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Chapter One: ​Office Party Invitation
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"You are not going like that are you?" Terry asked.

"Why not?" I responded as I looked at myself in the mirror.

"Well," Terry stood there in the doorway of our bedroom, staring at me. "There will be plenty of guys and..."

"And what?" I turned around to face him.

"That dress leaves little to the imagination," Terry explained.

"That's the point," I smiled. "You've been working hard and they have turned you down for a raise, maybe if I give them a slight raise they might give you one."

Terry approached me from behind as I stood before the full-sized mirror. "You're given me a raise, right now," he smiled, wrapping his arm around me.

I felt his hard cock push against my ass. I sighed as I felt it. "As much as I would like to entertain that idea," I turned around to face him. "We are already late and I don't want to get undressed or ruin my make up."

"Who said anything about taking the dress off," Terry had that teasing grin.

"Terry Baxter!" I pushed him away. "Let's go!"

"You're no fun!" Terry chased after me.

~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Terry worked for a tech company that was unveiling a new program, something that would revolutionize the industry. Tonight was the launch party, and all of their top employees were invited to attend. All the top brass were going to be there, also.

I had the full intention of showing off all my assets to get Terry the raise or promotion he deserved. Terry had been working six days a week for four months, long hours and putting in a lot of work, and he had asked for a raise or a promotion, but got turned down.

"Is that him?" I asked Terry as I eyed someone who looked important; people were all over him.

"No, that's just Gary," Terry answered. "He is one of the supervisors, but has no say in..."

I cut him off by looking somewhere else.

The large venue was packed with people, the unveiling had gone well, and people cheered when the speaker announced the program and showed off what it could do. I was unimpressed, it was just another thing that people would waste their money on, because they 'absolutely had to have it!'

"There he is," Terry pointed to a tall, dark-skinned man drinking champagne around a few other men.

"Hold," I gave Terry my drink and made my way over.

I had already garnered a lot of stares from both men and women tonight. Dressing in this tight red dress made my brown hair and blue eyes pop, as well as the low-cut front. I had to be careful how I bent over, or the girls would spill out.

I intended to get the men to stare at my chest, and maybe then I could guilt them into giving my husband what he deserved.

"Excuse me," I reached between the four men for a champagne glass.

"Hi," one of the men smiled as he caught a good glimpse of my cleavage.

"Hi," I replied, sipping on the champagne.

"I don't believe we met," one of the other guys grinned.

His eyes were on my legs as the dress had a split it in from my ankle to my hip. I had them eating out of the palm of my hand.

"Elise Baxter," I introduced myself.

"Baxter," the main man and my main target said. "You're not the wife of Terence Baxter are you?"

"Yes," I smiled as I waved over at my husband. "Yes, I am."

"Lucky guy," one of the men mumbled, barely loud enough for me to hear him.

"Yes, he is very lucky," I said, looking at him.

Terry walked over, and I pulled him close to me to show the men that I belonged to him.

"Terry you never mentioned you had such a gorgeous wife," the main man smiled as he stared directly at my chest.

'Bold!' I thought as everyone around could see that he wasn't even trying to hide where his eyes were looking.

"Yes," Terry tried to reassert his dominance. "We got married four years ago."

He made sure to make the we and married louder than the rest of the sentence.

"Couldn't keep our hands off each other," I added.

"I am sure of that," the man said as his eyes were roaming all over me.

All aspects of me having the upper hand here were fading as I didn't think I could guilt him into anything; he wasn't trying to hide his interest in me.

I coughed and stared at Terry.

"It was a good speech," Terry tried to change the conversation.

"Thanks," the man on the right of us smiled. "It's a good program."

"Many late nights, and long hours by our team," Terry responded.

"Yes, by your team," the main man now stared at Terry.

"Yes sir," Terry was backing down again.

I pinched him.

Terry stared up at the man who was his superior.

"You must be proud of your husband, taking so much time to be with his team," the man smiled down at me. "Although not as much time on the project at hand."

My smile dropped. "What do you mean?"

"He just means..." Terry started to say.

"Alexis," the man called for a tall blonde woman.

She approached, and immediately her eyes went straight to the floor. I looked at Terry who was looking away.

"Usually, we do not condone such relations in the office, but when a team works days and nights like some teams do," the man smiled as Alexis kept staring at the floor. "Things do happen."

Terry didn't say a word.

"Oh," the man shook his head. "He didn't tell you?"

My face flushed with embarrassment.

"Your husband was caught in one of the private rooms that we use for late night stays," one of the men said. "He wasn't alone. Which the rooms are specifically made for."

Alexis turned on her heels.

"Stay!" the man in charge said in a voice that even made me stay still.

No wonder people listened to him; his voice and presence had such authority to it.

"Tell her," he ordered Alexis.

"It was a one-time thing," Alexis spat out. "We didn't even go all the way; it was mild petting at the most."

"Not what was captured on video," one of the other men said.

"Miles," Terry shook his head. "I mean sir."

Miles stared down at Terry like a pit bull looking down at a mouse. Terry immediately backed off.

"I am sorry for the embarrassment, he told us he had squared it away with his girlfriend, and that it wouldn't happen again," Miles said. "We made precautions to make sure it wouldn't happen again by removing Alexis from the team."

"Thank you," I replied. "If you will excuse us?"

"Of course," Miles smiled.

I felt his eyes on me even after I turned my back and grabbed my husband's arm.

"You cheated!" I exclaimed as we rushed for the doors.

"I didn't think she would be here!" Terry replied as he sped up to keep up with me.

"You didn't think she would be here!" I turned to face him once we were outside. "The woman you cheated on me with, that's your answer?"

"We didn't have sex!" Terry chased after me as I turned on my heels and went to the valet.

"So, it's okay to just make out?" I asked as I handed the man our ticket.

"It had been a stressful month and things went too far, but we stopped just before," Terry looked at the young man staring at us.

"What? Just before what?" I was infuriated. "You put your cock in her?"

"Elise, can we talk about this when we get home?" Terry asked as he looked at the young man who was staring back at us.

"I am going home, you're not coming," I shot at him. "Find somewhere else to spend the night!"

When the car pulled up, I got in the driver's seat and sped off. Leaving Terry where he stood.
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Chapter Two​: The Solution
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Elise was still mad at me; she hadn’t spoken to me in over a week, not one word. At least she let me back in the house.

I didn’t know that Alexis would be at the party; she had told me that she had no plans to attend. So, when I saw her, I knew I was in trouble.

Alexis and I weren’t together; we didn’t even have sex, well, not all the way. We had flirted and even gotten our clothes off and were in a position to have sex when we were caught.

I had no feelings for Alexis. She was a beautiful woman with firm breasts and a tight ass. After long shifts at the office staring at each other day after day, things went further than the two of us had intended. She had a live-in boyfriend, and I was married. I loved Elise with all my heart.

Damn Miles! It was his fault ever since he got transferred from Washington to our building; he had been a pain in the ass.

The corporate bosses thought our division had been too lax, and things weren’t getting done, so they sent Miles to replace our old boss, Shawn. The moment Miles stepped into the building, everything changed.

All felt his presence; it didn’t matter whether they were male or female, black, white, or other. Everyone felt him; the whole building knew when Miles arrived on a daily basis. No one could explain it. We all knew who the boss was, and it was Mile Draven. He didn’t even have to say anything; he could just look at a person, and they would quiver in their seat.

Miles had it out for me, though, maybe because I hadn’t been pulling my weight around. I had to admit I had it easy while Shawn was around. There were days when I didn’t do anything at all, and Shawn wouldn’t say a thing. We all had it easy while Shawn was our main boss, but there was no going easy with Miles, no way, no how.

Long days at work became a thing, a weekly thing. We pushed the envelope every day. Miles demanded results, and if you weren’t producing, you were gone. That’s how Mile ran this ship.

“Terry,” Miles smiled as he entered my office. I swore the place got smaller as he entered.

“Hi sir,” I grinned as I stared up at him.

He was a giant among men, even Craig, who was the tallest man I knew at work, said he felt small next to Miles, even though he was taller than Miles. It was that presence.

“How are things between you and that fine ass wife of yours,” Miles sat down across from me.

“She is still mad,” I responded. “And I would appreciate it if you didn’t...”

“Now, that’s so sad to hear,” Miles interrupted me. “I feel bad, I mean the whole company feels bad for what happened at the party.”

“Yes, that was an unfortunate encounter, she still hasn’t forgiven me,” I stated.

I had begged and pleaded for Elise to just speak to me. Yell at me, shout at me, call me names, anything. Instead, she said nothing; she didn’t reply to my texts or my calls.

“Maybe I can help,” Miles smiled.

Why did I have a feeling he was going to make things worse?

“No, it’s okay,” I shook my head. “This will work itself out.”

“Sure, it will,” Miles nodded, sitting back and crossing those big arms of his across his broad chest. “In divorce court.”

I shook my head quickly. “Elise wouldn’t divorce me,” I was saying it more to myself to convince myself that Elise wouldn’t do it. “It was a mistake, and nothing happened.”

“Right, you just got naked with another woman and was about to put your dick inside her,” Miles shrugged. “It’s an easy mistake.”

Why did he have to put it like that? I was sure that’s the way Elise saw it. It didn’t happen like that, we were just talking and flirting and... things just got carried away, it was a mistake, people make mistakes.

“I tell you what,” Miles stood up. “I invite both of you to my house for dinner, we can talk things out, just the three of us.”

“I don’t think so,” I shook
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