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From the twenty-fifth floor high above the traffic, I gazed at the city below. At my feet, the Harbour Bridge shimmered with a million speckles in the night. Lights from traffic flickered like fireflies rushing back and forth. In my hand, I swirled a glass of my favourite red wine. The murky legs of alcohol blurred the view yet offered comfort and reassurance. On my second glass, I contemplated the evening ahead.

Success in business had brought riches, a fast sports car, a mansion on a hill, and endless small luxuries. There seemed nothing I couldn’t have or buy. However, success came at the cost of working seventy or more hours a week. People considered me ‘driven’, and that reality didn’t win any friends. Contemporaries at the top of the industry made similar sacrifices, and yet all possessed what I continued to crave. All of them were men and willing to become captive to an idea. These men sacrificed everything human for profit and became slaves to a lifestyle. But why did they succeed where I failed? Hadn’t they made the same, if not more of a sacrifice? If so, then why did they have this other life? It made no sense.

It turned out to be easier for men to pursue this ... this intangible. Men didn’t have a biological clock. In fact, I had slept with men aged sixty years old considered prime beasts still at that age. These men proved wonderful, thoughtful lovers, powerful leaders of industry, but still just men. Driven, yes, these men were obsessed with working obscene hours ... to sacrifice everything... to be a winner. Ha, I was a man ... with a vagina I thought. 

Women used sex to achieve their goals. What happens when a woman has everything she seeks and more? Well, the answer is simple ... men and more men. But no ordinary man. A powerful, rich woman demanded and expected a man of equal status. However, at age forty-five, that boat had sailed. Those men of power had twenty-something - year - old wives, and I accepted that to find any good man would be difficult. Did the man have to be a winner? Whatever the fuck that meant I mused. Realities change, and I accepted companionship drove the cravings inside. A longing for a man to come home to and snuggle up against on a cold winter’s night. A man to hail a taxi, to yell at the mobile coffee van to force it to stop.

“This woman wants a damn coffee mate ... get over here.”

A man to make me feel safe in the city ... to walk with me around the harbour and share ice cream with on a hot summer’s evening.

There had been a man, but he had left me and taken the children, and now all I had left were a few friends. Maybe I had two ... or even just one friend after one misconstrued a Twitter remark.

The delicious wine took effect, and thoughts swam. The last time I had eaten anything had been at 2 pm, and that was one half of a sandwich. Now late in the evening, a deep, heavy sigh left the lungs. Tracey, accept the loneliness because of the choices you made. Tough and focused, I had sacrificed a marriage twelve years ago, too busy to notice the problems in a selfish devotion to work. Now halfway through life, I sat here possessor of much, but still a lonely, unsatisfied woman.

The ex-husband Peter and I remained friends, seeing one another occasionally for a drink or on family special days. How ironic I thought Peter became my only male friend in the world, the man I had abandoned for work and wealth. 

Both pregnancies and births were easy, and I returned to work within a week each time. He raised both boys in my absence, and when he left me; he took them with him. I sued for custody and lost. The court decided he was the better parent to raise the children, putting me in the rare group of women who lost custody of their kids to a male ex-partner.

A third glass swirled and I started talking aloud to no one. I cursed. I could afford anything, had gained wealth beyond dreams, but had sacrificed the people I loved for that money and power. Ten years ago, I considered reuniting with Peter my ex-husband. We even slept together, but I procrastinated about work commitments and over time he met another woman. Felicity turned out to be a single mother and appeared happy and willing to find a husband and father for her child. They were perfect for one another, two parents and three children. A happy, stable family.

All hope for a second chance with the ex-husband lost, I suffered the ignominy of exclusion when celebrating our son’s twenty-first birthday. Seated at the family table and trying to look comfortable, small talk eluded me. Nothing presented as familiar or comforting in the conversations. I didn’t know these people ... I didn’t even know my sons. His long term friends and even a girlfriend were strangers. For two years ... two years they were a couple, and I didn’t know.

All that money and you are still a fucking loser. Shit.

During that evening, I met an eight-year-old precocious daughter of my ex-husband’s new wife. Drunk with wine and wallowing in self-pity, I sat outside with her in the garden and ate ice cream. Together we watched the stars and told jokes, and when Felicity joined us, I understood why the marriage to Peter would work. Attractive enough, large boobs, I noticed, the ex’s passion I remembered. But she appeared honest, friendly and an excellent listener. 

A guarded discussion with the ex-wife and new wife should be easy. But this woman sat with us and talked about her daughter, her life, and the happiness of marrying Peter. Absent from her voice were animosity, hatred, revenge ... none of those. A fine woman, much better than I, and I liked her despite the natural resentment. Better woman than me for sure, because she had captured the fine man I couldn’t keep.

Too much wine loosened my tongue, and I poured out my woes. A drip became a rush that revealed a litany of mistakes and a tale of loneliness. A total stranger listened with a sympathetic ear and without judgement. On and on I droned the poor woman listening and not interrupting. In the end, there wasn’t any epiphany or breakthrough advice from Felicity, but instead she told me to be comfortable in my skin and seek happiness where available. Happiness may be in the place you least expect.

After she took her daughter inside, I reflected on the advice. Find happiness where possible. The unspoken words involved not neglecting your other half when you find a partner. Consider what is important to you. Sacrifice and compromise on differences ... and meet him halfway. After all, ‘other half’ suggested an equal partnership, and I had abandoned that. If I met another man, we would be partners, soul mates and friends. A life full of ‘things’ or ‘stuff’ to make me happy had failed. So, in countering the failure, I chased fulfilment wherever possible. 

A woman’s advantage lay between her legs, so I played the field. Countless younger men, older men, and even women. That night after the party, I cried alone in an enormous house on a hill above the city.

The lights continued to dazzle, and I finished the third glass of wine. Should I pour a fourth? No, before I get stupid drunk I must find physical release from my frustrations. Sexual peak had passed, or so the literature claimed, but I loved sex more than ever. 

As I glanced at the city, I expected a night packed with desire and passion. Images of a handsome man making love to me started an imperceptible throb between the legs. An itch refusing to be scratched by anyone, but I loved it when others tried. A smile spread across the face as I considered the ease with which women got sex. Right now, I could walk downstairs and open my legs to the first male who came along. He could take me, but then disappear and be gone from my life. Sex for women proved easy, keeping a man more difficult. Where were these men to keep and those who wished to stay? Any man I met slapped my ass on the way out and said thanks but goodbye. Not to say I didn’t enjoy the sex, but I longed for the same man to slap my bottom, not a different one each time. 

In my musings, I touched myself. With one foot on the window upright, fingers toyed with the inner thigh. Damp and warm. To be expected I thought. A finger traced along the panty hem. Mmmm! That’s nice. A brush against the folds sent a shudder and an irresistible urge to touch the nub. A tiny cock, one man said, and I understood. Fingers played through silk panties, and I arched. Sparks ... fuck me. Could a man get down there with a warm wet tongue ... right now I almost screamed. But no, stop it, Tracey. Ha, anyone in the building opposite might see a woman playing with herself. How many men are watching over there I wondered?

Too bad, I thought, no pussy for them tonight but a voyeur ... mmm...alright. Face flushed from erotic images, I gasped and lowered a leg to rub against the other one. A squirm in the seat pulled the underwear tight into my slit. Another pair of panties ruined I thought, making a mental note to have the chair cleaned. One advantage of being single came to be the anticipation of sex with a stranger. God, erotic images could prove arousing and better than the actual sex. If I found a man to love forever, would these images disappear? Perhaps, but such a small sacrifice for all the benefits. After I emptied the wineglass, I stood and made my way to the elevator area. 

A favourite bar beckoned like bait on a hook. As I strode through the building foyer, I noted the time read after 9 pm. Time for a drink and to check out the talent. Across the road stood an English-style pub. Noise from patrons spilled through the doors and I entered a cacophony of drunk male and female voices. Why do people talk louder when they drink I mused?

Regulars packed the bar area, and I nodded to many familiar patrons, including the fuckboys. These young men hovered around the bar, sniffing out horny women seeking a hookup. Without morals, they did what men have done forever, hunt their prey and inseminate as many willing fuck buddies as possible. Excused by a genetic obligation to spread their seed, their moves to pick up women entertained those in the know. 

Old or young, they didn’t care. One had told me a seventy-five-year-old cheated on her husband in the alley out back. Just wanted a hard cock, powerful muscles and a tight butt. Had trouble getting down on her knees, but she managed. 

Such flippant disregard for others came because of my familiarity with these men. They knew me, drank with me and each had taken me, or perhaps I took them. Wonderful bodies, hard dicks, but zero morals. Still, the stories the men told entertained when they weren’t misogynistic.

Women surrendering to lust and desire added to the amusement. No exception here. I had surrendered to all of them. But the way the women flirted, acted needy and desperate revealed a side of women I felt ashamed of. Female hands touched men in ways that, if the roles were reversed could be called sexual assault. Anyway, the way these women threw themselves at the fuckboys showed live entertainment had not died. These strong, virile young men fucked with abandon and satisfied women’s immediate physical needs myself included. When I yearned for sex, these men offered it to me with no strings attached.

Sebastien stood as a six-foot Adonis. Fair hair, blue eyes, and muscular shoulders took your breath away. A face sporting a permanent five o’clock shadow gave a swarthy appearance. To me, I liked him not because of his looks, nor his muscular shoulders and arms, but because he had that beautiful V shape from broad shoulders down to his narrow waist. He approached and pulled up a stool next to me at the bar. 

“Lonely tonight I see Tracey. Busy at work, I guess.”

“I would have thought by now you would have young women draped around your arms. Losing your touch, Sebastien?” I countered.

“Not a quality crowd tonight. Not sophisticated like you.”

Sebastien smiled that insincere, shallow grin he pulled whenever he threw a compliment he didn’t mean.

Nice comeback, I thought.

“The crowd will either leave before 10 pm or enter the club. Depends on whether they have the cash I suppose.”

“I am more interested in a ... more mature woman tonight.”

“Anyone in mind?” 

Sebastien leaned forward, his masculinity intoxicating.

“Present company excepted,” he said his eyes boring into mine.

“Okay, who else?” I asked.

“The woman over there he pointed. The one with her work colleagues. She has had sex with me already with her eyes and
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