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GIVING HIM WHAT HE DESERVES

by

C. C. Morian


Lisa stared at the pile of dishes in the sink. She’d only been gone for two days, and her husband Dave had managed to use every dish and utensil they owned, without bothering to wash a single thing. He couldn’t even push the button on the dishwasher? Sometimes Lisa wondered how Dave managed to survive before they were married. Did he live on take out, or had he just thrown dirty dishes away, and bought new ones every week?

She thought about changing, she was still in her work clothes, having just arrived from the airport after having been out of town for a business meeting. The meeting had ended at four, she had sprinted for the flight, just making it, and had landed in the middle of rush hour. It was raining and it took almost two hours to get home. It had been a long day and she was tired, too tired to even eat. What she needed now was a nice bath, a glass of wine, and then an early bedtime.

But she never could stand the sight of a pile of dishes, it always made her feel there was something undone, sometimes she couldn’t even sleep well knowing a mess was in the kitchen. Foolish, she knew, she was a successful businesswoman, working her way up, she knew how to prioritize, and dishes shouldn’t be important.

Old habits died hard.

Okay, divide and conquer, she thought. Have a glass of wine while doing the dishes, run the bath while changing up, and get a good night’s sleep.

Lisa kicked off her heels and opened the refrigerator, she had left a bottle of Chardonnay for just this kind of situation. But there was no sign of the wine. There was also no sign of milk, orange juice, or eggs. Or much else of anything.

“Shit,” she muttered. That explained why Dave had needed so many dishes and glasses, he was eating everything left in the house. Dave normally didn’t even drink wine. Sure enough, there was no beer either; Dave must have been desperate to open the wine.

She thought about going down to the basement to see if there was another bottle, but was just too tired. She pulled on her plastic gloves and started on the dishes.

She had worked through about half of them when the phone rang. Her first impulse was to let it go to the machine. But it might be Dave, asking her if she needed anything on his way home from his poker night, it would give her a chance to ask him to get some groceries.

Lisa grabbed the phone, bracing it against her shoulder while she continued to see if she could squeeze a few more items in the dishwasher.

“Hello.”

“Hi Lisa, this is Millie.”

“Hi Millie, how are you?” Millie was a nice, but eccentric, older neighbor who lived a few doors down. 

“Well, not too good. I’m at the hospital.”

Lisa stopped loading dishes. “Are you okay?”

“I had some pains in my neck, they have to do some tests.”

“Oh, I hope it is nothing serious.” Millie was a total hypochondriac, always rushing to the emergency room at the least little sign of pain. 

“You can’t be too careful,” said Millie, who sounded as fit as she always was.

“Is your daughter there with you?” asked Lisa.

“No, she’s busy. That’s why I’m calling. Pinkie needs his walk, and I was wondering if you could be a dear and go take him out?”

Pinkie was Millie’s dog, one of those yappy breeds that Lisa couldn’t remember the name of. She liked dogs well enough, but Pinkie wasn’t the most friendly of animals, and always took forever to do his business.

Lisa stared at all the dishes, and in the silence as Millie listened for her answer could hear the rain intensify. Just what she needed, a walk in the rain with a wet mop of a dog. But she felt sorry for Millie, whose daughter probably had pretended she was busy just to avoid this very situation. Hypochondriac or not, Millie was a good person, and if unwashed dishes made Lisa feel guilty, if she didn’t help Millie she wouldn’t sleep for a week.

“Okay, Millie, sure. Is the key in the usual place?”

“Yes, and can you open a can of food for Pinkie?”

“I will.”

“Thank you dear. Sometimes I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“No problem, Millie. And let me know if you need me to go again in case you won’t be home until very late.”

“It should be just a few more hours.”

Lisa hung up and pulled off her gloves. First Dave, and now Millie. Everyone seemed to depend on her.

When Lisa got back from the dog walk she was soaked. The rain had intensified, even her raincoat and boots had been useless, Pinkie taking so long and pulling on the leash so often that Lisa couldn’t hold an umbrella. But now the dog was somewhat mollified, it’s business attended to, and safely back in a snug and dry bed. Which is exactly where Lisa wanted to be.

She was dripping, so before stepping foot out of the foyer she pulled off her skirt, which was now muddy in spots, she should have changed it before going out, and now it would have to go to the cleaners. Her pantyhose felt clammy and those came off as well.

She had left the light on in the kitchen, and it pulled her like a beacon, the half washed dishes a cruel reminder of what was left unfinished. Quickly she loaded the last of what could be crammed into the dishwasher, turned it on, and went to work on what was left in the sink.

“Wow, you should always do the dishes that way!”

Lisa was so startled she dropped a pan in the sink and spun around. Dave was in the kitchen, leering at her.

“Jesus, Dave, don’t sneak up on me like that!” Lisa hadn’t heard him come in over the sound of the running water.

“Sorry, babe.” He gave her an appraising glance and kissed her on the neck. “I’ve never seen you wash dishes in your underwear. It’s pretty hot.”

Hot was the last thing Lisa felt right now, other than in the sense of being overheated from rushing around. “I got wet walking Millie’s dog. She’s in the hospital, nothing serious I don’t think. Hey, did you happen to pick up juice for breakfast?”

“Uh, no, I forgot.” Dave didn’t sound very contrite. “Are we out?”

“Juice, milk, even wine.” Lisa tried not to sound accusing.

“Oh, yeah, about that. Mike called before I went to poker, his wife needed a bottle for some kind of spritzers she was making for the ladies, I said I could bring some.”

The ’ladies’ were the wives of the guys who played poker, they did their own thing when the boys were in the basement with their cards and cigars. Lisa had gone once or twice but it wasn’t her thing, a bunch of married women gossiping, mostly about men and sex. “I think that was our last bottle.”

“Sorry, I’ll get some more. I could go right now if you want.” Dave didn’t sound like he meant it.

Lisa shook her head. “That’s okay. I’ll get some tomorrow. I just want to finish these and get to bed.”

Dave wagged his eyes. “That sounds good, I’ve missed you.”

Lisa was back at the dishes. “I’ve had a long day, I think I’ll be asleep as soon as I touch the pillow.” Dave was plenty handsome, still looking good after almost five years of marriage, but right now, hungry, tired, and still a little wet, sex was the last thing on Lisa’s mind.

“Well, maybe we could kill two birds with one stone,” said Dave, rubbing his hand on her ass and giving it a little squeeze. He nuzzled in next to her neck, nibbling at her ear. “I bet you’ve never done it bent over the sink.”

Lisa cringed a little, pulling away. It wasn’t like she didn’t enjoy having sex with Dave, but this wasn’t the time or the place, and she certainly wasn’t in the mood. “Dave, please.”

“Come on, honey, it’s been a whole week.” Dave still had his hand on her butt.

“You’re always so horny,” said Lisa, sticking her hands back in the sink, hoping that would get Dave to get his mind out of the gutter.

“Sheesh, Lisa, once a week isn’t too much to ask, is it? We should be having sex more than we do.”

Lisa didn’t turn to look at him, she just kept at the dishes. “Is there some rule? Married couples have to have sex such and such times a week?”

“You know what I mean.” Dave finally took his hands off her, but he didn’t move away.

“No, I don’t. Is this what you and your friends talk about at your poker nights? How many times they do it?”

“I don’t need anyone to tell me how often I should be having sex.” 

Lisa turned her head to look at him. “You didn’t answer my question.”

Dave shrugged. “It’s come up before.” He quickly added, “Not by me, I swear. A few of the other guys said some stuff. I bet the women talk about it too.”

Lisa bit off a retort, because she knew he was right. Often, though, the wives were complaining about not getting enough sex, not too much. She turned back to the dishes.

Dave put his arms around her hips, his crotch brushing her rear. “Come on, Lisa, let’s not fight. I bet a lot of women would be happy to have their husbands think they look good washing the dishes.”

Well, that’s true enough,  thought Lisa. Of course, Dave was so horny all the time, he might think a blow up doll in front of a sink would look sexy. She shut off the water and turned to him. “I do like that you appreciate how I look. Thank you.”

Dave grinned like a teenager. “That’s better. Now come on, how about a little quickie? You’re already half naked. I could just. . .” He slid his fingers under the elastic of her panties and started to pull them down.

Lisa shied away. “Dave, I just can’t. Not in the kitchen. It’s just so weird.”

“You really need to expand your horizons a little. I bet a lot of women have sex in the kitchen.”

“I’m not most women.”

Dave turned away. “You can say that again,” he muttered.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing, forget I said anything.”

Lisa was angrily pulling off her gloves. “No, really. Tell me.” She knew she must have looked foolish, standing there defiantly, but dressed only in a blouse and some not so sexy underwear.

Dave’s eyes met hers, a glimmer of anger, but it quickly shifted to something else, maybe sadness. “I didn’t think being married would be like this. The sex, I mean. We have pretty good sex, don’t you think? But we only do it a few times a month, and only at night, and only in the bedroom, and almost always in one position.”

“Marriage isn’t all about sex.”

“I didn’t say it was.”

“Besides, that’s what I’m most comfortable with. You know I wasn’t with that many men before you. And all those relationships were based on friendship, we didn’t have much sex.”

“I know that, but it’s hard for me to accept. Maybe it’s a guy thing. I just had other experiences.”

They had had variations of this argument before. Lisa didn’t want to rehash it again. But she was tired and angry, and so couldn’t help but add, “Just because you dated wild slutty women before doesn’t mean I need to be one. If you wanted one of them you should have married them instead of me.”

“Hey, that’s not fair. They weren’t slutty.”

“So now you are taking their side?”

“I’m not taking anyone’s side. You’ve got no right to call my ex girlfriends sluts.”

“And you’ve got no right to throw it up to my face that they were better than me for having more sex and kinky sex.”

“I didn’t say a word about that.”

“Not tonight, but you have before.”

“This sucks.” Dave strode out of the room, calling over his shoulder, “And there’s nothing kinky about oral sex!”

Lisa let him go. She was a little angry at herself for getting so worked up, he was a guy, she knew guys wanted to have sex all the time. But it was his fault too. Dave just expected her to want to have sex as often as he did. It wasn’t like he had a romantic dinner waiting for her after her long trip. He hadn’t shown up with flowers, or even done something as simple as stocking the refrigerator and doing the dishes. Just a few small gestures on his part might have changed her attitude completely. That’s what a woman thought of as romantic, not all this ass grabbing and talk about quickies in the kitchen.

She shuddered. Besides, oral sex was kind of kinky. Yuk.

The next day Lisa was up and out the door before Dave was even awake. The night before she had been asleep when he had come to bed, otherwise he might have wanted to have makeup sex, and she wasn’t ready for that. These fights had been getting worse, always the same thing, sex, sex, sex. 

Lisa actually enjoyed sex, but only when she was feeling good, when the mood was romantic. At night, with the lights low, maybe a few candles burning, after a glass of wine or two. They didn’t have kids, not yet, she wanted kids but thought Dave needed to mature a little. He still seemed to be the same guy she had met senior year in college, funny, in great shape, just a blast to be around. But that was college, this was the real world, with careers, bills to pay, the house to maintain. Lisa hadn’t exactly been wild in college, far from it, but even she had to give up some of the things she did back then, staying out late, drinking. She had grown up. Now it was Dave’s turn.

But Dave seemed stuck in the past, he seemed to think married life was just another version of teenage and college years. He worked, and did pretty well as a salesman, his boyish charm and friendly attitude winning over customers. But he didn’t have much drive to get ahead, unlike her. Lisa wanted to be an executive, and wished Dave had interest in more than sex, the gym, sports, and nights out with his friends.

Lisa was a smart women, she had seen all these traits back when she had met him. But she had assumed Dave would accept the responsibility of marriage more seriously, that, like her, he would grow up. She had, he hadn’t. It was like they had become two different people, starting from the same place, but ending up more different than their ages would suggest.

Still, Dave was good to look at, the time in the gym keeping him especially fit. Her parents liked him well enough. He could still make her laugh. But lately she had come to realize that there were some things they didn’t have in common, and as time went on, these differences seemed more important rather than less. 

The sex, for instance. Lisa had seen two college girlfriends marry men they were having hot relationships with, only to get divorced just a few years later. Their relationships seemed to have been based on nothing but a physical connection, and Lisa swore she’d never let that happen to her. So she took it very slow with men, even with Dave, who she had reconnected with a few years after graduation. They started dating then, but didn’t have sex for almost six months. Now that she thought about it, Lisa wondered if Dave had been seeing someone else during that time, since he had been so understanding and patient. Maybe he had been getting it somewhere else.

Lisa had had two other serious relationships, one in college, one right after college. The first one had lasted a year, the second one almost two. Both men, boys really, had been kind, and, like her, pretty inexperienced in the bedroom. Their sex had been okay, she thought it was a natural progression of their relationships, but it hadn’t rocked her world. One of her boyfriends had tried giving her oral sex, and she had recoiled from that, it seemed so—dirty. It wasn’t like she didn’t know about it, she was no prude, she had girlfriends who talked about oral sex, and Lisa had looked at porn, although what she had seen had done nothing for her. And she did masturbate now and then. She didn’t have many orgasms, but did enjoy the feeling of intercourse, and feeling the excitement of a man who was coming into her. Into a condom, anyway.

Dave had been different. He had been the first man who had really turned her on, who could usually make her come. She thought it was because he had more experience with women, Dave knew not only how to touch her, but when, how hard. There was some chemistry they had, when he was inside her, she felt so—together. She loved making him come, she’d get wet just thinking about it. Even if she didn’t have an orgasm she loved the feeling of him thrusting into her, his shivers and groans as he ejaculated.

And maybe a little of her excitement was knowing that this man, who could have been with a lot of other women, and who had probably already been with a lot of other women, wanted her. 

Still, even with Dave she didn’t want their relationship to be based just on sex, and though he would have done it with her every day before their marriage and after, she resisted his urges. It wasn’t like she was parceling it out, she just thought that sex was special.

It was Dave who had tried to get her to have other kinds of sex besides intercourse. He was surprised when she didn’t want him to go down on her, he kept telling her it would feel good. Lisa had let him try, but her mind resisted, keeping her body in check. She liked it when he used his hands, his experienced fingers, but his mouth. . .she wasn’t sure if she was ready for that, even now.

Lisa had tried to give him head, with mixed success. Kissing his cock, even taking him in her mouth and sucking on him for a little while, she was fine with that. But it had taken a long time to get that far, and she still had never let him come in her mouth, something she knew Dave really wanted, something she bet a lot of women had let him do. She didn’t know why she couldn’t, seeing his cock get hard certainly excited her, but immediately she just wanted it inside her pussy, not her mouth.

In the beginning Dave had been relatively content with just intercourse, but after a year or so he started making little comments, and she could sense his disappointment with her unwillingness to experiment. It was just such a leap for her, she was coming from a different starting place. She thought she was experimenting, they were having sex in the afternoon, something she had never done. One day, while still dressed, she had let him take her bent over the bed. She had jerked him off and let him come on her tits. These were things she had never done before, they seemed almost decadent. Maybe she’d get there, after a while, maybe something would happen that would make her want to crave his cock in her mouth, make her want to taste his cum. 

The question was whether Dave would run out of patience before then.

At the end of the day at work Lisa still wasn’t ready to face Dave, fearing that their argument from the night before would carry over to tonight. And she needed to shop, get the refrigerator restocked. But first, a little relaxation was in order, she needed to be somewhere other than in the house alone with Dave.

She texted him, saying she was going to make some stops on the way home, he should just go ahead and eat. He’d probably order in, since there was nothing left in the house, and she doubted he’d cook anyway. But Dave was a grown man, he could figure out how to get his dinner.

As Lisa was packing her briefcase she glanced at her bulletin board, smiling pictures of her and her girlfriends from college. That’s who she needed to chill out with. . .She picked up her phone and dialed Lori, one of her closer college friends who had just moved into the same city a few months ago.

When Lori answered, Lisa said, “Hey, girl. Settled in yet?”

“Way more than when I saw you last,” said Lori. “I’ve even found the best places to hook up.”

“Hmm,” said Lisa, but she was laughing. Lori was a lesbian, and was probably talking about a lesbian bar.

“What’s up? We need to get together.”

“That’s what I was calling about. What are you up to, right now? Have time for a drink?”

“More than one,” said Lori. “Do you know Yellow Rose?”

“I’ve heard of it but haven’t been there. Is that one of your new hookup discoveries?”

“What’s the matter, afraid you might catch something?”

Lisa laughed. This was just what she needed, a little fun time to take her mind off of Dave and their problems. “When?”

“I’m already there,” said Lori. “Get that cute butt of yours over here, and I promise I’ll protect it.”

When Lisa entered Yellow Rose she was surprised how busy the place was on a Thursday night. Nothing really hinted at it being a lesbian hangout, it looked like your basic bar restaurant. A long bar curved around to the left, fronting the usual array of tables and booths. The décor was heavy on dark paneling and dim lighting, more like a pub than a chic women’s get together. But Lisa didn’t remember ever having been in a bar catering mostly to lesbians, so what did she know?

There were a lot of women, but a reasonable amount of men too. The room was boisterous, people having fun. It was just the atmosphere Lisa needed, music pumping away even though it wasn’t even dark out yet.

She spotted Lori at a booth, waving to catch her attention. Lisa wound her way through the crowd, a little self conscious, would all these women think she was gay? She didn’t have any problem at all with gays, she had quite a few gay friends, but she was oddly ill at ease.

All that went away as Lori jumped up to give her a big hug. Lori hadn’t changed in the years since college, she still wore her hair long and straight, her beautiful, big dark brown eyes twinkling. In a fitted dress, nice jewelry, and heels, Lori was about as far from the butch look as one could imagine.

“See? You survived the gauntlet,” said Lori. 

“What gauntlet?”

Lori pointed toward the bar. “Didn’t you notice everyone checking you out?”

Lisa looked over as she slid into the booth. “Really?”

“Hey, you’re beautiful. Can’t blame the girls for looking.” Lori gave her a long look. “You are beautiful. If you ever think of doing a little experimenting on the other side, I could set you up.”

Lisa blushed. “Uh, I don’t think so, but thanks.” Then she hastily added, “Not that I have anything against it, in general. For other people. . .”

Lori laughed. “Relax, girl, just giving you a hard time. I know you are a little conservative in that area.”

“Well, now that you mention it, that’s kind of something I’ve been dealing with.”

“Sounds ominous. We probably need a drink.” Lori held up a margarita pitcher. “Remember how we used to pound these down in college?”

“Do I. Back in my younger days.”

“Hey, you’re as young as you feel.” Lori poured a glass for Lisa. “To being young!” she toasted.

Lisa took a sip. It had been a while since she’d had a mixed drink, it was mostly wine now. More growing up.

“So what’s up?” asked Lori. “Everything okay?”

“Work is good,” said Lisa. “I’m moving up, I’ll probably get promoted next year.”

“That’s great! And you look amazing, I bet you are still working out, just like back in college.”

“It’s hard to find time, but I do go to the gym. You’re looking toned yourself.”

Lori held out her arms. “I’ve been lifting, can you notice? I’m worried I’m getting a little too muscular. But it really does burn the calories, and makes me have more room for these.” She held up her glass. “Plus, some of the ladies dig it.” Lori nodded toward the bar.

“Are you going to find some nice woman to marry?” asked Lisa.

“Maybe. Not yet. Still playing the field. Speaking of marriage, how’s yours?”

Lisa toyed with her glass. “Good.”

Lori frowned. “Not a very ringing endorsement. Come on, you can tell me.”

Lisa took a big hit on her margarita. “I don’t want to burden you with my problems.”

“Hey, what are girlfriends for?” Lori refilled Lisa’s glass.

“Are you sure you want to hear this?”

Lori reached for Lisa’s hand and grew serious. “I know we haven’t spent that much time together the last few years. But now that we are in the same city, I want to be your best friend. Remember how close we were in college? I want that back. I want you to feel you can tell me anything.”

Lisa’s eyes misted. “Oh, Lori, I want that too. I’ve missed you.”

The two friends stayed like that for a moment, just reconnecting. Finally Lori slipped her hand away gently and said, “Now look what you’ve made me do. Everyone will think I’m taken. I won’t get any action tonight.”

“Lori, you haven’t changed a bit,” said Lisa, laughing. 

“I know, I was always the wild one of the group. Not like you, you were so much more mature than any of us.”

“I don’t think so,” protested Lisa. “Not more mature. Just more conservative.”

“Nothing wrong with that. Different strokes.”

“I envy you, sometimes,” said Lisa.

“Really? Why is that?”

“You used college to kind of find yourself, learn who you really are.” Lisa gestured toward the room. “Be comfortable doing this, being true to yourself.”

Lori shrugged. “It wasn’t who I always was. Or it was a part of me, latent. I just let it out.”

“That’s what I mean. You had the guts to try new things. I’m not like that.” Lisa hesitated. “Dave and I are having a few—issues. He wants me to try new things too.”

“Like what? Golf? Sky diving?”

Lisa finished her drink, feeling a little buzzed, two drinks without eating, something she hadn’t done in years. It was loosening her tongue a little, making this embarrassing topic easier to broach. “I wish it was that easy. I could do any of that. Shit, I could do NASCAR if that’s what Dave wanted. No, our problem is in the bedroom.”

Lori eyed her quizzically. “He’s not into that whole BDSM thing, is he?”

“No, nothing like that.” Lisa hesitated. “Maybe he is, I don’t know. He hasn’t mentioned it. He just thinks we don’t have sex enough. And when we do, he thinks it’s boring.”

Lori shook her head. “That’s kind of mean of him, if you don’t mind me saying. I didn’t know Dave well, he seemed like an okay guy from what I saw.”

“He is an okay guy, most of the time. But he was a lot more experienced with women than I was with men. He has—different expectations of what our sex life should be.”

“Like what?”

“Well, the frequency, for one. He wants to have sex all the time.”

“He’s a guy. Although I like having sex all the time, too. Don’t you like having sex with Dave?”

Lisa blushed again, but the alcohol was lowering her inhibitions. Sex wasn’t normally something she talked about, even talking to Dave about it was hard. “Actually, I do. More than with the other two men I’ve been physical with in the past. I just like it to be romantic, you know? Just last night, I’m doing dishes, and he wants a quickie with me bent over the sink.”

Lori shrugged. “Like I said, different strokes. Sex in the kitchen can be pretty hot.”

Lisa frowned. “It’s not going to help me talk about it if you take his side.”

Lori reached for Lisa’s hand again. “Sorry, that’s not what I meant. I’m on your side, always. I’m just not getting a feel for the problem, I need more detail.”

Lisa took a deep breath. “With Dave—it’s not making love, it’s just sex. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not making judgments, I know that for some people, having hookups and sex for sex’s sake is what they want. I have no problem with that. It just has never been me. Or I never had a chance to experience that, who knows, I may have liked it. But I thought being married to someone, there would be more romance.” Lisa poured herself another drink. “All of that I could probably live with. But Dave says I need to expand my horizons. He’s bored with me because I won’t do other things.”

“Like what?”

“Well, for one thing, he really likes oral sex.”

“I don’t think there are many guys who don’t like getting a blowjob,” said Lori.

“I think he likes giving it, too.”

“You don’t like getting oral sex?” asked Lori, surprised.

“I never got comfortable with it. Any kind of oral sex.”

Lori laughed. “You’d make a terrible lesbian.”

Lisa laughed too, Lori was so easy to talk to, she wasn’t making any judgments. “Back in college, is that when you found out you—if you don’t mind me asking?”

“That I liked women? Yes, that’s when I got comfortable with it. Actually, I did a lot of experimenting. Fun stuff, nothing too kinky. You know, threeways, stuff like that.”

“You don’t think a threeway is kinky?”

“Look,” said Lori. “It’s all about your frame of reference. What’s the kinkiest thing you can think of?”

Lisa considered. “I don’t know. A gangbang.”

“Oh my god, Lisa, you are a prude.” But Lori’s voice was joking.

“I guess I am,” said Lisa, laughing. “What’s your idea of kinky?”

“Rubber suits. Whips and chains, I mean real whips. Humiliation sex.”

“Sheesh, Lori, I can’t even image what some of that is.”

“That’s my point. It’s all about frame of reference. Let’s pick one. Humiliation sex. Imagine I’m in the middle of this room, naked and tied to a chair. Just out in the open for everyone to see, in this totally public place, my legs spread. Can you picture it?”

The image was shocking to Lisa. She had a hard time thinking of her friend that way, helpless, embarrassed. “People do things like that?”

“I haven’t even explained it yet. Now picture anyone in the bar, I mean anyone, man or woman, doing whatever they want to me as I’m tied there. Guys making me suck their cocks. Women making me lick them. Being bent over and fucked. And me not being able to say no.”

Lisa felt her stomach heave. “My god, people do stuff like that? Do you—?”

“No, not me. I’m not into that. I’m just trying to make a point. And yes, people do that. Not very often I don’t think, but it is a kink. It’s done. So pretend that is one end of some kind of kink spectrum, say like this.” Lori slid the pepper shaker to one end of the table. “Now let’s pick some very mundane sex, like basic intercourse in the missionary position. With a condom.” She took the salt shaker and put it at the other end of the table. 

Lisa stared at it, her sex life summarized in a bottle of white powder. 

Lori went on. “Let’s think of something else kinky. A little light spanking, no real pain. Where would you place that on our spectrum? Is it kinkier than the humiliation?”

“No, not at all.”

“Right. Now what about BDSM, real pain?”

“In between, closer to the humiliation.”

“Now you’re getting it. And I’m sure there are arguments about exactly what goes where. But the point is, it’s a bigger range than you think. There are dozens of kinks between the edges. Dress up fantasies. Swinging. Gang bangs. And things I probably don’t even know about, way out there, way past humiliation.” Lori looked up at Lisa. “Now tell me, where does oral sex, with your husband, fit on this spectrum?”

“I guess it’s pretty close to the regular sex, the non kinky side.”

“Very close. It’s like right on top of it. The range is so big, a threesome is probably pretty close as well.”

“You were right, I am a prude!” said Lisa, a little sadly.

“I was just kidding about that. Just because someone is only comfortable with, or has only experienced, this end of the spectrum doesn’t make you a prude. It just means you don’t want to move outside that comfort zone, or maybe you haven’t had the opportunity to see if you like it.”

Lisa nodded. “I get it. What you are saying is that the kinds of things Dave wants to do really aren’t that wild and kinky.”

“Not to him, or to most people probably. But that doesn’t man you have to do them if you don’t want to. All I’m saying is that if people recognized how big the range is, even if they haven’t done it all, oral sex doesn’t seem that far out there.”

“I can’t believe I just got a lecture about sex using a salt and pepper shaker.”

“Speaking of salt, let’s get another pitcher.” 

Lori jumped up before Lisa could object. Lisa was already feeling a little queasy, probably from the discussion as much as the booze. But it had been worth it. Lori, in her typically direct way, had put things in perspective for Lisa. Now she had a better understanding of where Dave was coming from. She’d try to open her mind a little, maybe even try again to experiment. She stared at the pepper shaker. As long as Dave didn’t have any thoughts of going to that end of the kink spectrum.

When Lori got back and poured new drinks, Lisa said, “If you don’t mind me asking—you mentioned a threeway. I can’t even imagine how that would get started.”

“Like a lot of first time things, we were pretty drunk.”

“So, just you and two other women were drinking somewhere, and you decided to, what, start kissing?”

Lori shook her head. “No, no, it wasn’t with two other women. It was with two guys.”

Lisa almost spit out her drink. “Huh? I thought—”

“Honey, I’m not a lesbian. I’m bisexual. I’m mostly into woman, but I like a good cock too, although less and less these days. But my first sexual experiences were with guys. I didn’t get into women until junior year of college.”

“That’s when we started hanging out, I always thought—”

“I get it. You thought I was a lesbian then. I pretty much was. But before then—do you remember Jamal?”

“Sure, how could anyone forget him?” Jamal was this towering black man, incredibly handsome, with skin so dark it looked like ebony. He had the softest voice, which for some reason seemed incongruous with his size and powerful aura. Even Lisa had fantasized about him.

“Jamal and I dated freshman and sophomore year.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“Well, by the time we met, Jamal was experimenting too.”

“With what?”

“With men. He’s bisexual too.”

Lisa was trying to picture the masculine, virile Jamal with another man. It was hard to do. Yet the thought of it, which she would have expected to bother her, only seemed—fascinating. She felt herself grow surprisingly warm. She’d never thought about men together, not in any way that would interest her sexually. But now, seeing Jamal in her head, his glistening black skin, with a man instead of a woman—it was downright exotic, sensual. “Wow,” was all she could say.

Lori laughed. “Hard to picture, isn’t it?”

“Actually, easier than I would have thought.”

Lori raised her glass in a toast. “Congratulations, you have just moved up a level. Before you can experiment, you have to imagine.”

Lisa took a sip of her drink, not tasting it, her mind filled with the image of Jamal, naked, now not just with another man, but with her and another man. All three of them, together, making love, Jamal and the other man kissing her, inside of her, inside of—

Lisa shuddered, but not in fear, she realized. 

In excitement.

At home, Lisa was a little surprised not to find Dave at the house. She had stayed out later than she had planned with Lori, reminiscing about old times, Lori sharing a few more details on her own sexual experimenting. Lisa knew this was Lori trying to open her mind a little to what other people did sexually. She suspected that Lori thought she needed to just loosen up a little, maybe try something new with Dave. Not that Lori was taking Dave’s side, but even Lori probably considered Lisa a little too conservative.

It didn’t upset her. Lori was probably right. And the whole range of sexual activities discussion had been helpful; Lori had just never thought about it that way. She was like the salt shaker, plain and boring. Maybe even more like sugar, simple and sweet.

Well, she’d try a little harder. What safer way was there to experiment than with your husband? Maybe something a little different in the bedroom would remove some of Dave’s frustration and disappointment in their love life.

Lisa slipped out of her work clothes and reached for a tee top and a pair of shorts. Normally she’d have a glass of wine, but she’d had too much to drink anyway, and she wanted to be wide awake if she was going to try something new with Dave tonight. Well, maybe the little buzz she had would help loosen her up. Just a half a glass. . .

Shit. She had forgotten the wine, it was one of the stops she had planned to make on the way home, but it had slipped her mind after being at the restaurant with Lori.

She turned on some soft music, setting the mood, even if Dave didn’t need to feel romantic she still did, and besides, what would he care what she was thinking about? She could be pretending they were in a castle, or on a moonlit beach, in fact she used those exact fantasies now and then when making love to Dave, it was harmless.

Lisa lay on the bed, letting the music drift over her. What would she be willing to try? She didn’t want to force anything, she wanted to give herself a chance to see what she could get used to. Maybe just a taste of a few different things. Let Dave give her some oral sex, maybe suck on him just a little. Lisa tried to picture it, Dave between her legs, she wasn’t sure she’d be able to watch, her eyes closed. . .

She spread her legs a little on the bed, trying to make it real, opening herself up slowly, trying to relax, to go with it. Her hands reached down to cradle Dave’s imaginary head, but instead of his thick locks she instead felt smooth skin, she had brushed her own legs, the sensation making her think of a man with no hair, not bald, but shaved, and instantly the man in her mind wasn’t Dave, but Jamal, as she had remembered him from college, his shaven head between her legs. 

She’d never thought of Jamal that way, she had fantasized about him in college, but being fucked by him, not him licking her, but right now she couldn’t get the thought out of her head, her fingers running over his smooth skin, feeling each bump and contour, amazed, it was so real, even touching his earring. He spread her legs a little wider, she was giving in to him, his large hands on her waist, on her belly, strong but gentle. He was kissing her between the legs, nuzzling her, and for some reason nothing felt dirty now, it felt natural, she wanted this. Now it wasn’t Jamal who was opening her legs, she was doing it for him, she was inviting him in.

Lisa’s hand moved to her pussy, she’d never even called it that, but that’s what seemed natural now, it wasn’t a vagina, it was a pussy. Her hand slipped into her panties, no, that wasn’t right, she wouldn’t be wearing panties. She quickly slipped them off, her finger finding her folds, stunned by how wet she was, just by thinking of this, about a black man she hadn’t seen in years, between her legs, kissing her most private parts.

In the back of her mind she thought about Dave coming home, finding her like this, but she brushed the thought away, it would probably turn him on anyway. A little guilt, she should have been thinking about Dave, but that too was swept away as Jamal slid his tongue up through her labia, the tip expertly finding her clit, just brushing across it, and her back arched, wanting more, but now he was just kissing her thighs. 

Her fingers moved to match her dream, avoiding her clit, her hands gliding across her thighs, her labia, and finally, after she driven herself into a demanding frenzy, she used one finger to stroke her clit, like the tip of a tongue. She felt instantly engorged, her clit growing, pushing out, she knew it did this, although she had never seen it, Dave had said so, it had embarrassed her at the time, it seemed so decadent, so primal, like being in heat. But right now it was a signal of her desire, she rolled her clit between her fingers, imagining Jamal mouthing her, over and over, not stopping now, her hands pulling his head toward her.

She opened her eyes, wild, almost expecting to see him there, between her legs, the fantasy was that real. But only the empty room, the bedspread, her legs opened wide, her own fingers on her pussy. The bottom of the bed, where there was plenty of room for Jamal, on his hands and knees, bent over her, his long, broad back leading to his tight ass, her mind filling it all in, and more, thinking about what Lori had said, and now in her mind there was someone behind Jamal, another man, naked, he was holding Jamal’s hips, positioning himself. . .

Lisa closed her eyes, it was a crazy thought, she tried to fight it, where had that come from, so wild, so outlandish, so impossible. Yet the more she tried to get it out of her head the more real it became, the details filling in, another black man, meeting her eyes, her eyelids fluttering as Jamal licked her, the other black man stroking his cock, sliding it up and down Jamal’s ass. . .

Lisa’s fingers moved faster, it was as if Jamal was getting more excited, being turned on by the man behind him, and Lisa could feel Jamal’s excitement through his tongue, she could swear she heard him groan over the sound of the music, his head being forced forward into her, not by her hands this time, but by some other force pushing him forward, into him. . .

Lisa cried out, her orgasm lifting her hips off the bed, coming harder and faster than she ever had in her life, so turned on by this graphic fantasy, this absolutely incredible, wicked series of thoughts, something she would never have even thought possible, yet so real that even as her spasms ran through her she felt the presence of two other men in the room.

And neither one of them her husband.

Lisa’s eyes snapped open. She had drifted off. She glanced at the clock, almost 11 pm, the room quiet, the CD she had put on long over. Her legs were still spread open, and she pulled them together, feeling oddly guilty, like she had just been caught cheating.

Had Dave come home and seen her like that, lying half naked, her hand between her legs?

Lisa quickly pulled on her panties and ran into the bathroom. Her cheeks were flushed, her skin still warm, from the lovemaking, no, from her fantasy. It had felt like lovemaking, what she imagined lovemaking to be. Even more real than what she did with Dave.

She peed, splashed water on her face, then padded barefoot down the stairs. The lower level was dark, the only light the one in the hallway she had turned on when she had come home.

“Dave?” she called.

The house was empty. She retrieved her phone from her bag, no message from Dave. She was just about to call him, worried, when she heard a car pull up and the garage door open.

As soon as Dave came in Lisa knew he had been drinking. Not a lot, Dave wasn’t a drunk, but his light skin had that reddish tone that he got when he had a few. His pale skin immediately brought back to her the image of Jamal, so black in comparison. She shivered.

Dave pulled up short, obviously surprised to see her there in the hallway. “Hey, I thought you’d be in bed.”

“I was waiting up for you,” she said.

“When I got your message I thought you—I thought you wanted a little time to cool down,” he said. “So I had a few drinks with Steve. Give you some space.”

“About that,” she said. “I’m sorry about last night. I’ve been thinking about it. You’re right, I haven’t been too fair to you.”

Dave shrugged. “Don’t worry about it.” He moved to go past her into the kitchen.

Lisa reached for his arm. “No, wait. I mean it.” She put her arms around him, wanting to reconnect, needing this to push her wild fantasy out of her mind, this was her man, her husband. She nuzzled into his neck, wanting him to hold her, but he was hesitant, half hearted, she leaned in closer, her face pressed against his skin, taking in his essence, his musk, a soft hit of. . .lavender? 

Lisa knew his aftershave, she bought it for him, he often put some on in the morning, but it would be long gone by now, what was this?

She breathed in, but it was gone, or her senses already accustomed to it. She pulled back, searching Dave’s eyes, looking for something, but she saw only slightly enlarged pupils and a dash of red, exactly, she suspected, as what her own eyes must look like.

Lisa shook it off, nothing there, she must have imagined it. “Let’s go to bed.”

Dave broke away. “I need to grab a quick shower. We were at a bar, it was hot in there.”

“Sure,” said Lisa, thinking maybe she hadn’t been clear, here she was, asking for sex, something she never did, expecting him to be rushing her into the bedroom. “I’ll be in bed, waiting.”

If Dave got the hint he didn’t let on, he jogged up the stairs, leaving Lisa standing in the hall. After a moment she turned out the lights and followed him up.

In the bedroom she started the same CD again, but as soon as the song came on she snapped it off, the first few notes already making her think of Jamal, as if he now owned it, as if it was the soundtrack to a romantic porn movie, if such a thing could exist. She searched through her music collection, nothing seemed to feel right, in the end she turned off the player. 

The bed stared at her accusingly, the impression of her body still on the spread, she could almost imagine where Jamal’s elbows and knees had been, and she felt so weak she had to sit down, it was as if the reality of the bed made the fantasy itself somehow more real. She smoothed out the bed, erasing the evidence of her imagined infidelity, but nothing she did could clear it from her mind, so she pulled the spread off the bed.

She tried to focus on Dave, listening to the shower, the bathroom door slightly ajar, the only light in the room, the zip of the towel as he dried off, the water running, probably brushing his teeth. She looked down at her body, she still wore just the tee top, she quickly reached under and pulled off her bra. Her legs looked especially naked against the crisp white sheets, yet even though she had very little tan there was a color to them, the remnants of her orgasm. Still warm, everywhere. . .

The bathroom light clicked off, the room plunged into darkness. Lisa waited for it to click on, Dave liked the lights on when they made love, but the next thing she knew he was on his side of the bed, distance between them.

She waited, expecting him to cradle her, as he always did, his own version of foreplay, or at least his way of trying to get her to have sex. Tonight though, he did nothing, he didn’t move, the only sound in the room his breathing. Lisa rolled over to his side of the bed, her arm around him, spooning. She snuggled her face in his neck, a part of her almost expecting the subtle floral hint, the lavender, but he smelled white soap clean, the nothing aroma that could just as well be anyone, or a mask.

He didn’t move.

Lisa kissed his neck, her hand on his hip, reaching around, initiating. Finally Dave moved, placing his hand over hers.

“I’m really tired,” he said, his face still away from her, his mouth in the pillow, his tone impossible to really assess.

The words didn’t really register on her, she’d never remembered Dave not wanting sex, it all took a moment to sink in. Isn’t this what he was complaining about? Not getting enough sex?

Her hands were moving on their own, her mind not accepting what she had heard, her legs wrapping tighter around his, bare skin under the cool sheets. Dave’s hand tightened on hers, not guiding her, but stopping her.

“Really, Lisa, I’m just too tired.”

The enormity of it hit her, and she froze, her hand not quite on his cock, for some reason embarrassed, like she was doing something wrong, the embarrassment mixing with the sadness of rejection.

“I thought you wanted more of this,” she said.

She could feel him shrug beneath her. Still without turning he said, “How many times have you told me you were too tired?”

So that was it. Lisa jerked away, lying on her back, space between them again, staring up at the dark ceiling. “So this is some kind of payback?”

The bed shifted, he had turned a little, but still didn’t fully face her. “No, I’m just not in the mood.” 

“Okay.” Although it really wasn’t.

Lisa might have let it go at that, but Dave added, “So now you know a little about how it feels.”

“So it is payback.”

“No, I said it wasn’t. But maybe now you’ll understand how I feel when I really want it, and you just say no. It drives me crazy. I feel so—pent up.”

Lisa didn’t feel pent up. She didn’t need sex tonight, she was going to do it for him, because maybe she hadn’t been fair, hadn’t been mindful of what he wanted. She’d never withheld sex on purpose, never used it as a weapon. 

Maybe Dave was right, it was all about testosterone, hormones, he was still trapped in the body of an 18 year old, needing sex all the time.

She lay awake long after his breathing steadied into sleep, her eyes open, staring at nothing.

At one point she could have sworn there was a hint of lavender in the room.

The next morning when Lisa woke up the bed was empty beside her. She glanced at the clock, it was late, she never slept in, she had fallen asleep in the middle of the night. She’d have to hurry to make it to work on time.

In the shower, rushing, yet her mind still on the night before, still bothered. Not sure if she was hurt, or angry, or what. Or just wrong about everything, not being fair. Many nights she had in fact begged off of sex, giving just that same excuse, always the truth, though, not realizing that it might be a truth that could hurt, the result no different from her saying I don’t want to have sex with you.

Was that how Dave had taken it? Had he thought she was sometimes lying, that it had nothing to do with being tired, she just didn’t want to have sex?

Had she been lying to herself too? She hadn’t always been that tired. Certainly not so tired she couldn’t have sex, or give Dave what he wanted. Was that too much for him to ask?

She dashed through her morning ritual, her face looking tired in the mirror, the lack of sleep showing in a way that it hadn’t just a few years ago. She was still young, but some things changed faster than others. Was this something that would bother Dave? He’d fallen for her in her early twenties, an age he seemed stuck in himself. How would he react as they aged? 

No lines yet, not even at the corners of her eyes. She could still get by with just a dash of makeup, she never even thought much about it. Today she applied a little more than usual. Finished, but not quite satisfied, she reached for her perfume, just a dash. She hesitated over the bottle, thinking of its scent, nothing like lavender, but reminding her of what she thought she had smelled, and suddenly her knees grew weak, her hand falling to the counter to support herself, the perfume bottle turning over with a shrill clink on the vanity.

The lavender. Perfume? Another woman’s perfume?

Had Dave been cheating on her? Is that why he didn’t want to have sex last night?

Her head buzzed, wild with thoughts, her heart beating, trying to remember any hints, any indications, but she couldn’t think straight.

She slowly slid to the floor, curling up in the corner between the tub and the wall, naked, feeling very alone. 

Finally she got hold of herself, getting up stiffly, feeling foolish. She was more mature than this, she had just been thinking of how much older she was. Her husband didn’t want sex one night, she thought she smelled a hint of a flower, and she was jumping to the conclusion that he was cheating. Stupid.

She finished in the bathroom, straightening up the bottles that she had knocked over. Back in the bedroom she opened the dresser drawer for some panties, her eyes drawn to the box of condoms they kept there. 

Lisa tried to ignore it, grabbing a pair of plain white underwear, what she usually wore to work. But the box kept staring at her, looming in her vision, daring her to close the drawer.

She succumbed. She pulled out the condoms and counted them. Five. She had no idea whether one was missing, that was a thought too horrible to comprehend.

She slowly slid the drawer shut. 

At the closet, deciding what to wear, she went back to the dresser, exchanging her plain white underwear for something a little nicer. She didn’t really have anything sexy.

Maybe she’d have to change that.

That night, when Dave came to bed, Lisa didn’t quite know what to expect, what to do. He had been home when she got back from work, they had dinner together, making small talk, neither of them mentioning the fight, the night before. She had tried to will herself to keep from sniffing for the lavender scent, to no avail, she found herself snuffling like a dog on the prowl.

Lisa promised herself she wouldn’t be upset if Dave didn’t want sex, but she also decided she wouldn’t initiate anything. Just see what he did.

Which was nothing. Again Dave lay on his side of the bed, his usual ritual discarded. Lisa squeezed her eyes shut against the tears.

The next morning, Saturday, as they were grabbing coffee in the kitchen, Dave said, “If we don’t have any plans this afternoon, I’m going to go over to Steve’s and watch the game.”

“Sure.” Lisa tried to read his body language, it wasn’t like he’d never done this before, watched Saturday sports with the guys. Still, something made her ask, “Who’s going to be there?”

Dave shrugged. “I’m not sure, the usual guys, probably.”

“Okay. I might do some shopping, anyway.”

“I’ll be home for dinner,” he said.

Later that afternoon, after Dave had left, Lisa changed out of her yoga pants in preparation for her shopping trip. In the bedroom, the dresser drawer called her like a siren. She opened it up, the box of condoms still right there.

She counted them, feeling guilty. Five.

She sighed, relieved, although it really told her nothing. If Dave was cheating on her, certainly he wouldn’t be using their condoms.

It might be almost better if he was, because then she’d know, one way or another.

Lisa was sure that every married person, man and woman, at one point or another wondered if their spouse was cheating. It was just one of those things. A word here, a dropped hint, a loss of interest, anything could set it off, the suspicion.

She’d never thought about it because it had never occurred to her to cheat. It wasn’t as if she couldn’t even imagine being with someone else but Dave, she was a realist, a practical woman. People got divorced all the time. She didn’t get married expecting to get divorced, she hoped her marriage would last forever. But if for some reason it didn’t, she certainly hoped she’d find someone else, just as she assumed Dave would.

But if Dave were cheating, then that would be the end of them. It would be over for her, with or without a divorce. No amount of explaining would change her mind. Sure, Dave could claim that it was ‘just sex’, that he had strayed because she wouldn’t have enough sex with him. She’d accept that as a reason, but not one that would make her forgive him. Cheating would be the same as announcing the marriage was over.

But of course she was jumping the gun. Lisa had no evidence at all that Dave was cheating. What she did know was that he wasn’t happy with their sex life, and she was contributing to that. She had to accept responsibility for at least some of his unhappiness. Maybe in the end it would be too much to overcome, this difference in their sex drive, but for now, she could try harder.

And no woman wanted to lose her husband’s interest. If she was going to meet Dave partway, he had to want her. In the past, she hadn’t had to do anything special to incite his desire, but maybe he had reached some kind of break point, maybe he had given up. 

Lisa wasn’t ready to accept that.

At the mall, Lisa passed by her normal stores. If she was going to try something new with Dave, perhaps it could start with the way she dressed. What would he consider sexy?

Probably anything different. She’d been wearing a wet blouse and rubber gloves the other night, and he still wanted her. Maybe she should just do that again, wait for him in just her underwear, bent over the sink. . .

She glanced at her reflection in a shop window, not used to thinking this way, trying to dress sexy. Her hair was too straight, in that half way color between light brown and blonde. Maybe she should do something about that too. But first, some clothes.

She realized she was looking into a boutique, the mannequins in the window draped with chic outfits, not the kind of clothes she normally wore. Why not? 

Inside, she browsed a few racks, feeling the fabrics, trying to imagine herself wearing the styles. It was no good, everything was just too different, just not her. She’d feel like she was wearing a costume.

She tried a few more stores, nothing clicking. Growing despondent, she drifted back to her usual shop, where she bought her work clothes. Practical, conservative.

Listlessly she perused the racks. A sales clerk, a woman about her age, asked, “Need any help?” sounding like she meant it.

“I don’t know,” said Lisa. “I usually buy my office clothes here, but I’m looking for something different, but not too different.”

The clerk laughed. “I know what you mean. It’s hard to change once you get used to something.”

“I never thought I’d be so stuck in my ways this early in life.”

“I don’t think that’s it. It’s more like you know who you are, and what you are comfortable with.”

“Maybe,” said Lisa.

“Are you looking for work outfits, for an office?” asked the clerk.

“Actually, no, something for going out.” Then she quickly added, “With my husband.”

“Hmm.”

Lisa blushed, the woman either not believing her, or reading her mind, suspecting she needed to make herself look better for her husband, knowing the truth, that Lisa was trying to dress sexier so Dave wouldn’t stray. 

Before Lisa had a chance to respond the woman went on, “What do you normally wear when you go out?”

“If it’s something casual, just jeans, if we are having dinner somewhere nicer usually just my work clothes. A jacket and a skirt.”

“I’ve found,” said the woman, “that the way you think about your clothes affects how you feel about yourself when you are wearing them.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, if you are wearing work clothes, conservative clothes, you think of yourself that way, you are in a work mood.”

“I get that,” said Lisa. “That’s why I was looking for something different to wear.”

“You don’t need to change your clothes too much, anything will work if it changes your attitude. How short do you wear your skirts to work?”

“Just above the knee.”

“Heels?”

“Low ones.”

The woman gave Lisa a very professional once over. “You have a nice figure. If you don’t mind me asking, how are your legs?”

“Okay, I guess. My husband seems to like them.”

“So, how about a few inches shorter on the skirt, a few inches taller on the heels? No jacket, a more fitted blouse. You could wear the same designers you do now, the clothes would still be you, but with a totally different feel.”

Lisa frowned. “Do you think that would work?”

The woman leaned in, her eyes bright, and whispered conspiratorially, “I can tell you for a fact it will.” From a rack she pulled out a simple skirt, no pleats, and held it against Lisa, the hem five inches above her knee. “Would you wear this to work?”

“No, it’s too short. But I do like it.”

“Perfect,” said the clerk. “Now go try it on. Wait, I’ll get you a blouse, and grab a pair of pumps too, at least three inches.”

The woman was so confident that Lisa went along. In the dressing room, she slipped into the skirt, showing more leg than she had in years. Her bra looked downright dowdy along with the tighter, silky blouse. She pulled on the heels, tottering a little, it had been a long time since she wore heels this tall, almost stilettos. When she turned to look at herself in the mirror she was amazed, the few extra inches of thigh, combined with the heels setting off her calf muscles, made her legs look better than she could have hoped. She didn’t have huge boobs, but the blouse pulled her eyes to her chest, the curve of her breasts gracefully highlighted. 

It was her, but it wasn’t. She felt comfortable, but different.

The sales clerk gave her a thumbs up. “Well?”

“You were right,” acknowledged Lisa. “I feel—good. The heels might be a little much, though, I’ll be so worried about tripping.”

“We don’t have a great shoe selection. Go to a regular shoe store, get something a little shorter. Half an inch makes a world of difference.”

“I’ll take it,” said Lisa, already thinking ahead to not only the shoes, but some new underwear.

She felt sexier already.

Lisa wore the outfit home, more excited than she ever expected she’d be. She hadn’t felt this way since she’d been out with her girlfriends in college, going to meet boys. The new lacy bra felt almost decadent under the blouse, the skirt hiking up along her legs in the car, the breeze from the air conditioner going right through her new tiny panties. 

For the first time in her life Lisa got turned on in the car, driving, she couldn’t believe it. Just from the clothes.

She couldn’t wait to get home, to see the look on Dave’s face, imagining his reaction, wondering if he’d ask if she bought the outfit for him, her nodding, or teasing him, something she rarely did, at least about sex, saying, “Well, maybe.” Just standing there, waiting for him to make his move, see how long he could resist.

She might even let him fuck her in the living room.

Lisa didn’t even bother pulling in the garage, leaving the car in the drive and was almost running as she went up the walk, moving as fast as she could in the heels. The door was locked, Dave would have come in through the garage, she fumbled with her key, as excited as a schoolgirl.

But when she got inside the house was quiet, and she instantly knew Dave wasn’t home. Crestfallen, she went into the kitchen, the clock on the microwave telling her it was after six, she’d been out quite a while, Dave said he’d be home for dinner, six was when they usually ate.

Dinner. She hadn’t thought about dinner at all, she had been so focused on the clothing, on the sex. She munched on an apple while staring in the refrigerator, wondering whether to make something, would her well laid plans for sex get derailed by a different kind of hunger?

Not for her, it wouldn’t. And if Dave was too hungry to want to have sex with her, she had a much bigger problem than she thought.

To kill some time she tossed a salad and made a quick lasagna and stuck it in the oven. She was just finishing when she heard Dave drive up.

She quickly washed her hands, almost decided to be standing there, bent over the sink, when Dave walked in, but changed her mind, it would be too forced, posed. Instead she just leaned against the kitchen entry, waiting.

When Dave came in he said, “Hi, is it time for dinner?” He passed by her without much of a glance, heading for the refrigerator, grabbed a beer, and only after he had opened it and taken a pull did he turn to her. “You’re dressed up, shit, were we supposed to be going out? I forgot, did you say anything? I’ll get changed.”

Dave headed for the stairs without waiting for her to reply, over his shoulder calling out, “Sorry, I’ll only be a minute.”

He hadn’t noticed a thing.

Lisa was dumbfounded, she must have looked so different, she simply had to, how could he have not noticed?

Men.

She scurried up the stairs after him. In the bedroom, Dave had already pulled off his polo shirt, which she suddenly thought was odd, he rarely wore polo shirts, especially on weekends with the guys, he was a tee shirt and jeans type. She was about to say something, she didn’t know what, something alluring, or maybe just push him onto the bed, when he tossed his shirt into the hamper, and there it was again, the scent of lavender, stronger this time, she couldn’t be imagining it.

Again her knees grew weak, she took a step to steady herself against the wall, her heel catching in the carpet, and she tripped, falling into him, her arms going around him to hold herself up, her face up against his skin, and now the lavender was in her nostrils, suffocating, an arrow into her heart.

She pulled away, disgusted, but Dave held her, misreading her intent. “Steady there. You might want to wear some different shoes, I’m not sure you can walk in those.”

And with that he let her go and disappeared into the closet, and even though he was in the same room as her, it was as if he was completely gone.

Lisa had pretended that they had indeed planned on going out, surreptitiously turning off the oven on the way out the door. All during dinner she toyed with her food, lost, her mind numb. Dave wasn’t a big talker, unless it was about sports, the meal was pretty quiet, but he didn’t seem to notice her mood.

At home, she couldn’t get the new clothes off fast enough, tossing them in the back of the closet, everything, even the bra and panties, not bothering to hang anything up, putting her usual underwear back on in a daze, covering herself with a long nightshirt.

In bed, she curled up on her side, and was not at all surprised when Dave did the same.

She slept poorly, mostly awake, drifting off now and then, not dreaming, just wondering, thinking, alternating between shock and anger and worry and dread.

Lisa got up when it was still dark, unable to go back to sleep. She lay there for a while, trying not to fidget, she was in no mood to face Dave. Quietly she slipped out of the bed. She pulled on a pair of running shorts and a sports bra, then pounded down the stairs and out into the cool morning air, she hadn’t gone running in years, but she needed to be out, to be away from the house, from Dave.

When Lisa got back Dave still wasn’t downstairs. She showered in the guest bath, grabbed some jeans and a tee shirt from the hall closet,  perfunctorily made coffee, couldn’t even think about food. When she heard the upstairs shower she grabbed her keys and headed out, then stopped, she couldn’t just disappear, even now. She left a brief note on the coffeemaker, Forgot to mention, I’m getting together with Lori for brunch, which was a complete lie, the first time she had lied to Dave.

In the car, breathing hard, she just drove, not sure where she was going. After an hour of that she thought it was late enough to call Lori, so she pulled into a parking lot.

“Hey, are you awake?”

“Sure, what’s up?”

“I—can I see you? I need to talk to someone, like right now.”

There was a some muffled noise, and then Lori’s voice came back. “Of course. Not here though, I’ve got company.”

“Shit. I’m so sorry,” said Lisa. “Forget it.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. You just sound like you need some privacy. Let’s meet at the same place, okay?”

Lisa was about to insist that Lori stay with whomever she was with, but she was feeling pretty desperate. She really did need to talk to someone. “Don’t hurry, whenever you can get there.”

At the Yellow Rose, Lisa sat in the same booth, crawling into the corner against the wall, the small familiarity of the seat and restaurant a lifeline. A waitress came over, Lisa just shook her head, and the woman walked away without a word, apparently used to Sunday morning sadness and loneliness.

When Lori arrived, Lisa smiled wanly, and instead of sitting on the opposite booth, Lori slid in next to her and put her arms around her and held her until Lisa relaxed. 

“Thanks,” said Lisa, her voice weak, like she had been sick for a month.

Lori motioned for the waitress. “Two mimosas.”

“A little early to drink,” said Lisa. “I haven’t even eaten.”

“Never too early to drink,” said Lori, “especially if you feel like you look. But okay.” To the waitress she added, “And some toast and mixed fruit.”

The waitress went off again, still not having spoken. 

“I appreciate you coming,” said Lisa. “I didn’t mean to pull you away from something.”

“If she’s not there when I get back, it wasn’t going anywhere anyway,” said Lori. “Don’t worry about it.”

“Still. I need to tell you what I dragged you here for. I feel a little foolish.”

“When you’re ready.”

“I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.” Lisa sat up straight, freeing herself from Lori’s hug, but clinging to her hand. “I think Dave is cheating on me.”

“I revise my earlier memory of him,” said Lori. “He’s an asshole.”

“I’m just so—I don’t know what I am. I’m so numb I can’t even be angry yet.”

“You said you think he is. You’re not sure?”

Lisa told her everything, the continued disinterest in sex, the perfume, her new outfit. The words came out faster and faster, an unburdening.

When she was finished, Lori said, “I think you are probably right, but who knows how guys think?” She squeezed Lisa’s hand.

“What should I do?”

“Let me ask you this first. If you were sure he was cheating, what would you do?”

“I’d divorce him.”

“Really? No, forget I said that. I know you would. Just because a lot of women wouldn’t, that isn’t the right thing for me to say.”

“I don’t know how they could stay in the marriage,” said Lisa. 

“People put up with all sorts of things. That doesn’t mean you should.” Lori considered. “Okay, let me try again. How would you feel, if you found out for sure?”

“I don’t know. I still don’t want to believe it. I think I’d be really mad. I mean, I understand he’s been a little unhappy, maybe a lot unhappy, but he’s never come to me and said, unless things change, I’m out of here.”

“Maybe this was his way of dealing with it. Dave loves you, he just wants the sex. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not making excuses for him. Just trying to imagine what might be going through his head, how he might rationalize it.”

“I thought about that. If he were some stranger, or if we had just started dating, I might even be able to live with that. But he knows me. He knows how this would affect me. He knows how serious I take things. Maybe I responded late, took too long to see how this all bothered him. We’ve been married for years, I would have tried just about anything if he had just come to me and said something. Even an ultimatum would have been understandable.” Lisa felt herself torn between anger and tears. “And you know the worse part? It sounds so stupid. But when I came home in that outfit, I felt so good, and he didn’t even look at me. It’s like his mind had already gone to someone else.”

“Or he’s got a guilty conscience.”

“That thought has occurred to me.”

“Do you think you can just talk to him?”

“I don’t know. I’d like to think I could. But what if I’m wrong? What if I accuse him, or even just ask him, and I’m wrong? Or worse, if he lies to my face, and then I don’t know whether to believe him or not.”

“Maybe he’s just having a rough time about something else,” said Lori. “This is something you have to be sure about. Maybe you could just ask him about that, stuff in general, like Hey Dave, you seem a little down, something I can help with? Kind of ease into it.”

“I guess so.”

“Even if Dave says it’s nothing, it might snap him out of it. He might be pawing at you in the bedroom in no time.”

“That’s the problem,” said Lisa. “I’m not sure if I can have sex with him now, thinking about this, about him maybe having slept with someone else. I’d be thinking about that the whole time. Maybe that’s why he doesn’t want me now, he can’t bring himself to do it with two women, he’s moved on.”

“He’s a guy, remember,” said Lori. “I’ve had men lovers and women lovers. You’re thinking like a woman. Most guys wouldn’t give that a second thought. Sorry, but it’s true.”

“I know,” said Lisa. “And that’s even worse. It means he might just be too tired to have sex with me, this other bitch wore him out. She’s satisfied him. I don’t think I’ve ever done that. Shit, I’m going to cry.”

And she did, and once again Lori put her arm around her, pulling her in, and Lori’s embrace felt better than any hug Lisa had ever got from Dave. There was nothing sensual about it, it was just warm and protective.

“You’ve got to find out for sure,” said Lori. “Then you can do what you need to do.”

“A divorce,” said Lisa.

“Yes. But first you need to get your revenge.”

Lisa sniffled, turning to her friend. “Like what?”

“Hmm. That depends on how mad you are.”

“I’m pretty mad already, and I don’t even know for sure. I’m mad just because he hasn’t given me a chance, and I know this is dumb, but I’m mad for him not noticing my outfit, that I was trying.”

“All good reasons. But guys like Dave, he might not even realize what he’s losing, especially if he thinks he’s got another woman to take care of him. He might just blame it on you. If it were me, I’d make sure he got what he deserved.”

“What would you do?”

“If I was absolutely sure he had cheated, I’d hit him back where it hurts. It’s all about the sex, right? At least for him. Fight fire with fire.”

“I don’t understand.”

The waitress came by with the food and the mimosas. Lori waited until she had left before replying. “You told me he complained about your sex life. Offer to spice it up, see how he reacts.”

“I kind of did that, I practically attacked him in bed one night, then the new outfit.”

Lori shook her head. “Remember the range of sexual possibilities we talked about. Your head is still in one corner. You need to expand a bit.”

“Such as?”

“Offer him a threesome.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Tell him it will be a surprise. Only the surprise will be on him.”

“I don’t understand.”

“It’s simple. I’ll explain it to you.” And Lori did, whispering into Lisa’s ear, in great detail, until Lisa began to blush, then squirm, and then, when Jamal was mentioned, to grow incredibly, unbelievably, hot.

Lisa stayed out most of the afternoon. After leaving the restaurant, many mimosas later, she didn’t dare go home. She’d lose it in front of Dave, for sure, although whether she’d be crying or yelling she wasn’t sure.

A year ago, a month ago, a week ago, Lisa wouldn’t even have been able to listen to what Lori had proposed, she would have been too embarrassed. But after what had happened, she could even consider it, and maybe even see herself doing it.

It was wild. Crazy. Wicked. 

Thrilling.

It was like nothing Lisa had ever imagined. Like the clothes at the chic boutique, it didn’t seem like her. And yet, something had changed, it was as if Dave’s infidelity, if it were really true, had opened her mind to a whole new world of possibilities, had given her a different kind of strength, of female power.

Back at the house, there was a note from Dave, he was playing basketball, which he usually did on Sunday. But this week the note said, “May eat out with the guys.” That wasn’t common, most of the guys he played ball with were married, they’d be having Sunday dinner with their families.

Lisa didn’t know what made her do it, but she ran up to the bedroom, yanking open the dresser drawer. She counted the condoms.

Four.

She had a moment of panic, had she forgotten the count? Hadn’t it been five? Could she have forgotten something so important?

No. It had been five.

The bastard. He didn’t even care if she found out. Or he was throwing it in her face.

Lisa carefully put the condom box back like nothing had happened. Dave thought he knew her. He was about to find out how wrong he was.

That night, Lisa pretended she was sleeping when Dave came to bed. It wasn’t hard, her emotions were so cold right now, she didn’t think her body would respond to any stimulus, she was almost catatonic. 

But as soon as she heard the deep breathing of his sleep, Lisa quietly slipped out of bed. Dave’s jeans were thrown over the chair, his usual idea of hanging something up. Lisa glanced at his still sleeping form, and then, hating herself for what she was about to do, gingerly reached into the pocket of his jeans and fished out his cell phone. She stepped outside the bedroom, leaving the door just ajar, and bent over the phone. 

She’d never done anything like this in her life, snooping at something private. Even married people had the right to some privacy, maybe even a few little secrets. As long as they didn’t hurt the other person. . .

The phone was password protected. Dave knew almost nothing about electronics, Lisa had set up his phone for him, so she typed in the password she had created, their names, LisaDave. Surprisingly, it didn’t work. She tried it again. 

He had changed his password.

Okay, she’d done that on her own phone, just good security, but. . .

It took her a few attempts, but she figured it out. It was his birthday, which was a stupid password but probably the only one he’d remember, he sometimes forgot hers. As well as their anniversary.

Her fingers shaking, she scrolled through the texts. 

Most where innocuous, some were dumb, but probably so were hers. Nothing that jumped out at her right away, some of the contacts she didn’t recognize, numbers and not names, people probably not in his regular contact list. Wait. . .

She scrolled back. What was this?

Did you think about my offer?

Dave’s reply was: Sounds good, but not now.

Lisa didn’t recognize the number, although it was in his contacts under the name PlanB. The message exchange had occurred over a month ago.

Plan B? Something innocent, a code for some gift Dave was buying her, or something he wanted to buy for himself that he didn’t want her to know about?

Or did it mean Dave’s Plan B, another woman, someone to replace Lisa?

Lisa glanced through the crack in the bedroom door, Dave was still sleeping. She quickly scanned for other messages back and forth from PlanB. A few weeks ago, Dave received one that said, Still available. And another, a day later, In case ur not getting it. Ha Ha. Get it?

Some bitch was offering Dave sex. And he must have told her he wasn’t getting ‘it’ at home. She was joking about it. Joking about Lisa.

Dave had replied, Need to meet to discuss.

The next day came the following exchange: 

PlanB: Glad we got the preliminaries out of the way. 

Dave: Just what I needed.

A few days later, Dave texted, Been thinking about ur offer, ready to move on it.

Lisa looked at the date code. It was the day she had first sensed the lavender.

All her doubts were swept away. These messages, by themselves, might mean nothing. But combined with Dave’s change in attitude, the lavender perfume, and the missing condom, it could only mean one thing: Dave was not only thinking of cheating, he was cheating. And more than once.

One time, if he was drunk, maybe, maybe, she could forgive. If the woman had come on to him, something unexpected. But this had been thought out, planned. And repeated.

Lisa slumped against the wall, her fingers hovering over the contact screen, only a cartoon icon depicting the other woman, Dave’s Plan B. Lisa’s first thought was to call her up, tell her she knew what was going on, realizing she’d sound like a shrew. Her second thought was to send a text using Dave’s phone, something like, Changed my mind, because ur no good. Or I love my wife, it’s over.

Realized immediately how useless that would be. Those needed to be Dave’s thoughts, not hers.

Thump. Thump. Thump. It took Lisa a moment to realize the sound was her head banging against the wall, the pain not even registering. 

It was one thing to suspect, another to know. She felt. . .less sad, and way more angry. Dave hadn’t talked to her about it, he had another woman he had started to fool around with, he had barely hesitated before pulling the trigger, all because Lisa’s wasn’t putting out for him. 

If the messages had been filled with protestations of love, if Dave had found someone else, fallen out of love with her, that would have been so terrible, bringing her only an overwhelming sadness. But this—this was calculated deceit.

Fuck him.

Lisa went back into the bedroom, slipping the phone back in Dave’s jeans, not really caring if he woke now. But he was still fast asleep. She got back into bed, as far from him as she could be, curled into the corner, and, surprisingly, fell fast asleep.

The next day at the office Lisa forced herself to get some work done, losing herself in emails and reports and phone calls. After lunch she closed the office door and began working it out. She had steeled herself, her tears long since over, at least for today. She was sure there would be more, but she wasn’t one to spend too much time looking back. Time to look forward, to next week, next year.

But right now, time to look ahead to tonight.

Lisa was surprised she didn’t care who it was Dave was cheating with. The other woman was nothing to her. She didn’t deserve a minute of Lisa’s time, she wasn’t worth Lisa’s emotion. 

Dave, on the other hand, would feel the brunt of all her anger.

Lisa left the office early, so she’d get home well before Dave. At the house she again pulled on her running clothes, two runs in two days, like she was back in college. No, no looking back. Instead, this would be part of her new life.

She ran and ran, losing track of time, not thinking, just letting it all wash over her, just feeling. With each breath she took in new energy, new life. With each exhale she let go the past, and the sadness. What was left was strength, and resolve.

Back at the house Lisa reached into the closet for something to put on after she took a shower, seeing all her clothes, all his clothes, their life together organized into neat hangers on a rod. With a fury she started pulling clothes out and throwing them on the bed, not his stuff, but hers, any garment she associated with Dave, a dress she had bought for his sister’s wedding, a sweater from his mother, ugly as sin, a ball cap he had bought for her on vacation in Florida. Faster and faster, not even bothering to walk the few steps to the bed, just tossing hangers and clothes out of the closet door onto the bedroom floor, the dress she had worn the night she met Dave, she had saved that, and still remembered. A bunch of tee shirts, from trips together. In a frenzy now, almost to the back of the walk-in closet. . .

Where her wedding dress was stored, wrapped in a protective sheath of plastic. Lisa stared at it, stunned, of course it would be there, a reminder of everything, if only her marriage could have been protected by a simple plastic bag.

Consumed as she was with clearing out the memories of her life, she couldn’t bring herself to add the dress to the pile.

She left it there, numbly going back to the bedroom, gathering up all the clothes, stuffing them into plastic bags, then dragging them to the garage, where they went in the trunk of her car.

She didn’t even bother to shower and change, but drove straight to the dump.

When Lisa got home she put on some music, pounding, road trip music, as far from something romantic as she could think of. She poured some wine, sipping it, she didn’t need or want to be buzzed. 

Just before she expected Dave to come home, she sent Lori a text. I’m certain. I’m doing it.

Her own Plan B.

By the time Dave got home Lisa had a dinner waiting for him. All during the meal she chatted like nothing had happened, like nothing was going to happen. She laughed in all the right places, asked him questions about work. They watched TV together, her on the couch, him in his usual chair.

The perfect, boring, married couple.

Later, in bed, Lisa curled up next to him, trying not to cringe. “I’ve been thinking a lot about what we talked about,” she said. “I know you’ve been unhappy.”

She felt him stiffen. “I’m better now,” he said. 

I bet you are, Lisa thought. “No really. You were right, I’ve been too—stiff, too limited. I want to do something really special, get us on a different path.”

“You mean more sex?” He didn’t sound very interested.

“Well, that too, but something else, like a jumpstart. Something to force me out of my way of thinking.”

Dave turned partway over to her, even in the dark she could sense his sudden interest. “Like what? I know you are pretty—conservative.”

“Well. . .” Lisa dragged the word out. “I’ve been talking to my friend Lori.”

“The lesbian?”

“Yes, that’s the right Lori. But she’s not just a lesbian—she still loves men. Anyway, we had a few interesting chats. You know I’m kind of uptight about sex, it was a little easier talking to another woman, especially one so—well, let’s just say that Lori has had a whole world of experiences I never even contemplated.”

Now Dave was facing her, curious. “Really.”

“Really. Anyway, she opened my eyes a bit to how—limited I’ve been in my thinking. Just like what you were saying. Now before you get all worked up, I don’t think I could do half the things she’s done, and she tells me there are even more possibilities than that. But I’ve come to see how a little—exploration—might be something that I’d be willing to do. Under the right circumstances, of course.”

“What kind of exploration?”

“Well. . .” Again Lisa let it hang. “Now that I’m talking to you, I’m kind of embarrassed to say it, I don’t want you to take it the wrong way.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I wouldn’t want you to think that you weren’t all that I needed, that I was doing something because I was unhappy with our sex life, with you.” Like you are with me, you bastard, she thought.

The irony of it was lost on Dave, he was so caught up in what she was implying. “I wouldn’t think that, I mean, you are talking about something for us, right?”

“I guess so. Okay. Promise me you won’t laugh.”

“I promise.”

Lisa leaned into his neck, whispering in his ear. “Lori suggested I try, I mean that we try—a threesome.” It sounded dirty, just saying it.

“What?”

“You heard me,” Lisa faked a giggle. “Don’t make me say it again.”

“A threesome? You wouldn’t dare.”

“I would. You know how I am once I make up my mind. But you’d have to promise to participate.”

“That’s an easy promise. If it’s really what you want to do.”

“Do you think it would excite you?”

Dave took her hand and guided it to his cock. Obviously the promise of the threesome had overwhelmed his satisfaction with his other woman, at least for the time being. Lisa didn’t want to touch him, but she had to, it would spoil everything if she refused him now. 

“Seems like you are already thinking about it,” she cooed, feeling his erection. And she knew exactly what Dave was thinking, Lisa with Lori, both of them having sex with him, maybe with each other, every man’s dream. . .

“Wow, I never thought you’d ever even consider something like that,” said Dave, his voice full of awe.

“I guess you can say I was kind of driven to it,” Lisa admitted. “The whole idea of how it might play out, I have to say, it’s a rush.”

Dave was grinding her hand into his crotch, and she let him, still safely outside his underwear. “I’ll say,” he said.

“Are you absolutely sure you won’t think less of me?” Lisa asked. 

“No, of course not.”

“And I might be pretty nervous. We’ll have to go slow, and—and do it my way, okay?”

Dave was using her fingers to rub himself harder now, and Lisa freed his cock, stroking it, right now not even thinking it was his, her mind somewhere else, with someone else.

“Anything you say,” breathed Dave. “Man, just the thought of it. . .”

Lisa let go of Dave’s cock, wrapping his fingers around himself. “Let’s pretend right now. Pretend that you are watching me, with—someone else. And I wanted to start off that way, with you just watching, before you joined in. Would you do that for me?”

“Yes, yes, if that’s what you wanted.”

“You could touch yourself, just like you are now, while I’m, while we’re—I mean, while someone else is doing something to me.” Lisa yanked the sheets off the bed, revealing herself, totally naked, knowing it would shock him, but not as much as what she did next, she thrust her fingers in her pussy, she was wet, more than she had expected, even after preparing for this, and when she removed her hand she felt her juices, her other hand already on her clit, rubbing madly.

Lisa held her hand up, watching Dave stare at it, mesmerized, knowing for sure now what he was thinking, the fantasy she had planted in his mind, her being licked by another woman, by the beautiful Lori. Lisa moaned, her mind had been on Jamal, not Lori, but now she was thinking about it too, everything backfiring, the thought so unexpected, imagining her friend Lori between her legs, something she’d never, ever considered.

Then it was Jamal again, back and forth, Lori and Jamal, each of them licking her, her fingers soaked. She changed hands again, feeling Dave tense next to her, his breathing as ragged as hers, his eyes still on her fingers, and even though she wasn’t touching him she knew he was close, and she mashed her fingers into his face, into his mouth, driving her musk into his nose, let him take that back to his bitch, lavender be damned.

And the power of that thought, her sweet revenge, drove her fingers into a fury, and she screamed, her orgasm a knife, reaching out through her other hand, into Dave’s face, into his mouth.

Lisa didn’t know if he came, and she didn’t care.

The next three days Dave followed Lisa around like a puppy, trying to wiggle details out of her, wanting to know about the threesome, why she had thought about it, when it would happen, where. Lisa said very little, just gave him tantalizing hints, how she needed a little more time to get used to the idea, of making it a reality. 

Actually she was ready now, she had made up her mind. She wasn’t going to let anything happen anyway, it would all be for show, a way to really get back at Dave, smashing him with her knowledge of his infidelity. It would be the final chapter. And her revenge.

At night Lisa wouldn’t have sex with him, she told him she wanted him primed and ready, she didn’t want him used up. Dave had protested, telling her he couldn’t think of anything else, Lisa urging him to share his expectations, and sure enough, Dave was thinking of Lori. Lisa listened to him talk, hesitatingly at first, and then, when Lisa did nothing to correct him, he added more and more detail, Lisa pretending she was taking mental notes, saying hmm, that sounds interesting, giving him the idea that she was going to do whatever he dreamed up. Dave got so into it, Lisa still refusing to have sex with him, still telling him she wanted him to be ready, so he masturbated, Lisa smiling inwardly, the more worked up he got, the harder he would fall.

She had to hide her reactions when Dave spoke about Lori, it was disgusting and sad, her husband telling her his fantasies about being with another woman, in her mind Lisa easily imagining Dave could just as well be talking about whoever he was cheating with. And as beautiful as Lori was, Lisa had never thought of her that way, someone to have sex with, except for the other day, when she had imagined Lori between her legs, and like most unbidden thoughts, once it was in her head she couldn’t get it out. Listening to Dave stroke himself madly she could picture it, Dave on the bed, jerking himself off, watching Lisa, her legs spread, her thighs covered by Lori’s long hair, Lori kissing her pussy. . .

Lisa couldn’t help it, she was rubbing herself, falling into the very scenario she had planted in Dave’s head, not the one she and Lori had planned, but there it was, they were both getting turned on over the same thing, Dave pulling her hand toward his cock, Lisa jerking away, strong in her passion, wanting and needing only to please herself, amazed at her desire, she’d masturbated more in a week than she had in years, and again she was totally unaware of when Dave came, he must have grunted, but all she could hear was her own breathing, her own furious rubbing of her clit.

By the end of the week Dave grew cold again, Lisa didn’t think he had gone back to the other woman, not yet, he hadn’t had time, but he had started to doubt her, he didn’t think Lisa was going to go through with it.

“You’ve been jerking me around,” he said. “All this talk about a threesome.”

“I told you, I just need to get ready,” said Lisa. “This is a big change for me.”

“Yeah, yeah. I admit it’s been fun talking about it. But come on, we aren’t really going to do it, are we?”

“Well, I guess that depends on you. Are you going to participate like you promised?”

“I said I would. But will you do it?”

“I told you I would,” said Lisa. “Have I ever lied to you?”

Dave’s eyes flittered away. “I don’t think so.”

“So you know I’ll do what I said.” And I’m not lying, thought Lisa. Dave had certainly looked guilty when she had mentioned lying. “Tomorrow night.”

Dave’s eyes widened. “For real?”

“For real,” said Lisa firmly.

“Here?”

Lisa shook her head. “I’d feel kind of funny about that. Our bed and everything. That’s just for us, don’t you think? And besides, I think it will be more exciting if we do it somewhere else, it will be so—wicked.”

“Uh, sure. But where?”

“Why, at Lori’s place,” said Lisa, as casually as she could. “Of course.” She could see Dave flush with excitement, the hook firmly in place.

“She’s okay with that?”

“It was her idea, actually.” But more and more, this was Lisa’s plan, because it was going to be her revenge.

“So how do we do it? We just go over there after work?” Dave was almost salivating.

“At seven,” said Lisa. “I’ll meet you there. It will be more exciting that way.” She brushed her hand against Dave’s crotch, not surprised he was hard. “And no masturbating before you get there. I want you primed and ready.”

“You look amazing!” said Lori, as she let Lisa in.

“It’s the clothes,” said Lisa. She had worn the new outfit, the one that she had bought for Dave, but because he had never noticed it, she decided she could redefine the way she felt about it, she could make it about the new Lisa, not the old Lisa. 

Lisa thought Lori looked pretty dazzling herself. Lori had always dressed sexily, form fitting dresses, chic blouses, usually in heels, always showing a bit of her wonderful cleavage. Lisa always knew Lori had a great figure, but she’d never thought of her in any kind of sexual way, that is, until all this talk of a threeway had started. Now she saw Lori for who she really was, a stunningly sensual woman, not only her body but her entire being, most of all her eyes, sparkling in a way she’d never seen brown eyes sparkle, Lisa thought she could fall into them. . .

“It’s not too late to change your mind,” said Lori. 

“What?” Lisa’s mind had been so focused not only on going ahead, but going to a place that even Lori hadn’t contemplated. “No, really, I’m sure.”

“Okay. I trust your judgment.” Lori wrapped her arms around Lisa, a warm hug, Lisa so aware of the other woman’s breasts, the sweet hint of her perfume, thank god, no lavender, a sensual scent, something buttery. . .

It was hard for Lisa to break free, and when she did her breath was short, ragged. Fortunately Lori had turned to lead her into the living room.

“You told Dave to get here at seven?” asked Lori, pouring Lisa some wine and handing her the glass.

“Yes. And did you—”

“Don’t worry, everything is set.” Lori clinked Lisa’s glass in a toast. “This is going to be so wicked. I have to admit, I’ve been thinking about it all week.”

“Me too,” admitted Lisa, wondering exactly what it was that Lori had been imagining.

“Now, when Dave gets here, we’ll take him into my bedroom, tell him he has to wait and watch at first, okay?”

Lisa nodded. They had discussed this. Whatever mistakes they made she was sure that Dave wouldn’t notice, he’d be so worked up with desire.

Lisa put down her drink and smoothed her skirt. “Are you sure this is okay?” Sure of herself, yet not so sure, some last minute butterflies, not about what she wanted to do, but just how she wanted to do it. 

She wanted to look good. Not for Dave, but for herself, for—

The doorbell rang.

Lisa’s head snapped up, meeting Lori’s eyes, those beautiful, deep pools of playfulness, understanding, and acceptance.

“Showtime,” said Lori.

Lori went to open the door, Lisa suddenly feeling a little uncomfortable, standing there, so glad they were not at her house, she needed the separation, the anonymity. She picked up her wine, took a big swig, more to have something to do with her hands than the need for the drink.

“Hello, Dave, come in,” said Lori.

Lisa watched as Lori leaned into her husband, giving him a kiss on the cheek, maybe pressing her full breasts into him, wondering what he’d be thinking, Lisa knew Dave liked large breasted women, she’d seen him ogling fake ones on television all the time.

Lori led Dave by the hand into the living room. Lisa straightened up, keeping it together, she had to go through with this now. 

Dave was almost jumping with excitement, he moved in to kiss Lisa, but she turned her head just a little, not wanting to give him anything, not yet, letting the pressure build. 

“I can’t believe this is happening,” said Dave. He was talking to Lisa, but his eyes were on Lori. “Lori, you look so hot.”

“Thank you, Dave,” said Lori, giving him her sparkly eyes, eyes that hinted of everything and anything. “But don’t you think Lisa is pretty hot, too?”

“She doesn’t need me to say she’s pretty,” said Dave. “She knows I think she is.” He barely glanced at Lisa, his eyes on Lori’s breasts.

“Are you sure you are ready for this, Dave?” asked Lori. “I mean, it might be kind of a big thing for you to handle. Oh, listen to me, for all I know you’ve done this before.”

“No, I really haven’t. And I’m ready for anything.” Dave looked at Lisa. “Although I must say I’m pretty shocked you are going through with it. Two women, wow, I never thought I’d see the day.”

“One thing at a time,” said Lisa. “Remember, this is all about me and you. And you promised to participate, I can’t do this without you.”

“Sure, sure, I get it. What do we do now?”

“Calm down, big boy!” admonished Lori. “Let’s not rush things. Personally,” she leaned in close to Dave, whispering in his ear, her eyes on Lisa behind him, “I’ve been waiting for this for a long time.”

“I never knew you thought of me that way,” Dave gulped.

Lori, her head still over Dave’s shoulder, rolled her eyes, and Lisa had to turn her head to stifle her laugh, Dave was such an egotistical jerk, thinking Lori had been laboring an unfulfilled desire just for him.

She’s really playing the part, thought Lisa. That was such a great line, Lori probably hadn’t given Dave a second thought in years. Lisa locked on Lori’s eyes, and underneath the mirth she saw a shift, something deeper, serious. Could Lori have been talking about me? Wanting me for a long time? No, no, that couldn’t be it.

Was Lori trying to tell her something, something else, another possible path for Lisa’s new life, another possible experience?

Lori finally pulled away from Dave. “How about some wine or a beer?”

“A beer would be great,” said Dave. “Just one though, I want my head clear for this.”

“I doubt you’ll forget a second of it,” said Lori, her voice teasing, as she headed off to the kitchen. 

“I want you to remember this, too,” said Lisa. “All of what’s going to happen is because of you.”

Dave shook his head in amazement. “I wish I had known that I just needed to ask you for this, I would have done it a long time ago.”

“That’s why it’s so important to talk, to tell the truth,” said Lisa. “Don’t you agree?”

“Yes, I’m so glad I told you about what I wanted.”

Lisa downed the rest of her wine. “And I’m glad that I know the truth.” She stared at Dave, thinking he’d turn away, but his eyes were bright, guileless. Could she be wrong? Or was he that good of a liar? Or so focused on what was happening here he compartmentalized everything else, able to ignore it?

Lisa realized that Dave was like a little kid, wanting what was new, damn the consequences. She had seen some of that in him when they first met, but every man she met at that age seemed to have that same I want it now attitude, she had just assumed they would grow out of it. 

She had been wrong, at least about Dave.

That part was her fault, and she could live with the truth of that, the consequences, the pain and sadness. It would make her a better woman, stronger. What she couldn’t accept was that Dave hadn’t bothered to take her feelings into consideration, hadn’t even tried to learn how to grow up.

Lisa was the one to look away first, she couldn’t compete with Dave like that, staring at him, hiding the truth. He was obviously out of her league in that respect. Instead she looked over his shoulder, seeing Lori in the entry to the kitchen, her phone in her hand, her eyes on Lisa, waiting.

Lisa nodded. She was ready.

Lori smiled and disappeared back into the kitchen to send the text.

When Lori came back she gave a beer to Dave and refilled Lisa’s wine glass. “Let’s just finish our drinks before we get started, okay?” She raised her glass in a toast. “To threesomes!”

Lisa blushed but raised her glass and took a sip, her eyes meeting Lori’s over the rim. She wondered what Lori saw in her eyes, whether her eyes could convey the same sense of depth, of truth, of desire.

The room grew quiet, each of them in their own thoughts as they drank, Lisa having no doubt what was on Dave’s mind, he probably had an erection already. Lisa was amazed at how things had come to this, how much had changed in just a few days, how she had gone from being what she thought was happily married to becoming the clueless wife, how her eyes had been opened to Dave, and to their marriage. And how she was ready to move on, not only beyond her marriage, but perhaps to new horizons.

And Lori? What was Lori thinking? Lisa wasn’t sure. She felt that Lori did in fact want to help her settle things with Dave, she wouldn’t have helped set all this up, she wouldn’t have suggested it all in the first place. 

Unless she too wanted something else.

Whatever Lori was thinking, Lisa felt she’d be able to talk to her friend about it, for some reason she knew Lori would be truthful, in a way that Dave had not.

Lori’s phone buzzed, and she picked it up. “Excuse me just a minute,” she said, glancing at the display. She nodded and put the phone down, then finished her wine. “Why don’t we go somewhere more comfortable?”

Lori took Dave’s hand and led him to the bedroom, Dave glancing over his shoulder to make sure that Lisa was following, not believing his luck. 

In the bedroom, Lori led Dave to an upholstered chair. “You sit here, for now.” She turned to Lisa. “And you, over there.” She pointed to the bed, where the comforter had already been removed, revealing silky sheets. 

“I see that you have everything ready,” said Dave, pointing to the bed.

“I wanted it to be like a blank canvas,” said Lori. “So we can do something memorable here.” Lori reached for Lisa’s hand, her touch warm. “Are you ready?”

Lisa gripped Lori’s fingers, Lori’s eyes just inches away, so deep, so beautiful, her mouth, so close, full and inviting, Lisa felt herself drawn forward, none of this part of the plan, but she wanted to—

Lori put her finger on Lisa’s lips, stopping her. 

“Not that,” whispered Lori, so only Lisa could hear. “Not unless you want to, someday. Today you have to do something else, and I’d never want you to confuse the two.”

“I couldn’t,” whispered Lisa. “Confuse the two. And yes, I think, I think I’d want it.”

“You have to be sure,” said Lori. “Absolutely sure.”

And suddenly Lisa was, about everything. She kissed Lori’s finger, her tongue flicking over the tip, and then with her mouth she moved it aside, until her lips were on Lori’s, her eyes closing, the sensation exquisite, forgetting everything, no, forgetting the room, forgetting Dave, but this moment indelibly etched on her mind.  

Lisa let her lips linger for just a glorious few seconds, feeling Lori’s surprise, then acceptance, then desire, her mouth opening, a caress. More communication in that kiss than Lisa had ever experienced.

And then Lisa pulled away, because Lori was right, she didn’t want to mix business with pleasure, revenge with love.

“Go,” whispered Lisa. 

Lori nodded and slipped her hand from Lisa, and Lisa had to sit down on the bed, no longer able to stand, such was the loss she felt. She might have collapsed back on the sensual sheets, but Dave’s voice jarred her back to reality.

“That was so hot! But where’s she going?”

“Don’t worry, it’s all part of the surprise.” Dave would be getting his surprise, but she’d had her own already. A simply wonderful surprise, the first time she had kissed a woman. 

Lisa looked around the room, suddenly thinking they should have done this somewhere else, in a hotel maybe, some place less personal, some place that wouldn’t make her think differently about Lori. But then she noticed that the room seemed rather unused, no personal photos, none of the usual stuff that accumulated on the night table, the vanity in the bathroom, visible through an open door, almost bare.

Lisa smiled. Lori had put them in the guest bedroom. Now she could relax, listening for the click of the door, not hearing it, but knowing it would come, that the plan was in motion. Her eyes were glued to the door.

“Dave, why don’t you get a little more comfortable?” suggested Lisa. “In case you want to, you know, what we talked about?”

Lisa had no sooner spoken than Dave was pulling off his pants, his erection poking through his boxers. “Maybe while we are waiting you’d like to come over here and get me warmed up,” he said.

“You looked like you’re pretty warmed up already,” said Lisa. “I don’t want you going off too early.”

“You’re right,” said Dave. “I want to make this last.” He was leering at her. “I can’t wait to see—“

The door opened, and it framed the most exciting thing Lisa may have ever seen. Lori stood in the doorway, regal and elegant as always. Behind her, visible to Lori but not yet to Dave, stood Jamal, just as Lori had remembered him, no, better, his arms on Lori’s waist, his eyes dancing, connecting with Lisa in a way they never had before, his ebony  skin drawing in Lisa’s eyes like a black star. Black had never seemed so colorful to Lisa than it did in that moment.

Lori put her hands over Jamal’s, her head leaning back into his chest, he was more than a foot taller than she was. To Lisa, they looked perfect together, she could see how they melded, she could sense their history in just the way they stood, how they touched. Lisa could feel her heart thumping, this was even better than her fantasy, this beautiful man and beautiful woman, together, and she was with them.

Just because this was part of the plan didn’t take away from the beauty of it, the excitement.

Lori reached up to pull Jamal’s head to her, giving him a sensual kiss, her hair cascading over her face, making Lisa want to jump up to move it aside, she wanted to see, shocked that she felt a little jealousy, she wanted to be there, to be part of that kiss.

Lisa’s hand moved to her own mouth, remembering Lori’s lips, tasting them, she could almost taste Jamal as well, as if the three of them could connect through those kisses.

Lori broke away, smiled at Lisa, and disappeared.

All this had taken place in the span of a few seconds, yet to Lisa time had slowed, she knew she’d be able to play it over and over again in her head whenever she wanted. That doorway and what she had witnessed in it had been another blank canvas for her, one that now held a vivid image.

She smiled at Jamal, rising from the bed, beckoning him in.

As soon as Jamal entered the room, Lisa heard Dave’s intake of breath, she imagined him covering his erection, fumbling for his pants maybe, but she didn’t bother to look, she didn’t care, she wasn’t sure if she could look anyway, her eyes were locked on Jamal, his wiry, muscular physique just as she had remembered it, sinuous in his silk shirt, his tight pants. 

“What the fuck is this?” yelled Dave.

Jamal ignored him. “Lisa, you look more beautiful than I remember, if that’s even possible. Especially in that amazing outfit.”

Lisa felt herself blush, the compliment sounding so truthful, she had never considered Jamal had given her a second thought, he could probably have had any woman, he had been with Lori, Lisa feeling she paled by comparison.

“Hey!” said Dave. “I said, what’s going on? Who’s this guy?”

Very formally, Lisa said, “Dave, this is Jamal. Jamal, this is my husband, Dave. Lori told you all about him, didn’t she?”

Jamal glanced over at Dave, a small frown marring his lovely features. “She did.” Then Jamal turned back to Lisa. “I’ll do everything I can to help you.”

“To help her what?” squawked Dave.

Only now did Lisa turn to look at Dave, no longer even thinking of him as her husband. Dave was half out of the chair, holding his hand over his crotch, his erection no longer in evidence, he was trying to look at Jamal and not look at him, while reaching for his pants at the same time.

“Jamal’s here to help us,” explained Lisa, like she was talking to a teenager, which was probably pretty accurate. “You said you wanted a threesome, so. . .”

Dave froze, looking from Lisa to Jamal, shock and disbelief on his face, so stunned he momentarily forgot about his pants. “What? You can’t be serious!”

“Of course I am,” said Lisa. “And you are being rude. Jamal is very handsome, don’t you think? And he likes threesomes, don’t you Jamal?”

Jamal nodded. “Sure.”

“See? And Lisa went to a lot of trouble to get this set up. We talked about this, you said you wanted a threesome. I want Jamal to have sex with us.” Lisa thought she was going to have trouble keeping a straight face, this was working out perfectly, even better than she had expected. Dave was being more than punked, this was sweet revenge. 

But Lisa didn’t laugh at all, because the words, once she uttered them, had a power, this whole faked play act suddenly becoming real in her mind, the idea of actually having sex with Jamal, who, standing before her, seemed more than just someone helping out with this act. 

Slowly Dave fell back into the chair, and then he was smiling, almost laughing. “Okay, okay, you got me. Good one. This is all a joke, right?”

“It’s no joke. You said you would participate. You promised. Or weren’t you telling the truth?” Lisa tried to keep her voice flat, every time she mentioned truth to Dave she was on the verge of flinging his lies back in his face.

“I thought you were talking about you and Lori.”

Lisa let her eyes widen with the disbelief she didn’t quite feel. “Lori? You wanted to have sex with me and Lori? Is that what you’ve been thinking of, what you were fantasizing about when you were masturbating?”

Dave turned red. “I don’t think we need to talk about anything private like that in front of a stranger. And of course that’s what I was thinking about.”

“That isn’t what I meant by a threesome. I wanted to see you have sex with another man.”

“That’s gross!” said Dave. Then quickly he added, “No offence, Jamal.”

“None taken, man. But you have to admit, you sound pretty—old fashioned.”

Lisa watched the incredulity fall over Dave’s face, he wasn’t sure what to believe, still thinking it was all a joke. “You said you wanted a threesome,” she said. “Here it is. What’s your problem?”

“I don’t want to talk about it in front of him.”

“I don’t see why we can’t share some of our secrets,” said Lisa. “After all, we’re going to all have sex together. I can’t believe you were lusting after my friend Lori, I wasn’t thinking about that, I was thinking about me and you and Jamal, what do you think was getting me so excited?”

“No, you can’t be serious,” said Dave. “I couldn’t get turned on thinking about some guy, but another woman, Lori, that’s who I was thinking about.”

“With another man it’s still a threeway,” said Lisa.

“Yeah, what’s the difference?” asked Jamal, turning his gaze on Dave.

“Because it’s two women!” sputtered Dave.

Lisa shook her head sadly. “Dave, Dave. Don’t you remember what you kept telling me? You need to expand your horizons. This will be such a wonderful experience for both of us, don’t you think? Don’t you want to see Jamal and I make love? And don’t you want to be part of it? Mmm, it’s so erotic, don’t you think? All of our bodies together on this nice big bed.” Lisa looked at Jamal and dropped her eyes, telling the total truth now. “Jamal, I have to admit, I’ve been thinking of you.”

“Have you now,” said Jamal. “Well, well.”

His sultry tone gave Lisa goose bumps. She had to force herself to turn back to Dave. “Or maybe, to get us started, I could just watch you and Jamal?” 

“This is all bullshit,” said Dave. “I don’t know what you are trying to pull here, Lisa, but this isn’t funny anymore.”

“Dave, I’m so disappointed,” said Lisa, not having to fake her sadness, although not over what she was saying now. “I’ve been thinking about this so much. You’re going to miss out on something big, I bet.” She brushed her fingers against Jamal’s crotch, hoping she wasn’t going too far, yet instantly feeling his hardness, giving her license.

“That’s sick!” said Dave.

Lisa signed dramatically. “I’m surprised at you, you’re being so old fashioned. If you aren’t going to be part of this threeway, I’m sure Jamal has a guy friend, I’ll do my threesome without you. Jamal, do you have a friend you could call?”

“Of course,” said Jamal. His eyes were smiling.

Okay, okay,” said Dave. “ I admit it, it was a good joke, but it’s gone too far. Jamal, you are a good actor, I bet that’s what you do for a living, right? Ha, ha, the joke’s on me.” Dave was pulling on his pants.

“Dave, I’m completely serious, and Jamal is no actor. At least I don’t think he is.”

“I own a software company now,” said Jamal.

“See?” said Lisa. “Jamal and I haven’t been in touch, but you might remember Lori used to date him, she tells me he is a wonderful lover,” she glanced over at Jamal, saw him smile, “and I’m so glad he is the one she found for us.”

“You’re a pretty good actor yourself, Lisa.” said Dave. “I never would have suspected. Now come on, either get Lori or I’m out of here.”

“You don’t believe me? You think I could lie to you?” asked Lisa. 

“Whatever. But there’s no way you’re going to have sex with this guy. You won’t even do oral sex with me. If you thought this was some way to get me to think the kind of sex I want is kinky, it’s really backfiring, I think you’re as much a prude as ever.”

“Oh yeah? Well if you don’t want to do the threesome, then I guess I’ll just have to do it myself.” But now Lisa was stuck, Dave had called her bluff. Under different circumstances, if he hadn’t cheated, maybe this would have been a good way to curtail his desires, showing him what he wasn’t willing to do, providing a little perspective, proving that everyone had their own comfort zone. 

But now, Jamal so close to her, closer than Dave in more than just distance—Lisa could sense Jamal’s presence, his power, his allure. She turned fully to Jamal, reaching for his hands, her first touch of his skin electric, not warm as Lori’s had been, but rather hot, like she had picked up a live wire, but instead of jolting her away a power flowed into her.

Lisa looked into his eyes. “Jamal, I never told you this, but I always thought you were so handsome and sexy. And you still are.” She reached up and kissed him, his lips so unlike Lori’s, yet holding that same promise, creating the same communication. It was the first time Lisa had kissed another man on the lips since she had been married, she should have felt ashamed, dirty, but all she wanted was more. The energy that flowed from Jamal, doubled, tripled, their eyes and mouths sparking, and she would have fallen if Jamal hadn’t held her up.

Lisa broke the kiss, one of the hardest things she had ever done, so much did she want Jamal just then, praying she could keep up this charade, wondering again if she had gone too far, if she was being unfair to Jamal, using him this way, as a prop to get her revenge.

“So you kissed him,” sneered Dave. “Big deal.”

Lisa didn’t look at Dave, she didn’t want to break the connection she had with Jamal, this was her way of validating her decision. And offering an invitation to Jamal.

Slowly, she slid to her knees in front of him, her hands riding down Jamal’s side, feeling his smooth, tight body through his shirt, grasping him by his hips, his crotch now inches from her face, but her eyes still on Jamal’s face.

“I have to admit, I thought about you plenty of times too,” said Jamal.

“Oh, come on!” said Dave. “I already told you, you win. You don’t need to keep doing this, it’s getting disgusting, you’re my wife, you look like some kind of slut.”

“That’s funny,” said Lisa. “Because I don’t feel like a slut. A slut is someone who just fucks around, not caring about the consequences. I care very much. I know my actions have consequences. If I decide to do something, I mean it.” She looked up at Jamal, looking for anything, any hint of what he was thinking, how far he would go.

Wondering how far she herself would go.

“You two are so full of it,” said Dave, his hands on his hips, petulant. “Lisa, you’re both full of shit, this stuff about you always wanting each other, you aren’t going to have sex with Lori or this guy.”

Lisa spun on him, yet not letting go of Jamal, her fingers digging into his hips, her anger shooting through her. “It’s the truth, I always thought Jamal was sexy, I would have loved to have had sex with him, from the minute I saw him, he’s amazingly handsome and kind and thoughtful. He hadn’t seen me in years and the first thing he said is how good I look, how much he likes my outfit. I bought this outfit for you, for you Dave, but you didn’t even notice it!” She was livid now, controlling it, but just barely. “And you know something else? The reason I didn’t try to do anything with him back then was because he was with Lori. They weren’t even married, but they were together, I’d never put him in that position, even consider making someone think about cheating. That’s how important relationships are to me. But obviously not to you, since even though we’re married you’ve been fucking some other woman behind my back, you asshole!”

Lisa was shaking, all of her pent up energy filling her body, the only thing keeping her from exploding was her verbal attack, a small release of the pressure, but still she had so much inside. She was clinging to Jamal, he was like a rock, a lifeline, and she felt his hand on her shoulder, steadying her.

“What are you talking about?” said Dave. “What other woman?”

“Miss PlanB! Or maybe Mrs. PlanB? If she’s willing to break up our marriage, I bet she doesn’t care about hers!”

Dave’s eyes glanced away, and then he looked back at her, glaring, and took a step toward her, stopping only when Jamal growled a warning. “You’ve been in my phone!”

“And you’ve been in some other woman!” 

“You pushed me to it!”

“So it’s my fault? You slept with some other woman, and it’s my fault?”

“Damn right it is!” said Dave, struggling to buckle his pants and stand up, looking foolish, caught, sputtering like a broken neon bulb.

Lisa, knowing she was right, she’d finally given him what he deserved, the truth stronger than anything. She was still on her knees, it should have been humiliating, but she’d never felt so powerful, so on top of things. Of her life, her decisions.

Her fingers relaxed, she was no longer digging into Jamal’s skin, no longer needing him as an anchor. 

But she didn’t take her hands away, she didn’t get up, not yet. She relished this, this feeling of power in the most helpless of positions, how just her words could put Dave in his place, teach him the lesson of a lifetime, not caring if he got it or did anything with it, he was gone from her.

Dave had finally gotten his feet under him, not meeting her eyes. “I’m outta here.”

“Your stuff better be out of the house by the time I get back there,” said Lisa, her voice now calm, a mirror of her inner power. “And the divorce papers are on the kitchen counter. Sign them.”

Dave stopped, stunned. “You got divorce papers?”

“I put down ‘irreconcilable differences.’ Isn’t that appropriate? You weren’t willing to do something that you wanted me to do.”

“I can’t believe any of this. You—”

“Watch what you say,” warned Jamal.

Dave backed down. “I can’t believe you want to get a divorce, after doing this.”

“Doing what? I haven’t done anything. Not yet, anyway.” Lisa let that sink in, for him, or maybe for Jamal. Or herself. “Did you really think I’d stay with you after you not only cheated on me, but lied to me? You obviously don’t know anything about me.”

Dave tried, but failed, to square his shoulders, withering under her glare, her power. At the door he turned to Jamal. “She’s not going to suck you, she never does that.” And he walked out the door.

“Make sure you’re gone by morning!” Lisa said to his back. “I’ll be here until then.” After she heard the outer door slam, she looked up at Jamal. “If that’s okay with you.”

Jamal ran his strong hand through her hair. “That comment he made, forget it. You don’t have to prove anything to me. “ 

“Maybe I need to prove something to myself,” said Lisa. She wrapped her arms around him, cradling him. Jamal reached down to lift her up.

Jamal held her, his arms strong, protective, his embrace close enough to feel connected, yet not so close that he was smothering her, in that moment, Lisa felt she had more freedom than if she had just jumped out of an airplane. “Thank you,” she whispered.

“All of this—was it everything you wanted?” asked Jamal.

Lisa looked up into his eyes, struck by the similarities to Lori’s, not the color, but the depth, the possibilities, the promise.

“With Dave, yes, it couldn’t have been any better. There was no way to fix what he had done to me, to us.” She shook her head. “I never thought I’d take revenge on someone. I’ve learned a lot about myself tonight, too.” She smiled. “But I have to say, they are wrong about one thing.”

“What’s that?” asked Jamal.

“Revenge is much better served hot.” And Lisa laughed, freeing herself from everything.

And Lori was in the doorway, laughing as well, Lisa beckoning her over, the three of them holding each other.

“What now?” asked Lori.

Lisa looked from Jamal to Lori, trying to read them, trying to communicate to them through her touch, her eyes. She felt nothing but love and support, but both of them respectful, waiting for her decision.

“Maybe Dave was right about one thing,” said Lisa.

“Really? What’s that?” asked Lori.

“I need to broaden my horizons.” Deciding, knowing it was the right thing to do, feeling the energy from both of them in her embrace, knowing that they would participate in the life of the new Lisa.

Lisa’s lips found Lori’s, taking the first step, this kiss shorter, and yet more meaningful, than even the first one. And then the second step, kissing Jamal, having  to stand on her toes.

The third step was the easiest, as Lisa led both of them to the bed, the blank canvas on which she would paint the most beautiful scene of her new life.

~  ~  ~  ~  ~


THE KISSING GAME

A POWERFUL WOMAN REVENGE STORY

by

C. C. Morian


“It’s so good to see you! You look great!” said Kris as she gave her friend Brin a hug.

“So do you!” said Brin.

“I can’t believe it’s been five years since we graduated!” exclaimed Kris. 

“I can’t either,” said Brin. “Reunion will be fun.”

“Here, I brought you some muffins from this little bakery near my place. I really appreciate you letting me stay here this weekend. Hotels in the city are so expensive.”

“No problem,” said Brin, leading her friend into the apartment. “We’ve got plenty of room. Patricia does, anyway. It’s her place, you know. I never would have been able to afford anything like this on my own.” She gave Kris a quick tour of the apartment. “If Patricia hadn’t let me move in with her, I’d be in some hellhole.”

“Where is Patricia, anyway?” asked Kris, glancing around the apartment. She had to admit, it was really nice. Patricia must be doing really well at work. It galled her a little that Patricia made so much more money than she did, even though Kris thought she was smarter than Patricia and worked harder. But Patricia had always been able to talk a good game, and she did everything she could to leverage her good looks, and especially her big breasts.  Kris subconsciously put her arm up against her own flat chest. 

Brin handed Patricia a glass of wine and invited her to sit on the couch. “She’s out of town. In fact, she has to leave early Sunday morning again to go to London. She’s really busy. But you’ll get to see her later tonight when she gets back for the weekend.”

Kris took a sip of her wine to hide her frown. She wasn’t too crazy that she’d have to be spending time with Patricia. The three of them had been fast friends in college, doing everything together, but Patricia was the best looking of the three, she had always snared the best looking guys. Sometimes she had done it just to one up Kris; Patricia was very competitive and had a bit of a superiority complex. Worse, Brin, who was caught in the middle, was always trying to be nice to both of them. She was the one who had invited Kris to stay at the apartment for the weekend. Kris wondered what Patricia thought about that. She probably didn’t care one way or another. Or maybe she just thought it would give her a chance to show off her success.

“I can’t believe you won’t be here the entire weekend, we have so much to catch up on!” said Brin.

“I know. But my mom’s birthday is on Sunday, and I don’t want to miss it. But I can fly out around noon Sunday.”

“But you’ll miss the Sunday afternoon party.”

“You’ll just have to go for me and tell me all about it later.”

“You know I’m not much of a partier,” said Brin. “You and Patricia were always the party girls. You can relive some old times this weekend! Speaking of which, do you want to go out for a while? Patricia won’t get home for a few hours, her plane doesn’t land until eight.”

“Okay, let get changed,” said Kris. A fun night out and a little drinking would put her in a better mood for Patricia. She tried to remind herself that they all had had a lot of good times together while in college. She hadn’t keep in close contact with Patricia; maybe Patricia would be on good behavior.

“Great. Let’s start the party early!”

Brin’s idea of starting the party was a very quiet little bistro, but Kris didn’t care, she really liked Brin and though they kept in touch by phone, it was different in person, and she just wanted to talk.

They caught up on everything, especially men. Brin didn’t date much, it wasn’t that she wasn’t interested in men, but she was quite shy. Kris knew Brin had a great figure, but she dressed in very conservative clothes, and never flirted. Patricia, on the other hand, had always been flamboyant and outgoing. Kris was in the middle, maybe a little more like Patricia. She’d had her share of men in her life, but nothing like Patricia.

“Maybe you can connect with some nice guys at the reunion,” said Kris. “Will Joe be there?” Joe had been a guy who Brin had dated a few times in college.

“I don’t know. We haven’t really been in touch,” said Brin. “I’m not really going to the reunion just to meet men, I just want see some old friends.”

“Nothing says you can’t do both. Me, I haven’t gotten laid in months, I’d be happy to hook up with someone.”

Brin laughed and turned away. “Shh!”

“Oh, don’t worry,” said Kris. “I’m not going to make a scene. Unless there is a good looking guy around.” She looked around the small restaurant. “Nothing. Just my luck.”

“You were always the craziest one, even more than Patricia,” said Brin. “I wish I had your spirit.”

“And I wish I had your boobs,” said Kris. 

“Or Patricia’s.”

“Does she still look good?” asked Kris, trying not to sound too interested.

“She does. I don’t know how she does it. I’m at the gym twice a week, and I play hours of tennis, and I just manage to keep from putting on weight. Patricia barely exercises, drinks a ton, and still looks amazing.”

“It’ll catch up to her.”

“Maybe someday.”

“Is she seeing anyone?”

“Oh, you know Patricia. On and off. And she always pretends she’s not that interested in a relationship. But remember that guy she had the hots for in college, Shaun?”

“The one she threw herself at, but didn’t get anywhere?” Kris remembered him, he was hot, she would have gone after him herself but knew she didn’t have a chance against Patricia. 

“Yes, him. Patricia’s been talking about him all week, she heard he’s coming to the reunion.”

“I actually thought Shaun was more your type,” said Kris. “Hey wait, didn’t you used to play tennis with him?”

“I did. I do like him, but, you know. . .”

“You thought Patricia was interested, so you didn’t do anything.”

“I wouldn’t do anything anyway. You know I don’t like making the first move on a man. I’m not comfortable.”

“Is he a good tennis player?” Kris knew that Brin was excellent, she had played on the college team.

Brin shrugged. “He’s okay.”

Kris burst out laughing. “Which means you are a much better tennis player than he is. So you must have been wanting to hang out with him for more than just tennis.”

Brin reddened. “I don’t think I’m his type.”

“I bet he liked looking at you in a hot tennis outfit.”

Brin smiled shyly. “Well, I admit, I sometimes let him win so that he’d want to keep playing. But I don’t think he thought twice about me for anything other than as someone to play tennis with.”

“I think you and Shaun would be a good match. For something serious. He’s probably done sowing his wild oats.”

“I think I’d have to wait in line after Patricia. She seemed pretty interested in him.”

Kris raised her eyebrow. “You wouldn’t mind? I mean, if Patricia went out with him first?”

“Why not? You’ve never dated a guy who went out with someone you knew?”

Kris thought about it. “Well, once or twice. But not someone I knew as well as you or Patricia. Might be awkward.”

“I don’t think so. What better way to get the inside story on a guy than from your closest girlfriends?” Brin looked away. “I never would have said this when you were seeing him, but I always liked Bob.”

Bob was Kris’s boyfriend in college. “He’s married now.”

“I know. But if he wasn’t, and things hadn’t worked out between you, and it was okay with you, I would have been interested.”

“It would have been fine with me,” said Kris. “And I could tell you some stories!”

Brin laughed. “I’m not sure I want to hear them!”

“I’m only kidding. He was a good guy. Listen, I’m maybe not the one to give you advice, it’s not like I’ve had perfect relationships. But you need to be a little more—open. If an opportunity presents itself, take a chance. You never know when you might get another one.”

Brin appeared thoughtful. “That’s good advice. Maybe a little of you will rub off on me this weekend.”

“Or maybe I can help you find a guy.”

“Let’s not set our expectations to high!” laughed Brin.

Kris raised her glass for a toast. “To taking chances!”

That night, Kris and Brin met up with Patricia at one of the bars near the campus that they had frequented while in college. Quite a few of their classmates were already there, getting an early start on the reunion.

When Patricia arrived, Kris had to admit that she looked pretty good. She was still in her work clothes, a form fitting sweater and a skirt with heels, the outfit flattering, just at the edge of appropriate for work, the tight sweater showing off her nice breasts. Patricia wore her hair long, and it cascaded down her shoulders, with just a bit of highlighting.

Guys in the bar checked Patricia out as she made her way across the crowded room, some openly staring. She came up to Kris and gave her a kiss buss, her earrings dangling.

“Kris! I’m so glad you could make it. You look amazing!” Patricia gushed.

Kris knew it was all for show, although she had to admit, she was probably in better shape now than she had been in college, and secretly she thought she had better legs than Patricia. She knew she was being a little petty, but Patricia had gone out of her way to always show off, making Kris often feel a little inferior. 

This wasn’t the time for that, though. She gave Patricia a good hug and said, “I can’t believe you look this good after a day at work and a flight. You’re the one who’s amazing.”

Patricia made a it’s nothing gesture, as if to say, Of course I look amazing. “Where can a girl get a drink around here?”

Two guys standing next to them immediately offered to buy her a drink, getting into a friendly tussle over who would be first.

“Boys, boys, no need to fight over me!” said Patricia coyly.

Kris turned her head and rolled her eyes. She’s started already. Still, she wasn’t going to let Patricia ruin her weekend. “Brin tells me you are doing really well,” she said.

“I am, but I’m working too hard. I have to go to London on Sunday, can you believe it? Thank god I get to fly first class and I’ll be staying in a four star hotel.” One of the guys handed Patricia a drink, and she gave him a sexy grin.

“Brin mentioned that,” said Kris. 

“But of course you can stay in my apartment as long as you need to,” said Patricia. She lowered her voice. “Unless you get lucky tomorrow night!”

“I don’t know if I can hang out with you two,” said Brin. “If all you are going to do is chase men.”

“I never chase,” said Patricia. “I allow a selective few to catch me. Now and then.”

Kris couldn’t help herself. “I heard Shaun is going to be at the reunion. Maybe you’ll make an exception for him?”

Brin reddened, but Patricia only laughed. “No exceptions! He’ll come crawling, or I’m not interested!”

Kris laughed in spite of herself. That was the old Patricia, the one who had made her laugh, who kept things light, who could put men in their place. “You better be careful! Someone else may hook him first.”

“I don’t do seconds!” said Patricia, finishing her drink in one swallow. She smiled over at the two guys who had competed to buy her a drink, and they quickly ordered another round, this time graciously including one for Brin and Kris.

Kris shook her head at the offered drink. I don’t do seconds, either, she thought. 

The next day was the usual flurry of reunion activities, a basketball game, a fundraiser. Kris and Brin spent most of the day together. Patricia flittered in and out, her eyes constantly roving. Kris thought she was on the lookout for Shaun.

The three women went back to the apartment to change before the big dinner. Brin let Kris use her bathroom to get ready. Kris, like anyone at a reunion, wanted to look her best. She had brought along what she considered her most flattering outfit, a slim black pencil skirt that rode a few inches above the knee, enough to show off her best asset, her slim, toned legs, yet not so short as to appear cheap. She matched it with a blue silk top, to match her eyes, and snapped on a nice roped gold chain, along with amber earrings, to match her natural blond hair. She’d had her hair done the day before. Standing in front of the mirror, she gave herself a good once over. Everything looked good, not bad if she had to say so herself. Just the breasts. . .

She’d brought a nice jacket, maybe a little too formal, but it was nicely structured, and would set off her figure, and take the attention away from her breasts. Or non breasts. She had a true B cup, but next to Patricia, or even Brin, toned down as Brin would be dressed, Kris would seem flat.

Three inch heels. Her new Christian Louboutin pumps, which she had bought just for the reunion, the most expensive pair of shoes she had ever owned. Elegant and classy. Just high enough to really accentuate her tight calves, not so high as to appear slutty, or worse, to be taller than the men; Kris was a tall five eight. She looked at the heels in the mirror, they looked spectacular. It was amazing how good a chic pair of shoes could make a woman feel. It was one of her weaknesses, whenever she felt a little down, or needed a bit of a crutch, she’d go out and buy a pair of shoes.

The only thing missing was a man on her arm. Superficial as that was, she knew that a lot of women came to reunions just to show off their husbands. But that was something to think about at the tenth reunion; she was sure a lot of her classmates were still single, just as she and Patricia and Brin were.

Kris gave up the bathroom to Brin, who made Kris pose for her. “Nice!” said Brin. “And those shoes! They must have cost a fortune!”

“I splurged,” admitted Kris. “Hey, it could be worse, I could have spent it on. . . I don’t know. Something impractical. At least I can wear these.”

“Your legs look incredible.”

“Oh Brin, you say the nicest things!” joked Kris, batting her eyes. But she was happy that Brin noticed. Now if only some men would.

Kris went into the living room to wait, passing the time with a glass of wine, flipping through some of the magazines on the coffee table. Brin actually came out first, even though she was the last to start getting ready.

Brin looked like she was going to the office, not a reunion party. She certainly looked fine, nicely pulled together, a classic dark gray skirt and jacket outfit. But the blouse was plain white, the skirt was hemmed below the knee, and the heels were low.

Brin noticed the frown on Kris’s face. “What?”

“Are you going to an office party hosted by your boss? Or a reunion?”

Brin looked down at her clothes. “Too frumpy?”

“Not frumpy. You look fine. Just so—corporate.”

Brin sighed. “I don’t get dressed up much to go out. Most of my wardrobe is for work.”

“Come on, I’ll help you.” Kris led Brin back into the bedroom and started going through the clothes in the closet. “Take off that jacket.”

“It’s a suit,” said Brin, but did as she was told.

“I know, that’s part of the problem.” Kris held up Brin’s other jackets, none of them would work. “Let’s try the other way. Do you have a shorter skirt?”

“Not much shorter, look in the back, there’s one I never wore. It’s blue.”

Kris found the skirt, it still had a tag. “This is nice, why haven’t you worn it?”

“I thought it was too short.”

Kris held it up against herself, she was only an inch taller than Brin. “Put it on, let me see,” she said, handing the skirt to Brin.

Brin swapped skirts. The blue one cut a little above the knee. 

“Perfect,” said Kris. “The jacket you have will be fine with that. Now the blouse. Do have anything that’s not so stiff?”

Brin went into the closet and pulled out a few blouses. “How about these?”

“I’m taking you shopping next time I’m here,” said Kris, choosing one of them. “This one will have to do.” She rummaged through Brin’s shoes as Brin changed her blouse. “No, no, no. Where are your taller heels?”

“I don’t have any, really. Only the green ones I wore to my sister’s wedding.”

“Green? Never mind.” Kris finished looking through the closet, her hands on her hips, looking at Brin. Brin did look much better, but the effect would be lost with the wrong shoes. Flats definitely would not do, and Brin wasn’t the wedge type. 

Brin was a beautiful woman, inside and out, and Kris loved her. But Brin never did anything to attract the attention of men, not even in a mild way. Kris knew that Brin was dying to meet a guy, but would never really admit it, or do much about it. So Kris really wanted to help Brin look her best because—who knew? Maybe the reunion would give Brin an opportunity to meet someone.

“Probably a little late to go shoe shopping,” mused Kris.

“We could, but we’d miss part of the dinner,” said Brin. “Besides, I don’t need new shoes.”

“You do for tonight.” Kris glanced down at her own new pumps. “Here, try these,” she said, slipping them off. “I think they’d look great with your outfit.”

“I couldn’t! You just bought them!”

“Which means I’ll get to wear them again. Come on, we’re the same size, we used to do this in college. Here,” insisted Kris.

“Not with Louboutin heels we didn’t.”

“Only because we didn’t have any. No more arguing.”

Reluctantly Brin tried on the pumps. They looked amazing, maybe even better on her than on Kris. Brin exercised a lot, and the pumps accentuated her leg muscles and slim ankles. Brin admired herself in the mirror.

“That settles it,” said Kris. “You’re wearing them.”

“I can’t. I’d feel terrible, they aren’t me anyway.”

“You always told me I had a great fashion sense. And I’m telling you different. They look incredible on you.”

Brin’s eyes misted over. “Kris. . .”

“I don’t want to hear it. It’s settled.”

“What shoes are you going to wear?”

“I brought another pair of heels. Don’t worry, I’ll be fine.” And she would be. Making Brin look her best would overcome any little disappointment she’d have from not wearing the new shoes. It wasn’t a big deal.

“Now, one last thing.” Kris went to her luggage and pulled out a felt box. “Here.” She held up a necklace with a bright green stone that would match Brin’s eyes. Kris hooked it around Brin’s neck and gave her friend an appraising look. “Good. How do you feel?”

Brin looked at herself in the mirror. “I don’t think I’ve ever looked this good. Thanks!”

“No problem.”

They went back to the living room just as Patricia was emerging from her room. As always, she looked stunning. She was wearing an elegant but not too flashy knit dress that hugged her hips and did everything possible to show off her breasts. The neckline was cut a little low, and to draw everyone’s eyes down, as if most men wouldn’t be doing that already, a large stone on a thin chain hung between her breasts. Patricia wore designer Jimmy Choo four inch pumps that must have cost as much or even more than Kris’s Louboutins.

Patricia looked hot and knew it.

“Wow,” said Brin.

Even Kris had to admit that Patricia looked great. Every guy at the reunion would be checking her out. “Nice, Patricia. Great outfit.”

“Oh this,” said Patricia, dismissively “It’s nothing.”

“I’ll bet you can get laid in that,” joked Kris, feeling just a little jealous, thinking that her own outfit, and body, would pale in comparison, as it always did.

“If I want to!” said Patricia. She checked out Kris’s outfit. “You look great, both of you.” She did a double take at Brin. “New shoes?”

“Kris let me borrow them. What do you think?”

Patricia glanced at Kris, surprised. “Really? They are really nice.”

We’d lose a looks contest against you, though, thought Kris. As always. Kris was mad at herself for feeling jealous, but she couldn’t help but remember how often nights had started like this, her trying to look her best, but getting totally one upped by Patricia. Every time they had gone out together and Kris had eyed some guy, Patricia would get to him first. Once or twice Kris had even remarked on it, but Patricia had laughed it off, often leaving with the guy, even if she hadn’t been that interested in him, just to show Kris that she could get whatever she wanted. Especially if it was something—or someone—that Kris wanted.

They breezed into the reunion dinner, laughing. Kris noticed all the men’s eyes on them, three attractive single women. There were more couples than Kris had expected, had so many of her classmates married already? But even the men with wives and girlfriends were checking them out. It made her feel good. She knew that most of the guys were probably looking mostly at Patricia, but right now she didn’t care. She looked pretty good, and knew it.

Their graduating class had been pretty big, a few thousand, but all three women starting recognizing friends immediately. As they made their way to the bar Kris heard a squeal, and Marie, one of her other college friends, grabbed her in a big hug. 

“Krissie! I’m so glad you are here!” Marie stepped back to admire Kris’s outfit. “Looking good!” Marie was with a guy, and she pulled him over to do introductions. “This is Zach. Zach, this is Kris, Patricia, and Brin. Don’t they all look hot?”

Zach nodded and didn’t seem to know what to say. Marie elbowed him and said, “It’s okay, I won’t be jealous. You can say it.”

“You all look—great,” said Zach.

“Marie, you shouldn’t put him on the spot like that,” said Kris. “You’ll embarrass him.”

Marie made a dismissive gesture. “I know he’s thinking it.” 

They chatted for a while, and Kris noticed that Zach’s eyes kept drifting toward Patricia’s boobs. Just like she wants, thought Kris. Just to see what would happen, she casually positioned herself between Zach and Patricia. Sure enough, Zach, while still taking part in the conversation, shifted slightly so he’d be able to look at Patricia while pretending to talk to the others.

Kris sighed. It was so unfair. Big tits were impossible to compete against.

Fortunately, she had no interest in Zach. Even if he hadn’t been with Marie, he wasn’t her type. She preferred someone more in shape, a little on the lithe side, slim, with tight buns. Her eyes drifted around the room. Maybe a few guys like that here, hard to tell, a lot of them wore suit coats. Maybe over by the bar. . .

“Who needs drinks?” asked Kris. 

“We’re good,” said Marie, holding up her drink.

“How about the usual?” joked Kris, to Brin and Patricia. “For old times?”

“I’m not sure they have cheap beer here,” said Brin.

“I know, just kidding. White wine?”

“Sounds good,” said Patricia, and Brin nodded.

“You guys keep talking, I’ll get it.”

Kris cut through the crowd to the bar, stopping now and then to say hello to some people she knew. She realized she hadn’t stopped for a nametag, and was glad a lot of other people were wearing them, it was amazing how quickly she forgot some names.

In the line at the bar Kris took the time to really look around. There was a dj playing, the crowd was lively, she thought she’d have fun. Not many of her classmates lived in the city where she worked, it would be good to catch up with old friends, do a little dancing.

And although she had joked to Brin about not having been laid in a while, she hadn’t really come to the reunion to meet a guy. Sure, if it happened, it was fine. Her breakup with her last boyfriend, or rather their drifting apart, hadn’t been that earth shattering. It wasn’t going to be long term, anyway. 

Two guys were in line ahead of her, Kris didn’t recognize either one. They were facing the other way, also scoping out the crowd, nudging each other now and then as they spied an attractive woman. 

“Look at her. Yeah, the redhead. I sat behind her in Econ, junior year. She never looked that good then.”

“Probably didn’t want someone like you drooling over her in class,” said the other guy.

“Wonder if she’s with someone? Shit, she is. Dammit.”

“Plenty more around, man.”

“You’re right. Look over there. Don’t stare, dummy. It’s Patricia. Man, what a rack.”

The other guy groaned in appreciation. “I chased her all of senior year. Nothing. It’s not like she was some ice queen, she just wouldn’t give it up to me.”

“Probably because she knew you wanted it so much.”

“Who wouldn’t?”

Kris reddened, keeping her head turned away, she hoped the guys didn’t turn around, or know she was Patricia’s friend. Not that it mattered, the guys were totally focused on Patricia, they didn’t even seem to notice Kris. She had a crazy thought of saying something to get their attention, Hey, do you think my skirt is too short? Or even something slutty, Hey, either one of you guys want a blowjob? Just to take their eyes off of Patricia, to win their attention, even though Patricia didn’t know these guys were checking her out.

They’d probably just think she was weird. It was a little depressing though; Kris bet that if she were alone somewhere, she’d have no problem getting their attention if she wanted it. It wasn’t that she went around trying to turn guy’s heads, but every time she was in Patricia’s shadow, it brought out some kind of feminine competitive gene in Kris.

Thankfully, they had reached the bar, and the guys were forced to pull their eyes away from Patricia. Kris kept looking around the room, just for fun. 

“What can I get you?” asked the bartender.

Kris turned to him and her eyes widened in shock. It was Brandon, two years ahead of her, someone she had a crush on as a sophomore. She had followed him around like a schoolgirl. She’d only managed to talk to him a few times, and always in groups. One time, she had invited him and a few of his friends to a party that she and Patricia and Brin were throwing at their off campus apartment. Brandon had showed up, but Patricia had immediately set her sights on him, even though, or probably because, she knew that Kris was interested in him. Patricia had slept with him that same night, and then a few times after.

“A drink?” asked Brandon, prompting her, because Kris was standing there speechless, a long line behind her.

He doesn’t remember me, thought Kris. I can’t believe it. But maybe it wasn’t so surprising. Brandon had been hot in college, and still was. A lot of women had probably followed him around. Still, Kris thought he would at least remember. “Uh, three white wines,” she stammered.

Kris couldn’t help but stare at Brandon as he poured the wine. “You look familiar,” she said, pretending to try to place him.

“I graduated a few years ahead of your class,” Brandon said. “I work part time here, make a few extra bucks.”

He handed the wines to Kris, and Kris caught his eye, giving him another chance to take a good look at her. But there was no recognition in his eyes at all. I bet he’d remember Patricia, she thought. But of course he would, they’d slept together.

Another guy she stole from me, thought Kris, as she took the wines and turned away, fighting back tears. It’s stupid to be upset. It was just a guy I had a crush on, for all I know he would have been an asshole, nothing might have worked out.

That wasn’t what was bothering her. It was because Patricia, her friend, had stolen him away. What was so weird was that Patricia actually had been a good friend, at least on the surface; she’d listened when Kris needed someone to talk to, she shared her clothes, her class notes. She was okay with sharing almost everything, except when it came to men. Then she was ruthless.

Kris took her time returning to the others, she needed to get her emotions under control. Now that she had a little distance and five years had passed to think about it, maybe Patricia hadn’t been such a good friend after all. What kind of friend stole guys away from you? Kris wondered if it just happened to her, or whether Patricia had stolen men away from Brin as well. And might still be doing it. Brin was a little insecure about her looks, maybe Brin just assumed Patricia would get all the guys. But that didn’t make it right.

Fortunately, Kris didn’t have to deal with Patricia anymore; Kris had her own life, in another city. No sense in dwelling on the past. Patricia was Patricia and probably always would be. She could be fun too. Better to just have a good time this weekend, look at the positive aspects, and get back to her own life next week.

Resolved, Kris headed back. Brin was still chatting with Marie and her boyfriend. Kris handed a wine to Brin. “Where’s Patricia? I have a wine for her.”

“Some guys came and dragged her off,” said Marie, laughing. “Same old Patricia!”

“Funny, that’s just what I was thinking,” said Kris. When Brin looked at her strangely, Kris said, “Nothing, never mind.” What did she care what Patricia did? She turned her attention back to the conversation.

After Marie and Zach had left, Kris and Brin drank their wine and eyed the crowd, picking out people they knew, trying to remember names. “We should get our name tags,” said Brin. 

“Later, I want to see who remembers us,” said Kris. She was still thinking of Brandon. She scanned the room. “Hey, that guy over there, I think he’s checking you out.”

“Who?”

“Over by the side door. The one with the dark wavy hair. He was with a couple, they left, he’s just standing there, drinking a beer.”

Brin glanced over to where Kris had indicated. “He’s just looking around, like we are.”

“No, he was definitely staring at you.”

“He’s probably looking at you,” said Brin.

“No, now that I think of it, I noticed him when I was coming back from the bar. He was looking over this way even then.”

“Probably at Patricia,” said Brin.

“Don’t sell yourself short,” said Kris. “Plus if he was looking at Patricia, why is he still staring over this way?” She glanced around. “There’s no one behind us he’d be looking at. He’s cute. Why don’t you go talk to him?”

Brin blushed. “I’m not good at meeting guys like this. I just don’t feel comfortable walking up to a stranger.”

“Just go up and say, hey, you look familiar, weren’t you in my Psych 101 class?”

“That sounds so lame.”

“Of course it is. He won’t care, he’ll know you just want to say hi and meet him.”

“Is that how you do it?”

“It’s how everyone does it. Come on, I’ll go with you. The more I look at him, the better he looks.”

“I’m kind of interested in a guy at work.”

“Is that the guy you told me about, way back, like last year?”

“Yes.”

“Have you said anything to him?”

“Not yet.”

Kris put her arm around Brin and sighed. “I guess you are right. If you don’t feel comfortable approaching a guy you know, it would be hard to walk up to someone you haven’t even met.”

“It’s just not me,” said Brin. “I have to really get to know someone first.”

“Okay,” said Kris. “It’s too bad, he is cute.”

“I think so too. You go,” said Brin.

“I couldn’t,” said Kris. “He was looking at you.”

“It’s not like I was interested in him and you are trying to steal him away,” said Brin. “You said you thought he was good looking. Go.”

Kris looked at her friend. So different from Patricia, who would probably have been flashing her tits at the guy the second she thought Kris was interested.

Brin noticed her hesitation. “Go!” she said, giving her a friendly shove.

“Okay, if you insist!” said Kris. The guy was cute, but now she was the one hesitating, partially because even though she had told Brin to do it, just walking up to a guy wasn’t always easy. And she still didn’t want to be cutting in on Brin.

The guy moved away from the wall, heading toward the bar for a refill. Brin gave Kris another shove and Kris went with it, drifting over toward the bar. She timed her approach to meet him as he reached the line.

He was looking even better as he got closer. In shape, kind of wiry. Her type of guy.

In the line, she pretended to just notice him. “Hey, weren’t you in my Psych 101 class?”

His wonderful dark eyes lit up, and he smiled at her.

Two hours later, the dinner over, the dumb speeches finished, the music blaring, the dance floor jammed. Kris had spent most of the time with the dark eyed Andrew. He was funny and confident. Best of all, he was a good dancer. They had looked for a connection, but they had been in different circles in college, and had only distant mutual acquaintances.

During dinner Andrew had glanced at Brin a few times, but Brin had been only polite, she had happily let Kris have Andrew, with not a hint of jealousy. Patricia had met some guy, tall, ruggedly handsome, he looked like a politician, with a stylish haircut and a fashion model square jaw, exactly Patricia’s type. They were all seated a table for eight, Andrew and Kris, Brin, as usual in the middle, and then Patricia and the future politico who Patricia had picked up, whose name was John. 

Now and then Kris caught Patricia glancing at Andrew, checking him out, Kris wasn’t overly worried, it looked like Patricia had John firmly in mind. Kris had given Brin one more chance at Andrew, trying to manipulate the seating so that Andrew would be between her and Brin, or even sit in the middle herself, but Brin saw right through it and smiled, quickly taking the middle seat.

To make it extra clear, Brin leaned over to Kris at one point when Andrew had gone to the men’s room. “He’s great. Don’t you dare not do anything because of me.”

Kris kissed her on the cheek. “You are so sweet.”

“Send money,” joked Brin.

“You’ll still be married before I am,” said Kris.

“You’re in no hurry to be married,” said Brin. “And neither am I. But Patricia will beat both of us.”

They glanced at Patricia, who was talking to someone across the table, almost ignoring John next to her. For his part John seemed to be listening closely to what Patricia was saying, or else he was staring down her top.

“That’s her perfect husband,” whispered Kris. “Looks good, probably is a partner at a law firm, future senator. Patricia will look good on his arm, but she’ll be the one leading him around. Probably only have sex with him when she wants a kid.”

“Kris! That’s mean!” But Brin was smiling.

“Just telling it like it is. Patricia will put him in his place and he’ll think it’s his idea.”

“You aren’t jealous, are you?” asked Brin.

“Not of that.” And that was the truth, Kris wasn’t jealous of Patricia having that kind of guy. She was a little jealous—angry and hurt mostly—of how Patricia used her looks to get what she wanted, especially if it was a guy who Kris had wanted first.

Well, she can’t have Andrew. Kris turned back to him. He was nice, but now that she had spent some time with him, she already wondered if he could be long term material. He wasn’t quite tall enough, and was a little bit—not really shy, but reactive. She wanted someone with a stronger personality. Still, Andrew was sexy in an unassuming way, had a good sense of humor, and had great eyes. She had also felt his muscles, a lithe, hard body, when she had danced with him, and that was something she loved.

“Come on, let’s dance again,” she said, grabbing Andrew by the hand. Kris led him back to the dance floor, and now Andrew, after a few drinks, was loosening up, and Kris was pleasantly surprised to discover that he was actually a better dancer than she was, and she was pretty good. While they were dancing she glanced over at the table. Brin and Patricia were watching them. Brin was smiling, but Patricia had a frown on her face.

When the song ended and they got back to the table, Brin whispered to Kris, “You two look pretty good together.”

“He’s a great dancer,” said Kris. She noticed Patricia staring at Andrew with a predatory look in her eyes. Without thinking, Kris said, “I’m surprised you aren’t dancing, Patricia, you love it so much.”

Patricia put her hand on John’s knee. “Let’s dance.”

John said, “I’m not much of a dancer to this kind of music. Maybe if they play something slower.”

Kris caught Patricia rolling her eyes, and a hint of a little anger, Patricia didn’t want to be shown up, for everyone to recognize that she hadn’t picked out the perfect guy at the reunion to be with. Kris felt herself smile, she couldn’t help it, for once seeing Patricia stymied. But when Patricia noticed her smile, Kris immediately realized she had made a mistake. She wiped it off her face, but the damage was done.

Patricia’s eyes swept to Andrew. “Well, in that case, maybe Andrew would be nice enough to dance with me. Especially since Kris just told Brin what a great dancer you are.”

Shit, thought Kris. What else had Patricia overheard? And now she was going to take Andrew away from Kris, just to show that she could.

“I think I wore him out,” said Kris.

But Andrew was already standing up. “Sure, I’ll dance with you, Patricia.”

Worst of all, the music shifted just then to a slower song. Much of the dance floor cleared, as it always did when that happened, mostly just couples comfortable to have a more romantic dance. Kris watched helplessly as Patricia took Andrew’s arm and led him to the dance floor, where she immediately put her arms around his shoulders. Andrew didn’t seem to notice that he was being used, and he went along, holding Patricia pretty close. Patricia leaned into him, not so much as to be totally inappropriate perhaps, but just enough so that her ample chest would push into Andrew.

Patricia skillfully twirled with Andrew so that, even though he was supposedly leading, the couple always kept in full view of the table where the others sat. Kris was silently shaking in a growing rage, Patricia was doing it again. Kris pulled her eyes away briefly to glance at John, hoping he would cut in, he had said he wanted something slow, this was his chance. But John merely looked on, a handsome, slow witted sloth, maybe not even realizing he was being cuckolded in full view.

Kris had to sit on her hands, they were shaking so much. As the dance went on, Patricia wedged herself closer and closer to Andrew, now and then saying something to him, Andrew laughing. Whenever Andrew spoke Patricia would light up, like Andrew was the most amazing man in the world, and then she would stare into his eyes. Even from her seat, Kris could see Andrew succumbing to Patricia’s charms. Patricia leaned forward and pretended to raise up, the oldest trick in the book—Andrew wasn’t taller than Patricia in her heels, but she was pretending he was. She whispered something in his ear, and Andrew, whose face was toward Kris, appeared surprised, and he missed a dance step. Andrew gave a questioning look to Patricia, as if to say Really? and Patricia smiled and nodded.

Andrew hesitated just a bit and then pulled Patricia in even closer. Patricia melted into him, her arms fully around him now, like a bridal dance. She looked directly at Kris and smiled, a smile of triumph, and then closed her eyes as if in ecstasy. That’s the way they were when the song ended, Patricia not even letting go as the music stopped, holding Andrew tight, even as the rest of the dance floor cleared. 

As they walked back to the table Andrew’s eyes were bright. He looked like he had just been put under a spell. Kris jumped up, wanting to catch Andrew before he sat down, thinking she’d show Patricia what was what, she could play that game, she’d show Andrew how to slow dance. But the dj had moved on, he was rolling something techno, the least romantic dance music possible.

Andrew held Patricia’s chair for her as she sat down, and she announced, “You were right, Kris, Andrew is a great dancer.” She smiled sweetly at Kris.

Kris couldn’t speak, she was so close to slapping Patricia, frustrated and angry. Before Andrew could sit down, Kris grabbed him by the hand. “Come on, let’s get some more drinks.”

Andrew let himself be led away, but Kris caught him turning his beautiful puppy eyes back to Patricia. Kris squeezed his hand, hard, to get his attention. “You two looked pretty close,” said Kris, gritting her teeth, trying to sound casual. “What was she whispering in your ear?”

Andrew reddened. “Nothing really. She just, uh, said that she liked slow dancing with me.”

I bet that’s not all Patricia wants to do with you, thought Kris. Especially since she’s just discovered that her Ken doll is a wimp. 

Kris resolved not to let Patricia steal Andrew away. She’d lost too many battles through the years, and Patricia didn’t want Andrew anyway. They got their drinks, and then Kris frantically looked for anyone she recognized, so she could pretend to want to introduce them to Andrew. But there was no one around she knew, and she reluctantly followed Andrew back to the table, where he immediately became very intent on listening to what Patricia was saying. Kris sat down, growing increasingly depressed.

Andrew’s phone buzzed and he glanced at the number. “Sorry,” he said. “I have to take this, it’s my friend calling who said I could crash in his hotel room tonight.”

On the call, Andrew said, “Did you finally make it?” He listened, his face darkening with a frown. “Shit, that sucks, man.” Andrew shook his head. “Okay, thanks. I appreciate it. Talk to you later.”

“Everything okay?” asked Kris.

“Not really. I couldn’t get a hotel for this weekend, I only found out I could make it last week, and by that time everything I could afford was booked. My friend said I could sleep on the sofa in his hotel. But his flight just got cancelled, and there are no flights until tomorrow; he might just blow off the whole reunion.”

“That’s terrible!” said Kris. “Can you at least use his hotel room?”

“He’s going to check for me. He couldn’t remember if the website he got the room on guaranteed it. They might have given it away already.”

Patricia leaned across the table. “Don’t worry, Andrew, if you can’t use that hotel room, you can always stay at my place. Kris is crashing with me and Brin, but I’m sure we could find a spot for you.” Her voice held a little promise, as if to suggest to Andrew that he’d be sleeping with her.

Kris felt her eyes flame, catching the tease in Patricia’s tone. Patricia noticed it, and she said, “Unless you have a problem with that, Kris?”

Kris knew she was trapped. “That would be fine,” she mumbled, praying that Andrew’s hotel would come through, and maybe she’d be able to end up there, she’d show Patricia she didn’t need her snide remarks or her apartment.

The two women stared at each other, Kris fuming, Patricia smiling sweetly, for the moment, John forgotten. 

“Andrew can sleep in my room, and Kris can share with me,” said Brin, trying to diffuse the tension.

“I couldn’t ask you to do that,” protested Andrew. 

“It would be no problem,” said Brin.

Andrew’s phone rang again. He answered it and his face fell. “Okay, thanks for checking. No, I’ll manage. Sorry you couldn’t make it. I’ll take to you later.”

“No luck,” said Andrew. “The room wasn’t guaranteed for some reason, I think he used a bidding site. And when he missed the 8 pm check in, they gave the room to someone else.” He turned to Patricia. “So if your offer is still open, you might be stuck with me.”

Patricia smiled. “It will be my pleasure.” But she was looking at Kris, not Andrew, as she said it.

Kris excused herself and left the table. In the ladies’ room she locked herself in a stall, trying to fight the tears. She felt pathetic. She was a strong women, with a graduate degree, a great job—she had ten people reporting to her! She managed her own money well, she was smart. And yet whenever she was with Patricia, she felt weak, her power sucked out by Patricia’s looks and guile and underhanded tactics. 

Kris was smart enough to know that it was Patricia who was the weak one; Patricia had to pull everyone down so she could feel strong herself. But knowing that wasn’t enough to keep Kris from feeling terrible. She couldn’t help but feel that she was playing right into Patricia’s hands, that she was an unwitting tool.

Sure, she could just ignore Patricia, here, and in the future, just not stay in touch, cut Patricia out of her life. Yet that seemed like a surrender, not something a strong woman would do. A strong woman would take action, would solve the problem.

Kris dried her eyes. No more. She didn’t know exactly how, but things were going to change. Starting right now.

Mostly composed, Kris strode back into the reunion hall. She wasn’t surprised to see that Patricia had taken her seat, and was now sitting right by Andrew, laughing. Brin looked sheepish and embarrassed. John was frowning at Andrew, the slight from Patricia having broken his plastic visage, and yet his dismay was turned on Andrew, not on Patricia.

Seeing John so annoyed gave Kris an idea. Instead of suffering the embarrassment of asking for her chair back, she instead took Patricia’s seat next to John. Kris turned to John as if nothing was amiss. 

“Hi, John. I haven’t had a chance to really talk to you.”

John pulled his eyes away from Andrew and turned them on Kris. He was handsome, admitted Kris. Not her type, but his face was totally symmetrical, his suit impeccable. A little conservatively styled for her, but still very good looking, the kind of guy who would look good in a photograph. She thought briefly of trying to flirt with him, but immediately rejected the idea. She couldn’t fake flirt, it had to be real, it had to flow. There was just no chemistry with John.

She just couldn’t play Patricia’s game here.

Still, there were other was to compete.

Kris leaned over a little closer to him and lowered her voice. “I was wondering if you could help me with something.”

Like most men, the idea of helping a woman immediately got John’s attention. “What can I do?” Kris could tell he had changed the tone of his voice to something deeper, to sound more masculine.

“You see that guy over there, the bartender? He—he kind of made some disparaging remarks about me back when we were at school. He said I’d never get a good looking guy.”

John turned his steely eyes on Brandon, who was pouring drinks for two women, and just then grinned, making him look a little wolfish. “Him?”

“Yes. Anyway, I don’t want you to go hit him or anything, although I know you could take him in a fight. I was just wondering if you’d be willing to—oh, forget it, it’s embarrassing.”

John was still staring at Brandon. “What were you going to say?”

Kris pretended that the words were dragged out of her. “Well, it’s kind of a girl thing. You know how a lot of us just want to show off our man, that’s mostly why we come to reunions. I was wondering—would you just be willing to go to the bar with me to get a drink? And you know, pretend we are together?”

“That’s it?”

“Well, maybe you could say something nice about me, how good I look tonight, or something like that.”

John looked at Kris like he was seeing her for the first time. “That wouldn’t be hard, you do look very nice. Elegant.”

Kris couldn’t tell if this was just John being polite, or whether he meant it. No matter. “Thank you.”

“I can have a word with him too,” said John, sounding as if he’d try to scold Brandon.

Kris didn’t want that, but the very thought of it was kind of hot, this big, strong guy going after Brandon for a supposed slight. Brandon hadn’t really said anything bad about Kris, but he had blown her off.

“No, that’s okay,” said Kris. “Just being with me will be much more satisfying—I’ll feel that I got even with him.”

They got up from the table and went to the bar line. “What would you like to drink?” asked John. “If I’m supposed to be here with you, I should know that.”

“Good idea,” said Kris. “Maybe something a little stronger than the wine. What do you suggest?”

“I’m more of a scotch man, myself. But I know that women don’t always like scotch. I tend to drink wine at these events just to, you know, not seem a lush.”

Kris had been glancing back at the table to see if Patricia and Andrew had noticed them. They weren’t looking; Patricia was just gulping down the last of her wine. Kris had hoped that Patricia would be jealous, but she seemed intent on Andrew. Still, it gave Kris an idea. . .

“You know, John, Patricia likes scotch. You two are pretty compatible. She’s the only woman I know who really likes it. In fact—no, I shouldn’t say it.”

“Say what?” asked John.

“Well, I don’t want to give you the idea that Patricia is a lush either. But she’s proud of her drinking. She would challenge guys to drinking contests in college, and she’d always win. Even if the prize was a good one.” Kris didn’t mention that Patricia had usually promised to flash her tits if she lost, and as far as Kris knew, Patricia never had. She also didn’t mention it because she wanted to keep John interested in Patricia, and wasn’t sure how he’d react to Patricia’s idea of a drinking contest prize.

“I’ve won a few drinking contests myself,” said John.

“I’m not surprised,” said Kris, giving his arm a squeeze. “You’re so big. But Patricia, I’ve seen her drink. You’d never know it for her size, but she can put away a few. In fact, she’s said that she can drink any man under the table.”

“Really now?” said John, eyeing Patricia.

“She really likes a man who can hold his liquor,” confided Kris. “Since she likes to have one now and then, she doesn’t want to be with any man who can’t keep up.” Kris put a little emphasis on the words keep up, trying to put the idea in John’s head that he was competing with Andrew.

“Is that right?”

Kris imagined John’s eyes drifting back to Andrew, calculating the odds. They had reached the bar. John seemed to have forgotten all about Brandon and his reason for being there. “Two scotches,” he ordered confidently.

Kris slipped her arm through John’s, and belatedly, he said, “Have I told you how magnificent you look tonight Kris?”

It sounded affected, but John’s demeanor pulled it off, and even Kris was taken in. “Why thank you, dear,” she replied, like they were married. 

Brandon didn’t seem to even notice, but Kris didn’t mind. She was already thinking of how she could get Patricia a little tipsy, so she couldn’t steal Andrew, maybe even make a fool of herself. Kris had been telling the truth, Patricia did like her booze in college, and, given how many wines she had guzzled down, probably still did.

As they approached the table, Patricia finally looked up. John was still carrying the two scotches. “Is that for me?” asked Patricia, once again claiming John, but her eyes hungrily eyed the brown liquor.

“I actually got it for Kris,” said John. “I didn’t know you wanted one.” Magnanimously he added, “You can have mine, if you like scotch. I’ll get another.”

“I don’t think Kris drinks scotch,” said Patricia. “I can have hers.” 

Kris immediately saw what Patricia was doing. Patricia thought Kris had ordered the scotch to have what John was having, and now Patricia wanted to take the connection away.

Instead, Kris said, “You’re right, I don’t know what I was thinking. You should have it.” Kris smiled inwardly. Patricia said she wouldn’t take hand me down men. Could she resist a hand me down scotch?

Patricia nodded, maybe not getting it, perhaps assuming she was taking something away from Kris. “If we are going to drink scotch, we should sit together so we can toast.” Patricia slid back to her seat next to John. “Salute!” she said, clinking glasses. As John started to take a sip, Patricia, seeing that all eyes were on her, downed her drink in one gulp.

John, not wanting to be outdone, turned his sip into a shot, and he put his glass down hard on the table, making a challenging thud.

“I like a man who can do shots,” said Patricia. 

“And I like a woman who thinks she can drink,” said John.

Kris held her breath, would Patricia rise to the challenge? Patricia’s eyes were bright. “Let’s all do shots!” said Patricia. 

“Shots!” said one of the other guests at the table.

“Shots!” said Kris, egging everyone on.

“I’m not very good at shots,” said Brin. 

“Me neither,” said Andrew.

“Come on!” said Patricia. “We can have a little competition.” She wiggled suggestively, as if she was offering herself up as the prize.

“I don’t really like scotch, remember?” said Kris. She knew drinking was something else she couldn’t compete with Patricia on. Kris didn’t want to get drunk herself.

“We can do tequila,” said Patricia. “That is, if it’s okay with the rest of you.”

“I’ll get a bottle,” said one of the other guys at the table, heading off toward the bar.

“Better make it two!” Patricia called after him.

Patricia looked at Andrew and gave him her sexy eye look. “I’m sure you can do a few shots of tequila.”

Andrew wilted under her gaze. “Well, sure. Anyone can.”

“We’ll see,” said Patricia. She turned to Kris. “And you?”

Kris was stuck, she felt her plan backfiring. “Sure,” she said.

The other guy returned with two bottles. “How did you managed that?” asked Brin.

“I know the bartender, he snuck them to me. No shot glasses though, we’ll have to use party glasses.” He poured everyone about a shot, with some good natured ribbing around the table for him to make sure they were all even.

“Just one or two rounds for me,” said Brin.

“One, two, three!” counted Patricia, and they all did the shots.

The next round was poured, and the next. By the third round, Kris was getting a buzz, she’d already had a few wines. Brin covered her glass when the next round was poured. “I’m out.”

“Come on, Brin, one more!” said Patricia.

“No, really. But don’t stop on my account.”

Patricia had taken over the pouring. She held the bottle poised over Kris’s glass. “Kris? Are you giving up too?” Their eyes locked.

Kris knew she couldn’t handle too much more, but this direct challenge was something that was hard to resist. Against her judgment, she said, “Bring it on.”

Patricia smiled slyly and poured the drink. Kris thought Patricia had over poured, but bit her lip. I won’t give her the satisfaction.

They all did the shots. One of the other women at the table dropped out. Now there were six left, the two guys, whose names Kris had forgotten, Andrew, Patricia, and John.

John looked steely eyed. Maybe he can hold it, thought Kris. But I won’t last much longer. I’ll lose this one to Patricia, but this loss won’t bother me, because she’ll be too drunk to focus on Andrew. 

It occurred to Kris that Andrew might be too drunk to hook up with anyone, including her, but that would be a small price to pay, as long as Patricia didn’t get him.

Patricia led another round of shots. One of the unnamed guys suddenly turned green and rushed from the room. Everyone laughed. “One more down!” said Patricia.

Again Patricia held the bottle poised at Kris’s glass. Kris appeared to think about it, then nodded. Everyone else was still in.

The glasses were raised, and Kris took only a sip, waiting until everyone else had swallowed, and then said, “I can’t do it, I’m out.”

“Aww, too bad, I guess you lose,” said Patricia, blatantly eyeing Andrew, making it clear that she had won.

“I’m out, too,” said the other guy. “If I knew we’d be doing this, I wouldn’t have had so many before.”

Patricia turned to Andrew. “Andrew? Do you want to keep going?”

When Andrew hesitated, Kris asked, “How about you, John?”

“I’m still in,” said John, matter of factly. “Just getting warmed up.”

Patricia turned to him, a little surprised. “Well, we’ll see about that.”

“You don’t have to drive, do you, Patricia?” asked Andrew.

“I can drive us home,” said Brin.

“Okay, then, hit me,” said Andrew.

Patricia, John, and Andrew did another shot. Kris could tell that the alcohol was getting to Patricia, but she also knew Patricia would never admit it. 

“Let’s keep going,” said Patricia. She picked up the bottle, but it was empty. “We need more tequila!”

“Might be out of luck,” said the unnamed guy. “Jack is the one who knew the bartender, and he’s probably still puking his guts out.”

“I guess it will have to be a tie,” said Kris.

Patricia glared at Kris. “For now.”

The party finally ended. Kris had managed to goad Patricia and John into another few hard drinks. They were both just shy of sloshed, but neither willing to admit it. Kris had her own buzz, but had drank enough water to drown in, trying to dilute the booze. 

As they were getting their coats and saying goodbyes, Kris managed to get John out of earshot of the others. “I think Patricia really likes you,” she whispered. “I think she’d be open to, you know. Just in case you were wondering.”

Kris hoped that John would take Patricia to whatever hotel he was staying at. But to Kris’s chagrin, John said, “She’s kind of fun at an event like this, but she’s too wild for me. I have a reputation to protect.” And with that he strode out the door without even saying goodbye.

Kris could only hope that Patricia was too drunk to put the moves on Andrew. Brin went to get the car, and when it pulled up out front, Kris tried to maneuver into the back, which would force Andrew to either sit up front, or in the back with her. But she had underestimated Patricia’s acuity and competitiveness, even when partially inebriated. Patricia jumped into the backseat, pulling Andrew with her. Kris had no choice but to sit in the passenger seat up front.

“Home, James!” yelled Patricia, laughing.

Kris fumed, stymied. She had to resist the urge to turn around and see if she could do anything to keep Patricia away from Andrew. But what could she do? Brin, although she only had a few drinks much earlier, drove slowly and carefully, so it seemed to take forever to get across the city.

At one point it got pretty quiet in the car and Kris noticed Brin glance in the rearview mirror and frown. Kris stole a look in the back and saw that Patricia was practically on Andrew’s lap. Andrew had a big grin on his face, reveling in the attention.

“This is every guy’s fantasy!” said Andrew, clearly happy. “Going home with three beautiful women!” 

“Don’t get any ideas!” joked Brin.

“Oh, it’s just a harmless fantasy,” said Patricia, but with a slurred sultry tone, suggesting that Andrew shouldn’t think of it as a fantasy at all, at least as far as she was concerned.

Kris thought fast. If she didn’t act, Patricia would have Andrew in bed soon. “Patricia, do you have any tequila at home? We could continue the shot contest.”

“I do, but you dropped out, remember? And you were two drinks down.”

“Okay, I’ll do my two first to catch up. Fair?” Kris said, hoping all the water she drank would help keep her sober, or at least keep her from passing out before Patricia.

“You’re on!” said Patricia.

Brin shook her head. “I can’t believe you two.”

“Three!” said Andrew, really loosened up now. “I’m in!”

At the apartment, Patricia went to the cupboard and returned with a bottle of tequila and shot glasses. 

“I’m going to bed,” announced Brin.

Andrew suddenly looked a little crestfallen. “Hey, Brin, come on, stay with us.”

“No, you all go ahead. It’s not my kind of game.”

“We don’t have to,” said Andrew. “It’s not my kind of game either, I just got caught up in it. We can do something else, or just hang out.”

Brin smiled, clearly touched by Andrew’s concern. “Thank you. I don’t mind, really. I didn’t mean to sound judgmental. I’m a little tired, anyway.” She went over to Andrew and they both looked as though they wanted to hug, but shook hands instead. “It was nice meeting you, Andrew,” said Brin. “I guess I’ll see you in the morning. Good night everyone.” 

After Brin had gone to her room, Patricia poured two shots. “Okay, Kris, let’s see if you have what it takes to compete.” 

The hidden meaning wasn’t lost on Kris. She eyed the drinks, wondering if she had gone too far. But she remembered her promise to herself, her vow not to be outdone by Patricia. She picked up the first drink and chugged it, and before she had time to reconsider, downed the second as well. The liquor went down easy, and Kris waited for the buzz hit. Fortunately, she was still mostly sober. All the water had helped. Which reminded her, she had to pee.

“I have to go to the bathroom,” she said, getting up.

“No barf cheating!” admonished Patricia.

“You want to come watch?”

“No, I’ll just wait here with Andrew,” said Patricia, the threat clear in her voice.

Kris rushed through her bathroom needs, using the time to also drink as much water as she could. She wasn’t fast enough; when she came back Patricia had moved much closer to Andrew on the couch.

“Ready,” said Kris, sitting down on the other side of Andrew.

But when Patricia went to pour the next round, there wasn’t enough for all three of them. “I guess it’s another draw,” said Andrew, sounding relieved.

“We could switch to something else,” said Patricia. “I have scotch.”

“No fair,” said Kris. “You know I hate scotch. You’d have an unfair advantage.”

Patricia wasn’t ready to give up, her competitive nature taking over. “We’ll just have to find some other thing where there’s no advantage,” she said. She thought for a while, then her mouth broke into a wide grin. “I know. We could have a kissing contest!”

Kris glared at Patricia. Was she drunk, or did she have something sinister planned? They’d had kissing contests a few times in college, and Patricia always won. And sometimes got more than a few kisses as a reward.

“We’re a little old for that, don’t you think?” said Kris.

“Speak for yourself. Unless you don’t think you can compete?”

“I’m sure Andrew doesn’t want to play.” As soon as Kris said it she knew it was stupid, Andrew was grinning wildly, not believing his luck. Kris pressed on. “Besides, there are just two of us. Not really a contest unless there are more players.”

“We could wake up Brin,” said Andrew hopefully.

“I don’t think she’d like this game,” said Patricia, still staring at Kris. “I think this should be just between me and Kris.”

Kris knew Patricia was right, it was the last thing Brin would want to be part of. She held Patricia’s stare. “Let’s do it.”

“How do we play?” asked Andrew, suddenly somewhat hesitant. “I’ve never done this before.”

“It’s easy,” said Patricia. “Kris and I take turns kissing you. You decide who is the winner.”

Andrew looked from one woman to the other, sensing the tension. “What happens if I think you are both even, then it’s a tie?”

“That won’t happen, believe me,” said Patricia.

Kris ignored her. “If that’s what you decide after we both kiss you, we do it again, like another round. Until you can choose.”

“Okay, I guess,” said Andrew.

“Kris, you can start,” said Patricia, with a sly smile.

Kris knew it was better to go last, to get to see how the other kiss went. But she wasn’t going to let Patricia win. She was tired, she knew they all were, it was late and they were a little drunk. She tried to get her wits about her, a tired kiss was a losing kiss.

She took a deep breath, and put her arm around Andrew’s back. He leaned in for the kiss, a little tentatively, so Kris pulled his head forward, not too hard, just to make it clear it was okay, that she wanted it. It helped that she thought Andrew was cute. He actually wasn’t really Patricia’s type, so that might give her an edge.

Kris met Andrew’s lips, starting soft, letting her own lips slip over his, and as Andrew relaxed and got into it Kris let her tongue slip out just for an instant, a hint, a promise only. She could feel Andrew’s mouth press on her, opening, following her tongue, wanting to touch it, to taste it. Kris tightened her grip on Andrew’s back, but at the same time moving her head away ever so slightly, as if to give the impression that she was being taken. It wasn’t hard, Andrew was a pretty good kisser, Kris felt her mouth open more, on its own accord, and now their tongues were touching, dancing. In an real contest Kris would have held this back for a later round, but tonight, with just two of them competing, every kiss was do or die.

Kris let herself go, forgetting the surroundings, forgetting Patricia, thinking only of Andrew, this was the way, and she felt Andrew respond to her release, that combination of relaxation and excitement. Kris lost track of time, it was a great kiss, and just when she felt it was at a peak she slowly broke off, knowing that would leave Andrew wanting more.

Andrew stared into her eyes and whispered, “Wow.”

Kris smiled. “That was just the beginning,” she said.

“Okay, okay,” said Patricia, impatiently. “No flirting. Just kissing.” She pulled Andrew around to face her. “Get ready, big boy.”

Before Andrew could respond, Patricia was on him. Her approach was just the opposite of Kris’s. Patricia practically mauled Andrew with her mouth, her tongue darting out, her arms around him in a tight embrace. Kris was almost disgusted watching, but had to admit Patricia was good at her game. She was kissing Andrew as she would be if they were having passionate sex, a deep, full kiss, a kiss of ecstasy. Patricia moaned, and Kris thought if Patricia was faking it she was very convincing, maybe she was even turned on. Unfortunately Andrew was responding, after a brief initial hesitation at Patricia’s onslaught he was fully into it. Patricia’s tongue was all over Andrew’s lips, darting in his mouth. Suddenly Patricia jerked away, leaving Andrew was gasping.

Andrew couldn’t even speak, he just lay his head back on the sofa, staring at the ceiling. “I’m in heaven,” he finally said.

“Who won?” demanded Patricia.

Andrew looked at Patricia, and Kris held her breath. After a long moment Andrew turned his eyes to her. “You are both amazing,” he said. “But you are so different, it’s hard to compare. I think I need another round.” He smiled, clearly happy with himself.

Kris readied herself. It would be hard to top Patricia, she couldn’t compete on her terms. She’d have to try something else.

She waited as long as she could, holding Andrew’s eye, trying to get his mind off of Patricia. Then Kris leaned in to Andrew, but instead of kissing him, kept her lips just short of his, a whisper away. Andrew involuntarily leaned forward, but each time he did, Kris pulled back, letting their lips just graze, trying to build Andrew’s desire. She knew that men loved a conquest even more than scoring some loose slut, she had learned this lesson the hard way, when she had a few times thrown herself at guys, and after they had fucked her they didn’t give her the time of day. It was the men she had kept waiting who had lusted after her, who had stayed around.

She continued to tease Andrew with the edges of her lips, only grazing his when she sensed he was getting really frustrated, and she found she was enjoying this, forgetting the contest, this felt good. Andrew was pursuing her, now it was he who grabbed the back of her head, pulling her forward, into him. For an instant, Kris resisted, knowing this would turn him on, and then she fell into him, surrendering to the kiss and to him, almost melting, her mouth opening, accepting Andrew’s tongue as it pushed into her mouth. 

Kris could feel herself become aroused, she loved kissing, and if Patricia hadn’t been there who knew what might happen, she might be grabbing for Andrew’s cock. Instead she let herself fall toward Andrew, like he was pulling her, and she guided Andrew’s hand onto her hip, and then, as if it was he who was doing it, Kris slipped her leg over Andrew and in one smooth motion was sitting on his lap, never breaking the kiss, and now it was Kris who moaned, and she wasn’t faking anything.

Kris felt Andrew stiffen beneath her, his cock growing hard, and she subtly ground into him, only wishing that her skirt had been hiked up, now not only wanting to win the contest, but to make Andrew feel good, to make herself feel good. She shifted her hips and squeezed her legs around his thighs, hoping Andrew could sense her excitement.

Kris loved turning a man on, it was such a rush. I could almost come doing this, she thought. 

Once again, when Kris felt Andrew was near a peak, when if they had been alone he would have grabbed her breast, or lifted her skirt, when he would have wanted, needed, to go to the next level—that’s when Kris pulled back, slowly, reluctantly. But she didn’t get off Andrew’s lap, and gave her thighs one last squeeze, as if to say I want you in me.

Kris finally slid off Andrew’s lap, slowly, as if they had been glued together, and she was very pleased to see that his eyes followed her, he seemed to have forgotten Patricia.

Kris glanced at Patricia and saw that she was livid, her face red, her eyes on fire. 

“Playing a little dirty, aren’t we?” she spat.

“Who me?” asked Kris, innocently. 

“Two can play that game,” said Patricia, and she grabbed Andrew to turn him around.

“Give him a minute,” said Kris. “No taking advantage of my glow.”

Patricia glared at Kris. “I told you, I don’t take seconds. I don’t need your help.”

Andrew looked from Patricia to Kris, wondering what was going on, the mood from his kiss with Kris instantly broken.

Patricia smiled. “Whenever you are ready, Andrew.”

Andrew took one last look at Kris, and with an apologetic shrug, leaned over toward Patricia.

Once again Patricia was all over him, assaulting him with her mouth, moaning. If Kris hadn’t been watching them she would have sworn she was hearing a porn video soundtrack, Patricia sounded like she was going to have an orgasm. And yet nothing about it sounded fake, Patricia sounded like she really was excited, maybe from Andrew, maybe because she wanted to beat Kris, maybe because she was a little drunk. Kris could see Andrew hesitate, he probably had never been attacked like this before, especially by a woman as beautiful as Patricia. But his body responded, and he was leaning into her, his tongue thrashing against hers. 

Patricia fell back on the couch, pulling Andrew on top of her, letting him smash against her full breasts, Patricia’s legs opening to embrace him, using her thighs to pull him forward, her body screaming for Andrew to mount her. Kris watched with dismay, how could she ever have hoped to compete against this? Patricia was invoking her inner slut, unleashing all her sexuality. Kris’s only chance would be that Andrew would be turned off.

Instead, Andrew ground his hips into Patricia, and even before Patricia guided Andrew’s hand to her breast, Kris’s hope faded. That should be against the rules. I can’t compete against her tits. 

Andrew was grasping at Patricia’s breasts, and to seal the deal, Patricia spread her legs wide and yanked up her skirt, and now Andrew’s very visible hard on was pushing against Patricia’s thin panties. Patricia moaned and wrapped her legs around him, pulling him down onto her, grinding her pussy against Andrew’s cock.

Kris turned away, knowing she had lost.

Kris tried to tune out the moaning and grappling on the couch next to her. When she could take it no longer, she got up and went into the bathroom. She stared at herself in the mirror. The excitement of the game over, she was really tired. The adrenaline and the dopamine and all the booze had taken its toll. Suddenly she could barely stand up, she was so beat. Her weariness kept the enormity of her loss from registering, otherwise she might have broken down in tears.

She returned to the living room, pulling herself together, drawing on her inner strength, resolved to not be a sore loser in front of Andrew. One look at his sheepish face told her she had been right, Patricia had won again. So that Andrew wouldn’t have to be embarrassed by saying it himself, Kris said, “I concede. I can’t win against those tits.”

“I won fair and square,” said Patricia, harshly. “My tits had nothing to do with it. Tell her, Andrew.”

“Let it go,” said Kris. “I said you won, didn’t I?”

Andrew looked uncomfortable. “Uh, what exactly does the winner get for a prize?”

“We didn’t talk about that beforehand,” said Patricia. “So I guess I get to choose.” 

Patricia’s look told Kris that she had sex with Andrew in mind as the prize. It was obvious that he was still pretty turned on, but the tension between the two women was affecting him. Patricia, for her part, looked triumphant, but like Kris, also a little tired. And she had had a lot to drink. . .

Kris grasped at one last hope. “I want to toast the winner,” she said. “As a sign of my acceptance of the decision.”

“All we have is scotch,” said Patricia, “remember?”

“I know. But you won, so we drink your drink.” Kris went to the cabinet and got out the bottle of scotch, pouring three hefty shots.

“I don’t think I can take another drink,” said Andrew. “I’ll pass out.”

“Me too, probably,” admitted Kris. “But a win deserves a drink.” She handed out the glasses and said, “To the winner.” To set the tone, she downed her drink in one gulp, her face cringing on the scotch.

Patricia gave her a contemptuous toast and smoothly emptied her glass. Andrew struggled to finish his. 

“One more?” said Kris, holding up the bottle.

“All the games are over,” said Patricia. “You can’t win.”

“Not at this,” said Kris, knowing Patricia was right, at least when it came to games. “But are you going to make me drink alone? How about a little solace for my loss?”

Patricia stared at her suspiciously. “I have to go to the bathroom first,” she said.

“Sure.” 

Patricia got up, giving Kris a look, as if to say, Don’t touch Andrew. And then she slipped into her bedroom.

“I can’t believe how tired I am,” said Kris, plopping down on the loveseat, hoping that Patricia would do what she had done, taking a little time in the bathroom to drink some water. She suspected Patricia would also freshen up for Andrew, maybe brush her teeth, getting ready to seduce him.

“Me too,” said Andrew. 

“Why don’t you close your eyes for a while? It’s really late.”

Andrew glanced at Patricia’s bedroom. “I don’t want to be rude.”

“Hey, I’m going to do it too. We have to get some sleep sometime. Did Patricia tell you she has to fly to London early tomorrow—early this morning?”

“She does?”

“Really. I feel badly now that we’re keeping her up. I bet she won’t be able to sleep on the plane, and she has an important dinner meeting tomorrow night, she better be fresh for it or her boss will kill her.” 

“I’d feel terrible about that.” 

Kris didn’t reply but closed her eyes. She hoped it was like yawning, something Andrew would subconsciously respond to. After a minute she opened them a slit to check on Andrew. His head was back, his mouth open, he had crashed. Kris snapped her eyes shut and tried to hide her smile as Patricia came back into the room.

Kris awoke, groggy. Her neck ached, she was laying awkwardly on the loveseat. She must have fallen asleep. 

Andrew was in the same position she had last seen him, in the middle of the couch, his head back against the cushion, his mouth slightly open, his body totally relaxed. Patricia was sprawled half across him, her arm on his crotch. Kris thought for a minute that Patricia had claimed her prize, but they were both still totally dressed. And besides, Patricia would have taken Andrew back to her room, wouldn’t she? Although nothing about Patricia would have surprised Kris when it came to this need to steal her men; if Andrew and Kris had been awake, Patricia might have fucked Andrew right there just to rub it in her face.

Kris dug her phone out to check the time. They had slept most of the night away. The booze. . .Kris didn’t feel as hungover as she thought she would, all the water she had drunk had probably helped. She got up, went in the kitchen, and filled another glass at the sink. She noticed the muffins she had brought, still on the counter, but couldn’t make herself eat just then. 

Kris leaned on the doorway, looking at Patricia and Andrew on the sofa. Andrew looked cute even while sleeping. Poor guy, she thought. We got him all worked up last night and then left him with blue balls. She remembered how well he had kissed, and how hard his cock had felt against her; they had definitely turned him on. I’m the one who turned him on, she thought, even before Patricia had let him feel her up.

If it wasn’t for Patricia, Kris could have slept with Andrew. Kris didn’t think Andrew was her type long term, he was actually more Brin’s type. Polite, cute, a little on the reserved side. But Kris would have slept with him, it would have been fun, and would also have made her feel that she hadn’t lost yet again to Patricia. Kris had been right earlier, Patricia was no true friend, she was, deep down inside, a bitch who took out her insecurities on those around her. She’d use Andrew and spit him out. If Kris had slept with him she would have done it because she liked Andrew well enough, she’d want to make him feel good, and she’d make it clear to him where she stood, she’d be honest. Patricia would lie to his face.

Well, at least Patricia wouldn’t get him, she had a plane to catch. Which she could certainly miss if she didn’t wake up soon. Serves her right. Putting me down, stealing Andrew, that would be a good punishment. Maybe she’d get in trouble with her boss, or even fired.

Let her sleep.

Kris turned away, catching sight of Brin’s closed door. It gave her pause. What would Brin do in this situation? She’d certainly wake Patricia up. And if it had been anyone else but Patricia, so would Kris. She’d never let anyone risk their job because they had been out drinking together. It just wasn’t the right thing to do.

Sighing, Kris walked over and, not as gently as she might have with someone else, shook Patricia awake.

Patricia awoke with a start. Kris held her phone up so Patricia could see the time.

Patricia groaned as her situation dawned on her. “Shit. I gotta go. Why did you let me sleep?” She pulled herself off of Andrew.

“Hey, I fell asleep too. I just woke up,” said Kris, a little hot. Patricia just wouldn’t give her a break. “I could have let you sleep.”

Patricia looked at her suspiciously, then slowly nodded and said, “Thanks,”  although not like she really meant it. She limped into her room.

Kris fell back on the loveseat, getting in a more comfortable position. She was oddly wide awake. She could hear the sound of the shower running in Patricia’s room, and then some hurried packing, interspersed with some swearing.

When Patricia came out, Kris closed her eyes and pretended she was asleep. She didn’t want to deal with Patricia just then. Kris sensed Patricia looking at her, or her and Andrew, maybe wondering what to say. Then came the sound of the outer door, and silence.

Kris got up, got her toiletries and some clothes from her luggage in the corner, and slipped into Patricia’s room to use her bathroom. In the mirror, Kris looked exactly like someone who had a little too much to drink and fell asleep on a loveseat. She thought briefly of taking a shower, but didn’t want Andrew to feel odd about being alone when he woke up. So she washed her face, brushed her teeth, and was changing into a long tee shirt when she heard Andrew call out softly from the other room, “Anyone here?”

“I’m in the bathroom,” replied Kris, opening the door a crack. Andrew was peering into Patricia’s bedroom. “You need to use it?”

“Uh, yeah, sorry.”

“No problem, we didn’t give you any chance last night.” Kris glanced down, decided the long sleep tee covered enough of her to be decent, and came out of the bathroom. “It’s all yours.”

“Thanks.” Andrew rushed into the bathroom and closed the door.

Kris smiled and sat on Patricia’s bed to wait. She gave the room a good look. It fit Patricia. A lot of expensive stuff visible. Shoes, silver knickknacks, nicely framed photos. Chic pillows. Even the duvet on which Kris sat screamed money. Patricia wasn’t rich, but she wanted everyone to think she was.

When Andrew emerged he looked relieved. He also looked like he had tried to comb his hair and clean up. He’d taken off his tie.

“I borrowed some toothpaste,” he said, then hastily added, “But not the toothbrush.”

“After all the kissing we did last night, I don’t think sharing a toothbrush would be an issue,” said Kris, laughing.

“I guess not,” said Andrew. “That was pretty wild.”

Kris remembered the first kiss with him, her lips tingling. “And pretty nice.”

“That too.” Andrew hesitated. “Uh, about the contest, about—”

“Picking Patricia? I’m not mad at you, if that’s what you are thinking.” She saw Andrew look around and she added, “Don’t worry, she’s gone.”

“I didn’t really pick her,” said Andrew. “She just said she won. So did you.”

“She wasn’t really playing fair,” said Kris. “But you are right, I conceded.”

“I think if it had just been the kissing, you know. . .”

“You would have picked me?” teased Kris. “You are a lousy liar.”

Andrew shifted his feet. “I just got kind of excited, you know, when Patricia. . .”

“Maybe if we had kept going, and I had the chance to do what she was doing, it might have been a more even contest,” said Kris.

Andrew looked up, curious. “What do you mean?”

Kris was feeling adventurous. And she did feel badly about how they had left Andrew. “Come sit over here with me and I’ll explain it better.”

Andrew approached warily and sat down on the bed, glancing at the living room. 

Kris got up and closed the bedroom door. “We shouldn’t talk so loud, I’d hate to wake Brin, she likes to sleep late on weekends.” She sat next to Andrew on the bed. “I feel badly for how we got you all excited last night, and then. . .”

“It’s okay,” said Andrew. “It was still one of the most amazing experiences I’ve ever had.”

Kris put her hand on Andrew’s knee. “What we were just talking about, I was wondering. . .”

“If we had just kept the contest to kissing?”

“Well, more about if I had another chance, after Patricia had kind of changed the rules.”

Andrew’s eyes widened, and before he could say anything, Kris leaned in for a kiss, not the kind of mouth attack that Patricia had used, but the kind of dreamy kiss she would give a man who she had woken up with, a man who she had been intimate with. Andrew barely hesitated and kissed her back. An easy, kind kiss, no longer a kiss driven by alcohol and the thrill of a contest.

Kris gently pushed Andrew onto his back, the smooth duvet whispering underneath, her lips following him. After a long moment, Kris whispered, “You are a very good kisser.”

“You are too,” said Andrew. “I wasn’t lying.”

“I know,” said Kris. She kissed him again, and this time, instead of breaking free when she sensed Andrew had reached another level, she guided his hand under her tee, along her thigh. Not onto her breasts; she didn’t want Andrew to be thinking of how small hers were compared to Patricia’s. But Andrew must have noticed her legs. . .

Andrew obviously had, because he gripped her thighs, his hands strong, stronger than Kris had expected. Kris shifted to make it clear to him that she wanted him, she wanted him to touch her, wherever he wanted. All the kissing from last night, and now, being alone with Andrew, had affected her too, she was already getting wet.

Andrew dragged his fingers across her pussy and she moaned, pushing into his fingers. His hand slipped under her panties and down, through her soft pubic hair, and Kris spread her legs slightly, and then Andrew’s hand was on her clit. Kris could feel her wetness, and she thrust her hips forward, her pussy grasping at Andrew’s fingers, and he was in her, so easy, her juices already flowing.

Kris reached down, her fingers grasping Andrew’s cock, stiff, pushing against his pants. “No fair,” she said. “You have all these clothes on.” She slid down the bed, unbuckling him quickly, pulling down his pants, yanking off his shoes. She moved the bulky duvet aside, then rolled Andrew on his side, laughing, to get him onto the sheet.

“One sec,” said Kris, after kissing Andrew again. She leaned over him and pulled open the nightstand drawer, and as she expected, found Patricia’s stash of condoms.

“Don’t go away,” she joked, turning toward the foot of the bed. She ripped open the condom wrapper, and as she was putting it on Andrew she felt his lips on reaching for her pussy. It felt wonderful, but wasn’t what she wanted just then. She turned around, pulling off her panties, and in one movement was sitting astride him. “Now,” said Kris, “let’s see how I would have done in the next round.” 

Kris put her hands on Andrew’s shoulders and lifted herself up, poised over Andrew’s cock, letting it graze her clit, teasing him, teasing herself. Exactly like the kiss she had given him the night before. Giving him just enough, making him want more, making him lean in, lean forward, lift his hips. . .

She held out as long as she could, she wanted Andrew to want her, but she wanted it too, she was ready, more than ready, and when he next thrust forward she dropped herself down on him, her mouth on his, his cock ramming into her, and even though she was soaked she still felt herself forced open, that wonderful feeling of initial fullness, almost a rupture. And then she was fucking him, and he was fucking her, their hips moving in unison, their mouths locked. 

Kris loved this, being on top, being taken, but doing the taking. In it together, doing it together, but with a sense of being in control, in charge. She broke the kiss and straightened up, balancing on her strong legs and using her hands to push against his chest, moving faster and faster, shifting her body to get his cock right there, up against her clit, back and forth, back and forth. . .

This was the fastest way she could come, and that’s what she wanted now, that’s what she needed, it wasn’t only Andrew who was worked up from last night. Everything had contributed to this, her getting dressed up, her looking good and knowing it, looking sexy, feeling sexy, feeling men’s eyes on her, wanting her, no longer caring about Patricia and her deviousness and her big tits, only about feeling good as a woman, and yes, winning the man, getting him excited, feeling him grow stiff beneath her, feeling his hard cock in her.

Her eyes were open, she liked watching the man she was fucking, seeing his breathing quicken, his nostrils flare, like a stallion, being used as a stud, not caring, he wanted this too. Then she felt it coming, strong, so wet, sometimes when she was in this position and really turned on she could even gush, squirt some of her pent up juices. . .

And she did, her eyes fluttering, feeling the power of her wetness, flooding out, her face flushing hot as her orgasm consumed her, her heart beating against her chest, wild, riding him, cumming on him.

Her strong, powerful thrusts had overwhelmed and beat out even Andrew’s excitement, she had made it happen, and now, almost spent, she collapsed on him, her face in his neck, kissing him, her way of thanking him for allowing her to have her way with him, to get her own pleasure. His cock was still moving, but Kris knew she was so wet now that he couldn’t have any friction, and so she pulled off, reaching for him at the same time, grabbing his cock as he slid out. She pivoted on his chest so she could have both hands on him, and she deftly removed the condom, all while continuing to stroke him, not wanting him to miss a beat, he deserved his as well.

Kris kissed the top of his cock, tasting a little of his precum, and then mouthed him. His balls were wet with her juices, she had really let loose, the bed was soaked too. She used her tongue around the head of his cock, still moving her hand up and down the shaft, and again felt Andrew reach for her with his mouth, but she pulled herself away, she was too wet. And she wanted this to be for him.

“Just relax,” she whispered, knowing that was impossible, not just for him, but for her, even though she had already come she was still excited, she loved getting a man this aroused, making him lose control. . .

She felt Andrew’s cock spasm and let go her mouth, she wanted to see it happen, to see the proof of her femininity, of his desire. Andrew cried out, the slit on his cock spread, and his first spurt shot so high and far it hit the duvet at the foot of the bed, and so did the second and the third, each shot thick and full, leaving an erotic trail of her success. Andrew’s cock quivered, still shooting, so much, all the buildup from the night before finally released. 

As his ejaculations finally subsided, Kris wrapped her mouth around his cock, catching the last of him, milking him, accepting him, swallowing him.

With her mouth still on him, Kris smiled, feeling good. Feeling strong.

She finally let him go and lay next to him. “You can say it now.”

Andrew lay dazed, staring at the ceiling. “You won.”

“Really? Wouldn’t you have to give Patricia her turn?”

Andrew kissed her on the forehead. “No. It was a knockout.” He smiled. “You could claim the prize.”

“I already did.” 

And in more ways than one, she thought. I just had really good sex. And so did he. And best of all, Patricia would never touch Andrew now. As Patricia had always said, she didn’t take seconds.

Kris had finally won.

She thought about that, knew it was maybe a little superficial, but it didn’t bother her. If she wanted to feel good about it, that was just fine, nothing wrong with enjoying this. No one had gotten hurt here, certainly not Patricia, who only wanted Andrew to show up Kris. And not Andrew, he was certainly feeling pretty good. And Brin. . .

At the reunion, Andrew had been looking at Brin first, Kris was sure of it. But Brin wasn’t the one to try to compete for a guy. Even though. . .

“Andrew?” said Kris gently. “This may sound kind of weird, given what we just did, but . . .”

“I know what you are going to say,” he prompted. “It was fun, but we aren’t a long term thing, I shouldn’t get any thoughts about doing this again.”

Kris laughed. “Well, yes, but that’s kind of what the guy usually says.” 

“I don’t think guys you sleep with usually say that.”

Kris leaned on her elbow so she could look at him. “You are very sweet. And very considerate. So since we seem to be thinking alike, will you answer something truthfully? And I promise I won’t be upset.”

“Right now, after what we did, you could get me to do anything.”

“Okay. When we were at the dinner? I thought I saw you checking Brin out. Before I even spoke to you.”

Andrew shrugged. “Guilty. She’s—cute. And even though I didn’t talk to her that much, I really liked her. She seems great.”

“I think so too. And though I’m biased because she’s such a good friend, she’s an amazing woman. I think you two would get along great.”

“What do you mean?”

Kris slapped him playfully on the chest. “You know what I mean. You saw Brin with me and Patricia, and you only had eyes for Brin. This thing between me and Patricia got in the way. Otherwise you might be lying here with Brin right now.” She paused. “Well, maybe not right now, things take a little longer with Brin. But you could easily have ended up with her.”

“Why didn’t she say anything? Or stay up with us last night?”

“It’s like she said, it’s not her. And I get the sense you don’t do that kind of thing often, we kind of roped you into it.”

“I didn’t take much convincing,” said Andrew.

“You’re a guy. In that respect, Patricia and I were both cheating. Brin never would have.”

Andrew looked thoughtful. “Well, what’s done is done.”

“Not necessarily. This could be—our little secret.”

“Really?” Andrew sounded doubtful.

“Sure,” said Kris, becoming more convinced of it herself. “I don’t live anywhere near here or near you. There’s no reason you can’t get to know Brin. Talk to her on the phone. Go slow. She’ll love it. She’ll love you.”

“But. . .”

“Think about it. In the meantime, get dressed and get yourself out into the living room.” Kris got up, her new plan driving her, urging Andrew on. “Lay down on the couch, grab that blanket that’s on the chair, that’s what Brin had left for me to use.”

“What about you?”

“I’ll clean up in here, take a shower, and we can say I used Patricia’s bed after she left.” She laughed. “Which is actually the truth, if you think about it.”

“I wouldn’t want to lie to Brin,” said Andrew.

“I know. And maybe if things work out with you two, you can tell her, or choose not to. It will be up to you. But for today, just don’t mention it, okay?”

Andrew nodded. “Uh, man, this sounds weird, asking you about Brin after we just had sex. What does she like?”

“You should find out for yourself. But I’ll tell you one little thing. I remember one time, back in college, all the girls were talking about their romantic fantasies, you know, girl stuff, the sexy stranger, a midnight tryst, sex on the beach. You know what Brin’s idea was? She wanted to have a man surprise her with something romantic, something simple. Like breakfast in bed.”

Andrew thought about it. “That’s not the kind of fantasy I thought women had.”

“That’s the kind Brin has.”

“I could like someone like that.”

“I guessed right. And just so you know, there are fresh muffins in the kitchen.”

Andrew smiled. “Hmm.”

“And she likes tea instead of coffee.” Kris guided Andrew to the door. “Quick, before she wakes up.”

Andrew turned to her. “Kris? You’re an amazing woman.”

Kris kissed him on the cheek. “Thank you. Sometimes, I think so too. Now get.”

Kris closed the door and leaned against it, smiling, feeling as good about this as she had with the sex. No, this was actually better.

She looked around the room. The bed was a mess. There was a huge wet spot on the sheets, and Kris couldn’t keep from giggling. Boy, if Patricia found that. . .it would dry, but the marks would be obvious.

Kris went to the bed, pulling at the duvet, her eyes drawn to the thick round globs of cum that Andrew had shot. She really had turned him on, the proof of it was right there. That would leave quite a stain, sure evidence of their sex. 

Kris started for the bathroom, thinking she’d get a wet washcloth, clean up the bed. But then she stopped, smiling. Fuck it. This was better than Patricia suspecting, better even than Kris dropping a hint, or coming right out and telling Patricia she had slept with Andrew. The wet spot on the sheets and the stains on the duvet would be like a neon sign, beckoning Patricia, taunting her.

Patricia would realize what had happened, but would never tell Brin, because that would mean she’d have to admit she lost Andrew to Kris, that she lost the kissing contest. Even if Andrew and Brin ended up together, Patricia could never say anything.

And Patricia would never touch Andrew. She always insisted she didn’t take seconds, she would never dream of taking thirds. Brin and Andrew would be safe.

Kris left the bed as it was. She took a shower, taking her time, she had a few hours before her flight, and she wanted to give Andrew a chance to make his move with Brin.

When Kris was done she peeked out into the living room. No one there. The door to Brin’s bedroom was cracked open, and she could hear a murmur of voices. Kris smiled.

She dashed into the living room to retrieve the rest of her luggage. In Patricia’s room she changed and packed. Something was missing. . .

Her new Louboutin shoes. Brin had been wearing them. Kris went back to the living room, and now noticed they were outside Brin’s door. Brin, always thoughtful, remembering. She must have left them there before going to bed the night before.

Kris started to pick them up, then stopped. They really had looked great on Brin. 

The shoes had made Kris feel good when she had tried them on, as new shoes always did. But Kris hadn’t needed them last night to feel good, to feel confident, to feel powerful. It wasn’t the shoes, it was her attitude. 

In the kitchen she had noticed a notepad by the phone. She scribbled a note, tore off the page, and tiptoed to Brin’s door, not wanting to disturb whatever was going on inside the bedroom. Knowing Brin, they were just talking, but still.

She left the note next to the shoes. It read:

Andrew first noticed you, in these, and thought you looked great. So do I. Feel good when you wear them, they are yours!

As Kris walked to the door, she realized she herself would never need an expensive pair of shoes ever again to get out of a funk, to feel better. To feel powerful.

To be powerful.

~  ~  ~  ~  ~


REVERSING ROLES

A POWERFUL WOMAN REVENGE STORY

by

Blaise Quin


“Kathie, where the hell are you? Get in here!” roared Pierce. 

Kathie rolled her eyes but hastened to comply. She’d only had this job one month, but already had learned that when Mr. Michaels didn’t use the intercom and just screamed from his office, he was in an even worse mood than usual.

Kathie wasn’t actually Mr. Michaels’ secretary—his regular secretary, Melinda, was on maternity leave, something else that pissed him off. “Can’t see why they get automatic leave,” he had said. “It’s not like the work stops.” So Kathie, even though a senior manager, had to not only do her own job, but be his personal assistant as well. Not that she had anything against secretaries, they had tough jobs. But Kathie had her own work to do, and Mr. Michaels didn’t cut her any slack on that.

Kathie waited in the doorway. Mr. Michaels was leaning forward on his thick leather chair—which she knew had been raised to the highest level to hide the fact that he was quite short—as if he had been waiting for an hour for her instead of a few seconds. Michaels had what Kathie suspected was his idea of a tough look on his face, his thin jaw set, his eyes squinty. Instead of appearing tough he looked like a little kid trying to not cry. That is, if a little kid would be getting hair implants, something else Kathie knew, because she had seen the bill in his inbox.

“Get me what’s her name, that new blonde,” Michaels ordered.

“You mean Lynn?” 

Mr. Michaels waved his hand dismissively, “Whatever.” 

“Anything else?” she asked.

Michaels squinted so hard that his eyes almost closed. “If was something else, I’d tell you.”

He was an asshole, but Kathie reddened anyway. He treated her like shit, but she needed the job. She quickly turned away and went to her desk.

He could have just picked up the phone and called her, thought Kathie. He just wanted to boss me around. Little Napoleon-complex prick.

She started to pick up the phone to call Lynn, one of the newly appointed Vice Presidents who had an office on another floor. Thought better of it, she’d go in person, it would get her away from Mr. Michaels, so he couldn’t make her do something else.

Just as she was about to head downstairs, the phone rang on Melinda’s desk. Kathie picked it up. “Kathie Green, Melissa’s line.” 

“Oh, hi Ms. Green, this is actually Melissa.”

Kathie had never actually met Melissa, who had started her maternity leave before Kathie was hired. “Hi, Melissa, congratulations on your baby. A girl, right?”

“Yes, thank you. I know who you are, I handled your paperwork with HR. I hope the job is going okay for you.” There was a pause. “Uh, just wondering, why are you answering my phone? I was expecting to get the temp.”

“There is no temp,” explained Kathie. “I’m kind of filling in for you.”

“That’s—you are a senior manager. You can’t be doing my job and yours.”

Kathie laughed. “I doubt I could do your job. I’m just trying to keep Mr. Michaels happy.”

Melissa’s voice grew secretive. “Let me warn you, that’s just about impossible.”

“I already figured that out. What can I do for you?”

“I just wanted to see how things were going, if the temp needed any help. I’d hate to have to come back to chaos.”

“Well, I doubt things will get done anywhere near as well as if you were here, but, well, actually, Mr. Michaels hasn’t asked for much. Not yet, anyway.”

Melissa sounded relieved. “Probably because I mostly handle personal stuff for him, and he doesn’t want to share it with you. That’s why he didn’t get a temp, I bet. Besides, if he bossed her around, the temp agency would just pull her out and send him someone terrible.” She paused. “Still, if things get backed up. . .”

“I’ll take care of it,” promised Kathie. “Plus, there is a temp in my department, she can help too. We’ll hold the fort until you get back. You have enough to do with the baby.”

“Wow, thanks. I’ll make it up to you.”

“No need, believe me.” Kathie wished someone had helped her along on her first job, and she wanted to help Melissa out, she sounded nice.

“One last thing,” asked Melissa, tentatively. “What does your temp look like?”

“Look like?”

“Never, mind, I shouldn’t have asked. You’ll find out soon enough.”

Kathie frowned. Maybe Melissa didn’t want to share something with her, since they didn’t really know each other, and Kathie was technically an executive. “Okay, bye then.”

“Bye. And Ms. Green? Thank you. I mean it.”

Kathie hung up and shrugged. Why would it matter what the temp looked like? She headed for Lynn’s office, detouring toward the break room. Since this was the executive floor, there was a high end coffee machine here; she’d pick up a good coffee for Lynn, it wouldn’t hurt to make a good impression on her. Kathie had only seen Lynn a few times around the office, and when she had been introduced to the managers in a big meeting. Lynn was smart, quick witted, and beautiful, and like many other attractive businesswomen Kathie had worked with, Lynn didn’t flaunt her good looks, she actually toned them down. Kathie herself wasn’t bad looking, above average she’d been told, but a little flat chested. She dressed very conservatively, tending toward pant suits. The company was almost all men, she wanted to fit in, not appear too different. Stupid, maybe, but that’s the way it was.

In the break room, two male executives were seated in the corner, having coffee. They gave her the once over as she came in, and she was about to say hello, but they went back to their conversation. The coffee maker was empty, so Kathie tried to figure out how to refill the complicated machine. Neither of the execs moved to help her. After a minute she got it decoded and as she was making the coffees, she couldn’t help but overhear the conversation in the corner.

“That new VP, Lynn, she’s got a set on her,” said one of the men. 

“Nice ass, too,” said the other. “I wonder if she’s a natural blonde?”

“I know one way to find out.”

Both men laughed. They were talking as if Kathie wasn’t there. She wondered if they had talked about her that way, or would after she left. On the other hand, she didn’t have big tits, and while she thought her ass was okay, she wouldn’t want it to be talked about by two creeps like this. She thought about saying something, she should have, but it would be her word against theirs. Maybe she’d report it. But that would be hard to do, she had just started working there, she didn’t want to get a reputation as a troublemaker. Maybe these were the two company sexist jerks.

Kathie finished getting the coffees and left without looking at the men, who were still talking about Lynn. By the time she got to Lynn’s office she was livid, feeling helpless. She wondered if she should tell Lynn. She decided no, she wouldn’t want to sound like a gossip, or worse, that she was making it up to get in Lynn’s good graces.

Lynn was at her desk and Kathie knocked on the open door. Keeping her voice flat and businesslike, she said,  “I bring coffee, and a request from Mr. Michaels to go to his office.”

“You’re Kathie Green, aren’t you?” said Lynn, accepting the coffee. “Thanks.”

“Yes, I’m pretty new, I’m the manager of Marketing for International.”

“We may be working together at some point. I just found out they are going to give me a part of International.”

This was the first time Kathie had seen Lynn up close. She really was beautiful, with sparkling blue eyes and wonderful, and fully natural, blond hair. Lynn wore a nicely tailored suit, her jacket on, even in the office. Kathie thought of the comment made by the men in the break room and couldn’t help but glance at Lynn’s chest. She was certainly well endowed, and Kathie wondered if Lynn wore the jacket to deflect attention away from her breasts, so she’d appear more professional. Not that a woman with breasts couldn’t be professional, but that was the way some men seemed to think. Lynn’s skirt was nice but not too short, no pleats, dark, very corporate.

“Since you brought coffee and came to me in person, I assume that Mr. Michaels was making more of a demand than a request,” said Lynn.

“Well, it was a little direct.”

Lynn shrugged. “He’s the divisional President. He’s the boss.”

“He doesn’t have to be so directorial about it,” said Kathie, immediately sorry she had spoken. “I mean—.”

Lynn smiled. “Don’t worry about it. It’s a power thing. Some people have the title and still think they need to add something extra to get respect. And it’s not just a man thing, women do it too. Although not as much.” She took a sip of her coffee. “Definitely better coffee than what we get down here. Come on, let’s go see what he wants.”

As they walked to the stairway, Kathie chatted with Lynn and found her to be very personable and accessible. This is what I want to be like when I’m a VP, Kathie thought. 

Kathie led the way into Mr. Michaels’ office and announced, “Lynn Seymore is here.” She turned to go.

“About time,” grumbled Mr. Michaels, who looked like he hadn’t moved a muscle since Kathie had left him. “Don’t go, I need you in here too.”

Kathie was a little surprised. She and Lynn sat in the two diminutive chairs in front of Mr. Michaels’ desk.

Without any preamble, Michaels said, “We have a meeting tomorrow with the President of Meltex, a company we are negotiating to buy.” Michaels frowned. “That’s confidential, by the way, so don’t go do any gossiping about it to your girlfriends at the hairdresser.” Michaels picked up a letter opener in the shape of a sword and pointed it at Lynn as he spoke. “Meltex has a big international component, so that will give me an excuse to have you there. Not that I need you, if it were up to me you wouldn’t be here, either one of you.”

Lynn stared at him. “What do you mean by that?”

“You know very well what I mean.” 

Her voice very level, Lynn said, “No, I don’t. You’re the President, if you don’t want us here, then why are we?”

“Because even I have a boss,” said Michaels. “Corporate. They shoved both of you down my throat. Said we didn’t have enough diversity.” He said the word like it made his mouth hurt. 

“I did not get to where I am due to any quota,” said Lynn.

“Neither did I,” said Kathie.

“Whatever,” said Michaels. “And now that we know where we stand, I’m going to take advantage of whatever tools I have. I want to get the Meltrex guy off balance, so he can’t concentrate on the negotiation. Lynn, I want you to wear something a little more revealing to the meeting. Lose that jacket. And wear a shorter skirt and higher heels. And you,” he pointed his thin shaft letter opener at Kathie, frowning. “You don’t have much to work with. Just don’t wear anything revealing, and stay in the back of the room. I need someone to take notes quietly, in case he let’s anything slip. I’ll get him to agree to use the notes as the basis for the terms.”

Kathie was stunned, her mouth frozen open. Lynn simply stared at Michaels and said, “You can’t be serious.”

“What’s the matter? Wasn’t I clear enough for you? I’m sure you are at least smart enough to understand my plan.”

Lynn held Michaels’ eye until he looked away. “That will be all,” he said.

Lynn got up to leave and Kathie followed. Safely outside the door, Kathie said, “I don’t believe what I just heard.”

“I was afraid of something like this,” said Lynn. “I wondered why Michaels was so cool to me in the job interview.”

“You don’t believe him, do you? That we were hired just because we are women?”

“No. I know the woman who hired me, we went to business school together. Sue Miles, the Group VP. We worked together at another company. She’s tough as nails, and a great leader. She likes profit more than diversity, although I’m sure she doesn’t mind diversity.”

“Do you think she knows about Mr. Michaels’—attitude?”

Lynn shrugged. “Acceptance of women in business is getting better, but there will always be guys like Michaels. Until they get taught a lesson, or drummed out.”

“He might not respect your friend Sue very much either. Maybe he thinks she slept her way to the top.”

Lynn laughed. “It would be hard for her to do that in this company. She’s a lesbian, and she’s made no secret of it.”

“Should we say anything?” asked Kathie. She was thinking about the men in the break room.

“That might be what Michaels wants. We have no proof, our word against his. He might actually hope that the company just pays us some money to go away, and get out of his hair. Besides, he’ll get his, someday.”

Kathie knew she’d like to see that.

The meeting with Meltex was a disaster. Lynn had suggested that Kathie wear a skirt and blouse, and though Kathie was a little unsure, did as Lynn asked. Lynn had been the first to arrive at the meeting, and told Kathie to sit at the main table, not in the back of the room. Lynn herself had worn another relatively conservative blue suit, with a loose jacket; her breasts were still obviously there, but weren’t being paraded around.

When Michaels came into the room, he glared at both the women for defying his orders, but couldn’t say anything because the Meltrex executive had arrived, along with an associate. Both Meltrex men shook hands with the two women, addressed them politely and listened to them courteously, and couldn’t have been more equitable and professional. Both seemed to assume that Lynn and Kathie were part of the negotiating team, even though Kathie said little. 

During the meeting, though, Michaels was the one who was distracted, casting disparaging glances at Lynn and Kathie, obviously angry that they hadn’t followed his directions. At times he barely seemed to be listening to the discussion. Lynn took more of an active role, and even Kathie added in a few questions, and soon the Meltrex representatives were talking more to them than to Michaels, which seemed to infuriate him even more.

When the meeting ended and the Meltrex execs were ushered out, Michaels slammed his hand down on the conference table. “What the hell was that all about? You were supposed to just sit there and look good.”

“You didn’t seem to be getting to the critical issues, so I had to step in,” said Lynn. “For the sake of the company.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You want to buy that company, and they look good on paper, but once you get into the details, they have a lot of problems. They’re filling their order book with discounted advance sales, their sales cycle is too long for the way they run their production process, and they’re burning cash.”

“What?” stammered Michaels. “How do you know all that?”

“They pretty much had to admit it when I asked about the order book and how the manufacturing process was tied to the sales cycle. If you had been listening instead of looking at us, you would have picked up on it.”

“Don’t make this about me, you, you—.” Michaels pointed a skinny finger at both of them. Suddenly his face changed. “I know what this is about. You are trying to find some way to undermine me, by torpedoing this deal. This is a good acquisition and I’m going to make it happen.”

Emboldened by Lynn, Kathie said, “I think their branding is a real issue. I’m not looking to torpedo anything, I’m just pointing out that we’d have to pump a lot of money in there to straighten it out.”

“Bullshit,” said Michaels. “You don’t know what you are talking about. If the both of you had just done what I had said, we would have them by the balls. I thought I had made myself clear. You should have swapped outfits.” He got up in a huff and strode out of the room.

“What a jerk,” said Kathie.

“He is at that,” said Lynn. “The question is, what are we going to do about it? It’s one thing for him to be a pig, it’s another thing for him to do something like make this deal that will be bad for the company. If we buy Meltrex, and it goes south, we’ll be the ones he’ll blame.”

“What can we do?”

Lynn considered. “I have an idea. What was it he said? About taking advantage of whatever tools we have? Maybe we can use his obnoxious sexist personality against him.”

Lynn went back to her office and closed the door. She thought carefully about what she was about to do. Maybe Michaels was just a horny, insecure guy, who probably doesn’t get as much sex as he thinks he deserves. That, and his drive for respect, made him act the way he did. Still, there was no excuse for his demeaning sexism. Even though she was a relatively new employee, she was an executive herself, she couldn’t let guys like Michaels get away with what he was doing. And he was also about to make a bad business decision with the Meltrex deal. Either one of these would be reason enough to report him.

But the HR manager was a man, and he seemed pretty close to Michaels. He might not be much help, and he couldn’t do anything about the bad business decisions. But there was someone who could.

Lynn dialed her old friend Sue, the Group President who was Michaels’ boss and who had been the one who had lured Lynn to the company.

“Sue? It’s Lynn. Got a minute?”

“Sure. How are things going?”

“That’s what I called to talk to you about. I’m fine, the job you hired me for is good.”

“I knew you’d be a big help to us.”

“Are you familiar with the Meltrex deal?”

“The broad strokes, of course. I haven’t seen details, it’s not far enough along yet.”

“It might be further along than you think. Michaels had the Meltrex president in here today, they were negotiating terms.”

“What?!”

“Michaels is pushing to get a signed agreement soon.”

“He doesn’t have the authority to do that,” said Sue, clearly angry.

“The Meltrex people might not know that.”

“Hmm. Okay, I’ll deal with this, thanks for bringing it to my attention.” When Lynn didn’t say anything, Sue continued, “I’m sensing something else from you.”

“Well, a few things,” said Lynn. “First, I think there are some issues with the deal.” She outlined what she thought the problems were.

“How do you know all this?”

“Michaels had me and Kathie Green from Marketing sit in.”

“Because of the International piece?”

“Well, that, ostensibly. Mostly he wanted me to distract the Meltrex guys during the meeting. And he wanted Kathie to take notes.”

“What do you mean distract? Like wave your arms or something?”

“Like wave my breasts.”

There was a long silence on the line. “Tell me you just didn’t say that.”

Lynn wondered if she had overstepped herself. “I’m sorry, maybe I should have gone to HR. I’m not out for Michaels’ job or anything.”

“That’s not what I meant. I just find it hard to believe.”

“He told me to dress provocatively.”

“Are you sure you didn’t misunderstand him?”

“Michaels was very straightforward about it. He told me exactly what to wear. I don’t think it’s just about me. He treats Kathie Green badly, and is derogatory in his remarks about other women.”

“Has he touched you, done anything physical?”

“No, nothing like that. I’m not sure he would. I think he’s mostly insecure.”

“Give me a minute to think about this,” said Sue. After a while she said, “The usual process of handling this might not work. The HR department here at corporate is a bunch of good old boys, I’m working to get that fixed. Until that’s done, I’d have to take action personally, but it might backfire if one of my first personnel decisions as the new head of the Group is to fire Michaels immediately. Everyone knows I’m a lesbian, and they might draw the wrong conclusions, thinking I’m the one who is sexist.”

“You’d fire him over this?”

“In a heartbeat, if it’s true and can be documented. Not that I’m doubting you. But I do things by the book. If you were the one acting like this I’d do the same to you. No offense.”

“None taken.”

“Good. My job is to run a business and create a professional working environment. Not just one or the other.”

“What can I do to help?”

Sue paused. “How far are you willing to go with this?”

Lynn didn’t hesitate. “I share the same goals. I want the business to do well, and I want a good place to work, for men and women. So I’ll file a complaint, if that’s what you need. I don’t want to speak for Kathie, that will be her decision.”

“What do you think of her?”

“My initial impressions are very good. She’s got great potential, but Michaels could beat her down.”

“I won’t let that happen. But we all know how a formal complaint can look. People will talk about you, too. Saying you are just doing it to get ahead.”

“I know. I’ll take the chance. What other choice do we have?”

Sue hesitated. “There might be another way, something that would avoid the complaint process. But it would require you to. . .take matters into your own hands. With my support, of course.”

“I’ll do anything, you know I trust you. That’s why I came here.”

“Well, I might not have made the best decision about placing you in that division, given I didn’t know this about Michaels. Anyway, do you remember that guy in college, the new Resident Assistant, the one who was always giving women a hard time?”

“Of course I do. That was hard to forget.”

“Do you remember how the seniors took care of the situation when we told them about his behavior?”

“That’s the part that’s hard to forget.” Lynn couldn’t believe it at the time. The senior women, after finding out that the RA was a sexist bully, had gotten him drunk, pretending they wanted to do a gangbang with him. After getting him undressed, they had videotaped him lying naked, with the sounds of unseen women laughing about how he couldn’t get it up, and how small his cock was. The tape found its way around the campus, and the RA immediately straightened out, then quit.

“So I ask you again,” said Sue. “How far would you go to fix this?”

Lynn considered. “Are you asking me to do what I think you are?”

“I’m not asking you to do anything. I want to know how far you would go.”

“Will you help?”

“Of course. Personally. But I have to know you are in all the way.”

Lynn thought hard. She already knew she was going to have a problem with Michaels, he would do everything he could to sabotage her career. She’d rather quit than go through that. “I’m in.”

“Good. I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to do. What about this Kathie Green?”

“I don’t know. I’ll ask.”

“Be discreet. We don’t want to put her in a bad position.”

“I think she already is.”

“Okay, here’s how we start. I’m going to call Michaels and tell him I’m coming there in a few days for an update on Meltrex. I’ll tell him I only want the key players in the room, him, you, Kathie, maybe a few others. I’ll call you before then. Have some ideas ready.”

When Lynn arrived at the conference room for the meeting two days later, Kathie was already there, as were two other male executives. They chatted for a while until Sue Miles came into the room with Pierce Michaels. Michaels was wearing a tight, three piece suit and a power tie. Lynn suspected he thought the undersized suit made him look muscular.

Michaels started to sit at his usual spot at the head of the table, but Sue cleared her throat and stared at him, and Michaels, after a moment’s hesitation and a rude glare, said, “Sue, why don’t you sit at the head of the table.” Like it was his idea.

Sue gave him a cold smile. “No thank you, Pierce. It’s not about where you sit that determines who is in charge.” Making it clear to him exactly who in the room was really in charge.

Michaels muttered something and sat down, but not at the head of the table. Sue sat across from him, another slight, not putting herself on the same side. Lynn, as she and Sue had decided during a call late the night before, sat next to Michaels, as if she were taking his side against Sue. Michaels noticed it, a little surprised, and he smiled slyly. 

Kathie also sat on the same side. Lynn had spoken to her earlier, to feel her out, but had not clued her in on everything, she didn’t want to put Kathie in a bad spot. But Lynn had hinted at what was planned, at least for today. 

“Gene and Frank, why don’t you guys sit over here,” said Michaels, “so we can all better handle Sue’s questions.” Michaels indicated two chairs on his side of the table, stacking the seating so that Sue was alone on one side, trying to psychologically isolate her.

Sue pretended she didn’t notice. Lynn noticed how confident she was, and hoped Kathie did as well; Sue was a great role model. She was totally at ease, with her business skills, her style, even her lesbianism. 

“I want to hear about how we are versus budget,” said Sue. 

“Sure,” said Michaels. “Gene can handle that.”

Gene turned on his computer. A PowerPoint presentation came up on the screen, and he started to get up, but Sue held up her hand. “No slides, Gene. I don’t like standup presentations. Just tell me where things stand.”

“Uh, but I have some good slides,” said Gene.

“Did you put them together?”

“Well, my team did all the hard work, I just directed them.”

“Are you familiar with the material?”

“Of course. I’m responsible for it.”

“I like that. And that you credited your team. That’s a good philosophy.” Sue cast a quick glance at Michaels, who was looking at his fingernails, not paying attention. “I’d like to hear it in your own words.”

“Sure,” said Gene. He launched into a concise summary of the financial situation, calmly answering Sue’s questions.

When he finished, Sue said, “Very good. You didn’t need any paper, you were very well prepared. I may have some more questions later. Frank? You handle IT, right? Can you bring me up to speed?”

Frank was a little less comfortable working without slides, but Sue guided him along, and after a few minutes he was doing fine, obviously impressed with Sue’s detailed understanding of complicated IT issues.

Michaels looked very bored and visibly yawned a few times. Lynn nudged him gently, prodding him to pay attention, smiling, like she was also bored but was merely prompting him to look good in front of Sue. Michaels gave her an odd look, so Lynn began doodling on her pad, and discreetly slid it across to him. She had written, ‘BORING!’

Michaels smiled, nodding his head slightly. Lynn wrote, ‘She’s a geek.’ 

Michaels glanced at Sue, who was totally focused on Frank, then covered a laugh. Lynn smiled, as if in agreement, but what she was really smiling about was that Michaels probably thought his seating tactic had worked, he thought he had aligned his people against Sue.

Lynn waited until Sue was looking at Frank, then dramatically faked a yawn, and, as they had planned, Kathie smiled and put her finger in her open mouth, pretending she was gagging over the conversation, making sure that Michaels could see her.

Lynn silently drummed her fingers on the desk, and behind the edge of the table made a ‘Let’s get on with it’ gesture, as if she wanted the IT conversation to end. Michaels rolled his eyes and nodded. He tilted his head, as if were ready to fall asleep.

Lynn gave him a silent head shake, and wrote, ‘Don’ t close your eyes. She’ll notice, she seems really sharp.’

Michaels cast a disdainful glance at Sue, as if to say he didn’t believe it, she was nothing compared to him. The deep IT conversation between Sue and Frank continued, the others seemingly forgotten.

Michaels pulled Lynn’s pad over to him and wrote, ‘I can’t stay awake.’ He turned it so that Lynn could see the message. Then, perhaps having second thoughts, he tore off the page and slipped it in his pocket, not wanting to leave any evidence.

“You have to!” said Lynn, not out loud, but so that Michaels could read her lips.

Michaels closed his eyes briefly, like he couldn’t help himself, he was so bored.

Lynn gave him a confidential, sultry look. ‘I can help,’ she wrote.

Michaels seemed a little surprised, but then his little surprise turned to a big surprise. Lynn had slipped off one of her heels, and was running her foot against Michaels’ ankle. Michaels almost jumped out of his chair. Lynn stopped as Sue glanced their way, giving Michaels time to calm down, but as soon as Sue looked back at Frank, Lynn started again.

Michaels squirmed, looking suspiciously at Lynn, but she just smiled deviously and slid her foot up higher on Michaels leg. Lynn put her finger to her lips, Shh! silently warning him to be quiet.

Michaels glanced around the room nervously, but no one was looking toward them. Even Kathie, sitting on the other side of Lynn, had turned the other way, to face Frank, where Gene was also looking. 

Lynn wrote on the pad, ‘I’ll keep you awake.’

Michaels glanced at the pad, and seemed ready to say something. At that moment, Lynn let her hand drop off the table and onto Michaels’ thigh. His eyes widened, delight overwhelming his surprise.

Lynn turned back to the conversation, but as she did so she moved her hand up and down Michaels’ leg. She could feel him stiffen, but also turn slightly toward her. Lynn shifted in her seat, using the chair to mask her hand as she let it briefly graze Michaels’ crotch. She didn’t really want to touch him, but it was all part of the plan. She gloated as she realized his cock was already hard. Not very big, but hard nonetheless.

Lynn kept slowly moving her hand, from the inside of his thigh, across his crotch, back to his leg. Michaels moaned, and had to cover it with a cough. When Lynn sensed the conversation was wrapping up, she firmly grasped Michaels’ cock through his pants and gave him a few real jerks, then casually took her hand away and placed it back on the table, her signal to Sue.

Sue thanked Frank and turned to Michaels, who had a dreamy look on his face, and was staring off into nothing. “Pierce, what’s your take on the IT situation?”

Michaels looked at her, but didn’t seem to be focusing. “On what?”

“On what we just discussed. Do you think we should make the investment Frank outlined?”

“I—I’m sure he covered it,” said Michaels, floundering.

Sue frowned. “I wanted your point of view, especially on a new data center.”

Michaels tried to regain control. “The slides, the analysis is all on the slides. . .” He reached for the slide projector remote.

“No slides,” said Sue. “Just give me the bottom line.”

Michaels said, “The bottom line, uh—”

Lynn, primly sitting in her seat, ran her naked foot up Michaels’ calf, dragging his pants leg with it, touching his bare skin. Michaels yelped. “I, I can’t really concentrate, I mean, it’s pretty complicated, the slides would really help.”

Sue sighed. “I’m sure I can understand it, it’s not that complicated. But you obviously seem uncomfortable without your slides. I’ll make an exception for you, just this one time. Go ahead and use the slides.”

Michaels, relieved, busied himself with the slide remote. The first slide came up, and everyone’s attention turned to the screen. Lynn used the opportunity to put her hand back in Micheals’ lap. His cock had deflated a little, but she fixed that with a few jerks.

Michaels gave her a warning look, but Lynn just mouthed, ‘I can’t help it,’ and rubbed him even harder. Michaels finally pushed her hand away, and Lynn gave him a pout, pretending to be upset.

“Okay, the data center analysis, it’s here somewhere. . .” Michaels pulled up a chart filled with numbers. “Yes, here’s the bottom line.”

“I can’t really see,” said Sue. “Can you just point out what you mean?”

Without thinking Michaels got up from his chair, but immediately looked down, where his erection was obvious in his tight pants to anyone who looked. He awkwardly walked up to the screen in a half crouch to point at the slide.

“Thank you,” said Sue. “I see everything now.” She gathered up her papers, indicating the meeting was over. “Oh, and Pierce? I noticed how excited you were about the IT discussion. I’ll keep that in mind.” She turned to the others. “Thank you all for your input, this was very helpful. Now I need to talk to just Pierce and Lynn for a few minutes, about Meltrex. Please excuse us.”

After they had left, Sue turned a withering eye on Pierce. “I understand you brought Lynn in on the Meltrex negotiation.”

“I thought she should be there,” said Michaels, trying to regain his composure. “For her special skills.”

“What would those be?”

“Should we be having this conversation with Lynn right here?”

“Why not? We’re talking about her skills, this isn’t a personnel review.”

Michaels shrugged. “You know, the international piece.”

“I see,” said Sue. “Anything else?”

“Well, just to help with the negotiation.”

Sue nodded understandingly. “I see.”

Michaels nodded, but didn’t respond.

“I mean it,” said Sue. “Maybe get the Meltrex guys off guard. That’s smart. I never would have thought of that, it’s very creative. Plus. . .I wouldn’t have been able to do that myself.” She looked right at Michaels. “You know I’m a lesbian, right?”

Michaels looked away. “It doesn’t matter to me.”

“I’m glad to hear that. But I make no secret of it, and the Meltrex guys might have heard. I couldn’t use any—feminine wiles on them. Obviously I’m a woman, but they probably wouldn’t fall for anything I might try.”

Michaels frowned and appeared confused.

“Oh, don’t worry, Pierce,” said Sue, confidentially. “All’s fair in love and war—and in business. I’ve noticed Lynn’s body, of course. She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”

Lynn was shocked. She hadn’t known exactly what Sue had been planning; maybe Sue hadn’t told her just so she’d react realistically. 

Michaels glanced over at Lynn. “I, uh, hadn’t noticed. . .”

“Bullshit,” said Sue. “Look at her. She’s hot. But she doesn’t dress to show herself off. Lynn, why don’t you take off that jacket, so we can see that nice chest? I wish I had your tits.”

Michaels was speechless, and Lynn didn’t know what to do. When she hesitated, Sue said, “Sorry, did I make you uncomfortable? I didn’t mean too. You can keep it on. I just meant, if the Meltrex guys got a good look at—your assets, they probably would agree to anything in the deal.” Sue turned to Michaels and added approvingly, “That’s a good negotiating ploy, Pierce.”

Michaels drew himself up proudly at the compliment. “Well, it would have been, but as you can see, Lynn isn’t always a team player.”

“So she wouldn’t go along?”

Michaels shrugged. “I didn’t ask her to do anything inappropriate, or anything I know she is willing to do when she wants to. I just wanted her to, you know, do exactly what you said, take off the jacket, to be a little distracting. For the team.”

“I see,” said Sue. “But we need to be equitable about this, don’t you think?”

“What do you mean?” asked Michaels.

“Well, everyone on the team has to be treated equally. We can’t have favorites.”

“I guess so,” said Michaels. “But someone has to be in charge.”

“And that would be me,” said Sue firmly. “If we are going to talk about how people look, we just can’t focus on women’s breasts, because then how do we deal with the men? So we need to look at asses too.”

“Asses?”

“Yes. What do you think of Lynn’s ass?”

“I, uh, it’s fine.”

“Lynn, be a dear and stand up.”

Lynn, not knowing where this was going, but committed now, shyly stood up. 

“Turn around,” ordered Sue.

Lynn stepped away from the table and turned.

“What do you think?” asked Sue.

“I can’t really see, she has a jacket on,” said Michaels.

“You heard your boss,” said Sue. “You need to take your jacket off.”

Without turning around, Lynn took off her jacket, praying no one came into the conference room. Fortunately there were no windows. She was also desperately hoping Sue knew what she was doing.

“Not bad,” said Sue. “As good as mine, don’t you think, Pierce?”

“I, uh,” stammered Michaels.

“Okay, you can sit down, Lynn.” Sue turned to Michaels. “Now you.”

“What?”

Sue sighed. “You men can see the outline of a woman’s breasts even when she’s fully clothed. But we can’t see much about men, we can’t figure out how big their cocks are under their pants, like we can with a woman’s breasts. So we have to compare something else, like asses. So now that we’ve seen Lynn’s ass, I want to see yours.”

“You’re kidding me.”

Sue shook her head. “Not at all. I told you we had to be equitable. I won’t have men and women being treated differently, and I won’t have you doing it either. So now be a team player, and turn around.”

“You’re crazy,” sputtered Michaels.

“And you’re going to be fired in one minute if you don’t do as I say.”

Michaels glared at Sue, then turned around, but just for a second.

“I didn’t get a good look,” said Sue. “And you have to take your suit jacket off, too.”

“I’ll get you for this,” Michaels gritted through his clenched teeth, but he took off his jacket and tossed it on the table. 

“Maybe. But right now turn around.”

They stared at each other. Michaels finally turned around. “There, satisfied?” he growled, clearly pissed off.

Sue got up. “Pierce, I don’t think you could ever satisfy me. And that would be true even if I wasn’t gay.” 

Sue left without another word, and Lynn had to work hard to keep from laughing. After a moment, without looking at Lynn, Michaels virtually ran from the room.

Sue stopped in Lynn’s office before she left the building. “I hope that wasn’t uncomfortable for you.”

“Not really, once I saw where you were going with it,” said Lynn. “I’m glad you didn’t fill me in on the details beforehand, I would have been too nervous.”

“I had to make some of it up along the way. You did great.”

“Do you think this will fix things?” asked Lynn.

“No, not really. Michaels is apt to just be mad and take it out on you. I can’t be here all the time, and you don’t want to have to threaten to call me every time he steps out of bounds. It’s pretty clear you were exactly right, he’s a liability, in more ways than one. I’ll deal with him eventually. But if we don’t cure this now, even when I fire him, he’ll just go do it at another company. So for now, it’s up to you.”

“I’m ready,” said Lynn.

“Good. If this backfires on us, I’ll have your back. Even if we both have to find another place to work.”

“I know that, thanks.”

“You deserve it. I spoke to Kathie for a little while too, you are right, she’s good. She just needs a little more experience, some tough situations to work through. You might want to find a way to get her involved with whatever you plan.”

“I’ve been thinking about that. I have some ideas.”

Sue nodded. “Make it fast before Michaels runs over her. He’s a pig and deserves whatever you dream up for him. I only wish I could be there myself.”

Lynn sat alone in her office for a while after Sue left. She trusted Sue, the woman would have her back, support whatever she thought up as punishment for Michaels. Lynn remembered how the RA in college had been dealt with. Had some of that been Sue’s idea? Would such a level of revenge be going too far?

An immature RA was one thing, sexist or not. Lynn wouldn’t be surprised if he had learned his lesson for good. Michaels was much worse; he wasn’t likely to change his ways. He was going to use his power to keep women down wherever he worked. The way he had humiliated Lynn and Kathie was only the beginning, and though Sue had put him in his place, he’d likely just look for a way to take it out on her and Kathie.

She’d need to really get the goods on him.

No sense in waiting. She could take advantage of Michaels’ rage, he wouldn’t be thinking straight after what had happened today. 

First, though, she needed to see if Kathie was in. It was one thing for Lynn to take action, but Kathie had to make her own decisions.

Lynn knocked gently on the door to Micheals’ office, which was closed. No answer. She suspected he was in there, just hiding. She put her ear to the door to find out if he was on the phone, but didn’t hear anything, so she knocked again, a little louder.

“What?” Michaels’ voice, angry.

Lynn opened the door. Michaels was sitting behind his massive desk, not on the phone, no papers in front of him; he appeared to be not doing anything. “What do you want?” he growled.

Lynn used her most respectful voice. “Mr. Michaels, maybe I speak to you, please?”

Michaels glared at her. “I’m busy.”

“It will just take a minute.”

“Make it quick.”

Lynn stepped just inside the office, leaning against the door, letting is gently click shut behind her. “I—,” she stopped, as if unsure.

“Spit it out, girl.” 

“I—I just wanted to say, I feel so badly about the way Ms. Miles treated you—treated both of us. It was—not professional.”

Michaels shifted in his seat. “Damn right it wasn’t.”

Lynn noticed he was again wearing his suit coat. She had actually left hers in her office, and subtly pulled her shoulders back, making her breasts even more prominent. She saw Michaels’ eyes follow her movements, dropping his gaze to her chest, taking her in; he hadn’t seen her without a jacket.

“I just couldn’t believe it,” said Lynn. “What she did. I mean, it was—humiliating. For me, too. She was talking as if I wasn’t there, if I was just some kind of—sex object.” Lynn let her eyes go wide, and as she said sex object she put her hand over her breast, a gesture of self protection, but one designed to get Michaels to keep his focus on her tits.

“Me too,” muttered Michaels.

Lynn almost laughed, Michaels thinking of himself as a sex object. But it wouldn’t hurt given what she had planned, and if she had put the thought in his head that she herself was a sex object, all the better. Very earnestly, she said, “Do you think she’ll take advantage of the situation? Take advantage of me?”

Lynn watched the reaction in Michaels’ eyes, the man imagining the implications, some kind of lesbian thing between Sue and Lynn. After a moment, his eyes a little dreamy, he said, “Don’t worry. She’s all talk.”

Lynn shook her head and took another step into the room. “Oh, Mr. Michaels, I don’t know. She has a—reputation. Will you be able to take care of us—of me?” She tried to sound desperate.

“I told you, don’t worry. I’ll protect you.”

Lynn melted. “Oh, thank you! I shouldn’t have disagreed with you about the Meltrex thing, we’re all on the same side, aren’t we?”

Michaels waved his hand, in charge. “Your questions were good, that bitch Miles just didn’t give us a chance to deal with the issues.”

“I know, but it’s my fault that all this happened. I feel so—responsible. If I hadn’t. . .you know, in the meeting. . .” Lynn tried to looked embarrassed.

“Yes, about that,” said Michaels gravely. “I need to talk to you about that.”

“I know,” Lynn said quickly. “I’m sorry if I—distracted you. I just was so bored and you were too, and I thought it would be our little secret, I don’t know what came over me, I couldn’t help myself. . .” She let her voice trail off.

Michaels sat up straighter. “Couldn’t help yourself?”

Lynn glanced nervously around, as if worried someone could hear. “Oh, Mr. Michaels, I didn’t want you to know, to find out like this, but, you know, most women are so—impressed by a strong man, an authoritative man. It’s so—exciting to see how you are in control, how you tell everyone exactly what you want.”

Michaels huffed. “Well, I am a leader.”

“Yes, you are! And, sometimes, women in business, we need to be led, we need a man who is in charge, who can give the orders, so we can make the most of ourselves.”

“I do want to get the most out of my employees, especially the women, who sometimes need a little extra direction,” said Michaels. 

“Of course! I always feel so—feminine around you.”

“I have that effect on women,” said Michaels.

“You do! Like your suggestion about how I should dress, I’m going to do that from now on, if that’s what you want. I just need some guidance from you.” Lynn took another step forward, she was leaning on the guest chair, pointing her breasts at him, hoping she wasn’t overplaying it.

Michaels was oblivious to everything but her allure. “Yes, that will be good for you, for your career, of course.”

“I was wondering—oh, no, that would be too much to ask.” Lynn looked down at the floor submissively.

“Speak up. You won’t get anywhere if you don’t let me help you.”

Lynn slowly looked up, her eyes pleading for him. “It’s so—impersonal around here, and I really need a lot of help. Do you think you could give me some—private tutoring? It would mean so much to me, I’d do anything. . .” Lynn let her voice trail off, hinting of great unspoken promises.

Michaels harrumphed. “That might be possible. Yes, I would to that to help you. Think of it as part of your personnel development.”

“Oh, Mr. Michaels, thank you! I won’t ever forget this!” 

Lynn straightened herself up, smoothing down her skirt, as if she had just had a quickie right in his office. She beamed at him, thinking: You won’t forget this either.

Lynn looked around her apartment, making sure everything was ready. Michaels had summoned Lynn just a day after their talk; he wanted to begin her ‘personnel development’ as soon as possible. Lynn had worn the tightest blouse and shortest skirt she owned, and Michaels was squirming as he spoke to her. They had agreed to meet privately. Lynn had suggested her apartment. 

Now if Kathie would do her part. . .Lynn had spoken to her at length, and was surprised with how quickly Kathie had jumped on the idea. It turned out that Kathie had dealt with someone like Michaels in her prior job, and that was the reason she had quit, she was sick of the way men like Michaels treated women. 

The question now was exactly how far the women would go. Lynn had become more resolute over the last few days, and angrier at Michaels and his attitude. She had placed one more call to Sue, giving her the gist of where she was going, even though she didn’t have all the details worked out; it would depend on how Michaels reacted. Sue assured her anything would be acceptable. Lynn could sense Sue smiling on the other end of the line.

A knock at the door. Lynn opened it for Kathie, who held up a plain brown shopping bag. “I got it!”

Lynn ushered her in. “You still have time to back out.”

Kathie shook her head. “No way. Besides, when I was doing our shopping, I got kind of—excited by the possibilities, and picked up something extra. Do you want to see?”

“I do, but I don’t want to take the chance, in case Michaels is early. He can’t see you right away.” Lynn studied Kathie’s outfit. She had worn tight leather pants, black boots pulled over the pants, and a man’s buttoned up shirt. The pants hugged her legs and ass. “Perfect,” said Lynn. “Wow, I can’t believe how slim your thighs are, you look like a model. You have an amazing figure.” 

“You too,” replied Kathie. Lynn was wearing a short, slim skirt, with stiletto heels, and a low cut blouse. In one way, the exact kind of outfit she might wear to work, but the skirt was much shorter, the heels higher, and the blouse tighter and showing a lot of cleavage. “Michaels won’t be able to think straight, seeing you dressed like that.”

“He can’t think straight no matter how I’m dressed,” said Lynn. “Come on, I’m having some wine, let me get you some liquid courage.”

“I don’t need it,” said Kathie, “but I won’t say no to the wine.”

Lynn poured Kathie a glass and led her into the spare bedroom. “I think it’s best if you hide here. Once I get him primed and ready, you can sneak out, and it’ll be pretty clear when it’s time for you to make your entrance.”

Kathie smiled deviously. “I can’t believe we are doing this.”

“Me either. But he’s a prick, and needs to be taught a lesson. If we don’t do it, who will?”

“I know. I wish I had the guts to have done this at my last job. And you should have seen how Michaels treated me today. That thing Sue did to him, it worked for a day, now he’s meaner than ever.”

“Sue suspected that might happen. That’s why she said we should take things into our own hands.” Lynn gave Kathie a hug. “No matter what happens, we’ll stick together.”

There was a firm knock at the door. “Showtime,” said Kathie. She closed herself in the spare bedroom.

Lynn took one last look at herself in the hall mirror. She was a curvy woman, not overweight at all, but not thin like Kathie. But her hips were well proportioned to her frame, her breasts balancing everything out. She had the kind of legs that were popular in the fifties, the ones called gams, a little on the full side, not the stick legs of a model. But hers were all muscle, she worked out a lot, and also ran, her thighs were tight and strong. She knew the entire package was appealing to men, it was one of the reasons she dressed down, so she’d be judged on her work, not her looks. Obviously that hadn’t worked with Michaels.

She thought about unbuttoning one more button, decided it was overkill, she looked hot as it was, a hint of good cleavage, and to a man up close, it would be clear she wasn’t wearing a bra.

She took a deep breath, got herself in the right mood, and opened the door. 

Michaels strode into Lynn’s apartment like he owned the place. He had changed clothes; he was wearing a suit that was different from what Lynn had seen him in at the office. His hair was slicked down, which only made his receding hairline a little more prominent. He reeked of cologne, and Lynn tried not to gag.

Michaels ogled at Lynn, and she stood demurely under his scrutiny. He stared at her breasts, and she followed his eyes as they went down to her crotch and then to her legs. Michaels gave her a little twisting motion with his hand. Lynn turned around slowly, spreading her legs just as much as her tight skirt would allow. When she was facing him again she covered her breasts with her hands, a little shy, her eyes downcast.

“Not bad,” said Michaels. He stepped toward her. “You should do something else with your hair, take it down.” As he spoke he tried to peek down her blouse.

“Like this?” Lynn asked, freeing up her updo, letting her hair cascade down. 

“Don’t hide your best assets,” said Michaels, reaching out and moving Lynn’s hair behind her shoulders. 

Lynn cringed a little at his touch, steeling herself, she’d have to be able to deal with much more than this. “Would you like a drink, Mr. Michaels? I have some wine.”

“Scotch is more of a power drink,” chastised Michaels. “Unless it’s an expensive French burgundy.”

“Oh, I didn’t know. Thank you.”

“That’s the kind of thing I can help you with.” Michaels smiled mischievously. “And with much more, too.”

“That would be such a relief,” gushed Lynn. “I don’t have much experience with men as powerful as you.”

Michaels waved his hand. “The trick to power is to make the other person feel they are in control, while getting them to do what you want.”

“Really?” Lynn widened her eyes. “How do you do that?”

“You decide what you want, and then you manipulate the other person into an inferior position. Then you tell them what they should do, and instead of doing it because they are told, they do it because they just see you as being the one who should make the decisions.”

“Oh. I’m not sure I can do that. I know I seem very confident at work, but it’s only an act. Deep down I really need to be told what to do. I’m not sure if I could get someone to see me as being in charge, the way everyone obviously sees you.”

Michaels walked into the living room and sat on the sofa, relaxed. “As a woman, it won’t come natural to you, like it would to a man, who’s obviously stronger and more genetically powerful. But it can be done. You’ll have to practice.”

Lynn sat across from him on the armchair, slowly crossing her legs, letting her skirt slip up, revealing a lot of leg. A wisp of air tickled her bare thigh, her skirt must have hiked up enough for Michaels to see the top of her stockings. She pretended she didn’t notice, even as Michaels’ eyes drifted downward. “I’m not sure how to do that,” she said.

Michaels was staring at her legs. “Uh, yes. I see. I’ll help you.” He managed to pull his eyes back up. “Why don’t you stand up and pretend you are coming into my office. You want me to do something for you. Let’s see how you do it.”

Lynn got up and walked to the other side of the room, then pretended to knock on a door. 

“Come in,” said Michaels.

“Excuse me? Can I have a minute of your time?” asked Lynn, softly.

“No, no, not like that,” said Michaels gruffly. “You have to be more confident.”

Lynn said, “I need a minute of your time.”

Michaels nodded. “A little better. Try again. Use your—assets.”

Lynn pretended to look confused, then she smiled, as if she got it. She marched forward and stood looking down on Michaels, her shoulders back, her breasts out. She was so close to him his eyes were directly at the level of her crotch, and it took him a moment to look up, except he couldn’t see Lynn’s face because her large breasts blocked his view. 

Lynn gave it a moment, then backed off, so that she was looking right down on him, dominating. “Mr. Michaels. You need to do something for me.”

The effect was more than Lynn could have hoped for. Michaels squirmed on the couch, staring up at her in awe, his face flushing, breathing fast. 

“Yes, yes, that’s quite good,” squeaked Michaels. “But you shouldn’t call me Mr. Michaels, it’s giving me too much power. If you were talking to someone like that, you’d just use their last name, or their first name. It implies that you are more important.”

“Oh, I never could do that to you, sir,” said Lynn, putting her hand over her mouth. “I can’t separate you from all this, you are just too powerful in my mind already.”

“You have to. For tonight, anyway. But certainly not in the office.”

Lynn stepped forward just a bit, their knees touching, all Michaels had to do was lift his hand and his fingers would be on her thigh. “I think I’m understanding. This is so helpful. But I want to make sure I can do it for real. Could we maybe role play? Go to the next level, so you can test me to see if I can get something I really want?”

“Hmm? Yes, of course. Role play. Do you have something in mind?”

“Well. . .yes, there is something I really want, actually, something I want to do. Will you help me? I promise I’ll make it worth your while.” Lynn smiled sweetly.

“That’s what I want, I want you to be a better worker for me. I told you I’d help you.”

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Michaels! I mean, Pierce.” Lynn gave him a secretive smile. “I can try to get anything?”

“Yes, yes, the more difficult the better,” said Michaels.

“Oh, this will be great,” gushed Lynn. “It’s something I want so much!” She walked back to the end of the living room, “Ready?”

Michaels waved his hand in a come on gesture. He looked so cocky, Lynn thought, sitting in her living room, thinking he was so much better than she was, so much better than any woman. Whatever she and Kathie pulled off tonight, it wouldn’t be half as much as he deserved. 

Kathie. She hoped Kathie was listening from the other room. Lynn suppressed a smile, then composed herself, standing taller. She felt bigger than Michaels, and not just in stature.

In the tone that she’d use to scold a disobedient puppy, Lynn said, “Michaels, I need you in my office, right now.” 

Without waiting to see how he would react, Lynn walked into her bedroom and stood waiting at the foot of the bed. Within seconds Michaels was at the bedroom door, trying to check out her bedroom and keep his eyes on Lynn at the same time. 

Lynn stood with her legs slightly spread, her arms crossed.  “Come on,” she ordered. “Get in here. I don’t have all day, I’m busy.”

Michaels took a few tentative steps into the room, his bluster apparently overwhelmed by being in Lynn’s actual bedroom.

“I need you to tell me the truth about some things, Pierce.”

Michaels’ eyes had drifted to the bed, but Lynn’s commanding tone made them snap to her face. 

“Sue Miles was talking about asses. I need you to tell me—is my ass too big?” Lynn turned around and thrust her ass toward Michaels.

“What?”

“You heard me,” said Lynn, without turning around. “Is my ass too big?”

“Lynn, I don’t think—”

Lynn spun on him, real anger flashing. “Stay in the role, Pierce. Or else this won’t work.” 

Michaels stared at her, meek now, overwhelmed, the combination of Lynn’s stature and voice and posture all beating down his façade. “Okay,” he mumbled.

“Good.” Lynn turned around again, this time bending over the bed, hiking up her skirt a little, giving him a good look. “Try again. What do you think of my ass?”

“It’s—very nice. Most women with big tits have a fat ass. You don’t.”

“Are you trying to tell me I have a skinny butt?”

“No, not at all. It’s very well proportioned.”

Lynn turned around. “Very good, Pierce. That sounds honest. What size asses do you like?”

“Uh, I like—” Michaels seemed like he was trying to look away, but his eyes kept coming back to Lynn.

“The truth, Pierce.”

Tentatively, Michaels said, “I like small asses.”

Lynn pretended that she was about to be upset, but then she smiled and said, “That was good. I would not have liked it if you had lied to me. But I’ve seen you staring at my breasts. Don’t deny it. So you like big tits and small asses?”

Michaels nodded, embarrassed.

“You know, Kathie Green has a tiny ass.”

“She does. But she’s so flat she looks like a guy.”

Lynn shook her head. “That’s because she doesn’t dress sexy. I bet if you saw her ass in a tight outfit, you’d think differently.”

“Maybe. I—”

“Quiet. Next question: what is your favorite sexual fantasy?”

“My fantasy? Lynn, I think this is getting. . .”

Lynn took two steps forward. She considered slapping him, but constrained herself, she’d never hit anyone in anger, and she didn’t know how he’d react, whether he’d fold up or fight. So instead she softened her stance and leaned over him, totally aware of how she towered over him in her four inch heels, using his own strategy, subtly making it clear she was more powerful, but instead of rebuking him, she whispered in his ear, “Please, Mr. Michaels, this is working so well, I can’t believe how strong you are helping me feel. Just play along, okay? Besides, how many men get asked by a woman what their favorite fantasy is?”

Lynn pulled back a little so he could see her, a little pleading in her face, and she saw the flicker of interest in his eyes. She let her breasts touch his chest, she parted her lips, waiting for him to decide, and he did, leaning forward, to get a kiss, and just as he committed Lynn pulled back out of reach. “Please, Mr. Michaels?”

He almost fell forward on his face. “Oh, okay, keep going. If it’s helping you.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, then, back in her commanding voice said, “I’ve heard that the favorite fantasy of most men is a threeway. Do you have that fantasy, Pierce?”

“Well, yes, as you say it’s pretty common.”

“I’m sure you know many women have that fantasy too.”

Michaels’ eyes widened. “They do?”

“Of course. Not that all women like to share a man. But with a big strong man, sometimes women are not so confident, deep down inside they think they might not be able to satisfy him. Do you know how humiliating that would be? To finally get to have sex with the man of your dreams, a strong man, and not be able to make him happy? So even women who aren’t bisexual want to have some help.”

“I never thought of it that way. I’ve never needed help with pleasing a woman.”

“I’m sure you haven’t. That’s because you are one of those powerful men. But we women are much more insecure. And, of course, there’s the other reason.”

“The other reason?”

“Although we don’t always admit it, a lot of us want to see what it’s like to watch another woman, see how she does. It’s a bit of a feminine competitive thing. Does she know any good positions? How does she—suck a man’s cock.” Lynn let that settle in, seeing Michaels fidget with her vulgar talk, he was clearly getting aroused. “And of course, a lot us want to make love to another woman. As I’m sure you know, we like to be taken by men, to submit. But sometimes it’s nice just to be gently loved.”

“If you are going to be powerful, maybe you should think about it a different way,” said Michaels, talking as if he had a lot of experience with threeways, which Lynn sorely doubted. “Maybe you should be the one taking control, telling the other woman what to do and how to do it. Be like a man.”

Lynn nodded. “Pierce, that’s a good suggestion. I’ll keep that in mind. I can see how that could work, making another woman do what I tell her to.” She leaned forward again, whispering in his ear. “Maybe we could do that as another role play!”

Before Michaels responded, Lynn stepped aside. “Now Pierce, I want you to go sit on the bed.”

Michaels hesitated just a second, then shrugged and went to sit on the edge of the bed, facing Lynn. Lynn walked over to him and stood very close, just in reach, her crotch pointing right at his face. “Lift up my skirt.”

Michaels, shocked, looked up at her, then, not believing his good fortune, reached for the hem of her skirt.

Lynn slapped his hand away. “Not like that. With your mouth. Nothing but your mouth.”

Michaels ducked his head and caught the hem of her skirt in his teeth. Lynn looked down at the back of his head, feeling the power, the only thing better would be to have him on his knees. . .

She grabbed Michaels by the shoulders and pushed him down, and he fell off the bed, awkwardly, still trying to hold onto her skirt, dropping on his knees. “Lift it again,” she said.

Michaels straightened up, but the skirt fell out of his mouth. Now Lynn did slap him, a gentle touch on the cheek, a correction. “That wasn’t very good. Put your entire head under my skirt and lift it up.” Without giving him a chance to reply she leaned forward and grabbed his head, pushing it down. When Michaels straightened this time, his head was completely covered by her skirt. Lynn grabbed his hair through the fabric and pulled him toward her even more, smashing his face into her pussy.

Lynn felt his tension, he was stunned, but he didn’t fight. What really surprised her though was how aroused she was. She hated Michaels, what he did to women, she never would have thought she would even want to touch any part of him. But now that she had him in his place, on his knees, now that she was the one in charge, she felt a surge of excitement, an energy and thrill she had never experienced. She couldn’t help herself, she thrust her hips forward, spreading her legs, growing wet as she mashed her pussy into his face.

Michaels made a sound, something between a yelp and a moan, and Lynn froze for just a moment, waiting, waiting. . .and then he did it, he pushed into her with his face, his mouth, his tongue probing through her panties, looking for her clit. . .

Lynn suppressed her own moan, and reluctantly pulled back, lifting her skirt to free Michaels. “Tsk, tsk,” she admonished. “I didn’t say you can do that—yet.” Tantalizing him.

Michaels’ mouth was open, breathing hard. “I want to—”

“I don’t care what you want. It’s what I want,” she interrupted. “I’m the one in charge. I’ll decide what you get. Do you understand?”

Michaels’ eyes flared, he seemed ready to jump up, so Lynn slapped him again, this time a little harder. “Tell me you understand, or you won’t get anything at all.”

Michaels’ eyes went to her breasts, Lynn knew exactly what he wanted. He succumbed, looking down, submissive. “Yes, I understand.”

“Good. Don’t forget it. Now I have another question for you. Do you like anal sex?”

The shift in subject confused Michaels. “Anal sex?”

“You heard me.”

“I’ve never done it,” Michaels admitted.

“Would you like to see what it feels like?”

“If that’s what you want.”

Lynn could see the hunger in his eyes, she imagined that his cock was hard. “Which one would you pick? The threesome or the anal sex?”

“That’s a difficult choice.”

“Are you hard, Pierce?”

Pierce looked away. “Yes, I am.”

“Let me see. Take out your cock.”

When Pierce hesitated, Lynn said, “Do as I say, and you’ll get a reward.” She ran her hands over her breasts. “Maybe these.” Then she lifted up her skirt to give him a flash of her lacy panties. “Or even this again.”

Michaels’ eyes darted from her breasts to her crotch, mesmerized, and without looking down he unzipped himself and pulled out his cock.

“Take it out,” said Lynn.

“I did.”

“Where? I can’t see it. Oh there it is. I though you said you were hard?”

“I am! I’m hard as a rock!” Michaels looked down at his cock and started stroking it.

“I’m afraid I can’t see much at all. Maybe you should drop your pants.”

Michaels quickly stood up and slipped his pants down around his scrawny legs. As he bent to take them totally off, Lynn pushed him back on the bed, his pants stuck around his ankles.

She bent over, pretending to search for his cock. “Is that it? You poor man, I can see why you need to act so tough, you have such a little cock. That’s as big as it gets?”

Michaels looked down. “It’s not big?”

Lynn laughed, not having to pretend, it was actually pretty small, not miniscule, but well below average. “I’m afraid not. I’m wondering if a woman would even feel that inside her. I’m not sure I would.”

“You would, you would!” promised Michaels.

“I don’t know if it would be worth even trying. What would you be willing to do to find out?”

Michaels was salivating now. “Anything!”

“Well see. You’ll have to do exactly what I tell you.”

“I will, I promise.”

“Now, back to our question. Would you prefer anal sex, or a threeway?”

Michaels hesitated. “I don’t know, it’s really hard.” He giggled. “Like me.”

“Stay focused, Pierce.”

“Yes, of course. I—you could get someone for a threeway?”

Lynn shook her head. “Mr. Michaels, this is the last time I’ll break out of the role. You must know that there are a lot of women who would want to fuck you. Now don’t make me do that again, or you won’t get anything.” Lynn unbuttoned her blouse, slowly, one button at a time, revealing her low cut, black bra, which barely covered part of her breasts. “You won’t get these. You do want these, don’t you, Pierce?”

Michaels’ eyes were locked on her tits. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Then answer the question. Anal or a threeway? Think carefully, and remember we are learning about power here.”

Michaels appeared ready to blurt something out, then reconsidered. Slowly he smiled. “I want both.”

“Very good, Pierce. That’s exactly what I would have said I wanted. We’re both getting a good lesson tonight.” Lynn crawled onto the bed. “Now turn around and face me, and I’ll give you a little reward for getting that right.”

Michaels turned, his legs still caught up in his dropped pants. Lynn spread her legs and lifted up her skirt, her powerful thighs opening up in a vee, a funnel leading to her pussy. She knew without looking that her labia had opened, straining against her thin panties, her clit might even be visible. Michaels was awed, his eyes locked on her crotch, and he began to crawl toward her.

Lynn let him get so close that she could feel his heavy breath on her pussy, right through the fabric, and again experienced the confused arousal, not liking this man, but the thought of making him do whatever she wanted, anything at all, was such a rush. . .

“Kiss it,” she ordered, and Michaels immediately obeyed, his lips reaching, mouthing her, and her body reacted, she could no longer see his face anyway, she didn’t care who it was, she just craved being so in control. “Harder.” 

Michaels shoved his face forward, into her, and Lynn moaned, but reluctantly pulled away, she didn’t want to move too fast. She saw Michaels rubbing his cock and she pushed his head back roughly. “No jerking off! I’ll tell you when, and if, you can touch yourself.”

Michaels complied, waiting like a dog for a bone, staring at her panties, her crotch.

Lynn forced him to wait. And, unbelievably, she had to force herself to wait as well. Finally she said, “You may use your tongue on me.” 

Michaels dove in, his tongue pushing at her, trying to get at her through her panties, around them. Lynn felt his tongue finally reach her clit and her back arched, fighting to stay in control.

“Slow, Pierce, slow.” And then much louder, she said, “We need to leave room for the anal.” Lynn pulled her skirt down to completely cover Michaels’ head.

The signal for Kathie. Within a few seconds Kathie was standing in the doorway, the brown bag in her hand, she must have been listening as planned from the living room. She took it all in, Michaels on his knees, his face buried in Lynn’s crotch. Michaels couldn’t see her, she was in back of him, and he was too busy doing what Lynn had told him too. 

Kathie’s face was frozen in shock, they had talked about this, but seeing it was something else. The man who had humiliated them both was now on his knees, his pants around his ankles, being forced to do exactly what Lynn told him to. Slowly the realization of the position she was in dawned on Kathie, and she smiled, deviously.

Kathie slipped back into the living room and quickly returned with a video camera on a tripod. Stepping to the side of the bed, she set it up so that it pointed right at Michaels. Kathie glanced at Lynn, who nodded, and Kathie turned on the camera, checking to make sure it was recording. Then she reached into the brown bag and pulled out the largest dildo Lynn had ever seen, thick and black. The dildo was attached to a harness made from leather straps. Lynn watched as Kathie strapped the dildo around her hips, the leather straps matching her leather pants, making it look almost like the huge cock was hers. 

Kathie gave it a playful jerk. Lynn laughed, and Michaels raised his head to see what she was laughing about, but Lynn shoved him back between her legs, clamping her powerful thighs around his face. “I didn’t say stop. Keep licking me.”

Michaels obeyed, and Kathie came forward, the dildo pointing the way, until she stood just behind him. Again Michaels tongue reached Lynn’s clit, and now Lynn let herself respond, pushing against him, incredibly wet. It gave her an idea. . .

“Stop!” she ordered. Michaels froze. “Close your eyes.” Lynn couldn’t see his face, but assumed he had complied. Lynn shifted her hips back away from him and slipped her fingers into her pussy. She was soaked, wetter than she had ever been, normally it would take a lot of foreplay with a special man to get her this wet, but she had already soaked through her panties. “Take off my panties with your eyes closed.”

Michaels pulled down her wet panties, Lynn glancing at Kathie, noticing the other woman look away at first, but then look back, maybe her first look at another woman’s pussy. Their eyes met, and both of them blushed.

“Hand them to me,” ordered Lynn, and she took the panties from Michaels. “Keep your eyes closed. Now open your mouth, wide.” It looked like he was about to object, but as soon as his mouth was open Lynn shoved her panties in his mouth. “Suck on them.”

Michaels groaned, turning his head, and Lynn covered his mouth with her hand, until Michaels gave in, mouthing her panties. Lynn put her fingers in her pussy again, avoiding her clit, she knew if she allowed herself to masturbate she’d have an orgasm, and she didn’t want that, not yet. She pulled out her fingers, looking at her hand, stunned at how wet they were. Kathie didn’t know where to look, she seemed both embarrassed and aroused, her faced flushed. Lynn motioned Kathie over.

Lynn ran her hand over the dildo, spreading her juices, and then did it again and again, getting it wet, unable to dry herself out, she was dripping. Lynn motioned for Kathie to take her position behind Michaels.

Lynn yanked the panties out of Michaels’ mouth. “Now Pierce, here are my final questions for you, everything that happens next depends on what you say. And keep your eyes closed!”

Michaels nodded eagerly. 

“Once someone has proven their power and superiority, they should be in control, shouldn’t they?”

Michaels nodded.

“And right now, who is in control?”

“You are,” he said meekly.

“So I can make you do anything I want you do to.”

“Yes, that is the nature of control.”

“Very good, Pierce. You have taught me this lesson, so now it’s time for your reward. You’ve done so well that you are going to get both your threeway and the anal sex you wanted.”

“I am?” Michaels’ voices was dreamy.

“Yes. I’m going to call another woman into the room. I don’t want you to open your eyes, it is a surprise, but I promise you she is very pretty. She even has the tight little ass you like. If you keep behaving and accepting your inferior position, she may actually let you see it.”

“I’ll do what you tell me,” pleaded Michaels. “Anything.”

“Very well.” Lynn motioned Kathie forward. “One characteristic of a powerful leader is never to ask anything of your subordinates that you wouldn’t do yourself. Don’t you agree?”

“I’ve read that, I haven’t actually—”

“Shut up. I’m telling you that’s the way it is. If you want something, you have to at least be willing to do it yourself. Now you said you wanted to experience anal sex, didn’t you?”

“Yes, I’d like to—”

“Fuck me in the ass?”

“Yes, if that’s what you want,” Michaels’ meekness was fighting with his excitement.

“I don’t know if I’d even feel your little cock in my ass. But that’s not the point. The point is, if you want someone else to get fucked. . .” Lynn waited until Kathie had positioned the dildo right near Michaels’ vulnerable ass. “You have to be willing to get fucked yourself.”

As Lynn spoke the last words Kathie pushed the dildo forward, the huge head overwhelming Michaels’ tiny hole. Kathie had planned to ease it in, she wanted to humiliate him, not hurt him, but at that moment, Michaels, maybe realizing what was about to happen, tried to get away, pulling away from Lynn, and his ass jerked backward, just as Kathie was pushing forward, and the dildo slammed into him hard, past the opening, past the tightest part of his anus, and he yelped in pain. 

Kathie, a little afraid, pulled back, but Lynn grabbed Michaels’ hair and held him in place. “If you want this,” Lynn thrust her hips forward, pushing her pussy right against his face, “you have to take that.” Lynn gestured to Kathie, who leaned forward, watching with amazement as the huge black dildo slowly penetrated Michaels’ ass, disappearing inch by inch, Michaels groaning loudly.

Both women stared at the cock, immediately understanding why men were so turned on by anal sex, how tight it must feel, how taboo it was.

Michaels again tried to free himself, but Lynn yelled, “Lick my pussy!” And as Michaels felt Lynn’s reaction, her excitement, his resistance lessened, and Kathie saw this and started fucking him in the ass, evenly at first, and then harder and harder, feeling the base of the dildo press against her own pussy, an unexpected pleasure.

“Very good, Pierce, keep licking me,” ordered Lynn. Michaels was moaning now, with each thrust of the dildo his head slammed forward into Lynn’s pussy, and she locked her legs around him, keeping him in his place. “You seem to be getting aroused by this, Pierce. You must like it.”

Michaels mumbled something, impossible to understand, his face was buried. Lynn pulled him away by his hair. “Admit it, you like it.”

“I do,” he gasped.

“Say it,” Lynn ordered. “Tell me what you like.”

“I—I like being fucked,” groaned Michaels.

“Where do you like being fucked?”

“In the ass! I like being fucked in the ass!”

Lynn shoved his face back into her dripping pussy, and Kathie started fucking him even harder, the cock now all the way in, not believing he could take it, it must hurt, she’d never had anal sex, wondering what it must feel like, Michaels certainly seemed to be really excited. . .

Kathie forced her hand down into the tight leather pants, working her fingers onto her clit, and each thrust pressured her most sensitive spot, it was as if her clit was also getting fucked.

Lynn was losing control, Michaels’ face mashed against her pussy, her legs restraining him, all of it exciting, even seeing Kathie fuck him, seeing the other woman get aroused, Lynn had never been with a woman, she couldn’t take her eyes off Kathie, wondering if she was wet too, wondering what it would be like if it was Kathie who was licking her. . .

Their eyes locked again, and reached out to each other, and that, even more than what Michaels was doing, catapulted Lynn into a massive orgasm, her juices flowing, gushing, her legs clamping together, her spasms rocking the entire bed.

Kathie was struggling to move her fingers, squeezed into her skin tight leather pants. She’d never seen a woman have an orgasm before, and couldn’t take her eyes off of Lynn. Kathie thrust forward powerfully, the dildo going all the way into Michaels’ ass, the resistance pushing Kathie’s fingers against her clit, making her think of a tongue on her, sitting on a man’s face, something else she had never done, and her legs grew weak, she started to shake, and she was coming, her fingers going numb even as her pussy exploded.

Kathie couldn’t stand any more, she fell backward, the dildo making a popping sound as it dragged out of Michaels’ ass, and he groaned, and Kathie yelled at him, “You love it, don’t you? You love having your ass fucked!” 

Michaels was trying to answer, Lynn finally released him, Michaels now grabbing for his cock, jerking himself off. “Please, please, give it to me!”

Kathie snapped off the harness and threw it on the floor. She reached into the shopping bag and pulled out another strap-on dildo, this one even bigger—and pink. She held it up for Lynn. “This one’s for you.”

Lynn laughed and jumped off the bed, pulling off her skirt in one motion, in a hurry. She started to put the dildo on, but Kathie, shy now, said, “Let me help.” Kathie dropped to her knees and strapped the dildo around Lynn’s hips, her face now close to Lynn’s naked pussy, her musk intoxicating.

Kathie closed her eyes, and was just about to do something crazy, she was going to kiss Lynn’s pussy, she wanted to taste it, she never had any interest in a woman before, but Lynn was so beautiful, Kathie had been so turned on watching her come, she wanted part of it, she didn’t know if that’s what Lynn wanted, but she was going to do it anyway.

But at just that moment Michaels turned and saw her. “You!”

Lynn didn’t give him a chance to regain his composure, to try to assert himself over Kathie. In two strides Lynn was next to the bed, pushing Michaels down. “That’s right, it’s Kathie. She just fucked you in the ass with that big black dildo.” 

Michaels looked at the dildo and sputtered, “I—”

“And you said you loved it,” finished Kathie. “And I heard you say you liked my ass. I’ll show it to you.” She quickly stripped off her boots and leather pants, bending over as she did so that Michaels would get a good look at her ass. She had worn no underwear, and naked from the waist down, she knelt on the bed. 

“Wait,” said Lynn. “Pierce, take off your shoes and pants.”

Michaels quickly complied, perhaps thinking he was going to get something he wanted.

“On your back,” Kathie ordered, pushing his shoulders down, so now he was half on the bed, his legs hanging off the end.

Kathie crawled forward, positioning herself right over his face. “You said I had a nice ass, didn’t you?”

Michaels nodded, his face inches from her pussy and ass. “It’s a wonderful ass, so tight. . .”

“You may touch it,” said Kathie.

Michaels reached up with this hands, his fingers spreading. Kathie slapped them away.

“With your mouth,” said Kathie. “Kiss it.”

Michaels reached up, trying to plant a kiss on Kathie’s ass, but she kept out of his reach, finally letting him barely brush her ass check with his mouth.

“You said you like tight asses. Let’s see if you can put your mouth where you mouth is, so to speak. Stick out your tongue, and lick it.”

Kathie waited until he was straining, his tongue out, reaching, and then she sat down hard on his face, grinding, his hot tongue hitting her crack, for just a second his tongue was in her, unspeakable, yet it drove her crazy, if she hadn’t just come she would certainly have at that moment.

Michaels struggled beneath her, but she held him down, and she placed his hand on his cock, amazingly still hard, he was aroused getting taken and humiliated by these two women he had no respect for. Kathie let him touch himself, and in just a few seconds Michaels had stopped struggling, and Kathie felt his tongue again, exploring, pushing forward, reaching for her, into her. . .

Now it was Lynn’s turn to watch Kathie, seeing her sitting on Michaels’ face, he was so vulnerable, so wanting to be taken. Lynn hesitated, wondering, Should I do this? but the look that Kathie had given her when she was getting licked, the way Kathie had put the dildo on her, how she had stared at Lynn’s pussy. . .

Lynn approached the bed, Kathie grinding on Michaels, and Lynn bent over until her face was close to Kathie’s, their eyes soft for each other, and Lynn waited, just to be sure, and Kathie nodded, and Lynn kissed her, softly at first, and then with passion, even as Kathie continued to smother Michaels, he couldn’t see any of what they were doing.

Lynn let her hand drop to Kathie’s thighs, and while still holding the kiss Lynn rode her fingers through Kathie’s pubic hair, holding her breath, wondering if she was going too far, but Kathie grabbed her hand and pulled it onto her clit.

Michaels was still licking Kathie, his tongue going deeper into her ass, his hand jerking his cock, but Lynn ignored him, all her focus on Kathie, Lynn’s fingers moving faster and faster, Kathie’s clit engorged.

They finally broke the kiss, both of them panting. “I’m sorry if I went too far,” whispered Lynn. 

“You took what you wanted,” said Kathie. “It’s what this is all about.” She wiggled her ass until Michaels groaned.

“I’ve never kissed a woman,” said Lynn, a little in awe of her own actions.

“Me neither,” said Kathie. “Let’s get rid of Michaels.”

“One last thing,” said Lynn. She reached down to her pussy again, slipping in her fingers, getting them wet, then smearing the slick juices on the dildo. Lynn gave Kathie another brief kiss. “I’ll be right back.”

Lynn checked the camera, making sure it was catching everything, especially the pink girly dildo. Then she lifted Michaels legs up, spreading them, and positioned the dildo against his ass.

“Let him up a little,” suggested Lynn.

Kathie shifted, and Michaels gasped to catch his breath. “What are you going to do?” he pleaded.

“It’s my turn to fuck your ass,” said Lynn. “Didn’t I tell you that there are plenty of women who want to fuck you?” Fuck you over, is what I mean, she thought.

“I didn’t think you meant—”

“Admit it, you want it,” said Lynn. “Come on, it’s what this lesson is all about, tell me what you want.” Lynn put the tip of the dildo against his raw and sensitive anus.

“I want—I want you to fuck me.”

“Prove it,” said Lynn.

Michaels reached down and spread his ass cheeks. “Fuck me, please.”

“Where?” demanded Lynn.

“In the ass! I want you to fuck me in the ass!”

Lynn thrust the dildo into him, hard, and Michaels gasped in pain, this dong even thicker than the other one. But Lynn wasn’t looking at him, she was looking at Kathie, who smiled, and dropped her ass back on Michaels’ face. 

“Lick me!” Kathie ordered.

Michaels squirmed to comply, his tongue darting out, and Lynn fucked him, violently, all her anger coming to the fore, finally getting her due, putting this asshole in his place as she fucked his ass. So fitting, she thought.

Michaels’ hand reached for his cock, and this time they let him, he jerked himself madly, Kathie smashing into his face, Lynn fucking his ass, he was totally submissive, both women thinking the same thing, he’d do anything for them, Kathie, sitting on his face, thought she could even. . .

The two women looked at each other and smiled. Michaels was beaten. They were in control, powerful. They had won.

Without speaking both of them pulled away, Kathie falling to the side, Lynn pulling out. Michaels groaned at the loss, and his cock started to spasm, and he came, a jet of cum shooting onto his shirt, leaving blotches on the fabric.

They were all breathing hard now, Kathie and Lynn staring at each other, both with a small smile, sharing this secret they would forever have to keep for themselves, having taught Michaels a lesson, but also having learned something about each other, and about themselves.

Michaels finally sat up, trying to regain his composure. “Yes, well, that was very good. I didn’t know you were going to be here Kathie, but you did well.”

Kathie and Lynn both burst out laughing. “You’re pathetic!” said Lynn.

Michaels was still on the bed, he turned awkwardly to her. “Now Ms. Green, I don’t think that is called for, I was obviously helping you, and  you can’t lie to me, you enjoyed it.”

“Not as much as you enjoyed getting fucked by a black dick!” said Kathie.

“And a sissy pink one!” said Lynn. “I had this whole thing in your ass and you were begging for more.” 

Michaels gaped at the huge dong. “I—I was doing that for you—”

“Bullshit,” said Lynn. “You were begging for it. Wait until I tell everyone at the office, how you begged to be fucked in the ass, how we sat on your face.”

“How you licked my ass,” said Kathie.

Michaels sputtered. “You could never do that, no one would believe you anyway.”

“You’re right about one thing, we wouldn’t say anything, unless—”

“Unless what?” Michaels was trying to sound indignant.

“Unless you start treating women better,” said Kathie. “No more of your piggish male sexism. From now on, everyone is equal.”

“And you have to apologize to the entire staff for your behavior,” added Lynn.

Michaels tried to look outraged, but it was pretty hard for him, half naked, his mouth smeared with their juices, gobs of cum on his dress shirt, staring at the pink dildo that had just taken his ass. “I won’t do it,” he muttered.

“Yes you will,” said Lynn. “Otherwise, we’ll release the video tape.”

“What tape?” Michaels’ eyes frantically searched the room, resting on the video camera. “You didn’t, you can’t. . .”

“We won’t unless we have to,” said Kathie. “You just have to do as you are told. You seem to enjoy that, anyway.”

Michaels tried one last time. “You can’t let anyone see that. You’re in it, too.”

The women laughed. “No, we’re not,” said Kathie. “It’s zoomed in right on you. Oh, you’ll be able to see something, a woman’s legs as she sits on your face, and two big cocks fucking you. We’ll edit out our voices, all everyone will hear is you begging to be fucked in the ass.”

“Now you know how we women feel,” said Lynn. “Being verbally fucked over by you, being taken advantage of in the office.” She moved forward until the dildo was right in front of his face. “I hope you’ve learned your lesson. . .”

Michaels’ shoulders sagged. “You win. I’ll do anything you say.”

“Good. But remember, we’ll have the video.”

“Okay, okay, I said you win. I know when someone is in control.” Michaels looked up hopefully. “But you both enjoyed yourself, too, didn’t you?”

Lynn and Kathie looked at each other, thinking the same thing. They had, but not just because they had humiliated Michaels, not just because they had felt the power, the control. That had been exciting.

But the real thrill, the real arousal, had been watching each other, seeing the other woman in a new light, naked, exposed, aroused.

Kathie smiled. “I did.”

“Me too,” said Lynn. She turned to Michaels. “Now get your ass out of here. Kathie and I have something we have to do.”

They ignored Michaels as he scrambled into his clothes, humiliated, tucking his cum stained shirt into his pants. 

After he had finally left, Lynn gingerly took off the strap-on. “Too bad,” she said. “I don’t even want to touch this now. Maybe we could have found a better use for it.”

Kathie smiled at her and picked up the brown bag. “Well, I wasn’t sure exactly what we would need, so I bought a few other things.”

Lynn’s eyebrows went up. “Really? What?”

Kathie took Lynn’s hand and led her to the bed. “Why don’t we find out together?”

~  ~  ~  ~  ~

Want more revenge?

Revenge In The Hamptons

Tessa is an up and coming executive, smart and attractive, a woman who is powerful and independent. In everything except love, that is. After having been dumped by her boyfriend who suddenly developed a desire for demure Asian women, Tessa is about to give up on men. Then she meets Mike, who seems to satisfy everything on her perfect man checklist.

Yet Mike is not all that he appears, and when Tessa finds out the truth she surprises even herself as she reclaims her power and gets her revenge.

(even more revenge stories coming soon!)
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Satisfying Her Needs

Peter’s wife Andie is hot, but when it comes to sex, she just goes through the motions, and not very often at that. She says she loves him, but married him for all his good qualities, not anything physical. The only way Andie can get excited is by fantasizing about other men. Not faceless, nameless men, but real men she knows, men she has flirted with. Although Peter wishes he alone could turn Andie on, her fantasies help rekindle their love life. 

Until Peter finds the video. . .
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A Surprise Revelation (The Surprise Series #1)

Melissa has a handsome, caring husband, a good job, a nice house. But there’s something missing—passion. She had it before, with boyfriend Marcus, and misses it terribly.

Biker Vern recognizes her hidden need right away. The arousal he awakens in Melissa makes her wonder if marrying Richard was the right thing to do. Now Melissa’s tenth year reunion is coming up, a tempting opportunity to reconnect with alpha male Marcus. 

Richard. Vern. Marcus. 

Safety. Danger. Passion.

Choices.

(This is a standalone book, although Melissa and Richard’s story will continue in A Surprise Reunion.)

A Surprise Reunion (The Surprise Series #2)

Melissa seems to have the perfect marriage. It’s comfortable and safe. But deep down, she knows there is something missing. So does her husband Richard. It’s tearing both of them apart.

The only man who Melissa felt truly passionate about was alpha male Marcus. But that was back in college, ten years ago, and Melissa thought she was over him. Now she’s not so sure, and neither is Richard.

What would you do if your husband loved you so much that he’d let you get back with your old boyfriend to find out if that’s what you need to make you really happy?

(This is a standalone book, although you can read Melissa and Richard’s backstory in A Surprise Revelation.)

A Kiss to Start it All

(New Adult Romance)

Sassy Jackie is a harmless flirt, or so she thinks. Turns out her flirtations earn her a reputation on campus, not for being loose, but just the opposite, because she’s never actually gone all the way. With no end of guys trying to ‘fix’ her, and surrounded by the exploits of her wild friend Sue, who’s a poster child for bad influence, Jackie is under a lot of pressure to do something.

Jackie doesn’t think she should have to defend herself for not putting out, or to do something she isn’t ready for, just to be considered normal. It’s a dilemma every young woman faces, and Jackie wants to get it right.

Whatever that means.

This standalone story is the first of a new series about how an innocent (or sometimes not so innocent!) kiss just might start something new, exciting, sensuous, or even wild. . .

Revenge In The Hamptons

(Powerful Women Revenge Series)

Tessa is an up and coming executive, smart and attractive, a woman who is powerful and independent. In everything except love, that is. After having been dumped by her boyfriend who suddenly developed a desire for demure Asian women, Tessa is about to give up on men. Then she meets Mike, who seems to satisfy everything on her perfect man checklist.

Yet Mike is not all that he appears, and when Tessa finds out the truth she surprises even herself as she reclaims her power and gets her revenge.
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Allie Shows Her True Colors

Rob is totally smitten by co-worker Allie, but she’s all work and no play. A totally buttoned up professional from a traditional background, she seems to have no time for men. But Rob pursues her relentlessly, and after he hits it big financially, she agrees to marry him. Rob’s flying high, and his only concern is whether they will be physically compatible, because Allie is saving herself for marriage.

The big day finally arrives, and so do the three big black photographers Allie has personally picked out. They look more like linebackers than picture takers, but Rob has left all the details up to Allie, who has totally taken control of everything.

Except the photographers, who have ideas of their own. It turns out Allie was saving herself for her wedding . . . just not in the way Rob had hoped.
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