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The
air around me is so cool it's almost chilly and that makes sense. The
mall is nearly empty this late in the evening. All of the customers
have long since gone home and the only people left are the employees
restocking shelves in empty shops and the security patrolling the
halls but the air conditioning in the place is still blasting like
it's filled with a throng of customers and so it's colder than it
ought to be and colder than it usually is but I don't notice it at
all.

I'm
burning up. A fire under my collar that has me itchy with heat and
aching to squirm uncomfortably but I keep myself still and I keep
myself quiet and I keep myself low because I shouldn't be here.

A
good man wouldn't be here. A good man would have trust, wouldn't need
the confirmation of his own eyes. A good man would be at home waiting
just like he'd been told to be and just like he always was. I guess
I'm not a good man anymore, and that is hardly a surprise.

For
as long as I've been aware of the world around me I've always
considered myself to be a disappointment. Don't get me wrong I've had
my successes but I've never really thought of them as belonging to
me. Luck played too much of a part in my station in life, a fortunate
turn of events that brought me time and again to profit that I didn't
earn and maybe here and now in this mall it was all catching up to
me. That would all depend on what I see at the end of my journey.

I
feel like a fool, not so much for being here but for hiding like I am
right now. I paid the security guard at the door a small fortune for
him to turn a blind eye to me and let me in. I'm not going to get
caught and while, in my suit and tie, I'm not dressed like anyone who
would work in one of these shops there is still nothing saying that I
don't belong. I shouldn't have anything to hide but I'm slinking
along like a criminal all the same, creeping through these darkened
hallways silent and low and hoping to god I don't get caught even
though there is only possibly one person in this whole damn building
who would know that I shouldn't be here. Unfortunately, she's the one
I'm walking straight towards.

Turning
the corner I set eyes on the shop for the first time and my heart
starts to pound in my chest. It's beating so loud that it almost
drowns out everything else but then my ears adjust and my senses tune
to the whole world around me and it all sounds so goddamn loud. My
footsteps, the droning of the air blasting through the vents above,
even the raspy breaths I give as I step and step and step and close
the distance to my destination seem so loud to me and I can stop now
and by all rights I should stop now. I should walk away, turn around
and call the money spent a loss that I can surely afford and give up
on this reckless endeavor.

No
good can come from peering through those windows at the end of this
hall.

Trust
should be implicit in a marriage, there should be no question of it.
You've given yourself to this other person, body and soul and heart
and mind and you should trust that they won't do anything to harm
you. They're your partner, lover, and confidant. If you can't trust
the person you married then who can you trust? If you can't trust
them then why did you marry them in the first place? I should trust
her and I shouldn't need to know.

And
if that's not enough to get me to turn around then I should know how
much it'll hurt her to know that I don't trust her. If she spots me
here and finds out I've come snooping for no god goddamn reason then
she'll hate me. She'll hate me more than she already does for what I
did last night and I don't know if she'll ever forgive me for that.

No
good can come from closing this distance and looking in that window.

Consider
the answer. If she's not doing what I think she's doing then there is
so much of a chance that I'll wind up getting caught and I'll wind up
fucking up the best thing that ever happened in my life. And then on
the other hand if she is doing what I think she's doing, well then
that'll be the end of everything for us. There would be no coming
back from that, surely, and so I'll wind up right there in the same
place. No matter what happens and no matter what the answer I'm
taking such a risk and the reward is so small and the price might be
far too high for me to bear.

But
I'm a madman. I'm reckless. For the first time in my life I'm working
on instinct and I don't really understand why. I'm overthinking but
it's not stopping me and I'm dragged forward nearly against my will
as my feet close the distance towards my answer and my proof that I
don't know if I want to know.

I
need to know why she's working late tonight. I need to know if it's
really happening.

Creeping
forward I keep to one side of the wide hallway of the mall and I keep
to the shadows. Playing at being a secret agent and feeling foolish
for pushing forty and acting this way I creep along until I reach the
end and when I'm at the walls of her shop I duck even lower. I keep
that position, back aching and hands pressed against the ground to
keep me out of sight of the big windows as I creep towards the doors
which have been locked with one of those accordion gates that's half
glass and half metal pulled tightly shut across it.

And
just before I reach the edge of the door I have one final moment
where I contemplate my idiocy. This has to be the dumbest thing I've
ever done because even if she's doing what I think she's doing it
wouldn't be happening out here for all to see. She might be wild,
maybe a bit too wild for me, but surely out in the middle of the shop
would be crossing the line. Surely it would be happening in the back,
out of sight of everything. Surely she wouldn't be so bold and take
such a chance.

But
when I duck around the corner of the door I see how wrong I am and I
see something that confirms that little suspicion that has been
chirping up in the back of my mind all day. That little voice that
has been telling me all along that she is capable of this, that she's
capable of damn near anything. That she is capable of everything I
think she would be and more, because I don't know her at all.

She
said she was working.

That
has been her answer every time I asked why she was heading home so
late. She was working and at first that answer had come with details
and descriptions of what she was doing and how much work it was.
She'd tell me all the little boring details about stocking shelves
and arranging the clothes on the racks and sorting through things in
the backroom or counting the cash and she'd spare nothing but over
time that changed.

Working
late had been the answer now, no more answer given. No explanation
and no justification and now I saw the reason and the reason was that
she was working, she was working so hard. But the details had to
remain a secret because that wasn't the sort of thing you shared with
your husband.

You
don't tell your husband how your boss worked you so hard you were
sweating and panting in the middle of it. You don't tell him your
husband that your boss had to help you, grabbing and directing your
body when your strength and your endurance failed you. You certainly
don't tell your husband how your boss pushed you to the limit, nearly
to your breaking point as you lost control of everything while he
took everything from you.

You
don't tell your husband how well your boss fucked you that night.

Now
that I can see she doesn't have to tell me anything because the
answers are written clear as daylight on her body. Her beautiful form
strained to its limit as she rides him, her legs shaking and
trembling while her hips go red from the grip of his hands on her.

I
can see her face as a mask of ecstasy, the pleasure written into the
lines of her as she trembles on the edge of a climax more potent than
any one I've ever given to her. I can see my wife unleashed in a way
I didn't think possible, her whole being tense and tight as he holds
her up and slams into her from below.

I
can't hear her, but I don't need to hear her to know what she's
crying out to him. The promises she makes and the depth of her
commitment as she gives all of herself to a man she said she hated.
To a man she described as cruel and a pig and a goddamn fucking
asshole but maybe that was what she wanted and maybe that was what
she needed.

Maybe
I wasn't enough after all.

In
the dark I linger, in the shadows I watch.

As
he takes her

As
he claims her

As
I lose the last piece of myself that I respected.
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I
didn't need the work and that should have been enough of a reason to
tell Cade to go to hell the first time he tried something. Fuck, it
should have been enough of a reason for me to hold out until I found
a different job.

Let
me get one thing straight, I knew right from day one that Cade was a
pig. He had that smarmy air to him, that self-assured cocky strut
that told everyone he came into contact with that his ego knew no
bounds and that he would never, not in a million years, ever settle
for anything less than what he thought the world owed him.

And
let's be clear, Cade thought the world owed him everything.

Men
like him tend to believe that, because men like him rarely ever find
proof to the contrary. I mean he's attractive, sure. He's got a body
that makes it clear he likes to spend his time in the gym and he's
got a smile that would be charming if it didn't come with some amount
of malice.

If
I'm being honest there might have been a time where I would have
fallen for him. He's charming in his own cocky way and a younger
version of myself would have had a whole lot of fun with him because
there is a certain amount of certainty that comes along with men like
him, and I've known too many men like him to question his efficacy.

There
is something to be said for a guy with an abundance of confidence
fucking you. They fuck you like they know they know what they're
doing. They fuck you like they know you'll get off, and god it
fucking works.

So
yeah at one point it would have worked for me. I would have fallen
for those handsome blue eyes of his, that charming smile. I would
have had fun clinging to his broad shoulders and feeling the hard
thrust of his body and the reassuring weight of his bulk on top of
me. There was a time that I would have liked his cocky arrogance, but
that time passed. I am, after all, a married woman now and he should
know it and he does.

Still
during the interview he had his eyes all over me and made no effort
to hide it. He kept up the conversation but his priorities were clear
as were his interests. I swear the man memorized every last inch of
my body except for what extended below the knuckle of my ring finger.

Cade
wanted to fuck me and if he had his way he would and that should have
been a red flag and should have been enough reason for me to turn the
job down on its own. The fact that I didn't need the money was only
icing on the cake. I had no reason to take this job and every reason
to turn it down, but I didn't.

I
wanted a job, whatever the job was didn't really matter to me and I
guess I kind of figured that all of the particular circumstances
surrounding actually having the work didn't matter either. The fact
was that for me I wanted to go back to work because I was bored or
being a stay-at-home wife and boredom might not be the best reason to
get a job but it was the reason I had on hand.

It's
certainly not going to be understandable to everyone and I don't make
any assumptions or assertions about anyone's needs or wants or
desires. It's just that after a decade and a half of daytime
television I couldn't take another minute of it. I needed something
to occupy myself. Something more than a hobby. I needed to earn
something again, even if it was ultimately meaningless to our
household finances.

Leon,
my husband, had a good job. He'd provided well for us, risen through
the ranks to a respectable level in a company with good prospects for
his career. He had a bright future and he had no good goddamn idea
why his wife would ever want to waste her time in a job when it
wasn't necessary. But I don't think he really needs to know to
understand, he just needs to accept my decision and god bless him he
tries.

Truthfully
I did want a job that maybe had a bit more of an impact on the world
at large than working as a shop-girl in a clothing store. A decade
and a half ago I had that career, working in the communications and
marketing department of a non-profit and driven by my own ambition
able to chart a course to my own success.

But
a sideways turn at the company and a crooked CEO had led to bad media
exposure and the entirety of the company out on their asses. I hadn't
needed the money so I'd taken a break thinking that it was a quick
step away and then a decade and a half had passed and the corporate
world had left me behind.

I
didn't have the skills to work in that industry anymore. Hell, I
didn't have the computer literacy to work in any sort of office
position anymore, or so they told me. After a few attempts at getting
back into the corporate world I gave up and, desperate for any job
really, I took the first thing I could find.

Mall
work isn't glamorous, necessarily, but I can't say I hate it.

Sure
I'm not working at a place that really scratches my itch to make the
world a better place. Sure, the store I'm working in is a little
backward and a little exploitative in all the wrong ways. Sure it
caters to body insecurities with big blown-up posters of beautiful
models with bodies that are almost unattainably flawless on every
wall, but I actually kind of like it.

Because
the fact is that I'm not immune to an ego boost and after a decade
and a half of living the same day over and over again like I'm stuck
in a loop it's good to know that I still have the power I once had to
turn heads.

The
fact is I got the job in this shop for two reasons. The first,
admittedly, was that my boss wanted to fuck me. The second though,
was that this shop only hired women who looked the part. Specifically
they only hired women who matched the ones on the walls. Women who
customers believed could be blown up and plastered onto those posters
that lined the walls of the store, those impossibly beautiful women
who were so desired and so wanted and so craved. So it's kind of nice
to have someone think you look the part.

An
ex-boyfriend who worked in the fashion industry once told me that the
only reason I wasn't a model was that I was too short. I don't know
if he was trying to neg me or some stupid shit like that, but I took
it as a compliment. It didn't work out with him but that's because of
other reasons.

The
fact is that for as long as I can remember I've always known that I
was beautiful and with that beauty came a certain amount of power.
College for me was about learning to hone that skill because make no
mistake being beautiful is as much a skill as anything else. If you
know how to use it right it can be like a delicately whippy blade,
sliding into a vulnerable gap in the armor and piercing an artery.

Dark
featured with big almond eyes set in a wider face. Long black hair
that falls over my shoulders like an unbroken sheet, straight and
shimmering in the light with an almost bluish tint. Pert lips that
make you wonder what it would be like to kiss me and a neck so
willowy long that you couldn't help but be drawn to the nape of it.

And
my body, well I'd always prided myself on keeping in shape. My weight
had barely fluctuated since college and a healthy eye on my diet and
my exercise kept me in flawless form. I still had the perky features
of a woman half my age, still had breasts that were high and proud
and bigger than a handful and an ass that had grown into fashion as
the trends shifted in my favor.

I
was beautiful and I was deadly with it. I knew what to do to get what
I wanted with my sexuality. I knew how to bend men to my will and
getting this job I used it on a daily basis with the vulnerable male
customers who came in looking for advice.

Thank
god the job was part commission, at least my effort wasn't going
entirely in vain.

In
spite of my best efforts though I found that Cade was immune to those
charms of mine. Don't get me wrong he still wanted to fuck me and
he'd made that clear from the moment he first met me but there was a
difference in what he wanted and how he approached it.

I
was used to men who would do anything to be with me, to please me.
Cade had none of that.

It
was the power imbalance and I realized that in time. I was used to
environments where I had some measure of control. Clubs and bars
where men would do anything to please me. A store where they wanted
to make me happy by buying what I told them to buy. Even a boardroom
in my old job where my expertise had me on equal or higher ground
than the men I manipulated around me would be better than this.

I
had nothing Cade wanted, save for the one thing I couldn't give.

Marriage
came with restrictions, implicit and unspoken. I could string men
along on the hope that they would be the one to make me break my
rules, but that only worked if the man didn't have the ability to
demand, the power to cause pain, and the arrogant belief that he was
entitled.

Cade
was someone different. Cade was a man that I couldn't manipulate.
Cade would teach me this lesson soon enough.

The
only question was how much I had to lose before I learned.
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The
front door to our house slams so loud that even across the house in
the kitchen I can hear it and god it makes me jump. Willa, my
beautiful wife, stomps through the house until she gets into the same
room as me and she slams her bag down on the counter with her breath
coming sharp and angry and her eyes staring off into the distance
unfocused and not looking at me.

"Cade
is such a goddamn asshole."

I
could have predicted that sentence. It's been her common refrain,
spoken nearly every night when she gets home long after she should
have. She'll start by calling him a goddamn asshole and then she'll
run through a gamut of interchangeable descriptors.

Some
nights he'll be a pig, because she caught him checking out the other
girl she works with or telling her stories of the conquests he had
the weekend before. Other nights he'll be a cocky jerk with his
telling moments that made it clear he considered himself gods gift to
women and the world alike. On occasion he'll remain an asshole,
usually an entitled one or an arrogant one or an egotistical one, who
believes that he's always right and that everyone should do things
precisely the way he says without ever questioning his authority and
his expertise.

Regardless
of the twists and turns and the specifics of the day, Willa will
always stir herself up into a frothing fervor in her struggle to
accurately state just how much she hates her boss.

I've
never met the guy but I've got one hell of a picture of him now. I
don't need to meet him to know the type of guy he is, to picture him
as some sort of smarmy asshole who thinks he's better than everyone
even though in truth he's got flaws like everyone else. From the
sounds of him I've got a mental image that would make me smile if the
woman I love didn't have to deal with him on a nearly daily basis.

I've
made him up to be ten years older than he dressed and twenty pounds
heavier. One of those guys who was the shit at one point but whose
best days have long since passed. In denial about his hairline that
keeps on creeping back and in denial about his waist that keeps on
expanding. A smarmy grin that makes your skin crawl.

I
feel like that's pretty accurate for a guy who manages a retail store
in the mall, especially the sort of guy who would buy a store that
sells clothing to women that tend to be as provocative as this one
does. I've seen Willa come home from work wearing the clothes she's
meant to wear and, well, frankly it's all a little too much for me.

There
is a part of me that never got why she chose to get this job in the
first place. I mean I understand her reasoning and I know she
explained it at the time. When we first met she was driven, far more
invested in her career than I was in mine. But over the first few
years of marriage she'd worked so hard to get me the career growth
she knew that I needed that I guess I felt like she was setting
herself up to be a stay-at-home wife on some level. It was like she
knew that in order for her to fulfill her dreams she'd have to make
me realize ambitions that I didn't know I had and that now that I was
living to my highest potential I guess I figured she'd reap the
rewards.

But
she said she had to work. She said she had to earn something. She
said she needed objective evidence that she was contributing
something, that working for anything less than money in the bank just
wouldn't do it for her and I guess I can understand that on some
level.

I
guess really I just can't understand why she is working for him.

This
job might be something she wants to do and something she feels like
she needs to do, but damn if it doesn't drain her and make her angry.
Every single night she comes home ranting like this, telling me that
she hates her boss, and I don't know why she still puts up with it
when she could just take a step back and find something else.

I
don't know. I don't get the whole thing and I guess it's starting to
show because tonight I don't notice she's stopped talking until she's
already stopped talking and when I meet her eyes I know she knows I
wasn't listening.

"What
did I just say?" she asks me and I'll be damned if I know the
answer.

The
funny thing about getting into an argument after you've been married
as long as we have, you can see it coming and oftentimes you can see
about a dozen different ways to head it off or make it far less
intense. In the case of this argument my best bet would probably be
to own up right now and apologize, tell her that my mind drifted and
ask her to repeat herself. She'd be irritated, but she'd eventually
get back into things and provided I didn't drift again I might be
able to get out of things mostly unscathed.

But
whether for pride or for stupidity I don't do that. No, I'm a goddamn
moron and I decide diverting is the best option.

"Honey
I just don't know why you put up with it," I hear myself say and
I try to pivot into sympathy but I'm stumbling and off balance and
I've already gone too far to help myself, "I mean you don't need
the job and you don't need the money. Why don't you just quit."

Now
maybe if I'd followed that up with telling her that she should find
another job I could have lessened the blow. Hell if I was a smart man
I might have even sent out some feelers to try to find her another
job, because God knows I've got at least a few favors to call in.
Anything that was helpful and encouraging, that made it clear I was
talking about her not working at this particular job and not telling
her that she shouldn't work any job at all might have saved my ass.

The
problem was I knew that I was up shits creek already and I panicked.
Given that my natural instinct is flight over fight, my response was
to shut the hell up when I realized I'd crossed a line and that
didn't help my situation at all.

Willa
could be cold at times. She could be as brutal as a blizzard bearing
down on you when she got angry. Her voice would go all tight and
those warm eyes of hers would seem as sharp and deeply dark as
obsidian and they would come with the promise of cruel and slicing
pain. When she set her mind to something there was no stopping her,
and from the look in her eyes right now she was bound and determined
to make me pay for what I'd said.

My
wife has always been a determined sort of woman. The kind of woman
who gets what she wants when she sets her mind to it and who looks at
the world as hers to have and to hold, should she choose to grasp it.
From the moment she set her sights on me I never really understood
why she chose me out of all the people in the world to be with. I'm
not trying to be ungrateful or anything, more realistic than anything
else. I know my wife and I know myself. I know she's out of my
league.

But
she chose me. She pursued me. She built me up and she built the life
that we live in now. Without her I'd still be scraping the bottom of
the barrel content to eke out a living as an office drone. Willa was
the one who convinced me to apply myself and to seek out new
opportunities. She's the only reason I have the job I have now, the
house I have now, the life I live now. I'm eternally grateful to her,
even if there is a part of me that doesn't really understand why she
chose me in the first place.

I
guess what I'm trying to say is that the old saying, behind every
great man is a great woman who put him there, is true in my case. But
in my case, it's doubly so.

Willa
could lay claim to every good thing that's ever happened in my life.
Everything I've ever achieved I've achieved only because of her.

She
deserves happiness for that. Hell Willa deserves everything and
anything she wants and more. She deserves better than I can give to
her, but I'll for damn sure do whatever I can to make it right.

"I
want this job," she tells me, choosing her words with such
precision that each one makes me wince, "Because I want to prove
that I can. Cade is an asshole, but I'm not going to give that man
the satisfaction of breaking me and making me quit. I'm not going to
give anyone that satisfaction. If someone wants to win on me, they
better damn well have to work hard enough to earn it."

My
mind raced for something, anything, that could restore a sense of
normalcy to the night. I knew the search would be in vain.

Instead
we had an awkward and quiet dinner that had long since gone cold. It
was delicious once, probably. Grilled chicken breast and veggies with
garlic pasta on the side. But the tension was like an additional
flavor layered over the meal and so it all tastes tight and bland and
bitter to me. Still I swallowed every bite, living in the awkwardness
of the evening that I'd ruined.

I'd
given up trying to fix things for her, trying to explain that I
hadn't meant what I'd said in precisely the way that I'd said it.
Maybe in the morning things would change and maybe tomorrow night
when she got home late from work things would be better between us.
Maybe then we could talk and plan and be happier somehow.

Certainly
I wasn't expecting anything but a restless night tonight. I wasn't
expecting for her to turn to me in the darkness as she did.

Willa
said barely a thing to me before we slipped beneath the covers of the
bed and flicked off the lights. She didn't speak a single syllable in
the dark either, not as she turned to me and not as she moved her
body closer to mine.

Our
sex life had always been healthy, at least I had never had any
complaints. My wife was beautiful and energetic and enthusiastic in
the bedroom. She was vocal too, not demanding but instructive. When
she wanted something she let me know what it was and she told me how
to satisfy her.

But
tonight she was silent. She slipped across the bed to me and in the
process managed to shed her clothing. Her nimble naked body slid
against mine and squirmed against me, her hands feeling like they
were everywhere and her lips pressing against my neck just behind my
ear in a way that sent shivers of excitement up and down my spine.

Almost
instantly I was hard and hard in a way that I hadn't been in such a
long time. It was the hardness of youth, that virile potency that
went from zero to one hundred in an instant and throbbed so stiff and
firm that it left an ache in my belly. She felt the shift in me, the
unspoken groan that grumbled through my body, and she responded to it
by letting her hand slide down beneath the waistband of my pants and
letting her fingers wrap around the shaft of my cock and start to
stroke.

I
could feel her on me. Her breath was tickling me, her hand was slowly
sliding up and down the length of me. Her body was pressed sudden and
eager against me a bundle of potential energy and almost need that
was holding her back but only just so. She was a tiger about to
strike, a predator skulking in the dark waiting until her prey had
been lulled into a false sense of security before she leaped forward
and pinned me down and consumed me. I knew it was going to happen and
the moment before it did it was like the world froze pinioned on a
single point of anticipation and god I was afraid then, I was
terrified as I looked down into her eyes and saw a look in them that
I didn't recognize.

Willa
had always been a singularly focused woman, but she'd never been too
much for me to handle. Almost, certainly. But never truly too much. I
could always find some calm spot in the tempest of her personality,
could always find something to hold onto and someplace to rest within
her that satisfied us both. Tonight though, she could not be sated.

Willa
had always been my better. She's well out of my league and I know it
and if I didn't know it then a dozen of my friends and colleagues
would be more than happy to remind me of it. All of the men who watch
her on my arm when we go out and wonder what a beauty like her is
doing with a man like me remind me of it.

But
in spite of knowing that she's my better I've always felt like I
could be enough for her. It was that it came easier to her than it
did to me. That I had to work for what came naturally to her but it
was something I was willing to work for, make no mistake about that.
Willa was worth spending every last drop of my energy to satisfy and
until tonight it had always felt like I could do that.

Until
tonight I'd never felt that I wasn't enough for her.

Wordless
she worked quickly, pushing my pants down and sliding on top of me
with a single fluid motion. She had me lined up and held me still
while her ass slammed back and she took me deep with a single
shuddering thrust of her hips.

God,
she was tight. I'm not the biggest man in the world by any respect
but it had always been such a tight fit with her and so she'd always
taken her time with me. Patience was a virtue and all that, so I
never protested as she slid slowly down my shaft and took more and
more of me inside of her even if it felt like it took forever.

Tonight
she wanted all of it and tonight she wanted all of it now. She
slammed down and took me to my root, my cock pressing up into her and
my body feeling for the first time the full intensity of her
snugness.

Intensity
was absolutely the right word because it made my whole body tight. My
head slammed back and my jaw clenched shut and my hands clasped into
fists, tugging at the bedding beneath me in an effort to keep from
cumming right then and there. I wanted to, oh god I wanted to drain
every last drop of myself inside of her tight wetness but I knew that
I couldn't. I had this sense that if I did it would be a signal and a
sign of my own weakness, my own inability to satisfy.

So
I held on as she rose above me and her eyes stared down at me with
naked vitriol. Without a word she laid scorn down on me, our bodies
so familiar to one another after our years of marriage that she could
read me like a book and could tell me without words that she needed
me to wait. That she'd judge me if I didn't last.

But
god it was hard. God, it fucking ached. God every part of me wanted
to let go inside of her as she once more went from zero to one
hundred with the speed and the force of her hips. She bounced on me,
fucking me with a force and a ferocity that I didn't know she had in
her.

Willa
dug her nails into my chest and sent searing shocks of pain into the
heart of me. She pounded down on me so hard and so fast with her hips
that my body started to ache almost with pain more than with
pleasure.

She
used me, simply put. She pinned me down and used me for her pleasure
and when she was content that I wasn't going to move she moved her
hands from my body to hers.

In
the darkness of the night, I watched my wife get herself off. Her
eyes closed and her body stretched to capacity. Her hands roaming and
her lips speaking words that never passed her lips.

She
came, beautiful and fierce and intense like a goddess. She came with
a shuddering wave and a cry that was silent, her body slick with
sweat and her body defined by the half-light of the moon.

Then
she slid off me to her place beside me in the bed and fell to sleep.
Not a kiss nor a word and but for the bruises on my skin in the
morning it might as well have been a memory and a dream.

Not
a dream, no. No, a dream doesn't fully encompass it. A dream falls
short of the truth of that night for me and what it did to me.

No
it wasn't a dream, it was a fantasy. One that I never knew I had and
one that I never knew I wanted.

I
didn't cum. I lay awake hard and aching. But I didn't lay awake
unsatisfied, because even though I hadn't cum I had discovered
something about myself.

A
truth I was only beginning to understand.
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"Did
you dream of me last night?"

Cade
asks me that question in the back room of the shop and if I was being
paranoid I'd say he only asked it because he knows the answer is yes.
But does he know how I dreamed of him? Does he know that it was a
waking dream? That in the dark of my bedroom I turned to my husband
as a substitute, hating him for his passivity and craving the touch
of a man who would work his hard magic on my body.

Or
is that just paranoia talking and Cade is just a cocky asshole who
assumes that all women dream of him? I don't know and I know that
dignifying a question like that is only playing into his hands.

So
I pretend that he isn't even here. He's behind me when he asks it so
it's easy to turn away and continue running along the shelves in the
back of the shop playing pretend like I'm all alone. Pretending that
my body isn't awake and alive and alight for the first time in a
decade, that the presence of him so near me isn't making all of my
hungry needs rise once more.

Cade
planned all of this. He planned to have me alone in the back room
here and he planned for it to be just the two of us today.

It
takes three people to run the shop and he organized the schedule. He
set things up so that it would be the two of us alone today, but he
won't admit to that. Officially we're short-staffed. Unofficially
though...

I've
been in this job for three weeks but it feels like an eternity. There
might be a whole lot about this job that I still have to learn, but I
know that it's odd for the only times we're short-staffed to be the
times that I'm working.

Not
every time, have to keep up appearances and all that, but so often it
turns out to be Cade and I alone and so often he manages to abandon
the front store with the door still wide open while he comes into the
back to search my eyes and my body for some sign. A sign of what?
Well I'm sure anyone can read between the lines here.

Cade
sincerely wants me to reply to that question. He wants an answer, but
he doesn't expect one. He wants me to say that I dreamed of him or to
give him some sort of sign that I can't give because the sign he
wants is a big blaring green light screaming out GO! He wants to know
that when he strides across those final few steps that I won't pull
away out of fear or obligation. That when he takes me and claims me
for his own, I will let him.

He
wants me to say that I'll fuck him. He wants me to say that I'll
cheat. I can't do that though. I can't be that woman, but if there is
any man in the work who might be able to make me her it just might be
him.

For
a long time I thought I had the measure of the man, but the truth is
that the longer I spend around him the more certain I am that I'm
outgunned in this war of wills. It's like Cade has a pheromone, like
he has a scent that drives me crazy for him each time I'm around him
and each time I'm away it lasts for longer.

Two
weeks ago, after my fourth shift in this place, I stopped in a dark
alley on the way home and slid my fingers down my tight shorts. I
felt the wetness of my sex and played there in the dark of my car and
his name never passed my lips but god my mind was filled with him.
Every shift after it was another stolen moment, until a week ago when
I knew enough was enough and I knew I had to give it up.

I
think that may be why things happened the way they did last night.

Something
seized me last night. Some unseen hand guided me and made me play it
out. When I fucked Leon last night I wasn't in my right mind, I was a
crazed woman and I think I was honestly someone else for a minute.
And the most terrifying part of it was that it was the best I've felt
in a long, long time.

"Well
did you?" Cade goes on, following me deeper into the back room
of the shop, "Did you dream of me?"

I
did. I do. I will.

I
hate myself for it but I want him to fuck me. I want Cade to pin me
up against the wall in the back here and take me with all of the
power that Leon doesn't have. I want my asshole of a boss to pound me
into submission, to fuck me until he threatens to break me and to
give me a pleasure that I can't get from anyone else.

My
husband is a good man and I love him, but the fact is that Leon just
isn't enough for me. Last night might have been more demonstrative,
but it wasn't any more different than it normally was. Each moment of
my life with Leon is work and it's all so one-sided. It's me dragging
him into giving me what I want and what I need. It's me having to
demand, with him never once offering it.

When
I met him I thought that was what I wanted. I'd been so tired of
playing a power game with strong men and I wanted a more clearly
defined balance and I chose to be the one in charge, because I
thought calling the shots would be enough. But three weeks with Cade
teasing and playing these games have shown me the other choice.

I've
caught a glimpse of what submission is like now, and I think I might
be addicted to it.

But
simply wanting something is not reason enough to have it. If the
world worked that way then it would be anarchy in a matter of hours.
Everyone would take and no one would give and we would all lose in
the end.

I
want to fuck my boss, but that doesn't mean that I'm just going to
fuck him. No matter how much I might want it, it's wrong. It's so
goddamn wrong.

In
the time that I've been ignoring him and stuck in my own mind, he's
tracked me like a wolf. He's cornered me like a predator and when I
turn I find that he's so close to me and it takes me so aback and
he's so big and so fucking present and that goddamn grin on his lips
tells me he knows the effect he has on me and he wants it and planned
it.

Cade
reaches up and caresses my cheek with the back of his fingers and the
touch is almost gentle but there is a possessiveness to it. His
fingers curl around behind and below my ear. His thumb rests on my
jaw but starts to move down to my throat.

"Did
you dream of me?"

I
squirm out of his grasp.

Somewhere
in the confusion of the moment I find the strength in me to do the
right thing and I squirm out of his grasp and move to the side but
I'm still cornered by him and his bulk is still closing off the exit.
The sudden burst of inspiration triggers anger hot behind my cheeks
and I hate Cade, hate him just as much as I always have and I always
do and yes that hatred is tinted and seasoned with desire but it
doesn't make the hate any less present.

"Leave
me alone, Cade," I respond, "Let me do my job."

Cade
chuckles but he makes no move to let me by, "Your job? I'm your
boss, doesn't that mean I get to decide what your job is?"

"You
are the boss and that's why you should know to be better about things
or did you forget we're short-staffed right now. Tell me, Cade, who's
working the front store? The door is open, right? Who's making sure
we're not getting robbed?"

It's
a valid point and I'm glad that I can think clearly enough to make it
but no matter how right I am, it makes no difference to him. He just
shakes his head at me, smiling bemused and speaking to me as if it's
not my place to question things.

"Don't
you worry your pretty little head about big things like that. If we
get robbed, we get robbed. A beautiful woman like you doesn't need to
concern herself with things like that, not when you've got other more
valuable ways you can be spending your time."

He
didn't know, but that was absolutely the wrong thing to call me. I
like that I'm beautiful. I like that I'm attractive. I like that men
want me, but I don't ever want to be reduced to just a pretty face.

"Fuck
you," I shot back at him, my voice suddenly filled with cold
anger and not an ounce of amusement, "Don't fucking treat me
like that. Don't fucking call me that."

"Really?"
Cade said bemusedly, and if there was any concern at all in him at my
sudden turn of personality he didn't show it, "You don't want me
to call you pretty?"

"You
know that's not what I fucking mean," I snapped back, standing
up as tall as I could get and knowing that I was still fell far short
of even his chin.

His
smile almost faltered, but I don't know if he had it in him to stop
grinning, "No swearing."

"What?"

"No
swearing," he repeated, "This is a work environment and I
expect my employees to be professional. Unprofessional conduct will
be addressed."

I
rolled my eyes, balling my fist up and cocking my hip to one side,
"Oh go fuck yourself, Cade."

It
was crazy for him to play this card. If we wanted to have a
discussion about unprofessional conduct then we could start with the
way he treated me during my interview and move from there to the way
he's treated me every day since. But this wasn't about professional
or unprofessional. That was a screen for whatever he wanted to play
next and I knew I shouldn't play it.

Not
that I didn't want to play it. Not that I didn't crave it. Just that
I shouldn't.

I
tried to step past him and his thick arm snapped out and blocked the
path.

"That's
no way to talk to your boss," he went on, but now the smile was
gone, "Disobedient. Disobedience demands..."

"What?"
I challenged him, "What does it demand?"

I
know what I want him to say. I know what I need him to say. I know
that word I want to hear from his lips.

Punishment.

Instead
I get silence and movement from him. Instead his hands snap to my
body and they press me back against the wall behind me. Instead he
drags me up the wall until my lips are lined up with his and he
pressed his lips into mine and holds my petite body still against his
firm and hard form.

Instead
of punishing me, Cade kisses me but maybe that's a punishment of its
own. Certainly the wedding ring on my finger burns when his tongue
slips possessively into my mouth and certainly the betrayal settling
in my heart stings as I let him hold me there and claim me.

And
for an instant I think it might be over and done with. For an instant
I think that I might be lost to him.

Then
I find myself once more and I bite his bottom lip nearly hard enough
to draw blood and Cade drops me in surprise and I stumble but I find
my feet. My hand swings out automatically, open palm slapping against
his cheek. Before I can do anything else I push past him and rush
back into the store.

I
leave him standing in the back because I'm a good girl, and good
girls don't cheat. I rush out past him because he pressed himself
onto me and I didn't ask for it.

I
run. I run from him. I run from the back room.

Because
if I stayed one moment longer I know I wouldn't leave.
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Last
night has infected my mind like it's a disease. I can't stop thinking
about it.

It's
not just about how she fucked me, how she used me for her pleasure.
Though I can't deny there was something to be said for that and I
would be lying if I said that the sight of her rising above me
stretched and yet tight with her climax would stay with me for a long
time afterwards.

No
it wasn't just about how she used me for herself, it was something
more than that. It was this almost primal certainty in me, like last
night started the answer to a question I hadn't known that I'd been
asking for a long time. But it wasn't an answer I had any clarity on
right now.

I
was still lost in the middle. I was stuck in this place between
knowing and unknowing where truth was a malleable force and the
content of the sentence could turn on a single word. I didn't know if
I hated or I loved it or if I needed something more. Something
related and yet different, like the change between a hot summer day
and the burning heat in an oven.

Whatever
it was and whatever came next, the search for an answer consumed me
and the fact that I was stuck at work and unable to seize it for
myself drove me mad.

All
day I was distracted by the memory of the night before and the
looming question that I hadn't even fully uncovered. I needed answers
and so I spent the day contemplating and picking away at my work.
Idle and distracted in meetings. Preoccupied when I was sitting at my
desk alone.

Willa
was different last night. She had always been demanding in bed but
last night there was a desperation to her silence that was new and
unsettling. There was this squirming need beneath the surface of her
skin and it was almost...

At
night sometimes she'd ask me to scratch her back, something that I
was the absolute worst at. Somehow I always started in the wrong
place and no matter how carefully I listen to her orders of up and
down and just a little more I was always chasing the itch around but
never satisfying it.

Last
night reminded me so much of that. It was like she had an itch that I
just wasn't scratching and it wasn't until she closed her eyes and
drifted off to some other place that she truly started to satisfy
herself.

If
I closed my eyes now, I could see that moment perfectly.

The
moment before. Before she came. Before she shuddered frozen in
pleasure above me.

She
was speaking though no words were passing her lips and I would give
anything to be able to read lips but that was a skill I didn't
possess and so any truth would remain hidden from me. Yet still I
could imagine. I could lip-read badly. And if I was an uncharitable
man I could read his name on her lips.

Cade.

She
hates her boss, I know this. She comes home each night and complains
about him. She tells me stories but she's never told me what he looks
like.

I
painted the picture of him in my mind. I made him fat and gross and
creepy because otherwise...

It
is impossible for me to count on all my fingers the number of times
I've had a woman stolen from me by a man like him. So many times out
at bars and clubs before Willa chose me and each night I'd buy drinks
and be a gentleman and each night the woman I was trying to draw
would go home with a man like him.

I
made him a monster in the same way that nerds imagine the high school
quarterback has gone to seed. Because it's easier to believe that
someone who was your better once has lost themselves along the way
than to acknowledge that you never got the muscle that you wanted,
that you never grew into your lanky limbs, that your skin might have
cleared up but the scars remained, and that you never even gained the
professional success that you swore would be your revenge.

Cade
was a monster in my dreams, but what was he in hers?

I
worked late today. I worked until the office was empty and the sun
was setting outside and even still I barely got my work done for the
day. Even with the extra hours I was consumed with thoughts of her
and I was consumed with parsing the single message I got from her
when I told her that I'd be working late.

"Me
too."

What
did working late mean to her? What did she do, alone with Cade, when
the doors had locked in the mall? What did she give to him? How much
did she obey her boss?

My
hands were on autopilot when I got behind the wheel. It was one of
those drives where you disassociate the entire way until you've
pulled into a parking spot and you realize you made it home through
luck and luck alone.

But
I didn't make it home. I pulled into a parking spot in the empty mall
lot and I shut off the car and walked, unthinking, to the door. I
closed the gap straight up to the glass doors of the mall, seeing the
security guard walking up on the other side and before he could even
raise his hand and tell me the mall was closed my open palm slammed
against the glass, the one hundred dollar bill pressed out crisp and
ready for him.

Not
taking any chances I fanned it out, showing two more.

He
didn't ask any questions really as he unlocked the door and let me
inside. There was a sort of knowing look in his eyes and though I
might have imagined it I had to wonder if maybe it was really there.
If maybe this guard had let in another husband a few weeks before, a
few months before.

If
maybe my wife wasn't the first that Cade had stolen.

But
that was another question, and I already had far too many that needed
to be answered.
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Cade
kept his distance from me for the rest of the shift and I honestly
couldn't tell you if that was a good thing.

Just
because he wasn't on me it didn't mean that I wasn't aware of him. It
doesn't mean that he hadn't invaded my mind, wrapping himself inside
of me and settling into the heart of me in a way that I could never
fully recover from.

I
don't know what it is about this man but I couldn't help myself. All
I could think of was him.

The
red on his cheek lingered for a long while, but he gave no sign of
its presence. He didn't flinch or touch it as if it hurt him. For all
the world it looked like he didn't even notice.

And
he didn't look at me, not once. I might as well have been invisible
the whole time we were there. As the minutes turned into hours and
the hours passed one after another until the end of our day came and
I stayed, this time without asking, past the time where he drew the
door closed on the shop.

Some
amount of work after closing was expected, but for the three weeks
I'd been working for Cade it had followed a common pattern. He'd tell
me fifteen minutes before closing that I would be working late and
then he'd give me a list of things to do, all of which were long jobs
designed to make me stay even longer alone with him.

But
today there was only silence and the draw of the door closing
shutting us out from the now darkened hallways of the mall. It was a
familiar sight by now, the looming darkness beyond the half-light of
the store and the sense that we were somehow on a stage up here, an
audience hiding out in the hall watching as we played out parts that
I was only now beginning to understand.

I
heard the click of the lock on the door and it made me flinch. For
the first time since I slapped him in the backroom, Cade turned to
look at me.

"What
the fuck do you want?" I demanded, eliciting a familiarly
dismissive chuckle from him.

"Still
so insubordinate," he mused, "Still such a bad, bad girl.
You know what I want Willa. I want what's coming to me."

I
crossed my arms over my chest and stood defiant to the last, my chin
tilting up as I rolled my eyes at his slow and looming approach.

"What's
coming to you?" I asked, sneering, "What do you think is
coming to you, Cade?"

"An
apology," he explained, "Amends. Making up for your
cruelty."

He
was close now. Closer than I was comfortable with. He was stepping
into my personal space and I had no reason to be here anymore.

Cade
hadn't told me to stay. Cade had no list of jobs for me to do. I
could turn around and walk away and the worst that he could do was
fire me and that would be fine.

I
didn't need the job, after all. I didn't need to be here, but maybe I
did.

"Go
fuck yourself," I said, but the fire was gone in me and my voice
nearly crackled with uncertainty, "Cade."

His
name was a pleading whisper on my lips. It was the name I'd nearly
spoken while I was in bed with my husband last night and this time
the intention and the emotion behind it was so different.

This
time it was a plea for mercy, for him not to do what I desperately
wanted him to do. For him to let me be faithful because my fidelity
was in his hands.

His
hands that reached for me again, that touched my cheek softly while I
had touched him cruel. That ran around beneath my ear and curled onto
my jaw. That slipped down to hold my throat, applying pressure but
not choking. Not yet.

"I'll
add that latest indiscretion to the long list of things you're going
to need to be punished for."

His
words sent a thrill through my body and when he grabbed me and kissed
me once more he claimed me for his own.

So
much can be said for the feel of my body in his grasp. His hand on my
throat holding me tight, his other on my hip pulling me into him.
Cade's touch was light and yet firm and it had so much more to go. He
was so strong, in a way I hadn't felt from Leon ever, that it made me
tremble and ache with the need in my belly and the craving for more.

I
knew what he had to offer me, what Cade could give to me. I knew that
he could satisfy the fantasy and the hunger that had been thrumming
through my veins for weeks now. That my end was in sight and my
satisfaction would be found on the other side of the finish line but
as he kissed me and held me so close to gentle I knew that it would
take one more stoking to make sure the fire burned enough to hurt.

I
pulled back, though it took every ounce of strength in me to do so,
and I lashed out slapping him one more time. My open palm cracked
out, the noise echoing in the empty store but this time I didn't
wrench myself out of his grip and run. This time I stood there in the
moment, in the hatred that I felt in my belly and the hate that I saw
reflected in his eyes.

Hate
worked. Hate I could work with. Hate could make him use me and use me
up.

I
kissed him now, pressing my lips against his and pushing myself into
his arms. He grasped me, firm now, his grip digging into my body and
making me tremble with the ache of his presence.

There
was little pity in him as he took me into him, as he lifted me bodily
off my feet and I wrapped myself around him. Each movement of his
firm form was like a reminder from him that he felt an entitlement to
me. That the moment I stepped into his office he had already marked
me for consumption, that the three weeks I'd been working with him
had been seasoning me and preparing me to become his, that now he was
reaping rewards he knew, without question, belonged to him.

Before
Leon I'd had men who knew how to take control of me, but it had
always been a war of wills. I'd never been able to lose myself in
them and so the back and forth left this unsatisfied well in the
middle of me. I thought that taking Leon, that controlling and
demanding from him, would be enough. Now that I gave myself entirely
to Cade I saw how wrong I was.

There
was a need in him and it was a need that he would demand satisfaction
for. He carried my body, so light in comparison to him, over to the
nearby counter and he slammed me against it, my ass pressed into the
edge of it as he balanced me there and tore at my clothes.

No
regard for me. No pity for me. He literally tore the shirt from my
body, ripped at the fabric until it was rent and sundered and then he
cast it aside. Every piece of my clothing he discarded that way until
I was naked and shivering in awe at the force of him, waiting for his
next move.

It
was a special kind of pleasure to be this passive, to let this man
have this much of me. It was a unique kind of love to let him have
me, dictating the control and the means of my pleasure.

His
hand snapped out and grasped my hair and roughly he pushed me to my
knees while his other fingers worked at his belt and zipper and
underwear. He tugged them down while he pressed himself out, his cock
hard and bobbing and caught in his fist while he lined it up with my
lips.

Cade
was a unique kind of gorgeous. He was a man who was big in every way
that counted, in every way you wanted. Compared to my husband,
though, he didn't need to be big. He just needed to be bigger, and
that was hardly something that was difficult to do.

The
pulsing head of his cock pressed against my lips and I opened up, my
mind begging and hoping that he would be what I wanted. He proved
himself to be just that, his hips slamming forward to bury nearly
half of his thick shaft into my mouth and then pulling back only to
slam forward once more.

With
hard and fast strokes he took me. Fuck, he didn't just take me he had
me. He fucked my face, hands on my head holding me down and holding
me still while his hips beat against my lips so hard I felt like he
was going to bruise me.

But
it was what I wanted. God, it was what I wanted and what I needed. To
have a man take me with such little regard for me, to lose control
and not once have to think and plan and order.

It
was letting go, leaping off a cliff and trusting that he would catch
me. I didn't know if Cade was the type of man to do that, to stick
his neck out or even to be concerned with me, but there was a freedom
in that as well. A freedom from expectation and a freedom from
anything that I had to put any effort into.

All
I had to do was be his willing slut. His little kneeling whore. All I
had to do was keep my mouth open even though my jaw was aching and my
eyes were blurry with tears and my lungs were burning in protest in
my chest.

Still
I let him be in charge. I let him use me. I let him make me his
willing little whore and I let him decide when I deserved to be let
up off my knees.

"C'mere
slut," Cade grunted finally, "You've got a good mouth,
let's so how good you fuck."

His
cock, slick and shimmering with my spit, pulled out of my lips and
dangled enticingly in front of me but I didn't have a chance to
launch myself at it once more. Cade used his grip on my hair to drag
me up and pull me over as he fell into a nearby chair and spun me
around to drag me back into his lap.

Without
warning and without any movement from him he grabbed my hips and
slammed my ass down onto him. His cock pierced me, filling me so full
and so fast and so sudden and making me feel like I'd been split open
by him and if it hurt the hurt was temporary because the groan of
satisfaction he made when he filled me up was enough to make me blush
with joy.

"God
you've got a tight fucking hole," he grunted, "What is
hubby working with? A goddamn pencil? Jesus, you haven't been fucked
properly in years, have you?"

"No,"
I moaned, "No and I need it. I need you to fuck me properly. I
need to be fucked like a good little whore."

I
felt the satisfying twitch that came from his cock then and I knew he
liked when I denigrated myself. He throbbed inside of me and it
pushed the pain aside and it only came back briefly when he smacked
my ass and told me to fuck him.

"Fuck
me. Fuck me like you want to earn it. Fuck me like a good little
cheating slut and if you're real good I'll fuck you back. Show me
what you've got, whore. Show me what a good little slut can do."

If
I was going to work it was going to be on his orders, so all this
worked out perfectly for me. Hands on my knees, breasts crushed
between my arms, feet on the floor I bounced my ass on him. I bounced
up and down like the good little slut I was, like the cheating whore
he'd turned me into.

"Fuck
it's good," I moaned, I mewled for him, "God it's so
fucking good because you're so fucking big. God, I love what you made
me. I hate it. I love it. I need it."

His
thumb pressed at the tight bud of my asshole, pushing inside just a
little and making me jump and break my rhythm before falling into it
once again.

"Fuck
no one has ever been inside of there, Sir," I confessed, "I've
never had anyone in my asshole."

Leon
had never even dared to ask and I'd never felt good enough about the
men I'd been with before to let them have it. I guess in a way I was
saving it for someone special, and if Cade wasn't that man then I
don't know who was.

"You
can have it if you want," I told him, "I like it when you
finger my asshole. Maybe I'd love it if you fucked it."

I
swear there must have been an audible pop as he pressed inside. Tight
and wrapped around him, I clenched onto him to show him how good it
could feel, how tight it could be. I begged him to take me there,
hoping he would be kind.

I
should have known that I'd have to earn kindness.

"I'll
have it eventually," he said, and I think his teeth might have
been clenched from the efforts my sex was giving to his cock, "But
you've got to be a real good girl if you want it. You either have to
be good enough to earn it, or bad enough to be punished by it. Which
do you want?"

I
moaned at the thought, my mind breaking into two separate fantasies.

"Both.
Both of them. I want you to punish me. I want you to reward me. I
want you to be my good boss. I want you to be my bad boss. I want you
to hurt me and love me and need me and cause me pain. I want you to
have me, any way you want. I want you to make me cum."

I
cast a look over my shoulder, staring Cade in the eye maybe for the
first time since I finally got to have him.

"Punish
me, Sir. Punish me like the cheating whore I am."

His
cock didn't leave me as he dragged me up while he left the chair. He
carried me over and he draped me across the checkout counter and he
fucked me from behind.

With
every ounce of strength he had he fucked me. He slammed into me and
he used his strength to pin me down and he made me regret and love
ever giving myself to him.

And
when I came it was with a fire that consumed me and made me change.
Reborn like a phoenix I became someone else, maybe someone that I'd
always been meant to be. Maybe the best version of myself, but I
would have time enough to contemplate that.

Cade
finished with me on my knees. With my mouth desperately pleasuring
him, my tongue sliding up and down his shaft and my humming voice
running through it. He came all over me, covering my face and my
breasts and my burning skin with his seed and leaving me kneeling,
desperate for more, while he told me that this was the first
repayment of many.

Cade
promised me more. Cade promised that each time I worked I would give
myself to him. Cade promised that he would contact me anytime he
needed to get off and I would come, obedient. Cade promised that if I
made it up to him, he'd give me everything my heart desired.

And
I promised him I would. I told him Yes, to any question he had. I
ended every sentence with Sir because that's how a good little whore
acts when she's kneeling before her master.












HIM








When
she steps out of the mall she finds me leaning on the side of the
car, waiting for her to finish up. I'd watched the whole thing,
silent in the darkness, and while she cleaned herself after he'd
stained her skin with his seed I slipped away and slipped out of the
mall.

Willa
saw me the moment she stepped out. She looks perfect in that moment.
Her clothes are new, probably from a rack in the shop considering
he'd torn hers to pieces and cast them to the ground. She looks good
in them, but she looks more than just good.

Beautiful.
Serene. Powerful.

Willa
is herself again. She's the woman I married and I fell for, the woman
who controls my life and who makes me a better man. But if I look in
her eyes now I'll see something more. I'll see something in her that
I hadn't seen before. I'll see something new.

We
lock eyes and we don't look away and we don't say a word but there is
no question that I've seen what she has just done. She knows that I
watched her cheat. I know that she cheated. Unblinking, we stare.
Unspeaking, we wait.

It
is a contest, a challenge. It is a competition and a battle of wills.
Both of us know what will determine the winner and the loser and both
of us know that we knew our place right from the start.

Almost
like predestination, like we've been walking our whole lives to get
to this moment.

I
am the one who looks away, who opens the passenger door of the car
for her and waits as she strides proudly over and slips into her
seat. I am the one who drives her silently back to our home while she
hums a tune I don't recognize. I am the one who will clean her
tonight, who will do her bidding tonight and all nights. I am the one
who knows my place, just as she knows hers.

Willa
can have everything now. She can have men like Cade take her. She can
have me, waiting at home to tend to her needs.

Because
that is who I am for her. Because that is who I want to be.








END
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and enjoy these samples from some of my other work:













Caught
Cheating










Tonight
he’s going to make me pay for my sins.










The
terms of the agreement were simple, my body for his silence. Because
he’d found me out on the town with someone else, with someone
who wasn’t my husband, and now he was calling in my debt.










But
the truth is so much more complicated than that simple little lie.
It’s tied up with obligations and intentions. It’s
confused with need and hunger.










What
is the truth worth if you can’t prove a word of it? What is the
value of fidelity if you never wanted it in the first place? What is
the punishment for a cheater if she just couldn’t help herself?










Because
I can’t help myself anymore and I know it. The control he has
over me is meaningless, vastly outweighed by how much I’ve lost
my own control.










And
how quickly I’m going to lose myself in him. In this hard man
who wants to use my body for his own pleasure then callously cast me
aside. But maybe that’s just what I need…










After
all, I haven’t been used like that in a long, long time.










Click
here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!





Make
Her Mine










That’s
the thing about powerful men. They love it when you make them bend,
when you make them break.










What
do you get for the man who has everything? That’s the question
I asked myself before my husband’s birthday. He was rich and he
was powerful. Anything he wanted he could get for himself, so I gave
him something that money couldn’t buy.










I
gave him me unleashed. I gave him a woman reborn. I gave him his
heart’s fondest desire, knowing that it would change
everything.










At
first it didn’t make sense, but the more I thought about it the
more I started to see the logic. He spent his whole life in control
so of course he wanted to have that taken away from him. He had me,
so of course he wanted to see me taken away.










I
found him online, a bull who would be my partner in crime. We met
only on the night of when he walked into my home like he owned the
place and he taught both my husband and me a real lesson in
dominance.










Now
I’m gasping, shivering with need. Now I’m feeling him on
me with my eyes flicking over to the corner where my husband watches.










Now
I’m going to cheat, and I’m pretty damn sure I’m
going to love every last minute of it.










Click
here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!





It's
Good To Be Bad










He
was the worst kind of man, the kind of man I thought I’d left
behind. He was a heartbreaker and a player, the kind of man who saw a
girl in a relationship as a challenge instead of a stop sign. He was
the worst kind of man and he had his sights set on me.










When
we fell on hard times we had no choice but to rely on him. My husband
and I moved from our sweet little home into the guest house on his
stunning estate and from the first day we moved in my husband had a
warning for me: stay away from Xavier.










Xavier
was rich and he was handsome. Xavier was successful and he was
driven. Xavier was my husband’s best friend and a man my
husband had tried to keep me away from for so long.










Because
Xavier was the type of man who saw a new opportunity as a means to
prove himself, the sort of man who believed that he had the right to
take what he wanted. Whether business or pleasure, if he set his
sights on you then you would become his.










From
day one I could tell he was already plotting how to get me in his
bed. He was dreaming and scheming and it was all just a matter of
time. He wanted me and he would have me, the only question was how
long it would take.










Because
with each passing moment in his kingdom I know I’m losing my
grip. With each new moment between us, I know I want more. He’s
promising to satisfy me and I’ve been so good for so long.










Maybe
it’s time to try being bad instead.










Click
here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!
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