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Chapter One - Edward
I would be lying if I said that a small part of me hadn’t been anticipating the turn in the conversation. When you spent as long as I did working for the CDC, you had a sixth sense about things that were on the news, things other people might not pick up on.
"It's just all so overwhelming, you know?" my former colleague Armand said, his voice weary as we spoke over the phone. That alone told me almost everything I needed to know about the reality of what was going on, but it was still hard for me to believe, to internalize. "Every time I turn on the news, there's another story about COVID-19, but it all sounds like it’s some boogeyman kind of illness that will never make it here. I don’t know why the media is hiding the fact that it’s here, and it’s been here for a while now."
I nodded sympathetically, feeling a sense of déjà vu. We'd had similar conversations before, but the undercurrent of anxiety he felt around the pandemic didn't seem to be going away anytime soon.
"But that’s the good news, right?" I asked. “If it’s already here, it can’t be as scary as they’re making it out to be.”
“No,” Armand said. “It’s worse. So much worse. People are dying by the thousands, and it’s horrible. Watching someone suffocate to death even on a respirator is… This is different. And it’s big.”
My breath caught in my throat. Surely he wasn’t saying what I thought he was saying?
“What does that mean?” I asked, reaching for my Yeti cup to take a long sip of water, clearing out the dryness that had settled in my throat.
“It means that there’s a good chance the world is about to change, and not for the better.”
I couldn’t help but scoff at the drama of it all. The world was about to change? Armand had finally gone off the deep end and joined the doomsdayers in the CDC who no one took seriously because they had lost all touch with reality.
“Has the CDC made any kind of official announcement yet?” I asked, hoping to pull him back from the brink of this new insanity.
“No,” he said. His voice sounded slightly muffled, like he’d run his hand over his face. “But it’s coming. Soon. And there’s going to be a lot of shit that goes with that. One of my higher ups here said that one of the reasons for the delay in announcing it has nothing to do with how deadly it is. Because if it was just about that, it would already be everywhere, with mandatory lockdowns and quarantines to keep it contained before it can spread too far. But it’s not. PPE supplies are going to be in high demand, which means shortages and inflation.”
That got my attention. It was one thing to be concerned about the big bad killer virus, but it was another to look at the financial risk associated with it. That wasn’t your average conspiracy theory rhetoric. That was logical and practical.
“You really think it’ll be that bad?” I asked, my phone slipping as my hands started to sweat. I wiped them on my shirt, then gripped my phone.
“It already is,” Armand said. “Look at your order for this month when it comes in. I guarantee your costs will have gone up by a minimum of twenty percent, maybe even as much as a hundred. And that’s not where it’s going to end. Equipment shortages and the fear of dying has already caused a shitload of people to quit their jobs here to be with their families ‘just in case.’ You’re probably going to see an exodus.”
As I hung up the phone with Armand a few minutes later, I stared out the window, unable to get the word my friend used out of my head.
Pandemic.
When I worked for the CDC, and when I studied infectious disease in school, the word came up a lot, but it was almost always an over exaggeration of reality, a way of scaring people enough to get them to actually take whatever health crisis we were in seriously.
This didn’t feel like that. It felt like something worse–something bubbling beneath the surface ready to erupt and take down anything and everything it could.
Including my business.
As the manager of an assisted living facility, anytime a threat like this breaches the horizon, I have to look at the details and figure out how it will affect my operations and my bottom line. Would our revenue plummet? Would we have to let go of employees? Would we be able to stay afloat?
The thoughts swirled around in my head as they always did when I was forced to confront a devastating possibility, but I couldn’t lose myself to the thoughts. I tried to remind myself that we've weathered tough times before. We've been through economic downturns and recessions, and we've always come out on the other side.
But… if Armand was to be believed, this pandemic was going to be different. It would be unlike anything we've ever faced.
As I sat at my desk, I couldn’t help but think about the employees who depended on me for their livelihoods. It was a heavy responsibility, and one that I have never taken lightly.
Right then, as I was mulling over the conversation and the possible repercussions of it, one of my longest standing employees, a nurse named Lisa, entered my office.
“Morning, Lisa,” I said in a voice that was far too cheery. I could tell I was already trying to cover up a slow building anxiety about this potential pandemic and what it might mean for New Hope Assisted Living.
"Morning,” Lisa said in a much more somber tone than I’d used.
Lisa was one of my favorite nurses here, and one that had been with me the longest. If I was to pick a “work wife,” it would be her. She was always on time and ready to go, and she was well respected by all the staff. That made our dynamic even more beneficial, because she could give me honest feedback on how everyone was doing, and she could be my mouthpiece at times when it would have been a bad idea to speak my own words, because perhaps what I needed to say wouldn’t have been popular. If Lisa said it, however, people were likely to be receptive.
“What’s got you so down?” I asked, trying desperately to keep things light between us. “Must be pretty bad for someone as pretty as you to look so sad. I like it much better when you smile.”
I knew it was a sleazy thing to say, but Lisa had always responded well to a little flirting. True to form, she blushed, and I could swear I did indeed see the hint of a smile at the corners of her lips. But then, just as soon as it appeared, it vanished again, replaced by the grim expression.
“I'm sorry to have to tell you this,” she said, “but Mrs. Katz passed away in the night."
My mind went blank for a moment, unable to fully grasp what Lisa had said. I had known this resident for years, since she first came to live with us. She’d had some health struggles in her time, and we had celebrated successes and fought through setbacks when she would relapse and get better. And now, she was gone. Just like that, with no warning.
I felt a knot form in my stomach as I listened to Lisa explain what had happened. I tried to compose myself, to be professional, but it was hard. Mrs. Katz had become more than just someone I had a responsibility for. She had become a friend.
And as Lisa spoke, I felt an even deeper sense of horror taking root. She took a deep breath before answering. "She had been experiencing symptoms of a cold for a few days, but then it quickly progressed to extreme weakness and fatigue. Her oxygen levels were dangerously low, and she developed aggressive pneumonia that led to swift respiratory failure."
I felt a wave of sadness wash over me. Mrs. Katz had always been such a sweet and gentle woman, and it was heartbreaking to think that she had suffered so much in her final days.
Not to mention that those symptoms sounded almost exactly like this “COVID” disease Armand had mentioned.
Shit.
“Thank you, Lisa,” I said. “I’ll let the family know.”
“I can take care of it,” she said. It was fairly standard for the facility to make those calls, but with Mrs. Katz, it was a bit more personal.
I sat in silence for a few minutes after Lisa left to go take care of cleaning the room, trying to process what had happened. I thought about the times we had shared, the conversations we had had, the laughter and tears. It all seemed so distant now, like a memory from another life.
But even in the midst of my grief, I knew I had a job to do. I had to call the family, to give them the news and offer my condolences. It was a task that no one ever wants to do, but it was one that, as the administrator in charge, I had to face.
As I picked up the phone, I took a deep breath and tried to summon all the strength I could. This was the hard part, the part where I had to be strong for someone else. And so, with a heavy heart, I dialed the number for Mrs. Katz’s next of kin.
Taking a deep breath, I waited for someone to pick up. When the woman on the other end answered, I introduced myself and explained that I was calling about her mother.
There was a moment of silence on the other end, and I could sense the anxiety and worry in her voice as she asked what had happened. I told her that her mother had passed away, and I could hear the shock and disbelief in her voice.
I could feel my own emotions welling up inside me as I tried to offer words of comfort and sympathy. I knew that nothing I could say would make the pain go away, but I wanted her to know that we had done everything we could to help her mother.
We talked for a few more minutes, and I answered her questions as best I could. I could hear the sadness and grief in her voice as we said our goodbyes.
As I hung up the phone, I felt a deep sense of sadness wash over me. It was hard not to take the loss personally, even though I knew that death was a natural part of life. I couldn't help but think of all the residents I had lost over the years and the families I had had to deliver bad news to.
But even amidst the pain and sadness, I knew that there was a job to be done. There were other residents who needed my care, other families who were counting on me to help them through difficult times.
I took a deep breath and tried to steady myself, knowing that there would be more tough moments ahead. But for now, I would take a moment to grieve and remember the life of the resident I had lost.




Chapter Two - Lisa
The room smelled overwhelmingly of bleach, but that was how we had to do it when someone passed the way Mrs. Katz had. She’d spent the last two days of her life coughing with such force that you could practically see the germs.
I gathered the sheets and towels, tucking them into a linen bag to be laundered, then took one last look around her room.
She had been one of my favorites because she reminded me of my grandmother, and lots of the other staff felt the same. Even Edward, who spent more time with Mrs. Katz than with any other resident. But when you work in an assisted living community, you come to expect death the way some businesses expect packages.
I threw the bag onto my cart and wheeled it out of the room, closing the door behind me and locking it.
“Goodbye, Mrs. Katz,” I whispered.
And then just like that, life had to move on.
I pushed the cart down the hallway and into the laundry room, being sure to sneak a peek at Edward as I passed his office and getting a good look at his backside as he looked out his window.
God, Ed was a dreamboat. It would be too simple to compare him to Brad Pitt or George Clooney, but I swear Ed was defining handsome in a whole new way.
He was nearly always a little tan, likely from the number of vacations he took in a year, and he had dark hair with a few salt and pepper accents around his ears. “Silver fox” was the term that came to mind when I thought about him
And I thought about him a lot.
I loaded the different bags of linens into the washer, adjusting my face mask while I did. I always wore some kind of protective gear while doing laundry. You never knew when you might come across something really messy you didn’t want spraying in your face.
After I put all the laundry in and closed the lid, I pulled off the mask and hopped up onto the dryer to take a breather. In a job like mine, you hardly ever got to relax, and when you did, the laundry room was a great place to hide away.
As I moved through the back hallways, out of sight of the residents, I took a moment to reflect on the work I had done. Cleaning the room that had belonged to Mrs. Katz until this morning may have been a minor task in the grand scheme of things, but I knew it was important. As I walked down the hallway, I felt grateful for the opportunity to make a difference in someone's life, even if it was just by cleaning their room.
Our washer was old, and the dryer even older. When it ran, it shook violently, and I was being moved back and forth with it.
A small thrill jolted my stomach, and my brain went back to Ed and the way he’d smelled this morning when I’d gone in to talk to him about Mrs. Katz. He must have been wearing some new cologne, because it wasn’t the smell I usually associated with him.
As I stood in front of the industrial washing machine, I couldn't help but let my mind wander back to Ed and the way he’d looked at me earlier. He was tall and muscular, with piercing blue eyes that seemed to see right through me. But this morning, that intense look had felt like it went even deeper, penetrating me to my very soul.
And it only became more enigmatic the longer I talked about Mrs. Katz’s cough and the symptoms she’d experienced at the end.
Despite the seriousness of the talk, it wasn't the first time I found myself admiring Ed, but I knew I had to be careful. I couldn't let my personal feelings interfere with my work–especially not as a married woman who was having these thoughts about a married man..
I took a deep breath and shook my head, trying to shake the mental images of my boss from my mind. I had a job to do, and I couldn't let my distractions get in the way of my responsibilities. I loaded the washing machine with a fresh batch of linens and started it up, the whirring of the machine drowning out the thoughts in my head.
As I waited for the machine to finish, I reflected on the choices I had made in my life. Being a nurse was always my dream, and I had worked hard to get where I was today. But sometimes, it felt like my personal life was impeding my professional goals. I couldn't afford to let my emotions run wild, not when I had residents who were depending on me.
But even as I tried to push away my feelings for my boss, they kept creeping back into my mind. I couldn't deny the attraction that I felt for him, but I also knew that acting on those feelings would be unprofessional and could jeopardize my job.
As the washing machine beeped to signal the end of the cycle, I took a deep breath and tried to focus on the task at hand. I had a job to do, and I couldn't let my personal distractions get in the way. I loaded the clean linens into the dryer, then started a second load in the washer.
Having only one washer and one dryer, no matter how large they were, definitely made doing laundry more tedious, but on days like today, where I started the morning with a tragedy, it was nice to  escape for a little while and have some alone time.
Especially when I was dealing with my grief by refocusing my energy into sexual fantasies about my boss.
Sitting on the washing machine again, I felt it begin to rock under me. Normally I’d ignore the sensation, but today, I needed a release–even if that meant being a little inappropriate. Besides, it wasn’t like anyone was going to walk in on me. And even if they did, they’d just see me sitting on the washing machine.
Nothing illicit about that.
I adjusted my legs so that they were at an angle to the corner of the machine, allowing the edge of it to nestle between my thighs. As it began to rumble, the wash and spin cycles picking up speed, I felt the familiar sensation building up in my lower abdomen, causing my breath to shorten and my pulse to quicken. I fought the urge to run my hands over my chest just in case anyone happened to come in, but even without the added stimulation, the mental image of Ed bending me over his desk was enough to get me there.
I whimpered as I climaxed, trying to keep my voice quieter than the rumbling of the machines so I didn’t draw attention. My eyes closed, rolling up into my head as I bit my tongue and gripped the metal beneath my hands.
When I finally came down, the washer finished its cycle a minute later, and I was able to continue on with my day, finishing the laundry and moving on to med duty–after cleaning myself up with my soaked panties and going commando for the rest of the day.
As a nurse, one of my daily duties was to retrieve medications for my residents from the medicine cart. Today was no different. I approached the med cart, scanned my ID, and searched the information for the residents I was collecting for.
I carefully selected the medications and dosages that were needed, double-checking everything to make sure there were no mistakes. I knew that even the slightest error could have serious consequences, and I’d already had enough death for one day.
As I moved into the hallway, one of the other nurses, a younger girl named Anna, rushed in the door.
"I got held up in traffic,” she bemoaned. “Can I use that computer to clock in and see what I need to get done?”
I could tell that she was embarrassed and upset, and I tried to offer a little bit of reassurance.
"Don't worry about it," I said, smiling. "We're all human. It happens to the best of us."
She nodded gratefully, and I hoped she wouldn’t feel the need to elaborate. Anna was sweet, but had a tendency to talk a little too much, especially when there was work to be done. Then again, maybe it wasn’t her–maybe I just preferred to focus a bit more, and she liked to make things more social.
Unfortunately for me, Anna found out almost immediately that she and I were going to be doing our rounds together, which meant I got to hear all about the Tinder date she’d had the night before. I had gotten married long before dating apps were a thing, and the idea of swiping left or right to find a significant other baffled me.
"He was so rude and dismissive," she said, shaking her head. "I couldn't wait to get out of there."
I cringed at the thought of how uncomfortable the date must have been. It was clear that my colleague had been hoping for something better.
"What happened?" I asked, trying to be more invested than I felt inclined to, given how clearly she needed to vent about this, and hoping that letting her do so would help her regain her focus.
"He spent the whole time talking about himself," she said. "And he kept interrupting me whenever I tried to say something. It was like he wasn't even interested in getting to know me."
I nodded sympathetically. This guy was not worth her time.
"I'm sorry it didn't go well," I said. "But hey, at least now you know what you don't want in a partner."
My colleague chuckled. "That's true. I'm just glad I didn't waste any more time on him."
There was something else that was bothering her, I could tell. But she wasn’t being forthcoming with it, and it didn’t feel like my place to try to wheedle it out of her. I wasn’t in this for the gossip–just to let a coworker vent and get back to work. And as we carried on with our day, I couldn't help but feel grateful for the support and friendship of my colleagues. It was a reminder that no matter how tough the job got, we were all in this together.
As a nurse, I knew I could face any number of emergencies during a shift. But nothing quite prepares you for a Code Blue.
The alarm went off, and my heart raced as I sprinted towards the location of the emergency. My adrenaline kicked in as I joined the team of healthcare professionals who had already gathered around the resident in distress.
We all knew what we had to do. I could hear the urgency in our team leader's voice as he directed us, calling out orders and coordinating our efforts.
I immediately jumped into action, assessing the resident’s vital signs and monitoring their condition. I knew that every second counted, and that the outcome could hinge on how quickly we could act.
As we worked, I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe at the dedication and expertise of my colleagues. We were all working together towards the same goal, united in our determination to save this person’s life.
The minutes ticked by, and the tension in the room was palpable. But we all stayed focused, our eyes fixed on the resident, our hands moving with precision and purpose. As a nurse, I've seen many residents come and go over the years. It's never easy when a resident dies, but losing someone to a Code Blue is especially difficult.
Despite our best efforts, we were unable to resuscitate the resident. As the team leader called the code, my heart sank. I had known this resident for weeks, and we had developed a close bond.
I couldn't help but feel a sense of guilt, even though I knew that we had done everything we could to save the resident. As healthcare professionals, we are trained to keep fighting until the very end. But sometimes, despite our best efforts, the outcome is beyond our control.
In the aftermath of a code, there was a somber mood in the facility. We all felt the weight of the loss, even though we knew that death was a natural part of life.
But even amidst our grief, there was still work to be done. There were other residents who needed my care, other families who were counting on me to help them through difficult times.
It was a reminder that even in the face of loss and sadness, we must keep moving forward, doing our best to help those in need.




Chapter Three - Anna
As the alarm sounded, Lisa and I immediately sprang into action. We rushed to the resident's room, adrenaline pumping through our veins. The room was filled with caregivers who had arrived on the scene just moments before we did.
“Mr. Paulsson…” I breathed.
He hadn’t been with us long–only a few months, but he was one of the stronger residents we had. The man who had been relatively healthy just a few days ago was now coding on the bed, his chest barely rising and falling with each shallow breath.
I quickly assessed the resident's condition and began administering CPR, while Lisa called out orders for additional equipment and medications. The room was a flurry of activity as everyone worked together to try and save Mr. Paulsson’s life.
As someone who is committed to providing the best possible care to our residents, I find Code Blue situations to be some of the most difficult and challenging aspects of working in a retirement community.
While I understand that cardiac arrests and other life-threatening emergencies can happen at any time, they are never easy to deal with. They are stressful, chaotic, and emotionally taxing for everyone involved.
As a nurse, my job is to do everything I can to save the resident's life. But sometimes, despite our best efforts, we are not able to save them. It's always heartbreaking to lose a resident, especially when we have formed a relationship with them and their loved ones.
And it's not just the emotional toll that Code Blue situations take on me. There's also the physical exhaustion that comes from performing CPR and other resuscitation procedures for an extended period of time.
Since calls to 911 were discouraged due to the pandemic, we continued working for what felt like hours, trying everything we could to bring him back to life. But despite our best efforts, his condition continued to deteriorate. His respiratory failure had progressed so far that none of our efforts were making a difference. I could see the signs of him slipping away, and it was clear that we were losing the battle.
As a nurse, I often wondered what it would be like to be in the resident's shoes during a Code Blue situation. I can only imagine how frightening and disorienting it would be to suddenly lose consciousness and feel my body shutting down.
I wonder if the resident is aware of what is happening around them or if they are in a state of unconsciousness. I also wonder if they are aware of the efforts that we are making to try to save their life, or if they are simply floating in a void of darkness and silence.
As the minutes ticked by, I could feel the weight of the situation bearing down on me. We continued to work on him, trying everything we could think of to bring him back, but his pulse grew weaker and weaker with each passing moment.
And then, just like that, it was over. The monitor let out a long, steady beep, and the team of medical professionals around me slowly backed away, their faces solemn and grim.
I couldn't believe it. Mr. Paulsson had come to us for help managing his epilepsy, and now he was gone, the victim of a sudden and aggressive case of pneumonia. It seemed so unfair, so senseless.
As I stood there in shock, I couldn't help but think about all the things that we could have done differently. Maybe if we had caught his pneumonia sooner, or if we had adjusted his medication more quickly, we could have saved him. But it was too late for what-ifs now.
All I could do was stand there in silence, surrounded by the stillness of a life that had been cut short. And as a nurse, I knew that this was just one of the many difficult moments that I would face in my career. But that didn't make it any easier to bear.
Lisa and I left the room, feeling a mix of sadness and exhaustion. It was always difficult to lose a resident, especially when we had worked so hard to save them.
As I sat with the resident's body, typing on my laptop and completing the necessary charting, I couldn't help but reflect on how fragile life is. One moment, the resident was alive and fighting for their life, and the next moment, they were gone.
It was a sobering reminder of the importance of living life to the fullest and cherishing every moment we have.
And currently I was regretting attempting to do just that.
I still couldn't shake the feeling of disappointment and frustration from the terrible date I had experienced last night before. I had met someone on Tinder and had high hopes for the date, but it had turned out to be a complete disaster, and one that I was going to have to keep worrying about for weeks.
The guy had been a total prick, but he was really hot, and I hadn’t gotten laid in a while, so I went back to his place. And that was where everything went wrong.
Everything was consensual–it wasn’t like that. I was fully committed to sleeping with him from the minute I agreed to go home with him. The sex was fine–nothing spectacular, and, if I’m honest, nothing that I couldn't have done for myself outside of having another person there or by going to the hotel for a little rendezvous with the jacuzzi.
And at one point, when I felt a tiny jolt inside of me, I thought maybe he’d just come early, but he kept going, so I figured that couldn’t have been it.
Turns out it was–it was him climaxing as the condom broke, and he kept going for round two without pulling out, so we didn’t know until he was done and pulled out.
And the bastard didn’t even have the decency to offer to help me pay for Plan B–or stay the night. Not that I would have wanted to, but he pretty much threw me out once he got what he wanted.
Which is how we got to the reason for my lateness this morning. I’d had to go by the pharmacy for a Plan B pill, and the one on my way to work was still closed, so I’d had to go halfway across town, which added a significant amount of time to my route. But I wasn’t willing to wait for my pill and risk getting pregnant. My family would freak out if their little girl–no matter how old I got–got knocked up by a stranger from Tinder.
That would not go over well at church on Sundays.
As I worked through the charting and documentation for the resident who had passed away, my mind kept going back to the odd signs of lethargy and stomach issues that the resident had been showing before their passing. I remembered that the resident had also been complaining about leg cramps, which could have indicated an underlying medical condition.
It was important to consider all potential factors that could have contributed to the resident's decline and ultimate passing. As a nurse, I wanted to ensure that we had done everything in our power to address the resident's symptoms and provide them with the best possible care.
I made a note to speak with the medical team about the resident's pre-existing symptoms and to ensure that they were properly documented in the resident's medical records. It was important to consider these symptoms when providing care to other residents with similar symptoms in the future.
I trudged through the hall towards Ed's office, feeling a sense of heaviness and exhaustion weighing down on me. As I approached, I took a deep breath and tried to steel myself for the conversation ahead. I knew I had to be professional and composed, despite the difficult news that I needed to share.
When I entered Ed's office, he looked up from his desk and greeted me with a warm smile. But as soon as he saw my expression, his smile faded and he grew serious.
"What's the matter, Anna?" he asked, his voice filled with concern.
Despite my years of experience as a nurse, it never got easier to share news like this. I took a deep breath and approached Ed, hoping that I could convey the news in a professional and compassionate manner.
"Ed, I'm afraid I have some difficult news to share," I said. "Another resident has passed away within the last twenty-four hours."
“Who?” he asked.
“Mr. Paulsson,” I told him.
He looked as surprised as the rest of us when we realized how dire his condition was. “What happened?”
His expression grew serious as he listened to me explain about how he started off with the same cold that Mrs. Katz had come down with, but it progressed hard and fast to respiratory failure that we couldn’t resuscitate him from. He nodded his head, his eyes reflecting the sadness and concern that I was feeling.
"Shit, Anna," he said, burying his face in his hands.
I watched him for a moment and realized he was shaking slightly. I knew he’d been close with Mrs. Katz, but I didn’t even know if he knew Mr. Paulsson outside of being the admin who would have done his tour and paperwork when he moved in.
“What’s wrong? I asked as I took the seat across Ed’s desk from him, realizing that something more was going on that the rest of us didn’t know about.
He sighed and lifted his face from his hands. His handsome face looked tired, worn, and weary. Like he was carrying something far too heavy for him.
"There's something big going on,” he said after several moments of silence, “and I don't know if we're ready for it."
My heart raced as I heard his words. I had never seen Ed so afraid before, and it left me feeling anxious and unsettled.
"What is it, Ed? What's happening?" I asked, my voice trembling slightly.
Ed hesitated for a moment, his eyes fixed on some distant point. Then, he turned back to me and spoke with a tone that was both urgent and fearful.
"There's been an outbreak of a new virus, and it's spreading rapidly. We don't know how bad it's going to be, but we need to be prepared for the worst," he said. "I hope you're ready to lockdown, Anna, because we're going to need to take drastic measures to keep our residents safe."
As I listened to Ed's words, my mind raced with fear and uncertainty. The thought of a new virus spreading through our community was terrifying, and it left me feeling overwhelmed and anxious.
But even in the face of this fear, I knew I had a duty to our residents and our community. I took a deep breath and nodded resolutely.
"I'm ready, Ed," I said. "We'll do whatever it takes to keep our residents safe and healthy."




Chapter Four - Edward
As I sat down at the dinner table, I could smell the delicious aroma wafting from the kitchen. My wife Clara had been cooking all afternoon, and I knew that tonight's dinner was going to be special.
She brought out the first course, and I could see the pride in her eyes. She had put so much effort into the meal, and she was eager for my reaction.
I took my first bite, savoring the flavors and textures of the dish. It was incredible, a perfect combination of spices and seasonings.
"This is amazing," I said, looking up at her with a smile.
She beamed with pleasure, happy that I was enjoying her handiwork. Over the course of the meal, she explained the different ingredients and techniques she had used, and I listened with interest.
We finished up our dessert, and I couldn't help but feel grateful for Clara's talent in the kitchen. She had a knack for making even the simplest of ingredients taste incredible, and it was clear that she put her heart and soul into every meal she made.
As I look back on the moment I fell in love with Clara, I can't help but smile. It's a memory that I treasure, one that reminds me of the power of connection and the magic of love.
We had been friends for years, and I had always admired her from afar. But it wasn't until one summer evening, as we sat on the beach watching the sunset, that I realized my feelings had changed. We talked about everything and nothing, watching the colors of the sky shift and change. And as I looked at her, I felt a sense of peace and happiness wash over me.
It was in that moment that I knew she was the one for me, the person I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. It wasn't just physical attraction or infatuation - it was something deeper, a sense of connection and understanding that I had never experienced before.
From that moment on, everything changed. We started dating, and soon we were inseparable. We laughed and loved and built a life together, cherishing every moment along the way.
Looking back, I could see how that one evening on the beach set the course for our entire relationship. It was a moment of clarity, a reminder that sometimes the best things in life come when we least expect them.
And even though the years had passed, and we'd faced our share of challenges and struggles, that feeling of love and connection had only grown stronger. I felt grateful every day to have her by my side, and I knew we would continue to build a life filled with love and joy.
As I sat across from Clara at dinner, I couldn't help but feel distracted. She was describing her day at work, but I found myself only half-listening.
I knew that I should have been paying more attention, that her work was important to her and that she deserved my attention and support. But I just couldn't focus.
As she spoke, I nodded and made the occasional comment, but my mind kept drifting to other things. I was preoccupied with work and other responsibilities, and I couldn't seem to shake those thoughts from my mind.
As the administrator of an assisted living facility, one of my primary concerns based on what Armand had told me was the cost of personal protective equipment (PPE) and disinfectant supplies. It had been a constant struggle to balance the need for safety with the financial constraints of our budget without a pandemic looming. Every day, we used large quantities of PPE and disinfectant supplies to keep our staff and residents safe. Masks, gloves, gowns, and other equipment are essential for preventing the spread of various infections and viruses (not to mention this new one we had to worry about), but they also come with a significant price tag.
And now we were on the verge of needing to increase that budget to stay safe.
And it's not just the direct cost of the supplies themselves that we were going to have to worry about. We would also have to consider the additional costs of storage, transportation, and disposal, all of which could quickly add up.
As I sat at my desk, reviewing our budget and inventory reports, I could feel the weight of this financial burden. It wasn’t just a matter of dollars and cents–it was a matter of ensuring that we could continue to provide high-quality care to our residents, while also keeping our staff and community safe.
But even in the face of these challenges, I remained optimistic. We had a dedicated team of healthcare professionals who were committed to finding creative solutions and making every dollar count.
At least for now. Armand seemed to think that I might lose people–they had at the CDC, and people work there knowing that they’re going to be exposed to some of the worst of the worst. Working at an assisted living facility, you knew that death was an unfortunate part of doing your job. But the idea of some horrific, deadly disease with so little known about it so far outside of a body count and how easily it gets transmitted wasn’t exactly outlined in the job description. Especially if there was a possibility of a PPE shortage, and the staff would be left unprotected.
As I watched Clara clean up after dinner and head off to bed without me, I felt a sense of disappointment and frustration. It wasn't the first time that our schedules had clashed, and I knew it wouldn't be the last.
I heard the sound of the water running in the kitchen sink, and I knew that my window of opportunity to spend time with her was closing. Clara was a creature of habit, and once she started her nightly routine, it would be hard to get her to stay up any longer. But as I walked into the kitchen, I could see that it was too late. Clara had finished cleaning up and was already making her way up the stairs to our bedroom.
I called out to her, trying to get her attention, but she didn't hear me. And even though I knew she wasn't intentionally leaving me behind, I couldn't shake the feeling of disappointment.
As I made my way up the stairs and into our bedroom, I saw Clara already fast asleep, her breathing slow and even. I climbed into bed beside her, feeling a sense of gratitude and love for this woman who had chosen to spend her life with me.
And yet, I couldn’t stop thinking about Lisa. I wasn’t in love with her–nothing like that. We were work friends, possibly even true friends, though we’d never spent time outside of work. But I’d always known she had a bit of a crush on me. But I needed someone who had a lot of influence with the staff to help me convince everyone to not jump ship when things got tough. Lisa was an obvious choice, but there was a younger nurse, new to the facility as of a few months before, but the staff had taken to her pretty quickly, and she was nearly as popular as Lisa by this point.
The only question was, how was I going to convince them to remain loyal when they were in just as much danger as everyone else? What could I offer them to keep them from jumping ship when things got bad and safety became a real concern?
I could offer to give them both a raise, but money would only go so far. And if Armand was to be believed, my budget was about to take a tremendous hit just trying to keep up with the increased demand for PPE and other equipment.
So what then? I looked over at Clara, a horrible idea taking root in my mind. I loved her with everything I had, but I knew Lisa had been holding a torch for me for a while. She was married, too, but there was a charge in the room whenever we were alone together. And she was absolutely stunning, with bouncing curly black hair, striking gray eyes, and skin the color of desert sand. Maybe if I gave her just a little bit of me… just enough to keep her happy…
I listened to Clara quietly snoring, hardly believing I was even considering this. I had no idea how far I would have to take things with Lisa to guarantee that she would remain by my side through what was taking shape, but I knew that all of it would hurt Clara if she ever found out.
Then there was the question of Anna. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t noticed her eyes linger just a little too long as well. She was young–very young. Which in some ways made me feel lecherous when I thought about how nice it felt to have her look at me like an object of desire. But there was no denying that it was a boost to the ego for someone as young and beautiful as her to notice an aging man like me, even if I did work hard to keep my appearance nice. I had no idea if my plan would work for both of them, but it was worth a try.
After all, if I was going to be unfaithful for the sake of keeping my livelihood intact, what was the harm in doing it twice?




Chapter Five - Lisa
As I walked into the facility, I couldn't shake the feeling of exhaustion that had settled over me like a heavy blanket. The night before, my husband Ryan and I had gotten into a fight, and I had spent most of the evening arguing and trying to make things right.
As a nurse, I knew I needed to put aside my personal issues and focus on my work. But it was hard to shake the feeling of weariness and sadness that seemed to linger in the back of my mind.
Throughout the day, I tried to stay focused on my tasks, checking in on residents and collaborating with my colleagues. But every so often, my mind would wander back to the fight with Kyle, replaying the words we had said and the emotions that had been stirred up.
It wasn't until I was on my lunch break that I finally had a chance to sit down and process my thoughts. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the day settle around me.
As I thought about the fight with Kyle, I realized that I was tired of the constant arguing and misunderstandings. I wanted things to be better between us, to find a way to bridge the gap and come together again.
But I also knew that it wouldn't be easy. It would take time and effort, a willingness to listen and understand each other's perspectives.
I finished my lunch and made my way back to work, feeling a renewed sense of determination. I knew that I couldn't change the past, but I could work towards a better future, both in my personal life and in my work as a nurse. And as I stepped back onto the facility floor, I felt a sense of purpose and strength, ready to face whatever challenges the day might bring.
I made my rounds through the assisted living facility, checking on my residents and administering medication, and I couldn't help but feel exhausted. It wasn't just the long hours or the physical demands of my job—it was the emotional toll of the fight I had with Kyle the night before.
We had been arguing about something silly, but it had escalated into a full-blown fight. The tension and anger between us had been palpable, and even though we had eventually made up, I couldn't shake the feeling of weariness that had settled over me.
As I worked, I found my mind drifting back to our argument, replaying the words and emotions over and over in my head. It was a distraction, a barrier between me and my residents, and I knew I needed to find a way to shake it off.
I took a deep breath, centering myself and focusing on the task at hand. I reminded myself that I was here to care for others, to provide comfort and support to those who needed it most.
And as I worked, I gradually let go of the tension and frustration that had been weighing me down. I focused on the needs of my residents, listening to their concerns and providing reassurance and care.
I felt a sense of gratitude for the work that I did and the people that I cared for. Despite the distraction work provided, I knew that the fight with Kyle wasn't over, but I also knew that I had the strength and resilience to face whatever challenges lay ahead.
As a nurse, part of my daily routine involved performing a variety of tasks to help keep our facility clean and organized. One of those tasks was folding clean linens, a simple but essential part of our daily routine. Normally this would be a job for the attendings, but we’d been a little short staffed, and so we all had to chip in on extra work from time to time. Not that I minded. Doing the laundry gave me an excuse to be away from the higher paced areas and to catch my breath.
I would begin by gathering up the linens that needed to be folded, carrying them over to the designated area. There, I would sort them out by size and type, making sure that everything was organized and ready for folding.
As I folded each piece, I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. There was something calming and meditative about the task, a chance to slow down and focus on the simple act of folding.
I took care to fold each piece neatly and precisely, making sure that it was free of wrinkles and ready for use. It was a minor task, but it felt important, a way of showing respect and care for our residents and their families.
As I worked, I would occasionally chat with my coworkers, sharing stories and catching up on the latest news. It was a chance to connect and unwind, even as we went about our daily tasks.
I was alone in the linens closet, finishing my task, when Ed poked his head in.
“How’s it going?” he asked, his usual handsome smile firmly in place.
“Hey, Edward,” I said, grinning back, but feeling the strain of my sadness pulling at the corners of my mouth, preventing my expression from being genuine. “All good. Just finishing up the laundry.”
It was hard to maintain the facade of being okay, especially when Ed gave me a searching look.
“You sure?” he asked, stepping inside, keeping his hand on the door, which left it propped open by a few inches.
“Yeah,” I said, turning my back to him and adjusting the sheets on the shelves. “I just… had a long night.” It was true, and would hopefully give him just enough to think that maybe I was just really tired. I glanced over my shoulder to see if he was going to leave.
But he saw right through me and stepped into the closet, closing the door behind him and leaning against it. “Do you want to talk about it?” he asked, crossing his arms, looking like a model with his fit physique, muscled arms under rolled-up sleeves, and perfectly groomed scruff that, while it looked like he just hadn’t shaved, was always perfectly in place, and therefore absolutely intentional.
“Um…” I said, turning toward the sheets once more. “I don’t know what there is to really talk about. I just didn’t sleep very well.”
There was no way he was going to believe me for even a second. I didn’t even sound like I was trying to tell the truth. Plus, my voice broke on almost every word as tears finally broke free of my eyes for the first time all day. Something about Ed being here made me feel safe enough to at least show my emotions, if not to spill every detail.
But that same safety also came with a side of danger.
Ed’s hand came to rest on my shoulder, slowly guiding me in a half circle until I was facing him. His eyes were concerned as he looked into mine, putting a finger under my chin to tilt my face upward.
“You’re crying,” he said, wiping away a tear. His touch on my face made it feel like fireworks were exploding in my chest, and goosebumps erupted down my arms. His thumb was still resting on my bicep, and he looked down, noticing the rough skin beneath his hand.
My breath caught in my chest as his eyes returned to mine. His hands moved from my shoulders up to my neck until they rested on either side of my face with the fingers wrapped around the back, tangling in my hair. I felt my center pulse with longing, and I licked my lips.
“I, um…” I tried to speak, but no other words would come out.
“I’ve never told you before,” he said, stepping closer to me so that our bodies were only a couple of inches apart. “But you are absolutely beautiful.”
My hands involuntarily moved to his chest, and I watched him shudder slightly at my touch. Was this real? Was I really in a linen closet with my boss, our hands on each other, faces moving closer, until..
My eyes slid shut, and his lips found mine. It was electric from the first instant. My hands closed into fists, gripping his shirt as his pulled me in even closer. His lips parted, taking my lower one between his before gently pressing with his tongue to ask for entrance. I eagerly allowed it, desperate to feel as much of him as I could as fast as I could. I’d been waiting for this, hoping for this for years, and had just resigned myself to the knowledge that this would never be more than a fantasy.
But now it was real. Now, on a day when I was feeling more unsure than ever about the future of my marriage, my dream guy had me cornered in a closet and was kissing me like his life depended on it.
And I was kissing him back.
Before I knew it, our hands were everywhere. His were gripping my hips, pulling me against him before moving to hold me against him with one as he ran the other up my front to cup my breast. Mine were on his shoulders, then his back, then twisted into his belt loops to maintain as much contact as we could.
“I need you,” I breathed into his ear as his lips trailed away from mine and down my neck.
He paused, then pulled away to look at me. There was hesitation in his eyes, and I wondered if I’d gone too far.
But then I felt him grind into me, his bulge clearly hard beneath his pants, and he nodded.
“Yes,” he said before wasting absolutely no additional time pulling my scrubs top up over my head and gazing down at my bra, licking his lips as he did so and then dipping his head to kiss the soft skin along the hem of the lingerie.
I felt another pulse in my center, followed by a flood of wetness between my legs. I was ready for him. If I was honest, I’d been ready for him for years, and my body was just finally allowed to act on it.
He unhooked my bra from behind and let my tits fall free, immediately reaching up to run his thumb over my hardened nipple as he took the other one into his mouth. I gasped, then covered my mouth so I would be forced to stay quiet in case anyone was in the hall outside.
He looked up at me, my tiny brown bud tucked firmly between his lips as he gently sucked and flicked it with his tongue, sending me into spasms of ecstasy and making it hard for me to remain upright. I gripped the shelves behind me for balance, and then watched in delight and shock as Ed dropped to his knees and pulled my scrub pants and my panties down to my ankles, leaving me exposed for him.
His face was at eye level with my slit, which was shaved except for a landing strip just above it. My husband didn’t really care, but it made me feel sexy–even if we were barely having sex. But now, having someone—someone as hot as Ed—looking at it, I didn’t just feel sexy.
I felt like a goddess.
I reached down and opened the lips with two fingers, then dipped a finger between them to slide it through the slick fluids I’d been emitting. I held it up to his face, then put it to his lips. He took it in greedily, closing his eyes as he tasted me.
“Fuck…” he breathed, pulling my fingers from his mouth and leaning forward to press a kiss to my inner thigh. He trailed his lips upward, stopping just shy of my crease, then looked up at me. “You taste incredible.”
He didn’t even hesitate before pushing forward, sliding his face between my legs and letting his tongue snake out to find my clit. One of my hands went to his hair while the other held onto a shelf above my head to help me balance as I let out a small series of whimpers, which turned into full out panting when he slid first one, then two fingers inside of me, bringing me almost immediately to orgasm.
My knees went weak, and his presence between my legs and the hand on the shelf were the only reason I was able to remain upright. He continued to stroke my insides until my climax ceased, at which point he withdrew, wiping his lips on the back of his hand and standing up to kiss me again. My own taste on his lips was intense and erotic, and I reached down between us to undo his belt and pants.
He gasped as I slipped my hand inside and took hold of his stiff length and began to gently stroke it. I’d imagined it plenty of times, but had never thought it would actually be as big as I’d pictured it.
But it was.
I was impatient. I yanked his pants down and went onto my knees to take him into my mouth, sliding my head forward and back along his member, running my tongue over the soft skin of his tip each time.
After only a minute, he reached down and gently tugged me away.
“Stand up. Turn and face the shelves,” he said quietly but with such command that I obeyed without question.
I turned my back to him and spread my legs, bending over slightly to rest my upper body on the shelf, letting the linens provide a soft cushion for me. Almost immediately he was behind me, pressed up against me, the head of his beautiful cock prodding at my entrance.
“This is okay?” he asked, pausing.
“Yes,” I moaned, trying to keep my voice down. “Please, Ed. You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this.”
Without another word, he grabbed my hip with one hand and guided me back, sheathing himself inside of me in a long, slow motion. He’d done a good job of preparing me, because he entered me all the way on the first try without pain.
And then he began to thrust, pumping in and out of me, slowly at first with languid, deliberate movements. Then with speed and intensity, pounding me so hard my whole body moved with the impact.
I came, and came again as he fucked me mercilessly, exactly as I’d dreamed he would. But this was real. This was magical.
I felt his motions begin to get more erratic, and then his breathing became short little grunts, and I knew he was getting close.
“Lisa...” he moaned. “Lisa, I’m–”
With a strained groan, he buried himself deep inside of me, and I felt him spill everything he had into me, filling me to the brim.
We stayed just like that for several minutes, completely spent, and, at least for me, unable to believe this had just happened.
Once our senses returned, however, Edward withdrew from me and pulled his pants back up, re-buttoning his shirt.
“That was… incredible,” he said, handing me my clothing.
“Yeah,” I said, feeling a bit awkward and unsure. Was this a one-time thing? Was it the start of something?
I didn’t really get a chance to ask because he leaned forward and kissed me deeply.
“I’ll see you out there,” he said, turning to slip through the door and leaving me alone to clean and dress myself.
As I did, I felt like I was almost having an out-of-body experience. I kept expecting to wake up and find out it was just a dream. But it wasn’t.
And I had no idea what it meant for my future here.




Chapter Six - Anna
I sat alone in my apartment after work, the events of the past two days playing over and over in my mind. The previous night's Tinder date had left me feeling lonely and dejected. But even when I managed to push those thoughts and fears aside, I couldn't help but think about the two residents who had died under my care.
The suddenness of their deaths had caught us all off guard, and I couldn't shake the feeling of sadness and guilt that had settled over me. How must it have been for them to pass away so suddenly, without warning, and in such a horrible way as respiratory failure?
And what were the odds that two residents would die of the same cause in a single day?
As I was scrolling through social media, I noticed a lot of posts about some new coronavirus they were calling COVID-19. The symptoms sounded horrible, and it sounded like the illness came on fast…
Just like with Mrs. Katz and Mr. Paulsson.
As the night wore on, I found myself unable to sleep, my mind consumed with the possibility that this horrible, devastating disease might have slipped into our midst. Being alone made it impossible to quiet the racing thoughts, but it also allowed me the time and space to process my emotions and come to terms with what may have happened.
I knew I couldn't change the past, but I could honor their memory by continuing to provide the best possible care for our residents. And as much as the prospect of losing another resident to something like this filled me with dread, I also knew that without me and the rest of the staff, these residents would have no chance. We were what gave them hope.
As the sun began to rise, I felt a sense of peace wash over me. The weight of the past few days still lingered, but I was ready to face whatever the day ahead might bring. Because as a nurse, I knew my residents depended on me, and I was determined to do everything in my power to help them, no matter what.
I was exhausted from lack of sleep when I arrived at work, but residents didn’t just stop being ill or in need of assistance because of my tiredness. My first resident of the day needed their linens changed, so once I stripped their bed, I went to the linen closet to get a fresh set of sheets. But when I arrived at the closet, the door was locked. This was odd, as the closet was always kept unlocked during the day to ensure easy access for the nursing staff.
I knocked on the door, hoping that someone would answer. But instead of a response, I could hear muffled voices from within the closet. And then, to my surprise, I heard the unmistakable sounds of people hooking up.
I stared at the door for a moment, unsure what to do, but then I simply laughed to myself and shook my head, turning away and heading for another linen closet, hoping that the next one wouldn’t be occupied.
It wasn’t the first time someone had used one of the linen closets around the facility to “let off some steam,” and I highly doubted it would be the last. Days like yesterday were rough and busy and nonstop, but most days were mundane and filled with downtime. It was built that way so that emergencies didn’t derail the daily duties if they sprung up.
Despite the common nature of the occurrence, it was the first time I’d happened upon it, and it amused me probably more than it should have. I mean, I guess that was one way to alleviate workplace boredom.
As I was changing over the sheets in the resident’s room, Lisa came in looking flustered.
“Oh, good,” she said when she saw me. “There you are.”
“Here I am!” I said back cheerfully.
Lisa laughed and ran a hand over her ponytail. She seemed to be in an almost euphoric kind of good mood. “Anna, do you have some extra time today?" she asked, her voice a bit breathy.
I nodded, setting down the sheet and turning to face her. "Sure, what do you need me for?"
"We have a new attendant starting today, and we need someone to show him around," Lisa explained. "Most of the staff is already busy, so I was wondering if you could do it."
I thought about it for a moment. "Of course," I replied, giving her a reassuring smile. "I'd be happy to show him the ropes."
Lisa looked visibly relieved. "Thank you, Anna. I really appreciate it. He's starting in just a few minutes, so if you could meet him in the break room, that would be great. His name is Alex."
"Will do," I said. “I’ll grab a clipboard and pen so I can take notes during the training.”
I finished changing the sheets and made my way to the break room to find Alex. As I walked in, I saw a young guy waiting for me. He looked to be about my age, maybe a little younger, and I couldn't help but notice how handsome he was.
"Hi, are you Alex?" I asked, trying to keep my cool.
He smiled, revealing a set of pearly white teeth. "Yeah, that's me."
“Great,” I said with what I hoped was a friendly grin and not something goofy. “I’m Anna.”
“Nice to meet you,” he said, reaching for my hand.
I couldn't help but feel a little flustered as he said my name, and even more so when his fingers wrapped around my palm. "Nice to meet you too, Alex. I'll be showing you around today.”
As we began the training, I tried my best to focus on the task at hand. But I couldn't help but feel distracted by his good looks.
"So, how long have you been working here?" I asked, trying to start a conversation.
"Actually, today is my first day," he replied, a hint of nervousness in his voice. “They said they needed a new attendant to help with some of the heavy lifting, and I guess I fit the bill.”
He certainly did, if the strong arms poking out beneath the sleeves of his scrubs were any indication.
I smiled, trying to put him at ease and to hide my blatant ogling. "Don't worry, you'll do great. It can be a little overwhelming at first, but we're all here to help you."
He smiled back at me, his eyes meeting mine for a brief moment. "Thanks, Anna. I appreciate it."
As we continued with the training, I grew more and more impressed by Alex's eagerness to learn and his natural talent for the job. Despite the initial distraction of his good looks, I realized he was much more than just a pretty face–which made it even harder to not be attracted to him.
Thankfully, it seemed to be a two way street, because he kept finding excuses to touch my arm or hold doors open for me, letting me walk under his outstretched arm.
As I walked through the facility with Alex, I pointed out a sweet old couple who had been living here for years.
"See them? They've been married for over 60 years," I said, smiling at the pair as they held hands and chatted in the hallway.
Alex looked at them with admiration. "Wow, that's amazing. I hope to grow old like that with someone one day."
I couldn't help but feel a little flustered as he said it, wondering if he was trying to send a message. Was he interested in me too?
But before I could dwell on it any longer, he caught my eye, a playful glint in his own. "What about you, Anna? Do you have anyone special in your life?"
I shook my head, feeling a little self-conscious. "No, not at the moment. It's just me and my residents."
He gave me a sympathetic smile. "Well, whoever ends up with you is a lucky person."
I felt a blush creeping up my cheeks, suddenly feeling grateful for the mask covering my face. "Thanks, Alex. That's really sweet of you to say."
As we continued our tour of the facility, I enjoyed Alex's company more and more. There was something about him that made me feel at ease, and I couldn't help but feel a spark of attraction every time he looked at me with those bright blue eyes.
By the end of the day, we had covered all the basics, and I could tell that Alex was feeling much more confident in his role–and I was feeling a little confident in him.
"Good job today, Alex. You picked things up quickly," I said, smiling at him.
"Thanks to you," he replied, returning the smile. “What are the odds I could get your number?”
I was surprised at how forward he was, but was also delighted. As Alex and I exchanged numbers, I felt a pang of excitement mixed with nervousness. Was this just a passing crush, or could there be something more there?
But before I could dwell on it any longer, Edward approached us, interrupting our conversation.
"Anna, I need to speak with you for a moment," he said, his tone serious.
I gave Alex a reassuring smile, telling him I would catch up with him later. As he nodded and made his way out of the break room, I turned my attention to Ed.
"What's going on?" I asked, trying to keep my tone neutral.
Ed hesitated for a moment before speaking. "I know that we've had a rough few days with the recent resident deaths, and I just wanted to check in and see how you're holding up."
I appreciated his concern, and said, "I'm fine, Ed. It's been tough, but we're all doing our best to provide the best possible care for our residents."
He nodded, seeming to understand. "I know, and I appreciate all the hard work that you and the rest of the staff have been doing.” He hesitated for a moment, looking over my head and around, like he was checking to see who was listening. “In fact… If you can, would you mind coming in early tomorrow to have a meeting with me?”
“A meeting?” I asked.
“I wanted to talk to you about a possible raise," he said, his voice low.
I was taken aback. "A raise? But I'm still new here."
"I know, but you've been doing an excellent job, and your contributions haven't gone unnoticed," Edward replied. "We want to make sure that our best employees feel valued and supported, and I think you definitely fit that description."
I couldn't believe what I was hearing. A raise would mean so much to me, not just for the financial benefits, but for the recognition of my hard work and dedication.
"Thank you, Ed. I'm honored that you would even consider it," I said, my voice shaky.
Ed smiled. "You deserve it, Anna. You're an important member of our team, and we want to make sure that you feel appreciated."
I thanked him for his support before making my way out of the break room. As I walked down the hall, I couldn't help but think about the recent deaths and the toll they had taken on all of us, but also of the opportunities the tragedies had presented.
At the same time, I also felt a sense of hope and possibility, sparked by my chance encounter with Alex. Maybe he was just a passing crush, or maybe he could be something more. Only time would tell, but for now, I was eager to get back to work and focus on what mattered most: the residents under our care.





Chapter Seven - Edward
As I arrived at work early that morning, my mind was still reeling from the events of the day before. I had never been one for extramarital affairs, but the sex had been some of the best I had ever had, and even now, as I walked the halls of the facility, I was still thinking about it. About how it had felt incredible and wrong and right all at once to kiss her, to play with her tits, to feel her full lips sliding along my length, to pound into her until I spilled myself inside of her, filling her…
I tried to return my thoughts to my wife, my wonderful, supportive, loving wife at home who had no idea the tactics I was using to get ahead of this pandemic and the possible fallout of it. If she did, I doubted she would be as steadfast. And even as guilt rose up in my gut, a wave of desire rippled through my body. Half of what had made fucking Lisa so spectacular had been the taboo of it, the risk of getting caught. The forbidden fruit I didn’t realize I was desperate for until I’d had it, and was now fantasizing about it happening again.
But… as much as I enjoyed our time together and craved more, I knew it could never happen again. I had made a commitment to my wife, and I intended to honor that commitment, no matter how tempting the allure of someone like Lisa might be. I just needed to hope that it had been enough to give her what she would need to remain loyal to me.
Still, as I settled into my office and began to sort through the day's tasks, I couldn't help but feel a sense of longing for the passion and excitement that the affair–however brief–with Lisa had brought into my life.
But I also knew that those feelings were dangerous, and that I needed to focus on the important work at hand: running a successful assisted living facility and providing the best possible care for our residents–especially with the pandemic closing in on us. By this point, with everything on the news, I knew, from my time at the CDC, that with a virus of this caliber, it was only a matter of time before it progressed into a full-fledged pandemic everywhere, and not just overseas.
The only question was–how long until that happened? Because if the two residents we lost had actually succumbed to COVID-19, then it was already here and moving fast.
The deaths the day before had left me with a lot of questions, and I knew I needed to find some answers.
I spent the next few hours poring over the charts and documents from the residents, comparing them to the latest information from the CDC about the new COVID-19 virus. As I read through the reports, a sinking feeling took hold in my gut. It was almost certain that this virus was what had killed our residents.
I couldn't help but think back to the conversation I had had with Armand. He had warned me about the virus, telling me it was deadly and highly contagious. And now I found myself faced with a difficult decision. Should we lock down the facility, to prevent the virus from spreading any further? Or should we wait and see, hoping that we could contain the outbreak before it got any worse?
As I closed the documents and leaned back in my chair, I couldn't help but feel a sense of fear and uncertainty. This virus was a deadly threat, and we needed to act quickly if we were going to keep our residents safe.
As I heard a knock on my office door, I called out for the person to come in. I was expecting Anna, one of my newer employees, to arrive for the meeting I’d requested with her the day before. I’d told her it was about a raise, which I knew would be an easy way to sway her loyalty toward me. Of course, I’d said it on a whim when I saw her flirting with the new guy, Alex, and now I was trying to figure out how I could justify a raise for her with a tsunami of additional costs coming our way because of this frightening new virus.
Anna walked into my office, and I couldn't help but appreciate how pretty she looked. Despite looking a bit tired, she still seemed to radiate a certain energy and enthusiasm that was hard to ignore. It was no wonder that the team had taken to her so quickly. She was still pretty new, but the staff had welcomed her and adopted her as almost a mascot. And it was obvious in the way she radiated beauty and happiness, and how her warmth was like a gravitational pull.
"Good morning, Anna. Thanks for coming in early," I said, trying to keep my tone professional, but fighting against a slew of decidedly unprofessional thoughts.
She smiled, her eyes sparkling. "Of course, Ed. You said you wanted to discuss a possible raise?"
I nodded, taking a deep breath. "Yes, that's right. And actually, I've decided to offer you a raise of ten thousand a year.."
Anna's eyes widened in surprise. "Are you sure?"
Hell no, I wasn’t sure. I wasn’t even sure why I said that, but there was no way to take it back now.
“Of course!” I said, entirely unsure and internally freaking out about budgets and inflation and pandemics. What was I doing?
As we discussed the details of the raise, I could tell that she was happy, but I wondered if it would be enough to really convince her to work with me on getting the staff to stick around when the shit hit the fan.
I brought Anna around to the same side as my desk so that we could draft up a revision to her contract to include the new raise. As she stood beside me, I couldn’t help but notice the warmth of her, and there was a moment where her breasts unintentionally grazed my shoulder. And I thought back to Lisa, and how she’d told me she’d wanted me for a long time. I knew that there were rumors about me–very true rumors about how well endowed I was. And from what I had heard about Anna, which admittedly wasn’t a lot, she was no stranger to a one-night stand or a hookup. She wasn’t secretive about it, choosing to be truthful about who she was and what she enjoyed. And I wondered…
I wondered if perhaps she could be convinced in the same way that I’d attempted with Lisa.
I hated myself for even considering this, but I got a hit of that same thrill, that same dopamine rush I got when I thought about Lisa now as I looked at Anna. Lisa and I were both married, which made for an intense, forbidden feeling between us. Anna was single, but she was much younger, much newer to the facility, and with a lot more options than just me.
But if I was honest, that made the idea of being with her even more thrilling. It was like a chase, one that, now that I’d begun with Lisa, was impossible to stop. There was this growing desire in me to see just how far I could go with each of them.
I gently shook away the thoughts. What was wrong with me? Two days ago I was a faithful husband, and now I was an adulterer who was already trying to figure out how to begin a second affair with a harder “target.” I’d always judged men like that, thinking that they didn’t have the capacity for rational thought, and operated purely on base, animal instinct, reacting without discretion.
And the animal in my pants was definitely reacting to the idea of Anna being near it.
We finalized the details of the contract and Anna went back to the seat on the other side of the desk, where I handed her a printed copy to sign. She bit her bottom lip as her hand slid across the page, and that simple expression was enough to seal the deal. I wanted her, and making her want me would give me not only the satisfaction of having gotten her, but it would also add another asset to my toolbox in terms of keeping the staff happy and loyal.
As she left my office to go begin her day, I watched her go before turning back to my own work.
The raise I’d just given Anna was going to have to be factored into the budget, especially with imminent shortages and price hikes. I had no gauge on what those new constraints would be, other than that they would exist, and that ten thousand dollars a year might have been the thing that would prevent us from staying afloat and keeping our residents safe and healthy and… well, housed.
It was going to be a trial by fire. I knew that. There was no way to predict how big or how long this was going to be a problem. But I was going to go into it with every possible contingency and, as much as I could, enjoy the spoils of my efforts.




Chapter Eight - Lisa
A few days had passed since my encounter with Edward, and I’d been on cloud nine. That one brief moment in the linen closet was enough to give me something happy and positive to keep me afloat, which was desperately needed as the atmosphere in the facility began to darken.
Even with the memory of Edward’s hands on me, I couldn't help but feel a sense of unease settling over me. As the days went by, it seemed like more and more of our residents were getting sick, and rumors were circulating that it might be COVID-19.
I tried not to let the fear get to me, but it was hard not to worry. This virus was still so new, and we didn't know much about it yet. The thought of our residents getting sick and possibly dying was almost too much to bear–especially as I thought about the two we may have already lost to the disease.
As the days went by, the rumors only grew stronger. Staff members were talking openly about their fears, and I could tell that everyone was on edge.
But even in the midst of my fear, I couldn't help but feel a sense of gratitude for the work that we were doing. As healthcare workers, we were going to be on the front lines of this pandemic, doing everything we could to keep everyone safe and healthy.
As I made my rounds, checking in on our residents, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride in what we were doing. Even in the face of this terrible virus, we were still there for them, providing them with the care and support that they needed.
As I left the room of the resident with the odd cough, I made my way to the staff meeting that Edward had called. As I entered the conference room, I saw Edward was already there, talking to Anna, the pretty young nurse who had won over the staff in a short amount of time.
I couldn't help but notice the way they were interacting. They seemed to be laughing and joking in a way that was a bit too familiar for my liking, and as they spoke, he reached out and touched her arm. It might have been an innocent gesture, but for the way his fingers lingered and the way she leaned slightly toward him the longer his hand remained there.
I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy and annoyance. I had been nursing feelings for Edward for years of working here, and had resisted the temptation for all of that time until he made it clear that he’d felt the same. At least, he said he did. We were both married, and even though things were hard at home with my husband, it was still a big deal for me to actually act on my crush and sleep with Ed. There was absolutely no way I was going to be okay with committing adultery for someone I cared about that much just for him to move on to the next new thing that walked past his office.
As everyone settled into their seats for the meeting, I made a point of sitting as close to Edward as possible, forcing Anna to take a seat on the other side of the room. I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction as I watched her move away.
But my sense of triumph was short-lived as Edward stood up to speak. The news he delivered was not what any of us had wanted to hear.
"I have some difficult news to share," he began. "COVID-19 has officially become a confirmed pandemic, and the facility will be going into lockdown. All staff members will need to shelter in place until further notice."
I felt a sense of panic rising within me as I processed the news. Locking down the facility meant that we were going to be stuck there for who knew how long, cut off from the outside world. It was a scary prospect, and I knew it was going to be a difficult time for all of us.
As Edward continued to speak, outlining the procedures and protocols we would need to follow, I couldn't help but feel a sense of despair settling over me. This was going to be a tough road ahead, and I knew we were going to need to rely on each other more than ever to get through it.
As Edward announced the lockdown, several staff members spoke up, voicing their concerns.
"I'm not going to stay here while a pandemic is happening," one nurse said. "I have a family to think about."
"I agree," another staff member chimed in. "I don't want to put myself or my loved ones at risk."
Edward looked around the room, his expression serious. "I understand your concerns, but it’s important to understand that this pandemic is worse than any in our lifetimes. We have a responsibility to our residents and to each other to do everything we can to keep everyone safe."
As the conversation continued, I found myself lost in thought. I knew that this lockdown was going to be a strain on my marriage, but it would also give me more time with Edward. It was a tough decision, and one that I didn't want to make lightly.
As I listened to Edward and the other staff members discuss the lockdown, my mind kept wandering back to his interaction with Anna. They had seemed awfully flirty, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy.
But then I reminded myself of the situation at hand. We were facing a pandemic, and the safety of our residents and staff was at stake. I weighed the pros and cons of sheltering in place.
On one hand, it meant being away from my husband and for an unknown period of time. It would be difficult, and I knew it would put a strain on our relationship. But things were already so rough between us, that maybe the distance would be a good thing.
And maybe it would give me a chance to really figure out what I wanted from that relationship, and form my one with Edward.
But on the other hand, I knew we had a responsibility. Staying put meant we would be doing our part to slow the spread of the virus and protect those around us. It was a hard decision, but ultimately, I knew what I had to do.
As the conversation continued, I could feel the tension in the room mounting. I knew that this was difficult for everyone, and that there were valid concerns on both sides.
But then, something within me clicked. I could see Edward beginning to struggle under the weight of the criticisms coming his way. This could be my opportunity to show him he could count on me. I stood up, drawing everyone's attention my way.
"I understand that this is a scary time," I said, my voice clear and steady. "But we all chose to work in the healthcare field because we wanted to help people. And right now, our residents are going to need us more than ever."
I could see the way everyone was looking at me, the way they were listening. It was a powerful feeling, and I knew I had to make the most of it.
"Yes, it's risky," I continued. "But if we don't take the front lines, who will? We have a responsibility to our residents, to each other, and to the wider community to do everything that we can to slow the spread of this virus. And that means staying put, and doing our part to keep everyone safe."
As I finished speaking, I could see the way Edward was looking at me, his eyes shining with pride. And in that moment, I knew I had made the right decision. His approval weighed more than all the gold in the world–and engendered a swooping feeling in my belly, and suddenly all I could think about was sheltering in place in the same bed as Edward.
But then, much to my disbelief, Edward turned his attention to Anna and asked for her thoughts on the shelter-in-place order. "What do you think, Anna?"
I had no idea why he would ask her. She was still new. I mean, sure, the staff loved her, but did he really think that she of all people was going to be the swing vote?
"I agree with Lisa," Anna said confidently. "Our residents need us now more than ever, and we have a responsibility to do everything that we can to keep them safe."
Edward looked at her with admiration, but I couldn't help but feel annoyed. It seemed like Anna was trying to one-up me, and I didn't appreciate it.
"And I trust you, Edward," Anna continued. "You're the kind of boss who will make sure that we're all taken care of, and as safe as we can be."
I rolled my eyes. It was clear Anna was trying to score points with Edward, and I wasn't impressed. But I knew that this was about more than just my own ego. We were in the middle of a pandemic, and the safety of our residents and our staff was at stake. It was time to put our differences aside and work together towards a common goal.
"Agreed," I said firmly. "We need to do everything that we can to keep our residents safe, and that means staying put."
As the meeting came to a close, I couldn't help but feel disappointed with the number of staff who had chosen to resign and lock down at home with their families. I had given a passionate speech about the importance of staying put, but it seemed not everyone shared my views.
Edward dismissed us all, and when he did, I saw Anna walk directly to him, so I turned to him first. "Hey, Edward," I said, trying to sound casual. "Do you have a minute to talk?"
"Of course," Edward replied, motioning for me to take a seat.
As I sat there, I realized I wasn't sure what to say. I had only asked Edward to talk so that he wouldn't have a chance to talk to Anna, and now that I was here, I wasn't sure what to do.
Edward seemed slightly confused as well, and I could tell that he was waiting for me to say something.
I stood up and walked over to his desk, trying to look as sexy as possible. "So, what did I do in the meeting?" I asked, trying to sound confident.
“Great,” he said, leaning back in his chair and giving me one of his winning smiles. Damn it. If I wasn’t already desperate for him, that would have done it. “I wish we could have had a few more people agree to stay, but it’s not like this is exactly an orthodox situation.”
“No, it isn’t,” I said. There was a moment of silence during which the tension built and built until I saw his eyes flick down my body before clouding over. I knew he was thinking about the closet as much as I was, and I licked my lips before saying, “Speaking of unorthodox situations… I can’t stop thinking about… the other day.”
His eyes went wide, and the corners of his mouth curled up in a small smile.
“Really?” he asked in a tone that let me know he wasn’t even slightly unsurprised.
“Really,” I said, glancing over my shoulder at the closed office door.
With a playful grin back at him, I walked over to the door and turned the lock before walking back over to him. I went in front of him, then put one leg over both of his so that I was standing over him in his chair. He reached up and grabbed my hips, and I immediately went tingly all over and leaned forward to put my hands on his chest.
“And…” I said slowly. “I think you did such a good job at that meeting, that you deserve a little reward.”
“Oh?” he said, and with a glance down, I could tell that he knew what my meaning was by the growing bulge in his pants.
“Oh,” I said definitively. I ran my hands down his chest to his abdomen, stopping on his belt, which I slowly undid and pulled apart. His hands ran up and down my sides as I opened up the button and zipper of his pants. I watched his abs tighten when I reached in and pulled out his rapidly stiffening length.
And that was when I sank to my knees, and, without breaking eye contact with him, took him into my mouth.
It wasn’t long before he was fully hard and making small noises of encouragement and quiet moans of affirmatives and my name, which spurred me on, making me want to hear it more and more, and wanting him to make sure that my name was the only one on his tongue.
I used my lips and tongue to drive him crazy until he began to thrust up into my throat. It wasn’t long, though, before he had his hand in my hair and was slowing me down.
“Lisa… Lisa…” he groaned. “I’m going to come. If you don’t want me to–”
“I want you to,” I said before diving back down and sliding him as deep as he could go and pumping his base with my hand until I felt him finish, his hand holding me unnecessarily in place, since I hadn’t intended to move until I’d taken in every drop.
Once he relaxed into the chair, I sat up and got to my feet. He reached up and touched my cheek, and I leaned into his touch.
After that, I went back to work. And I know it was petty, but every time I saw Anna, I couldn’t help but feel just a little bit like I’d won.




Chapter Nine - Anna
It had been a week since we had decided to lock down at the retirement community, and I had been slowly but surely making one of the resident apartments cozy for myself. I hated the idea of being stuck there for God knows how long, but it was for the safety of the residents. If the staff didn't stay, that meant they were constantly bringing in outside germs that could make the residents sick.
As I hung up some family photos on the wall, I couldn't help but feel a pang of sadness. I missed my family and friends, and I worried about their safety as well. But, I knew that this was the responsible thing to do.
I carefully put fresh bedding on the bed and fluffed the pillows, trying to create a cozy and inviting space. As I worked, my mind kept wandering back to the conversation I had with Edward a week ago.
Edward had offered me a significant raise, one that was much higher than what I had anticipated being new-ish. At first, I was thrilled. My efforts were being recognized. But, as the conversation went on, I couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to it.
I sighed and sat down on the bed, my mind racing with thoughts. On one hand, the raise would be a significant boost to my income, and I could really use the extra money.
Suddenly, there was a knock on the door, and I quickly composed myself before getting up to answer it. To my surprise, it was Alex. Seeing him standing in my doorway, it was almost like seeing him for the first time. He was tall and handsome, with a charming smile and a friendly demeanor. I couldn't help but feel a flutter in my chest as I welcomed him in.
As we chatted, I found myself unable to take my eyes off of him. I was struck by his passion for his work and his easy-going personality. It was clear that he was dedicated to helping the residents and genuinely cared about their well-being.
"I can't believe how quickly I'm already feeling stir crazy," I said with a sigh. "I miss running so much, and it's only been a week."
"I know what you mean," Alex replied. "I'm going to miss going to my favorite bars and restaurants. It's going to be tough being stuck here for God knows how long."
We commiserated for a while, talking about the challenges of being confined to the same space day after day. As we talked, I felt more and more at ease with Alex. There was a natural chemistry between us, and I couldn't help but feel drawn to him.
"Maybe we could find some ways to keep ourselves entertained," Alex suggested with a grin. "I heard there's a chess set in the common area. Maybe we could start a tournament or something."
I laughed at the idea, feeling a glimmer of hope that maybe the lockdown wouldn't be so bad after all. "I'm in," I said. "But you have to promise to go easy on me. I haven't played in years."
"Are you seeing anyone?" I asked, feeling my heart race with anticipation.
Alex hesitated for a moment before replying. "No, I'm not," he said. "Why do you ask?"
I smiled, feeling a wave of relief wash over me. "Just curious, I guess," I said.
As Alex was about to leave, another thought crossed my mind, and I took a chance.
"So, do you have a roommate?" I asked, trying to sound casual.
"No, I don't," he replied laughing.
I smiled flirtatiously, feeling a sudden boldness. "Well, if you're looking for a roommate, I'm available," I said with a chuckle. "I could use some company in this place."
Alex's face broke into a wide grin, and I felt a flutter in my chest. "Maybe we can set up a movie night or something."
I felt a rush of excitement at the prospect of spending more time with Alex.
As Alex and I continued to chat and flirt, I grew more and more drawn to him. It was like we were the only two people in the world, lost in our own little bubble of isolation and companionship.
Without even thinking, I leaned in to kiss him, feeling a sudden surge of desire. But as our lips met, my eyes flicked open, and I saw Edward standing in the hallway, watching us with a dark expression on his face.
I pulled away from Alex, feeling a sudden pang of guilt and shame. "I'm sorry," I stammered. "I shouldn't have done that."
"It's okay," he said softly. "We both got caught up in the moment. It doesn't have to mean anything if you don't want it to."
I felt a wave of relief wash over me, and I couldn't help but feel grateful for Alex's understanding. Maybe things between us weren't ruined after all.
We sat there in silence for a few moments, each lost in our own thoughts. I felt a sudden urge to reach out and take Alex's hand, but I hesitated, unsure of how he would react.
But Edward’s eyes were still on me, and I resisted.
As Alex left my room, I couldn't help but feel a mix of emotions. On the one hand, I was excited about the possibility of something more with him. On the other hand, I couldn't shake the feeling of guilt and fear that had settled in my chest.
As I was lost in thought, Edward suddenly appeared in the doorway, a smile on his face. He walked over to me and gently stroked my cheek.
"So, what's going on between you and Alex?" he asked, his voice sounding jealous.
I tried to hide my surprise at his question, feeling a sense of discomfort and confusion. "What do you mean?" I asked, trying to sound innocent.
"I saw you two getting cozy earlier," he replied, his tone now tinged with anger. "I just want to know what's going on."
I tried to explain that Alex and I were just friends, that nothing had happened between us, but Edward didn't seem to believe me.
"Well, just be careful, Anna," he said, his voice now softening. "I don't want to see you get hurt."
"I don't know what I would do without you, Anna," he said. "You've really been keeping everyone's spirits up during this trying time."
I tried to smile, feeling a sudden sense of discomfort at his touch. I knew I had crossed a line with him, and I couldn't help but feel like he was using my feelings for him to his advantage.
But as he continued to speak, I pushed those thoughts aside, feeling a sense of obligation to do whatever it took to keep the residents safe and happy, and keep that bonus he promised.
"Thanks, Edward," I said, trying to sound grateful. "I'm just doing my best to help out."
As Edward left my room, I tried to shake off the sense of unease that had settled in my chest. But before I could even take a deep breath, he suddenly turned back towards me and pressed his lips against mine.
I tried to push him away, feeling shocked, but he held me tight, his kiss growing more intense by the second.
For a moment, I was frozen, unsure of what to do. But then, my instincts kicked in, and I pushed him away with all my strength.
But he came back at me, and this time I didn't fight him.
When my lips touched his I realized how tense I had been, and having his large hands all over my body was like he was pulling every ounce of stress from me.
“We can’t,” I said, gasping against him. I felt his hand slide up my shirt, and he pulled me down into his lap. “Ed, you’re married.”
I felt his fingertips search for my nipples and I leaned into him. The tension that sort of lingered between us the other day bursting into fire works with each new contact of skin.
“I’m getting divorced,” he said, kissing up my neck. “We called it quits last month.”
I quickly pulled back. “Wait, really?” He bit down on my shoulder and I, gasped. “Fuck,” I said. “Do it again.”
Edward chuckled and did as I asked him, causing me to grasp him near the hips with my fingertips. “You’re such an incredible woman, Anna. Such a bright flame in a dark situation.”
“And you’re a brilliant administrator,” I whispered as I fought with his belt, attempting to undo it.
I had never really thought about sleeping with Edward, but being cooped up in here, especially when he gave me such sexy, possessive looks every time I spoke to Alex made me want to give him what he wanted.
My fingers found their way to the inside of his pants and boxers and I ran them down his length. He shivered against me and I felt like a sex goddess based on his reaction. I was the hot younger nurse and he the older, administrator with the frigid wife.
Of course I had no way of knowing if that was true, but I could feel my desire for Edward, to claim Edward growing. To be the girl he pines for.
I took hold of his cock and stroked him under his pants. He leaned back and his eyes rolled, pants strained against his erection.
Suddenly Edward grabbed my wrist, and pulled my hand out. “You have to stop,” he said.
“What?” I asked. “Why?”
Edward looked me dead on. “Because you have to stop.”
If he was close after about five strokes maybe it was closer to the truth about his wife than I thought.
As Edward got up to leave my room, he turned to me and gave me a warm smile.
"I'll see you later at the staff meeting, Anna," he said. "Take care of yourself."
As Edward left my room, I took a deep breath and tried to focus on the tasks at hand. The lockdown had created a sense of uncertainty and isolation for all of us, and it was important to stay focused and positive, even in the face of adversity.
As I sat in the staff meeting, my mind wandered, unable to focus on the discussion at hand. Instead, my thoughts kept drifting back to Edward, and the strange mix of emotions that I had been feeling towards him.
Part of me felt angry and violated by his behavior, and I knew that I could never let my guard down around him again. But at the same time, there was a small part of me that couldn't help but feel drawn to him, despite everything that had happened.
I tried to push these thoughts aside, focusing on the task at hand. But as the meeting dragged on, my mind kept wandering back to Edward, and the strange pull that he seemed to have over me.
"These are going to be hard times," he said. "We're in the middle of a lockdown, and we have to be prepared to do whatever it takes to keep this assisted living facility running smoothly." He paused, looking around at each of us. "That means that we may have to make sacrifices, work longer hours, and put our own needs aside for the sake of the community."
There were murmurs of agreement from the staff, and I felt a sense of unity and purpose settle over the room.
"But I want to make one thing clear," Edward continued, his voice lowering slightly. "We have a responsibility to our residents, to keep them safe and secure during these difficult times. That means that we have to be vigilant, and make sure that we're doing everything in our power to prevent the spread of infection."
He looked directly at me, his eyes intense. "Anything, and I mean anything, that needs to be done to keep this community safe, we have to be willing to do it."
I felt a shiver run down my spine, and I couldn't help but wonder what he meant by those words. But still, I felt a sense of determination and resolve settle over me. We were all in this together, and we had a responsibility to do whatever it took to keep the community safe.




Chapter Ten - Edward
As I paced the floor of my office, holding the PPE cost list in my hand, I couldn't help but feel a sense of dread settling over me. Armand had been warning me for weeks that the cost of these supplies was going to ruin the assisted living facility, but I had been too stubborn and optimistic to listen.
Now, as I looked at the numbers on the list, I realized that he had been right all along. The cost of PPE had skyrocketed because of the pandemic, and our budget simply couldn't keep up. We were facing a financial crisis, one that threatened the very existence of our community.
I felt a sense of panic rising in my chest, and I knew I needed to come up with a plan, and fast. I couldn't let the community fail, not after all we had been through.
As I sat down at my desk, I brainstormed ideas, trying to come up with a way to cut costs and save money. It was a difficult and daunting task, but I knew I had to be creative and resourceful, no matter what.
As the hours ticked by, I worked tirelessly, pouring over spreadsheets and financial reports, trying to keep our community afloat but with no results. We were the titanic and protective equipment was our iceberg.
As I was deep in thought, Lisa entered my office, carrying a cup of coffee and a warm smile. "Hey, Ed. I brought you some coffee," she said, setting the cup down on my desk.
I looked up at her, feeling grateful for her kind gesture. "Thanks, Lisa. I could use a pick-me-up," I replied, taking a sip of the hot coffee.
She looked at me, concern etched on her face. "You look stressed. Is everything okay?"
I hesitated, not wanting to burden her with my worries. But at the same time, I couldn't help but feel grateful for her concern and compassion.
"I'm just dealing with some financial issues," I said finally, gesturing to the PPE cost list on my desk. "The cost of supplies is really putting a strain on our budget, and I'm not sure how we're going to make ends meet."
Lisa nodded sympathetically, her expression understanding. "Is there anything I can do to help?” Lisa took a few steps towards me, setting her hand on my knee where I was sitting on my desk. “Maybe… provide some stress relief?”
As Lisa stood by my side, offering her support and kindness, I couldn't help but feel grateful for her presence in my life. But I couldn't help feeling a sense of unease whenever she touched me, no matter how innocuous the gesture.
When she reached out and touched my knee, I felt a wave of repulsion wash over me. It wasn't her fault, of course, but I couldn't help but feel uncomfortable whenever anyone invaded my personal space.
“No,” I said, pulling away and standing. “I need to focus right now.”
Lisa looked a little hurt, but that was the least of my concerns.
Still, I needed to ensure her support, so I took her hand and kissed it. “I appreciate all you do for me, Lisa,” I said. “You are a stalwart cliff side in the middle of a hurricane.”
As Lisa left my office, she turned back and smiled at me, her eyes warm and compassionate. "If you need anything, Ed, don't hesitate to come find me. I'm here for you," she said.
I nodded, feeling grateful for her offer of support. "Thanks, Lisa. I appreciate it," I replied, my voice sincere.
As I sat back down at my desk, taking the supply list in my hand once more, my office phone rang, interrupting my thoughts. I picked it up, expecting to hear from a colleague or a resident, but instead, I heard Clara's voice on the other end.
"Hey,” she said, “How’s your day going?”
“Yeah it’s…” I didn’t want to lie, but I certainly couldn’t tell her the truth either. “It’s going.”
“Well, I just wanted to check in on you. It’s been a long few days without you being here," she said, her tone casual and friendly.
I felt a wave of guilt wash over me, knowing that I had been so distracted with my flirtations with Lisa and Anna that I had forgotten to take care of something as simple as checking in with my wife. "Yeah," I said, feeling ashamed of my behavior. “It’s been pretty rough without you, too.”
We talked for a few more minutes, but the conversation died out pretty quickly. With nowhere to go and nothing to do outside of my work and her being at home, there wasn’t much to talk about.
With a heavy heart, I turned my attention back to the supply list, determined to find a way to cut costs and keep our community running smoothly. It was a difficult and daunting task, made even more complicated by the guilt and shame that I felt over my flirtations.
But I knew I couldn't let my personal life interfere with my professional responsibilities. I had a duty to my residents and my staff to keep the community running, no matter what.
As I sat in my office, my mind preoccupied with the financial struggles of the assisted living facility, I couldn't help but feel a sense of regret and guilt wash over me as I thought about my affair with Lisa.
What had started as a harmless flirtation had quickly spiraled out of control, and now she seemed to be obsessed with me, constantly seeking my attention and affection.
I knew I had made a mistake by sleeping with her, that I had let my emotions and desires cloud my judgment. And now, I was paying the price for my actions.
“This had better pay off,” I said to myself.
My thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the door.
“Anna,” I said, looking up to find the beautiful young nurse peering nervously at me from the door.
As I sat at my desk, lost in thought, the sound of the door opening caught my attention. I looked up to see Anna walking into my office, a smile on her face.
My heart raced as I realized just how much I was into her. I had tried to ignore my feelings, to push them aside in favor of my professional responsibilities. But now, as she stood before me, I knew I couldn't deny them any longer.
"Hi, Ed. I just wanted to stop by and see how you're doing," she said, her voice soft and gentle.
I smiled back at her, feeling a sense of warmth and affection washing over me. "Paperwork," I replied, gesturing to the supply list on my desk.
Anna pulled a face like she was gonna puke and said, “I hate doing paperwork.”
I nodded with a smile. “Me too.”
As Anna walked over to my desk and sat down, her face looking concerned, I couldn't help but feel a sense of admiration for her. Despite the chaos and uncertainty of the COVID pandemic, she remained focused and committed to our residents.
"It's bad, Anna. Really bad," I said, my voice filled with concern. "We're facing supply shortages, staffing challenges, and a significant increase in costs for PPE and disinfectant. And that's not even considering the impact on our residents and their families."
Anna nodded, her expression serious. "What can we do to help?" she asked.
As we talked about the challenges we were facing in the assisted living community due to the COVID pandemic, I couldn't help but feel a sense of frustration and helplessness wash over me. The situation seemed so dire, so overwhelming, that I did not know what to do next.
"I have to be honest with you, Anna. I have no idea what to do at this point," I said, my voice filled with concern. "An assisted living community is the worst possible place for an outbreak, and I'm worried that staff will quit, residents will get sick, and we won't be able to keep our community running."
Anna looked at me with a sense of determination and resolve. "Not if I can help it," she said firmly.
It was then that I noticed the way she was looking at me. It was a look of admiration, respect, and something more. Something that I couldn't quite put my finger on.
And then, before I knew what was happening, she leaned in and kissed me. It was a soft, gentle kiss, filled with all the emotions and feelings that we had been holding back for so long.
For a moment, I was taken aback, unsure of what to do or say. But then, as I felt the warmth and tenderness of her lips against mine, I realized that this was what I had been wanting all along.
We kissed for what felt like an eternity, lost in each other's embrace, forgetting about everything else in the world. And as we pulled away, breathless and flushed, I knew that something had shifted between us.
“I can’t stay away from you anymore, Anna,” I said, wrapping my fingers into her hair as I stood and leaned into her. “You’re so intoxicating to me.”
Anna suddenly pulled away, her expression serious. "Edward, I can't do this," she said, her voice filled with emotion. "You're still married, and until that's resolved, I don't think we can be together."
"I understand, Anna. I really do," I said, my voice filled with sincerity. "But you have to believe me when I tell you that this is happening. My wife and I have decided to get a divorce, and it's only a matter of time before it's official."
She bit her lip, her body still leaning into mine, and then, with a glance away and back at me, she nodded and began to kiss me again.
And I needed her. Immediately. I lifted her onto my desk and said, “Wait.” I went to lock the door and returned to her, wrapping my hands around her, up under the back of her shirt, pulling at the fabric as I did. Her legs went around my waist as I laid her back, and I slid my fingers around to the front and beneath her bra, finding her hardened little nipples.
Anna gasped and arched her back, then reached between my legs to rub me through my pants.
It would have been so easy to take her right then and there, but this was a marathon–not a sprint. I needed these women to be devoted to me. This couldn’t be a quick fling that fizzled out a week into the pandemic because the thrill ran out. Anna had to be in my pocket and loyal for as long as this would take.
Which meant I needed to show her more than what the boys her age had to offer. She needed to see what experience could do.
I gently pushed her back until she was lying on the desk. I reached down and gripped her scrub bottoms at the waistband, hooking my fingers into her panties at the same time, and tugged them off, leaving her exposed on my desk.
Unlike Lisa, she was all natural, with a thin, soft down of light colored hair between her legs, and I could see her wetness clinging to it. I licked my lips, kissed her once, then dropped to my knees and pressed my face into her crease.
Her legs wrapped immediately around my head as I teased and toyed with her sensitive little bud. She gasped and moaned while I slid two fingers inside of her and stroked her inner walls along with my oral ministrations on the outside until she was gasping and whimpering.
“Oh, god, Ed…” she whined. “God… right there… right there…”
And suddenly, her thighs were a vise on my ears as she bucked and tensed for me, climaxing so intensely that, when she stopped, she slumped back onto the desk and did nothing but breathe for several minutes.
“That was…” she moaned. “That was…”
“Just the beginning,” I told her, standing up and wiping my mouth before lowering my hands to my belt and beginning to pull it free.




Chapter Eleven - Anna
I couldn’t believe I was here, with Edward, like this–but I couldn’t say I was upset in any way. He’d made perfectly sure of that when he put his mouth on me in such a way that I saw stars.
The heat between us felt more intense than anything I’d ever experienced with Edward before, and the only thing I could think about was quashing it with his hard, muscled body. He pulled his shirt off over his head, and I marveled at the work of art sculpted before me on his body. Even as many years older than me that he was, he was the definition of health and fitness and vitality, and not an inch of him looked unattended.
“Shouldn’t this be an exchange?” he said with a grin, biting his lip and eye-balling my top.
He took two steps toward me and hooked his fingers under the seam of my top, tugging at it gently, though with just enough pressure that I could feel how much he was holding back. He looked down at the neckline and made a strained, aroused expression.
He playfully pulled at the fabric a little, encouraging me without being too pushy. The patience as he waited for not only consent, but enthusiastic consent, was as sexy as anything else he’d done or said so far. I nodded, raising my arms above my head to give him unadulterated access. Permission now granted, Ed whipped off my shirt and tossed it across his office, where it landed on top of a file cabinet. He didn’t watch it though—–he was busy looking over my torso and breasts as though he was starving and had been presented with a feast.
“Dear God, Anna,” he said breathily. “I can’t believe just how gorgeous you are. Absolutely… perfect…”
I blushed and grinned before biting my lip. He knew exactly what to say. If I wasn’t already covered in my own juices from him making me come before, I would certainly be flooding his desk by this point.
As if he couldn’t wait any longer, Edward stepped forward and pressed into me, his mouth finding my neck. Some of my past lovers had always been a little embarrassed about how loud I could get during lovemaking, and because of him, I’d learn to enjoy sex through panting and tiny, dainty whines. But there was something so visceral about being able to completely express the extent of pleasure you felt, and with Edward, I couldn’t help but moan aloud in the privacy of his office.
My hands went to his belt, which he’d failed to finish removing before, and I fumbled with the buckle from where he was positioned between my knees. His teeth grazed the soft spot behind my earlobe and I shuddered into him, my nipples hardening to the point of aching. My center pulsed and my heartbeat sped. Ed danced his fingers across the warm skin of my breasts. “Do you want to stop?” he asked with a playful grin.
I shook my head fervently and grabbed his wrist, pulling his hand firmly onto my tits. “Absolutely not..”
His eyes got wide, and he fumbled for the zipper on his jeans, finishing the job I'd started. He was hard, and it showed even through his pants, and as he dropped his pants on the floor and stepped out of them, I could see his impressive length there and ready for me..
Ed returned to his position between my thighs, and I shuddered as he took me in. His eyes lingered on the cups of my bra that was see-through and I’d convinced myself was purposeful—–not preemptive. In hindsight, I knew that this was what I was hoping would happen.
He groaned and reached forward, snaking his arms around me and fumbling with the hooks on my bra. My breasts tumbled forward, freed from their lacy prison and Ed looked like he’d won the lottery, grabbing a handful on each side. I now fumbled with my jeans and attempted to remove them as he brought his mouth to my nipples.
The cool of the air with his hot breath made me shudder, and the gentle pressure of the sucking sent a flood of heat through me. I whimpered, and he sucked harder, circling each firm bump with his tongue. Ed moaned as though he too was being pleasured by this experience. There was nothing like a man who showed you that you drove him wild, and he was amazing for that.
My thigh rubbed against his firm length as he leaned against me. To compare it to any type of meat product would be a disservice to the magnificent cock against me. I tipped my head back and exhaled the tension that was building in every inch of my body. Ed, too, seemed to be losing his patience with waiting for the main event. His free hand had slipped between my thighs and was toying with the moist flesh there, as though he hadn’t just driven me insane with those same fingers.
Ed chuckled and licked his fingers that had just been inside me. He looked down at my dripping skin and sighed heavily. “Can I please fuck you now, Anna? I’ve been thinking about this all damn day.”
His croon nearly sent me into spasms all over again and I nodded fervently. This prompted Ed to take his cock in his hand.
He slid one arm around my back while the other guided his thick hardness into me and, in one swift movement, he lifted me and pressed me down into the desk, filling me to aching levels.
My fingers dug into the skin of his back as I attempted to adjust to the perfection of our fit. It was almost as if we’d been two halves of a whole.
“God, Anna, you feel… This is better than my wildest fantasy. Your body is so soft and delicious.” He slid into the velvetiness of me, letting out a shuddering growl, and I could feel him holding back to pace himself. The notion that he wanted to lose control, to just take me in a fury of lust was mind-blowing.
“Harder,” I breathed, “please, Ed, take me hard, like you can’t stand to not have me for one more second.”
“Good girl,” he groaned in what sounded like utter, explosive agony, and those two words sent me into a small series of climaxes. “Good. Fucking. Girl.”
Ed stopped holding back, plunging into me over and over and over again. My insides spasmed and clenched and ached with the pleasure of a steady orgasmic wave that never seemed to stop. My whimpers turned to screams of lust as he pounded me into the desk, and I silently hoped that I’d have a few bruises to gaze at for proof that this ever happened.
“Oh, Anna,” he panted, his breath hot against my collarbone and his voice breaking with sighs. “Anna, I'm so close. I don’t want to disappoint you but I’m so close.”
I opened my mouth to tell him I was too, or maybe that I had started birth control last week, so our reckless lack of a condom wasn’t an issue. But at the moment I went to speak he slammed into me in such a way that he forced me into a rolling, spasmodic, blinding orgasm. I cried out, my nails digging into his flesh, and he tumbled into his climax after me, grunting, shuddering, clinging to my hips as though he were going to break me in half.
As our rigid bodies softened once more, he turned and sat beside me on the desk, throwing himself backward and collapsing next to me, exhaling with satisfaction.
I couldn't help but smile as I looked over at him, still panting and sweating, but with a satisfied grin on his face.
"That was incredible," he said, turning to me and running his fingers through my hair.
"I know," I replied, feeling a rush of pleasure and excitement. Then, with a rush of boldness, I said, "We should definitely do this again."
"Absolutely," he agreed, his eyes sparkling with mischief. "Soon."
I felt a rush of heat between my legs as I thought about the next time we would be together. There was something about the way Edward touched me, the way he made me feel, that I just couldn't get enough of.
We lay there for a few minutes, just enjoying the afterglow. It was nice to have this time together, away from the stresses and pressures of work and life. But then reality set in, and I knew we had to get back to our jobs. We quickly got dressed and tried to fix ourselves up as best we could.
As I was about to leave, Edward turned to me and took my hand. "Anna, I want you to know that I really care about you," he said, looking deeply into my eyes. "I know we can't be together openly, but I want you to know that what we have means a lot to me."
I felt a pang of sadness at his words, but also a sense of comfort. It was nice to know that he felt the same way I did, even if we couldn't be open about it.
With one final kiss, we parted ways and went back to our separate duties. But I couldn't stop thinking about him, about how good it felt to be with him, and how much I wanted to do it again. And with the promise of another rendezvous in the near future, I knew that the waiting would be worth it.




Chapter Twelve - Lisa
I was starting to feel like I was going crazy. It had been three days since we went into lockdown, and I still hadn't gotten a chance to be alone with Ed. Every time I tried to talk to him, he was too busy to see me. I felt like I was being ignored.
At first, the lockdown was scary, but we all tried to make the best of it. We had fun playing board games and watching movies together, but as time went on, the walls started closing in. I was starting to feel suffocated.
I needed to talk to Ed, to feel his arms around me, to know that everything was going to be okay. But every time I saw him, he was with Anna. I couldn't help but feel jealous, even though I knew it was irrational. It wasn’t like Ed and I were exclusive in any way. We were both married. But it didn’t stop me from feeling possessive. After all, I wasn’t having an affair just because there was someone there. I had real, powerful feelings for him.
When I woke up the morning a few weeks after quarantine began, I went to clean up the room of another resident who had passed away, and I couldn't help but feel a deep sadness in my heart. It was definitely COVID, and it was becoming all too common in our facility.
I took a deep breath and put on my protective gear, including gloves, mask, and gown, to ensure that I wouldn't come into contact with any harmful germs. As I entered, the heavy scent of disinfectant hit my nose even through the mask. The room was quiet, deafeningly absent of the sound that would normally have come from the beeping machines that were still attached to the resident, but no longer monitored their vital signs.
I approached the bed and saw that the resident was lying there peacefully, as if asleep. I gently pulled the sheet up over her face and closed her eyes, saying a silent prayer for her soul.
A separate team came in as I stood there to remove the body and take her to the morgue in our attached medical facility. I then cleaned the room, beginning by removing all the equipment that was no longer needed, including the machines and tubes that had kept the resident alive. I carefully wiped down all the surfaces with disinfectant, taking extra care to clean the areas that the resident had come into contact with. Finally, I changed the bed linens and placed fresh flowers on the nightstand, hoping to make the room feel more welcoming for the next resident.
As I worked, I couldn't help but feel a deep sense of sadness. It was always hard to see someone pass away, especially when it was from something as devastating as COVID-19. But even amidst my grief, I knew I had an important job to do. I had to ensure that the room was safe and clean for the next resident, and that meant putting my own emotions aside.
I finished up, then suddenly felt a wave of nausea hit me like a ton of bricks. My stomach churned, and I knew I was going to be sick. I quickly made my way to the bathroom. As I vomited into the toilet, I couldn't help but feel a sense of panic rising within me. What if I had contracted COVID-19?
I slid down to the floor, my back resting against the cool tiles. I closed my eyes and tried to take deep breaths, hoping to calm myself down. But the worry and fear were still there, lingering in the back of my mind.
I didn't have any of the other symptoms of COVID-19, but the thought of contracting the virus was still terrifying. I had been so careful with my PPE, wearing it at all times and washing my hands regularly. But what if it wasn't enough? What if I had let my guard down for just a moment?
And yet… as I sat there on the bathroom floor, another thought entered my mind.
What if I was pregnant?
But that was impossible, right? My husband and I hadn't been together in months, and I was always careful to use protection.
Oh, my god. Except that I hadn’t… not when Edward and I had our rendezvous in the closet.
I tried to push the thought out of my mind, focusing instead on the possibility of having contracted COVID-19. But the idea of being pregnant lingered, nagging at me from the back of my mind.
I took a few deep breaths, trying to steady myself. Knowing I couldn't let my emotions get the best of me, especially now. I cleaned myself up as best I could and returned to my duties.
Feeling sick and disgusted, I quickly made my way to the laundry room to clean up and change out of my vomit-covered scrubs. I couldn't stand the smell or the feeling of the vomit clinging to my skin. As I undressed, I heard the door open and quickly turned around, hoping that no one had seen me. But it was too late. Alex, the young attendant, had walked in on me. I froze, feeling embarrassed and exposed.
"Sorry, I didn't know anyone was in here," he said, looking flustered.
"It's okay," I replied, trying to cover myself with a towel. "I just… I got sick and needed to change."
Alex nodded, looking away as I hurriedly finished changing. I could feel my face turning red with embarrassment. I had always been so careful to maintain a professional image at work, and now I had been caught in such an embarrassing moment.
As I finished getting dressed, Alex turned back to me.
"Are you okay? Do you need any help?" he asked, his concern evident in his voice.
I nodded, grateful for his kindness.
"Thank you," I said, feeling a sense of relief wash over me. "I'm okay now. Just a little embarrassed."
Alex smiled at me, his eyes warm and understanding. As I finished getting dressed, he tried to lighten the mood by making a joke.
"Well, I guess I can add seeing my coworker naked to my list of pandemic firsts," he said with a grin.
I couldn't help but laugh, feeling a sense of relief that the tension between us had dissipated. Alex then whined about not having hooked up with anyone in a week, claiming that he was used to finding dates easily.
"I can't believe it's been a whole week," he said with a dramatic sigh.
I rolled my eyes, knowing that Alex was always one for exaggeration.
"Well, I'm sure you'll find someone soon," I replied, trying to be supportive.
Alex looked at me, his eyes twinkling with mischief.
"Maybe you could help me out," he said with a smirk.
I laughed, shaking my head.
"Sorry, Alex, I'm a little too old for you," I joked, feeling grateful for the chance to be playful in the midst of all the seriousness.
Alex chuckled, the playful banter easing some of the tension from the day.
"I'll have you know, I have a thing for older women," he said with a wink.
Alex's comment about having a thing for older women surprised me, and I couldn't help but feel a flutter of attraction towards him. But I quickly pushed the thought aside, knowing that it was inappropriate to pursue a relationship with a coworker, especially amidst a pandemic.
But before I could respond, Alex leaned in and kissed me. The sensation was electric, and I responded eagerly, my fingers tangled in his hair. His hands ran up and down my body, gripping the soft curves and pulling me against him so that I could feel where he was already getting hard against me.
As things heated up between Alex and me, I couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement mixed with guilt. We were in the laundry room, where anyone could walk in on us, and I couldn't shake the feeling that what we were doing was wrong.
But I couldn't deny the raw attraction that I felt towards Alex. He was kind, funny, and charming, and being with him felt natural and easy.
I pulled away suddenly, and he looked concerned. But then I smiled and licked my lips slowly. I walked him backward so that he ran into the laundry table and stumbled back. I gave him a shove, and he fell backward against the table.
“Lisa, what–”
“Shh…” I said, reaching for the tie on his scrub bottoms, undoing it with one hand as I palmed his package. Just the feeling of it stiffening beneath my touch sent a thrill of anticipation through me. “Just enjoy the ride.”
I knelt between his feet, looking up at him and the expression of excitement and shock on his face. I loved it. That look was everything I needed to see in that moment, when I was feeling so cast off by Ed.
Maybe I could even get his attention. I knew I was damn good at blowjobs. Maybe, if I could get Alex worked up enough, he’d be loud enough for someone outside the room to hear.
A very specific someone.
“Damn, Lisa,” Alex said, reaching forward to stroke my hair as I continued to stroke him through his pants. “You are so sexy.”
“Wow,” I said with a wicked grin. “All it took was undoing your pants? And here I was willing to deep throat you, but if that’s all it takes…”
He stared at her for a second, his mouth open. I could see the horror on his face as he wondered if I was serious. Had he really just talked himself out of receiving oral because he was being too courteous? It was almost amusing enough to leave it there.
But I answered his question just as quickly with a resounding no when I pulled his pants down, letting them pool around his ankles, before doing the same with my boxer briefs. Then, like a goddamn professional, I grabbed his no longer flaccid cock and began to stroke and tug, bringing it to a fuller and fuller erection. I lifted the stiffening member and licked from his balls up to the tip, using my tongue to brush away a thick drop of pre-come, which I swallowed with my eyes closed, making it seem like it was the most incredible thing I’d ever tasted. And to be honest… It was nice as far as come went.
He groaned, and his hand went to my hair, wrapping my curls around his fingers. I loved the feeling of the slight pressure as I readied my mouth for him. He wasn’t quite as big as Edward, but was certainly larger than my husband.
“Feel free to pull,” I said right before I opened my mouth, and I watched his eyes intently as my lips enveloped his shining, flesh colored tip.
I wanted to keep watching his expressions, but almost immediately he leaned his head back to look at the ceiling, and I could no longer see what he was doing. So instead, I closed my eyes and focused on the task at hand.
I let my tongue slide along the underside of him, pressing into the sensitive ridge along the bottom. I sucked gently, running my hands up and down the shaft as I focused my lips on the tip.
Suddenly, he seemed to regain control of himself. He tugged at my hair, pulling me most of the way off of his cock before urging me back down, then up again and down once more in a slow, but steadily building rhythm. As he did, I looked up at him again through my long, dark eyelashes and could see him visibly swallow.
“Fuck, Lisa…” he said in a low, strained tone. “Damn, you’re good…”
I chuckled around him, and the vibrations drew another moan from him. He still wasn’t being as loud as I hoped, and I knew I needed to do better.
He continued to pull my hair as I’d said he could, but I really didn’t need the encouragement–not with my goal in mind. I was dedicated and skilled with my mouth, and it didn’t take long for me to feel him beginning to reach the edge. His cock pulsed in my mouth, and his movements became more erratic and hurried. His breathing grew harsh and fast, and I could hear him beginning to grunt with every thrust into my throat.
“Lisa…” he moaned as I made little noises of satisfaction around me. “Lisa, fuck… I’m going to come…”
It was kind of sweet, actually. He wanted to give me the opportunity to finish him off another way, or to let him calm down so that we could keep going. But I was here with a purpose. I redoubled my efforts, raising him to the very peak and forcing him right over.
“Yes… shit… yes…” he moaned as his fingers tightened in my hair, pulling me so firmly onto him that my lips were pressed into the thatch of hair surrounding his length. He emptied himself down my throat, and I looked up at him with rapture as he did.
I drank down every drop he gave me, and when I was done, I pulled away and licked my lips before pulling up his underwear and pants. I tied the drawstring once more, then stood up and wrapped a hand around his neck to bring him to me for a kiss, letting him taste himself on my tongue.
It was several minutes before we finally broke apart, and he had begun to go soft between us. “That was…” he said with a sigh, but couldn’t form any other words, so he just let out a long breath and squeezed my waist tightly with his strong fingers.
As we emerged from the laundry room, I could see Ed peeking out of his office, clearly curious about the noise he had heard. My heart raced as I saw him, knowing that he had caught us in the act. But at the same time, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement at the thought of him hearing us.
"Hey, guys. Everything okay?" Ed asked, trying to act nonchalant. Alex and I exchanged a look, unsure of how to respond. But before we could say anything, Ed continued. "I heard some noise and just wanted to make sure everything was alright."
I could see the knowing look in his eyes, and even though I’d been hoping for it, I couldn't help but feel a sense of embarrassment.
"Yeah, everything's fine. Just… cleaning up," I said, my voice shaking.
As Alex walked away, I was overcome with exhilaration mixed with nervousness. I made my way back to my room, I tried to act nonchalant, as if nothing had happened. But as soon as I saw Ed's face, I knew he could tell that something was up. He gave me an icy stare, his eyes betraying his anger and disappointment.
"What's going on?" he asked, his voice tight.
I tried to play it off like it was nothing, like I hadn't just hooked up with one of my coworkers.
"Nothing, I'm just... tired," I said, my voice shaking.
But Ed wasn't buying it. He knew and was waiting for me to say it.
"I know something's going on, Lisa. And I don't appreciate it," he said, his voice cold and hard.
I could feel my heart racing as I realized he was mad at me. But I couldn't deny the thrill that I felt, knowing that he cared about what I was doing. Despite my nervousness, I decided to push the envelope a little further.
"Why do you care so much, Ed?" I asked, my voice teasing. "Are you jealous?"
Ed's face darkened, his eyes flashing with anger.
"I'm not jealous. I'm concerned about the safety and professionalism of my staff," he said, his words clipped.
But I could tell that he was lying. There was a flicker of jealousy in his eyes, and I felt a satisfaction at knowing that I had gotten under his skin.




Chapter Thirteen - Edward
I caught Lisa and Alex in the laundry room together and felt a surge of anger and frustration. It wasn't that I thought Lisa and I were going to ride off into the sunset together, but the thought of her with someone else, someone who was not me, was hard to take.
As the administrator of the facility, I needed my staff to be professional, respectful, and loyal. And if Lisa couldn't even be trusted to maintain a basic level of professionalism, then how could I trust her to do her job? Never mind that I’d breached that same threshold with her, myself. That was beside the point.
At first, I tried to hide my jealousy and anger, acting as if I didn't care what she had been doing. But on the inside, I was seething with frustration. But as I thought about it more, I realized that my jealousy was misguided. It wasn't Lisa that I wanted, but the attention and loyalty that she represented. I needed my staff to be dedicated to me and to the residents.
As I sat in my resident room at the assisted living facility, I couldn't help but feel a sense of frustration and confusion. Everything had seemed so easy at first - I had planned to make Lisa and Anna want me, to assert my power and authority over them.
But now, things had gotten more complicated. Lisa had seemed to think that there was a chance for us, that we could be more than just coworkers. And I hadn't planned for that. But now I was faced with her hooking up with other people, and I hated it.
I had been flattered by her attention, by her desire for me. But as the COVID-19 pandemic continued to rage on, I realized I couldn't afford to let my emotions cloud my judgment. I had a responsibility to my staff and to the residents, and I couldn't risk my job and my reputation for the sake of a fling with a coworker.
As I thought about my next move, I knew I needed to be careful. I couldn't afford to let Lisa think that there was anything more between us than just a professional relationship. And I needed to make it clear that my loyalty was to the facility and the residents, not to any one person. And I needed to do it without pissing her off and giving her cause to take me down.
I sat at my desk, the next day, lost in thought, when suddenly my phone rang. I looked at the caller ID and my heart sank a little.
“Hello Armand,” I said. “What's going on?
Armand’s voice came through the speaker, tired and weary. “Ed, I hate to be the bearer of bad news,” he said, “but the COVID-19 virus is worse than we thought. Until a vaccine is developed, there's a good chance whole facilities of residents could be wiped out.”
What? He couldn’t be serious.
“That's… not what I wanted to hear,” I said tightly. “What can we do to prevent it from spreading any further?”
“Honestly?” he asked. “You need to make sure that everyone is following proper protocols for wearing PPE, for washing their hands, for social distancing. You also need to limit outside contact as much as possible and ensure that you have enough supplies on hand.”
As the gravity of the COVID-19 pandemic continued to sink in, I realized that there was more at stake than just the health and safety of our residents and staff. If residents kept dying, we might lose the ability to keep the facility open.
I knew we needed to do everything in our power to prevent the virus from spreading any further, to keep our residents alive and healthy. But I also knew that we needed to be strategic, to think about the long-term impact of our actions.
As I hung up the phone with Armand, the weight of the situation began to crush down on me. The thought of losing the facility, of losing the trust of our residents and staff, was almost too much to bear. Desperate for a distraction, I called Lisa to my room. Trying to push away the stress and anxiety, I flirted with her, hoping that she could give me some temporary relief.
“Hey there, Lisa,” I said, perching on the edge of my desk. “How are you holding up?
Lisa gave me a suspicious look. “I'm doing okay, Ed. Just trying to stay focused on my work.” She stared at me expectantly, and I did my best to remain relaxed.
“I know it's tough,” I said, with a bit of a smirk. “But you know what they say, all work and no play makes Lisa a dull girl.”
Lisa laughed nervously. “I don't think that's quite how the saying goes, Ed.”
I leaned in closer. “Well, maybe we can come up with a new saying together,” I said in a low voice. “What do you say, Lisa?”
She bit her lip and nodded, then reached across from her seat to me to run her hand up my thigh. I raised an eyebrow at her, and she nodded before moving her hand from my leg to my bulge. At her touch, it twitched, coming to life, ready for action. Within seconds, I was standing in front of Lisa as she pulled down my pants, then dropping into the chair she’d been sitting in while she knelt on the floor.
She wrapped her hand around me and began to stroke me firmly before taking me into her mouth. She was just as amazing as she was the first time, and it didn’t take long for me to meet her motions with thrusts of my own.
And then it happened.
I pressed up into her throat, and, without warning, she jerked, then pulled back. And as she did, vomit spewed from her mouth all over my lap.   
I jumped to my feet. “Oh my god, Lisa! Are you okay? What happened?”
Lisa looked horrified as she wiped her mouth and cried. “I don't know, Ed. I just suddenly felt really sick and then…”
“Did you eat something bad?” I asked before a worse idea came to mind. “Do you think it could be the COVID-19 virus?”
Lisa shook her head. “I don't think so. I've been really careful with my PPE and I haven't had any other symptoms.”
“Okay, okay,” I said, hoping to god that the virus hadn’t spread to the staff. “Let's get you cleaned up and make sure that you're okay.”
As I helped Lisa to her feet, I could see the worry and concern etched on her face. She had been working so hard, trying to keep our residents and staff safe, and now she was suddenly feeling sick.
We made our way to the bathroom, where Lisa suddenly spoke up, her voice strained.
"Ed,” she whispered. “This has happened twice today, and it’s not the first time this week, either."
I turned to look at her, a sense of dread creeping over me. This could be disastrous for the facility. "What do you mean? Are you feeling sick again?"
"No, not that,” she said, looking lost in thought. “I mean, I threw up earlier too. It started yesterday."
I felt a knot form in my stomach. Maybe it wasn’t COVID. Maybe it was something much more common…
“Are you on birth control, Lisa?" I asked, my throat constricted.
"No, I'm not,” she said, and panic rose within me. “But, Ed, I don't think that's it. I've been so careful. I don't see how this could have happened."
The COVID-19 pandemic had already upended our lives, and now we were facing the possibility of an unexpected pregnancy. I took a deep breath and said, "I know it's unlikely, Lisa. But we need to be sure. Please, go find a pregnancy test and take it. And let me know what the results are."
Lisa nodded, looking a little embarrassed as I helped get her cleaned up. We were silent for the rest of the time it took to get her work ready again, and we parted ways.
As I sat in my office, my mind racing with thoughts of the unexpected pregnancy and the COVID-19 pandemic, I couldn't help but feel overwhelmed. The weight of my responsibilities as the administrator of the facility felt heavier than ever before. I knew I needed to step up and be there for my staff and residents, but I also had my own personal struggles to deal with.
But as I looked around my office, I saw reminders of why I had taken on this role in the first place. Pictures of my family, notes from residents and staff, reminders of the importance of community and compassion. The last thing I needed was for Lisa to be pregnant. I had two kids at home with my wife, and I knew that this would only complicate an already complicated situation.
But as I thought about it more, I couldn't help but wonder: was I even the father?




Chapter Fourteen - Lisa
As I drove to the pharmacy, the reality of the situation sank in. I was pregnant, and the father was my boss, a married man with two kids.
The fear and uncertainty were overwhelming. How was I going to raise a child on my own? What would happen to my job? Would anyone find out about my affair with Ed? I couldn't even imagine the repercussions of this unexpected pregnancy, and the weight of it all was almost too much to bear.
I bundled up and masked up, preparing to venture out to the local pharmacy for a handful of pregnancy tests. My mind was racing with fear and uncertainty. The COVID-19 pandemic had already upended our lives in so many ways, and now this unexpected pregnancy was throwing everything into even greater chaos. But I knew I couldn't just sit and wait for things to happen. I needed to take action, to find out the truth about my situation and make a plan for the future.
I made my way to the pharmacy, carefully avoiding any contact with other people and diligently following all the recommended safety precautions. I felt a sense of determination settling over me as I locked myself in the pharmacy bathroom, my hands shaking with fear and uncertainty. I tore open the first pregnancy test and put it beneath me, peeing on the end and saying a silent prayer that I hadn’t made a giant mistake.
The moments that followed were some of the most agonizing of my life. I waited, heart racing, as the test slowly developed, until finally, the result was clear.
Positive.
My stomach turned as I realized the weight of what this meant. I was pregnant, and the father was my boss, a married man with two kids. Not my husband. Edward.
I quickly moved on to the next test, and then the next, hoping that I was just a recipient of a rare false positive. But each one confirmed the same terrible truth.
I. Was. Pregnant.
I was overwhelmed by fear and uncertainty, my mind racing with questions and worries about the future. Would this be the end of my marriage? It was already struggling as it was. How was I going to raise a child on my own if we got divorced? What would happen to my job? Would anyone find out about my affair with Ed? And if I didn’t get divorced, how could I explain this to both Ed and my husband?
The reality of the situation was almost too much to bear, and I felt tears streaming down my face as I tried to come to terms with what had happened. As I made my way back to the assisted living facility, the weight of the unexpected pregnancy and its implications weighed heavily on me. I was in total shock, struggling to come to terms with the reality of the situation.
I couldn't imagine how I was going to face the challenges ahead, how I was going to protect and support my unborn child, how I was going to navigate the complicated web of relationships and responsibilities that now surrounded me.
As I grappled with the reality of my unexpected pregnancy, a thought crossed my mind. I hadn't had sex with my husband in months, and I knew that if I wanted to, I could convince him we had a drunken night together and that he was the father of my child.
The idea made me feel terrible, knowing that I was and would be lying and deceiving my husband, but it gave me a glimmer of hope. If I could convince him he was the father, maybe I could avoid some of the more complicated and difficult consequences of my affair with Ed.
I lay in bed in my room at the facility that night, my mind racing with fear and uncertainty about what the future held for me and my unborn child. The reality of my unexpected pregnancy was overwhelming, and I couldn't shake the feeling that everything in my life was about to change in ways that I couldn't imagine.
But perhaps the biggest source of fear and uncertainty for me was the thought of telling Ed, my boss and the father of my child, that I was pregnant after all. Even though he’d been the one to suggest I take a test, I was terrified that he would react badly, that he would fire me or make my life more difficult than it already was.
I couldn't shake the feeling that I was trapped, caught in a web of complicated relationships and responsibilities that I didn't know how to navigate. And yet, even as I grappled with these fears and uncertainties, I knew I couldn't just give up. I had to find the strength and resilience to face the challenges ahead, to protect and support my unborn child, no matter what the future may hold.
Years ago, when my husband and I had first started trying to conceive, we had experienced the joy and excitement of a pregnancy that had seemed like a dream come true. We had planned everything, from the nursery to the name, and we had eagerly awaited the arrival of our child. But then, late in my pregnancy, I had miscarried, and our world had come crashing down around us.
The loss had been devastating, and it had taken us a long time to come to terms with what had happened. But eventually, we had found the strength to move forward, to rebuild our lives, and to try again. And now, as I faced the prospect of another pregnancy, I couldn't help but feel a strange mixture of fear and hope. The memories of my previous loss were still raw and painful, but I felt a growing sense of excitement and anticipation for the new life growing inside me.
As I lay in bed, thinking about my unexpected pregnancy and the challenges that lay ahead, one thing became clear to me: no matter what Ed said or did, I was going to keep the baby. The prospect of raising a child on my own, if my husband found out the truth and decided to leave me, was daunting, and I knew that the road ahead would be tough. But I also knew that I had the strength and resilience to face it, and that my love for my unborn child was strong enough to carry me through even the toughest of times.
The next day, I woke up early, my mind already buzzing with thoughts of the conversation I was about to have with Ed. I knew that confirming to him about my pregnancy would be one of the hardest things I had ever done, but I also knew that it was something that I needed to do. And so, I prepared myself as best I could, making breakfast and gathering my thoughts before heading to Ed's room.
As I walked down the hallway, my heart was pounding in my chest, and I could feel the weight of my unborn child growing heavier with each passing moment. But even as I approached Ed's door, I knew I had to find the courage to speak my truth, to tell him about my pregnancy and to face whatever consequences might come my way.
And so, with a deep breath and a spirit of determination, I knocked on Ed's door and prepared to share the news that would change both of our lives forever. Ed opened the door, and I could see that he looked exhausted and stressed, his face etched with lines of worry and anxiety.
I greeted him tentatively, unsure of how he would react to the news that I was about to share. When he asked if I had taken the pregnancy test, I nodded silently, my heart pounding in my chest.
I told him the results, expecting him to be shocked or surprised. But instead, he looked furious, his face contorted with anger and frustration.
"How could you be so irresponsible?" he spat, his voice raised in anger. "Don't you know how this will affect everything? The facility, our jobs, our families?"
I felt a knot of fear and anxiety tightening in my stomach as he spoke, knowing that he was right about the potential consequences of our situation.
But even in the face of his anger and frustration, I knew I had to stay strong, to stand up for myself and my unborn child, and to face the challenges ahead with courage and determination.
As I looked Ed in the eye, I felt my own fury rising within me.
“There were two adults in that closet, Edward,” I said in a low voice. “Two adults who could have taken precautions, and neither of us did. That makes us equally at fault.”
“You could have said you weren’t on birth control,” he said.
“You could have asked,” I shot back.
The Edward that I’d been so enamored with seemed to disappear before my eyes, and even though I could sense the hostility radiating off of him, I took a deep breath and told him I was going to keep the baby, no matter what. And to my surprise, I could see the anger and frustration in his face soften.
He looked at me for a moment, his expression contemplative, before finally sighing and nodding his head. "You're right," he said, his voice softer now. "I'll have to take responsibility, whether I want to or not."
The weight of his words hung heavy in the air between us, a reminder of the difficult road that lay ahead for us both.
We stood in awkward silence for another minute, and eventually, I turned and left the room, hearing Ed closed the door behind me. As he did, I felt a wave of sadness and frustration wash over me. I knew our situation was difficult and complicated, but I couldn't help but feel hurt and rejected by his harsh words and dismissive attitude.
But as I struggled to come to terms with my feelings, I knew I couldn't give up, that I had to keep fighting for what I wanted, even in the face of seemingly insurmountable odds.
And so, with a spirit of determination and resilience, I set about my work, determined to show Ed that I was strong and capable, and that I deserved his love and respect.




Chapter Fifteen - Anna
It had been two weeks since we started our lockdown at the assisted living facility, and I could already feel the weight of the situation pressing down on me. We lost three more residents since then, all of them to COVID-19, and the atmosphere in the building was becoming increasingly tense and anxious.
As part of my new raise, I was given some additional responsibilities on the staff. I had been tasked with overseeing much of the day-to-day operations of the facility, from managing the staff to caring for the residents and ensuring that our PPE and disinfectant supplies were properly stocked.
And while I was doing my best to stay positive and focused, the reality of the situation was wearing me down, leaving me exhausted and overwhelmed. Each day was a blur of activity, from administering medications and monitoring vitals to coordinating with the doctors and other healthcare providers on our staff. And through it all, I could feel the weight of the losses we had suffered, the sense of grief and sadness that hung over the building like a shroud.
My only small escape was the time I got to spend with Ed. He had been a source of comfort and support for me, doting on me and doing his best to make me feel appreciated and valued.
Despite the challenges we were facing, I found myself drawn to him, drawn to his strength and his compassion, and to the sense of safety and security that he provided in those uncertain times.
And though I know our situation was complicated, and that there were many obstacles and challenges that we would have to overcome, I grew more and more attracted to him, and to the possibility of something more.
As we spent our hours together, talking and laughing and sharing our hopes and fears, I could feel myself falling deeper and deeper under his spell, drawn to his kindness and his warmth, and to the sense of safety and comfort that he provided.
One day that week, as we gathered for the staff meeting, Ed began to speak. "As you all know, we are facing a dire shortage of PPE and disinfectant supplies. In order to conserve our resources, I'm asking all of you to reuse your PPE as much as possible. This means wearing the same mask and gown for as long as possible, and being as careful and mindful as you can about how you handle them."
I could feel a sense of unease and concern settling over the room, as people shifted uncomfortably in their seats, exchanging worried glances with one another. One nurse spoke up. "Ed, I appreciate your intentions, but isn't reusing PPE putting us and our residents at risk? What if we get infected and pass it on to them?"
Ed nodded, understanding the concerns. "I know it's not ideal,” he said, “but we have to do everything we can to conserve our resources. I'm not asking you to do anything that I wouldn't do myself. We're all in this together, and we have to work as a team to protect ourselves and our residents."
But even as he spoke, I could see a few people in the room not wearing their protective gear, disregarding Ed's instructions and putting themselves and others in danger.
“Ed,” I said slowly. “I appreciate your efforts to keep us safe, but we need to make sure that we're all following the guidelines and wearing and changing out our PPE. We can't afford to take any chances."
Ed nodded, understanding, but there was a hardness in his eyes. "I hear your concerns, and I appreciate your commitment to our residents' safety. We'll do our best to ensure that everyone is following the guidelines while still using our resources as effectively as possible."
As the staff meeting came to a close, I couldn't help but feel a sense of unease and discomfort settling over me, as I sensed that Ed's very public shutdown, completely disregarding my concerns and the concerns of the rest of the staff, was meant to put me in my place.
Despite his assurances that he understood and appreciated my concerns, I couldn't shake the feeling that he was angry with me, that he resented my questioning of his authority and my insistence on following the guidelines and protocols that had been put in place.
I had always been a stickler for rules and regulations, especially with matters of health and safety. And while I understood the difficult position we were all in, facing shortages and supply chain disruptions that were beyond our control, I couldn't help but feel that we must do everything in our power to protect ourselves and our residents from harm.
But as I glanced over at Ed, I could see a steely look in his eye, one of determination and resolve that suggested he may not be willing to listen to dissent or disagreement, no matter how well-intentioned. And though I knew I was doing what was best for our residents and for our staff, I couldn't help but feel a sense of anxiety and apprehension, as I wondered what Ed's true motivations and intentions were, and what the future may hold for us all in this uncertain and difficult time.
As I left the staff meeting and returned to my duties, I wondered if there were other ways in which Ed may be cutting corners or taking risks in order to keep the facility running, ways that may put us all at risk and jeopardize our safety and well-being.
Later that day, I sat with Alex during a brief break from our duties, sharing stories and observations about the challenges we were facing in caring for the residents in the facility.
"I'm really worried that I'm going to get sick," I said, my voice low and anxious.
"I know, me too," Alex replied, his own concern evident.
"It just feels like we're all walking around with a target on our backs," I said, shaking my head. "And every time we interact with a resident or each other, we're putting ourselves at risk."
"I feel the same way," Alex said, nodding. "But we have to do everything we can to protect ourselves and each other. That means following all the protocols and guidelines, using our PPE, and being vigilant at all times."
"But what if it's not enough?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.
"It has to be," Alex said firmly. "We can't give up hope. We have to believe we can get through this, that we can make it to the other side."
I looked at him, my eyes wide and searching. "Do you really believe that?"
"I do," Alex said, his gaze steady. "I believe in us. I believe in our strength and resilience. And I believe we will get through this, no matter how hard it may seem."
I nodded, my anxiety easing slightly. I knew that the road ahead would be long and difficult, but with Alex's support and the determination of my fellow coworkers, I felt I could face any challenge and overcome any obstacle that lay before me.
As the day wore on, I thought more and more about my future as a nurse. The pandemic had made everything so much harder and more stressful, but I couldn't imagine doing anything else. I remembered the years of schooling and training I had gone through to become a nurse, and all the times I had worked long hours or gone without sleep to care for my residents. I remembered the moments of joy and triumph when a resident had recovered or reached a milestone in their recovery.
But now, in the midst of this pandemic, it was hard to feel that same sense of purpose and fulfillment. Every day seemed to bring new challenges and new fears. The constant worry about getting sick or passing the virus on to my residents was overwhelming.
Yet, as I looked around the facility and saw the residents and my colleagues working tirelessly to care for each other, I knew I couldn't give up. This was where I was meant to be, even if the circumstances were not what I had imagined.
I reached out to some of my fellow nurses for support and guidance, so I sat down in the break room with my colleagues Emily and Sarah, and we talked about our options, though we all realized there was only one we could take. We had to do our best with what we had.
"I know it's risky, but we have to stay," I said, my voice shaking slightly. "Our residents need us, and we can't let them down."
Emily nodded in agreement, "We have a duty to our residents. We can take every precaution to protect ourselves, but we can't abandon them."
Sarah added, "We'll support each other through this. We can't let fear dictate our actions."
I took a deep breath, feeling a deep solidarity with my colleagues. We were in this together, and we had each other's backs. As I walked back to my station, I felt a renewed sense of purpose.
It was early evening when I ran into Ed and he pulled me into his office, I felt my heart race with excitement and fear. The last few weeks had been intense and confusing, with little rendezvouses all over the facility, especially after the staff meeting earlier, but before I knew it, he had the door closed and was pressing me against it. As he kissed me, I felt a rush of desire and a wave of guilt wash over me. But then he whispered in my ear.
"I want you to come sleep in my room tonight."
The words sent a shiver down my spine. I knew what he meant, and a part of me was tempted. But I also knew that I couldn't risk my job or my reputation. I pulled away from him, my heart pounding.
“What if we get caught?” I asked.
“We won’t,” he assured. Who would know?”
Which was how I ended up half dressed in Ed’s temporary living space, beneath the covers, having just been made love to in a way that no one else had ever managed to do. I lay in his bed and couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement. This was the first time I had spent the night in his room since the lockdown began. It was intimate and romantic, and I found myself falling deeper in love with him by the minute.
Edward was next to me, his arm draped across my waist. Suddenly, Edward turned to me and took my hand. "Anna, I have to tell you something," he said, his voice serious. But he looked at me with a warm, loving expression that made my heart skip a beat.
I looked at him, wondering what was going on.
"Anna, I love you," he said, his voice soft and sincere. "And once this lockdown is over, I'm going to leave my wife for you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you."
I felt a rush of emotion as I heard his words. I couldn't help but feel overwhelmed with happiness. The thought of being with Edward was a dream come true, and the fact that he loved me too was more than I ever could have hoped for. As the days went on, I found myself more and more enchanted with the idea of being with him. But then, a week later, everything changed.
I sat on the edge of my bed, staring at the calendar in front of me, realizing with a sinking feeling that I was a few days late for my period. It wasn't the first time this had happened, but this time felt different. I couldn't shake the feeling that something was wrong.
I thought about all the sex Ed and I had been having. It had been amazing, but we had been careless a few times. I knew I should have been more careful, but I couldn't help myself. I was so in love with him and screwed up from the emotional whirlwind that was lockdown that it was hard to think straight.
Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. I went to the drugstore and bought a pregnancy test. I didn't want to believe that I could be pregnant, but I had to know for sure. As I waited for the results, I felt a mix of emotions. Fear, excitement, anticipation. I didn't know what to expect.
And then the test showed a positive result. I was pregnant.
I didn't know what to do. I felt overwhelmed and scared. How was I going to tell Ed? Would he even want to be a father with me, when he already had kids with his wife, even if he was planning to leave her?
That evening, I went to his room and asked to come in. He looked concerned at my expression, and I knew that this could go any number of ways. I sat on his bed and he sat beside me and took my hand.
"Edward," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "I think I might be pregnant."
Edward's eyes widened in surprise. "Really?" he said, and I was surprised to see a huge smile spreading across his face.
I nodded, feeling a wave of excitement and nervousness wash over me. "I took a test, and it was positive," I said.
Edward pulled me closer, his hand on my belly. "Anna, that's amazing," he said. "But we need to be careful. We can't tell anyone until I can leave my wife, especially right now, when things are so tense with the lockdown."
I nodded, understanding. "I know," I said. "But I can't help feeling excited about the prospect of starting a family with you."
Edward smiled, his hand still on my belly. "I feel the same way," he said. "We'll make it work, Anna. I promise."
And at that moment, I really, truly believed him.




Chapter Sixteen - Edward
I sat in my office, trying to focus on the documents in front of me, but my mind kept drifting to Lisa and Anna. I’d been juggling affairs with both of them for weeks now, and, to make things even more complicated, there was the little fact that they were both pregnant with my child.
My phone rang, interrupting my thoughts. It was Clara, who I hadn't seen in weeks since I had been on lockdown at the facility. It was strange. We’d been together for years, but after just a few weeks, I might have forgotten what she looked like if there hadn’t been a picture of us both on my desk.
"Hey," I said, trying to sound cheerful. "How are you?"
"I'm good," she replied, and I could hear the sink in the background as she did dishes, if the clanging sounds were any indication. "It's just tough being away from you for so long."
"I know," I said, feeling the weight of my guilt starting to grow. "It's tough being away from you too."
“How's everything going there?” she asked. “Are you staying safe?"
"I'm doing my best," I said, leaning back in my chair. "PPE is getting more expensive and harder to come by, and we're struggling to keep up with the increased demand. It's a challenging time, but we're managing."
There was a pause, and I could feel the weight of my guilt growing heavier by the second. How could I lie to her like this, knowing what I had done?
I could hear my faithful wife's breathing on the other end of the line. "Is everything okay?" she asked finally. "You sound a little off."
I hesitated for a moment, wishing I could just tell her the truth without hurting her, and knowing I never could. "Everything's fine," I lied. "Just tired, I guess."
"I bet. It’s scary all over. How's the situation with the virus in there? Have you heard from Armand at all? Is it getting any better?"
"It's hard to say," I said, glad for a reason to talk about something scientific instead of my wandering eye. "There's still a lot we don't know, and we're doing everything we can to keep our residents and staff safe."
Clara listened patiently, and despite the topic, my guilt kept bringing my mind back to my transgressions over the last couple months. How could I lie to her like this, knowing what I had done? I could feel the sweat beading on my forehead.
"I miss you," she said suddenly, and I could hear the longing in her voice.
"I miss you too," I said, feeling another powerful pang of guilt. "I promise we'll be together soon—as soon as things calm down here."
We talked for a few more minutes, but I couldn't shake the feeling of guilt and shame that hung over me like a dark cloud. How had I let things get so out of hand? How had I allowed myself to be in this situation, with two women pregnant with my child and a wife who trusted me completely?
"Okay," Clara said as our conversation died down. "Well, take care of yourself. And call me if you need anything, okay?"
"Will do," I promised, and we said our goodbyes.
As I hung up the phone, I felt the weight of my secrets bearing down on me. I couldn't keep living like this, lying to people who were important to me, hiding the truth from everyone.
But for now, I had to push those thoughts aside and focus on the task at hand: keeping Lisa and Anna happy and in the dark about each other, and keeping those secrets safe from people I cared about (or anyone, really) while managing to keep my residents alive and my staff safe. It was a delicate balancing act, but one that I knew I had to manage if I wanted to keep everything from falling apart.
The phone was barely back on the receiver before Lisa walked in, arms crossed, not even knocking.
"Edward, can we talk for a minute?" she said, her voice low and serious.
I swallowed hard and nodded, motioning for her to take a seat across from me.
"What's on your mind, Lisa?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady, though I was certain what was on her mind was exactly the same thing on mine.
She slowly sat down, her lips pursed in anxiety. Her fingers drummed anxiously on the armrest of the chair, her eyes full of questions that she was struggling to get out.
"Edward," she began, her voice trembling slightly, "I need you to be honest with me. How are we going to handle this?" She placed her hand protectively over her belly, a clear reference to the secret we shared.
I sighed, feeling the weight of my decisions pressing heavily on my shoulders. I'd been a fool, chasing fleeting moments of thrill and power, ignoring the potential consequences. Now, I faced the truth of my actions. I'd betrayed my wife, my marriage vows, and caused an unimaginable mess.
"Lisa," I began, choosing my words carefully. "We're in a pandemic. Leaving our spouses now... it just wouldn't be right." I watched as her expression shifted from annoyance to confusion. "You and your husband always wanted a child, right?" I asked, taking a gamble.
She nodded, her eyes wide with surprise. "Yes, but what does that have to do with..."
I interrupted her, pushing forward with my plan. "You should tell your husband that he's the father," I suggested, my voice steady despite the tumult within me. Her face shifted again, this time to shock.
"But... this baby..." she stammered, her hand instinctively cradling her stomach. "This baby is yours, Edward."
I swallowed hard, looking down at my hands before meeting her gaze. "I know, Lisa," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "I know. And I am happy... thrilled even, that we're having this baby." I paused, allowing the gravity of my words to sink in. "But I can't be in the child's life, not in the way I'd like to."
Her eyes welled up with tears, but I pushed on, knowing I had to be clear. "I will support you, Lisa. Financially, at least. You're the mother of my child, and I want to ensure you both have what you need."
There was a long silence, broken only by the low hum of the building's HVAC system. I watched as Lisa absorbed my words, her face a whirlpool of emotions. I knew I was asking a lot from her, but this seemed like the best, perhaps the only, solution. It was a delicate dance of half-truths and hidden realities, one that had become all too familiar in my life.
The room fell silent, and for a moment, I felt the full impact of the path I had chosen. There would be no easy way out. I had made my bed, and now, I had to lie in it.
Lisa's eyes were still bright with unshed tears, a stark contrast to the usual spark of determination that resided there. She looked vulnerable, a far cry from the confident, assertive nurse that had drawn me in, and I felt a pang of guilt for putting her in such a position.
"Lisa," I said, my voice gentle, "I'm sorry. I know this is not what you expected." Slowly, I stood from my chair, closing the distance between us. I could see her swallow hard, her gaze fixed on the carpeted floor of my office.
Her breath hitched as I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her into a comforting embrace. I knew it was a risk - a further blurring of the professional boundaries I'd already crossed - but it felt necessary. As she leaned into me, her body trembling slightly, I couldn't help but feel a profound sadness for the situation we found ourselves in.
"I will do what I can to help you," I whispered into her hair. "You won't be alone in this."
As we stood there, the magnitude of my predicament sank in. Lisa wasn't the only one carrying my child. Anna, the other nurse I'd succumbed to, was also expecting. I'd tied myself into a complicated knot of secrets and lies, and I needed to figure out how to navigate through it without causing a scandal that could ruin us all.
I would have to play a very careful game. There were too many variables, too many opportunities for this delicate house of cards to come tumbling down. My wife could not know. Lisa and Anna could not know about each other. And most importantly, no one else in the facility could find out about these illicit affairs.
As Lisa slowly pulled away, wiping her tears from her cheeks discreetly, I felt a surge of determination. I would find a way to support both Lisa and Anna, to ensure they and their children were cared for.
"I'll make it right, Lisa," I said, looking into her eyes. "I promise."
And as she nodded, offering a weak smile, I knew I had no choice. I had to keep my word, no matter what it took. The thrill of the chase had faded, replaced by the stark reality of my actions. This was no longer a game. It was real life, with real consequences.
But there were other things on my mind as well.
"Lisa," I began, gesturing for her to retake her seat, "I'd like to talk about work." I watched as her eyebrows knitted together in confusion, her surprise evident. We'd been talking about something so personal, so intimate, that the sudden shift to professional matters must have been jarring.
"Did I do something wrong?" she asked, her voice uncertain. A small part of me ached at the question, knowing that our personal entanglement must have been making it difficult for her to navigate our professional relationship.
"No, not at all," I assured her, offering a small smile. "It's not about that." She seemed to relax slightly, though her eyes were still wary. "I just need to know... has there been any indication of staff unhappiness? Anything that might suggest we're at risk of losing more employees?"
The question hung in the air between us. This pandemic had created an environment of fear and uncertainty, and we were already grappling with staff shortages. And our lack of proper PPE only added to the anxiety. We couldn't afford to lose more staff, not if we wanted to keep the facility running.
Lisa sighed, running a hand through her hair. "Not yet," she admitted. "But there are definitely some rumblings. Quiet ones, but they're there."
It was what I'd feared. I nodded, my mind racing with potential solutions. "Do whatever it takes to keep the staff happy," I instructed. "We can't afford to lose anyone else."
She nodded, understanding the gravity of the situation. "I'll do my best, Edward."
I looked at her, taking in the determination in her eyes. Despite the personal turmoil we were going through, I knew I could count on Lisa to handle the professional challenges. "I trust you implicitly, Lisa," I said, my voice sincere. "We'll get through this. Together."
And with that, our conversation took on a dual nature. We were tangled in a personal web of secrets and lies, but professionally, we were a team. A team that was doing its best to navigate an unprecedented crisis. I could only hope that we would manage to keep both worlds from colliding.




Chapter Seventeen - Lisa
I'd just finished my shift and was about to head to Edward's office for our daily catch-up when I heard it. The murmurs of discontent that had been quietly brewing among the staff were growing louder. Two of our nurses were huddled in a corner, their conversation hushed but urgent.
"I don't know how much more I can take," one of them was saying. "It's risky enough as it is, but reusing PPE between residents... it's a disaster waiting to happen."
My heart sank. Edward and I had been doing our best to keep morale high, but the odds were stacked against us. We were short-staffed and under-equipped, and the constant fear of the virus was taking its toll on everyone.
Remembering Edward's words—"Do whatever it takes to keep the staff happy"—I came up with a plan.
The next day, I organized a party for the staff. I figured we could all use a break, a chance to let loose a little. I brought in some food and secured some libations from the pantries, and we all gathered in the break room after our shift. It started off innocently enough, just a few drinks and some laughs.
But as the evening progressed, things spiraled. We'd all been locked up together for so long, the stress and fear creating a powder keg of tension. The alcohol only added fuel to the fire. People started drinking more, their inhibitions falling away.
At first, it was fun. We were laughing, joking, forgetting for a moment the grim reality of our situation. But as the night wore on, it became clear that things were getting out of hand. Nurses who were normally reserved and professional were giggling uncontrollably or slurring their words. Others were dancing wildly, their movements uncoordinated and reckless.
I stood in a corner of the room, my plastic cup filled with sparkling water instead of the cheap but strong liquor that was making rounds. Being pregnant meant I couldn't join in the drinking, a fact that set me apart from the rest of the staff. I felt a twinge of jealousy watching them, the way they were able to let go of their inhibitions and lose themselves in the moment.
Across the room, I spotted Anna chatting with Alex, the young attendant who had recently joined our facility. He was handsome in a boyish way, and I knew he had a thing for her. I could still taste his musky, salty flavor on my tongue, and I felt a swell of superiority, knowing I’d managed to seduce him away from her, even if it was only once. It was a hundred percent retaliation for Anna's incessant flirting with Edward, and while there was a bit of guilt, I mostly hoped she’d get the hint and back off.
As I watched, I couldn't help but notice that Anna wasn't drinking either. It was odd, considering she usually enjoyed a good party, according to her own stories. I observed her for a moment, her laughter ringing out over the din of the room. Maybe she just didn't feel like getting wasted tonight, I thought, pushing my suspicions aside.
I continued to watch the party unfold from my little corner, my mind buzzing with thoughts and worries. Seeing my colleagues enjoying themselves was a relief, but I couldn't shake the feeling of being on the outside looking in. I wasn't just a nurse anymore; I was a woman carrying a secret, a life inside me that was bound to change everything.
The party had taken a wild turn. I stood at the fringes, my heart pounding as I watched the scene unfolding before me. Two of the younger nurses, Wendy and Mark, people I'd worked alongside and respected, were getting increasingly physical on one of the couches. The room erupted into cheers as Wendy pulled off her shirt, Mark’s hands exploring her body with a boldness that made me a little wet, imagining myself doing the same and having everyone know Edward was mine.
The din in the room grew louder as he suddenly stood and flipped her onto her back, her chest arching against him. Mark reached between them to pull her pants down, exposing her black thong. He unzipped his pants, and there was a collective gasp as Mark pulled her panties to the side and entered Wendy right there in front of everyone with a sharp thrust that had her crying out in pleasure. It was raw and primal and I felt a ripple of desire course through me.
And it seemed I wasn’t alone. Seconds later, one of the attendants, a young man I recognized as a fairly recent hire named Ryan, was standing close to them, his hand down his pants.
“Get in there, Ryan!” someone shouted from across the room, and Ryan looked up with a cocky smile.
Wendy looked up at Ryan, then down where his erection was already obvious through his pants. With a look that could only be described as hungry, Wendy licked her lips and reached out a single hand to grab Ryan by the leg of his jeans. She rubbed him over the fabric before tearing at the button and zipper, unsuccessful since she only had one hand free. The other was tugging at her exposed nipple.
Ryan didn’t wait. He swiftly undid his pants and dropped them and his underwear to the floor, exposing his–admittedly–impressive cock for the whole room to see. Wendy immediately reached out, grabbed his member, and pulled him closer until he was next to her face. Then, to my surprise, as much as I’d seen it coming, she took him into her mouth so that she was pleasuring both men at once.
And with that, it was like floodgates opened, and suddenly clothes were being torn off and thrown to the floor all around as everyone started to throw caution to the wind and just fuck each other. Groups of three, four, even one of five congregated around the room. There were men having sex with women, women having sex with women, and men having sex with men. It was a free for all, with the universal sexual preference of everyone present seeming to be “yes, please.”
I watched, transfixed, as the room devolved into a frenzy of undressing bodies. People I worked with, respected, and considered friends were entwined with each other in an orgy of physical pleasure.
Part of me, a part I didn't like to acknowledge, was turned on. The raw sexuality on display was hard to ignore. I considered what it would be like to shed my own inhibitions, to join the throng of writhing bodies.
But then I thought of Edward. Our relationship was complicated enough as it was. If I wanted to have any chance of convincing him to leave his wife for me, I needed to stay out of this. I needed to keep my focus, to remember that I was a professional first, a lover second, and someone who could participate in an impromptu orgy last.
I saw Wendy, who was now sandwiched in between two people with her face buried in between the legs of a nurse I knew was married to a man. Ryan had taken Mark’s place behind Wendy, fully sheathed inside of her ass, while, to my surprise, Alex lay beneath her, thrusting in and out of her on his own, their members sliding past and against each other as they filled her to the brim.
I’d never been with a woman before, but I found myself getting wet at the visual of Wendy’s tongue lapping at Marie’s crease, two fingers deep inside of her. I’d watched lesbian porn before, but I’d never seen two women have sex right in front of me, and I was surprised at how turned on it made me.
As a medical professional, I was vaguely horrified at the lack of protection being used. No one wore a condom, and I just hoped that the women who were being penetrated by men had better sense than me and were on the pill.
I saw Alex pull out of Wendy and stand up, looking around as someone else rushed to take his place. Alex was still hard as he looked up at me and winked. I licked my lips before I even realized what I was doing, but he had his objective in sight, and it wasn’t me. He made his way over to Anna, who, like me, was simply watching the events unfold in front of us.
It was only when he tapped her on the shoulder that she noticed him, and she gave a little jump before glancing down and seeing his stiff, bouncing cock. She glanced away with a blush as he reached for her hand, but she shook her head, offering an apologetic smile. I saw her make an exaggerated roll of her eyes and said something that, from where I stood, looked like maybe she was telling him she was on her period. He stayed another moment, but when she refused again, his shoulders slumped and he turned away. Lucky for him, he didn’t make it far before another hot young attendant caught his eye and beckoned him to her.
It… was… chaos. Sexy, debaucherous, Dionysian chaos.
And I loved it.
Just as I had nearly decided to say, “Fuck it,” and jump into one of the groups myself, the piercing shrill of a code blue notification on my phone cut through the raucous laughter and music. My heart skipped a beat as I read the alert - Mr. Hampton, our oldest and wealthiest resident, was in respiratory and cardiac failure.
I scanned the room, looking for someone, anyone, who was sober enough to assist me. All I saw were intoxicated nurses and attendants thrusting and sucking and riding each other. The only other person who seemed in control of her senses was Anna, who was still keeping to the edge of the crowd, much like me.
"Anna," I said, hurrying to her, gripping her by the elbow and guiding her away from the orgy. "We've got a code blue. Mr. Hampton."
She nodded immediately, her face taking on a grim determination. "Let's go."
We rushed to Mr. Hampton's room, our hearts pounding with adrenaline. We tried everything we could for the better part of an hour, but despite our best efforts, we couldn't save him. His heart had given up.
Exhausted and disheartened, I slumped into a chair in the room. Losing a resident was always hard, but losing Mr. Hampton was a double blow. His family had been one of our biggest financial contributors, and his loss meant we would be losing a significant influx of funds.
In the dim light of the room, I looked over at Anna. She was leaning against the wall, her face pale and drawn. She had done her best, we both had, but it hadn't been enough.
"Thank you, Anna," I said quietly. "For being here."
She nodded, her gaze distant. "Of course, Lisa."
As I sat there in the quiet room, the sounds of the party a distant echo, I was filled with a sense of dread. Telling Edward about this in the morning was going to be tough. The loss of a resident, the potential financial consequences... it was all too much.
I looked down at my hands, still trembling slightly from the adrenaline. There was a part of me that wanted to break down, to let the tears fall. But I knew I couldn't. Not yet. There was still too much to do.
So, I took a deep breath, pushed back the wave of grief, and got up. There was work to be done, and no amount of partying or personal drama was going to change that.




Chapter Eighteen - Anna
Sitting across from Alex at lunch, I couldn't help but notice his pallid complexion and the way his eyes winced at the harsh light. He was clearly hungover from last night's festivities, and I couldn't help but feel a touch of pity for him.
"I'm sorry about last night," he mumbled, picking at his food. "I got a little... carried away."
I shrugged, trying to play it cool. "It was a party, Alex. People do...stuff."
He looked up at me then, his eyes guarded, searching. "I'm sorry you couldn't participate because of your… you know, period."
I wasn’t sure what point he was attempting to make, so I gave a bit of an awkward laugh to diffuse the tension. "It's not really my thing, anyway."
He frowned a little at that. "I noticed you weren't drinking either," he pointed out.
That question caught me off guard, and for a moment, I fumbled for a response. In truth, I hadn't been drinking because I was pregnant. But I couldn't tell him that, not yet. I mean, it would eventually come out. It wasn’t like I would be able to pretend when I was nine months pregnant with my water breaking in the middle of my shift.
But there was something about the suspicious way he spoke that made me desperate to change the topic.
"Did you hear about Mr. Hampton?" I blurted out.
Alex's face fell, his focus diverted–for now. "Yeah, I heard. That's awful."
I nodded, my mind drifting back to the moment we'd tried to save him. The sound of the flatline was still ringing in my ears, a haunting echo that felt like it had been tattooed on my eardrums. It was a stark reminder of the reality we were living in, a reality that no amount of parties or alcohol could erase.
We ate the rest of our lunch in silence, both lost in our own thoughts. Alex's hangover and embarrassment seemed trivial compared to the loss of Mr. Hampton. Despite the wild party and the orgy that had taken place, it was the death of our resident that cast a long, dark shadow over us.
As I finished my lunch, I couldn't help but feel a sense of foreboding. The party had been a momentary distraction, but the harsh realities of our job were always lurking in the background, ready to crash down on us at any moment. And in that moment, I knew that no matter how much we tried to escape, there was no running from the reality of our work.
As we exited the cafeteria, Alex turned to me with a mischievous grin. "Want to hang out in my room later?" he asked. The implication was clear - he was interested in more than just casual conversation. He wanted to see if things could progress past this tenuous, flirtatious friendship.
I hesitated, my mind racing. I was flattered, sure. Alex was young, handsome, and fun. But my heart belonged to someone else - Edward. He had promised me a future, a life together once this was all over. I couldn't risk that for a fleeting moment of pleasure with Alex.
"Sorry, Alex," I said, trying to keep my voice light. "I can't tonight."
Alex shrugged, but I could see a flash of disappointment in his eyes. "No worries," he said, but his voice lacked its usual cheerfulness.
Over the next few days, I noticed a change in Alex. He became distant, barely speaking to me. He still smiled and joked with the others, but with me, he was quiet and reserved. It hurt, in a way. I had never meant to lead him on, never wanted to hurt him. But I had made my choice, and now I had to live with the consequences.
Still, I missed our casual chats and easy camaraderie. But every time I thought about reaching out, I remembered Edward's promises. His words, his touch, his love - they were my lifeline in this chaotic world we were navigating.
And so, I stayed quiet. I let Alex pull away, watched as our friendship faded into the background. It was painful, but it was a price I was willing to pay. Because at the end of the day, it was Edward I wanted, Edward I was waiting for. And no amount of loneliness or regret could change that.
As the days grew longer and my friendship with Alex slowly disintegrated, I was suddenly in desperate need of some kind of companionship. I yearned for conversation, for someone to confide in. And in the most unexpected of places, I found it.
During my daily rounds, I lingered longer in the rooms of a few select residents. They were old, wise, and full of life experiences. I found comfort in their stories, and slowly, I began to share my own, including the fact that I was pregnant, even though I knew it was far too early to even be sure that the pregnancy was viable. I couldn’t even get an ultrasound for another couple of weeks, and I’d have to leave the facility to do it.
One of my favorite stops was Mrs. Janssen's room. She was a feisty old woman with a penchant for sour candies. I had managed to sneak in some Sour Patch Kids for her once, and her face had lit up like a child's on Christmas morning.
"Anna, my dear," she had said, popping a candy into her mouth. "You are a true treasure."
One afternoon, as we sat and shared a bag of the gummy candy, I found myself lost in a moment of vulnerability and ended up confiding in her the thing only a handful of people knew..
"Mrs. Janssen," I began hesitantly, "Can I tell you something?"
She looked at me with her bright, keen gaze, a small smile playing on her lips. "Of course, dear."
"I'm... I'm pregnant," I blurted out, my eyes welling up with tears.
The news was met with a moment of silence, and then, a warm smile. "Oh, my dear," she said softly. "That is wonderful news."
"But I'm not married," I said quickly. "And the father… the father is married to someone else."
There was another long pause, and I held my breath, waiting for the judgment, the disappointment. But it never came. Instead, Mrs. Janssen reached out and took my hand, her grip surprisingly strong.
"Life is complicated, my dear," she said comfortingly. "And love... love is the most complicated thing of all."
Those words, that acceptance, meant more to me than I could ever express. In that moment, I realized that no matter what happened, I wasn't alone. I had a support system, albeit an unconventional one.
But then, without warning, I found myself pouring out my fears and worries. The anxiety that had been building up inside of me, the fears I'd been trying to suppress, they all came tumbling free in a torrent of words now that I had found a safe harbor to share them.
“The father, he wants to marry me,” I confessed, my voice shaking. “But it's complicated. His wife has no idea.”
Mrs. Janssen's eyes softened, her grip on my hand tightening. "Oh, Anna," she said. "That is complicated."
I nodded, tears streaming down my cheeks. "He says he'll leave her once this whole COVID crisis is over. But I'm scared… I'm scared he won't. I'm scared his wife will convince him to stay." I paused, taking a deep breath to try to steady my voice. "And if that happens, I don't know what I'll do. How will I pay my bills? How will I take care of a baby on my own?"
Mrs. Janssen was silent for a moment, her eyes full of understanding. "Oh, my dear," she breathed. "I wish I had answers for you. I wish I could tell you everything will be okay." She paused, looking out the window like she was watching a movie I couldn’t see. "But I can't. All I can tell you is this: you are stronger than you think. You are capable, and you are brave. And whatever happens, you will find a way to handle it. Because that's what women do. We find a way."
Mrs. Janssen's grip on my hand tightened, her eyes holding a faraway look. "I was pregnant once," she continued. Her voice was soft, a whisper that filled the silent room. "The father… he was killed in the war. I was left all alone, with a child on the way."
I could hardly breathe, the weight of her words pressing down on me. This woman, who always seemed so cheerful, so unshakeable, she had faced such heartbreak.
"I had to find a way to support my son," she continued. "So I turned to... exotic dancing."
I blinked in surprise, not fully understanding. "You were a dancer?" I asked, my voice confused.
Mrs. Janssen chuckled, a dry, husky sound. "Oh, my dear," she said, shaking her head. "Exotic dancing is a polite way of saying… I was a stripper."
The word hung in the air between us, heavy and loaded. I sat in stunned silence, trying to reconcile the image of the dignified woman before me with the profession she had just revealed.
"It paid well," she continued, her gaze distant. "I was able to save up enough money to pay for my child's first five years of life. It wasn't an easy life, but it was a life. And it was worth it, for my son. And when my second husband came into the picture, he knew about my past and accepted me not in spite of it, but because of how strong my life had made me." She turned to look at me, her gaze steady. "You see, Anna, we do what we must for our children. And we should never feel shame for doing what is necessary to provide for them."
I nodded, swallowing hard. Mrs. Janssen's story had shifted something within me. Her strength, her resilience, they were a beacon of hope in the uncertainty I found myself in.
"Thank you, Mrs. Janssen," I said, my voice choked with emotion. "For sharing your story. For...for everything."
She squeezed my hand in return, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. "Remember, Anna," she said, her voice firm. "You are not alone. And you are stronger than you think."
I left Mrs. Janssen, her words still echoing in my ears, and made my way back to my own room, my thoughts heavy with the day's revelations. As I settled into bed, my hand instinctively moved to my belly, gently rubbing the smooth, not yet raised spot where my baby was growing.
My thoughts were a whirlwind of uncertainty. The pandemic was taking its toll on the facility and its residents. If we lost too many more, we wouldn't be able to keep the lights on. We'd have to shut down.
I knew there were jobs out there for nurses. COVID-19 had created a demand for healthcare professionals like never before. But the thought of putting myself and my baby at risk terrified me.
My mind wandered back to Mrs. Janssen's story. She had resorted to exotic dancing, stripping, to provide for her child. The idea seemed foreign, almost absurd, yet I entertained the thought. If things went bad, if Edward didn't follow through on his promise, if I lost my job… could I do what Mrs. Janssen did?
But the thought of my conservative family learning about such a decision made my stomach churn. I was already the black sheep, the rebellious daughter who liked to party. But becoming a stripper? That would be a step too far.
I needed my family, now more than ever. But would they accept me, a pregnant, single woman? The uncertainty of it all was overwhelming.
I lay there in the darkness, my mind racing with thoughts and fears. But beneath it all, there was a glimmer of determination. I was carrying a life within me, and I would do whatever it took to provide for my child, just as Mrs. Janssen had done for her son.




Chapter Nineteen - Edward
I sat at my desk, surrounded by piles of invoices and budget spreadsheets. The numbers swam before my eyes, a sea of red that seemed insurmountable. The cost of PPE and other essential supplies had skyrocketed, just as Armand had predicted, and I was desperately trying to find money in our already strained budget to cover the inflated prices. It was even harder now that our highest paying resident has passed. His family had offered up a donation in his honor, but it would only last so long. In fact, at the rates things were going, we’d be lucky if it lasted a month.
As I stared at the numbers, guilt gnawed at me. Three women—Clara, Anna, and Lisa—were depending on me. Three women who believed in promises and vows that I knew I was betraying.
My wife, Clara, the woman I had pledged my life to, believed I was faithful. Anna, young and naïve, clung to the promise I had made in a moment of desperation: that I would leave my wife for her. And Lisa, strong, resilient Lisa, still held onto the hope that we would escape this mess together, leaving our spouses behind.
How had I gotten myself into this mess? And more importantly, how was I going to get myself out?
A soft ping broke my reverie. An email notification. I clicked it open, my heart sinking as I read the message from Armand.
"We're working on vaccines," he wrote. "But it's going to be months, at best, before they're approved."
Months. The word echoed in my mind, heavy with implications. More months of uncertainty, of fear, of desperate budget balancing. More months of juggling the three women in my life, each with her own set of expectations and promises.
I leaned back in my chair, running my hands through my hair, feeling the weight of the world on my shoulders, a crushing burden that threatened to break me. I wondered how I had let myself become so entangled in this web of deceit, so consumed by the need to keep everyone around me happy.
I was in a mess, and it was a mess of my own making. The question now was: could I find a way out? Or was I destined to drown in this sea of promises and deceptions?
Lost in my thoughts, the knock on my door startled me. Looking up, I found Alex standing there, an unfamiliar expression on his young face. I invited him in, gesturing to the chair in front of my desk, but he declined, choosing instead to stand, his back straight, his gaze direct, his demeanor assertive. It was unusual for him and immediately put me on guard.
But there was an air of superiority about him I hadn't seen before, and it irked me. I was the administrator here, not him. But then, his next words wiped away my irritation, replacing it with a sudden, icy fear.
"I know about Lisa and Anna."
His words hung in the air, a silent threat. I felt my heart stutter in my chest, panic clawing at my throat. I forced a laugh, a feeble attempt to dismiss his claim. "You can't prove anything, Alex."
His smirk was maddening. "I'm sure I can."
My mind raced. This wasn't part of the plan. I was supposed to be in control, not at the mercy of a young, insolent attendant. Desperation made me reckless. "If you try to spread rumors about me, I'll fire you."
His smile never wavered. "If you do, I'll make sure everyone knows why."
The threat was clear. It was a play I hadn't expected from him, a bold move that told me he was more than just an innocent attendant. He was a player in this twisted game, and he was playing to win.
"I want a raise," he said, his voice steady, his eyes never leaving mine. “A big one. I think my salary could be somewhere close to yours, don’t you?”
It was blackmail, plain and simple. I seethed inwardly, but I knew I had no choice. I was backed into a corner, and Alex held all the cards. With a grimace, I nodded, my mind already racing with how I would adjust the budget to accommodate this additional expense.
Alex left my office with a smug smile on his face, leaving me in the wake of his victory. I was left to ponder on the mess I was entangled in, the web of deceit growing more complex by the minute.
My mind was a whirlwind of panic and desperation as I revisited the already strained budget. His demand was impossible. There was no way we could afford to pay him the salary he wanted, not with the budget already stretched to breaking point.
The confines of my office were suddenly too oppressive. I needed air, space to think, so I stepped out into the corridor, nodding curtly at the staff I passed. I had to seem calm, in control. But inside, I was a ship in the throes of a raging storm, barely keeping afloat.
The sterile scent of the facility was strangely comforting, a constant amid the tumult of my thoughts. I was a familiar figure in these halls, but today I felt like a stranger in my own skin, every familiar sight tainted by my unraveling secrets.
And then, I saw it. A medical cart being pushed by one of the nurses, loaded with sealed bags destined for biohazard waste. Among them, I spotted a few swabs in a sealed bag that had been tested and were positive for COVID-19. The nurse was busy with some paperwork, her back turned towards me.
A reckless thought took root in my mind, fueled by my desperation. This... this could be my way out. A terrible, horrifying thought, but it was there, gnawing at my conscience. It was as if I was outside my body, watching myself reach out and pocket the cultures.
I felt the cold plastic of the bag against my skin, a chilling reminder of the precipice I was standing on. I had just stolen a culture of the virus that had been wreaking havoc on the world. My heart pounded in my chest as I rushed away, trying to appear as nonchalant as possible.
I was in uncharted territory now, the consequences of my actions looming ominously over me. But the seed of desperation had been sown, and with it, a dangerous plan took shape.
The following day, I sat across from Mark, the supervisor for the attendants. His eyes were wary, but hopeful. The strain of the last few months had taken its toll on all of us, and I knew any semblance of a break would be welcome.
"Mark," I began, my voice steady despite the whirlpool of guilt and fear churning within me, "I just wanted to say how much I appreciate all the hard work you and your team have been doing. You've all been the backbone of this facility, and I think you deserve something for that."
His eyebrows lifted, a faint spark of interest kindling in his eyes. "What did you have in mind, Ed?"
I let a small, friendly smile tug at my lips, playing the part of a generous boss. "A little cocktail hour for the attendants. A chance to unwind, to forget about everything for a bit."
Mark looked surprised, but also visibly relieved. "That... that sounds great, Ed. They could really use a break."
I nodded, trying to suppress the knot of dread tightening in my stomach. "I want it to be a surprise. I'll arrange it. All you need to do is make sure everyone attends."
As he left my office, visibly lighter, I was left alone with my guilt. My plan was a dark, treacherous path, and I was well aware of it. I was using a deadly virus as a weapon, potentially endangering more than just Alex.
But the alternative was unthinkable. I couldn't allow Alex's greed to lead to the downfall of the facility. The residents, my residents, depended on us. They had nowhere else to go. And while I had my personal issues to deal with, they remained my priority. I had to protect them, no matter the cost.
At least, that was what I told myself to avoid looking in the mirror and accepting that the facility’s destruction meant a whole lot less to me than my own destruction.
My plan was desperate, reckless, but it was all I had. The storm was gathering, and I was at the helm, steering us into the unknown.
The air in the room was filled with an undercurrent of excitement and relief as I worked to set up the drinks station. Mark was busy with the appetizers, his back turned to me. This poor guy, who had no idea he had a snake working for him, was unknowingly setting up his own potential demise.
But with him facing the other way, it was now or never. With a quick glance to ensure I wasn't being watched, I retrieved the swabs from my pocket, pulling on a glove and securing a mask on my face. I poured myself a cup of punch and set it aside. Then, with shaking hands, I dipped the swabs into the communal punch bowl, effectively spreading the virus throughout the liquid. I could feel my heart hammering in my chest as I carefully resealed the bag and disposed of my protective gear.
Just as I finished, Mark turned around and smiled at me as the sound of footsteps announced the arrival of the attendants. They filed in through the door to the event room, and their faces lit up as they took in the spread, their usual tired expressions replaced with surprise and delight. I forced a smile onto my face, greeting them with jovial nods and well wishes.
But as I looked at them, a pang of guilt coursed through me. These were my staff, my people. They had been working tirelessly, putting their lives at risk every day for the residents of the facility. Could I really go through with this? Infect them, potentially causing more harm than good?
My gaze found Alex as he sauntered in, the last to arrive. His eyes met mine and in that moment, I saw the challenge, the arrogance in his gaze. He knew he had me cornered, that he held the power in this twisted game we were playing. The wink he threw my way only solidified his cockiness.
That was the moment I knew I had no other choice. The guilt, the fear, the doubt; I pushed them all aside. This was a war, a battle for survival. And if I didn't strike first, the fallout would be much worse.
The room hummed with chatter and laughter as the attendants enjoyed the unexpected break. I busied myself pouring glasses of punch on a tray while everyone settled in, then I passed the tray around for everyone to take a cup. When everyone was holding a drink, I reached for the uncontaminated glass and raised it, calling for their attention. The room gradually quieted, all eyes turning towards me. For a moment, I felt a twinge of guilt for what I was about to do, but I quickly pushed it down. I needed to be convincing.
"I just wanted to take a little time to acknowledge all of you," I began, my voice steady. "I know the hours are long, and the work is hard. But each of you shows up every day, ready to give it your all. I see your dedication, your compassion, and your resilience." A few of the attendants smiled, touched by my words. I pressed on, "I also know that we all need to let off a little steam once in a while. So, in appreciation for all your hard work, I've set up a little cocktail hour for you. Just remember not to get too crazy. I'm still finding random things from the last party."
I had no idea what had happened at that gathering, but no one, not even Lisa or Anna, was willing to say, so I had to assume it was bad. But no one was killed or injured, so I was willing to let it go in the interest of maintaining a peaceful, happy environment.
Laughter echoed around the room, and I couldn't help but smile. I was glad I could lighten the mood, even if it was for a sinister purpose. I held my glass up high, "To the attendants of New Hope Assisted Living, our unsung heroes."
"To us!" someone called out, and the room erupted into cheers. I watched as everyone, including Alex, took a long gulp from their glasses. Alex emptied his in one go, pouring himself another almost immediately.
With a quick goodbye, I left them to their celebration, making my way back to my office. Once the door was shut behind me, I leaned against it, letting out a long sigh of relief. The deed was done. Now, all I could do was wait and hope that my plan worked.
For the first time in a long time, I felt a sense of control. It was twisted, and it was dark, but it was control nonetheless. I had made a move, taken a step. And soon, this would all be over.




Chapter Twenty - Lisa
I was hunched over my desk, my pen moving furiously over a stack of paperwork, seemingly endless forms that needed to be filled out, signed, and dispatched. As the numbers and words blurred together, my hand instinctively moved to my belly, rubbing it absentmindedly. It was still flat, but I knew it wouldn't stay that way for long. A baby was growing inside me, a symbol of the love Edward and I shared, a delicate secret that bound us together in a way nothing else could.
My mind, however, was miles away, lost in a world that was both tantalizing and treacherously distant. It drifted away from the paperwork, wandering into the realm of imagination.
I found myself painting a vivid picture in my head, a future where Edward and I were no longer constrained by our existing marriages, but instead free to explore the depth of our love openly. Love that was so real, so pure, it made everything else seem insignificant. The kind that weathered storms and overcame obstacles. We had made it through this pandemic together, and I knew we could tackle anything that came our way.
I saw Edward, down on one knee, confessing his love for me. The words he spoke were full of hope and promise, "We've survived the worst, Lisa. I think we can handle the rest of our lives, don't you? Together?"
I imagined a simple, intimate ceremony, just the two of us under a cerulean sky, exchanging vows that resonated with the authenticity of our feelings. Edward, his eyes soft with affection, declaring, "We've weathered the storm, Lisa. We've walked through fire and came out stronger. I want us to face the rest of our lives just like that - together, inseparable."
As the fantasy played out, the anticipation of our wedding night took shape in my mind. I saw us in a room bathed in the soft glow of candlelight, the air filled with the scent of roses. Edward, his eyes shimmering with love and desire, moving closer to me. The memory of our secret tryst in the linen closet amplified the fantasy, the remembrance of his touch sending a rush of heat through me.
I pictured him undressing me slowly, his hands leaving a trail of burning desire on my skin. His lips exploring mine, his touch sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I could almost feel him inside me, our bodies moving in a rhythm as old as time itself.
I was lost in the fantasy, and, after a glance around to make sure I was alone, my hand slid downward to mirror the sensations in my dream, my fingers inching towards the waistband of my pants. Just as I was about to surrender to the tantalizing thought, the office door swung open.
Wendy stood in the doorway, her face flushed and eyes wide.
"Lisa, I need to talk to you," she blurted out, her voice shaky. "It's urgent."
My heart hammered in my chest, my fantasies evaporating in the face of reality. With a sigh, I straightened up and motioned for Wendy to come in. The image of her being pounded by two of the staff members was etched into my mind. It was a memory I found both inappropriate and curiously exciting. I tried to shake off the distracting thought, focusing instead on the present issue.
She walked into my office, her typical cheerful demeanor replaced by an unsettling pallor. She looked drained, her energy sapped away, leaving her a shell of the vivacious young nurse I knew. Her eyes, once sparkling with mischief and zest for life, were dull and tired, shadowed with an unspoken fear. The lower half of her face, normally home to a radiant smile, was obscured by a mask. It was an anomaly that sent an unpleasant chill down my spine, considering just days before she was an eager participant in the orgy in the event room, oblivious to any sense of self-preservation. Wendy was unwell, that much was clear .
She slumped into the chair beside me, and her chest heaved as she drew a breath, each intake seeming to require an extraordinary amount of effort. Then she coughed. It was a dry, rasping sound that echoed ominously in the silence of the room, sending an instant prickle of dread down my spine. "How long have you had that cough, Wendy?" I asked, trying to maintain a calm facade.
"Just started today," she replied, her voice hoarse and strained. "I feel awful, Lisa. Weak, tired... I have a fever, and my whole body aches." She gave a shuddering sigh, her shoulders sagging.
I forced a smile onto my face, though I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. "Could be the flu," I suggested. But my voice faltered at the end, and Wendy looked at me, her eyes glassy with fever and filled with a knowing dread.
The room fell into a silence that was punctuated only by Wendy's labored breathing. We both knew what was happening. Wendy had COVID-19. The insidious virus we'd been fighting tooth and nail to keep out of the ranks of our staff had found a way in. The uninvited guest, the silent, deadly enemy, had infiltrated our ranks. Wendy was the first domino to fall in our isolated pandemic, and with that, everything was at risk of changing.
"Wendy, is anyone else sick?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. The gravity of the situation was sinking in, chilling me to the bone.
"Ryan and Mark. They've been feeling under the weather, too," Wendy replied, her voice quivering with apprehension as she named two of the men who had been inside of her during the orgy.
It was like a punch to the gut. Ryan and Mark were among the most social staff members, the likelihood of them spreading the virus was terrifyingly high. I swallowed hard, trying to compose myself. I couldn't afford to panic, not now.
Taking a deep breath, I grabbed my phone and quickly sent a message to Edward, explaining the situation. He had to know that COVID-19 was in our facility, that our worst fear had come true. After hitting send, I paused for a moment, my fingers hovering over the screen. I had to take action, fast.
A new memo was drafted, laying out a mandatory mask order effective immediately. Everyone in the facility would have to wear masks at all times, no exceptions. Even in their own rooms, even when they were alone, they needed to keep their masks on. This was our only chance at keeping the rest of the staff and residents safe.
I hit send on the memo, and it was instantly dispersed to the entire staff. I could only hope it would be enough to stem the tide. There was a very personal reason for my urgency, a secret I was fiercely guarding.
My hand slipped to my belly, instinctively protective. I was pregnant. The fear of losing another baby was rising in my throat like bile. I had miscarried once before and the pain of that loss was still fresh, still tender. I couldn't bear the thought of losing another child, especially to this invisible enemy. It was a risk I wasn't willing to take.
The burden of responsibility weighed heavily on me. I was not just fighting for myself, but for the life growing inside me, for every staff member and resident in our care. We were in the throes of a battle against an unseen adversary.
I had hoped the mask mandate would be taken seriously. For a while, it seemed like everyone was on board. Staff members and residents alike wore their masks diligently, creating a strange semblance of unity. The masks had become a symbol of our shared fight, our common goal to protect each other. The hallways were quiet, the usually buzzing chatter replaced by a respectful silence, a testament to the seriousness of our situation.
Over the next few days, we seemed like we would be lucky when no one else showed symptoms. There was a cautious optimism that seemed to pervade the facility. We dared to hope that we had contained the spread, that our collective efforts were making a difference. That was until I found Anna.
I had been doing my usual rounds when I noticed that the linen closet was slightly ajar. Curious, I pushed the door open and found Anna there, mask-less. She looked startled, her eyes wide as they met mine.
"Anna," I said, my voice stern. "Why aren't you wearing your mask? One person's carelessness can put everyone at risk. You need to be more careful."
"I know, I know," she murmured, her voice muffled in the quiet space. "It's just... it's harder to breathe with the mask."
I was about to remind her of the risk we were all facing, but something in her voice made me pause. There was a heaviness to it, a burden she seemed to be carrying.
"What is it, Anna?" I asked, my tone softening.
She stammered, struggling to find words. It was unlike her, the usually assertive nurse, to be so hesitant. After a few moments of awkward silence, she finally spoke, her voice barely a whisper.
"I... I'm pregnant," she admitted, her hand instinctively moving to her belly.
I was taken aback. For a moment, I was speechless. Anna was pregnant, just like me. My stern demeanor softened as I felt a wave of sympathy wash over me. I knew how it felt, the difficulty in breathing, the constant feeling of suffocation. I had experienced it myself but had chosen to bear it for the sake of the baby and everyone in the facility.
I wanted to tell her, to share my secret, to let her know she wasn't alone. But I wasn't ready yet. So, I simply nodded, acknowledging her struggle.
"Oh, Anna..." I began, but she cut me off.
"And it's Edward's," she added, her voice trembling. She looked at me, her eyes filled with a mix of fear and defiance.
Edward's. The word echoed in my head, a cruel joke that I wished I could laugh off. But the look in Anna's eyes told me it was all too real. The truth of her situation hit me like a punch to the gut. The same man, our boss, had done this to me, to her, to both of us. He had played us both, made promises he didn't intend to keep.
"He said he would leave his wife for me," Anna said, her voice barely a whisper. "It's so stupid... I know I shouldn't believe him, but I can't help it. I want to."
She paused, her gaze moving to her belly. Her hand caressed the area where, like me, she was growing a little life, an absent-minded gesture of protection, of affection.
"I'm scared, Lisa," she confessed, her voice shaky. "With this pandemic... I'm scared for the baby. I'm scared for us."
The last part of her sentence hit me like a punch to the gut. She wasn’t alone. We were two women wronged by the same man, bound by a shared experience, even if she didn’t know it yet.
"And even if we make it out of this okay," Anna continued, her voice barely audible, "I don't know what will happen with Edward and the baby. I don’t know if I can count on him or if I’ll be on my own."
Her words echoed in my mind, a painful reminder of the mess we were in. A mess that Edward had created. Anger bubbled up within me. How could he do this? How could he play with our emotions, make promises he had no intention of keeping, all while his wife was none the wiser?
A resolve took root in me. I was going to make Edward pay for what he had done to us. I was going to get revenge. He needed to pay for his betrayal, his deceit, and his complete disregard for the lives he was playing with. At that time, I had no idea how far Edward had gone, how he had deliberately put his staff at risk by infecting them with COVID-19. I was unaware of the depth of his desperation, of the lengths he was willing to go to save himself. But I was going to find out, and when I did, Edward would regret ever laying hands on Anna, me, or anyone else.
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