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The Price of Perfection 

Sable Jordan 



Vanessa slid onto the stool newly vacated by an older man reeking of funky 

cologne and stale cigarettes.  She hated bars, even nice-looking ones in hotels like she 

was in now.  They were too impersonal, too unfeeling, and too much a reflection of the 

kind of life she was having, so a stiff drink was in order.  Not the only stiff thing she 

needed, just the closest she would get at the moment. 

“Vodka martini. Extra dirty.” 

 “I’ll need some I.D.”  

She eyed the young bartender.  Was he serious? When he waited, she removed her 

wallet from the purse on her shoulder and showed her license.  He inspected the plastic 

card longer than necessary and dragged his heated gaze over the swell of her breasts, up 

her neck, and back to her face, the move so deliberate it felt like fingers on her skin. 

“Picture doesn’t do you justice.”  He winked, turned to gather the ingredients for 

the cocktail. 

The corner of her mouth twitched and she studied the tight rear beneath the fitted 

tan slacks he wore.  Nice.  She imagined what the rest of his body looked like hidden 

under the soft yellow shirt of the hotel uniform.  Dark brown hair intensified deep-set 

blue eyes that twinkled in a face far too boyish to be legally mixing and serving alcohol, 

let alone questioning if she was old enough to be buying it. 

“…enjoying the view.” 

Someone spoke to her left, interrupting her mental commentary about the hot 

young guy on the opposite side of the counter. Vanessa angled her head to the voice; 

barely registering the man who owned it, let her attention shift back to the bartender—



Julian, according to his nametag.  Julian flashed a smile and filled the glass; added one 

olive. Two. 

“What’s the occasion?”  Long, well-groomed fingers lingered on the base of the 

wide-mouth glass now sitting on the bar. 

Vanessa reached for the cocktail, hands brushing over his in the process. “This is 

my pre-divorce party.” She claimed the drink, raised it high in mock salute and took a 

sip.  It could have been stronger but would have to do. 

Julian’s leer dropped back to the cleavage revealed through the low dip in her 

blouse then found her face again with a smirk.  “So you’re waiting on friends?” 

She rolled her eyes in a gentle arc, noticed the man at her left had inched a little closer.  

“Nope. He gets the friends…and my dogs, too.”  

“Sounds like a real dick.” 

Her sigh was theatrical.  “That might be the only thing I miss about the bastard.” 

Choking coughs erupted from beside her and Julian chuckled.  “Holler if you need 

me.”  He rapped his knuckles on the bar twice and moved to a patron calling for a refill.  

Taking a healthy swallow of her drink, Vanessa glanced around at the hotel’s lush 

décor while rehashing the supreme clusterfuck her existence had become.  Most women 

wouldn’t complain about the type of life she led, kept as she was.  Arterius, her 

husband—make that soon-to-be ex-husband—was a well-respected plastic surgeon, 

earning a fortune making the beautiful people perfect.  Society’s elite flocked to his 

Beverly Hills office in droves, black cards waving, to have skin and muscle tucked and 

lifted, bone and cartilage reshaped so that, when the cameras came on and all the world 

was watching, they were no longer simply beautiful, they were flawless.   



Those skilled hands of his paid for luxury homes on three different continents 

equipped with the requisite sports cars and classic vehicles, and an impressive collection 

of original artwork, rare pieces created by men long dead and returned to dust.  By all 

appearances the couple’s shared life was immaculate.   

According to Arterius, Vanessa had “everything a woman could possibly think 

she would want”; jewels and clothes, bags and shoes.  True enough, she spent more 

money on things than the law should allow.  Since they had never gotten around to 

having children, she doted on their two toy spaniels, Sugar Pea and Dew Drop, buying 

trendy dog collars and carrying cases. But most days disgusted her with what she 

splurged on, this impromptu trip included.   

Eleven months prior, she and Arterius had officially separated after being married 

twelve years, but the rift was evident well before then.  She wasn’t happy and he either 

didn’t understand or didn’t care.  By now, Vanessa reasoned, those were one and the 

same.  They still lived together, occupying separate wings of their LA mansion.  But in 

spite of residing in the same house they rarely saw each other; no longer kept track of the 

other’s comings or goings.  A dozen years together and they’d become nothing more than 

strangers sharing a last name.  So eight days ago Vanessa packed a bag and hopped a 

flight to Seattle to visit her older sister. 

When they were kids, she and Candice would look through magazines and dream 

about being one of the celebrities on those glossy pages, one of the perfect people.  If 

anyone could understand how ridiculous those dreams were it was Candice, Vanessa was 

sure.  But once she stepped off the plane and saw her sister’s face, she knew she’d made a 

mistake.   



Comfortable in the role of football wife, Candice loved the cushy lifestyle her 

husband’s profession provided. The advice she gave Vanessa: “Suck it up.”  Candice had 

gone on to tell her little sister she was being ridiculous, unreasonable, ungrateful, clingy, 

needy, and a slew of other horrible adjectives that Vanessa simply ingested without so 

much as batting an eye. She was tired of defending her position to brick walls.  Was it 

really so bad to want her husband to want her again?   

Three short hours after touching down in Seattle, she found herself wheels up 

again, nuzzled comfortably in a First-class seat en route to New York, a snifter of brandy 

for company.  God bless the stuff for just listening. 

A few days boutiquing in the expensive stores and Vanessa finally figured out one 

of her problems—she desperately needed to get laid, needed the soft caresses, the contact 

of warm hands on her body.  Sure, there were a lot of other life issues that needed sorting, 

but a good fuck would go a long way toward clearing her foggy brain.  Which is how 

she’d ended up at the luxurious Setai hotel in South Beach yesterday.  If anyplace was 

teeming with gorgeous men willing to ravish her, it was South Beach in the summertime. 

More than two years had passed since she’d even seen a dick let alone had the 

pleasure of having one inside her.  Arterius, while great in bed, was usually too busy to 

actually get into bed.  Or at least her bed—whose he occupied was always a matter of 

speculation.  As for Vanessa’s own over-active sex life, she wondered how she hadn’t 

sprained every finger of her right hand, but was sure she suffered a mild case of carpel 

tunnel syndrome.   

She was a pre-divorce 34-year-old, emotionally conflicted, sexually frustrated, 

with tons of cash and a weak wrist, and if Julian kept eyeing her he’d be the lucky winner 



of her private lottery.  He glanced at her from where he was serving another customer, 

smiled.  

“You know he’s gay, right?  Or at least bi.”  The man at her shoulder whispered 

in her ear, leaning in close to be heard over the growing din.  A top note of brandy over a 

cherry cigar middle filled her nose, until the base scent of his musky skin pushed all else 

from her mind, and Vanessa felt the warmth of his body on her arm, the heat sending a 

tingle down her spine.   

She closed her eyes, welcomed the long-lost sensation before trying for 

indifference with a small shrug.  “Just looking for equipment.” She finished off her drink 

with a flourish and raised the empty glass for another. “Maybe I’ll get lucky and he’ll 

bring a friend.” 

He rocked back a little; let the barkeep refresh her cocktail.  When Julian moved 

away, the man continued, voice silky.  “If equipment’s all you need, I’m available.” 

Vanessa turned, looked into a handsome face composed of deep, emerald green 

eyes, a sharp nose crooked slightly to the right, and the most mobile, sensual lips tipped 

into a wolfish grin.  His wide jaw had a hint of shadow peaking through olive skin.  But 

the unruly jet-black hair was her undoing.  Images of her fingers threading the tousled 

curls while he teased and suckled her breasts flashed in her head, her heart beat a little 

harder.     

“Is that right?” she flirted, flipping her dark tresses from her shoulder. 

He nodded once, confident, took a swallow of his cognac.   

“And you know what to do with it?” 



He leaned toward her again, “Let me show you, gorgeous.”  He fished in his 

pocket, dropped a hundred dollar bill on the counter and rose, taking her free hand.   

Praying for a buzz, Vanessa downed her drink in one gulp.  It didn’t arrive. 

“You do this often?” 

She drew a sharp breath through her nose to calm her jitters, eased off the stool.  

“Never.”  

“Liquid courage?” 

Her head bobbed. “Could be the second biggest mistake of my life.” 

“What’s the first?” 

“Getting married.”  It fell from her lips without hesitation. 

The man held her gaze, eyes intense as though formulating a response.  “Julian, have a 

bottle of champagne sent to the Dupree suite in an hour.”  He cupped her elbow and led 

her to the elevator bank. 

As they left the bar, Vanessa glanced back at the bartender over her shoulder, the 

disappointment clear on his face.  Too bad.  A good-looking kid like that might have been 

a lot of fun.  She stood with her companion, anxious for the ride up to the room.  It 

seemed forever until the doors slid open, an empty carriage awaiting them.  He ushered 

her inside. 

“Hold it, please!” someone called.   

He slapped the button to close the doors. 

Vanessa’s giggle died in her throat when firm lips slanted insistently over hers.  

She returned the unfamiliar kiss, timidly at first, relaxing into it when he pressed the 

length of his body to hers, trapping her against the bamboo paneling of the elevator wall.  



His hands skimmed down her sides to the fitted skirt, eager fingers inching the fabric up 

her thighs while still working his tongue inside her mouth.  With a bent knee he spread 

her legs as much as the tight material would allow. 

The warm body molded to hers sent shivers rushing through her.  She savored the 

sweet flavor of brandy on his lips, wrapped her arms around his neck to finger the silky 

hair at his nape.  The soft, repeated dinging in the background made her vaguely aware 

they were still in the elevator. 

“We’ll get caught,” she breathed, eyes closed as he pushed aside her moist 

panties. The kisses moved to her neck, nibbling and sucking all over, their panting 

breaths heavy and loud in the small space. His fingers spread her labia, lazily circled her 

wet lips.  He grazed her clit and she moaned, bucked when his thick digits pushed into 

her. 

“We might.”  Despite the affirmation he didn’t stop, head dipping into her blouse 

when his lips trailed down to her breast. He sucked the top of a fleshy globe and bit down 

hard, making her gasp and arch into him.  Fingers pistoned in and out of her moist flesh. 

The elevator dinged and eased to a stop, doors gliding open well before their 

designated floor. The hand between her legs kept working, mouth didn’t move from her 

chest.  Through lidded eyes Vanessa made out the surprised faces of a couple watching 

them intently.  The woman gawked in disgust; the man grinned.  

She didn’t care.  Being watched thrilled her even more.  Vanessa locked eyes with 

the man outside, biting her lip as the fingers inside her slowed and a thumb pressed 

firmly against her clit.  Her mouth contorted into a soundless O, hips thrusting forward, 

knocking back against the wall, reaching to push herself over the edge. 



“Oh, that’s so fuckin’ gross!” the woman spat. Her partner didn’t seem to mind, 

wide eyes fixed on Vanessa’s until the doors closed again, the elevator continuing its 

ascent to the top. 

Vanessa’s lover returned his lips to her mouth, swallowing the tiny whimpers 

escaping it.  His tongue slicked over her teeth, glided along her own slowly in perfect 

rhythm with the movements of his fingers.  She clenched around his hand, wishing he’d 

drop his pants and fuck her, good and hard.  The urgency was unlike her, but damn did 

she need him inside her.   

The carriage bell chimed and everything abruptly stopped, pulling her back from 

the precipice.  She groaned with need when he slid from her weeping pussy, adjusting her 

clothes and grinning slyly.  Her lips were swollen and pouty, and he traced the lower with 

his sticky fingers.  Eyes on his, Vanessa flicked out her tongue, seductively sampling the 

nectar before her mouth closed around the digits.  He slowly pulled his hand away, bent 

to trace his tongue over her lips, licking them clean from corner to corner. 

The doors opened and he grasped her hand, leading her quickly down the hall to 

the room, her heels tapping on the wooden floors. He delved into his pocket for the key 

card; a quick swipe and they were in her suite.  Before the heavy door shut he was on her, 

kissing her neck, working the buttons of her shirt as he backed her further inside, barely 

skirting the luggage in the center of the foyer. Her purse slid off her shoulder and landed 

at her feet. 

The shirt came free, the satin bra right behind it, both tossed to the floor and 

forgotten.  She tried to focus on getting him out of his clothes too.  



He brushed her hands away and gripped her waist, lifting her high so her breasts 

were at his mouth.  A strong arm under her bottom secured her pelvis to his chest and her 

legs wound around him, ruching the skirt up high on her thighs. She ground her hips, 

hands gripping his head tightly while he tortured one hard peak.  The stubble on his 

cheeks rasped against the soft skin of her other breast and she moaned, feeling the 

moisture build again between her legs. Tremors rippled through her, faint hums pulsing 

from her aroused core to every inch of her body. 

He navigated the open floor plan to the bedroom, lowered her to the bed.  Hands 

trailed up her thighs, reached under her skirt to pull the sodden panties down her legs and 

over her shoes; dropped them to the floor as she fumbled with the zipper of her skirt. 

“Leave it,” he ordered thickly.  “On all fours.” 

Vanessa quickly obliged, ready for the torment to end and to finally feel his cock 

inside her.  She spread her knees wide, dipped her back, exposing her bare ass and pussy 

beneath the tight fabric. Her limbs shook, the anticipation driving her mad.  She 

remembered her heels and began to kick them off. 

“Don’t move.”   

She froze. Warm palms caressed her legs, over the curve of her ass, squeezing the 

firm globes and separating the flesh.  His wet tongue touched her clit, grazed the little 

sensitized nub and then pushing into her slit as far as it could go, over and over.   

“Oh, that feels good.”  She shuddered. 

His rough cheeks scraped her thighs, adding another element to the delicious 

sensations rushing through her.  Then he was licking up the cleft of her ass, circling the 

tight bud of her anus until it was so aroused she pushed back against his face for more.  



“Ohhh,” she whimpered, wriggling her bottom. 

One more swipe and he stopped, patted her flank.  “Stay right there.” 

He stepped away for a moment, returned and tossed something on the bed beside 

her.  The rustle of clothes let her know he was stripping, and she managed to prop herself 

on her elbows, breathing ragged, absently staring at the beige leather stretched over the 

headboard.  His spongy head poked against her entrance, hands found her waist, and with 

one long shove he was inside her moist heat. 

“Yesss.” To finally be full….  She dropped her head with relief.  It felt so good 

she wanted to cry, or laugh, or scream.  She couldn’t decide.  The emotions sprinted 

through her mind, racing the erratic beat of her heart.  How had she gone two years 

without this completion?  Never again. 

“Tell me what you want,” he demanded, pulling out, waiting. 

“More.” 

He slammed forward, the force rocking her and making her tits jiggle.  

“More!” 

She gripped the comforter and pushed back to take him deeper. He sped the pace, 

snaking a hand around her waist to toy with her clit. 

“Right there, baby,” she urged, tightening around him.  “Fuck this sweet little 

pussy.” 

Their hips continued to meet with soppy smacks, the sound mixing with his rough 

grunts and ricocheting from the walls.  And then Vanessa was flying apart, searching for 

breath between her satisfied cries. 



He slowed, thrusts becoming long, deep strokes.  The finger on her clit moved, 

and for a brief moment she mourned the loss. 

“Mmm.”  He smacked his lips, still grinding against her.  “You are sweet.” He 

pressed the wet digit to her anus, slipped inside the tight channel, stroking in and out. 

“Fuck,” Vanessa hissed, biting her lip.  A second finger joined the first, scissoring 

to stretch her.  The movement stopped, the feel of flesh replaced with the cool tickle of 

lube, before the firm digits were reinserted into her stimulated hole, thoroughly 

massaging until she was slippery all over.  Then his cock was there, thick and 

dominating.  In the twelve years they were together she’d never tried anal with her 

husband.  She held her breath, equal parts scared and aroused at the newness of the act.   

He pressed forward slowly, making her cry out with the increased tension when 

the engorged head forced through her tight ring of muscles.  He paused a beat, another, 

let her adjust. 

The sensation was different, a slow burn at first that changed from pain to 

pleasure when he carefully started pumping his hips into her.  The slickness made the 

gliding easier and, feeling liberated, she rocked back to meet him. 

“Shit, yeah.”  He gripped her waist tighter, pulling her onto his dick. 

“Fuck-me, har-der! Har-der! Har-der!”  The commands were broken off, 

seesawing over the punctuated jabs of his hips.  Her cunt throbbed and clenched, and he 

moved faster, the burn building, long strokes turned short thrusts as he tried to stave off 

the inevitable release.  She braced her arms against the pounding.  Fingers found her clit 

again and he feverishly flicked the bud. 



“Uhh, uhh, uuuhhnnn.”  Tingles at the base of her spine spiraled outward as fast 

as her control, the neutral-colored headboard exploding into a canvas of rich blues, deep 

greens, and bright oranges before her wide eyes.  In seconds she locked in an orgasm so 

intense her muscles ached, cum dripping down her thighs.   

Her lover was right behind, grunting, jerking and twitching, jetting in her 

puckered bud.  Joined, they pitched forward onto the comforter, sweaty and wet and 

breathing hard.   

“You okay?” 

Vanessa nodded, relishing the feel of his body on hers, the unyielding thud of his heart at 

her back.  They stayed in that embrace, coming down from the high they were on.  After 

a while, he kissed behind her ear and lifted his body, carefully pulling out of her.   

Water ran in the tub, and then her shoes were being removed, the skirt sliding 

down her legs.  He rolled her over, gathered her in his arms, and carried her to the 

bathroom. 

Vanessa eased into the deep vat of foam, hot water stinging her sensitive clit and 

anus, the bites that peppered her skin.  It didn’t matter; she felt too good, weightless.  She 

closed her eyes and laid her head back against the rim of the tub, the scent of lavender 

bubble bath continuing to relax her.  

Minutes passed before the liquid shifted, her lover stepped into the tub with her.  

He sat across from her, watched the contented smile on her lips. 

Her lids fluttered open, and her smile broadened.  “Come here.” 

He turned and slid down, angling his broad body to sit between her legs, his head 

resting against her chest.   



Vanessa draped an arm over his shoulder, her other hand raking the hair back from his 

face.  They sat entwined in calm silence, no motion other than the gentle shift of the 

bubbles from the repeated pass of her hand through his dark tresses to interrupt the still. 

“Time for a cut,” she finally said.  Her fingers slid to his jaw, caressing the 

stubble with curious strokes.  “And a shave.” 

He laughed, deep and rich, bending her leg into his lap so he could massage her foot.  

Thumbs found her arch and he kneaded slowly.  “You used to go for the wild look, Mrs. 

Dupree.”  

She stiffened. The languid state shattered, the reality of their situation coming 

back into sharp focus.  This was supposed to be over—that’s what the separation was, 

why they were in the middle of a divorce. 

“This wasn’t a mistake, Vanessa,” he said softly. 

“What would you call it, Arterius?” 

“Another chance.” 

Vanessa shook her head, hand still habitually rubbing his face.  “Not sure I’ve got 

another chance in me.  A year ago, maybe.  But now….” 

“Now you want some young bartender instead?” he asked bitterly, maneuvering 

from her hold and sitting up to face her, the water sloshing around them. 

“How many girls have you had, Art?” she fired back.  “How many nights did you 

stay out late because some hot young model you worked on wanted to ‘thank you’, huh?  

You thought I didn’t know?  Thought I was too naïve to notice your sexy little secretaries 

were always willing to go the extra mile for the good doctor Dupree? ” 

This was definitely a mistake.  Vanessa stood from the tub, sudsy water sluicing from her 



shaking body as she stepped hurriedly over the rim, catching her foot on the edge.  She 

lurched forward, hands out to brace her fall when Arterius gripped her tightly at her waist 

to steady her.  Clear of danger, she pushed his hands away and snatched a towel from the 

rack, marching wet and naked to the main room and the closet she’d shoved her clothes 

in.   

His suitcases sat in the center of the floor and she stopped and stared, wanting to 

scream at the sight of them.  The combined scents of sweat and cum and passion hung 

thick in the air, pungent reminders of everything they shouldn’t have done.  Just when 

she was finally taking measures to make some sense of it all she allowed him back into 

her life, into her body. She should have thought this through, but the need, the want of 

someone, anyone—even him—was too great.   

“What do you think I flew to South Beach for, V?”  Arterius had come to stand 

behind her, so close she could feel the heat of his wet skin on her back.  His voice was 

low, a breathy whisper at her ear.  “I made a lot of mistakes, baby.  I admit that.  And 

there’s nothing I can do to undo any of it, but know that I would if I could.” 

His hands hovered at her shoulders, and as unreasonable as it was she ached for 

him to touch her again.  He did, lightly, and she shuddered at the contact.  Today was a 

snapshot of all she’d be giving up with this divorce; the side of him she’d fallen in love 

with, the man who would fly across the nation at the drop of a hat to make love to her in a 

hotel on the beach.  This was how they’d started, inseparable.  Nothing could keep them 

apart.  She thought the connection would only grow stronger, but as the years wore on it 

seemed a walk down the hall had been too great a distance for either of them to traverse. 



Turning, Vanessa looked into his eyes and wondered how long it would last.  

How long before “Arterius Dupree, Cosmetic Surgeon to the Stars” showed up and she’d 

be lonely again. 

She shook her head.  “This divorce is what we both ne—” 

“Is it kids?” he interrupted, voice insistent.  “We can have kids, baby.  We can 

have as many kids as you want, or adopt if it would make you happy.” 

“Bring kids into this mess?” she asked, incredulous.  All talk of children had 

stopped years ago.  A new wave of exhaustion overtook her.  “As usual, you’re too busy 

trying to correct something and completely missing the point.”   

She wasn’t angry—she was too empty to be angry, and too tired for tears.  She 

stepped around him, a sudden need for protection against this fight reminding her she was 

still naked.  At the closet she pulled out a silk jumpsuit in a brilliant purple.  The obscene 

price tag still dangled from it, and she felt the bile rise in her throat.  

Arterius yanked the cloth from her hands and shoved the hanger back onto the 

rack, forcing her to look at him.   

“Tell me what you want then, V.”  Green eyes searched her face; tousled hair at 

odds with the harsh clip of his voice.  “What can I do to save this, save us?” 

Save them?  They were beyond saving.  For all the good there had been early on 

in their marriage, the bad at the end was so much more present, suffocating, marring the 

edges of happy memories she’d clung to on nights she simply craved being held, being 

caressed and told she was loved.  She took a deep breath through her nose to still the 

tremors in her body. 



“You can let go, Art,” Vanessa said softly, reaching up to cup his face in her wet 

hand.  “I remember when you proposed to me after med school.  You told me we were 

like two halves of the same face, remember that?” 

He nodded, the short hair on his cheeks scratching her palm.  This was how she 

knew him, the way she’d met him so many years ago; all rough and unruly around the 

edges before the shine of success had tainted them both.  She swallowed hard against the 

block in her throat. 

“This is one face you can’t correct.  The façade can’t be lifted and pushed into 

proper place anymore.  I tried that; for a long, long time I tried to be the type of wife you 

needed if I couldn’t be the one you wanted.” 

His eyes widened as though he’d been struck.  “Of course I wanted you—” 

“Shh.”  She shook her head gently, continued in a soft voice, “You wanted 

others—you had others.  We were never symmetrical, Art. Never perfectly mirrored 

halves, but we were beautiful when we started.  In our own way we were stunning.  Then 

we nipped and tucked this marriage to get the look of perfection—the houses and the cars 

and the fancy clothes—but we morphed into something so hideous in the process that I 

can’t stand the sight of our reflection in the mirror.” 

Vanessa dropped her hand and rubbed the towel briskly over her body, Arterius 

falling silent beside her.  He stood there, naked, watching as she tugged on a pair of jeans 

and sandals, a summer sweater going over her head. She packed her travel bags, carefully 

folding the clothes into the two suitcases. It hurt like hell but she had to walk away.  

Finished, she called down to the front desk for a porter and replaced the phone in its 

cradle.   



Arterius pulled on his jeans and dropped into a chair.  “So that’s it?” He leaned 

forward, braced his elbows on his thighs.  “We’re done?” 

Vanessa bobbed her head.  “I think we’ve been done, Art.” 

“And this just now, this means nothing?”  

“It meant everything.  Today was…special.” 

He frowned. “You say that like we didn’t have any other special days.”  When she 

didn’t respond he continued.  “Is that it?  You want more special days?  ‘Cause I can do 

special days.” 

“Really?” She chuckled mirthlessly.  “Tell me something, what did you get me 

for Christmas last year?” 

“A new car.  Maybach.”  

“And what did I tell you I wanted for Christmas?” 

He shrugged.  “It was six months ago, V, and you never drive it anyway.  If 

you’re not happy with the car we—” 

“I asked you to help me put up the tree and decorate the house.  That was all I 

wanted, but you were busy.”  She continued with her argument.  “And for my birthday?” 

“Sent you two dozen roses and a ruby necklace,” he murmured. 

She nodded in agreement.  “I asked you to take the day off and stay home with 

me.  You said a client like Anna Muir couldn’t be rescheduled.  The same went for 

Valentine’s Day, anniversaries, your birthday…always a gift, some shiny new bobble.  I 

just wanted you.”  

Arterius sighed heavily.  “Like I said, I screwed up.  I know that.  But, that’s in 

the past.  We can travel, we can have kids…we can make this work.” 



“It’s too late.” 

“No, it’s not.” 

“Why now, Art?” She raked her hair back from her face.  “We’ve been separated 

almost a year, and before that I can’t remember the last time we were happy together.  So 

why now?” 

“Because you’re still my wife, and I still love you,” he pleaded.   

Two years since she’d heard that, and it made her heart flutter. 

“And I think you still love me.”   

It was said with just a touch of uncertainty, and she felt the need to assure him.  “I 

still love you, Ar—” 

His hands clapped together.  “There you go!  We still love each other, so we can 

fix this.  Just tell me what you want.” 

She walked to the chair and crouched down in front of him, hands clasping his 

knees.  “I want you to listen to me, Art.” 

He blinked.  “What, like at home?  I’ll listen to you more at—” 

“No, right now.” 

“I am listening to you.  Tell me what you want so we can fix this and be happy 

again.  You want to get counseling, we can do that.”   

She looked up into his sad green eyes.  “I want you to let go.”  Of her, of his 

unending desire for more.  Maybe then they really could find happiness again.  She didn’t 

move, stared up at her husband hoping he’d understand. 

Arterius scrubbed his face with his hands.  “Twelve years together and you never 

want to see me again?” 



A knock on the door interrupted their discussion, both of them glancing toward 

the entrance.  The porter had arrived quicker than she expected, but Vanessa was ready.  

Without answering him she stood, went to gather her things as Arterius strode to the door 

and yanked it open. 

“Can you giv—” 

“The champagne you requested, Mr. Dupree,” a cheery waiter enthused as he 

directed the room service cart inside. He stopped to move Arterius’ luggage to the side, 

resumed pushing his cart.  “Where would you like this?” 

Arterius looked to Vanessa, shrugged.  “Anywhere is fine.” 

The attendant busied himself with setting up the tray on the table.  A plate of 

strawberries and a dish of melted chocolate accompanied the bottle chilling in the bucket 

of ice.  “On the house,” the man said of the desert.  “Enjoy.”  He exited the room as 

quickly as he’d come, rolling his cart out with him. 

Without a word to his wife, Arterius went to the table and popped the cork on the 

champagne, poured two flutes of the pale liquid.  He held one out to her, gaze on her face 

as she accepted.  

Another quick rap on the door indicated the bellhop had arrived. 

Frustrated, Arterius sighed heavily, barked out, “Yeah, give us a minute.”  He 

moistened his lips, steadied his voice.  “When I ordered this, I was sure I’d be getting my 

wife back,” he said somberly.  “Not much to toast to.” 

Vanessa smiled sadly, unsure of what to say.  Months of petty arguing over the 

smallest details of their divorce had drained her, and before today nothing would have 

made her happier than never again setting eyes on Arterius Dupree.  But seeing him 



downstairs at the bar made her realize she wanted the same thing; wanted her husband to 

take her in his arms and squeeze her tight and tell her they’d make it through.  Only, she 

wasn’t so sure they would.  

“I’m sorry, V.  I—” he held out his glass, on the verge of making a tribute he 

didn’t have the words for.  “I could have been a better husband.” 

Doubt surfaced and swirled like the bubbles in her champagne, and she struggled 

to convince herself that leaving was the right decision.  Did she try hard enough?  Should 

they give it another chance?  More questions that would have to go unanswered for now, 

but she wouldn’t let him shoulder the blame for their failure alone.  “I could have been a 

better wife.” 

He nodded once, and she touched her flute to his.  She took a slow swallow, set 

the glass down on the tray.  Arterius pulled her into his arms, hugged her tightly and 

kissed her hair.  She snuggled against his bare chest, his heartbeat steady and even in her 

ear.  It wasn’t until the porter knocked again, firmer, that she dropped her hands.   He 

lingered a moment longer, let his arms fall to his side.   

“I can be a better husband, Vanessa,” he whispered with so much conviction she 

almost believed him.  “Can’t we try to get back to our version of beautiful?”  

Vanessa rose up on her toes and pressed her mouth flush to his, unsure whether 

this was the last kiss of marriage or the first of reconciliation.  She pulled back, crossed 

the room, and opened the door to the smiling bellhop who entered and quickly gathered 

her luggage on the cart.  He pushed his load across the threshold.  She followed in his 

wake without a backward glance. 



With a heavy heart—and the tiniest glimmer of hope—Arterius watched his wife 

depart; staring at the door long after it had closed shut behind her. 
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Call her Roz. All of her fans do... 
 
Rosalind "Roz" Hayes was born to be a star, so when she chased her passion from her 
daddy's little clapboard church to the hustle and bustle of Manhattan, she expected to see 
her name in lights over the big city. But Broadway's dark and dreary without the 
sparkling Julliard credentials to brighten the way. 
 
Determined to let nothing keep her from her dreams, Roz writes a play of her own: a one-
woman show where naughty fantasies are spun into filthy realities for private audiences 
throughout the city. A show so wildly successful, it's been running for twelve years 
straight. 
 
Until this Friday, when Roz becomes a costar in someone else's production. 
 
Can our talented actress rise to the occasion, or will stage fright bring the curtains down 
once and for all? 
 
 
Excerpt: 
 
At the end of the hall sits Eva, Mr. Temple’s personal assistant.  She’s a gorgeous 
twenty-something, with long brown hair, innocent brown eyes, and fresh skin.  Her 
predecessors looked much the same.  I secretly think he has a thing for her.  That she’s 
his third secretary in as many months leads me to believe he’s had a thing for most of 
them.   
“Hi, Eva.  I see Temple’s still in his meeting, huh?” 

She nods, motions to a chair opposite her.  “Would you like to have a seat?” 



I make a show of checking my watch—ten on the nose—and hear his steady gait 
approaching behind me. I’ve worked with Temple the last year.  Even dampened by the 
carpet I know what his footfalls sound like. 
“Meeting ran a little late,” he says, extends his hand as I turn.  We shake, ever 
professional, and he walks to the large wooden door that separates his office from his 
minions.   

I follow.  
“I know you’re busy, Miss Hayes.  Come on in,”—to Eva—“hold my calls, please.” 

We enter his domain.  A large, polished desk sits focal to the city line visible through the 
building’s grand translucent façade.  It’s fitting.  This is the boss’s office, and the power 
on the set is tangible.  A few comfortable chairs line the wall and to the left is a personal 
bathroom, the door drawn shut. 

Mr. Temple—Jackson in private—pulls a chair to his desk for me.  I remove my coat and 
hang it across the back of the seat, toss my purse on the tabletop.  Coffee gets settled on a 
coaster beside and I turn, bend at the waist to open the storage bin I’ve dragged along 
from the car.  The skirt rides up, revealing a hint of lacey detailing at the tops of my sheer 
thigh-high hose. 
Jackson inhales.   

I pretend not to notice.  
Two files rest atop boxes stowed inside and I remove them both, handing the first to him 
and laying the second on the desk.  I open it, mess the colorful pages filled with pie charts 
and flow charts and paragraphs of carefully researched data about a product that does not 
exist.  He does the same. 
The stage is dressed, the action begins… 

I walk around the desk. He’s forgotten to put away the pictures of his wife and kids.  
They’re a cute family; his three girls all blonde heads in ponytails and bright smiles.  I 
wonder what he thinks about me seeing them, if it even matters. 
I guide Jackson down into his plush leather chair, sink to my knees on the floor before 
him.  This is a difficult achievement, the narrow skirt doesn’t afford much movement, but 
he likes it this way.  Likes seeing the form fitting costumes that hug the curves of my hips 
and ass.   
He unbuckles his belt and unzips his suit pants, freeing his sizeable cock.  I let him do the 
liberty with the condom.  He prefers to stroke himself stiff while I watch with greedy 
eyes, and then, when I’m salivating for a taste, he feeds his dick in measured bites into 
my waiting mouth.  Though the location has changed, the scene’s been like this the entire 
time this affair has endured, and I imagine it will continue in the exact same vein for a 
long time to come.   
With sultry eyes I watch him unroll the latex down his shaft; watch him fist the heavy rod 
in one hand while the other grips my hair.  He slowly eases just the head of his dick onto 
my tongue.  I lick it lightly, round and round the outside with the flat of my tongue, 
laving at the crown before my lips cover it whole.   



He groans, feeds me a little more.   
This game of hide-the-cock continues slowly with Jackson setting the pace.  Each time I 
take more of him in he pauses to savor the sensation at the new depth.  Finally, when he 
thinks my mouth is full, he begins to lift on my hair.  I stop him, clenching my hands on 
his thighs and forcing more of him into my throat.  He knows I’m going to, I know he 
wants me to, but he’s too much of a gentleman to do it himself. 

“Oh, shit.” 
Know your cue…   

I pull back and push forward again, encouraging him with moans of appreciation for his 
massive dick.  It throbs in my mouth like it has a heart of its own—thump, thump, 
thump—eager to drop the load he’s been carrying. 
His hips move, just a tiny bit, and I bob a little faster before releasing him with a wet pop.  
Hand wrapped around the base, I stroke up on the shaft and bear down with my mouth.  
Jackson loves it; his hands rake through my hair and force my head down.  He moves me 
faster, my hand moves faster, the slick, sloppy sounds of my mouth and soft little hums 
of delight spurring him on.  He grows harder, is right on the verge of exploding, almost— 

“Mr. Temple, line one.” 
 


