me, smiling and waiting for the rest of the ritual.

“Do you hear me, little man?” I jiggled his chin in my hand. “I love you.”

He wrapped his arms around me and squeezed me back. Loving. Trusting. Never expecting his mom had done what I had done last night. 

“I love you, too, Mom.”
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Everything looked completely normal at work. I checked the window, but no smudges marked the scene of our tryst. It was like it never happened, even when I braved the break room for coffee and saw him talking with Finance.

The coffee maker whirred louder than it ever had, I was sure of it. I dumped sugar into my cup without measuring it, shook the can of creamer while trying to listen for the slightest movement. I kept my back to them as much as I could, trying down to every cell to be completely invisible.

But I wanted to see if he felt the same way. I needed to know if he thought last night was a mistake, or if maybe he felt something like what I felt: embarrassed
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