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I
love to be desired. I love to have men look at me and want me. It
makes me feel sexy, it makes me feel good.

But
at the same time, it's only nice as an occasional thing and I don't
want everyone out there to purely see me that way. With some people,
I have the expectation that they'll look beyond appearance to see a
little bit more.

Marriage
is supposed to be a partnership, split equally. You're supposed to
view yourselves as equals and appreciate all aspects of the person
you've chosen to include in your life in such a significant way.

I
know my husband loves and appreciates me, really I do. I know that he
understands that I'm more than just a warm body and appreciates the
person inside of it. He loves that I run my own business, is proud
that I'm successful. He sees me as smart and capable and able to be
independent in a way that makes me defined by more than just a trophy
on his arm.

But
he can forget that at times.

When
it comes to his work he doesn't really see me as an equal. When we
interact with his coworkers and bosses my personal successes don't
make a difference. I'm not anything more than a status symbol to him
when we're around the people he works with, a beautiful woman to
smile and be pretty and quiet.

When
we're at a work function, all he gives a damn about is what I look
like.

Look
I get it, I'm gorgeous and I know it. And I know that it's ridiculous
to treat it like it's a cross that I've had to bear.

I
know that I have a body that men love and love to look at, and I'm
used to reading their minds quickly when their eyes flick up and down
me to so obviously check me out. I actually like the fact that most
men think I'm a knockout, it works to my advantage.

You
see men are funny little creatures. They're really quite simple in so
many ways.

When
they look at me they see me for all the superficial little details.

They
see my long dark hair and my smooth tan skin. My features that make
me a chameleon, looking like I've got a half a dozen different
backgrounds in me. Maybe a drop from Spain or Italy, maybe some
French in there too. I've had people think that I'm Half-Japanese or
Half-African American. I've had people expect me to be everything
because I'm a bit like a melting pool of cultures and backgrounds.

And
it's good.

Men
get stupid when they're dealing with a woman that looks like me, they
forget themselves. All they see is my long smooth legs and my thin
tapered waist. My generous and plump ass and my breasts that have a
tendency to spill up and over whatever conservative top I'm wearing.
They look at my plump lips and their minds naturally drift towards
picturing them around their cock. They take in my big almond eyes and
they wonder what they'd look like clouded with a haze of needy lust.

Men
fantasize about me, and it's been something that I've known since
college. And since then I've known how to work this natural edge to
my advantage, twirling gullible and naive men up and making them do
things for me in business and studies and personal life.

It's
been good to me, and I'm not about to knock it or wish that it was
any other way than what it is.

God,
I remember back in college when I was still kind of coming into my
own and discovering my power. The boundaries I would push and the
things I would accomplish, it's remarkable to me now that I didn't
get into more trouble.

There
was this one Professor in my second year. Not a bad guy and not an
unhandsome man but he was an academic and a bit of a stuffy one at
that, probably in his late-thirties but had the attitude of a man so
set in his ways he might as well have been a week away from
retirement.

A
lot of the women I knew in my class had a crush on him, he had this
sort of 'silver fox man in authority' kind of vibe going on that
these girls just got off on. But the man was oblivious to all of
this. I think if my memory serves me correctly he was on track for
tenure and was kind of forced into teaching lower-level classes when
all he wanted to do was his own research and work that he felt really
mattered.

One
of the perils of academic life I suppose, a cushy job pursuing your
own research comes with a requirement to teach other people the
basics.

Anyways
this Professor was a notoriously hard marker and he didn't give an
inch. Half the class was on the verge of failing and I was decidedly
towards the lower end of the spectrum in that. My scholarship
required a certain grade point average and I was maintaining that in
all of my other classes, but I needed to drag this one up by maybe
ten percent in order to just scrape by.

It
was hard for me, one of the first times I really felt in over my head
in school. I'd always been smart and I'd always been able to do well
without really trying but the lure of parties and pleasure at college
had distracted me and that combined with the fact that I'd
underestimated the difficulty of his course meant that I was being
challenged for the first time in my life.

I
knew things were in jeopardy, and so desperate times calling for
desperate measures and all that I decided to take action.

Given
his complete obliviousness to the women I'd seen practically throwing
themselves at him in class, I decided to be a little bit more obvious
about my approach.

He
had office hours and they were usually pretty full, so I scheduled my
arrival right to the end of it when I figured he probably had a block
of free time. I had spent a week picking out just the right outfit
and practicing my makeup and I knew when I arrived that I looked damn
good.

Tight
jeans that showed off my ass and a halter top that was tucked in and
had a massively plunging neckline to it. When I was sitting my
cleavage was on full display, when I leaned forward I think you might
have seen nearly everything.

I
was not being subtle and when I walked into his office to find him
alone I deliberately closed the door behind me, shocking him out of
his work and making him look up.

"Um
you're not supposed to close the door," he said, "And my
office hours end in a couple of minutes so maybe you could come back
next week."

"Professor,"
I said pouting, ignoring him and sliding into the seat opposite his
desk, "I've been having a really hard time in your class and I
know my grades are failing. I was hoping that you could help explain
things to me, one on one. I want to do good, Sir. I want to do real
good."

I
was laying it on thick but I was new to this whole thing. It was only
when I was on campus for the first time that I really started to
understand the level to which men drooled over me and I hadn't yet
learned the subtlety of how to get them to do what I wanted them to
do.

"I
can help," he said, "But we should really do this next
week."

"But
Sir," I protested, "I just know the big test is coming up
and I really want to ace it. I'm so scared that I'm going to fail
another test and there will just be no coming back from that. I need
to pass this test, Sir. I need it."

I
could see him protesting with himself, knowing that he should get up
and open the door and usher me out but knowing that he didn't really
want to. Need and want are so often at odds with each other, and when
it comes to men I find they often sacrifice need in an instant if
what they want is me.

"Maybe
I can spare a bit of time," he relented, "Tell me what you
need and I'll see if I can satisfy it."

His
face went red at the use of the word satisfy and I grinned, leaning
forward to give him a view down my top while his eyes went big as I
spoke, "Oh Sir, I'm sure that you can satisfy me."

I
didn't want a free ride, though I'm sure at that moment that I could
have had one in so many definitions of the word. My pride and my
vanity made me focus on my work, made me ask him to actually tutor me
one on one.

And
the thing about him and most genius level men that I've met over the
years is that they're messy and disorganized and bad at talking to
big crowds. They don't grasp the fact that people don't think the way
they do, so they make these logical jumps that leave us behind in the
dust.

But
if you're with them one on one and can push back and ask them for
more information and context they can always help. Part of their
genius is usually the ability to adapt and redirect, so when pressed
they are more than able to help.

That
was what I did in that session, asking and leading him to
contextualize and explain things in a way that made sense to me. I
learned more in that hour in his office than I had in his entire
class until that point in the semester.

But
that didn't mean that it was all work and no play, I had more than a
little fun in there with him.

Watching
his face go red when I leaned in to concentrate on something or
nibbled and rolled my pencil along my lips. Seeing him stiffen when I
got up and went around the desk to lean over next to him, seeing him
barely able to keep his eyes off my cleavage as I leaned in to review
the example he'd written for me and felt him tense when I put my hand
on his leg to support myself.

I
got close and I definitely pushed the boundaries, squeezing his thigh
lightly and rocking back and forth on my heels to give my breasts a
bit of jiggle and bounce to him. I played up the dumb and innocent
angle towards the end of that session, kneeling down next to him and
telling him that I just didn't understand when I did. Asking him if
maybe he could help me again, maybe he could be my own personal
guide.

I
got private study sessions out of it. A few hours a week set out in
his schedule to help me personally understand things.

At
this point, I think I need to make it clear that I never crossed that
final line with him. If you're expecting this all to end with me bent
over his desk screaming out his name while he pounded out all that
pent up sexual frustration and need into me and I begged him to fuck
me like the silly little college co-ed that I was playing at being
then you're going to be disappointed.

Yes
I was a tease, but we both knew the deal and both knew what we were
getting out of it.

I
got a private tutorship by one of the smartest Professors on campus.
In exchange, he got to see me dressed up in cute little outfits that
got more and more ambitious as the weeks went by. I would prance
around in them for him, dressing up in a tartan skirt and a white top
that was skin tight and damn near see-through. I'd play innocent
about the whole thing for the sake of both of our reputations because
we both knew how this could end so very badly.

In
fact, after the first session where I'd set the hook we didn't even
close the door anymore. If anyone came by they might raise an eyebrow
at my attire but they would walk in there and see two people doing
things that were completely above board. He was teaching me and I was
learning and that was all there was to it, with some innocent
flirting as just the sprinkles on the cupcake of our relationship.

It
was great for me. I more than succeeded my expectations with his
class and more important than that even I learned so many life
lessons.

Men
are in fact silly little creatures, but converting him was playing on
hard mode. With all of the other students and Professors that I
turned towards my assistance things were far easier.

I
went through them so easily throughout college, picking them up and
stringing them along and some of them definitely had expectations of
more but I didn't cross that line and they respected that, even if I
did send them home with blue balls at the end of it.

A
chaste kiss on the cheek or a brush of our bodies and an implication
of more was the most they could expect, and for the most part they
were satisfied with that.

Though
I don't doubt that any one of them would take me up on a more
immediate physical relief were I to offer it.

Some
of them were cute, I mean I'm human and even I had fantasies about
more than a few of them. I'd spent a couple of nights of fun dreaming
of taking my Professor tutor, touching myself and plunging my dildo
in and out of my tight little slit while fantasizing that it was him
fucking me, moaning his name and picturing his handsome face tight
with the release of his lust.

But
the thing about the dynamic I'd set up between all of us was that
giving in just once would upset the balance of power significantly.
It would shatter the pedestal that I had put myself on in their eyes,
and it would mean that they wouldn't be quite so willing to jump to
help if they'd already gotten everything they wanted out of the deal.

What's
that phrase? Everything is about sex, except sex which is about
power.

I
liked power, if for no other reason than that it made me feel
powerful. The implication of sex can be so much more fun to get off
on when you're the one with the power, it can be so much more
satisfying to pluck the strings and know that your puppets will dance
for you.

I
got out of college with stellar grades, a bright future, and an
arsenal of tools to make the world mine. I carried that thirst for
power and desire with me into my career and I used it to carve out a
place for myself.

Happy
and content, that was always what I wanted. I didn't want the world
to bend at my feet I just wanted a fulfilling career and a
comfortable home.

Too
much money and too much success can lead to heartache and I had no
interest in that. While I wasn't content just gliding through the
world I was more than fine with work that was fulfilling even if it
wasn't the most profitable.

My
business, well my business doesn't matter but just suffice to say
that I'm at the top of my game for it. I earn a good living, a
comfortable living, and I'm in a place where I can always squeeze out
a few more dollars with a sultry smile and a hint of cleavage.

And
when I found my husband I found a man who was good and noble. I found
a man who valued me for me, seeing me as more than just tits and ass.

My
husband Greg is a good worker, a hard worker. He's not super
successful either but he has enough success to keep himself happy and
content and he comes home at the end of the day satisfied that he's
done well.

And
when he looks at me he sees me as his wife and his equal. My pedestal
is non-existent for him, he's never seen me as anything more than
human and it was what attracted me to him in the first place.

Treating
me like a person rather than a goddess can be humbling. Being kind
not out of any expectation of a reward but because he genuinely wants
me to be happy, it's refreshing.

Unless
it came to his work.

Look
I get it, his work is competitive. Half the reason he comes home
content at the end of the day is that he doesn't have to worry about
watching his back every minute while he's there, he can finally
relax.

It's
a dog eat dog office in a dog eat dog industry and if you can't get
ahead then you're falling behind. He needs every advantage he can get
and I know that he sees me as an advantage and just like anything
else I can appreciate his point of view.

But
appreciating it and accepting it are two very different things, and I
can only fight against the feelings in my heart for so long before
the effort drains me dry.

It
seems sometimes like every work function I go to with him he just
wants me to shut up and parade around on his arm. He wants to show me
off to everyone as if I'm a big fucking fish that he caught.

Look
at me fellas. Look at the one that I snagged, ain't she a beaut?

It's
the one place he treats me like that and it irks me to no end. Any
protests that I've made to him about this are met with apologies and
acknowledgments and promises that he'll do better in the future, but
he never does.

His
work throws a different kind of holiday party. I think the logic is
that everyone is always so busy around Christmas and the whole thing
is arbitrary anyway so why not make it Halloween instead.

I'm
fine with that, dressing up is always fun and it gives me an excuse
to be sexy and seductive in a different way. Because just because I'm
not comfortable being a trophy for him, doesn't mean this lady is
going to dress down and frumpy.

I
like dressing up. I like playing pretend. I like putting on a mask
and seeing how many heads I can turn in a night, collecting them and
tallying them as if its some kind of scoreboard, tracking my wins
throughout the night to make sure I beat my own record.

The
rules for the holiday party attire are simple and singular. You can
wear whatever you want and put on whatever you want but you need to
wear a mask.

But
no one goes into this half-assed. Like everything in his office, this
is a competition and I've known people who have spent an obscene
portion of their salary on making sure they look good enough to outdo
everyone there.

This
year my husband had gone over the top.

It
was about a week before the party and I'd yet to confirm with my
husband what we were wearing. If we were going by tradition, and he
was nothing if he was not traditional, then we'd be opting for a
couples costume where our two outfits would pair perfectly.

Usually
we coordinated in advance to make sure everything fit, but this year
I was hearing no plans at all.

I
wasn't worried. I mean the party was important for his career but it
wasn't the be-all-end-all that he always seemed to think it was.
Provided we did well and played along and were charming while we were
there, he'd be fine. We may not make a lasting impression but we'd
make some measure of impression and that was enough honestly.

Still,
it really did surprise me. My husband was usually so frantic about
these things, always wanting to make sure he was putting his best
foot forward. Knowing him he'd have a plan by now and it would be a
solid plan, but with it being ultimately up to him I let him take the
lead and didn't push or ask about it.

That
was a mistake.

A
week out as we were getting ready for bed all of his plans came
tumbling out.

"So
I picked out our costumes for the work thing," he told me idly
as if he was dropping no news at all.

"Oh,"
I said, surprised, "You didn't tell me what you were thinking."

"Yeah
I got them on an impulse," he said dismissively, "You know,
just a spur of the moment sort of thing."

I
had my doubts about that. My husband was never the type to do
anything on the spur of the moment and my guess was that the planning
had been in the works for at least a month or two.

"So
what are we wearing?" I asked pleasantly enough, "Can I see
it?"

He
shook his head and slipped into bed, "Still being made. Don't
worry I gave them your measurements and everything so it'll fit."

"But
what is it?" I asked him, sliding into bed next to him and
pressing him for more information, "What did you settle on?"

He
yawned and rolled away from me, obviously intending his last
statement of the night to be the definitive word on things, "Just
a cat and mouse couples costume. You're the cat, I'm the mouse."

"Sounds
good," I said to the air as much to him, hearing his breath
become even and slow.

Then
I let sleep take me, not giving the whole thing a second thought.

Now
I'm not dumb, at the time that he told me that I had conjured an
image of the costume in my mind and I knew that while there were no
doubt a variety of those costumes on order he'd trend towards the
sexier end of the spectrum.

I
was thinking sleek and slim catsuit, maybe with a bit of cleavage
showing off and definitely hugging my hips and the curve of my body.
I was thinking more robber catsuit than anything true to form, I
wouldn't be looking the part at all but I'd be looking good.

And
while the thought of that made me roll my eyes and know that this was
going to be yet another party where I was mere arm candy for him.

I
just didn't anticipate how far he really would go.

Not
another word was spoken about things until the day of the party. It
was all happening on the Saturday before Halloween night and I hadn't
really thought much about things, figuring that my makeup and
everything like that would depend entirely on the specifics of the
outfit that he'd picked out for me.

At
just after noon on the day of he came downstairs with a box and I bit
my tongue when I realized that meant he had my costume for at least a
few days prior to the main event. When he set it in front of me and I
opened it, I realized exactly why that was the case.

It
was a costume alright, but it was barely even a strip of clothing
when you took it all in together.

The
body part of the outfit was a tight black leather corset with black
underwear no doubt meant to be worn underneath it. The stitching and
studded metal on the leather was no doubt of high-quality make, and
he had evidently spent a small fortune on it.

But
the corset also happened to be the largest part of the costume.

Wearing
it would barely cover my breasts, and I knew that they'd be almost
spilling out all night. On my legs there were thin and sheer black
stockings with bands at the top of the same black leather as the
corset, buckles on those to keep them tight to my body.

The
box included wrist straps for me, cuffs really, that were made out of
the leather with the studs and various hooks and holds for
restraints. What passed for a necklace was another thick leather
band, this one with a hoop in the front upon which a fine silver
chain was attached.

There
were tall and dangerous-looking stilettos which were definitely
nicely made, but far more severe than anything I would ever
ordinarily wear.

And
finally the mask, once more made of the same leather as the rest of
it with the same ornate stud work on the edges of it. Between the
wide eye openings and the complete lack of a lower half, the mask
wouldn't do much to hide my features but it did go well with the
aesthetic that the whole outfit was putting off.

Dominatrix.
Wearing this I'd look like a dominatrix.

Especially
when you factor in that mean-looking whip coiled in the bottom of the
box. The one with a little clasp on the end of it that hooked into
the back of the corset just above my ass. The one with the strips of
leather fabric hanging down so when it struck down on a body it would
lash them a dozen times.

It
was all well over the top. I'd gone out of my way to be sexy before
but I'd never been this obvious in my life. I didn't know how I'd
even walk in those shoes, even stand in that outfit. I don't know how
I'd be able to deal with the stares and the lewd and lascivious
glances of his hungry coworkers.

I
couldn't believe he'd done this, not only bought this outfit but
sprung it on me at the last moment like this. What was his intention
here?

What
the hell did he think I was going to do?

"You
expect me to wear this?" I asked him, eyebrows raised.

"I
think it's cute," he protested meekly, clearly knowing that he'd
crossed a line.

"Cute?"
I asked him incredulously, brandishing the cat of nine tails at him,
"This is well past cute my dear. I can't wear this out? I don't
even know if I could wear this in the bedroom! This is... This is
crazy!"

"You'll
look good in it."

"That's
not the fucking point," I said in a roar, "The point is
that I'm going to have to look your coworkers in the eye wearing
this. The point is that I'm going to have to go out there with them
knowing what every inch of me looks like."

"It
covers everything important," he said slowly, "Come on.
It's not that over the top."

"It's
over the top," I said, "Can't I just wear the mask and then
like a black dress. I've got a few nice ones."

"But
this makes an impression," he said, "This is memorable.
This is part of the plan."

The
fight went back and forth for the better part of a half-hour. I call
it a fight but it really wasn't, he was just so sad and pathetic
about the whole thing and just so insistent about it being important
that in the end when I gave in I did so because I just felt bad for
him.

In
a huff I went off to get myself ready, shower and do my makeup. I
made sure that I looked good and then I put on the outfit and checked
myself out in the mirror.

And
my reflection looked good, don't get me wrong about that. The fact
that I looked good was undeniable, but so too was the impression I
gave off.

Aside
from the ring on my finger, I didn't look like anyone's wife. I
looked like I belonged in a dungeon making people beg, not on the arm
of her charming husband being good company.

I
looked sexy but severe. I looked powerful and beautiful.

And
while there was an allure to that, it wasn't one that I was entirely
comfortable with. It leaned too heavily into my sexuality, and with
nothing on the line for me, I didn't see the purpose of it.

Especially
not when I walked downstairs to see my husband dressed and ready. My
husband who was wearing a mouse costume, one decidedly less revealing
than my own.

His
costume at least covered his whole body, looking almost more like
coveralls than my sexy leather getup. It was also mostly shapeless,
not cheap necessarily but obviously and clearly an oversight.

Which
made it look like his outfit was the last-minute addition. Made it
look like I'd picked out the sexy cat costume and he'd just gone with
what matched the pairing. Made him look absolutely eyerollingly
stupid in comparison to me and made me look like I'd gone to way too
much trouble with my own costume.

I
wanted to protest, to point at him and say how ridiculous we looked
together.

But
it would just make him feel bad and it was far too late for me to go
back upstairs and change. So I bit my tongue and swallowed my pride
and joined him in the car on the ride out to the party.

The
whole drive out it was obvious that he was nervous. He was gripping
the steering wheel like he was trying to strangle it, white knuckle
grip on an empty street.

I
could sense it and I felt for him. I knew how stressful these work
things could be for him and it made me feel bad for putting up such a
fuss about the outfit earlier.

Don't
get me wrong, I still resented him a bit for putting me in this
position.

But
I recognized at the same time that it wasn't an easy decision for him
necessarily. That I was a constant and that as his partner and his
support network sometimes it wasn't a bad thing for me to stretch my
comfort zone a little to help him out. I loved the goof and if that
meant going outside of the boundaries of what I was used to then that
would be worthwhile, right? To make him happy and calm.

About
three-quarters of the way there I reached over and squeezed his leg
reassuringly.

"It's
going to be fine," I told him, "Don't worry about things,
it's just a party."

"It's
not just a fucking party," he snapped back immediately, so rough
that I jerked my hand back as if it had been burned, "You don't
understand there is so much riding on tonight. Massive accounts and
steps forward. If I don't bring my A-game tonight yet another in a
long line of opportunities is going to go to Roger, and I can't take
on too many more losses before my whole damn career is at stake."

Roger
was a persistent thorn in the side of my husband and a fixture of his
nightly complaining. I'd seen him once or twice at these functions
but had never actually spoken to him, but I got the general sense
from Greg's stories that he was the typical sort of Alpha Male who
never really grew out of the competitive spirit and old boys club
nature of things. Roger didn't know how to rise above or how to make
things work for him without standing on the shoulders of other
people's work. He wasn't succeeding unless other people were failing.

And
Greg and he were in nearly identical positions at the company, which
meant that when Roger wanted to put someone down to make himself look
better it was Greg that took the brunt of things usually.

Not
just ordinary workplace scuffles, but apparently going out of his way
to make him look bad. Greg had come home more than once with a story
of a misfortune or problem that had popped up out of nowhere, a
sudden and surprising turn of events that could only be attributed to
Roger in his eyes. Coffee mug leaks and stains his shirt just before
an essential client meeting, Roger messed with the seal on the cup.
Chair squeaks and makes sounds all throughout the CEO's presentation,
Roger had gone in earlier to fix it so it happened.

It
sounded coincidental at times, but I couldn't explain away the
fortuitous nature of it for Roger. Because whenever one of these
events happened Roger was invariably there to mop up afterward and
reap the rewards. Greg's pain was Roger's pleasure in a way, so while
I doubted that Greg was accurate about every single little detail I
had no doubt in my mind that Roger was doing at least some of these
things.

Because
even though I worked for myself, I absolutely knew men like Roger.
Men who would stare at me throughout meetings and presentations with
one thing and one thing alone on their mind. These were the men that
I kept myself closed off to, not wanting to give them an inch of
runway knowing that if I did they would take off with me, stealing me
away to some sort of terrible destination where they were free to use
me however they wished.

I
didn't like men like Roger. I couldn't like men like Roger. Men like
Roger weren't good for me.

Still,
I was more than a little resentful of the way that Greg treated me
just then. I hadn't done anything wrong, just tried to calm him down
and he had shut me down and pushed me back so firmly and roughly that
frankly, it stung.

And
it smacked of doubt as well. Those words, telling me that I don't
understand. On the surface, it might have been about not knowing the
circumstances he was dealing with right here and now but beneath
that, it was about more.

It
was about telling me that I wasn't operating at his level. That I
couldn't understand the intricacies of his work because I didn't work
like that. It was about putting me down and building himself up.

Greg
may not see me on a pedestal, but sometimes I got the feeling he saw
me in the gutters instead.

That
argument was a common one in our marriage, perhaps our most pressing
and present of arguments. Greg just couldn't seem to help himself in
subtly putting down my career. At times it felt to me like he was
just humoring me, figuring me as a bored housewife with a cosmetics
route rather than a woman with a thriving business that was doing far
well and above expectations.

I
felt resented by him, and him snapping at me in the car just silenced
any sympathy that I had for him and his situation. This was going to
be a fantastic fucking night.

We
rode the rest of the trip in silence. Greg opened his mouth to say
something from time to time but always thought better of it in the
end and that was for the best. I knew that if he said anything that
it wouldn't be what I wanted to hear. It wouldn't be an apology it
would just be an excuse, and that would only drive a bigger wedge
into the rapidly growing gulf between us.

The
party was at a large estate outside of town that I believe they'd
rented for the occasion. We pulled up and parked and I fixed my mask
and double-checked my makeup before stepping out of the car and
plastering my smile on as I took his offered arm and let him lead me
into the party.

I
wish that I could say the moment we were around other people that we
both relaxed and had a good time. I genuinely do wish that I could
say that Greg just shifted and became the charming and confident man
and partner that I knew he could be. That he introduced me and talked
at least a little bit about me and my business before launching into
the necessities of his work as we rubbed elbows with people in the
company.

Maybe
then things would be different. Maybe then things would have changed.
Maybe then none of what happened next would have happened, because
there would certainly have been no reason for it.

But
instead of all that the moment we stepped into the party, I was all
but ignored. Greg kept a possessive arm around me and dragged me from
conversation to conversation that I couldn't in the least follow. I
was arm candy for him, a trophy and nothing less. I was a status
symbol and the fact that I and all the other partners of these
employees were just standing there bored and smiling our fake fucking
smiles was just symptomatic of the entire toxic culture of this
company.

Why
not make conversation with other spouses? How about fuck you?

First
of all, we don't have anything in common. Our only point of contact
is that both of our spouses happen to work for the same company.
Outside of some polite chit chat about the fucking hors d'oeuvres and
cocktails, there was nothing for us to talk about. Nothing we could
say to each other that would mean a damn thing.

So
why waste our time idly chit-chatting about nothing. I may not have
been in a great mood to start with but that would have put me into a
spiral of hatred towards Greg and this whole damn company.

No,
I'd rather stand there in polite silence than make idle conversation
about nothing with someone I don't know and don't care to know.

It
was illuminating to watch Greg work. He made beelines towards all of
the necessary people, introducing me to each one in turn. The CEO and
the other executives in the company came first, followed by his
direct managers.

I'd
met them all before of course, suffered through this charade so many
times I couldn't number them. I'd dealt with his dismissive nature
and preoccupation with them, his blatant need to subtly and
not-so-subtly work his accomplishments into the conversation.

And
while that had seemed admirable to me once, it was starting to eat
away at me now. What had once been almost charmingly mercenary was
revealed to be so naked to me now, a grab at power that was bare and
craven.

It
was probably just a symptom of the whole of this, the fact that when
I was beside him I was reduced to the position of 'just a wife' once
more.

And
it didn't help that these powerful men were looking at me the way
they were. Trying to be subtle but checking me out all the same.
Staring at me in the way that they did when they thought I wasn't
looking, not with admiration but with a hunger in their eyes.

They
didn't respect my husband, not one ounce. These men were sharks and
accomplishments didn't matter nearly as much as putting others
underneath you. My husband didn't understand that he was playing into
their game, that all of his sycophantic preening was just making them
think less of him. He would probably never understand that the sort
of power these men respected was the sort that didn't require the
admiration of others.

With
these men, if they wanted something they would just outright take it.
They wouldn't hesitate and wait for permission like he would. They
were men of action.

Seeing
him contrasted with them just made my husband seem so small, so very
insignificant. In an instant, I got the measure of him far more than
I ever had before, like a polaroid picture coming into clarity
finally.

He
was not the man that I thought he was. What he got in life was given
to him by others. He would always have someone above him calling the
shots.

And
it set me apart from him as well. It made me stand out as different
from him.

Because
I didn't wait for permission, I took what I needed. If I spent my
whole life waiting for the go-ahead from men like this then I'd still
be waiting for my chance to succeed.

My
husband was a pale shadow of a successful person, with me his
reflection in the mirror that was sharper and stronger in clarity.

I
didn't know what to do with this new perspective.

Frankly,
it scared me a little. The curtain had been drawn back now and there
was no telling where we went from here.

Going
back to the way things were felt like an impossibility at this point.
I couldn't be the woman he wanted me to be anymore. But speaking up
and distancing myself from him in the here and now felt like a
betrayal of the years that we'd spent together. It would devastate
him completely and there was no way to deny that.

I
was stuck in a stunned sort of middle ground, letting him drag me
from person to person as we shook hands and rubbed elbows with them.
I played at being the person he needed me to be because I was good at
playing that role, good at playing neat and easy wife without a
thought of her own.

But
the revelation simmered beneath the surface, and the resentment began
to grow.

By
the time we finally got to coworkers I was done. Greg got in amongst
them all and I was all but invisible by this point. The moment he was
with them they launched into catty little spats of gossip, talking
about the other coworkers at the party and debating who had put in
the least amount of effort.

I
looked at them all, the four of them standing around with their
bored-looking spouses just an arms reach away. All of these coworkers
seemed so similar, all men past their prime with the beginnings of a
gut and thinning hair. They had big aspirations but no follow-through
and you just knew they all hated each other, were locked into some
kind of dick-measuring contest that only ever mattered to them and
them alone.

And
you knew, with a certainty, that the best these men could ever aspire
to was middle management. None of them would ever have the corner
office, the top floor. None of them would ever be in charge of more
than they could handle, pressing their abilities and their competence
to the nth level. None of them would really ever be any more than
what they were now, a pale imitation of the men in the fine suits who
wielded the true power.

None
of them would ever reach the levels they thought they deserved.

I
was done with all of them, Greg included.

Leaning
in close to him I kissed him on the cheek, doing my best to hide the
disdain in my face, and whispered in his ear, "I'm going to get
a drink."

He
nodded, half-listening, and gave me a dismissive wave. He didn't care
about me now, my purpose on his arm had been fulfilled the moment he
let his boss and bosses boss gaze lustfully at me and reassert Greg's
competence as a man.

But
that all of a sudden didn't bother me anymore.

As
I moved through the building towards the drinks I found myself
thinking about the nature of marriage, of the status of it as a
partnership. I thought about the fact that it used to bother me when
Greg was so very naked in his use of me, and how that didn't really
matter to me anymore.

Greg
didn't really see me as a partner, as an equal. His ego wouldn't let
him see me as anything more than his 'woman' and another status
symbol in his quest to better himself. He didn't love me so much as
he loved the idea of me, and while that revelation would have wounded
me direly even as soon as this morning, the me that existed right now
didn't give a damn.

Anyone
can have their delusions, and with men like Greg those delusions
always come from the same root: insecurity. Insecurity in his
masculinity covered up and compensated for with his ego, he would
tell himself that he was better than who he was because he couldn't
handle being anything less than a 'real man.'

I
wasn't going to make that judgment for him, I didn't give a damn what
he was. I didn't care whether he was as successful as he felt that he
needed to be and I would have been satisfied with him as a partner if
he was the absolute bottom of the ladder in his company.

I
just wanted him to love me.

But
if he wanted to play the game then so could I. If he wanted to turn
all of his life into a dick-measuring contest then I was right on
board.

Successful
business owner. Sexy and beautiful. Confident and capable, enough
that I didn't need to use the metrics of others to determine my own
self-worth.

That's
what I brought to the table, what do you bring Greg?

As
I sidled up to the bar and placed my order I played his silly little
game in my mind. He wanted to turn this whole thing into a
dick-measuring contest then fine, I was packing a monster of a cock
and I knew it.

And
if we're playing who is the better in the relationship then I'm the
one holding all the cards. I was the one settling between the two of
us, even if he couldn't admit it out loud I knew he knew it to be
true.

No,
regardless of what happened I'd be just fine. It was Greg whose whole
world depended on what others thought of him.

The
bartender put my drink in front of me and I sipped it, turning and
looking out over the room in front of us. There was a dance floor,
half-empty of people, and the sounds of musical strains going through
the air.

I
watched those people moving, easily able to pick out the ones that
truly treasured their partners. There was a sort of shimmering love
and care in the way that they looked at each other.

Greg
had never looked at me like that, not once.

I
felt the presence slide up to the bar next to me and heard a gruff
voice ordering a drink. He was polite but specific with his order,
setting it out for the bartender in a way that signaled him instantly
that he was a man of particular tastes, the sort of man who knew what
he wanted.

Turning
and looking at him surreptitiously I saw a man dressed fairly
ordinary considering the scope of the party. He was wearing a finely
tailored suit, cut perfectly to his measurements. The fabric of it
was high quality but not showy, nothing too far out there for a man
like this.

Dark
black with a plain white shirt and solid-colored tie. Three-piece
with a silver pocket watch chain hanging from the vest pocket.

I
could tell that he was built, solidly so. Big shoulders and arms that
had thickly visible biceps when he moved and flexed his arms. Tight
around the core with a bulge out by his pecs, he had the build of an
athlete and struck me as the sort of man who wouldn't be
uncomfortable throwing his weight around to get something physical
done.

I'd
met guys like this before from time to time, and they never failed to
impress. They thrived on the energy that others felt from them,
realizing the power in the implication of strength.

He'd
never even have to so much as raise a finger to get something done,
but lesser men quailed at the thought of it. He intimidated almost
unconsciously, indicating to others around him just by virtue of his
appearance that he had the capacity to impose his will by any means
possible, even physical.

That
isn't to say that you could boil these men down to a stereotype. I'd
met some who were amazing at charm and some who operated far more
like a blunt instrument. The only real constant I could pin on a man
like this was that they were always successful when they set their
minds to a goal. That they often reached the upper echelons of their
chosen industry.

This
man was likely no different.

On
his face he wore a half-mask, like a masquerade mask that only
covered the space around his eyes. It was made out of finely tooled
leather with silver buckles on it, and I knew that in spite of the
fact that he wasn't in costume he had no doubt spent an awful lot of
money to look the way he did tonight.

My
interest in him only grew the longer I looked at him. Taking in his
finely chiseled jaw and the clean shave he wore. His nose and eyes
had an intensity to them, lending him the look of a bird of prey from
his finely coiffed brown hair down to the point of his chin.

In
a way, his 'costume' was a sort of brilliance. In a race to the top
of the pile all of these people had gone over the top to outdo each
other. They had spent so much on their costumes, building elaborate
personas and appearances around them.

By
choosing a simple mask and a well-tailored suit he had set himself
out apart from the others. He had decided to rise above the game.

And
when people thought back to this party weeks later they'd remember
him. All of the extravagant costumes would fall by the wayside but
they'd remember this man. They'd remember what he looked like.

"You
look like you want to dance," he said, and it took me a minute
to realize he was talking to me.

"Oh,"
I said, a little stunned, "Oh yeah but my dance partner is far
too busy."

"I
guessed," he replied, nodding, and when I raised an eyebrow he
clarified, "I mean I don't recognize you so I'm guessing you're
not with the company and considering the seats around you are empty I
figured your partner was probably busy making the rounds."

"Rounds
are done," I joked bitterly, "He's busy with other things
at this point."

He
spun around on his chair and looked out over the group with me,
peering around at the whole of them to try to pick out which one I
was attached to.

"No,
he's not out there," I said, "Last I saw he was sequestered
in one of the smaller rooms with a group of his coworkers. I believe
they were judging who had put the least effort into their costume
this year."

"Well
then I'm sure I came up on the list," he said gesturing with one
hand at his suit, "Wearing a suit probably qualifies."

"Probably,"
I shrugged, agreeing with him, "Not that it matters to me. I
don't care about any of the costumes."

"Really,"
he replied, "I mean it looks to me like you went all out
tonight."

My
laugh was bitter once more, "Oh that's assuming I chose this
costume at all."

"Ahh
I see," he said, "I mean I should have guessed."

I
paused, then looked over at him, "Guessed how?"

"Well
forgive me if I'm overstepping my boundaries here," he said,
"But that outfit just has 'man' written all over it. Not to
assume things, but that's not exactly the sort of sexy that I think
you'd go for."

I
don't know what shocked me more, the fact that he absolutely hit the
nail on the head or the thrill in my stomach at hearing him call me
sexy.

"What
sort of sexy do you think I'd go for then?" I asked, more than a
little flirtatiously.

"I
don't know you," he said, "But most women I know who look
like you prefer something a little classier. If you were going as a
cat and picking out your own outfit I imagine it would be a sleek and
elegant black evening gown. Maybe there'd be a slit up the leg of it.
Probably backless. For the mask, I'm thinking something like a half
masquerade mask, something more like mine."

This
man was good.

I'm
not so innocent or naive that I didn't know that he was working me,
plying his charms. I knew that he knew what he was doing and I knew
that he was bringing the full brunt of his efforts to bear on me.

He'd
complimented me, implying both sexiness and elegance. He'd put a
wedge between me and my partner while at the same time tying a
lifeline to him by saying I'd rather have his mask than my own.

But
while I knew what he was doing, that didn't mean it wasn't working. I
liked his charm and he wasn't wrong. He'd hit the nail mostly on the
head when describing the sort of outfit I would far more prefer to be
wearing in this place.

I
knew his intentions were far from innocent, that by giving a man like
this an inch he would absolutely take a mile.

I
knew that but that didn't necessarily mean that I wasn't willing to
pursue things. I mean I knew how to pull back to avoid making the
sort of mistake that would cause rippling problems down the line.

Setting
my drink back on the bar I made my decision then and there. My job as
arm candy was well and done now and I was more than entitled to have
some fun. Greg was too busy gossiping to give me that, so why not
have a little innocent indulgence.

"My
dance partner is occupied," I said, "Want to be his
temporary replacement?"

His
grin was wolfish, and I knew that his play was working.

Taking
me by the hand this stranger led me out onto the dancefloor as the
music kicked up. It was fast and upbeat and we danced mostly next to
each other with it, moving and spinning around each other as we
swayed and danced to the beat.

He
could move. He could dance.

Lithe
as a cat and twice as nimble he worked his way around me and drew me
closer and closer into him.

And
I knew our dancing almost perfectly complimented each other. We both
worked so well, feeding off the energy of one another and reading
each other perfectly. We were in sync, and each time I spun around
and caught a glimpse of his eyes on me I felt a thrill of excitement.

Part
of it was the anonymity. I didn't know who this man was and I didn't
care. It was a thrill to have both he and I be completely anonymous,
to just exist in the space with this person without a care to the
expectations laid on me.

Part
of it was the way that he looked at me. Absent were the lustful
glances and all-consuming glare. His look on me was almost
admiration, almost like he saw me for the real me. Like through his
gaze, I could witness a true reflection of myself.

And
part of it was the sight of people watching us. As we moved on the
dance floor all those people on the periphery saw it. They didn't
know who we were. They didn't know we weren't together. They didn't
know that I didn't even so much as know his name.

All
they saw was an attractive couple moving around each other. All they
saw was the two of us, and that was all that mattered.

Closer
and closer, our circles tightening. Moving into each other and then
moving within grasp. So close that I could feel his presence and
power looming over me. Almost imposing itself on me as I moved within
his orbit and was caught in it, falling into him in all but physical
reality.

The
song stopped. A slow tune picked up. We moved into each other's arms
perfectly, shifting our swaying as we leaned on each other for
support.

His
hands were on me now, touching my body and drawing me into him. I
could feel the strength of him beneath the layers of his clothing,
his hard and capable body steering me perfectly.

He
never crossed a line but he possessed me all the same, hands on my
hips moving me to his rhythm. Guiding me the whole time, making me
his with his hands and his body and his eyes.

Until
I lost myself in it. Until right there in the middle of the dance
floor all I could think about was kissing him. Kissing him and
letting him take me, letting him have me.

I
don't know what it was about this man, something to do with his
casual sort of chivalry. The way that alone of all the people in this
whole party he was the one looking at me like I was a person.

A
person he wanted, sure. A woman that he desired but making sure to
keep respect in his gaze. To keep from crossing the lines that he
knew were there.

Any
other man in here, I would be disgusted to have them touch me. Even
Greg would make me curl my lip in distaste.

But
I wanted this man to touch me. To touch me and so much more.

I
wanted it with such a furious surge that the power of the feelings
terrified me, and as the song ended I pulled back from him to put
space between us.

He
bowed to me, a slight little bow but one that just reinforced all of
his gentlemanly qualities. I found myself curtsying to him, the grin
on my face difficult to hide.

"That
was fun," he said, "But I'm afraid I need some air."

"Okay,"
I said simply, "I'll- Um- I'll see you around."

He
smiled and turned from me, and almost in a state of shock I made my
way back to the bar, only making it halfway.

God,
I couldn't get him out of my head. I couldn't stop thinking about
him.

I
turned away from the bar and made my way out towards the front door
of the house, passing through rooms and around people the whole way.
I even saw Greg standing with his friends, but he didn't notice me
when I passed by, I was so low on his list of priorities.

And
I'm being honest when I say that I didn't know what my plans were
here exactly. I knew that if I didn't go in search of him that I
would regret it. I knew that he was drawing me in and that I could
feel it. I knew I needed to be in his presence, with a level of
certainty that was enough for me in that moment, enough to make me
seek him out.

I
found my stranger standing just outside the front door, the chill air
wrapping around me and making me shiver. He was standing and staring
out at the night sky, perfectly silent and still as a statue.

This
man was so handsome in such a disarming way. Looking at him was a
little like staring directly into the sun. But I couldn't look away,
didn't want to look away. I wanted to take in every drop of him and
let it feed and soothe my soul.

Stepping
down the stairs he heard me coming and turned slowly to look at me
and I saw a smile on his face and got the sense in a way that he
expected that. Maybe this wasn't a man that was easily surprised.
Maybe he had the measure of me more even than I had myself.

"Hello
Kitty Cat," he said, almost cooing the words at me.

I
felt a blush rise up in me, felt my walk turn to a bit of a strut as
I walked over to him, "Hello to you. I decided some fresh air
sounded nice."

"Mmm,"
he said, turning to look up at the stars, "So Kitty Cat tell me,
what do you do?"

I
was more than a little shocked, more than a little stunned. I let out
a light giggle at his words and what he was asking.

"Did
you know that you're the first person who has asked me that all
night?"

I
turned to look up at him but he wasn't looking down at me anymore.
His eyes were fixed on the night sky above us.

"Really?"
he asked, an actual measure of surprise in his voice, "You don't
work at the company, I figured everyone would want to know about you.
I mean everyone in there talks company business every single day. You
would think they'd want a break from time to time."

"In
my experience," I said, shivering a bit as the chill seeped into
my skin, "People really only ever want to talk about
themselves."

My
mystery man laughed at that, a short bark signaling his agreement
before he turned and noticed me.

"Oh
wow you look cold," he said, shrugging off his jacket and
wrapping it around my shoulders and he rubbed them, warming me up
slowly.

"Thanks,"
I said, biting back my protest that it was unnecessary.

Because
it wasn't, and because in that moment all I could think about was how
close he was to me. I wanted to see him, wanted to see him properly.
I wanted to see him without anything standing between us, to witness
and know him on a level I hadn't known another person in so very
long.

My
hands moved almost of their own accord, reaching up for his mask. I
reached behind him and fingered the tie of it briefly before
unwrapping it and unveiling it to him.

His
face revealed, nothing hiding his identity from me but a name.
Nothing keeping me from knowing him but one little word.

"Who
are you?" I asked him.

"I'm
Roger," he said quietly, and I knew in an instant just who he
was.

I
knew that this was the man who had made my husbands life a living
hell. The man who Greg hated more than any other.

The
more I thought about everything that Greg had told me the harder it
was to reconcile the picture of the man that had been given to me
with the man that was in front of me. Sure, I could see Roger being
ruthless in the boardroom. Yes, I could see him going out of his way
to make sure that he was put in the best place to take advantage of a
situation.

But
Greg had attributed such malice to his actions. He had turned Roger
into this sort of boogieman and I just couldn't see that working.

Roger
might be a strong man, an ambitious man, but a cruel man he wasn't.

And
Greg? Well, Greg was undoubtedly a weak man. He was the sort of
person who would blame others for his own misfortunes. Greg was
always the kind of man who had troubles, and those troubles always
happened to be at the hand of someone else when you asked him about
it. Nothing was ever his own fault. Every problem in his life was the
result of circumstances entirely out of his control.

It
took a strong man to admit their own shortcomings, and I didn't know
if Greg had it in himself to do that.

Roger
was so close to me now and I was drawn to him. I wanted to know more
about this man, to know everything about this man. I didn't give a
damn about my attachments or about doing what was right. I wanted to
do what I wanted to do and damn the consequences, damn everything but
my own satisfaction.

"What's
your name?" he asked, and I knew that he wanted to know.

"Later,"
I told him, "Right now my name doesn't matter at all."

And
I pushed myself against him. And I tilted my head up to him. And I
closed my eyes and I pursed my lips and I let destiny take the
reigns.

Kissing
him was like coming home. It was a relief, like I could feel my heart
beating for the first time in years. I kissed him and my body
thrilled, passion coursing through my veins in a way that hadn't
happened in all the time that I'd been with Greg, not since the
beginning at least.

I
kissed Roger and parted my lips and his tongue slipped into my mouth
to chase against mine and taste me. I kissed him and moaned for him,
feeling the warm strength of his arms close around me and chase away
the cold.

He
was holding me, pulling me in. Both of us were hovering on the edge
of so much more but we were scared.

The
slightest sound could chase us away, make us start. The slightest
noise could make us start and run from this moment, running from all
of this.

Because
we both knew this was wrong. We both knew this wasn't what we were
supposed to be doing. The ring on my finger seemed to chill to the
point where it felt like it was burning and I knew that I needed to
do something about it.

I
needed to say something, anything to break this truth. I wanted to go
on but I didn't want to deceive. I wanted both of us to be aware.

Breaking
back from him, gasping for air. I looked up into his face and I saw
the hesitation there and the words came to my lips.

"I'm
married."

And
the words came to his.

"I
don't care."

The
need we had for each other was too great and too present. Not just a
sexual hunger and an appetite for satisfaction but something more.

A
connection between the two of us, something deep and permanent. A
link between our two souls that I'd never felt before, never
experienced once in my life.

I
didn't really believe in love before this moment. If I did then I
didn't understand the fullness of it.

Because
I barely knew this man but I knew that I needed him in my life. I
knew that what would be right would be to hand him back his coat and
go inside to the man that I had sworn fidelity to, but I knew that my
heart would be forever broken and no one could pick up the pieces but
him.

Roger,
the man that I should have been with. The man who should have made me
happy, who should have been on my arm. The man that I connected with
far more than the man that I ended up with. The man who saw me more
even than I saw myself.

When
I returned to him it was with full acknowledgment and understanding
of what I was doing. I knew that I was not only cheating but that I
was turning my back on my husband entirely. Being with Roger would
change my life forever, there was no going back from this.

But
I wanted it. The reconnection of our lips and the touch of his hands
on my body made my stomach do flip flops. There was an electricity as
I felt him trace his fingers down my back and I wanted to know and
understand how potent the connection would be should I let those
fingers touch my bare skin.

"I
don't want to stop," I moaned into his mouth, words that came
out almost like a sob as my mind was torn between what I knew I
should be doing and what I knew I had to do, "Oh god Roger I
don't want to stop."

And
he pulled me in close and squeezed me tight before grasping my hand
and drawing me along behind him.

"It's
too cold out here," he said, "We need to find someplace
warm, someplace quiet."

He
led me back to the house and my eyes grew wide at the thought that
someone might see us. Even just the sight of us in the same room
together would be enough for the dullest person to put the pieces
together. There would be no way to hide our feelings anymore.

We
pushed through the front door and Roger scanned the open entrance
hall. He pulled me down a corridor that I'd never been down before
and we pressed our way into a dark room lined with row upon row of
fabric.

Coats,
he brought me into the coatroom and drew me down into the darkness of
it. The door was open barely a crack and the light shining through
lent a sort of imposing air to the sight of these coats standing
still.

Grasping
me by the shoulders I could see Roger's eyes gleaming in the dark,
hard and intense and serious as he asked me, "Are you sure about
this?"

"I
am," I nodded, "I know that I can't- I won't-"

"You
need this?" he asked, "You feel something here right. I'm
not crazy when I say that I feel something with you that is just
strong and powerful. But are you sure? Are you sure that you-"

"Yes,"
I cut him off, "Yes to everything. Yes to tonight and yes to
those feelings. I don't give a damn about my husband he's never made
me feel the way that you can. I don't care about right and wrong here
and now, I just want what I need and I need it more than I've ever
needed anything in my life."

I
threw myself at him, pinning him up against the back wall of the room
and pressing my tongue into his mouth with an urgency. Shrugging out
of his coat I draped it over one of the nearby racks and set my hands
to the much more enjoyable task of feeling his body.

His
hard form beneath his layers of clothing. Stiff and intense in every
possible way, quivering in his need for me.

I
ran over his shoulders and his pecs, down his tight hard midsection
and over his thighs. Up and between to cup the bulge that he had for
me, squeezing his package lightly as a moan escaped me at the feel of
the size of it.

It
had to be my imagination. There was no way this could all be so
perfect. No way that Roger could be a man who was as handsome as he
was. No way that he could be a man as strong as he was. No way that
he could be a man as obviously driven and intelligent. And certainly
no way he could be as fucking big as this.

My
fingers were shaking as I struggled with his belt and zipper. Tugging
at them as I fell to my knees before him and unveiled him to me, his
cock slapping out and bouncing and throbbing in front of me as I
witnessed it with my own two eyes.

And
knew that my greatest dreams had surely come true.

He
was big but it was more than that. It was the most attractive cock
that I'd ever seen in my life. Gloriously thick and capped with this
throbbing head that just looked delicious. Veins pulsing on the sides
of it giving it an angry and urgent sort of need that I felt I wanted
to deliver on deep in the heart of me.

I
moved forward. I opened my mouth. I tasted him.

I'd
given blowjobs before, but never to this level. I'd been with men
before, but I'd never given myself over to their pleasure quite like
this.

What
I did for him was a step beyond a blowjob. I was dedicating myself to
his cock. I was worshipping him on a real level and in a real way,
rolling my tongue around the head of him, ducking down to take him
deep, stretching my jaw to its very limits just to feel him filling
me up with his hot and hard thickness.

And
I could feel it. In the ache in my jaw and in the racing of my heart,
I could feel it. The knowledge that he was so perfect and so hard for
me and the thrill that I was doing this against all sense and reason,
it was making me dizzy.

But
I pressed on, bouncing my mouth up and down the length of him while
my fingers lovingly played around his shaft. I stroked him and teased
his balls while I swallowed him whole, taking his cock that was
bigger than any I'd ever had before deeper than I'd ever before
dared.

Taking
him all the way until my nose was pressed up against the base of him,
feeling my lungs burn as they called out for air and relief. I bobbed
on him, my noises lewd and loud enough that surely they would bring
people asking questions but I just didn't give a damn anymore.

Everyone
here could witness this for all that I cared, it wouldn't stop me. I
was committed now to the act of infidelity and to making this man in
my mouth moan for me. Nothing on this earth was going to keep me from
him anymore, keep me from giving him every bit of pleasure that I
possibly could.

Just
the simple act of being there for him was making my body quiver with
delight. I loved that he was in my mouth and I was worshipping him,
and I loved that he was anyone but my husband.

To
have him be Roger of all people was an edge above it. Not just
because he was perfect for me but because it would hurt all the more
when Greg found out.

It
would wound him to his core, and that satisfied a cruel itch in me.
Greg had taken me for granted for too long. He'd used me to assuage
his ego and push his career and I was done with him.

Our
marriage was not long for this world, but I didn't have any reason to
end it anytime soon. I would keep stringing him along as long as I
could keep him ignorant, because the pain he would feel when he found
out that I had been with his enemy for months or years would hurt so
much more than if he caught us now.

No,
I would play this game. I would be this cheating whore. I would give
myself to Roger in every single way and I would deny Greg any sort of
satisfaction.

This
was about revenge as much as it was about a growing affection. I was
sure that a life with Roger would be a worthwhile one, that he would
be a good partner to me, suitably matched.

But
I wanted Greg to pay for the pain that he had laid at my feet. I
wanted him to feel as hard as he could an ounce of the torment that
he had put me through.

Dress
me up like a dominatrix and parade me in front of your friends and
colleagues? That's fine Greg, if that's what you want them to think I
am then that is what I'll be.

But
I'll be that for you. I'll ruin your fucking life for what you did to
me. I'll make it hurt so good, so long and so hard that you'll ache
for the feeling of it.

Greg,
you underestimate my wiles. You don't know the first thing about
manipulating people, but me? I've been doing it for years.

I'm
going to have you bent over begging for more pain from me. Your
master. Your mistress. Your cheating whore of a wife.

I
pulled back gasping, my hand still moving up and down the length of
him. My eyes locked with those of my new lover and the voice that
came out was demanding.

"Fuck
me," I told him with a fire in my words, "Fuck me and
satisfy me like my husband never could."

And
my Roger practically growled as he pulled me to my feet and spun me
around.

Pressing
me up against the coats, his hands hungry and eager. He pulled and
teased at me and I reached between my legs to push my outfit to one
side and give him access.

Oh
god, I could feel his thickness slipping between my thighs. I could
feel it sawing against my sex, brushing up against my clit and
sending sparks of fire that threatened to overwhelm me.

"You
know who I'm married to?" I teased as my hands reached out to
grip the bar the coats were hanging on and I pressed my ass backwards
to meet him, "Greg is my husband. I think you work with him. I
think you know him, don't you?"

"Yes,"
he said breathlessly, and I could sense a bit of indecision in his
voice.

"He
hates you," I told him, "But it's a hatred borne from
jealousy. He hates that he's not as successful as you. Not as
charming as you. Not as capable as you.

"He
thinks that you always get what he wants, and he hates you for it. He
thinks that I'm the only thing that he has a hold on, but you and I
both know that's not true."

I
looked over my shoulder at him, seeing him tensing and struggling
against his better instincts, knowing how wrong it was to fuck the
wife of his coworker.

"You
and I both know that I'm my own woman," I said, "I make my
own decisions about who I want to be with and why I want to be with
them. Greg isn't my equal, he isn't my better. He doesn't get to own
me any more than you do.

"But
for tonight I'll lend myself to you, because I want it and I choose
it. I want you to fuck me. I want you to make me cum. I want you to
satisfy me and make me your own little cheating slut.

"Fuck
me, Roger. Fuck me better than Greg ever could. Show me what I
already know, that he isn't half the man that you are. Don't hold
back. Don't hold a single fucking thing back. I want you to make me
scream."

And
Roger kept good on his promise, burying himself to the root in my wet
and willing sex.

His
hands gripped my hips, a grip so tight that it started to hurt. He
didn't move slow and steady at first, he was pounding into me with
ragged and primal strikes.

Filling
me with him, fuller than I'd ever been filled before. Fucking me and
making me moan, making my whole body ache with the pleasure of his
company.

Oh
god, I was stretched nearly to the breaking point. I knew that I was
at my absolute limit, that anything beyond what he could give me
would be too much for me to bear.

In
power and intensity. Present and immediate. Each thrust pushing the
air out of my lungs and making me gasp and tremble, doubling the
tightness of my grip on the bar and making sharp and shocking gasps
and moans tumble out past my lips.

"Fuck
me, Roger," I said, "Just like that. Give me everything
you've got. Oh god, Roger, you make me feel so good!"

I
cried out loudly and I felt his hand release from my lips, closing
over my mouth and muffling my cries he leaned in close and whispered
in my ear.

"You
might not give a fuck about what people think about you but I need to
work with these people," he said, "I'll fuck you. I'll make
you moan. I'll satisfy you more than you little cuck of a husband
ever could but I need you to be quiet."

"I
want to be your whore," I moaned through his hand, "I want
to be your slut."

"I
want you to be," he said, "My own little cheating slut. My
own little whore. I'm not letting you go, I'm going to fuck you
tonight and at the end of the night I'm going to make sure your cunt
is filled with my seed before I send you home with your husband. And
I'm going to have you again and again. I'm going to fuck you over and
over and over again until you leave him for me."

"Yes,"
I whispered, and he released his hold on my lips, "Yes Roger,
fuck me, Roger. Make me regret my wedding day."

Grunting
and pounding into me he stayed bent over me. His breath a whisper on
my ear and making the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.

His
hand slid down to hold my throat and squeeze it lightly, and my eyes
rolled into the back of my head as a low moan escaped me.

"God
you love it, don't you," he said, "You love my cock. You
love that it's not his. You love that he hates me. You love that you
love me."

"I
do," I confessed, "I don't know how this is all happening
so fast but I do Roger I do."

"Swear
that you'll only fuck me from now on," he said, his strokes hard
and firm, "If he wants to fuck you just make up an excuse. Say
you have a headache. Say you're not in the mood. Deny him always.
Don't fuck him anymore."

"I
promise," I swore to him, a truth I knew I would keep, "He
can't have me anymore. He never really had me at all."

And
I pressed back against him, closing my eyes and picturing all the
things I could do that wouldn't break this promise to my lover.

Teasing
and taunting Greg. Making him work for my affections knowing all the
while that he would never have them again.

I'd
have him crawl for me. I'd have him lick the heel of my shoe. I'd
have him tied up and begging for pain just for an instant of
pleasure, just for the feel of my panty-clad sex grinding against his
aching cock.

A
hundred and one torments ran through my mind. All of them for Greg. I
couldn't wait to put them into action.

But
for now, having Roger was more than satisfying. He was touching me
and filling me in ways I never imagined were possible. He was giving
me all of himself and pulling me into him, pulling me down to the
ground in his arms and a tumble of coats.

We
found ourselves and burst out of them, the fabric forming a bed of
sorts beneath us. I rose above him straddling him and pushed myself
down onto him, filling my eager sex with his thickness once more.

"Roger
I've never been this full before," I confessed to him, "Just
having you inside of me is enough to satisfy me. But then you go and
fuck me like you do. I can't wait until we're someplace quiet where
we can really let loose. I can't wait to see everything you can give
to me."

I
was rolling my hips on him, rising and falling above him as I filled
myself eagerly with him. I was taking him fully, taking him in.
Gasping as I felt him filling me up.

I
didn't know how much more I could take. My body quite frankly wasn't
used to getting fucked this well. Every inch of me was throbbing with
it, aching from it. I closed my eyes and tried to concentrate on
keeping my movements steady.

And
that was when I heard his voice.

Calling
out my name in the hallway, his footsteps drawing closer to the room.
Greg, he was searching for me, evidently giving up on the gossip and
the company of his coworkers or at least realizing that having me not
beside him for that length of time didn't look good for his image.

But
I wasn't going to stop. As he drew closer and closer to the room I
sped up more and more. My eyes were on the crack of light in the door
and I was torn between wanting him to catch me here and needing to
draw this out.

If
I stopped now we could hide. But I didn't want to stop.

I
was too close to the satisfaction that had been denied to me for so
long. I needed it more and more the closer I got and I knew there
wasn't a thing on this earth that could keep me from it.

Greg
called my name again, his footsteps so close that I knew he was
almost there. I heard the door creak and shift and start to open and
then I heard a second voice call out to him.

"Hey
Greg," they said, "Someone said they think your wife headed
upstairs."

"Oh,
thanks," my husband replied, releasing the door and walking
towards them and away from us, "I figured it'd be something like
that."

Bending
low I whispered into the ear of my lover, "Not much time now.
He's bound to be back soon. I want you to fuck me now. I want you to
finish inside of me.

"Because
I don't want him to know just yet. I want to draw this out longer
than a single night."

Roger
grinned in response and rolled me onto my back. He lost whatever
remaining sense of restraint he had as he pinned me to the floor with
his hands and worked his hips with his magic.

Fucking
me. Filling me. Making the pleasure that I'd been feeling this whole
time bubble up and burst.

All
of it exploding inside of me as I reached for him and drew his lips
down to me, kissing him with every ounce of passion and need that I
felt inside of me.

Then
his thrusts stopped and he buried himself deep inside of me. I could
feel the rumble of a groan from deep in his belly and I could feel
his cock erupt in me, pumping his seed deep inside of my belly where
it burned and simmered with the heat of my own climax.

We
stayed entangled in lips and limbs until the warmth of our pleasure
burned away. We stayed a moment longer, trembling in each other's
arms and knowing that while our story was just beginning it had come
to an end for the night.

Roger
helped me up and helped me dress and we both made sure the other
didn't look like we'd just gone through a vigorous bout of fucking in
the coatroom. Once we were out of that room we left without a word to
each other, him out the door to his car and me deeper into the party
to find Greg.

Apparently,
his concern and interest in my location had been temporary. I found
him at the bar more than a few drinks deep, beyond tipsy and well
into slurring his words.

Practically
carrying him out of the place I poured him into the passenger seat
and got behind the wheel, driving us back to our home.

And
when we got home I got him out of the car and put him to bed. I
undressed in silence and was hanging up my outfit when the business
card dropped out of it.

I
don't know where he managed to put it.

Picking
it up gingerly I saw Rogers name printed on it and flipped it over to
find his personal number scrawled on the back of it. Taking a glance
at Greg's snoring form I tiptoed out of the room with my phone and
the card in hand, walking across the house and into the office before
dialing the number.

"I
was hoping you'd call," his voice answered after a minute of
ringing.

"How
could I not?" I responded.

"I
don't know," he said uncertainly, "What happened was crazy
and I mean I wouldn't be surprised if it was a momentary lapse. If
you need it to be a momentary lapse then we can make sure that's all
it is. Trust me when I say that I won't say a word about this to-"

"I
need you," I told him, "I need you in my life and I think
you need me too. It's about Greg but it's about something more.
Something between us that I just can't-"

"A
connection," he cut me off, "I feel it too."

There
was a long silence on the line from both of us, as if neither of us
knew what to say.

But
we both knew what was going to happen next. We both knew this wasn't
the end tonight. We both knew that we were at the start of a great
journey and that Greg would be but a footnote in the end.

When
I finally broke the silence it was to tell him my name. I realized
that he didn't know it and him responding confirmed my suspicions
that Greg hadn't even gone so far as to let his coworkers know what
it was.

Because
I was an object to Greg. A trophy.

And
I valued myself more than that.

What
happened next was almost magical. The death of one relationship and
the birth of something greater.

Like
a phoenix, I came out of the ashes of this life stronger than ever
before. Bolstered by my own sense of justifiable pride and the help
and love of a better man.

Greg
didn't deserve me, he never deserved me. And I'll never get back the
years that I wasted on him.

But
I got my revenge in the end. In the end, I made him hurt.

Though
that is a story for another time.

END
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My
Wife And The Alpha










She’s
been teasing me all night, talking about how she has a surprise for
me. I don’t know what it is but I know that she has
disappeared. I can’t find her in this dark and packed club, and
right now I’m afraid she might have taken things too far.










Alisa
is a particular kind of woman, a once in a lifetime kind of woman.
Stunningly beautiful and disarmingly charming, she can wrap men up
and twist them into knots. She can have any man that she wants, and
yet she chose me.










I
love her, worship the ground that she walks on. I love her more than
I ever thought that I could love anyone in this world. So when she
tells me to trust her I do it implicitly. When she promises she won’t
steer me wrong I know that she’s right.










I
found her shoe in this darkened hallway, looking like it was left
here for me to find. I know she’s here somewhere, I know she’s
made her move. What I don’t know is what she has planned.










Alisa
can be cruel, there is no doubt about that. Cruel to me and cruel to
the men who desire her. She can string us along and she knows that
we’ll follow, because we can’t bring ourselves to
disappoint her.










I
can hear them at the top of the stairs and I know what it is. Even
over the racket of the pounding music I can hear her voice. She’s
with someone. She’s pushing my limits.










I
know I should walk away and abandon this but I need to press on.
Pulled towards her just as surely as if she had me on the line and
was reeling me in.










She’s
treating me just like those men she teases and denies. I know how
they feel now.










I
know why they love it.
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My
Wife And Her Bully










I
can hear them from down the hall. I can remember the faces of the
people staring at me. I know what’s happening, I know what
she’s doing, but I need to see this for myself.










If
you knew my wife now, you’d never believe the woman she used to
be. She’s become someone so different from the person she was
in college. Become a woman who uses the desire men feel for her to
her advantage.










But
in college she was the awkward one. She was the one who wasn’t
invited to parties unless she was the punchline. Pranked and
humiliated time and again, and always by him.










I
can’t believe my eyes. I can’t believe she’s with
him now. After all the humiliation and pain he caused her he still
has such a hold over her.










All
he needed to do was ask and she was on her knees for him.










It’s
like a compulsion with her, a sucker for punishment. She knows who he
is and she knows what she’s doing to me but she’s
compelled by the hold he has on her. The hold that he has always had.










She
sees me now and it’s obvious she doesn’t care. She made
her choice and she chose him. She chose to give him her body and her
soul.










All
the things that he did. All the pain that he caused her.










She
was his all along.
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I
Know She's Cheating










She’s
adjusted her dress, unbuttoned it to show off her body. She’s
walking into the room and straddling him. She’s my wife, and
he’s my best friend.










I
love my wife but I know that our marriage has gotten a bit slow of
late. I’m not as romantic as I once was and we’re both so
busy, still I never imagined that she would betray me.










When
my best friend comes to me and confesses that he saw her with another
man my first instinct was not to believe him. I knew that I needed
proof and we set up the plan. Him as the bait and me behind the
cameras as the trap watching everything.










From
the moment he walked into my house I couldn’t look away. I
could see her throwing herself at him and I could see him holding
back like the good friend he was. But I know that he wants her and
I’m holding a dark secret inside of myself.










I
want to see this happen.










I
lied to him, told him the cameras weren’t working. I told him
to keep going. I told him to do whatever it takes to get the proof.










She’s
dragging him into our marriage bed. He’s losing the battle
against his need. The two of them are giving into to their carnal
desires again and again.










And
I’m watching it all happen. I can’t look away. I never
knew that I needed this, but I do.










I
don’t know if I can help myself.
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