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No part of this book may be
reproduced without prior permission from the author.

This is a work of fiction containing
sexually explicit situations intended for mature audiences only.
All characters portrayed in this book are consenting adults, 18
years and older.



Some people may call me a
slut; others may even call me a homewrecker. But, as they always
say, you can’t judge a book by its cover. I prefer to think of
myself as proactive. I set a goal for myself and I achieved it. There are always
two sides to every story, this is mine.

The summer of my
twenty-ninth birthday reality hit me like a ton of bricks. I had
one year, only twelve little months left until the dreaded 3-0
rolled around claiming my youth. I had focused all of my time on
work for the last seven years. I was so driven to succeed
professionally, that I let my personal life whither on the vine. I
had become the youngest marketing director ever at my firm and had
completely bypassed looking for love, let alone a family. I had my
work to keep me warm at night, and kept hitting the snooze on my
biological clock saying “I have time I am
only…” Thirty was right around the corner,
and I could almost feel my eggs shriveling into oblivion with each
passing day.

My Mother, of course, only
made the situation seem even more dire. Coming from a large
Catholic family, it was expected of me to get married and have
oodles of children running around my suburban abode. Imagine her
disappointment at my downtown studio loft, minus the husband, and
minus the ankle biters. I joked that she could have a granddog, but
my humor went over like a lead balloon. My siblings had all
followed along in their prescribed adulthoods, marrying in the
church, and giving her grandbabies. Then there was me, the black
sheep, who lived alone except for a few plants I managed to keep
alive.

I had set a goal for myself
(and to appease my Mother) that I would have a child by the age of
thirty. I figured she would get off my back, and to be honest, I
always did want a baby of my own. I had been the go-to babysitter
in my neighborhood as a teen. Playing with kids had always come
naturally to me. If there was a baby in the room, I would find it,
and usually, make an absolute fool of myself trying to make the
tyke laugh. The problem was not if
I was going to have a baby, it was
how.

Since I spent nearly every
waking moment climbing the corporate ladder at the office, dating
was difficult, and dating in the office was impossible. The average
age of my co-workers was 45, and all of the men in my office were
either gay or married. I tried dating apps and sites, but all of
the prospects fizzed due to my workload. No man wants to play
second fiddle to a spreadsheet. With my meter running, I made a
promise to myself I was going to make time for a relationship, and
most importantly, make time for a child.

My friend Sara had a “come
to Jesus” moment with me at work last week. She not so subtly
reminded me that women our age have a harder time conceiving. I
think her exact words were “Use it or lose
it, Kelley!” Sara told me that she and a
few coworkers were going to meet up at a club downtown after work,
and graciously invited me to go. My gut instinct was to decline,
but I had to use it before I lost
it, so I agreed to go.


There was a line beginning
to form outside Klub Karma when I arrived. Bodies snaked around the
front of the brick building bathed in the glow of the purple neon
sign. I approached the venue steeling myself for at least an hour
wait but heard my name being called from somewhere in the
distance.

“Kelley! Kelley, over here!”
Sara yelled, frantically waving her arms from the doorway of the
club. I approached the door that was being guarded by a huge
mountain of a man. The bouncer looked me up and down, and stepped
aside to let me pass.

“Yay! You made it!” Sara
said loudly over the music. The bass emanating from the sound
system was so loud I could feel it reverberating in my chest. Sara
led me to the table where several of our coworkers were already two
or three deep into the cocktails.

“You need to catch up,”
Someone said from behind my back. I turned to lock eyes with the
Vice President of our company. He held out a shot grinning
devilishly. Kevin Baker was the devastatingly handsome son of the
CEO and my direct supervisor. His smoldering smile made our weekly
meetings tolerable, and his athletic muscular frame launched a
thousand fantasies. I never acted on any of my urges for this
handsome creature because Kevin came with an impossibly gorgeous
wife and two adorable little girls. He had it all, and I knew he
would never throw it all away for a roll in the sack with
me.

“Well, if you insist,” I
replied, downing the shot of tequila. The clear liquid instantly
warmed my insides as it hit my stomach. I glanced over at Kevin who
looked like an Adonis in his tight jeans. The dark denim hugged him
in all the right spots. I stared a little too long at the bulge
showcased beneath his tight pants. A tingle rumbled through my
panties as I tried to make out the outline of his protruding
penis. What are you doing, this is your
boss! I said to myself trying to shake the
fantasy of Kevin’s cock out of my mind. I ordered a martini to help
drown out my lust.

Midway through my third
round of liquid distraction, Sara and several other girls from work
led me to the crowded dance floor. Lights flashed and spun above
the sea of bodies gyrating to the sultry beat. We found a tiny
corner of the floor to fit into and were absorbed into the dancing
hoard.

With the help of the
alcohol on my empty stomach, I let loose for once, dancing without
a care in the world. Our little circle of girls danced in a tight
formation, owing our tiny patch of dancefloor real estate. The
music slowed down for a bit, morphing into a sappy top 40s ballad.
I started to vacate the dancefloor for the table when I felt a
finger tapping my shoulder.

“May I have this dance?”
Kevin asked as he bowed in a cheesy display of attempted humor. His
goofy overture caught me by surprise, and I somehow ended up in his
arms. I was shocked and slightly tipsy as I swayed to the music,
holding firmly onto his muscular arms. The bulge I was admiring
earlier was now pressing against my hip as we moved. My rumbling
tingle was replaced with a full-on throb as I breathed in his
intoxicating aroma. Goosebumps riddled my skin as Kevin’s hand
rested on the small of my back. My head spun with imagined
scenarios of him whisking me away for a vigorous fuck in the ladies
room, or ravaging me over the hood of his car in the parking
lot.

Lust was written all over
my face as I looked up into his icy blue eyes. We were inches from
each other's faces, so close that I could smell the single malt
bourbon on his breath. Our mutual intoxication fueled the magnetism
that fused our lips together on that dancefloor. Kevin’s lips met
mine tentatively at first, like a robber sneaking into an unlocked
vault. As passion took hold, his hungry mouth claimed my lips,
devouring me under the dim flickering lights of the disco ball. My
hand drifted to his ass, pulling him tight into my curves. I felt
his generous bulge begin to stiffen as my lips parted, receiving
his tongue.

The club DJ slowly ramped
the music back up, flooding the dancefloor with more bodies. As the
tempo changed, the reality of where we were, and what we were doing
hit me all at once. I pulled away from Kevin just as our group of
coworkers rejoined us on the floor. The darkness of the room
camouflaged my bright red embarrassed cheeks. Unaware of what had
happened just moments before in that very spot, Sara smiled and
danced obliviously in front of me.

Exhausted and confused, I
hugged my friends and headed toward the door. The cool night air
felt refreshing against my flushed skin. I struggled to come up
with a reason why someone like Kevin who seemingly had it all would
jeopardize it all on the dancefloor with me. My confusion mingled
with elation as I reached the parking lot. As much as I tried to
understand his reason behind the kiss, I was thrilled that he did
it. The taste of his lips still lingered on my mouth. I sat behind
the wheel of my car wanting more. I wanted all of Kevin, every
single inch of him, but knew I couldn’t have him. The longing
nearly ate me alive the short drive home.

My body lay motionless on
top of my bed desperate for sleep, but my mind churned with erotic
images keeping me awake. I slid my hand between my thighs to
relieve my ache. Circling my fingertips around my soft folds I
thought of Kevin and his taut body pressed against mine. Plunging a
finger into my opening, I imagined his cock pummeling into me
filling me to the brim. My nimble fingers worked my slippery clit
as images of Kevin danced in my head. I ran my other hand over my
lips feeling the spot where he had just been an hour ago. The heady
sensation took me over the edge as I succumbed to my orgasm. My
opening contracted in waves lulling my body to its much-needed
slumber.

Monday morning I sat in
Kevin’s office, anxious to talk to him about what happened at the
club. Two shiny silver frames sat perched on the edge of his tidy
mahogany desk. The smiling faces of his wife Michelle and his two
little girls beamed from behind the glass. I gaped at Michelle’s
raw beauty. She was simply stunning. From her impossibly glossy
blonde locks down to her perfectly toned legs, she was like a
Barbie doll come to life. For the life of me, I could not
understand why Kevin would have kissed me, an average brunette
workaholic. He must
have been drunk, I thought as I turned my
gaze to the two cute little pixies in the other frame. The Baker
twins were scrumptious little nuggets of cherub perfection. They
had recently turned four, and the picture captured their bubbly
personalities to a tee. Kevin had brought the girls to the office
on occasion, and I always made a point to say hello and let them
raid my secret stash of candy. There was no doubt Kevin Baker made
adorable babies. A twinge of jealousy hit me wishing I had a
sparkling frame displaying my pride and joy too.
Someday, I said with a
sigh.

“Good morning Kelley,” Kevin
said, striding into the office. His smile was welcoming, but he
seemed a tad scattered as he sat down behind his desk. He was
thirty minutes late and was fidgeting incessantly with his tie.
“Sorry, I am just a little behind this morning. Can I help you with
something?”

“Um, well, I wanted to talk
about what happened at the club,” I said quietly, as I shut the
door to his office. “I just want you to know what happened at the
club will stay at the club. We were both drinking, and things just
got a little out of hand.” My stomach clenched as the words spilled
out of my mouth. Kevin’s captivating eyes met mine, soothing me as
he spoke.

“Look, things have been
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