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      He was warned. Before we eloped in Barcelona, I questioned if it was wise for two people who had not had an argument to get married. We dove into this marriage exceedingly fast with blinders on, and neither of us cared. I was all in for whatever the world of Maximus Sharper flung at me. The spell I was under didn’t leave room for the voice of reason, and we were convinced we were destined for each other. Now I bear his last name.

      My life changed dramatically fast. Two years abroad in the cold and gray land of London, my writing career was still in limbo, but I wanted for nothing as Mash’s career continued to flourish under new management.

      He was now an in-demand mixologist, creating countless mixes for A-list artists, and attaching his name to the less established beginners in the industry—Transitioning them from starving to breakout stars.

      As a couple we were in sync, but alone I suffered. I felt inadequate without success of my own.

      In order to fill the void of my lack of accomplishments, I went against my husband’s wishes and took an entry level position as a Trainee Negotiator for a real estate firm.

      I love beautiful homes, but convincing people to buy them was not my forte.

      I learned the business of London’s real estate exceptionally fast. It was expensive, the agents were cutthroat and competitive, and I needed to be a shark to swim amongst them.

      In doing so, I missed several of Mash’s shows, which was the primary reason he opposed my taking the job in the first place.

      My work created a slight discourse in our house, but it helped me learn my way around the city, and introduced me to people I couldn’t wait to write about.

      After nearly a year of employment at the firm, I grew to like working in real estate, which was a mistake. As soon as I got comfortable, my time there ended due to a lack of sales.

      I cried for a day or two, but with the support of my husband’s hefty wallet, I took what I learned, and opened a private office as a licensed realtor in the Shoreditch district.

      Working for myself meant I controlled my schedule, and could once again travel with my beloved.

      I’m sure this is why he was so on board with the idea.

      But it was exciting to become an entrepreneur, and not feel like dead weight. And as for Shoreditch, I had found my tribe. I belonged with the various diverse creatives, artsy folks, colorful streets, and coffee shops—Even though I was posing as a realtor.

      ‘Nadia M. Sharper’ was painted in bold white font on the glass of the front door of my office. Sure, I made one sale in three months, but I opened my doors every day, waiting for my second sale to walk through the door to free me from failure yet again.

      I sat in my plush chair meant for a fortune five hundred CEO that Mash insisted I have, with hours of downtime.  The swanky space  wound up serving as my writing hub away from home instead of making sales.

      Being surrounded by creatives helped the juices flow with a simple glance outside the window. When I needed a break from writing, I turned to Plan C—Buy homes and flip them for a profit.

      But as the pressure mounted and my confidence began to flail, I lost interest in all of my ideas, and decided to travel alongside my husband. Just as he wanted.

      The weekend he was due in Marseille, I surprised him as he was about to board the plane. It was the first time we’d be traveling together in months, and it felt like it did in the beginning—Sweet adventurous escapes with my personal tour guide showing me parts of the world I never imagined I would see.

      Unfortunately, I was introduced to more than landmarks and historic sights with my famous husband in the land of the French.
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      I hadn’t missed the clouds of cigarette smoke in the clubs, but I did miss seeing Mash come alive onstage, and my guilty pleasure of people watching. After a few peach flavored drinks, I got a little loose and danced provocatively against the railing near the stage. Mash blushed at me grooving solo in my corner, so I simmered down, and fought the urge to move to the beat.

      The ambiance of the crowd, the loud sounds of the bass booming from the speaker, and Mash focusing on his work suddenly turned me on.

      Oh how I love a working man. Who doesn’t?

      I fanned myself with a club flyer to cool down and shy away my raised nipples piercing through my top. The peach schnapps and vodka also played a role in my sudden yearning to be pillaged by my husband hard at work.

      I turned away from the crowd until my boobs were no longer on high beam, then refaced the stage to continue watching the show.

      Mash winked at me. My face flushed from his flirtation.

      Oh shit. He knows that I’m heavily aroused.

      To keep my nipples from telling the world I am in need for some action and the naughty thoughts flashing in my head at bay, I crowd surfed the faces from the atrium section. The horde was heavily engaged with the music. Shades of partygoers below the color changing LED lights were enjoying themselves. Some more than others. But the vibe I felt from one of the faces in the crowd didn’t come across as friendly.

      A woman stared me down for far too long. If she could shoot venom at me from that distance, I’d be poisoned.

      Her gaze was beyond intense when we locked eyes. So extreme that a chill traveled down my spine, and my skin felt like it froze amidst the heat in the club.

      I waited for her to blink, but her menacing face didn’t budge because she wanted my attention. And I didn’t break my gaze either, letting her know that I didn’t scare easily.

      She finally folded, and I turned toward the stage, cheering on my husband who decided to play my favorite song. Suddenly, it dawned on me. I recognized the woman. Her silhouette, long face, and dark eyes screamed at me from the back of my mind. She was the mysterious woman in the photograph Mash and I never discussed. The bitch I wondered about from time to time. Mostly when I was pouting over something silly.

      How do I play this? I thought. Should I lock eyes with her again? Then, roll them when she stares back? Or do something clever to make her jealous?

      Jealousy won.

      Winding my hips on the side of the stage, I eye-fucked my husband. His face turned pink and red, and his interaction with the crowd took a pause as he bit the side of his lip. His smoldering features turned serious as he signaled to some guy behind him, pressed a button on his equipment, then stepped forward in my direction.

      His hands wrapped around my waist to still me from winding my hips. “I see Naughty Nadia came here tonight. You wanna quick one backstage?”

      I moaned in his ear and smirked at the girl in the crowd studying us from below. She squinted her eyes as I showcased my effect on the man she obviously came to see. But he was with me.

      If she didn’t know me before, she knew me now, but I still knew nothing about her. Something told me I was about to learn more than I wanted to, but that lesson would have to wait, as I was beguiled with the man who put a ring on my finger. Naughty Nadia was at the party, and she wanted pleasure, even if it was against the dirty wall of a dressing room.

      I placed my bag around the knob before Mash locked the door behind us. Forcefully, I unbuttoned his pants, and yanked down his zipper. He was ready without any participation on my part.

      I stroked his penis in my hands as his face pressed against mine, then we fervidly locked in a sloppy kiss. I could feel the speed of his heart increase with my hands wrapped around his gyrating muscle beating like a marching band.

      His fingers slipped between my orifice. “I knew you wanted me twenty minutes ago,” he said, gliding my drip around the apex of my inner thighs.

      Quickly, I dropped low and wet his wanton whistle. He sighed of gratification as I licked him with a circular motion of my tongue, then enclosed his head in my mouth for one quick suck.

      “Ha-ah-ih,” he respired, running his fingers through my hair.

      I rose to face him. “See, there you go. Getting excited trying to mess up my hair. You’ll get more of that later tonight.”

      He pressed my back against the door and lifted my right leg. I exhaled in heat, anxious to feel his girth separate my walls.

      A gentle tug on my thong bared my pulsing flesh for his dick to stand up in my pussy with ease. Above my head, he gurgled sounds of pleasure from the tightness of my warm embrace hugging his sturdy stride breaking me open.

      He grunted, and I whined, bracing myself for the lashing my pussy was happy to receive.

      I clenched my juices to coat him and moaned. He groaned as his  strong, long thrusts withdrew screams from my mouth like the people on the opposite side of the door enjoying the show.

      “You know how to make me come quick. Don’t you girl?” He sighed, then tongued me as he approached his peak.

      I timed each push and pull until I was lost in the zone of our souls being weaved together. Then, he came inside of me, breathing heavily against my cheek, holding me tighter than a bear hugging a tree.

      Unable to move I asked, “You good?”

      “When I’m with you, always.” He slid out of me gently. “You?”

      “You won’t hear me complain.” I searched for a napkin in my bag. “You better get back out there.” I jittered from a cramp forming in my toe, then lined the tissue around the seat of my thong. “I’ll be out shortly.”

      Mash frowned, securing the zipper on his jeans.“I wouldn’t dare leave you back here alone.”

      I rushed to make myself presentable, then we headed back to the stage arm in arm. The audience cheered at his return under the flashing lights, and he reveled in it, holding up his hands with a proud grin on his lips.

      I cheered for him, too, but mostly for the private performance I had just received.

      For the remainder of his set I behaved. No provocative dancing. No enticing him from the side of the stage. I sat patiently in the seat I was provided, and played the role of a good supportive wife while  scouring the crowd for the hateful eyes piercing through me moments ago.

      They say seek and you shall find. And that is exactly what I did with the ghost of my husband’s past. A rising problem I sensed that returned to haunt me.
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      What truly happened the night in Cardiff, rose from the back of my mind from time to time. Mostly when I was PMSing and looking for a reason to bitch about something. Also, because there was no closure.

      Ignorance is bliss to some. Count me out of that lineup. If only I could let it go. I started playing twenty questions in my head. Why didn’t he want to talk about this girl, and why was she making her presence known all of a sudden? — and on our second anniversary nonetheless.

      I kept quiet during the short ride to the hotel, purposely driving Mash insane. He should have never let me know the silent treatment kills him. He grew fidgety in the back seat, constantly knocking his knees with a balled fist, tapping his heels vigorously on the car floor. He knew something was up.

      Either he saw her in the crowd, too, or my silence made him uncomfortable, and I was no holds barred once we reached our room. Calmly I asked, “Are you going to come out with it, or do you want me to belittle myself and ask the obvious?” He opened the balcony doors and lit the unfinished joint hiding in the crease of the window sill. If I could place a sure bet, he was carefully crafting his response. And judging from the bullets of sweat forming above his eyebrows, I patiently waited for him to answer.

      Orchestrated circle clouds of smoke left his lips until he killed the silence between us. “She is the girl in the photo that bastard Harv sent you.”

      “No shit Sherlock. Who is she?”

      “An old acquaintance of nonimportance.”

      “So, you’ve said. What’s her name?” I asked, not interested in the least.

      “Nomi.”

      “What does she want?”

      “How would I know? I haven’t spoken to her.”

      “But you saw her.”

      “Apparently, we both did.”

      Mash tapped his gar against the brick and stepped back in the room. A breeze followed him inside as we briefly stared at each other, waiting for the other to blink.

      “You know we never fully discussed what happened that night.” My eyes pierced his.

      “And you want to do that now? At 4 a.m.?” He scoffed.

      “Why was she there?”

      “Again, I haven’t had any communication with her, and Nadia, the last thing I want to do is talk about an ex-girlfriend. We’ve had a great night, and it’s our first time away together in months. Can we please table this for another time?” He begged.

      “Fine. We’ll finish this in the morning. Just know, I don’t plan on asking you about this again. You need to come clean with me about whatever dirty little secret you have with this woman. Am I clear?”

      “It’s our anniversary and we’re here for two more days.” He sighed. “Why ruin it over nothing? Forget about her and enjoy everything I have planned for us. Okay?”

      Fuming internally, I managed to utter, “Good night.”

      The presence of this Nomi heaux awakened the bitch in me Mash hadn’t met yet. I clock watched during what was left of the night, thinking about the way she looked at me. Looked at him. Looked at us.

      I practically lied on the edge of the bed, clinging onto the sheets to keep Mash’s arm from covering me as he slept like a baby. Either he had nothing to hide, an innocent conscience, or the late set he worked had him spent. But he slept peaceful and sound, while I stared at him until the sun came up like a mad woman.

      As anxious as I was to badger him in the morning, my mind imagined the worst. I needed a distraction and some space, and let him sleep in. My baggy eyes and restless body visited museums, tourist attractions, and a café on my list of sites and places to visit in the city. I declined all calls, then slowly made my way back to the hotel when I knew he’d be gone to his set.

      The sleepless night eventually took its toll on me, while anger fueled my restlessness. My fickle mind chose not to stay in and sleep, but slip into a bit of mischief instead.

      Posing as a regular patron, I lurked about in the darkness wearing cut off denim shorts, and a skinny black tank with a shirt tied around my waist, skimming the entry line for what’s her face in the crowd. Behind chic glasses I bought earlier in the day, I hid my face and styled my hair in a bun, attempting to pass for a college girl.

      Once I made it inside, I sat at the bar until the crowd overflowed the floor, then made my way upstairs to a table in the corner with a bird’s-eye view of the dance floor. A white bolder hid my frame from the stage as I observed the room—anticipating I’d see Nomi’s face in the crowd.

      A text lit my phone from Mash.

      Mash: “At least tell me you are alright.”

      I waited to respond as I watched him pick up his phone a few times in between songs looking for my reply.

      Nadia: “I’m fine. See you when you get in.”

      The angst on his face humored me after he read my response. His shoulders raised and he smirked to himself. A thread of guilt swept over me for making him wonder of my whereabouts. You better sweat, I thought to myself, laughing internally at the change in his demeanor.

      We wouldn’t be at odds if I didn’t feel he was withholding information. It was also possible I was all worked up over nothing, which wouldn’t be the first time. I knew this man loved me. There wasn’t any doubt in my mind he did, but whatever he wasn’t telling me ate away my soul, and I felt justified in torturing him until he filled me in.

      My poor clueless husband was now grooving with the beat, whereas before he looked bored on stage. I laughed out loud in front of a group of strangers standing near my table—Receptive of their stares as they weren’t in on the joke. I continued to giggle at the sudden pep in Mash’s step. If only he knew I was watching him like a hawk a few feet away.
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      My ploy of crowd surfing was a bust. There was no sign of Nomi after nearly two hours of searching through the horde, and Mash’s set was coming to an end. I rushed to the exit hiding behind the people standing near the rail, wiggling between them when my gut spoke to me. Don’t leave just yet.

      I listened.

      In an obscure spot across the street, I made myself comfortable leaning against an old foreign car whose name I couldn’t pronounce. Watching the crowd of people come and go, I examined the faces under the buttery colored light above the club’s entrance. Still, no sign of her.

      A few feet away a pack of drunk clubbers hopping into the last cab freed an open space on the street. I eased over to the shadow where they stood, and caught a glimpse of the side entrance in the alley. Bingo. There she was with two females in her company, standing where Mash was due to come out.

      I didn’t smoke but I could have used a cigarette once I spotted her. The temperature of my blood rose to boiling, and my hands grew clammy with sweat. My chest was pounding so forcefully, I could hear it inside my head and swore I saw it thumped my tank top above my heartbeat. I took deep breaths stomping the pavement towards her, questioning if confronting her was the right thing to do. Is listening to what she has to say going to bring me peace? And how will I know if she’s telling me the truth? Fuck this, I’m ending this shit tonight, and letting my presence be known.

      I took my hair down and covered the top half of my body with the shirt tied around my waist, and blended in with the fans. Five minutes later the side door opened, and Mash walked out addressing his admirers, signing posters, and posing for photographs.

      As he posed with a couple, one of Nomi’s friends intruded, and pointed in her direction. They shared a look before she walked over to him, and my chest dropped into my stomach.

      I stepped in closer and zeroed in on their conversation catching the tail end of it. “Leave me the fuck alone.” Mash berated her in front of everyone. The crowd grew loud with gasps and chaos, and Nomi stood on her toes in his face.

      “Don’t be like that baby.” Her lustful eyes looked into his as she dragged her whorish nails across his shirt.

      I wormed through the horde and eased into their proximity, alerted by the madness growing from the bystanders. They pulled out their phones and began recording the commotion as Mash unleashed on the two of them.

      “You and your friends need to stay the fuck away from me!”

      I tugged on his shirt, and turned to the couple waiting for their photo op. “Did you need me to retake your photo?” Mash’s eyes widened. “Baby, these lovely people are still waiting for their picture with you,” I said with raised brows and a soft smile.

      He returned my smile and posed with the couple, then took a few more shots with patrons before taking my hand and hurrying me into the limousine. I didn’t look at him.

      “What were you…?” he asked.

      I put my hand up to silence him. “We’re almost at the hotel.”

      His hands trembled during the ride. I reached over and placed mine on top of his. He removed my hand, and placed his arm around my shoulder. The heat from his chest provided me with warmth from the breeze seeping in through the cracked windows. I listened it to race with the beat of my own, hoping our exchange would lead to resolve.

      Inside our suite, we stood at opposite ends, waiting for the other to speak. “I’ll go first,” I said, studying the twitching of his lips as he gazed at me with narrowed eyes.

      “Where did you come from?” he interrupted.

      “What the hell is going on?”

      “You first,” he demanded, pacing the floor and running his hands through his hair and down his face mid yawn.

      I took a few deep breaths and calmly answered him. “I couldn’t sleep so I spent the day roaming the city.”

      “All day?” His voice heightened as he questioned me.

      “Yes, all day.”

      “Nadia, we have security guards for a reason. You can’t just wander off in a strange city you know nothing about alone. And when I call you, answer your phone for fucks sake.”

      I leered at him. “I made it back in one piece.”

      Mash stood before me and gripped my shoulders with his fingers. “Listen to me. Don’t ever leave without telling me where you’re going while we’re traveling. Do you understand?”

      “Yeah, I hear you.”

      “It was reckless and selfish. Anything could have happened to you. I could have been hurt. Or needed you…”

      “I said okay. I heard you. I’m sorry. Wait. Why am I apologizing?” I removed myself from his clutch.

      “Where did you come from tonight? You said you were here.”

      “And then I was where you apparently needed me.”

      “I did need you.” His blistering tone simmered. “I do need you.”

      I escaped his hovering, followed by his shadow against the wall on my heels. I stopped short and turned to him. “People were recording you lashing out at those girls. It’s probably all over the gossip channels by now.”

      He grabbed my hand. “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome.”

      His lips curved on one side. “So, you were spying on me?”

      I scoffed and sat in the lounge chair in the corner. Removing my flats, I looked up at him and shook my head. “I wasn’t spying on you. But I did see what I needed to see.”

      “Which was?”

      “How you and your ex would act with one another if I wasn’t around. I got my answer. Now, tell me. What does she want? And talk now or I walk.”

      “Enough of the leaving me bit. Nomi is not a nice person, and I’m being respectful of women with my choice of words.”

      “She’s a bitch. I can see that first hand. But why is she showing up all of sudden? Getting in your face? Looking at you how I look you?” I pursed my lips.

      Mash sighed then removed his shirt, baring his chest to entice me. It was working, but I held my composure. He lied back on the bed. “I told you I had friends when we met, and Nomi was one of the few I could call to come over and keep me company. We had some wild times, but that was then.”

      “Was she your girlfriend?”

      “A friend. And the night in question something happened, but not what you think before you jump to any conclusions.”

      “Are you kidding me right now?” I threw my shoe at him.

      He caught it with one hand. “I didn’t sleep with her. Calm down.”

      “Sure you didn’t!”

      “When I made it back to my hotel room, she and the friend she was with tonight were in my room— naked. I told them to leave, some awful things were said, and I lost my temper and threw them out in the hallway. Nomi caused a scene and threatened she would tell the tabloids I assaulted them. I panicked, not knowing what other tricks she had up her sleeve. A hidden camera in my room perhaps. Who knows? So, I packed my bag and checked out. That picture is of me checking out.”

      “In that picture she was in your face?”

      “She was high. Begging to have the room because the hotel was booked. I took care of the charges, but put the room in her name. I went to another hotel.”

      “You were in Cardiff for days. Three to be exact. How do I know you didn’t have any other interactions with her? How do I know you really put two naked women out of your room? Most men dream about banging two women, and you dismiss a threesome like it’s nothing?” I rolled my bracelet off and threw it at him.

      Mash chuckled. “Been there, done that. Nadia, I’m not new to this scene. Alcohol, cocaine, ex, orgies— it’s all history now.”

      “Cocaine and orgies? Iyiyi.”

      “That is what they wanted tonight. Access to drugs and a hookup.”

      Hearing two women approached my husband to fuck and fly didn’t sit well with me. I knew his lifestyle could get wild, but seeing it in real time disturbed my soul.

      “Can we go to bed now?” he asked.

      “Suddenly, I’m not tired.” I mumbled.

      “Do I hear a challenge?” Mash fled to invade my personal space.

      “You wish.” I pushed him aside. “And let me be clear. I’m not inviting another woman into our bed.”

      “Neither am I. I’m not sharing you with anyone.” He picked me up and threw me on the bed.

      Stealing kisses from my neck while I squirmed beneath him, I interrupted his attempt to kill the conversation with affection.

      “How do you think they got in your room?” I asked, placing my hand between his lips and my cheeks.

      “Davie is the logical answer. Though he denies the allegation.”

      “You had plenty of chances to tell me all of this.” I lied still under him.

      “Babe, nothing happened.”

      “Proof of your innocence would be great. I mean, I can’t blame Nomi for wanting another night with you, but I’m having a hard time shaking the jealousy I feel. I think I want to leave in the morning.”

      “No.” He stated, calm yet stern.

      “Excuse me?” I shoved him from on top of me.

      “You will accompany me tomorrow night. You will be seated close to the stage, and we will leave together. End of discussion?”

      I didn’t respond. I felt his demand in my bones, and knew that was the end of our argument. His explanation had given me a headache, and my chest tightened lying next to him during our heated moment.

      I exhaled deeply, then headed for the shower. Once again on my heels, Mash followed me. Fully undressed, erect, and aware I wanted no part of him.

      Pressed against my back, his cock jutted, begging for my attention. My weakness for his touch normally caused me to cave, giving into the satisfaction of him fucking my brains out, figuratively and literally. The mental elevation and higher vibration we journeyed together when physically connected made it hard for me to say no, but I fought off the urge. I avoided looking into his eyes, kept my back to him, and cleansed my body swiftly, wanting him in the worst way.

      Refusing myself pleasure and residing in my anger, led me to revisit the few heated disagreements we had. Discord that led to some of our best raging sex moments. This felt like it could be one of those times, but I was determined not to fold. Determined not to look into his eyes, which I could do for hours, and resist the temptation of the one-eyed monster I craved rigging my oil slick. Not this time.

      Playing hard to get excited him even more. Always up for a challenge this one. He pressed deeper into me, as if I didn’t recognize the firmness of his penis moments before. His hands glided across my shoulders, massaging them with kneading thrusts as the soap from his fingers lathered my back.

      I allowed him continue to work my body because it felt too good to stop. Allowing his fingers to slowly slide everywhere they pleased until I was covered from head to toe with white bubbles.

      I stood still, facing forward towards the shower head, getting lost in the sensation of his manipulation. He then reached for the cloth in my hand, and scrubbed my back in mini circles, touching all of the sensitive spots that required his touch and attention.

      Growing weaker by the minute, my eyes rolled back and my posture wilted, in his hands and by his hands. I replayed his story in my head, believing his words to be true, but still wanting some form of proof. I needed it. My pride required it to not feel dumb for taking him at his word.

      Now pulsating between my drenched cheeks, he rinsed my body, using his pillowy lips to delicately suck the water beads from the back of my shoulders. I imagined him already inside of me, locked and loaded with a full hard on, as he toyed with my body from behind— rinsing away the lather on my breasts with palms of water, while teasing my neck with his tongue.

      I exhaled in heat, like melted putty in his hands. His fingers skid south of my navel with an intended purpose to flick my golden spot. I tensed knowing if I let him touch me there, I was his to devour, so I turned around to face him, and kissed his cheek. “Thank you.” I grinned, then exited the shower.

      Quickly I dressed for bed in one of his t-shirts and pajama pants, jumped beneath the covers, and pretended to be asleep when he toweled off in the room.

      “You left me hanging in there, but don’t worry. I took care of it myself. I haven’t had to charm the snake in a long time, but I still love you. Good night.” He climbed in behind me and laid his arm over my waist.

      I cuffed my chest tightly and squeezed my lips, trapping laughter in my throat. Quietly, I swallowed each chuckle, feeling the burn from his eyes down my back.

      Mash never liked when we went to bed angry. Over the course of our short marriage, I was the only one with the bad habit of doing so. No matter the fight, disagreement, or misunderstanding, his arms always ended up wrapped around me, and this time was no different.

      By morning, he rose as if all had been forgiven. I declined his invitation to see the city, and barely spoke a word to him all day. By nightfall, I did as he ordered and accompanied him to
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