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‘Oh, come on!’ she says, laughing in amusement and disbelief. ‘Not even once?’  
 
    She slips her arm through mine and tightens her grip. Thank God it’s dark tonight, or she’d see me flushing with embarrassment. I pretend to concentrate on watching my drunken, stumbling feet, stepping around small puddles from the rain earlier, careful not to splash my brand-new white heels.  
 
    ‘No!’ I say, laughing through my embarrassment. ‘Never! Not even once.’  
 
    ‘I don’t believe you.’ Sophie drops her voice to a whisper as we pass by a group of people waiting for the late-night bus. ‘C’mon, don’t tell me that thing has made you blind?’  
 
    I glance down at that thing she mentioned so dismissively – my wedding ring. No, it hasn’t made me blind, not how Sophie thinks, anyway. It has made loyal and faithful and committed, but not blind.  
 
    ‘Of course not,’ I say, glancing around at the darkening streets, making sure we’re not in earshot of anyone else. ‘I can still look, right? I just can’t touch.’  
 
    Sophie rolls her eyes and makes a sound of disgust.  
 
    ‘That’s like going into a restaurant and bringing your own sandwich,’ she says. ‘C’mon, Kate, you’re telling me that ever since you got married, you haven’t even once been tempted?’  
 
    I fall into silence, mulling over her question. Of course I’ve been tempted – I’m married, not dead. Sure, I see good-looking guys most days of the week. What am I supposed to do about it? I pledged my life and love and fidelity to a man who promised to love and honor me in return for the rest of our lives. That means that I can look, but I can’t touch. A girl like Sophie – the perpetual wild child, always getting engaged to new guys and moving on before the ring starts to lose its shine – can never understand the concept of being loyal and faithful and happy with just one man for the rest of her life.  
 
    She’s always been that way.  
 
    ‘Well, yeah,’ I say, pausing at a crosswalk and pressing the button. ‘Of course I’ve been tempted-’  
 
    ‘Who?’ She seizes on my brief moment of weakness like a shark sensing blood in the water. ‘You gotta tell me!’  
 
    I laugh and step off the sidewalk. She keeps pace at my side as we cross the quiet street. Not much traffic around at this time of night. Not after all the bars kick everyone out, anyway. Right now, the only cars are the various cabs and Uber drivers taking drunk people home. We should have taken a cab, if I’m being honest, but I love walking through town at night. Especially after the rain.  
 
    The streets and sidewalks glisten underneath the lamps and car beams, making the dark concrete seem to sparkle and shimmer in every direction. Little droplets of rain still cling to the hoods and windows of parked cars and gleam like tiny diamonds. Car tires leave brief damp tracks in their wake.  
 
    Despite the earlier rainfall, the night isn’t cold. Thank God, I really didn’t want to have to wear a heavy coat or change my outfit at the last minute. Whenever Sophie invites me out for a drink (Just one, she always says, and both of us know how that always ends up), I have to try and match her uniquely sexual and exciting outfits. Tonight, she’s chosen a wide-open deep blue blazer jacket that almost shows off her entire front, no bra, tight jeans that hug her ass and black stilettos. I’ve selected a sleeveless dark green dress with a generous diamond-shaped window around the cleavage and a hem that almost touches my knees, along with my brand-new white heels. And, yes, I’m wearing a bra. My breasts are D-cups compared to Sophie’s more modest B’s, I have to wear a bra with a dress like this. Her chest doesn’t move or jiggle, even when she goes jogging. Some girls get all the luck.  
 
    ‘Come on!’ she says, shaking my arm. ‘Don’t keep me in suspense! Who has bad little Kate been getting all wet over?’  
 
    I laugh at the excitement in her voice. If there’s one thing Sophie likes more than being wicked herself, it’s hearing about other people being wicked. She’s that kind of a girl.  
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say, steeling myself and trying to push through my usual coy, shy demeanor. ‘There’s this guy at work…’  
 
    I can feel Sophie almost vibrating with giddy excitement.  
 
    ‘I knew you were a bad girl at heart!’ she says, laughing. Her humor blares out in loud, drunken waves. She stumbles into me as we turn off the main street and head down a quieter, darker road. I begin to feel a little more comfortable opening up to her now that we’re further away from other late-night revelers.  
 
    I hear cabs rolling past along the main streets and the distant laughs and hoots of other drunkards making their way home or to the next watering hole. Most girls would probably feel nervous walking down a dark street late at night, but Sophie makes me feel like I could kick anyone’s ass, even in these heels.  
 
    ‘Tell me about him!’ she says, nudging me with her elbow. Sophie has a lot of positive traits, but patience isn’t one of them.  
 
    ‘Okay, okay,’ I say nudging her back. ‘His name is Todd. He’s really hot. Like, crazy good looking. Tall. Cute. Amazing eyes.’  
 
    Sophie makes a fake gagging sound with her throat.  
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ she says, ‘spare me the lovey-dovey shit! Tell me the juicy details, Kate! Would you fuck him?’  
 
    She squeezes my arm with both hands, looking at me with bright, wide, imploring eyes that seem to gleam even in the relative darkness of this side street. I can feel Sophie’s excitement. It shimmers like an aura that surrounds her and envelopes us both. It’s impossible not to get caught up in whatever crazy, impulsive, spur-of-the-moment idea she’s had. My husband was worried about me spending tonight with Sophie. Every time we hang out together, she convinces me to do something silly or risky or utterly wild and totally out of character for me. One time, Sophie convinced me that we should go on a road trip. We made it six hours into our travels before I sobered up and called my husband to come get us. He’s never really forgiven her for that.  
 
    I consider her question carefully for a moment, wondering how I should answer. If I say yes, I would fuck my hot co-worker, she’ll never let me forget it. Hell – even worse – she might bring it up in front of my husband just to get a reaction out of him. If I say no, she’ll probably talk on and on for the rest of the night about why I should allow myself to enjoy fantasies and concoct some kind of elaborate scenario where she can be present for my eventual seduction over the office photocopier. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, with a hint of hesitation to my voice. ‘Yeah, I mean, hypothetically, if I wasn’t married-’ 
 
    She squeals with delight, almost hopping up and down as we walk, squeezing my arm with both hands. 
 
    ‘Who gives a shit if you’re married?’ she says. ‘I bet he doesn’t. Hell, I bet if you offered to suck his dick, he’d say, What husband?’ 
 
    Now it’s my turn to laugh. Sometimes I truly don’t understand how Sophie’s mind works. It’s like she has no filter to check these things before she says them. I’m sure loads of people would be horrified at her casual assertion that my marriage could be temporarily discarded so I can suck another man’s dick, but I’m so used to her way of thinking that it barely registers. 
 
    Sophie is the type of woman who sees sex as sex, no matter what. Even if she’s engaged to a nice guy and constantly telling me how happy she is, nothing will stop her from going home from the club with another man. She doesn’t see sex as being something exclusively confined to a relationship. One time, she went on a long, hilarious diatribe about how sex was like making a cake and it should be shared with as many people as possible to see who can make it the best. Even when she’s seemingly happy with her latest boyfriend, she’s always curious about trying the next guy. And the next. And the next. 
 
    Some people probably wonder how she and I are such good friends. We’re almost total opposites in every way. She’s a free-spirited wild animal whose sexual experiences probably number in the three-to-four figure range. I’m a shy, reluctant, easily embarrassed woman whose sexual partners can be counted on one finger. I’m not a prude, I just… well, I chose a relationship and marriage while my best friend was hopping beds all over town. 
 
    If you saw us together, you wouldn’t assume that we were best friends. Sophie is tall, beautiful, always dressed to impress and presenting her barely-concealed firm, perky breasts to the eager eyes of any red-blooded male around. She’s blonde, with a slim figure, a tight ass, and flirts with any guy in a forty-mile radius. Sophie’s the kind of girl to slam a half dozen tequila shots and chase it down with a beer. 
 
    Physically, I’m the total opposite. Brown hair, gray-blue eyes, thin lips, and a curvy figure. Josh always says that he loves my cute cheeks and my heart-shaped face. I have to wear crazy tall heels just to stay at the same height as Sophie. I’m not the one who draws all the attention. I could be standing around naked and guys would still only have eyes for Sophie. Not that I’m jealous – I love her to death – but sometimes it would be nice if I could get just a fraction of the gazes that fall on her. Even when we drink, I’m the opposite of her. While Sophie’s lining up the bar with tequila slammers, I’m more likely to be nursing a tall glass of cocktail, marveling at the pretty colors and how fruity it tastes. 
 
    But we’ve never once had a problem. Some friendships seem to transcend the differences between two people, and ours bond is way stronger than anyone would ever assume. 
 
    ‘So, this guy,’ she says, ‘tell me more. Don’t tell me about eyes-’ she almost spits out the word in disgust, ‘tell me that you’ve at least thought about it.’ 
 
    ‘About what?’ I say, my concentration temporarily broken by a cat running across the street ahead of us, its long shadow looking somehow sinister on the damp walls. 
 
    ‘About fucking him,’ Sophie says, as though it’s totally normal and acceptable that a married woman would have erotic intentions on a man outside of her union. ‘Tell me you’ve at least had a couple of fantasies about him?’ 
 
    I pause for a moment, glancing around us. There’s nobody nearby, but I don’t want to risk anyone overhearing us. It’s a small town and people talk. No way in hell do I want even a fragment of this conversation getting back home to Josh. 
 
    We reach the end of this little side street and step out onto a narrow back road, far behind the bars and nightclubs and cab stands. Sophie glances up and down the road, making a decision in her mind. Then she tugs me to the left and we start heading in that direction. It’s not our usual route home, but I trust Sophie. Maybe she knows a shortcut I don’t. 
 
    ‘Honestly, no,’ I say. ‘I’ve never fantasized about the guy from work. I only think about Josh.’ 
 
    She shoots me a look that screams, Are you fucking kidding me? and rolls her eyes. She leans a little closer and says in a hushed tone, ‘You can tell me, I promise to keep it secret.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say again. It’s the truth. I’ve never thought about my co-worker in that way. Sure, he’s tall, handsome, his eyes are beautiful, and I practically melt every time he says my name, but I have never even entertained the possibility of doing some wild and crazy with him. Maybe if I wasn’t married, that would be a different story. 
 
    ‘Jeez, really?’ Sophie says, exasperation creeping into her voice now. ‘Okay, what about this. You’re home alone and kinda horny. You open your underwear drawer and take out that cute little pink vibrator-’ 
 
    ‘Sophie!’ I say, hissing and glancing behind us. Nobody around, but that doesn’t mean I want the world to know what secrets lurk in my underwear drawer. 
 
    She laughs, delighted at my reaction. She knows how to press my buttons and loves it when I get all embarrassed like this. A girl like Sophie can talk about the most personal, intimate, potentially embarrassing subjects without batting an eyelid. One time she told me a hilariously graphic story – that involved a guy wanting share her with a friend and ended with the bed collapsing – over a coffee in Starbucks. I blush just remembering that I own a vibrator, while Sophie will pull out her phone and show me photos of her collection and describe how each one feels and all the pros and cons of every model. 
 
    Sometimes I wish I could be more like her. Free and uninhibited. Wild and unrestrained. Sometimes I regret not sowing my wild oats or having any crazy sex stories of my own. 
 
    ‘Okay, okay,’ she says, getting her laughter under control. ‘Fine. Your battery-operated friend. What do you think about when you use it?’ 
 
    Her question makes me think for a moment. We walk along in silence, our heels clicking on the sidewalk and echoing off the dark exteriors of the blank buildings around us. Sophie guides me left and right through the maze of back streets, past buildings I don’t recognize. I cast my mind back a few weeks, to the last time I got a little frisky by myself. What did I think about when I teased my sex? What thoughts went through my mind as I slowly slid that little pink vibrator in and out of my womanhood? 
 
    ‘Josh,’ I say. ‘I thought about the last time we got really naughty together.’ 
 
    Sophie looks at me with a touch of pity in her eyes and asks, ‘And what happened on that occasion?’ 
 
    Again, I’m grateful for the darkness so she can’t see me blush. 
 
    ‘I wore some sexy underwear,’ I say, trying to sound as calm and nonchalant as Sophie always does when discussing the inner matters of her sex life. ‘He came home and I was waiting for him like that. We had sex, like, three times.’ 
 
    ‘And?’ 
 
    ‘And nothing. That was it.’ 
 
    She stops walking suddenly, yanking my arm and almost pulling me off-balance. I spin around on the spot to face her, wondering why the hell she stopped. 
 
    ‘That’s it?’ she says. ‘That’s the naughtiest thing you’ve ever done together?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ I giggle, partly from embarrassment, partly because I’m drunk. 
 
    ‘Tell you at least screwed on the couch, right?’ She looks at me. Through me. It’s like she can see into my mind, as though she’s going through my memories and watching that wonderfully erotic, passionate evening play out. ‘The bed? Seriously?’ 
 
    I open my mouth to try and reply or defend myself, but nothing comes out. 
 
    ‘Honestly Kate,’ she says, ‘I love you like a sister. And Josh is a decent guy, but – I mean, come on – haven’t you ever wanted to do something really fucking crazy? Just once?’ 
 
    I flounder for a second, trying to figure out what the right answer is. Do I want to be honest, or do I want Sophie to talk about something other than my apparently lame sex life? 
 
    But as I try to think up a witty, eloquent response, a face swims before my eyes. The handsome face of my tall, attractive co-worker with the beautiful eyes and the charming smile. I picture him leaning in close to me and gently touching my waist and softly kissing my cheek. 
 
    And I feel liquid excitement stirring in my gut. 
 
    ‘Maybe,’ I say, mumbling. ‘Maybe once.’ 
 
    Even in the darkness, I see her face lighting up. Her eyes flash and her smile widens. 
 
    ‘See?’ she says. ‘That wasn’t so hard, was it?’ 
 
    We start walking again. This time there’s a definite spring in Sophie’s step. My tiny admission has already lifted her spirits. Mine too, if I’m being honest with myself. I feel like I’m part of a secret club now, like the two of us are co-conspirators in some wicked shared knowledge. 
 
    ‘I knew you were a bad girl,’ Sophie says, turning into the mouth of a dark alley. ‘You can fool everyone else with your sweet, innocent girlie-girl act, but you can’t fool me.’ 
 
    ‘It’s you,’ I say in a feeble protest. ‘You bring it out in me! You’re a bad influence.’ 
 
    ‘You know it.’ Her drunken giggle bounces off the walls, sounding vaguely demonic to my alcohol-infused mind. 
 
    ‘Where are we going?’ I say. ‘This isn’t the way home.’ 
 
    I feel her stiffen a little beside for a split second. Then she shrugs and says, ‘To a place I know. I don’t wanna go home yet. We’re having fun.’ 
 
    Now it’s my turn to shrug. Sure, why not? I shouldn’t be surprised that Sophie knows the location of some hidden, late-night, back-alley bar. In another life, she would have been the girl who knew how to find all the hidden speakeasies while the cop raided the liquor stores and spilled barrels of whiskey into the street. 
 
    She pulls me in a little closer now. I can smell the faint traces of her fruity perfume, even over the stale odor of the alley. A chill begins to creep up the back of my legs. I don’t know where we are or what she has in mind, but I trust her. Sophie’s a wild child, but she’s never led me astray. Well, mostly. 
 
    ‘You and Josh,’ she says, speaking a little quieter now, ‘you guys do naughty stuff, right?’ 
 
    ‘I thought we did.’ Apparently the naughty stuff we do is totally vanilla in Sophie’s eyes. 
 
    ‘You’ve sucked his dick though, right?’ She shoots me a quizzical glance. ‘You like giving blowjobs?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, with unexpected confidence. Tonight’s drinks have made me a little more bold than usual. Finally, a topic we can both talk about as equals. ‘I really, really like sucking his dick. I think I like it more than he does.’ 
 
    Sophie’s perfectly plucked eyebrows zoom halfway up her forehead. 
 
    ‘Seriously?’ she says. ‘He said that?’ 
 
    ‘Not exactly,’ I say. ‘But he… well, he never lets me finish, you know? Sometimes I’m getting really into it, and he’s all, like, That’s enough, let’s switch, or something.’ 
 
    She snorts with laughter and leans into me, resting her head on my shoulder in sympathy. We walk like that for maybe half a block, until her laughter has died down. She brings us both to a halt in front of a nondescript metal door. I glance around, but don’t recognize any of the buildings. I’m not even sure what part of town this is. Sophie stands there, her face softly glowing in the moonlight, looking at me with an expectant expression. 
 
    ‘Uh, wait – where are we?’ I say. ‘Is this a bar?’ 
 
    ‘Not exactly,’ she says. For the first time tonight, she seems a little coy, as though unsure what to say next. ‘This is a place I know. I’ve been here a couple of times. It’s great for, like, blowing off steam and stuff. An old boyfriend introduced me to it. You, uh, you wanna go in?’ 
 
    ‘Okay…’ I say, hesitating as I say the word. ‘Why are you being so weird about it? What is this place?’ 
 
    Sophie pauses for a moment, biting her lip like she always does when trying to decide what to tell me. Then she turns and raps three times on the door. The impacts sound like gunshots in the silence. I glance around, terrified that someone will lean out of a window and yell, Keep it down out there, don’cha know what time it is?, like in the movies. 
 
    But nothing happens. One second ticks by. Then another. I count to five. 
 
    Then a bolt slides back on the inside of the metal door. A bar of bright light stretches out across the alley as the door is pushed open from the inside. Sophie beams at an unseen figure and steps forward. She motions to me to follow and walks through the door, disappearing into the light. 
 
    I glance around at the empty, quiet alley, feeling the slightest hint of trepidation and nervousness clutching my heart. What is this place? Why has Sophie brought me here? It sure doesn’t look like the kind of late-night bar I was expecting. 
 
    But what choice do I have? Either go in or go home – and I have no idea where this place is. A woman dressed like me should not be walking around dark alleys at night. There are no superheroes to jump down off the rooftops and rescue me if something should happen. Besides, where would I go? I can’t even remember how we got here. 
 
    I take a breath and following Sophie through the open doorway, heart pounding in my chest. 
 
    There’s a heavyset-looking white guy standing guard behind the door. He’s got a shaved head and a neck thicker than my thigh. As soon as I’m inside, he shuts the door and nods to me. 
 
    Sophie is a few feet ahead of me, walking down a corridor. The walls are painted black and the flooring is a simple threadbare pink – possibly once red – carpet. It’s a bland and featureless space that reminds me of backstage corridors at concert halls. I follow Sophie down the short distance, to a dark wooden door. She pulls it open and gestures for me to walk through. 
 
    I step into a small, empty store. The shades are drawn across all the windows, preventing anyone from seeing inside. There appears to be only one person in the room besides myself; a bored-looking casually dressed thirtysomething black man with short, spiky hair and a white shirt. He leans on the counter by a cash register and looks up as I enter the room. The shelves are filled with browsing material. It takes me a second or two to realize what’s on display. Nudie mags. Adult books. Porn movies. Sex toys. Lingerie. Lubes. Oils. Special pills. 
 
    Sophie’s taken me to an adult book store! 
 
    I spin around on my heel, mouth open in shock, ready to ask what the hell she’s thinking, but the guy at the counter speaks first. 
 
    ‘Good to see you again,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Likewise,’ Sophie says, a smile on her face. She shoots me a look that says, Don’t fuck this up. I clamp my lips shut and step to the side, crossing my arms over my chest. 
 
    Sophie walks into the room and closes the door behind her, sealing the three of us in here. I stare at the stacked shelf to my right, trying not to blush. There are boxes of dildos and vibrators and strap-on cocks and realistic flesh-colored plastic phalluses and hugely oversized dongs and fake penises bigger than my forearms. I stare at the pictures on the boxes, pretending to study the contents. I’ve never seen half these products before. When was the last time I even walked into a place like this? Before my wedding, maybe. I own a couple of choice naughty items, but I ordered those online to avoid having to walk into a place like this, a sketchy-looking back alley smut shop. 
 
    Sophie and the man at the counter exchanged pleasantries for a few moments, as though they go way back together. I’ve never seen him before in my life. Sophie gestures toward me and the guy frowns. She takes a twenty out of her purse and slides it across the counter to him. He takes the bill, folds it in half, and tucks it into his back pocket. Then he nods and heads to a door tucked into the back wall of the room, taking a set of keys out of his pocket at the same time. I can see his flat midriff in the gap between his short shirt and low-slung pants. He has a huge, intricate, red-and-white dragon tattoo swirling down over his stomach and groin, disappearing beneath his waistband. 
 
    Sophie gestures at me to come closer. I rush to her side, wondering what the hell is going on and she’s just signed us up for. 
 
    The man unlocks the door and opens it for us. I follow Sophie into another plain, black-painted corridor, this one with three closed doors on the right wall. 
 
    ‘Middle door,’ says the spiky-haired black man. ‘Ready in two minutes.’ 
 
    The man closes the door behind us and I whirl on Sophie, speaking in a low, urgent hiss. 
 
    ‘What the hell are we doing here?’ 
 
    ‘Relax,’ she says. She takes my hand and gives it a reassuring squeeze. 
 
    She leads me to the middle door and pushes it open. Inside is a small, plain rectangular room. It feels more like a booth that a room – bigger than a walk-in closet, smaller than a hallway. There’s a grungy feel to the space, but it doesn’t appear dirty. If anything, it’s pretty clean. Same black walls as outside, with a bare wood floor. There are some small, battered cushions scattered around; a TV playing a muted porno movie mounted up near the ceiling on the far wall; and a mound of dirty books balanced in a loose stack. The thing that catches my eye the most about the room is the small circular hole about the size of my hand that’s been cut into the far wall, at roughly waist height. The hole is surrounded by a thin spongey plastic padding, presumably to stop someone from hurting themselves on the edge. The wall itself is pretty thin – barely even an inch deep, from the look of it. I can’t figure out what the hole is for. 
 
    ‘Sit down,’ Sophie says. ‘Chill out.’ 
 
    She takes a hairband from her bag and sweeps her blonde locks into a loose ponytail. She tosses her bag to one side and starts pushing various cushions over, prodding each one to test how squishy they are. Finally, she finds one that seems firm enough and kicks it toward the far end of the room. 
 
    ‘What is this place?’ I say, though a part of me is beginning to suspect. ‘Did you bring me here to watch porn? ‘Cuz I hate to tell ya, Soph, but I can get that on my phone any time I want.’ 
 
    ‘I brought you here to have some fun,’ she says. ‘If you want to.’ 
 
    ‘What kind of fun?’ I say, feeling a surge of mixed emotions beginning to churn in my stomach. 
 
    She shrugs and says, ‘Whatever kind you want. Just do me one favor, okay? Give it at least ten minutes before you make up your mind.’ 
 
    I lean on the wall at the back of the room and glance up at the TV screen. Even with the little strip light above our heads, the screen is the brightest thing in the room. I watch for a few seconds, watching a girl who looks to be younger than me – and with much bigger fake breasts – suck a man’s cock next to an outdoor pool. His penis is even bigger than the toys they’re selling in the other room. I look away, heat creeping into my cheeks. 
 
    Why has Sophie brought me here? What does she expect me to do? 
 
    Sophie kneels down on the cushion in front of the hole. Anticipation start to well up inside me. Not the cold, dreadful kind of anticipation. The good one. The kind of nervous excitement that usually tingles my body right before Josh and I get into bed for naughty vanilla fun together. She looks back at me over her shoulder and winks. A warm butterfly takes flight in my gut. 
 
    A faint red glow suddenly bursts into life through the hole, as though a light has been flicked on somewhere beyond the wall. I hear faint, muffled voices. My heart starts to dance in my chest. 
 
    I know what this place is. I know why Sophie brought me here. 
 
    A few seconds after the red light blinked into existence, a dark shadow falls across the hole. Sophie turns her attention forward, almost bobbing up and down on her knees with excitement. I can’t tear my eyes away from the dark hole in the wall. 
 
    A pink shape emerges from the hole, into the light of our little booth. My breath catches in my throat. I know that shape. Intimately. 
 
    It’s a penis. 
 
    There’s a man standing on the other side of the thin wall with his erect member sticking through the hole. I’ve seen penises before – both on video and in real life – but I’ve never seen one sticking through a wall like this. It bobs in the air slightly, as though trembling with nervous energy, and gently sways left and right. It reminds me of an animal seeking shelter. If I’m being honest, the sight of this unknown man’s cock shocks me a little. Not because the visual is offensive or anything like that; I’m more shocked by how casual this whole arrangement feels. His dick is about average size – maybe a little smaller than my husband’s – and it looks vaguely comical jutting out like that. 
 
    But there’s nothing funny about the way Sophie reacts. She bobs her head forward and takes the stranger’s shaft in her mouth without a second’s hesitation. From my angle, I can see the back of her head as she slowly takes him all the way inside, her face right up to the hole. Then my best friend begins to give this anonymous man an enthusiastic blowjob. 
 
    I can’t take my eyes off her. I watch the back of Sophie’s head bob back and forth, listening to the dull wet smack of her lips, hearing little throaty sighs and moans of delight. I stand rooted to the spot, watching her at work, and I realize something crazy. 
 
    This isn’t appalling to me. Not like it should be, anyway. I should be horrified or disgusted or reaching for the door. But I’m not. I can’t say why. Maybe it’s the booze. Maybe it’s the obscenely graphic porn movie slowly unfolding – the young starlet is now taking that absurdly thick cock in her asshole while she grins to the camera – up above my head. Maybe it’s Sophie’s influence. She’s unashamed and totally fearless. She’s done this before, many times, but never once told me about it until today. Now my best friend has shared her biggest secret with me. Somehow, this moment makes me feel closer to her than ever. 
 
    My feet move on their own, slowly drawing me closer to the action. I creep along the wall to a better vantage point, where I can see Sophie’s mouth more clearly.  
 
    I see the concentration on her face. The pleasure. The lust. She’s loving this. Maybe even more than the faceless man on the other side of the wall. She alternates between using her hands and mouth; taking him to the back of her throat, then stroking his spit-coated manhood in fast, jerky movements. I hear a low, passionate groaning from the other side of the wall. Whoever this guy is, he’s in heaven right now. 
 
    Sophie gestures with her hand, telling me to come closer. I inch forward as close as I dare, now just a couple of feet away at her side. Close enough to hear his cock touch the back of her throat. Close enough to see silvery strands of spit clinging to her chin. Close enough to hear her ragged nasal breathing. 
 
    That warm butterfly in my gut seems to burn brighter and hotter. I feel it swirl around inside me, slowly circling downward, spreading erotic heat through my womanhood. I’ve seen plenty of blowjobs in porn, but none of them have turned me on like this. None of them have made my heart skip a beat in my chest. None of them have made my mouth fill with saliva. 
 
    Sophie sucks the stranger’s cock like a professional, fucking him with her mouth and stroking his shaft in quick, fluid movements. She moans with blissful lust and tilts back her head, mouth open, and locks eyes with me. The cock in her hands shudders and pulses. Warm, thick, white semen trickles from the tip into her willing, yearning mouth. My eyes widen in surprise. I don’t know what I was expecting to happen. But the sight of his come makes this moment somehow real. 
 
    I watch a total stranger ejaculating into my friend’s mouth. I watch her suck the tip and milk his shaft with a skilful hand. I watch her throat bob as she swallows every last drop. 
 
    I watch and feel that intoxicating sexual heat set my loins ablaze. 
 
    Sophie leans back from the hole, panting. The cock is withdrawn through the hole. She smiles at me. 
 
    ‘I used to come here once a week,’ she says, ‘whenever I wanted to have some crazy fun.’ 
 
    I nod, utterly speechless. 
 
    After a few seconds, another cock is pushed through the little hole. This one is about the same size, but only hallway erect. Probably not all that erotic for the guys on the other side of this wall – at least, until their turn comes. 
 
    Sophie leans forward and goes back into action. She takes hold of the shaft and lifts it up and trails her tongue along the underside, staring at his balls and finishing right at the tip. She does this a couple of times and his manhood stiffens and thickens and swells before my eyes, growing to a full, powerful erection, about an inch longer than the previous one. 
 
    She looks at me again and takes him into her mouth, all to the base. Then she turns her full attention to the task in hand – or mouth, rather – and begins to suck the newcomer with just as much enthusiasm and passion as before. 
 
    I watch her work for a few moments in silence. God, why is this turning me on so much? Why am I enjoying watching her suck dicks through a hole? Better question – why do I want to try it myself? 
 
    It looks so good. Just a hole in the wall. No faces. No names. Just a hard dick and a willing mouth. I love giving blowjobs. I love the power and control and erotic desire of making a man crave me. And this is the ultimate, perfect version of that fantasy. 
 
    Sophie pats the empty spot on the cushion. I hesitate for a moment, weighing it up in my mind. Is this right? Is this wrong? I’m married, I can’t be here… 
 
    But as I watch Sophie make love to that cock with her mouth, all my doubts and hesitations melt into the background. This is good. This is okay. I can be here with her. Somehow this feels totally right. 
 
    I kneel on the cushion next to my friend, now just a few inches away from her mouth. Her lips are still wrapped around the hard cock and she’s slowly moving her head faster and faster, little moans escaping her throat. His shaft glistens with spit. His balls begin to tighten and contract. My friend is about to make another climax using just her mouth. 
 
    Sophie makes it look so good. So easy. So delicious. She teases him with her hands and her mouth, groaning deep in her throat every time his shaft slides all the way inside. Slick lust coats the inside of my panties now, sheer arousal spreading through my sex. Goddamn, I want to do this too. 
 
    The stranger climaxes. I hear muffled groans of pleasure through the wall and see Sophie’s eyes roll back in her head. A few short minutes after she brought the stranger to full arousal, Sophie is milking him desperately, jerking his seed into her mouth and moaning with total passion. 
 
    For the first time, I realize why my friend is the way she is. Why she can never settle for one guy at a time. Why she never seems satisfied. It’s because she has so many options. Sophie chose to stay free and float around, meeting and fucking as many guys as she wanted. I chose to fall in love and settle down. For the first time, I ask myself – did I make the right call? 
 
    She looks at me through glazed, lust-coated eyes, swallowing the last few drops of her donor’s hot come. I understand the message she’s trying to convey to me. This could all be yours. 
 
    The stranger moves back from the hole, his sliding out of my friend’s mouth, a single drip of saliva hanging from the tip by a silvery thread. Sophie’s expression is one of drunken happiness. But this isn’t from all the booze we’ve had – not the beers, the shots, or the cocktails. No, my friend is cock-drunk. 
 
    ‘Do you want a turn?’ she says, nodding toward the hole. I can sense movement on the other side. Another stranger is preparing to get in place, readying himself an anonymous blowjob. 
 
    ‘I’m married,’ I say. It sounds weak even to my ears. 
 
    Sophie shrugs, wiping her chin with one careful hand. 
 
    ‘It’s not cheating,’ she says. ‘It’s just a blowjob.’ 
 
    Just a blowjob. Her words echo in my mind for a few seconds. They soothe and comfort me. Just a blowjob. No big deal, right? It’s not like I’m fucking him. It’s not even like I know who it is on the other side of the wall. No names, no faces. Just dicks and mouths. 
 
    Movement grabs my attention. A new cock passes through the hole, hard and thick and ready. It’s bigger than my husband. Thicker, too. Being this close to it – just mere inches, close enough to smell the salty, masculine odor – makes my mouth water. It’s right there. All I gotta do is reach out and grab it. 
 
    ‘Go ahead,’ Sophie says, whispering in my ear. ‘Live a little. Do one crazy thing.’ 
 
    The cock sways left and right in the air, the man behind it trying to get our attention. Maybe he’s wondering what’s taking so long. 
 
    Sophie takes my left hand in hers. She lifts my arm up toward the hole. Toward the stiff, pulsing manhood suspended in the air by my head. She closes my fingers around his hard cock. I gasp a little. It feels so different to my husband’s. It’s harder somehow. Like it’s pulsing with raw energy. The shaft is red-hot to the touch. I feel it fill and thicken, reacting to my hand. 
 
    ‘There you go,’ Sophie says, ‘it’s that easy. Nothing wrong with it, right?’ 
 
    She lets go of my hand. I keep a firm grip on the cock, gently squeezing, feeling its comforting heft and delicious heat against my palm. I slowly begin to stroke, my hand gliding up and down the shaft. The skin around his head seems to shrink and contract and stretch and expand as my hand gently runs the length of his shaft. 
 
    ‘Get it a little wet,’ Sophie says. 
 
    I lean forward. I part my lips. I take this total stranger’s cock into my mouth and start to suck. 
 
    The first thing that surprises me is how different this shaft feels in my mouth. It fills the space so much more completely than Josh’s cock does. My lips feel like they’re parted much wider than usual, my jaw pushed open by this hot, thick intruder. 
 
    The second surprise is how different it tastes to my husband’s. Josh’s penis usually tastes a little bitter and too salty for my liking, but I always power through that because his excitement grows sweeter as he nears climax. This guy, though – he tastes good. Sweet. Not too salty or musky. I like it. 
 
    Sophie sighs next to me, her eyes watching the hard length disappear into my mouth. I groan passionately, lust taking control of my body. This is why I love sucking my husband’s dick. I love this feeling. I love being dirty and sexy at the same time. My best friend’s grin widens as I start to get caught up in the moment, sliding my head back and forth, lips trailing up and down his big, hard cock. The warm butterfly in my stomach explodes, unleashing a burning firestorm of lust and desire. White-hot adrenaline courses through my veins, overtaking my mind, blocking out all thought. I am not Kate. I am not married. I am nothing. All that remains is a shell of a woman with a willing, yearning mouth. 
 
    I suck his dick with passion now, using one hand to squeeze and grip and caress the base of his shaft while my lips and tongue pleasure the head. I hear Sophie whisper words of encouragement next to me, but I can’t hear what she says. The only sound reaching my brain is the wet smack of my lips around this wonderful cock. Spit trickles over my lips and coats my chin. His shaft touches the back of my throat and ai gag, eyes watering with concentration, but I don’t stop. This is too good. Too hot. Too much fun. I moan like a slut in heat, losing myself utterly to the moment. It feels perfect. 
 
    ‘That’s it,’ Sophie says, ‘he’s getting close. You wanna make him come in your mouth.’ 
 
    ‘Mm-hmm!’ My enthusiastic response is muffled by the thick meat pushing my lips apart. Fuck, I’m so goddamn horny right now! 
 
    ‘Do it!’ Sophie says in a lusty moan. ‘Make him come!’ 
 
    I jerk his cock in quick, fluid strokes, my hands sliding up and down his slippery shaft. I suck the head and flick my tongue across his cock, tasting sweet beads of excitement beginning to pool at the tip. I can taste how close he is. His shaft feels even hotter now. Any second- 
 
    The first spurt of come hits the back of my throat so suddenly I almost choke. His cock throbs in my hand. I blink in surprise, feeling another pulse his shaft like a wave, traveling from the base to the tip, launching another hot jet of sticky-sweet spunk into my mouth. I groan in excitement and sink my mouth down over his cock as deep as I can take it, hungry for everything he can give me. 
 
    I swallow desperately, fighting the urge to gag and choke. I don’t want to look weak and pathetic in front of Sophie. I want her to be impressed – little Kate is not some shy, naïve waif like she appears to be! 
 
    After a few long, long seconds, the cock between my lips ceases its steady, rhythmic pulsing and the spurts of sweet semen finally subside. I ease back and let it out of my mouth, gasping for air. That was way more intense than I expected. The man steps back and removes his rapidly-deflating cock from the hole. 
 
    ‘How was that?’ Sophie says, her face flushed with excitement. ‘Good, right?’ 
 
    I nod, unable to truly comprehend what just happened. 
 
    ‘You want the next one, too?’ she says. 
 
    Before I can respond, the next cock glides through the hole, aiming right at my face. It’s not as big as the previous member, but that doesn’t stop me. I open my mouth and take it deep inside, moaning in thick, primal lust as the head reaches the back of my throat. This is fucking wonderful. This is the single hottest thing I have ever done. I’ve never been so turned on as I am right now. 
 
    There is a buzzing sound. A low, gentle, constant mechanical rattle. The sound of a phone vibrating. 
 
    It’s coming from my bag. 
 
    I lock eyes with Sophie, panic filling my heart. Fuck! Someone’s calling me! At this time of night, there’s only one person in the entire world who would be ringing me right now. 
 
    Josh. 
 
    Sophie holds her finger to her lips. She grabs my fallen bag from the floor and opens it. My phone spills into her hand, the screen bright, a photo of my husband illuminating the little booth. She nods at me and answers it, moving to the back of the room, as far away as she can get. 
 
    I keep sucking the new cock, marveling at its feel and taste and strength. Are all guy’s dicks this different? It’s not as sweet as the previous cock, but I’m too fucking involved to care right now. Sophie disappears behind me, out of my sight.  
 
    ‘Hey, it’s me,’ Sophie says, answering the call. She talks in a low voice that’s thick with a forced, casual tone. ‘Sophie’s in the bathroom. What’s up?’ 
 
    I suck harder, my mouth working overtime, teasing and tasting the stranger’s cock in a frenzy of lust and need. I want this so fucking bad. I love how this makes me feel. I finally feel like she does. 
 
    ‘No, it’s not that late,’ Sophie says. ‘We’re just out having fun! Don’t be a buzzkill. We’ve stopped to get some food. We’re hungry.’ 
 
    Through the thin wall, I can already hear the stranger groaning in passion. Already getting close. Already about to lose control in my mouth. I suck harder, jerking him off with my right hand, loving the power and control I have right now. I want him to come. I want to make him come faster than Sophie made those other guys come. 
 
    ‘In fact,’ Sophie says, a smile in her voice, ‘Kate’s already got her mouth full right now…’ 
 
    I flip her the bird over my shoulder. The cock jerks in my hand and I push my head forward and take it all the way inside my mouth. Hot, creamy fluid coats the inside of my mouth, clinging to my tongue and splashing against the back of my throat. I screw my eyes shut and concentrate on being quiet. Through the wall, the guy moans softly. 
 
    ‘We’re almost finished,’ she says. ‘Don’t wait up. But if you do, don’t be a bitch about it, okay?’ 
 
    He finishes climaxing and pulls back. I slump onto the cushion and turn to my friend. I motion for her to hurry up. She nods. 
 
    ‘Later, Josh,’ she says, and hangs up. She smiles at me, enjoying how wicked I’ve become. Sucking a stranger’s dick while my loving husband calls to check on me. 
 
    She puts the phone back in my bag and kneels down next to me. 
 
    ‘There’s one more guy,’ she says. ‘I think you’re gonna like him.’ 
 
    ‘Sophie, c’mon,’ I say. ‘We gotta go before…’ 
 
    My voice trails off as one more cock enters my line of sight, emerging through the hole in a slow, steady push, like a spaceship flying through the air. It is the single biggest cock I have ever seen in real life, hands down. It is at least nine inches long. Easily as thick as my ankle. Studded with hard, thick veins. It is a huge black cock. At the base of this monster, I can see a red-and-white dragon tattoo, the tail snaking around the shaft. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ I say, eyes widening. 
 
    Sophie leans forward and kisses the tip. I lick the shaft, barely able to believe that such a huge dick exists outside of porn. This cock is so big we can both work on it together without getting in each other’s way. 
 
    She works the head with her hands and mouth, barely able to fit the first inch between her lips. I lick and kiss and stroke the base, loving the how smooth the shaft feels against my tongue. I’ve never been with a black man before. It tastes different. Smells different. Feels different. 
 
    I like it. 
 
    Sophie moans with delight, her lips pushed as far apart as possible. She fucks the head with her mouth, greedily slurping and drooling all over it. I cup his huge black balls in my hand and tease them, my tongue sliding all over his shaft, leaving wet trails on his dark skin. I feel like the dirtiest, sluttiest whore on the planet right now and that thought makes my pussy throb. 
 
    We suck his dick together for a few minutes, our mouths and tongues worshipping his beautiful cock. Then we hear him start to groan on the other side of the wall. Sophie winks at me and takes his head in her mouth. I stroke his cock as fast as I can, desperately milking him into her mouth. His groans deepen, almost becoming fierce cries of delight. Sophie’s eyes widen with shock. Her throat pumps hard and fast. I keep stroking. 
 
    Finally, she leans back, a hand over her mouth. She motions to me to come closer. I lean forward and she grabs me and pulls me into a tight kiss. I open my mouth to hers and feel her tongue push between my lips, forcing me to taste the black stranger’s thick, salty come. 
 
    She kisses me hard and fiercely for a long moment, tasting me as much as him. I return her kiss, feeling so naughty and dirty, yet unable to stop this moment. It feels way too good. I am swapping a total stranger’s come with my friend. 
 
    Sophie slowly pulls away from me, a smile on her beautiful face. She strokes my chin with a hand as I swallow. 
 
    ‘There,’ she says. ‘Now you’ve done one crazy thing. That wasn’t so hard, was it?’ 
 
    She throws her arms around me and hugs me tight. I return her embrace, nuzzling into her soft neck. This is all so crazy. It feels like a dream. A crazy, sexy dream. 
 
    ‘I’m so proud of you,’ she says. ‘Come on, let’s go wash up. I’ll pay for the cab ride home.’ 
 
    We walk out of that little booth together, holding hands, drawn closer by our mutual shared experience. I see the world a little differently now. My pussy burns with need and desire. 
 
    I hope Josh is awake when I get home. I need my own release. 
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The paradox of being a woman in the twenty-first century is driven by two opposing, yet unavoidable truths. These truths are in constant conflict with one another, a battle waging deep down in the hearts of every woman. Your mother feels this way. Your neighbor, too. Your wife, for sure. Two opposing, conflicting truths, clashing constantly, threatening to upend the careful balance and calm outer appearance that all women struggle so hard to maintain. No matter the woman, no matter the life that she has built, she cannot deny these two statements: 
 
    Firstly, all women crave safety and security. 
 
    And, secondly, women are attracted to danger. 
 
    Both of these statements directly contradict the other, yet both hold true. How can this be? How can a woman crave security, yet be attracted to danger? And why would a woman risk leaving her safe, comfortable life for a dark, dangerous thrill if she claims to need that safety in the first place? Both statements are true, simultaneously, and yet they stand in contrast to one another. This is the reason why women get bored in their marriages. Safety and security are attractive qualities, sure, but after a year – or five, or six – those same features become stale and dull and repetitive. This is why affairs happen. The safe, secure, apparently satisfied woman meets a man who offers her the one thing her husband cannot – a hint of danger. A walk on the wild side. A chance to feel adrenaline surging through their veins once more. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    That’s my theory, anyway. My hypothesis. I call it Lydia’s Theorem. It’s something I’ve been thinking about for a long time. I know it for a fact because I’ve seen it first-hand. Several of my married friends have thrown their perfect marriages away for one night, one fling, one chance encounter and the promise of sweet, unadulterated danger. It happens to men, too, but for different reasons. Men are genetically programmed to fuck as many women as often as they can. Men don’t seek safety or danger, they provide those very things. The only thing men seek is the warm, wet embrace of a woman’s velvet slit, gripping their hard cocks, squeezing and caressing until the deed is done. 
 
    Yeah, sure, maybe I’m cynical. That’s what most people tell me, and, to be honest, I agree with them. I’ve seen a lot of bad shit go down in my life. My parents got divorced because they were both fucking other people (what a fun conversation that was for a twelve-year-old to have with her parents). I’ve watched as my friends gambled their apparently perfect, happy marriages for a chance to jump into bed with the bad boy at the end of the bar with the leather jacket and the dark eyes. I’ve heard so many women tell me – with a straight face – that they are happy and they love their husbands so very much, but they don’t feel any excitement anymore. 
 
    It’s hard to keep a straight face when people tell me that. Of course you don’t feel excitement anymore. You’ve been married for twelve years. You know everything there is to know about each other. You’re afraid to let your hair down and admit all those nasty little desires to your husband or wife. After all, who knows how Johnny Straight-Laces will react when his perfect, demure wife says to him, please could you stick your thumb in my ass while you fuck me, and call me a filthy cum slut at the same time, okay? That’s why you chose safety and security. You gave up the thrill of danger when you said yes to him and settled down together. You could have lived a wild, dangerous – but ultimately unsatisfying – life, or you could choose a safe, secure – but almost equally unsatisfying – marriage. 
 
    Yeah, I’m a cynic. Bite me. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I was a wild child when I was young, for sure. I went through a bad phase. My parents were my role models, and they couldn’t keep it in their pants, so how was I to know better? I had a lot of short-term boyfriends when I was younger. I’ve been the cheater and I’ve been cheated on. I’ve enjoyed the company of many men. My life seemed to be a constant search for the next fix, the next thrill. I didn’t understand the appeal of relationships. Why would I stay with someone for a year or more when I already knew what he was like in bed after a week? Why would I keep having sex with the same guy again and again when I could fuck his roommate? Or his brother? Or his dad? 
 
    Yeah, I was one of those girls. The kind your mother warns you about. I wrecked relationships. I sabotaged families. I broke up engagements. Even ruined a couple of marriages along the way. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    You wouldn’t know it now, though. When most people look at me, they see a smart, beautiful thirty-something woman. They see my slender figure and my hips and my firm B-cup breasts. They see the ring on my finger. Nobody who looked at me would ever know the kind of life I once had. If you had dinner with myself and my husband, you would see a safe, secure, loving partnership. You would never suspect that I had been around the block, the next block over, and the one after that, too. If you had met me just ten short years ago, you would never believe that I would be able to settle down and find a husband. I wouldn’t have believed it, either. 
 
    After a few years of sleeping around, I ended up getting into some bad shit. Not drugs or prostitution or anything like that. My vice – assuming that sleeping around doesn’t count as a vice – was gambling. I was smart and good at math and I got hooked on the thrill of winning money through a guy I was seeing at the time. He liked to play poker, or blackjack, or roulette, on occasion. He wasn’t very good at it. I was, however, and that was probably my downfall. The thing about gambling is that only good players get hooked. Bad gamblers won’t come back. Good gamblers learn real damn fast how exciting it is to win. Good players learn to feel the rush of adrenaline as the chips slowly gather on the table. Good players learn how amazing it feels to take how a pocket filled with hard-won cash. 
 
    Looking back, all I did was trade one stupid vice for another. Sleeping around and fucking guys I hardly knew might have been dangerous to my health, but at least it didn’t cost me my job. Or my house. Or my life savings. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    When people ask my husband and I how we met, we always smile wistfully and say, ‘through a mutual friend.’ We don’t tell them that this mutual friend was a sponsor we met as part of our twelve steps programme. When we tell the story of our lives, we don’t talk about the bad shit – he doesn’t mention how his gambling addition caused his marriage to end. I don’t tell enquiring minds how many dicks I sucked before I met him in that cold, bare town hall, where we took turns standing up and sharing our crappy life stories. We only focus on the good stuff – we were down and out, then we found each other. We chose to turn our backs on danger and excitement, opting for the safety and security of a life together. 
 
    Tim and I have been married for eight years now. I can honestly say, hand on heart, that these have been the best eight years of my life. I knew I liked him from the moment we met, but I never would have guessed how things would turn out. You know how people say they changed because of their partners? I never believed in that. Not until I met Tim. 
 
    We hit it off straight away. We had a mutual understanding. We’d both been through the ringer and lost everything and started from scratch again. Before long, he and I would go to the local bar after the meetings and hang out together. He was a good guy. Charming, funny, a good smile – all that stuff that girls are supposed to look for in a guy. For me, it was a brand-new journey. I had never searched for safety. I had never searched for security. I had only ever searched for danger. 
 
    After a few weeks of flirtation and friendship, I asked Tim why he hadn’t made a move on me yet. He looked embarrassed and said that he’d been married for five years and didn’t know how to make moves on women anymore. 
 
    I leaned in and kissed him. 
 
    Our first time together was better than anything I had ever experienced before. I had never been with a man who cared about me. I had never been with a man who was tender and gentle and kind. I had never made love before. I had fucked and I had slept around, but never experienced a man hold me in his arms and gently enter me and look me in the eye and match his breathing with my own. I had never felt a connection with anyone before. I had never become one with my lover before. 
 
    It was wonderful. 
 
    In that moment, I felt myself change. I didn’t want danger. I didn’t want bad boys or meaningless one-night-stands or brief, intense flings. I wanted Tim and the safety and security he – and only he – could give me. 
 
    Eight years later, and this is where we are. Tim has a good, steady job. He works in advertising. It’s long hours and frequent short-notice trips across the country, but he brings home good money and he’s passionate about his job. I’m a middle manager at a local accounting firm. Not the most interesting job in the world, but I’m good with numbers and statistics and the hours are regular. We have a decent home together. We make love at least twice a week. We are safe and secure and we’ve kept each other strong and clear from our previous addictions from the day we met. 
 
    But… 
 
    But now, as I sit here on our cream-colored leather couch, waiting for Tim to come home and have dinner and take me to our bedroom, I can feel my soul yearning for danger. I’ve become bland and boring and I need to feel excitement again. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m really sorry about this,’ Tim says, his voice muffled and distorted through my cellphone’s tiny speaker. 
 
    ‘Sorry about what?’ I say, folding a pair of freshly ironed pants and moving on to the next item in the basket. 
 
    ‘It’s work,’ he says, a touch of resentment in his voice. 
 
    ‘You’re not coming home yet,’ I say, dropping a shirt onto the couch, my body deflating. 
 
    ‘I’m really sorry,’ he says again. 
 
    I let out a long sigh. 
 
    ‘It’s okay,’ I say. ‘I was just… looking forward to you coming home, that’s all.’ 
 
    ‘I know, I know,’ he says. ‘Date night. Believe me, I’ve been thinking about you all day. Something stupid came up last minute and now I have to be in Boston first thing tomorrow morning.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll be gone all night?’ I said, more hurt than anything else. ‘But, Tim, it’s Friday!’ I don’t know what I’m more upset about – that he’s going to miss our weekly married couple night, or that I have to spend part of the weekend by myself. 
 
    ‘It’s work,’ he says. ‘But I’ll be back tomorrow, as soon as I’m done. And I’ll make it up to you, I promise.’ 
 
    ‘You better do,’ I say, pouting. 
 
    ‘Aw, Lydia,’ he says, hearing the pout in my voice. ‘I promise, you won’t regret it.’ 
 
    I lean back into the couch, eyes toward the ceiling. 
 
    ‘I better not,’ I say. ‘I mean, I had this whole night planned, and you’ve kinda thrown a curveball through everything.’ 
 
    ‘Well,’ he said, ‘tell me what you had planned for tonight.’ 
 
    I smile to myself, and begin to detail my plan. 
 
    ‘First of all, I wanted to get dressed up. I wanted to look good for you – that tight black dress you like so much. Maybe I would tease you before we left the house, but we wouldn’t go all the way.’ 
 
    He sighs through gritted teeth on the other end of the line. I smile again. 
 
    ‘Then we’d get a cab to that place out in the city. You know, the one with the pasta I loved so much?’ 
 
    ‘I remember,’ he says, his voice distant, picturing the scene I create with my words. 
 
    ‘We’d have dinner together,’ I say. ‘Nice and slow and romantic. I’d flirt with the waiter. Make you all jealous.’ 
 
    ‘How jealous?’ he says. ‘On a scale of, say, one to ten?’ 
 
    ‘One being completely unfazed and ten being rip-my-dress-off-and-take-me-on-the-table… I’d say you’d be a nine.’ 
 
    ‘Mmm,’ he says, a soft, breathy groan. I can hear him moving. The sound of a door closing. The creak of a leather chair as he sits down in his office, closed off from everyone else. ‘Keep going.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe I would keep teasing you,’ I say. ‘Nobody else would know, of course. We’d look like a respectable married couple having dinner together…’ 
 
    ‘But…?’ 
 
    ‘Maybe I would tease you under the table,’ I say, smiling, feeling my body getting warmer. ‘With my foot… at first. Then I’d make my excuses and go to the bathroom between courses.’ 
 
    ‘What for?’ 
 
    ‘You’d get a picture message on your phone,’ I say. ‘A little… sneak preview for later.’ 
 
    ‘What…’ His voice is dry. He clears his throat and tries again. ‘What underwear would you be wearing?’ 
 
    ‘Did I say I was wearing any?’ 
 
    I hear him exhale, the air whistling between his lips. 
 
    ‘And… and then?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Maybe we would skip dessert.’ I’m grinning from ear to ear right now, loving the tease. ‘Maybe your hands would get a little carried away on the cab ride home. Maybe we would get through the front door and you would throw me down on the couch…’ 
 
    I pause for a long, long moment, leaving the thoughts hanging in the air. 
 
    ‘And then?’ he says, an edge of desperation to his voice. 
 
    ‘I guess you’ll never know,’ I say. ‘After all, you need to go to Boston.’ 
 
    ‘Shit,’ he says, the word one long, breezy exhale of frustration. 
 
    ‘Are you really sure you can’t come home tonight?’ I say. 
 
    I hear shuffling papers, tapping computer keys. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ he says. ‘No, no I can’t. Shit.’ 
 
    ‘I guess you’ll just have to make it up to me,’ I say, still smiling, but not feeling as happy. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ he says. ‘We’ll get a rain check on this. But we will come back to this, okay?’ 
 
    ‘We better do.’ 
 
    ‘And tomorrow, when I get home, I’m going to make it up to you.’ 
 
    I let out a naughty laugh. 
 
    ‘I’ll leave the massage oils out,’ I say. 
 
    ‘And the lube,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Promises, promises.’ 
 
    I hear his office door opening again, from far away. Somebody walking into the room. His tone becomes more serious and business-like. 
 
    ‘I’ll call you when I land,’ he says. ‘I love you.’ 
 
    ‘I love you too.’ 
 
    The phone clicks off. 
 
    I stay like that for a while, leaning back into the couch, the phone against my ear, the laundry forgotten to my side. I stare at the ceiling, feeling horny, feeling alone, feeling frustrated. 
 
    A bad combination for a girl who grew up living dangerously. 
 
    I glance at my watch. It’s barely seven o’clock in the evening and already I’m bored, with nothing to do tonight. I don’t want to waste the night watching TV, or sitting in bed with a book. I’m not even thirty yet, I’m still young, I still have energy and enthusiasm and a lust for life. I don’t want to waste my night doing something stupid. I want to have fun. 
 
    The room feels a little smaller, a little colder. Pictures of Tim and I smile down at me from around the room, all the memories we’ve created together, all the happy times we’ve shared. They feel so distant now, so empty. I look at the photo on the fireplace, the largest picture in the room, the one in the beautiful silver frame. Tim and I on our wedding day. Wide smiles. Sparkling eyes. My elegant white dress and his blue suit. The world at our feet, all our problems in the past. 
 
    It’s easy to fall in love. Staying in love is harder. It takes work. You keep reminding yourself why you love someone. You keep the relationship fresh. It’s much harder on nights like this. Nights when my husband is away. Nights when I feel bored and frustrated and empty and alone. 
 
    This was how I felt once before, long ago. I felt an emptiness inside me, a void, a hollowness. Like something was missing deep down. That was one of the reasons I had slept around so much. I felt better when a guy was fucking me, like the void was getting filled. I thought I needed to make men come to feel good about myself. I even got a small tattoo on my left hip, the silhouette of a horse, running free. It meant to symbolize power and control and femininity and freedom. Now it feels like a reminder of the bad, wild times. Maybe I should get it removed. Some of the men I used to know thought that it was a tattoo of the nickname they gave me. The thought of it makes me shudder. 
 
    I stand up and put the house phone back into the cradle. It beeps, the sound loud in the quiet of the house. I turn my attention back to the laundry and slowly work my way through the pile of clothes, folding and re-folding and neatly stacking it all. If my younger self could see me now, she would laugh. What a strange world this is. 
 
    I take the stack of laundry upstairs and place it on our bed. The house is quiet and empty, even though I’m home and most of the lights are on. Eight years of marriage, and I still have difficulty accepting that I own a home. I have difficulty accepting that anyone would want me after the life I’ve lead. Sometimes I wake up before Tim, and I watch him sleep for a while, my heart swelling with happiness. To feel like I belong somewhere, sharing a bed with someone, after all the years, all the men, all the money I wasted… the sensation is indescribable. Back in that church hall, in the addiction meetings, confessing my gambling problems, I felt like damaged goods. Tim makes me feel healed again. 
 
    Putting the laundry away takes less than five minutes. I sit down on the bed, restless, filled with pent-up energy. I look at myself in the mirror. I look like a demure, boring housewife. Brown haired tied back in a ponytail. Simple black pants. Old, faded red t-shirt. No makeup. 
 
    Fuck it. 
 
    I need to do something tonight, before I go crazy. I need to get out of this house before it feels like a prison. I need to go to a bar and have a drink. That’s what I need to do. I want to get dressed up and look hot. Just for one drink. That’s all. Nothing wild, nothing crazy, but if I sit around the house, I’m gonna start having bad thoughts, I know it. 
 
    I turn on the shower. The sudden sound of rushing water is almost deafening in the quiet house. I take my clothes off and stand naked by the shower, waiting for the water to warm up. I catch a glimpse of my body in the bathroom mirror and see that little galloping horse tattoo on my hip. I remember the nickname they gave me and shudder again. 
 
    The water is perfectly warm. I rinse my body, trying to cleanse myself, hoping to wash my restlessness away. I know the sensation I’m experiencing. I’m well versed in it. This feeling, this sensation of loneliness and boredom, is what tempts people to fall into bad habits again. They talked about this a lot during the programme, in that old church hall. They said that this feeling would never really, truly go away. The only way to deal with this feeling – the pull, they called it – was to find some other way to occupy yourself. Take up a new hobby. Do something that takes your mind off the feeling. Off the pull. Some people in our little group of dysfunctional fuckups became avid painters – a couple of them were pretty good. Others took up exercise to keep their minds occupied. They didn’t get buff or ripped, but they said it helped them, so who am I to judge? 
 
    I soap my body and grab my razor. I perch my leg on a low shelf and quickly give my legs a once-over. I shaved them recently, but it can’t hurt to be double sure. I know Tim will appreciate how smooth they are when he gets back and starts kissing my body tomorrow. 
 
    Before I put the razor back, I pause and carefully examine my cleft. There’s a little patch of hair there, a neat triangle on my mound. Nothing too wild, nothing too short. I smile to myself and gently shave the outer edges of the triangle, turning the little patch of hair into something more like a thin rectangle, leading down to my intimate lips. I know for sure Tim will appreciate that, too. 
 
    I get out of the shower and towel myself off. I wrap a robe around my body and carefully select an outfit for tonight. I want to look good and I want to feel good. But not too good. I don’t want to look like a hooker, or have a dozen guys trying to throw numbers at me. I want to attract attention, maybe a sneaky glance or two, but that’s all. 
 
    I close the drapes to shut out the deepening sky and turn on the light. I find the remote for the battered old sound system and fire it up, listening to the old box wire and click and it begins to play an old CD. Nothing special, just some old ballads. Background music, really. Music to occupy my mind while I dress. 
 
    The robe falls to the floor. I sway my hips to the music, catching a glimpse of the galloping horse on my hip in the mirror. When I sway, the horse seems to gallop. I used to love seeing that. It made me feel like I could be free, instead of trapped by my own crushing issues and problems. I turn away from the mirror and focus on find my clothes. 
 
    In my experience, the most important part of looking sexy is feeling sexy. A girl can dress like a grade-A whore and make a man’s eyeballs explode on sight, but it’s all for nothing if she doesn’t feel good in it. A grade-A whore is a grade-A whore, but a grade-A whore who feels sexy becomes something else entirely. 
 
    For me, feeling sexy starts with the right underwear. I need to have something on my skin that feels sexy. I need to walk around and know that what lurks underneath my outfit is utterly sensational. I pick out my favorite set, a white and black lace patterned bra with matching panties that hug my ass just right. I also select Tim’s favorite set, a simple red bra with a red thong. My husband likes thongs. Most guys do. I think it’s because they reveal everything and nothing, all at the same time. The absolute minimum is left to the imagination. Personally, I’ve always found thongs a little uncomfortable. Sure, I might look sexy, but not if I have to keep picking the G-string out of my butt. 
 
    I weigh up the two options and decide on the former set. Tim isn’t going to get any enjoyment out of the thong, so why bother wearing it? Sexiness and comfort go hand in hand. 
 
    The music continues in low, melodic tones as I open the closet and choose the outfit I want to wear tonight. Sexy, but not slutty. Attractive, but not revealing. Eye-catching, but not show-stopping. 
 
    After several long minutes of trying on and taking off various dresses, I settle on a lovely outfit I haven’t worn for years. Maybe not since my bachelorette party. I’m surprised – and delighted – that it still fits. It’s a dark dress covered in glittery stones, so it shimmers and catches the light. My cleavage is mostly covered, but there’s enough of a glimpse at the swell of my breast to please me, with a slit running up the left side of my knee-length hem. This dress ticks all the boxes for me. Plus, I know what I’m wearing underneath. I look damned good and I know it. I complete the outfit with a pair of stockings, the thick black lace riding high on my thighs beneath the dress. 
 
    I call for a cab and book it with enough time to apply my makeup and fix my hair. I decide to straighten my brown locks and twist it up into a tight bun, with two strands loose from my forehead, framing my face elegantly. That done, I start applying a little makeup. Not too much, I don’t want to go overboard, but a little blush on my cheeks, a little lotion on my forehead, some lipstick and a deep shade of eyeshadow to make my eyes look dark and sensuous. Yeah, I look good. Sexy. Glamorous. Even fuckable. Maybe I should send Tim a selfie, show him what he’s missing? 
 
    But, if I did that, he would ask why I’m going out. I can’t lie to him and say I’m hitting the town with my friends – most of my friends have kids and the ones who don’t need at least three months’ notice and four text reminders. So, I decide not to show off to him. Besides, he’ll see me tomorrow. I figure I can allow myself a night to feel sexy and beautiful and desirable and unleash it all on him when he gets home. 
 
    By the time the cab arrives, I’m ready and waiting. I look good. I look damn good, if I do say so myself. I’m very happy with the vision in the mirror, the smouldering, sexy, pouting woman who looks back at me, a smile on her perfect, full, ruby-red lips. 
 
    I grab my bag and check my purse, making sure I have enough money. There’s about forty dollars and change in there. Pretty good. I don’t plan to drink forty dollars’ worth of liquor tonight, but it’s good to know what the limit is. 
 
    I slide into the backseat of the cab, pretending I don’t notice the driver’s eyes checking out my legs in the mirror. I make a show of adjusting myself and putting the seatbelt on to give him a little more time to enjoy the view. 
 
    He asks me where I want to go, his accent tinged with a vague eastern European dialect. 
 
    ‘Do you know any good bars?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘I know plenty bars. What kind of place you wanting? I know good singles bar. Woman like you get in free. Guarantee to get good time.’ 
 
    ‘I was thinking somewhere a little more… off the beaten track,’ I say. ‘Somewhere I’ve never been before.’ 
 
    ‘You want somewhere maybe less good?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Less reputable,’ I say. 
 
    He nods slowly. His eyes again flick down in the mirror, checking out my legs. 
 
    ‘I know a place,’ he says. ‘But it might be… intimidating. Not for a beautiful lady like yourself.’ 
 
    ‘I can handle it,’ I say, with a smile. I used to occupy those kinds of bars all the time in my wild days. How different can this one be? 
 
    The driver eases out of park and sets off down the road. My heart flutters in my chest. My home shrinks away behind me. Safety and security shrink away behind me. We drive on, into the night, toward danger. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ the driver says, turning back around in his seat. 
 
    ‘It’s perfect,’ I say. 
 
    We’ve driven for around twenty minutes, straight across town, over the railroad tracks, toward the area some would refer to as ‘the bad neighborhood.’ In the far distance is the sound of sirens. There always seem to be sirens in this area. 
 
    The bar itself is a large, rectangular one-storey construction, made of concrete. It looks both cheap and capable of surviving a nuclear war. Outside is a faded, battered meta sign bearing the words, Shots! Shots! Shots! The parking lot is wide and uneven, filled with potholes. In one corner is a collection of garbage cans and dumpsters. There’s a small mob of men with thick necks and broad shoulders, standing in a cluster to the side of the main entrance, smoking cigarettes and talking. The bar itself looks like it was formerly a community centre, built to try and keep some vague sentiment of societal spirit alive in the local area. It’s been a long, long time since this neighborhood felt any kid of community spirit. 
 
    I pay the driver and get out, adjusting my dress as I go. My heart is fluttering harder now, like a bird beating its wings in my chest. I feel adrenaline coursing through my veins. I feel awake and alive and excited and terrified all at once. A little voice in the back of my head tells me to turn around and get back in the cab. That’s enough. Go home. We’ve had enough excitement for one night. But I know that if I turn back now, I’ll go back home and sit on the couch and do nothing more thrilling than open a bottle of wine. I want this. I need this. 
 
    The cab waits for a moment, engine idling, making sure that I don’t want to change my mind. I take a deep breath and brush the strands of hair that frame my face. Then I smile and take a step forward, my heels clicking on the rough concrete of the parking lot. Satisfied, the driver pulls away, into the night. The sound of the engine fades, until the only noise around me is that of my heels. And the distant, ever-present shrill of sirens somewhere far away. 
 
    As I near the bar, the guys smoking cigarettes notice me. One of them pauses, mid-conversation, and looks right at me. His lips purse, almost in a whistle, and I hear a soft hiss of breath escape. A sigh of desire. The others in the group turn to see me approaching the bar. I hear low murmurs and sounds of sharp exhales. I smile to myself. I’ve made the right choice tonight. Their eyes follow me as I cross the final few feet and mount the step and slowly push the door open. I force a sly smile on my face to mask my nerves and step inside the bar. 
 
    Inside, the place still looks like a community centre. The walls are still the same faded, dull yellow color they were probably painted about fifty years ago. The floor is cheap, lazy wood, the kind with a print pattern on it to resemble small, neatly placed wooden bricks. Hell, most of the furniture still looks like it was bought from the same long-defunct carpenter’s. The only noticeable changes are the large bar against the far wall and various tacky neon signs and beer posters along the walls. I see a dark, dusty jukebox in one corner, with a battered, faded ‘Out of Order’ sign stuck to the display that’s almost as old as the machine itself. The bar feels like the kind of place a safe, secure, boring, middle-class wife would never dare set foot inside. It feels like my kind of place. The only thing that feels a little strange is that the inside of the bar doesn’t look as big as the outside. It feels like the back wall cuts off about half of the available space. 
 
    A few patrons sit around on tables, talking, drinking, sitting in sullen silence. A couple look up as I enter, look at me with interest, then turn their attention away. There’s a roughly even mixture of men and women. Some of the women look twice as tough as the men – broads, Tim would call them, meaning it as a term of respect. As in, that old broad kicked my ass so hard I couldn’t sit down for a week. I stride across the room, feeling confident, feeling sexy. A couple of guys are leaning against the bar, drinks in hand. They check me out as I walk nearer. I see a thick-looking guy in a black jacket leaning against a door set in the back wall next to the bar, the only visible presence of security around. 
 
    I feel heads turn in my direction as I walk across the room. I’m way overdressed for this kind of place, but I don’t care. I used to come to worse bars than this, wearing a lot less. I know it’s a dangerous place, but that’s what I wanted, right? What I needed? 
 
    I lean over the bar, on my elbows, the wooden surface sticky on my skin. The bartender’s eyes roam me lazily as he leans back against shelves lined with bottles, in no hurry to serve me. Finally, he pushes himself up and asks, ‘What’ll it be?’ 
 
    I order a vodka and coke and lean turn to face the room as he makes the drink. There are two guys playing a card game together on a table against a wall. I avert my eyes on instinct, as though I’ve accidentally glimpsed a close friend naked. 
 
    No, I tell myself. I’m not a kid. I’m not some stupid addict anymore. I can watch two people playing cards without losing control. 
 
    The bartender places a glass on the sticky wooden counter, mumbles the price under his breath. I hand him ten bucks and wait for my change, watching the two guys play a casual, friendly game of cards. I’m not sure what game they’re playing from here, but one guy looks to losing. Badly. Getting his ass handed to him. His opponent is all smiles. 
 
    I take my change and my glass and slowly walk over to the table. There’s no money in play. Nothing up for grabs. Just two guys playing a friendly game. Nothing wrong with it. Nothing wrong with me watching. The addicts who met up in the old church hall would be shaking their heads at me right now, but fuck ‘em. I came out to have a little excitement. It can’t hurt to watch a hand or two, can it? 
 
    ‘Mind if I watch, boys?’ I say, standing near the table. 
 
    The smiling guy looks up at me. He has gray hair and a thick layer of stubble a chunky gold watch on his wrist. His eyebrows raise in surprise as he appraises me, then he nods. His friend, the guy getting his butt whooped, turns in his chair to see me. 
 
    ‘Uh… yeah,’ he says. 
 
    I stand behind the guy who seems to be losing and watch the game quietly for a hand or two. They look to be playing a version of baccarat. I didn’t know people played it outside of Bond movies. It takes me a couple of hands to figure out the rules. I follow the game intently, watching closely. The two players seem to be trying to get a hand as close to nine as possible, while also betting on which hand will be the one to achieve the goal. No money is changing hands, so they’re keeping score on notepads. 
 
    After a few minutes, the smiling guy slams his palm down on the table and yelps in victory. His opponent sighs and shakes his head. The two men stand and shake hands and the loser departs. 
 
    ‘Do you play?’ say the smiling man.  
 
    ‘No,’ I say, ‘but I’m a quick study.’ 
 
    I sit down in the spare seat. He shuffles the cards and deals. Two cards each. I check them and we begin to play. 
 
    I’m good at math. It’s one of the reasons I’m working in accountancy right now. I understand numbers and formulas and odds and statistics. All card games – regardless of what your parents might have told you – are based on logic and formulas. Luck is a factor, but you can influence this factor if you understand the odds. The more cards on the table, the more statistics you have to calculate the possible end results. Baccarat is no different. Two cards, one goal. An option to draw more cards. 
 
    I start slowly, losing the first few hands. My opponent shakes his head, gray hair catching the dull neon light from the beer sign on the wall above him, as though apologising for playing aggressively against a woman. After the initial hands have passed, I start to relax. I start to feel something awaken inside myself. I start to play aggressively. I start to win. 
 
    Our game is short, but tense. We play to the best of three. Our game goes right down to the wire, to the final hand. His smile has faded over the course of the game, replaced by a frown of furious concentration. 
 
    Then, finally, he wins the last hand with a four and a five. A perfect nine. He exhales, a sigh of relief. 
 
    ‘Good game,’ he says, ‘you sure this was your first time?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. I’m smiling with delight. Not just because the game was so enjoyable. I’m smiling because I feel awake and alive and in control of my life. The total opposite to how I felt a couple hours ago. 
 
    ‘Coulda fooled me,’ he says, gathering up the cards. ‘What’s your secret?’ 
 
    ‘I’m just good with numbers,’ I say, shrugging my shoulders. ‘Always have been.’ 
 
    ‘You play many other games?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Used to.’ I clutch my hands together under the table, fingers wriggling nervously. 
 
    ‘I’m about to go and few hands with some friends of mine. Would you be interested in joining me?’ 
 
    I hesitate. 
 
    ‘You’d really brighten up the table,’ he says. ‘Beautiful woman like yourself.’ 
 
    His flattery is just charming enough to stop me from rejecting the offer outright. I take a long, deep drink of my vodka and coke and consider it. Couldn’t hurt, right? Just one friendly game? 
 
    ‘Or you could be my good luck charm,’ he says. ‘Distract the other fellas while I play?’ 
 
    I laugh, almost spilling my drink. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say. ‘Sure. I’ll play with you. Are they coming to play, or…?’ 
 
    ‘They’re right over here,’ he says, motioning toward the bar. 
 
    I turn, but I don’t see what he’s talking about. All I see is the bartender and a couple of big guys ordering fresh drinks and the security guy leaning against the door on the back wall. 
 
    ‘Come on,’ he says, standing up, leaving the cards on the table. ‘I’ll vouch for you.’ 
 
    I stand and take my drink and follow him, not understanding. He walks past the bar and stands in front of the security guy, like a boy scout ready for troop inspection, minus the salute. 
 
    The security guy nods slowly, bored. 
 
    ‘You remember the rules, Frank?’ says the security guy. 
 
    ‘Sure do!’ Frank says, his voice a little too chipper. ‘And this is my friend. Can she come with me?’ 
 
    The security guy’s swing toward me like searchlights in a guard tower. 
 
    ‘I don’t know you,’ he says. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘First time here. I’m Lydia.’ 
 
    ‘Gonna have to search you,’ he says. 
 
    I look toward Frank. He nods. 
 
    ‘It’s policy,’ Frank says. 
 
    I nod and raise my arms to the side. I still don’t know where we’re supposed to be going what we’re supposed to be doing. 
 
    The security guy steps forward and pats me down. His hands are rough, his movements jerky. He pays a little too much attention to my hips and legs for my liking. His hands touch and pat and stroke my body. He’s just professional enough to avoid being accused of touching me inappropriately… even though he’s taking a little too long to finish. 
 
    Finally, he stands back and nods, apparently happy I’m clean. I don’t know what he expected to find on me. 
 
    ‘We got one rule here,’ the security guy says holding up a finger in case I can’t count that high. 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ I say. 
 
    ‘This never happened,’ he says. 
 
    The security guy returns to his post, leaning against the wall. He raps on the door with the back of his hand – three short knocks, two slow taps. A signal. The door clicks open from the other side and opens. Frank offers me a thumbs-up and steps through the door, into the hidden room beyond. I pause for a second, gripped by last-minute indecision. Do I want to go through there? Do I know what’s on the other side of the door? 
 
    I glance toward the main entrance. I could leave. I could go back home. I could get back into my pajamas and sit on the couch and watch a movie. I could be safe and secure. 
 
    Or… 
 
    Or I could live a little. 
 
    I step forward. Grab the door. Open it. Walk through. Stop dead in my tracks. 
 
    The room hidden behind the bar is a gambling den. Not one of those places you see in TV shows with dim lights and guys in dark suits and cigarette smoke in the air. No, this room is well-lit by soft lamps scattered around the room. The players are all dressed casually. Nobody smokes. There are four tables back here, three in use, one empty. The mean-faced dealers wear white shirts and black waistcoats. There are piles of cash money on each table in play. This is an illegal backstreet casino. My heart thumps once, loudly, in my chest and almost stops dead. 
 
    I shouldn’t be here! I shouldn’t be here! 
 
    I can almost hear my former sponsor telling me to get the hell out. Telling me to drop everything and leave. This is exactly the kind of place I’ve been avoiding for the past ten years. I turn to leave. 
 
    The door snaps shut behind me. Another heavy-looking guy in a dark jacket locks the door and leans against the wall, watching me with an impassive face. Our eyes meet and for a second, I see his face cloud over. He frowns, as though trying to place me somewhere. He nods his head toward the tables. I grimace. 
 
    ‘C’mon, darlin, what you waitin for?’ Frank says behind me. I slowly turn toward him. He sits down at table with two other guys and an empty seat. A blackjack game in progress. 
 
    ‘Evenin fellas,’ Frank says, nodding to the men near him. The others nod cordially, eyes fixed on the table. 
 
    Still, I hesitate. This is a bad place to be. I should get the hell out of here. 
 
    The security goon steps up behind me. 
 
    ‘Is there a problem?’ he says, his voice low and menacing. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. I sit down at the table in the empty chair. My heart races. I clutch my drink tight and fold my other arm over my chest, sitting defensively, eyes down. 
 
    ‘It’s twenty dollars,’ the dealer says. 
 
    I look at him. He’s a man in his early forties. The edge of a thick black tattoo creeps up over the collar of his shirt, tracing his bulging neck. His large, stubby fingers He looks like he’s been to prison and punched his way out again. 
 
    The other players stare at me, waiting. 
 
    ‘Can’t I just watch?’ I say. 
 
    ‘No,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Can I leave?’ I say. 
 
    ‘You have to play first,’ he says, eyes glaring down at me. ‘House rules.’ 
 
    ‘What if I don’t want to play?’ I say. 
 
    ‘You play,’ the dealer says, eyes flashing, ‘so that we know you’re not a cop.’ 
 
    I feel the atmosphere at the table change. The other players watch me without looking at me, tense and alert. Ready to get out if shit goes south. 
 
    ‘Fine,’ I say. I reach into my bag and open my purse and pull out a twenty-dollar bill. I slap it on the table. ‘Deal me in.’ 
 
    Maybe I can just throw the hand and get out of here. Get out of here and go home. But do I really want to go back to my boring, safe life? I mean, it couldn’t hurt to play one hand, right? Maybe if I win a little money, I could pick up a bottle of something nice on the way home? Besides, is it really worth wasting twenty dollars just to get out of here? 
 
    The dealer shuffles the deck and plays the cards, dealing two to each of us at the table. The others look at their cards, faces calm. My hand hovers over my cards for a brief second – a voice at the back of my head screaming, fold! Fold and run! – but then I carefully lift them up and check the faces. A three of diamonds and the seven of clubs. Ten in total. Not a good start. 
 
    The dealer works his way around the table, starting with Frank on the far side. Frank taps the table with his knuckles. The dealer slides him a card, face up. The eight of hearts. Frank gestures with his hand to stay. The next guy stays as well. The guy to my left taps the table. The dealer hands him a card. The king of diamonds. The guys curses under his breath and slides his three cards back, busted and out of the round. 
 
    Now it’s my turn. I tap the table once for another card. The dealer slides one over to me. The two of hearts. Twelve in total. Great. This puts me in a crappy position. If I get anything higher than a nine on the next card, I’m out. 
 
    I tap the table again. The dealer slides me a new card. The eight of spades. I let out a sigh of relief and gesture to stop. 
 
    Frank, the other guy, and myself turn over our cards. Frank has nineteen. The other guy has twenty. 
 
    ‘Dealer plays,’ says the dealer. He turns over his cards. Four of clubs and nine of spades. Thirteen. He turns over another card. Ten of diamonds. ‘Dealer busts.’ 
 
    I’m tied for the victory with the other guy. 
 
    The dealer splits the cash between us. I get my twenty, another twenty, and a ten. Fifty bucks. 
 
    My heart is racing. Adrenaline courses through my veins. I just won thirty dollars. Holy shit. It feels good. Really good. I haven’t felt like this… 
 
    Haven’t felt like this… 
 
    In years. 
 
    ‘Again?’ the dealer says. 
 
    Frank and the two other guys nod. After a beat, I nod as well. We all throw down another twenty each and the dealer shuffles a fresh deck. I start to loosen up, to enjoy myself. I feel the old, familiar feelings again. The rush, the drive, the excitement. I haven’t felt so alive in years. 
 
    I finish my drink. The glass is taken away and refilled with a fresh vodka and coke without a word. I know why they’re doing it. They want to keep me at the table. I don’t mind. One less thing to worry about. Helps me focus on the game. 
 
    One hand turns into another. I lose a hand. Win another. Finish a drink. Receive another. Time passes. I don’t know how long – there are no windows and no clocks and I left my watch at home. 
 
    The dealer keeps shuffling and playing, his face impassive. One of the guys I don’t know busts a final time and leaves the table. After a few hands, I’m up almost eighty dollars. I feel better than I have in years. I’m smiling and my heart is beating in a fast rhythm and I can hear music in my head. It feels fucking fantastic. 
 
    Finally, Frank busts out and tosses his cards on the table. 
 
    ‘Well,’ he says, ‘I guess that’s me done for tonight. You played well, darlin. Remind me not to try to beat you again.’ 
 
    I laugh. Frank stands up and leaves the table. I hear his footsteps retreat across the room and the door opens and closes. I’m now in a strange place, surrounded by strange men. I should feel uncomfortable. I should feel uneasy. But I don’t. Maybe it’s because of the alcohol, or the good vibes, or the excitement I’m feeling. 
 
    I play a few more hands with the other guy. He wins a few, I win a few, the dealer wins a few. We play well. Then, finally, the other guy takes his winnings and leaves the table. Now it’s just me and the dealer. I have a small pile of bills to my right, some crisp and fresh, others folded and wrinkled and well-handled. I’ve never played with real money before. I guess this place doesn’t want to use chips. 
 
    ‘Do you want to keep playing?’ the dealer says. 
 
    ‘Maybe,’ I say. I glance around the room. A couple of people have left from the other tables. It’s a little quieter in here now. I see a door set into the back wall. It hasn’t opened all night. ‘What’s back there?’ 
 
    ‘There?’ The dealer turns and looks in the direction of my gaze. ‘Oh, that’s the manager’s office.’ 
 
    ‘What happens back there?’ I say. 
 
    The dealer looks at me for a long moment, at first suspicious of my questions, then finally relenting. 
 
    ‘You really don’t want to end up in the manager’s office,’ he says. ‘He ain’t so nice and friendly as I am. So, you playing?’ 
 
    ‘Can we up the limit?’ I say. ‘Seeing as it’s just us?’ 
 
    The dealer looks at me like I’ve grown a second head. He looks past me and gestures for someone behind me to come closer. The security goon walks past me, around the table, and stands next to the dealer. The two men exchange short, hushed words, glancing at me as they do. 
 
    ‘Please wait here,’ the security goon says. 
 
    He turns and walks to the door at the back. He knocks twice and opens it, passing beyond into a room I can’t see from here. 
 
    ‘You sure about this?’ the dealer says. ‘Lots of people come through here and play. They get big heads after a few lucky hands, think they can win the big one.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve got the money,’ I say. 
 
    The dealer holds up his hands in a don’t shoot the messenger gesture. 
 
    A minute or so passes in silence. I watch a couple of the other tables. People win, people lose. Some leave, some stay. If it weren’t for the fact this place is definitely illegal, it could be any casino in the world. 
 
    The door at the back of the room opens again and the security goon returns. He walks over to my dealer and whispers in the man’s ear. The dealer nods. 
 
    ‘Thanks, Joey,’ he says. 
 
    The security goon walks behind me again, returning to his post by the door. 
 
    ‘Fifty dollars,’ the dealer says. 
 
    ‘All right!’ I say, rubbing my hands together. ‘Let’s win me some money! 
 
    He deals the cards. I turn mine over. King of clubs and ten of spades. Twenty. I tap the table. I reveal my hand. He turns his cards over. Three of hearts and four of hearts. Seven. He deals a card. Nine of spades. Sixteen. He deals another card. Seven of diamonds. Busted. 
 
    And just like that, I’m fifty dollars richer. I take my winnings from the dealer and slap down another fifty for the next hand. He shuffles the cards and starts to deal. I win the second hand. Then the third as well. 
 
    I have more money in front of me than I know what to do with. Two hundred dollars, tax-free, all mine. I should take it and walk away. I should go home and celebrate a successful night. 
 
    But I can’t. 
 
    ‘Can we raise the limit again?’ I say. ‘I’m feeling real lucky tonight.’ 
 
    The dealer glances at the security guy – Joey – behind me. 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ he says. ‘You’re doing well, but do you really want…’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, filled with confidence. I take a long drink on a freshly refilled vodka and coke. 
 
    The dealer gestures to Joey. They go through the motions again, quietly whispering and glancing at me. Joey heads through the door at the back of the room again. The dealer shuffles the cards again in silence. The door opens and Joey returns, but this time he’s followed by another man. This second guy is taller and broad, wearing a suit that looks to be a couple sizes too small for him. The edge of a black tattoo is visible on his neck, poking out from under the collar of his shirt. He has a rough-looking face, the kind of face that has seen – and survived – a lot of shit. Before he even introduces himself to me, I know exactly who he is. A man who looks like tough could only be the manager here. 
 
    ‘I’m Evan,’ he says, in a deep voice, doing his best to sound non-threatening. ‘I’m the manager.’ 
 
    ‘I’m Lydia,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Nice to meet you, Lydia,’ he says. He places his large hands on the table and smiles. It looks unnatural on him, wrong somehow, like his face is not designed to smile. ‘Joey says you’d like to raise the limit again, is that right?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘I’m on a lucky streak.’ 
 
    ‘I just want to make sure, Lydia, that you know what you’re doing,’ Evan says. ‘Luck can change. It can run out.’ 
 
    ‘I know what I’m doing,’ I say. ‘It’s not my first time.’ 
 
    Evan nods. He looks me up and down, a gleam in his eye. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ he says. ‘I’ll make you a deal. You got, what, a couple hundred dollars there? I’ll say that’s the buy-in for these games, but I’m not going to go any higher, okay?’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ I say, smiling sweetly. 
 
    Evan turns to the dealer and grins. 
 
    ‘Make sure you give her the chance to win her money back as well, okay?’ 
 
    The dealer nods. 
 
    ‘Good luck,’ Evan says. He winks at me and heads back to his office. 
 
    The dealer waits until the door closes before he stops shuffling the cards. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ he says, a nervous pinch in his voice. ‘Two hundred.’ 
 
    I pat the collection of bills in front of me. He deals the cards and we begin to play. 
 
    I win the first hand. He wins the second. I win the third. 
 
    ‘It’s getting late,’ the dealer says in a quiet voice. ‘Maybe we should stop for now?’ 
 
    ‘No way!’ I say. ‘I’m gonna clean you out. Tonight’s my lucky night.’ 
 
    He deals the cards. I have the three of hearts and the ten of spades. I tap the table. He deals a third card. The king of hearts. I’m busted. 
 
    I’ve still got two hundred. We play again. I have the seven of hearts and the ace of clubs. Eighteen… or eight. I stay. He turns his cards over. Two tens. Twenty. He wins. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ I say. 
 
    The dealer scoops the money across the table, an apologetic expression on his face. Just like that, most of my money is gone. 
 
    ‘Luck of the cards,’ he says. ‘You win some, you lose some.’ 
 
    ‘Dammit,’ I say. I’d forgotten this feeling, the sensation of losing. I got so caught up in winning that I forgot how it felt to crash and burn. 
 
    ‘I guess that’s it,’ the dealer says. He neatly stacks up the money – my money – in a careful pile. 
 
    ‘Didn’t the manager say I had a chance to win it all back?’ I say. 
 
    The dealer pauses. His eyes search my face. 
 
    ‘He did,’ he says slowly. ‘If that’s what you’d like to do…’ 
 
    ‘Fuck yeah,’ I say. ‘Gimme a shot. I gotta try to win something back, right?’ 
 
    The dealer reaches under the table. He plucks a plain white chip from a hidden compartment and slides it across to me. 
 
    ‘That’s good for two hundred,’ he says. ‘It’s a loan from the casino, okay?’ 
 
    ‘Great!’ I say. 
 
    He deals the cards and we play. I have twenty. He turns over his cards. A king and an ace. A perfect twenty-one. 
 
    ‘Dammit!’ I say again. ‘Do I get another shot?’ 
 
    He slides a second white chip across the table. 
 
    ‘That’s four hundred,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, ‘I can count.’ 
 
    He purses his lips and deals the cards. I lose. And again. And again. Five white chips sit before me now. One thousand dollars. 
 
    ‘Come on,’ I say. ‘I can do this. Come on!’ 
 
    ‘I can’t,’ he says. ‘That’s the limit.’ 
 
    I stare down at the chips, lightheaded, my vision blurry. 
 
    ‘So… what does that mean?’ I say. 
 
    ‘It means,’ he says, as though speaking to a child, ‘you can’t pay anymore until you’ve paid off your debts.’ 
 
    Cold realization suddenly seizes me in its tight fist. I’ve just blown a thousand fucking dollars. I don’t have the kind of money on me. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ I say, staring at the five white chips on the velvet table top. ‘Oh.’ 
 
    ‘Are you able to pay?’ the dealer says, his brow creased in concern. 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    ‘Then I guess we got a problem.’ 
 
    I look up at him, pleading with my eyes. 
 
    ‘I can get the money,’ I say, trying to keep my voice calm and quiet. ‘Please, I can get the money…’ 
 
    The dealer nods to the security guy behind me. I feel the sudden presence of a large man standing right behind me. 
 
    ‘Everything okay?’ Joey says. 
 
    ‘We got a bit of a problem,’ the dealer says. 
 
    Joey leans down over me, examining the table. 
 
    ‘Huh,’ he says. ‘Looks like we do.’ 
 
    ‘I can pay,’ I say. ‘Okay? I can pay!’ 
 
    ‘Maybe we should have a talk with the boss, huh?’ Joey says, placing his hands on my shoulders. 
 
    ‘No, it’s okay!’ I say, panic rising inside me like steam in a kettle. ‘I can pay, it’s fine, I can sort this out.’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ Joey says. ‘Go ahead.’ 
 
    Time pauses for a long, long moment. Nothing happens. I open and close my mouth. The dealer looks at me, arms folded across his chest. Joey’s hands squeeze my shoulders. 
 
    ‘I don’t… have it on me,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Oh dear,’ Joey says in mock sympathy. ‘I guess we need to have a chat with the boss.’ 
 
    Joey’s strong hands grip me tight and haul my off my chair. The dealer looks down at the table and continues to adjust the neat stack of cash in front of him, ignoring me. I look around the casino for someone, anyone, to come to my aid, but the few people left focus on the cards in front of them. My feet feel heavy, but Joey’s firm grip forces me forward, through the room, towards the closed door at the back. The door to the manager’s office. Joey knocks on the door and opens it and pushes me inside. 
 
    I freeze. The room is a decent-sized office in a rough square shape that occupies the final part of the building. There’s a rug on the floor and a small collection of monitors displaying CCTV images from around the bar. There don’t look to be any cameras recording the casino. The other side of the space is mostly taken up by a desk, with a chair behind it. The big man from earlier is sitting in the chair. Evan. He glances up as Joey shuts the door behind us, but doesn’t say anything. 
 
    Joey pushes me further into the room. He walks over to the desk and places the five white chips down. Evan studies them in silence for a moment, then looks up at me. 
 
    ‘You know what these chips mean?’ he says. 
 
    I swallow and nod and clasp my hands together in front of my waist. My heart races. I don’t know what’s going to happen here. I don’t know if Evan is going to reach for a baseball bat or a gun. Every fibre in my being screams that I need to get out of here. These guys are bad news and I’m trapped in this room with them. 
 
    I glance towards the door. Joey moves to block my exit. I’m now trapped in the middle of these two guys. 
 
    Evan stands up from behind the desk, tutting under his breath. He slowly walks around the table and stands right in front of me. He looks over to Joey. 
 
    ‘Why are you looking at her like that?’ Evan says. 
 
    I look over to Joey. He’s staring hard at me, frowning, like he did before, after I walked into the casino for the first time. 
 
    ‘I think I know her,’ he says. ‘But I don’t know why.’ 
 
    I turn back to Evan. I don’t recognize Joey and I don’t want to recognize him, either. 
 
    ‘Listen,’ Evan says, ‘Lydia, was it?’ I nod. ‘I’m going to be honest with you. I hate it when people come in here with white chips. It means they’ve fucked up. And because they’ve fucked up, I’m getting fucked out of my money. I really want this to be as painless as possible. Those chips tell me that you owe me a thousand dollars. Do you have thousand dollars on you right now?’ 
 
    I shake my head. Hot tears prick my eyes. I look down at the floor. Look at the walls. Look at his shirt. Look everywhere but into his eyes. 
 
    ‘How are we going to work this problem out?’ he says. 
 
    I shake my head again. A tear rolls down my cheek. 
 
    ‘Hand me your bag,’ Evan says, firmly but calmly. I look up at him with wide, frightened eyes, clutching my bag closer to my chest. He holds out his hand and waits patiently. Finally, I slowly open my hands and pass him the bag. 
 
    ‘Nice ring,’ he says, nodding at the golden band on my ring finger. ‘Shame it’s not worth a thousand dollars. This could be very straightforward.’ 
 
    Evan sits on the edge of his desk and starts rummaging through my handbag. I step forward, ready to snatch it back, but Joey puts a hand on my shoulder and shoots me a look. I freeze on the spot and watch as Evan looks through my personal possessions. He lifts out my purse and opens it. He looks through the flaps and compartments before deciding there’s nothing hidden inside. He tosses the purse back and dumps my bag on his desk. 
 
    ‘I guess we got a problem,’ he says. ‘You owe me a lot of money… and you have no way to pay it back.’ 
 
    ‘I can pay,’ I say, my voice desperate. 
 
    ‘Now?’ 
 
    ‘No. Tomorrow.’ 
 
    Evan sucks in breath through his teeth and puts his palms together in front of his chin. 
 
    ‘Are you hiding money on your person?’ he says. 
 
    ‘What?’ 
 
    ‘Do you have money stashed away in secret places on your body?’ he says. ‘It sounds crazy, I know, but I had a guy in here one time who had about three grand taped in little packets around his body!’ 
 
    Evan laughs at the memory for a moment, then silence falls in the small office. He watches me closely, as though waiting for something to happen. Joey stands behind me, still with one hand on my shoulder. 
 
    ‘What happens now?’ I say, wanting to break the silence. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna need you to prove that you’re not hiding money on your body,’ Evan says. 
 
    My blood runs cold. 
 
    ‘You don’t need to do that,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Don’t I?’ Evan says, his voice hard as steel. 
 
    ‘Please,’ I say, ‘I can get you the money. I will, I promise.’ 
 
    ‘If promises were dollars, I’d be a millionaire,’ Evan says, his lips turning in a cruel smile. He stands up again and clasps his hands together, looking like a businessman conducting a difficult negotiation. ‘Take the dress off.’ 
 
    Another tear rolls down my cheek. A tear of frustration, embarrassment, and fear. 
 
    ‘Please don’t,’ I say. ‘Don’t make me…’ 
 
    ‘I’m not making you do anything,’ Evan says. ‘You’re going to take off your dress to prove to me that you’re not lying to me. I want you to prove that I can trust you. Take. It. Off. Now.’ 
 
    His voice cracks like a whip through the air and his eyes blaze and I know that I’m not getting out of here easily. I take a deep breath and shrug Joey’s hand off my shoulder. I reach around the back of my dress and my fingers seize the zipper. I close my eyes and gently ease the zipper open, feeling the dress loosen and slacken on my body as my hands move down my back. 
 
    The zipper reaches the bottom. I carefully slip my shoulders free and the dress falls to the floor in a heap at my feet. I cover myself with my hands as best I can and try not to look at Evan’s face, but I can’t help it. His grin widens as his eyes sweep up and down my body, taking me in. Why did I choose my sexy underwear tonight? Why did I need to feel sexy tonight? 
 
    ‘Don’t be shy,’ Evan says. ‘You look incredible.’ 
 
    ‘Are you done?’ I say, my cheeks burning. ‘Can I cover myself up now?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ Evan’s voice is firm. 
 
    ‘What do you want from me?’ I say. ‘I can’t pay you right now!’ 
 
    ‘That’s the problem I’m having,’ Evan says. ‘Joey, restrain her.’ 
 
    Before I can even react, Joey grabs my wrists from behind, wrenching my hands away, exposing my underwear to Evan, who watches calmly. Joey pulls my hands behind my back. I try to fight, but he’s too strong. I lean forward and he brings my wrists together at the small of my back. 
 
    ‘What are you doing?’ I say. But, a second later, I understand all too clearly. 
 
    Cold metal snaps over one wrist, tightening, gripping my tender skin. There is a moment’s pause before I feel a second metal restraint snap into place around my other wrist. I know instinctively what’s happened. Joey has handcuffed my wrists together behind my back. 
 
    ‘What are you doing?’ I say again, my voice rising in fear. I sink to my knees, trying to protect myself, to cover my body. 
 
    I look up and see Joey kneeling down over me. He gently pushes me. I fall on my side. He takes my dress and throws it away, out of reach. I’m curled up on the floor of the office, hands cuffed behind me, with two powerful men standing over me. 
 
    Joey places his hand on my thigh. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry,’ he says. ‘We ain’t gonna hurt you.’ 
 
    He sees the tattoo on my left hip, the galloping horse. His eyes widen in shock and he steps back like he’s been burned. 
 
    ‘Holy shit!’ Joey says. ‘I fucking knew I recognized her! It’s fucking Rodeo!’ 
 
    I look up at them both, the two powerful men, shaking my head desperately. No, don’t call me that. I’m not that woman anymore… 
 
    ‘Who?’ Evan says. 
 
    ‘That’s what we called her,’ Joey says, looking down at me, face lighting up with excitement. ‘I used to know this chick way back when. She’s a total slut, banged at least five guys I knew. She was down for anything, like, all the fucking time. We were supposed to hook up once, but she ended up fucking some other guy instead.’ 
 
    ‘Fascinating,’ Evan says, sounding anything but. ‘Why the fuck is she called rodeo?’ 
 
    ‘Two reasons,’ Joey says. He kneels down and puts his hand on my hip, cupping the tattoo on my leg. I squirm under him, eyes burning with tears. ‘Firstly, she’s got this tattoo of the horse, right? And secondly…’ he looks down at me, a dirty grin on his face, ‘when she gets on top, you’re only gonna last about eight seconds.’ 
 
    ‘Is this gonna be a problem?’ Evan says, gesturing down at me. ‘Because we have business to attend to.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, it ain’t gonna be a problem,’ Joey says, still grinning, his hand sliding over my hip, to the curve of my ass. ‘It means that this little slut is gonna enjoy it.’ He pats my ass and I thrash my body again, trying to get him off me. 
 
    ‘Please!’ I say. ‘Please don’t do this! I’m married. I have a husband! I’m not her, I’m not Rodeo… please!’ 
 
    Evan squats down in front of me and interlaces his thick fingers together. 
 
    ‘Listen, uh, Lydia, Rodeo, whoever the fuck you are,’ he says. ‘Here’s how the world works, okay? I run a business. I got a reputation. I got a lot of people who look up to me. And now you’ve wandered in here and you’ve made my life a little harder than it had to be. So, I need to make an example of you, and I need to get my business back on track. You understand that, right?’ 
 
    ‘Please!’ I say again, looking into his weathered, worn face with desperate eyes. ‘Please don’t hurt me! I have a husband!’ 
 
    ‘No,’ Evan says, ‘we ain’t gonna hurt you, okay? Not so long as you do what you’re told. But here’s how this is gonna go. You owe us a lot of money, and we need to take that money from you.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll get it!’ I say. ‘I’ll go to the bank in the morning! I’ll get it, all of it!’ 
 
    ‘See, that’s where my problem is,’ Evans says. He places his hand on my cheek, rough skin brushing my smooth flesh. ‘Lots of people tell me they’re gonna come back with the money, and I’m a trusting soul. Ain’t I a trusting soul, Joey?’ 
 
    ‘So trusting,’ Joey says, crouching down behind me. I am now trapped between the two men, on the floor of the office, hands cuffed together behind my back. My heart is racing. My body trembles. 
 
    ‘I’ll do it,’ I say. ‘I’ll do it. I will, I promise!’ 
 
    ‘I wanna believe you,’ Evan says, rubbing his thumb across my cheek, ‘I really – really – want to. But I’ve been hurt before. I’ve had lots of people like you in here. Scared, confused, owing me money. They all made promises, and they never delivered. I hope you can see what my problem is. I can’t let you go, because you owe me a lot of money.’ 
 
    ‘Please!’ I say, again, my voice breaking with desperation. ‘Please! I have a husband!’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, you’ve said,’ Evans says. He cups his hand under my chin and forces me to look at his face. ‘Here’s what you can do. You can call your husband and he can bring the money you owe us.’ 
 
    I screw my eyes shut. A fat, wet tear squeezes out and trickles down my cheek. 
 
    ‘He’s in Boston,’ I say, my voice thick and heavy. 
 
    ‘That’s not a lot of good,’ Joey says, behind me. 
 
    ‘Does your husband even know you’re here?’ Evan says. 
 
    I shake my head, fear in my eyes. 
 
    ‘We won’t tell him if you don’t.’ Evan smiles at me. 
 
    ‘Can’t I,’ I say, growing desperate, ‘can’t I transfer the money to you?’ 
 
    ‘Does this look like the kind of place with an online bank account?’ Evan says. ‘No, I’ll tell you what your options are. Option one, Joey here takes you back home. He collects a number of items that he judges to be of value and brings them back here to pay off your debt. Option two, we let you leave here tonight… but with a very strong incentive to return and give back what you owe.’ 
 
    ‘What… what’s the incentive?’ I say, a cold sensation washing over me. 
 
    ‘Get the camera, Joey,’ Evans says. 
 
    Joey stands up and moves around the office. I hear his footsteps crossing the room, but I can’t see him. Evan still holds my chin, still keeps me looking up into his hard face. Finally, Joey walks over to his boss and hands the man a digital camera. 
 
    ‘This is your incentive,’ Evan says, holding the small silver box in his free hand. ‘You’re gonna come back here tomorrow – as soon as you possibly can – with the money you owe us in hand. You’re gonna buy this camera from me with that money. You understand?’ 
 
    ‘You want me to buy… a camera?’ I say, a little confused. 
 
    ‘Not just the camera,’ Evan says, still with that smile on his face. ‘You’ll also be buying what’s on the camera. See, you look like a nice woman. You got a husband. Probably a good job, too, unless you’re one of those stay-at-home-wives who watch reality TV and drink wine all day. So, I’m sure there are certain things you wouldn’t want your husband or you work friends to see. Like dozens of pictures of you being fucked by two very handsome men in the manager’s office of a downtown casino joint…’ 
 
    His grip tightens on my chin. My eyes grow wide. My heart skips a beat. 
 
    ‘Anything but that…’ I say. ‘I can’t… please…’ 
 
    ‘Then I guess you choose option one, huh?’ Evan says. ‘Joey gives you a ride home and helps himself to your stuff!’ 
 
    I try to picture Tim’s face when he comes home tomorrow and sees our home. The TV gone, his Xbox missing, my jewels stolen. I try to imagine making some excuse about being burgled. I try to explain why I haven’t called the cops. I know that Tim will see right through my lies. Less than ten minutes after he comes home, I will confess that I went to an illegal casino and gambled our home away. I can’t do it. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘No… I can’t…’ 
 
    ‘You don’t want option one?’ Evan says. ‘And you don’t want option two. Those are the only option I’m giving you. That’s all we got time for right now. I’m gonna need you to pick an option. Your stuff. Or the camera. Option one or option two. Come on, now. We ain’t got all night.’ 
 
    My heart thunders in my chest. Tears prick the corners of my eyes. Why did I come here tonight? Why did I leave the safety of my home? Why did I get myself into this position? 
 
    ‘Option two,’ I say, in a meek voice. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry,’ Evan says, ‘I can’t quite hear you.’ 
 
    ‘Option two!’ I say, much louder. 
 
    ‘You want me and Joey here to fuck you?’ Evan says. ‘And you want us to take pictures?’ 
 
    I screw my eyes shut and nod. This is the only way out. The only way out that will let me keep this a secret from Tim. 
 
    ‘Joey, help the lady to her knees. She’s got work to do.’ 
 
    Joey’s strong hands grab my arms. He hauls me up to my knees and stands behind me, holding my shoulders, keeping me in place. My eyes dart around the room, looking for a way out, looking for another option, looking for anything. 
 
    ‘I’m a married woman!’ I say, my voice high and squeaky. 
 
    ‘Yeah, you keep saying,’ Evan says. He stands up and unzips his pants, a bulge tenting the material. ‘But unless your husband is going to come through that door with all the money you owe me, I don’t fucking care.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ I say, the words barely a whimper. 
 
    ‘He can’t help you either.’ 
 
    Evan reaches into his pants and gently eases his manhood free. I try not to look, but I can’t help it. His length is right in front of my face. It’s pointing right at me, accusing me, his deep pink head barely an inch from my cheek. He’s a good length, maybe a little over six inches, with a decent girth. I’ve seen bigger. I’ve seen better. 
 
    ‘Please!’ I say. It’s the only word that comes to mind. 
 
    ‘I’ll ask you again,’ Evan says. ‘I’m not a monster, you have to agree to this. We take your stuff, or we take your ass. You choose.’ 
 
    I screw up my eyes again. Tim can’t know about this. He can’t know I was here. 
 
    ‘Me,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Look at me,’ Evan says, almost gently. 
 
    I open my eyes. Tears blur my vision for a moment, but then I can see clearly. Evan stands over me, his stiffening cock slowly filling an expanding before my face. Joey holds my shoulders, keeping me on my knees. My hands are cuffed together behind my back. I’m still in my underwear. There is no way out of this. No way except… 
 
    I swallow and take a breath. I part my lips. I lean forward and- 
 
    Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt. 
 
    ‘The fuck is that?’ Evan says. 
 
    Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt. 
 
    ‘It’s a cellphone,’ Joey says. 
 
    The three of us turn in the direction of the sound. My handbag, on Evan’s desk. My cell is inside, ringing, vibrating, buzzing against the wood. 
 
    Evan looks from the bag, to me, back to the bag. He grits his teeth in frustration. 
 
    ‘You expecting someone to call?’ he says. 
 
    Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt. 
 
    My heart sinks in my chest. I could almost die of shame right now. 
 
    ‘My husband,’ I say. ‘He’s calling to tell me his plane landed.’ 
 
    Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt. 
 
    ‘Is he going to keep ringing if you don’t answer?’ 
 
    Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘For fuck’s sake…’ 
 
    Evan stomps across to his desk. He grabs my bag and tips the contents onto the surface. My possessions scatter over the wood. He snatches up my phone and walks back across to me. 
 
    Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt. 
 
    ‘Any word of this,’ Evan says, ‘and this will be much less pleasant for you.’ 
 
    I swallow again. He holds out the phone, presses the green button to answer the call and puts it on speaker. 
 
    ‘Hello?’ I say, my throat dry. 
 
    ‘Hey sweetie.’ My husband’s voice is tired, but full of warmth. ‘Are you okay?’ 
 
    ‘Uh, yeah,’ I say, looking up at Evan, watching his face closely. ‘Just woke up, is all. Are you in Boston?’ 
 
    ‘Yep, just landed.’ I can hear muffled sounds behind him – other passengers, suitcase wheels, airport announcements. ‘Hell of a flight.’ 
 
    ‘I miss you,’ I say. I hope he never finds out about this, never finds out that his wife was on her knees in front of another man while she spoke with him. 
 
    ‘Aw, sweetie, I miss you too.’ 
 
    Evan gestures with his hand, telling me to wrap it up. 
 
    ‘I’ll see you tomorrow?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Tim says. ‘I’ll call before I get on the plane, okay? Should be home in the afternoon.’ 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say. ‘Tim?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah?’ 
 
    ‘I love you.’ 
 
    ‘I love you too!’ I can hear the smile in his voice. 
 
    The call ends. The three of us stand in silence for a second or two. Evan places my phone back on his desk and stands in front of me again, his cock still protruding from his pants, hard and firm and throbbing. 
 
    ‘Where were we?’ he says. ‘Oh, yeah, I remember.’ 
 
    He grabs my head and pulls my face closer. I don’t resist. I open my mouth on instinct and take him inside. His hard length slides over my tongue, all the way in my mouth, until every last inch is between my lips. I fight to control my breathing, to keep from gagging. It’s been years since anyone fucked my mouth like this. Tim has never made me gag on his cock. He’s never forced my face down on his shaft. 
 
    ‘Good,’ Evan says, holding me in place, keeping his length at the back of my throat. ‘Very good. We’re gonna have a good time tonight, aren’t we?’ 
 
    I look at him. He gently eases my head back, until his length his halfway in my mouth. He holds up the camera and takes a picture. 
 
    ‘There we go,’ he says. ‘A little memento of your time with us.’ 
 
    I try to protest, but my words are muffled by his manhood. 
 
    ‘All you gotta do is come back tomorrow and buy the camera. Nobody will ever know. Hell, you can keep the photos if you want.’ 
 
    He slides his length in and out of my throat, slowly, always controlling my movements with one powerful hand on my head. He snaps a couple more pictures. 
 
    ‘That’s it,’ he says. ‘Show me what you can do.’ 
 
    He releases his grip on my head. I take over now, moving back and forth, flicking my tongue over his shaft, tasting him, wetting his length. I take him inside my mouth, fucking him with my throat, and suck him as hard as I can. He groans above me and snaps another picture or two. The camera snaps and whirrs in his hands. 
 
    ‘Fuck, you’re good,’ Evan says. ‘You’re a good cocksucker.’ 
 
    I groan in the back of my throat as his shaft fills my mouth again. 
 
    ‘I think she’s starting to get into it,’ Evan says to Joey. ‘She’s enjoying herself.’ 
 
    Joey releases his grip on my shoulders and crouches down behind me. His fingers slip inside my panties. I groan. 
 
    ‘She’s so fucking wet,’ Joey says, as his fingers explore my sex and probe my lips. ‘I think little-miss-married likes it.’ 
 
    I moan as Joey’s fingers explore my wet sex. I haven’t felt the touch of another man in ten years. I’ve forgotten what it feels like to be explored for the first time. Joey’s fingers are deft and confident. He parts my lips and pushes two fingers inside me. I gasp onto Evan’s shaft. 
 
    ‘I think she loves it,’ Evan says. 
 
    No, I don’t, says a little voice in the back of my mind. But I know the voice is lying. I can feel the wet heat of my sex growing steadily as Joey’s fingers slip in and out of my yearning entrance. I can feel my heart rate increasing with every stroke of Evan’s hard length in and out of my mouth. I feel something awakening inside me, something I have tried to keep locked for ten long years. I feel the old Lydia coming to life again. The old Lydia I’ve tried to deny and hide and ignore all these years. The old Lydia that men used to call Rodeo. 
 
    ‘Slow down, slow down,’ Evan says, gently placing a hand on the back of my head. I look up at him, confused, unaware of how fast and deep I was taking his manhood. ‘There’s plenty of time. No need to rush.’ 
 
    I gently ease his length out of my mouth, marvelling at how slick and wet his hard shaft looks right now. I pant for a few brief seconds, getting my breath back. Then I let out a long, low moan as Joey’s fingers delve deep inside me. 
 
    ‘Would you be more comfortable over the desk?’ Evan says. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, my voice soft and breathy. 
 
    ‘Help our friend up.’ 
 
    Joey removes his hand from my sex. He lifts me to my feet and we walk to the desk. He gently pushes me forward and I bend over the wood, lifting my ass up, hands still cuffed in place behind my back. 
 
    Evans steps in behind me and pulls my panties down, exposing my wet lips. I spread my legs wider on impulse, opening myself up to him. 
 
    ‘Open yourself for me,’ Evan says. 
 
    I grasp my ass cheeks and open myself as wide as I can with the cuffs in place. He takes another photo of me. My sex grows hotter and wetter. Why is this turning me on so much? God, I’m a married woman. I don’t even know these guys. This is wrong, this is wrong, this is wrong… 
 
    Evan’s red-hot manhood brushes my lips, sliding up and down the length of my slit. I let out a gasp of desire, my entire body responding to the feel of his member against my sex. 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ I say, moaning the words, ‘please, don’t tease me…’ 
 
    ‘You want me to fuck you?’ Evan says. 
 
    ‘Mmm.’ 
 
    ‘I need you to say it.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck me.’ 
 
    He presses forward, pushing his bare shaft inside me. My yearning sex swallows him whole, taking him deep inside me without hesitation. I cry out wildly. He grabs the chain that connects my cuffs with one hand and grips my ass with the other. He sinks deep inside me, his burning length fully engulfed by my hungry pussy. His cock feels so different to my husband’s. His girth, his length, the feel of his skin in the tight grip of my pussy – all of it is brands new. 
 
    ‘Fucking hell!’ Evan says in a deep growl. 
 
    Without my hands, I can barely move, but my hips rock and buck, grinding against him, my sex clenching tight on his manhood, my moans growing steadily louder as he begins to fuck me. I moan and groan and push my ass back to meet his long, slow strokes, needing him to fuck me and fill me and make me come. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck!’ I say. ‘Holy shit, fuck me! Please fuck me!’ 
 
    Evan smacks my ass once, hard, the wet slap almost echoing around the office. I cry out in shock, feeling the dull sting of his handprint warm on my ass cheek. 
 
    ‘Yes!’ I say. ‘More!’ 
 
    He slaps my ass again and I cry out, louder. 
 
    ‘Joey, our guest is getting a little loud,’ Evan says. 
 
    Joey walks down the desk, stopping in front of me, his bulge in front of my face. He grins at me and unzips his pants. 
 
    ‘Fuck me!’ I say through gritted teeth as Evan slams into me from behind. ‘Fuck my face, come on!’ 
 
    Joey unbuttons his pants and pulls them down. He opens the flap in his shorts and grasps his firm manhood and steps in closer to me. His member is thicker than Evan’s, and maybe half an inch longer, too. I open my mouth and he shoves his length between my lips. I devour him hungrily, my lips and tongue covering every inch of his shaft. 
 
    Evan fucks me hard from behind and Joey grabs the back of my head, pumping his cock on and out of my mouth. I moan like a wild slut, my body responding to every tiny sensation. With my hands trapped in place, I feel each deep thrust more clearly than ever before in my life. 
 
    I love it. I love every wicked, sinful, adulterous moment. I love the feeling of Evan’s bare cock filling me up from behind, the sensation of his body slamming into my ass with every stroke. I love the taste of Joey’s length on my tongue, the feel of his powerful hands gripping my head and forcing me to take him deep inside my throat. I love it all. This is who I am. This is what I am. I can’t deny it. I am a slut. I am Rodeo. 
 
    I climax suddenly, the breath knocked out of me. My body tights and rocks and shudders. My eyes roll back in my head. I gasp and groan around the cock in my mouth. 
 
    ‘She loves it!’ Evan says. 
 
    ‘Told you she would,’ Joey says. ‘That’s Rodeo.’ 
 
    The two men fuck me deep and rough and hard, using my body for their own pleasure. I love it. I almost choke and gag on Joey’s length as he fucks my throat. I love it. Evan spanks my ass and pounds my aching sex from behind. I love it. My body is seized by the tight grip of total orgasmic pleasure. 
 
    Finally, I feel Evan gently ease out of my sex, leaving a gaping void inside me. My knees are weak. If I weren’t laying on the desk, I would fall on my face. Joey thrusts to the back of my throat one final time, then slowly pulls back, his shaft leaving my lips with a wet smack. I lay on the desk, panting, simultaneously exhausted and more awake than I’ve been for years. I feel like a woman who suddenly realizes she’s been sleepwalking for a decade. Tim has never fucked me like this. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ Evan says. ‘She’s fucking good.’ 
 
    ‘Can I fuck her now, boss?’ Joey says. ‘I’ve always wanted to fuck her.’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ Evans says. ‘You want me to let you out of those cuffs?’ 
 
    It takes me a moment to realize he’s talking to me. I moan a response. 
 
    ‘Good enough,’ he says. 
 
    I hear the familiar clink of metal on metal and the restraints on my wrist suddenly slacken and release. Evan slips the handcuffs off me. I push myself up off the desk and turn around and sit on the hard wood, legs open, my soaking pussy on display. Evan stands back, a grin on his face. He snaps a few more photos. I don’t even try to hide my face. 
 
    Joey moves around to the front, standing between my legs. He’s kicked off his pants and shorts and just wears his dark shirt. He grabs my bra and pulls it off, letting my breasts spill free, hard nipples exposed. He paws at my breasts as he moves closer, the tip of his shaft touching my lips. I take hold of his length and carefully position his manhood at my dripping entrance. 
 
    ‘Come on, Joey,’ I say, ‘what are you waiting for? You gonna fuck me?’ 
 
    My words are like a red rag to a bull. He responds to my challenge and grabs me and pushes forward as hard as he can, forcing his length inside me. I cry out and grab him, my ankles locking together behind his back. He grabs my throat with one hand, the other grasping my hips, and he fucks me hard on the desk, looking me in the eyes as he does. 
 
    Evan raises the camera again and snaps more pictures as Joey fucks me on the desk. I moan and cry out and beg Joey to fuck me harder. His length pumps in and out of me, deep and hard, filling me up over and over. My pussy grips his shaft tighter with every thrust. My fingers dig into his skin. I feel another climax building inside me. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck, Joey!’ I say. ‘You’re gonna make me come!’ 
 
    ‘Yeah?’ he says, his jaw clenched. ‘You gonna come for me? Gonna come all over my cock?’ 
 
    ‘Yes!’ 
 
    I gasp one final time and squeeze my sex, clamping down on his length. My breath is knocked out of me again. I grip him with my hands and my legs and my tight pussy, squeezing him as my body bursts in a thousand direction at once. He keeps fucking me, driving me crazy, pushing me further and further over the edge. My cries of passion grow slowly louder with each deep thrust. 
 
    As the climax slowly subsides, I catch a glimpse of Evan stroking his cock at the back of the room, still taking pictures. I smile at him. Smiling for the camera. Smiling like the slut I am. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ Joey says, ‘I’m getting close.’ 
 
    ‘You gonna come for me?’ I say, breathless. ‘You gonna come all over me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes!’ 
 
    Joey pulls out of my dripping slit and furiously pumps his cock with a tight fist, looking me right in the eyes as he does. After a few seconds, he groans and the first burning drops of his come touch my warm skin. I moan. He keeps pumping as more red-hot semen erupts across my stomach, trickling down over my hips. I haven’t felt this wild, this dirty, this used, in years. It feels amazing. His hot come explodes across my body, marking me, claiming me, daubing me. 
 
    After a long, powerful climax, he stops pumping his cock and stands back to admire his handiwork. 
 
    ‘Holy shit,’ he says. ‘That was incredible.’ 
 
    I smile and lean back a little, allowing his come to glisten in the lights. I trace finger over my slit, feeling my body tingle. 
 
    ‘You haven’t come yet,’ I say to Evan, pouting. ‘Don’t you like me?’ 
 
    He grins and unbuttons his pants. I watch as he takes his clothes off and stands naked in the office, hard cock standing to attention. His torso is covered in various tattoos and scars. 
 
    ‘I’m going to come,’ he says. ‘But first, I wanna find out why they called you Rodeo.’ 
 
    I smile at him and bite my lip. 
 
    ‘Lay down,’ I say. 
 
    Evan lays down on the rug, watching me carefully. I gently ease my exhausted body off the table and walk over to him, naked and unashamed, feeling his eyes on my body, Joey’s warm semen tricking down my stomach and hips. I stand over him, one leg on each side, my soaking, aching, well-fucked sex yawning open above him. Then I slowly crouch down. I take his length in one hand as I get into position, straddling him. My sex opens once more and greedily accepts his manhood as I sink down onto him, taking him all the way inside me, until I sit on him. I groan as his member fills me again, so wonderfully deep inside me. 
 
    I start to rock back and forth, small movements in my hips, gently grinding his shaft against the inner walls of my vagina, feeling his length touch dozens of different parts of me at once. I moan softly and squeeze my pussy on his length, gripping him tight. He groans beneath me. I start to move faster now, rocking my hips back and forth in quicker movements. I grip his cock tight with my sex and start to fuck him hard and fast. I ride him harder than he’s ever been ridden before, my hips bucking wildly, my body rocking back and forth faster and faster, his cock pumping in and out of me quicker and quicker. 
 
    ‘Yes!’ I say, gasping the word. ‘Fuck, yes!’ 
 
    Evan groans and moans trembles beneath me. He thrusts his hips up, trying to match my movements. 
 
    ‘Jesus Christ!’ Evan says. ‘I’m gonna…’ 
 
    I keep riding him. Keep fucking him. Keep squeezing him. He cries out one final time and his cock twitches and shudders inside me. I cry out as he erupts inside me, filling me with warm, sticky come. I don’t stop fucking him. His cock throbs and pulses and fills my sex with his load. I moan desperately, my pussy clenching and gripping and squeezing his shaft, trying to get every last drop out. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ Evan says, clawing the rug with his hands. 
 
    Now I finally slow my movements, gently winding down. I lean forward, feeling his cock ease out of my slit, feeling hot come trickle out of me. I’m gonna regret that later, but right now it feels perfect. 
 
    ‘That’s why they called me Rodeo,’ I say. 
 
    He smiles. 
 
    ‘That was incredible,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Twelve seconds,’ Joey says, somewhere behind me. ‘You ain’t lost your touch.’ 
 
    Once a slut, always a slut. 
 
    I carefully climb off Evan and sit on the rug, his warm come tricking out of me. Joey’s sticky spend leaves silvery trails on my body. My pussy feels puffy and inflamed, well-fucked and completely spent. 
 
    ‘Holy fucking shit,’ Evan says, his chest heaving. ‘You’re fucking incredible.’ 
 
    Evan raises the camera and snaps one final picture of me, naked and covered in come on the floor of his office. 
 
    ‘I gotta say,’ he says, ‘you really know how to pay your debts.’ 
 
    I nod. The moment starts to pass. My arousal begins to subside and fade away. I start to see clearly, like a fog is vanishing before my eyes. Guilt and shame crash down on me like a tidal wave smashing the shore. What have I done? I’m married woman. I just fucked two complete strangers… and I enjoyed it. 
 
    I rub my hands over my face, trying to hide my shame from these two men. Joey puts his pants back on and tucks his flaccid penis away. He looks perfectly normal, like nothing happened. Evan stands up and walks to his chair on the other side of the desk. He sits down behind me, still naked. 
 
    ‘Back to business,’ he says. ‘Like I said, we made a deal. You come back tomorrow and buy this camera from me. If you don’t… we’ll make sure these pictures get around. You understand?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, my voice flat and emotionless. 
 
    ‘Great,’ he says. ‘Joey, call the lady a cab.’ 
 
    Joey takes his cell out of his pocket and dials. He mumbles into the phone quietly. I stand up and carefully put my clothes back on. My underwear is wet from both excitement and Evan’s sticky come. I feel ashamed… and excited. What the fuck is wrong with me? 
 
    Evan’s eyes follow me as I finish dressing and check myself out in the reflection of a shiny photo frame. I look presentable enough, I guess. My hair is much crazier than before and my makeup is a little smudged, but nothing about my appearance screams, SLUT! 
 
    ‘It’ll be here in five minutes,’ Joey says, putting his cell away. 
 
    I turn to the desk and gather my scattered possessions. Evan leans back in the chair, watching me, a satisfied smile on his face. 
 
    ‘You know,’ he says, ‘if you don’t have the money, or you’re unwilling to pay up… we could come to some other arrangement…’ 
 
    He lets the thought hang in the air. I ignore him and shove my makeup and cellphone and purse back in my bag. 
 
    ‘I’m married,’ I say in a flat tone. 
 
    ‘You said that before,’ Evan says. ‘Never seen a married woman enjoy herself so much before.’ 
 
    I put my bag on my shoulder and turn my back on him. 
 
    ‘I’ll pay,’ I say. ‘Tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘I look forward to seeing you again,’ he says from behind. 
 
    I walk across the room to the door. I can feel slick heat between my inner thighs, my panties sticky and wet. A reminder of who I am. Joey opens the door and follows me out. We walk back across the casino floor. Only one table is still open, the rest of the room empty and quiet. Nobody looks up as we pass. I wonder if they heard my cries of pleasure. I wonder if they care. 
 
    ‘Have a good night,’ Joey says as he opens the door back to the bar. He smiles at me politely, like we’re old friends. Like he didn’t just fuck my mouth and my pussy and come over my stomach and thighs. 
 
    I say nothing and walk back into the bar. The security goon on this side of the door barely glances up as I pass. The bar is quiet now. Only a couple of people still remain. I check the time. Fuck. It’s after one in the morning. 
 
    I walk across the bar to the exit. I feel occasional eyes on my retreating back as I leave. Can these people tell what I did tonight? Do they know what happened back there? Can they see it on my body, or tell by the way I walk? I take a breath and open the front door. 
 
    The night air is cold, making my exposed skin prickle and bump. I refuse to go back inside. I don’t want anyone to look at me or ask questions. I feel ashamed of myself for what I did. I feel guilty for cheating on my husband. I feel bad because I enjoyed it. My pussy throbs again, as though reminding me how good it felt to get fucked so hard. 
 
    Headlights sweep across the parking lot, catching me in their glare. I hold up my hand and the cab rolls to a stop. I stroll across the uneven concrete and pull open the rear door and slide in. 
 
    ‘Oh, hey,’ says the driver. ‘We meet again.’ I glance up. It’s the same driver as before. ‘Did you have a good night?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘The best.’ 
 
    ‘Where you wanna go now?’ he says. ‘Another bar?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘Take me home.’ 
 
    The car rolls forward. He eases the gas and we pull out onto the street. The bar shrinks away behind us. We head on into the night, away from danger, back toward safety. 
 
    The paradox of being a woman in the twenty-first century is that we crave both safety and danger at the same time. Tonight, I had both. I look out through the window at the passing lights. Do I regret what happened? Maybe. I regret going behind my husband’s back. But I don’t regret getting fucked so good. I haven’t felt like this in years. I have been fucked like that in years, either. I guess Tim doesn’t have to know. And I’m not going to tell him. 
 
    I lean back into the seat and let my tired body rest. 
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    One Night, One Offer 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



There’s something about a beautiful woman sitting by herself in a hotel bar that really appeals to me. Perhaps it’s the setting – an immaculate hotel bar, stocked with every kind of alcohol, comfortable chairs lined with padded leather, low lighting to set the mood, and polished marble floors. Perhaps it’s the anonymity of meeting a total stranger in place so far away from home, where every room is a perfect venue for wild sex. Perhaps I enjoy identifying the needs of women sitting alone and offering to… fulfil them. I take enormous pleasure in providing satisfaction to the many lonely women I encounter in hotel bars. In fact, I have my eye on just such a lonely woman right now. 
 
    I’m feeling good. Today has gone very well. I’m in town on business, as I always am. In my line of work, I spend about three quarters of the year in hotels just like this one. Today I successfully oversaw the acquisition of a software development company. It was a big deal, with hundreds of millions of dollars on the table. This is what I do for a living – I travel around the world and broker deals that make rich people even richer. I don’t mind what I do; in fact, I’m handsomely rewarded for my efforts. That’s how I can afford to stay in places like this while the lawyers draw up contracts and dispute the fine print. I prefer living this kind of life. Sitting in comfortable chairs, drinking premium scotch, admiring the beautiful women who pass me by, wondering which one I shall take to my room later. 
 
    Some may call this lifestyle empty or pointless. I enjoy it. My home always feels more foreign to me than a hotel room ever will. I find the anonymity comforting. I take immense pleasure in opening a stranger’s mind to a new way of looking at the world. I get to meet new people every day, become acquainted with new women, enjoy their new tastes and sensations against me. Naturally, I enjoy myself as much as possible, but my aim is to send my partners home to their husbands with a renewed outlook on life. 
 
    So here I am, sitting back comfortably in a padded leather chair in this exquisite hotel bar, gently swirling scotch around in a crystal glass, watching the world go by. Outside, it’s early evening. The sun is setting. People are returning to the hotel after a long day at work, or checking out on the way to their next destination. The bar is reasonably empty, and mostly quiet. Maybe later it’ll fill up as people return from evenings out, or stop by the bar for a drink before they hit the town. For the time being, there are only two people in the bar. Myself… and you. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    You’re sitting at the bar. You’re alone. You’re nursing a drink, taking your time over the glass. You don’t look to be in a hurry. Every so often you pause and look out the large windows that overlook the street outside. I can’t quite make out your face from where I’m sitting – behind you, a few tables back from the bar – but I get the sense you’re searching for something. Maybe you’re looking for someone. But I don’t think so. If you are waiting for somebody to arrive, you wouldn’t look so bored. Your shoulders wouldn’t be hunched forward as they are. You wouldn’t be resting your chin on a hand on the bar. You certainly wouldn’t be playing with your glass. No, I think you’re sitting there wondering what to do with yourself. I don’t think you have a plan for tonight. You’re like me. You’re wondering what the night will bring – though only one of us has any idea of that. 
 
    I smile and study you over my glass. Your hair is shoulder-length, sleek. You take care of it, I can tell by the way the light glints off the shine, like a model in a commercial. You’re wearing an elegant black dress that hugs your figure perfectly and reaches down to your knees. Not dressed to impress anyone, but dressed to make yourself feel good. You don’t look like you’ve come straight from an office or a meeting, which leads me to believe you’re wearing that because want to. If I had to guess, I would say that you’re staying here at the hotel tonight. You finished your work for the day and came back here to have a drink at the bar. But first you took the time to get changed and put on this dress. Why, I wonder? Do you like the dress, or does it make you feel good to wear it? Either way, I’m not going to complain. It fits you beautifully. I can make out the little gold zipper at the back of the dress. I smile to myself. I love the zipper at the back. It’s my personal weakness. I love the way the dress opens, like a flower, carefully revealing more and more of your body. I love the way it slips off the shoulders, exposing your skin. I love how the dress opens, erotically, whether I’m close behind you, or watching from a chair on the other side of the room. 
 
    I take a sip of my scotch. I have a good feeling about you. 
 
    You look slender, like you take care of yourself. You probably hit the gym at least three times a week, I’m guessing. I can see the hint of a bicep on your arm. Do you go to the gym because you enjoy taking care of yourself, or do you go to get away from your home? It’s okay if you do. I’m not here to judge you. I understand the desire to stay out of the house for a while longer. 
 
    Your hands are well manicured. The nails are painted red. They look natural, too. You take care of yourself. You take pride in your appearance. I wonder if your husband notices. Yes, husband. I can see the ring on your finger. It reflects the moody lighting of the room with a dull golden glint. Your hair is brighter than your wedding ring. I wonder if things are going well between you and your husband? Maybe not. If you would rather go to the gym than go home… if you would rather sit silently in a hotel bar than catch a flight home… It’s all painting a picture in my mind. 
 
    Perhaps you work in sales. Judging from your perfect fingers, I can tell you don’t work with your hands. You’re much too precious a woman for manual labor. Maybe you work with computers? Possibly. But a woman like you – slender, fit, perfectly manicured nails and taking pride in your appearance – you probably represent a brand. My guess would be sales. Why else would you be sat by yourself at a hotel bar on a weekday evening? A woman like you shouldn’t be alone, nursing a drink. You should be worshipped. 
 
    You turn to the windows again. Your hair is tucked behind your ears and I get a good look at your profile. You’re good looking. Still young. Mid-thirties, I would guess. You look good. Full lips. Flawless skin. Not too heavy on the makeup. A woman like you doesn’t need to conceal herself to look beautiful. My eyes are drawn to your lips. I wonder how they would feel against my own. I wonder how you would taste. I would dearly love to kiss your neck while I run my fingers through your hair. 
 
    You keep looking out the windows. You don’t seem to be looking for anyone in particular. I wonder what you’re thinking as you watch the world go by. Are you jealous of the people who walk past, smiling happily as they head to their next destination? Are you envious of the couples that walk arm in arm, wishing you and your husband would do the same, just once? Or do you view them as a sea of faceless, directionless people? Is that how you see yourself? I hope not. 
 
    I give you another thirty minutes before I make my move, to be certain you’re not just waiting for someone. Nobody comes. You don’t have a phone. You make no calls, send no messages. You’re quite alone right now. A few other people take seats at the tables scattered around the room. I see you tense up when people order drinks at the bar, as though you’re hoping they will turn and notice you. Is that why you’re wearing the dress, I wonder? To feel wanted again? 
 
    A member of the bar team wipes down a table near me. I signal to him and he comes over. 
 
    ‘Please get the lady at the bar another one of whatever she’s having,’ I say, ‘and put a fresh scotch down next to it.’ I hand him a twenty. 
 
    The man nods and goes to the bar. The only person sat there is you, looking forlorn and forgotten. I feel for you. I want you to smile. You are a ray of sunlight, lost in the gloom of a deep, dark wood. If only someone could part the trees for you, then you could shine your beautiful light all around. If only you could see yourself as I see you. 
 
    The man places my scotch on the bar, close to you. I see you glance at it, drawn to the sound of the glass tapping against the wooden bar surface. Then you glance away again. I smile to myself as I watch you. I wonder if you have any idea what tonight has in store for you. 
 
    The man makes your drink and places it on the bar next to you. I see you react, sitting back in your seat, your body language surprised. You point at the drinks on the bar and shake your head. The man behind the bar nods and points towards me. 
 
    You turn to me for the first time, an expression of confusion on your face. I raise my glass to you in a friendly manner. Your expression changes, slowly, from confusion, to happiness. You smile at me for the first time. It is a happy smile, full of warmth and kindness. You seem surprised. Maybe you don’t often get strangers buying you drinks. You nod to me in thanks. 
 
    I indicate the chair opposite, inviting you to sit with me and share a drink. You pause, as though weighing it up in your mind. You don’t know me. I could be anyone. Maybe you’re worried about sitting with a strange man at an anonymous hotel bar. Don’t be. I promise; I will change your life. All you need to do is sit with me. 
 
    You stand up and take both drinks from the bar, your decision made. I smile, feeling warm inside. There’s nothing finer than meeting someone new over a drink. And there are few finer than you. 
 
    You turn towards me and I see your body for the first time. You look stunning. I was right in my estimate about your age. Mid-thirties, but there’s a youthful vigour in your eyes that suggests your best days are still to come. Your breasts are full and firm – perhaps aided by a sturdy bra – and they swell deliciously in your dress, revealing just enough of the top curve to draw the eye without being overly obvious. Your legs are long, slender, toned. Those days in the gym must have paid off. I can imagine you on the exercise bike, perhaps in a spin class, sweat lining your brow as you pedal, earphones in place, breathing hard. You are a beautiful woman. I feel anger towards the husband who makes you feel this way – unloved, unwanted, preferring to sit alone in a hotel bar than go home to his arms. 
 
    I watch as you carry the drinks over to my table, your hips swaying with an elegant, seductive rhythm. I wonder if you’re aware of the rhythms of your own body. I look forward to finding my own melody alongside yours. 
 
    You look at me as you get closer, still slightly confused as to why a stranger has bought you a drink and invited you to sit with him. Perhaps you’re waiting for me to admit a mistake – that I thought you were someone else. Perhaps you’re wondering what my intentions are. Let’s not kid ourselves. We both know what my intentions are, and, I promise you, only half of them are honorable. 
 
    ‘Thank you for the drink,’ you say, as you finally draw close to me. There’s a hint of an accent in your voice, a drawl, a twang. I can’t quite place it, but I like it already. Your beauty is intoxicating. I could easily get drunk from sitting with you. The man who lets you sit alone is a fool. 
 
    ‘You’re very welcome,’ I say, smiling at you. ‘Would you care to join me?’ 
 
    You look around, as though worried someone might see you sitting with a strange man. Nobody else around the room has noticed two of us. I doubt any of them care, either. I wonder how long it has been since you last did something naughty. Perhaps it was before you were married. It seems strange to me that you would happily sit in this bar by yourself, yet you are nervous what people might think about you sharing a drink with me. 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ you say. ‘You’re not waiting for someone?’ 
 
    ‘I’m waiting for good company and enjoyable conversation,’ I say. ‘My name is Tyler.’ 
 
    ‘Mia,’ you say, placing the glasses on the table and sitting down opposite me. 
 
    ‘Pleasure to meet you, Mia,’ I say. And I mean it. 
 
    You lean back in your chair, glancing at me, assessing me. I wonder what you see. A young man in his late twenties. Clean shaven. Well groomed. Tailored suit. Good smile. Good body. Am I what you are looking for, I wonder? 
 
    ‘You often buy drinks for strange women?’ you say. There’s a hint of suspicion in your tone, as though you can’t believe is happening to you. As though you haven’t had a stranger buy you a drink in a long time. 
 
    ‘Believe it or not, I do,’ I say. I put down my empty glass and reach over for the fresh one you brought over. ‘It’s a wonderful way to meet people and make new friends.’ 
 
    ‘And why would you like to be friends with me?’ you say, still with that guarded edge to your voice. 
 
    ‘Well,’ I say, ‘for starters, we’re both sitting here alone. We’re both nursing drinks. We’re both in the same hotel. I’d say that’s enough common ground to strike up a conversation, at the very least.’ 
 
    You smile, a shy little grin that stretches your lips in an adorable way and forms cute dimples at your cheeks. 
 
    ‘I suppose that’s true,’ you say. ‘Why are you alone?’ 
 
    ‘I’m only in town for tonight,’ I say. ‘Flying through on business. Tomorrow, I’m off to LA for a conference, then it’s over to Europe. Tonight, I have time on my hands. I’d like to spend some of that time with you, if I could.’ 
 
    You almost smile, but then you catch yourself. I see you glance down at your wedding ring. You look around again, as though expecting people to judge and condemn you. But you haven’t done anything wrong. Not yet, anyway. 
 
    ‘What about you?’ I say, prompting you, wanting to keep your focus on me, not on your problems or your worries. 
 
    ‘Me?’ you say. ‘I, uh, missed my flight. I was here for a meeting. Trying to pitch a product to a client. It overran, and I have to stay here for another night instead of going home.’ 
 
    Sales. I was right. I’ll forgive you for the little white lie about missing your flight. 
 
    ‘The airline industry’s loss is my gain,’ I say. ‘To new friends.’ 
 
    I raise my glass to you. There is a moment of delay, then you lift your own drink and touch your glass to mine. You are slowly warming up, not just to me, but to the idea of spending time with a strange man. This is good – for both of us. 
 
    ‘New friends,’ you say. You are starting to lose the guarded edge to your tone. 
 
    ‘So, Mia,’ I say, ‘tell me about yourself. Who is Mia, and what does she do when she isn’t sharing a drink with me?’ 
 
    ‘Well, I work in sales,’ you say. ‘Most of my time involves working with clients, pitching products, handling calls, the usual crap. Sometimes I get to do more exciting stuff like travel around the country and drink in hotel bars.’ 
 
    ‘Drinking in hotel bars is the high point,’ I say. ‘Take it from me. Just make sure you get the company to settle the tab and it’s all good.’ 
 
    You smile. Then you frown. 
 
    ‘Wait,’ I say, ‘the company is paying for this, right?’ 
 
    You look off to the side, thinking. 
 
    ‘Uh… no,’ you say. 
 
    ‘Wait,’ I say, leaning closer, ‘you mean you paid for this yourself?’ 
 
    You blush and sweep a lock of hair behind your ear. You lift you glass to your mouth but don’t say anything. This changes things. You aren’t using this as an opportunity to get away from your home for a couple of days. You made this an opportunity to get away from your home. You wanted to be here. You wanted to be alone. Talking to me is a bonus. 
 
    ‘I get reimbursed,’ you say, trying to make an excuse. 
 
    ‘I’m going to pay for it,’ I say. 
 
    You stare at me. 
 
    ‘You’re going to what?’ you say. 
 
    ‘I’m going to pay for it. All of it. The drinks, your room, your transport. Everything.’ 
 
    You stare at me, brow creased, glancing left and right as if waiting for a punchline. 
 
    ‘Why?’ you say. That guarded edge is back in your voice. ‘You don’t even know me. You expect me to throw myself at you, is that what this is? You go around hotels and pay for things and get women that way?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘Actually, I’ve never offered to pay for someone else before. I just can’t believe you have to pay your own way when the company sends you out. I’ll happily reimburse you. I travel all the time, I don’t have anything to spend my money on. Sometimes it’s nice to be able to treat a beautiful stranger.’ 
 
    ‘You keep calling me beautiful,’ you say. ‘It’s not going to work. I’m married.’ 
 
    You hold up your hand to show the ring, as though that will suddenly make everything change. 
 
    ‘Lots of married women are beautiful,’ I say. ‘I’m a single man, can’t I pay you a compliment?’ 
 
    ‘So long as you know I’m… off limits.’ 
 
    ‘Of course. Off limits. We’re just two people getting to know one another over a drink.’ 
 
    You’re acting as though the ring means something to you. But the metal is dull, unpolished. You don’t take care of the ring. Perhaps that’s a suitable picture of the state of your marriage – unpolished, slowly turning to rust. 
 
    ‘I don’t want you to pay for me,’ you say. 
 
    ‘Really?’ I say. You’re displaying a prideful, stubborn streak. I like it. ‘May I ask why. I don’t expect anything in exchange, if that’s what you’re worried about.’ 
 
    ‘You’re not getting anything in exchange,’ you say, with a playful smile. ‘I just don’t want your charity.’ 
 
    I hold up my hands in a gesture of innocence. 
 
    ‘I can respect that,’ I say. ‘Okay, offer rescinded. But I’d really like to continue talking with you, if that’s okay?’ 
 
    You offer me another smile. It melts my heart. You smile is every bit as beautiful as the rest of you. 
 
    ‘I could stay a while,’ you say. ‘I haven’t finished my drink yet.’ 
 
    I return your smile. Your happiness is contagious. 
 
    ‘So, Mia,’ I say. ‘Tell me some more about yourself.’ 
 
    ‘Like what?’ 
 
    ‘You’re in incredible shape,’ I say. ‘Couldn’t help but notice! You go to the gym?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ you say, nodding. I see a hint of pink touch your cheeks as you sweep a strand of hair behind your ear. You’re blushing, but pleased I noticed your body. ‘I go five times a week now.’ 
 
    ‘Do you do anything special? Got any tips for me?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ you say, with a laugh. ‘I take yoga classes three times a week. The other two nights I take step-aerobics classes.’ 
 
    I give you an appreciate look up and down. You smile, those cute dimples forming at the corners of your mouth, and get another adorable touch of pink in your cheeks. You glance away from me, as though embarrassed by the attention you’re receiving. We both know you like it. You’re acting coy, but you put on this dress and sat in this bar tonight to receive exactly the look I’m giving you now. I like your shy, embarrassed act. I like because I’m certain you’re far from shy in the bedroom, and I can’t wait to find out for certain. 
 
    ‘It’s paying off,’ I say. ‘You look incredible.’ 
 
    ‘What about you?’ you say, giggling as you raise the glass to your lips again. 
 
    ‘I work out in hotel gyms when I can,’ I say, ‘but it’s pretty tricky to eat healthy. Besides, I can think of more enjoyable ways to burn calories.’ 
 
    You look at me, trying to seem annoyed, but your lips twitch in a smile. 
 
    ‘Does this work for you?’ you say. 
 
    ‘Does what work for me?’ I take a sip of scotch. 
 
    ‘Hitting on lonely women in hotel bars.’ 
 
    ‘Honestly? Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ Your eyes widen in surprise and curiosity. ‘Tell me more.’ 
 
    ‘What’s to tell?’ I say. ‘It’s one of the rules of hotel travel. Two people share something special for one night, then part ways and never look back.’ 
 
    You take a sip of your drink, deep in thought. 
 
    ‘Is that…’ you say, trying to find the right words, ‘is that… good?’ 
 
    ‘I find it very satisfying, if that’s what you’re asking. I’ve never had any complaints, either. 
 
    You fall silent again. You keep looking away from me, as though trying not to be drawn towards me. I let a few long moments pass, using the time to study you again. I want to kiss your neck. I want to intertwine my fingers with yours. I want to feel your lips on my skin. I want to hear your moans in my ear. 
 
    You set your glass down and run a perfectly manicured finger along your chin. I let you sit in silence for a moment, then I speak again. 
 
    ‘Would you answer one question for me?’ I say. 
 
    ‘You’ll have to make it good,’ you say. ‘I’m nearing the end of my drink.’ 
 
    ‘Why are you here instead of going home to your husband?’ I say. 
 
    You pause, with a mouthful of drink. Then you swallow. 
 
    ‘I told you,’ you say. ‘I missed my flight.’ 
 
    ‘Did you?’ I say. ‘I don’t believe you.’ 
 
    You fall silent. You glance around the room. Maybe you’re looking for an escape route. Maybe you want to walk away from me. 
 
    ‘Let me tell you what I see,’ I say. ‘I see a beautiful young woman. Attractive, sexy, but lost. I think you wanted somebody to hit on you tonight. That’s why you wore that dress – it’s great, by the way, looks perfect on you. I think you would rather spend a night here at the bar being ignored by strangers than go home and be ignored by your husband. Maybe you don’t have any plans to go home with anybody tonight, but you wanted somebody to look at you the way I’m looking at you now. Am I right?’ 
 
    You glance at me, then away. Your eyes are misting over. I’m right. 
 
    ‘And,’ I say, ‘if you’ll forgive me for being so bold, I gotta say, the husband who doesn’t treat you like a precious jewel is a goddamn idiot.’ 
 
    You chuckle, wipe a hand under your eye. 
 
    ‘You do this to all the women you meet in bars?’ you say. 
 
    ‘Only the beautiful ones.’ 
 
    ‘Does it work?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never had any complaints.’ 
 
    You take a long drink. I let you collect your thoughts. Then you start to speak, to open yourself to me. 
 
    ‘We just… we drifted apart,’ you say. You place your glass on the table, both hands visible to me, as though subconsciously placing all your cards on the table. ‘We were great together. Really great. Then things just kind of… stopped. He works hard, I get it, but it’s like that’s his whole life. He is more than his job, but he doesn’t see it that way. My job is just something I do. When I’m not working, I’m me, I’m Mia, I’m his wife, his lover, his partner. But he… I think he sees me as a roommate. We stopped kissing, stopped hugging. We don’t hold each other at night. I’ve never felt so alone.’ 
 
    ‘When was the last time you were intimate together?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Oh, god,’ you say, ‘I don’t even… maybe six months ago. We went to a neighbourhood barbeque. He had one drink too many. We made love on the couch, like we were teenagers again. It was great. The next day he was pissed because we left a stain on the couch.’ 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry to hear that,’ I say. ‘Really I am.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t even know why I’m telling you this,’ you say. ‘You don’t even know me.’ 
 
    ‘Sometimes it’s easier to open up to a stranger. Who am I going to tell?’ 
 
    You pause, look around the bar. There are a few more tables occupied now. The light is fading, streetlights bursting to life through windows. People walk back and forth across the lobby behind me, wheeling their suitcases over the marble floor. 
 
    ‘So, is this what you do?’ you say. ‘You find vulnerable women in hotels and hit on them?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t hit on women,’ I say. ‘I talk. I listen. If they want to come upstairs with me afterwards, they can.’ 
 
    ‘Do you want me to come upstairs with you?’ 
 
    ‘Only if you want to,’ I say. ‘I would never pressure you to make that decision.’ 
 
    You take a long pull on your drink. It’s almost empty now. Maybe you’re worried about what will happen when you finish it. Will you be forced to make a choice? 
 
    ‘It’s a moment of weakness,’ you say. ‘Nothing more.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not a weakness,’ I say. ‘It’s a strength, really, if you look at it properly. Think of it this way – when was the last time you did something for you, because you wanted to? I’m not talking about going to the gym, or getting your nails done at the salon, or spending an evening in a hotel bar. I’m saying when was the last time you seized an opportunity with both hands because you had the strength to know what you wanted?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t remember,’ you say. 
 
    ‘Knowing what you want is not a weakness,’ I say. ‘It’s a strength. Look at me. Tonight, I knew I wanted to get to know you. So, I did. I wanted to share a drink with you and get to know you and have a conversation with you. So, I did. And, yes, I would love the chance to take you up to my hotel room tonight and make you feel wanted again.’ 
 
    You look at me, your eyes sparkling. I wonder what’s going on behind them. Maybe you’re imagining saying yes. Maybe you’re trying to imagine coming upstairs with me, coming to my bed. 
 
    ‘I would… I would like that,’ you say. 
 
    I lean over the table and reach out a hand towards you. After a moment’s hesitation, you lay your hand in mine. 
 
    ‘I want you,’ I say. ‘If you want, I will give you my room number. If you want, you can come to my room tonight. If you want, you can have some company. If you want, we can be intimate together. But only if you want.’ 
 
    Your fingers subconsciously stroke the glass, up and down. You don’t even know you’re doing it. Your cheeks are head, your chest rising and falling. 
 
    ‘How can I look at my husband again if I… if we do this?’ you say. 
 
    ‘You’ll go home tomorrow,’ I say. ‘You’ll kiss him on the cheek, you’ll hold him close, you’ll tell him you love him. And if he’s got a single brain cell in his body, he’ll say he loves you too.’ 
 
    ‘And then?’ 
 
    ‘Maybe you should tell him what you told me.’ 
 
    You lapse into silence. 
 
    ‘Does it make me a bad person?’ you say. ‘For wanting this?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘It makes you human. We all have needs. I would love to satisfy yours.’ 
 
    I finish my drink and put the empty glass on the table. 
 
    ‘I’m in room two zero four,’ I say. ‘Second floor, first on the right.’ 
 
    You look away, as though you haven’t heard. I stand up and hold my hand out to you. 
 
    ‘If we never speak again,’ I say, ‘it was lovely to meet you. I hope everything works out. You seem like a lovely woman, you really do. I hope you get your smile back. I love your smile.’ 
 
    You offer me a weak grin and take my offered hand. I lean down and kiss the back of your hand. I sense you melt at the feel of my lips on your skin. 
 
    ‘Two zero four,’ I say. ‘Only if you want.’ 
 
    I turn and walk away, heading out of the bar area, across the lobby, towards the elevators. I feel your eyes on my back for most of the way. I wonder what you’re thinking now. You’re probably weighing up your options. The pros and cons of my offer. You’re wondering what will happen if you come to my room. You’re probably trying to decide how you’ll feel in the morning. You’re wondering if this will drive you and your husband apart. 
 
    It won’t. The only sexual partners I have are married women. I prefer them. There’s a desire they possess, a hunger, a need. Single women tend to be less pleasurable. A married woman knows what she wants and how to get it. Plus, married women are much less complicated. We both know they we’ll part ways the next day, maybe never even think about each other again. But I’ll send you home happy and content. That’s the least I can do to thank you for sharing your warm body with me. 
 
    I wait by the elevator, listening for your footsteps behind me. They don’t come. I glance over in your direction as I step into the elevator. Our table is empty. 
 
    The elevator doors open and I walk along the quiet hallway to my room. I swipe my card at the door lock and push the door open. I turn on the light and shut the door. I take off my suit jacket, undo my tie, kick off my shoes and socks and sit on the edge of the bed, waiting. 
 
    I know you’ll come if I wait for you. I just need to be patient. You’re probably thinking it through, weighing up the pros and cons. You’re wondering what would happen if you come to my room. You’re trying to convince yourself that you could come here innocently. 
 
    I smile. I wait. Patiently. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, there is a knock at my door. I smile, my heart beating faster. I had started to lose hope, to be honest. I open the door. You’re standing there before me, looking nervous, looking shy, looking beautiful. You nervously brush a strand of hair behind your ear and bite your lip. You don’t look me in the eyes. 
 
    ‘I… uh… I don’t know why I’m here,’ you say. 
 
    ‘Yes, you do.’ 
 
    You pause and nod. 
 
    ‘Come in,’ I say, holding the door open. 
 
    You walk into the room, your mind made up. 
 
    I close the door behind you. 
 
    ‘I had started to think you weren’t coming,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I had another drink,’ you say. ‘At the bar.’ 
 
    ‘Dutch courage?’ 
 
    ‘Something like that.’ 
 
    You stand in the centre of the room, next to the bed. You deliberately look away from the bed, casting your eyes around as though comparing this room to your own, even though the two are identical. 
 
    ‘How do you feel?’ I stand close to you, leaning against the wall. 
 
    ‘Nervous,’ you say. ‘I’ve never done anything like this before. I kept asking myself how I would feel if my husband took a strange woman to his hotel room, but I just couldn’t picture it. I don’t think he sees anyone in that way anymore.’ 
 
    I don’t want you thinking about your husband. Not now. Not anymore. For the rest of this night, you belong to me and me alone. You left your husband behind when the door closed. The only two people in the world right now are me… and you. 
 
    ‘Come here,’ I say. 
 
    And you do. You walk up to me, looking up at me with your beautiful clear eyes. You want this. I can tell by the look on your face, by the gleam in your eyes, by the way you breathe heavily in anticipation. I want this, too. Not just for me. I want you to feel loved again, to feel wanted again, to be happy again. I want to take you into my bed and send you home afterwards, relieved and happy and feeling good about yourself. A woman like you deserves to feel good about yourself. You deserve to feel loved, to feel wanted, to feel like a goddess, even it is just for this night. 
 
    I place my hands on your waist and step close to you. I feel your entire body tremble at my touch. I wonder for a moment how long it has been since a man held you by the hips. I feel incredible heat seeping through your clothes. You feel hotter than fire itself, as though you are about to spark wildly and burn the hotel to the ground. You look at me again, your eyes begging me to make the first move. You want this, you so desperately need this, but you’re not strong enough to take the plunge alone. 
 
    I lean in and kiss you. Gently. Slowly. Passionately. A light pressure of my lips against yours. You start to respond. Your lips part. Your tongue reaches out for mine, slowly, shyly, like a nervous teenager reaching for her boyfriend’s hand. I taste you for the first time. 
 
    Then you pull away. 
 
    ‘You don’t have to do it if you don’t want to,’ I say. 
 
    ‘No,’ you say. ‘I want this. I need this. I want you to want me. I want to feel wanted.’ 
 
    ‘I do want you.’ 
 
    ‘I just…’ 
 
    ‘Just what?’ 
 
    ‘I feel bad.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t.’ I say. ‘Don’t think about anything else. Do what you want to do. Take what you want to take. Do this for you. Nobody else.’ 
 
    And just like that, you stop feeling bad. You stop feeling guilty. You stop blaming yourself for everything that’s gone wrong in your life and you open your mind to a whole new possibility – that maybe, just maybe, something a little bad can also be something good. I feel the change in you. I see it in your eyes. Every trace of doubt and guilt and worry vanishes in an instant. Your eyes are now filled with a different expression. 
 
    Hunger. 
 
    You raise your arms around my neck and interlace your fingers behind my head. You lean in and kiss me again, this time with a fire I didn’t know you possessed. Your passion burns hot as your tongue frantically explores my mouth, your body pressing into mine, your firm breasts pushing into my torso. You let out a deep groan from the back of your throat as my hands slowly start to caress your body, carefully exploring you from the back of your head to the curve of your ass. Any man would be lucky to possess you for even a fleeting moment. 
 
    Our lips part, but you don’t pull away. You look at me through eyes glazed with lust. I lift you up in my arms and carry you to the bed. You laugh with delighted excitement as I place you on the covers and lean down over you. 
 
    ‘Is it wrong that I want this?’ you say. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘It would be wrong if you denied that you want this.’ 
 
    ‘I bet you say that to all the girls.’ 
 
    I kiss you again. You hold me close, one hand on my cheek, the other sliding down my back. You taste delicious. You moan passionately into my mouth, your body beginning to move and meld with mine. Your body opens beneath me, your legs parting wider to allow me closer. You begin to grind your hips against me. Our bodies grind together as one, rising, falling, pressing against each other. I feel passion and fire and incredible chemistry between us. I can’t believe how lucky I am to have found you. 
 
    We lay together, kissing passionately, exploring each other with curious hands, slowly building the pace and the pressure. You moan into my mouth, a single, guttural groan of passion and desire. It drives me wild. 
 
    Your hands move down my body and grip my ass, forcing my hips against you. You let out another guttural groan of desire and I know that it’s time to move things along. I have one hand beneath your head, my fingers interlaced in your hair. My other hand moves south, sliding over your sexy black dress, until I feel your bare leg. You skin is warm to the touch. The feel of your body excites me. 
 
    I slide my hand back up your body, pushing the dress along your leg, slowly exposing your smooth skin. You grip my ass again, telling me without words not to stop. You couldn’t tell me to stop even if you wanted to. Our lips are locked together, tongues twirling as one. You groan again. 
 
    My hand slides further up your leg, pushing the dress over your thigh. I lift my body to allow the dress to move higher. My hand slides higher and higher up your thigh until I feel something else beneath my fingers. The soft, lacy feel of your panties. I trace a finger across the front, gliding over your sex. You shiver and groan again. You grip my ass tighter. I feel the heat of your sex through the thin material of your panties. I desperately want to tear your panties off and ravage you right now… but I won’t. Not yet, anyway. Right now, I need to be in control. I will have my turn with you soon enough. 
 
    Your hands move around to my chest and I feel you fumble for the buttons on my shirt. You make short work of the first two buttons and slip your hands inside. I sigh into your mouth as your warm, nimble fingers touch my skin. You stroke my chest and I feel another ripple of pleasure run through you, a shiver of erotic anticipation. I raise myself onto my knees and start to undo the rest of the buttons on my shirt. You immediately sit up with me and push my hands away. You want to unwrap your present personally… 
 
    You undo the last button and push my shirt open, biting your lip, eyes sweeping over my chest. You like what you see. I lean into you and reach behind you, feeling for the little zipper at the back of the dress, the little zipper I love so much. I find the metal tag and slowly pull it down. I kiss your neck and hear you sigh and breathe harder as the zipper travels down your back, opening the dress like a flower, all the way to the base. 
 
    Our eyes meet. Your cheeks are flushed with excitement and anticipation. Your skin feels electric. I slide my fingers under your dress and gently pull the fabric towards me. The dress slides down your body. One inch. Two. Three. Then it topples forward, exposing your black and white patterned bra and the swell of your heaving breasts. I smile. You react shyly, glancing away, a nervous smile on your face. You’re pleased by my reaction, but you don’t want to show it. You don’t want to appear too eager. You’re still pretending to be a good wife. I can change that. 
 
    ‘Stand up,’ I say. ‘I want to see you undress.’ 
 
    You smile shyly again and carefully climb off the bed. I watch as you turn your back to me. You reach behind yourself and slip your hands into the open halves of the dress. You look at me over your shoulder, watching me, watching my reaction, a smile on your lips. I watch as you push the dress down your body, lower and lower, exposing more of your skin to me. You bend forward and push your ass towards me. The dress slides over your perfect cheeks, revealing your panties. They match your bra. You bend forward a little more and the dress falls to the floor, exposing your delicious ass cheeks. 
 
    ‘Perfect,’ I say. 
 
    You smile again, less shyly now, more openly pleased, and turn to face me. I thought you had a good body before, but now I see you properly, I realize that was an understatement. Your body is perfect. Your breasts are the perfect size. Your stomach is smooth and flat. Your legs are toned and tight. I can think of a thousand sexy things I could do to you right now. 
 
    ‘Your turn,’ you say. 
 
    I shrug off my open shirt and toss it to the floor. You climb back on the bed and crawl towards me seductively, your smile growing ever wider. I can almost see your shyness, your guilt, your inhibitions falling away from you by the second. You stop in front of me and grasp my belt. Our eyes are locked together as you carefully unclip the buckle and part the leather straps. Your hands find the button and open it. Your hands find the zipper and ease it apart. I lift my hips and you pull my pants down to my knees. My stiff length pushes against my shorts, straining to be free. You look at me again, your eyes gleaming with desire and hunger and need and lust. I love that look. It’s the moment you finally stop worrying about what other people might think and decide to take something for yourself. 
 
    ‘I want this,’ you say. 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    ‘I want you.’ 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    You pause, unsure of the next step. Your chest heaves, those perfect breasts rising and falling with the pattern of your breathing. I decide to take the initiative. 
 
    ‘Take off my shorts,’ I say. ‘Slowly.’ 
 
    That shy smile spreads across your lips again. Interesting. Maybe you like it when a man gives you orders… maybe you want me to take the lead here. I’m fine with that. 
 
    You reach forward again and gently slip your fingers into the elastic waistband of my shorts. I watch you face as you slowly begin to pull my shorts down, removing the last piece of clothing I own. In a few short moments, I will be naked before you. I wonder how long you can resist delaying that moment? 
 
    I watch your face, seeing your hungry eyes as they fix on the goal under my shorts. You slowly pull my shorts down. I lift my hips again. You keep pulling, until you reach the patch of neatly trimmed hair below my navel. 
 
    ‘Manscaping is essential,’ I say. 
 
    You smile again. You bite your lip. I wonder if your husband keeps himself neat and tidy downstairs? Probably not. 
 
    You pull my shorts more. I can tell by the look on your face that you really want to tear them off and release me, but you’re trying to do as you are told. 
 
    ‘Keep going,’ I say. ‘Don’t stop now.’ 
 
    You grasp my shorts with both hands now, one on each side, and gently pull. You reach the base of my manhood. Then you expose the shaft. Then you see its thick, throbbing length. Then finally the head springs free and my erection sits upright, tall and proud. I watch your eyes shine with desire as you study my member, your prize, your gift for tonight. You want this so badly. I can tell. 
 
    Finally, you ease my shorts down my thighs, and off. You toss my shorts and my pants to the floor, forgotten. I am totally naked before you. I am totally ready for you. 
 
    You look at me, asking a question without speaking. I nod. 
 
    You reach out with one hand and gently grasp my shaft. I let out a sigh. Your soft, warm hand feels wonderful on my length. You smile to yourself, apparently pleased with what you see. You give my member a gentle, reassuring squeeze. 
 
    ‘You’re still dressed,’ I say. ‘We need to do something about that.’ 
 
    ‘What do you want me to do?’ you say. 
 
    ‘Take off the bra,’ I say. 
 
    You reach behind your back and unclip the clasps. I watch as you gently remove the bra and free your heaving breasts. They are wonderful. Big and juicy, with small, hard nipples. 
 
    ‘Now the panties,’ I say. 
 
    You get to your knees and slip your thumbs into the elastic of your panties. You slip them down your thighs. I can see that you also take care of your intimate region – there’s a small patch of hair above your cleft, but it’s trimmed short and looks freshly maintained. I wonder if you shaved it earlier today to feel sexy when you put on the dress? 
 
    I watch as you slowly remove your panties and throw them behind you. Now we’re both naked. You and me. Two consenting adults. No responsibilities. 
 
    ‘Come here,’ I say. 
 
    You come. I pull you in close and kiss you again, hard and passionately. You lay on top of me and press your warm, soft, naked body into mine. We meld into one together. 
 
    After a long, passionate moment, you break away the kiss. You whisper three little words into my ear. 
 
    ‘Please fuck me.’ 
 
    I smile. You are mine now. Totally and without question. 
 
    ‘There’s condom in the drawer,’ I say. 
 
    You lean over me and open the drawer. I hear the rustle of foil. You lean back to me. 
 
    ‘Can I put it on?’ you say. 
 
    I nod. You move down my body and open the pack. You grasp my length gently and carefully place the condom at the head, slowly unravelling it along my shaft. 
 
    ‘You have a lot of condoms in there,’ you say, with a naughty edge to your voice. 
 
    ‘I plan to use most of them tonight,’ I say. 
 
    You smile. It is a beautiful, wide, naughty expression. I love it. Your hand finished unrolling the condom over my length. 
 
    ‘Come here,’ I say. 
 
    You slowly crawl back up to me and straddle me. I can feel your burning sex touching my shaft, red-hot even through the latex sheathe.  
 
    ‘Lean back,’ I say. 
 
    You obey and sit upright. You look wonderful from this angle. Your breasts hang perfectly, just within reach, the nipples proud and firm. 
 
    ‘Take me inside,’ I say. 
 
    This is my favorite part. The moment I first enter you, when I claim you for my own. You reach down and take hold of my length and lift your hips. You raise my member and angle it just right. You look at me with those beautiful eyes again. Then you lean back and slowly sink down on me. I watch your face cycle through a half-dozen expressions of erotic pleasure as my length slowly enters your tight, wet sex for the first time. You feel amazing. I can feel you opening, stretching wider to fit me in. You’re tight. So tight. I haven’t asked about your husband, but I suspect that I’m bigger than he is. Your eyes and mouth open wide in delight and shock as you sink down into me, a long, soft moan escaping your lips as my length fills you. I grit my teeth in concentration. Holy fuck, you feel incredible. I knew you would be good, but I had no idea how good. All those yoga classes have paid off. Your body is tight, tense, coiled. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God,’ you say, coming to rest against me. ‘This feels so good…’ 
 
    I gently raise my hips to push my length deeper inside you. I watch your face as you close your eyes and moan again. 
 
    ‘Tyler…’ you say, my name a breathy groan of delight. ‘Oh, God, Tyler…’ 
 
    ‘You feel amazing,’ I say. ‘So fucking tight.’ 
 
    You smile down at me. All the shyness, all the nervousness, all the guilt – all gone. You are my woman now. Exactly as I want you. 
 
    You gently start to roll on your hips, rocking my shaft back and forth inside you, the head touching unfamiliar places along your inner walls. You let out a sharp breath and I take that as my cue to start gently rocking my hips up and down, pushing further into you, even as you roll back and forth. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck,’ you say, ‘Tyler, that feels so good!’ 
 
    I place my hands on your hips and gently guide you back and forth, up and down. Your hands unconsciously reach up and give your breasts a squeeze. I start to move a little faster – not much, I don’t want to rush this – but enough to add a hint of pressure to the movement. Your body responds perfectly, grinding down into me harder, your wet sex taking me deeper and deeper inside. I love it. 
 
    ‘Mia,’ I say, moaning your name, ‘Mia… you’re amazing!’ 
 
    You moan in response and begin to move faster, harder, grinding your hips down, pushing against me, building the fiction between us. You feel so good! 
 
    ‘I want you to make me come,’ you say. ‘Please, Tyler. Please make me come!’ 
 
    Who am I to let you down? I grab your hips harder and pull down into me, rocking you back and forth in faster movements. I start to build up my pace now, until I am thrusting upwards into you. 
 
    You moan wildly, passionately. You close your eyes, adrift in a sea of delight, letting me take control of you. I sit up and wrap my arms around you, holding us tightly together, still pumping deep inside you. 
 
    ‘Tyler…’ you say, breathing hard. ‘Tyler.’ 
 
    I can feel your body tensing up. I can feel the pressure building up inside you. When I first entered you, I noticed how tense and coiled you felt. I wonder how long it has been since you last came? Maybe you feel so deliciously tight because it’s been so long since you had a real man inside you? 
 
    ‘Come for me,’ I say. ‘Come for me, Mia.’ 
 
    Your moan louder. Your breathing changes, becomes shorter, faster. Your breasts jerk up and down with the rhythm of your body. Your sex grips my shaft tighter and tighter. It feels fantastic. You grip me so tight I can barely move inside you. Now it’s just the movement of your hips edging you closer and closer to the edge, rocking back and forth in quick, powerful jerks. I raise my hips higher, pushing myself deep inside you. 
 
    ‘Oh God!’ 
 
    Your cry of orgasmic pleasure is short, sharp, and sweet. It is quickly lost, overtaken by the wordless, breathy moans of delight. You look down at me, your beautiful eyes clouding over, your mind somewhere else, somewhere I can’t find you yet. Your body is here with me, but your spirit is on another plane. Your body clenches tight one final time. 
 
    Then explodes. 
 
    You uncoil, finally free of all the tension you’ve kept locked inside you this whole time. You moan and shout and scream and say my name and beg me to fuck you, to keep fucking, to never stop fucking you. 
 
    I do as you command and grip your hips tight, pulling you down into me, helping you rock back and forth, even as your body jerks with beautiful shudders of sensual delight. You rock your hips perfectly, my cock touching every part of you on the inside. You keep moaning, a long, low groan of sheer delight. 
 
    ‘Oh, my fucking God,’ you say, leaning down over me, your movements beginning to slow. ‘I can’t believe it. I came so hard!’ 
 
    I grin and lean up. Your beautiful breasts are hanging just above my face. I kiss and suck your hard nipples as my hands snake around to your tight ass. I bounce you up and down on my hard length, enjoying the sounds you make as your climax slowly subsides. I love the noises you make. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ you say. ‘Fuck… I can’t… it’s too much…’ 
 
    I nod, giving you permission. You carefully lift yourself away from me, sighing as my length slides out of you. You collapse on the bed, almost totally spent. 
 
    Almost. I haven’t finished with you yet. 
 
    ‘That was amazing,’ you say. ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t thank me yet,’ I say. 
 
    You take a couple of long, deep breaths, getting your body back under control. I trail my fingers up your thigh. You shiver and sigh. 
 
    ‘How do you want me?’ you say. Your eyes are even more beautiful now than before. Now they are clear and bright and see the entire universe, not just a tiny fraction of it. 
 
    ‘Face down. Ass up. Look in the mirror.’ 
 
    You smile that wicked smile again and roll onto your front. You spy the mirror hanging on the wall and look at our reflection. You lift your body up, hands and knees, presenting yourself to me. You smile at me as I get to my knees and position myself behind you. Your perfect ass is spread for me, your wet sex and tight asshole offered up to me. I consider the possibility of claiming your ass for myself as well… but decide against it for now. Maybe later. Right now, I want to feel your pussy grip me again as you come. 
 
    ‘Look at me,’ I say. 
 
    You obey. 
 
    I lean in and you take my length deep inside you in one long, deliberate stroke. I watch your face, seeing all the expressions pass over you. Surprise. Shock. Delight. Hunger. Then, finally, that endless need, that insatiable need. 
 
    ‘Fuck me, Tyler,’ you say. 
 
    How am I to disappoint? 
 
    I pound you now, slamming my body against yours as hard as possible. I want you to scream my name. I want you to remember me forever. I want you to wake up three years from now with this moment etched perfectly in your memory. My balls slap your wet sex. My length fills you completely. I slap you ass as it bounces in front of me. Your eyes are still locked on mine, not daring to look away, watching me as I fuck you harder, better, faster, than any man has ever fucked you before. 
 
    You. 
 
    Are. 
 
    Mine. 
 
    I feel your body being to tighten again, your pussy slowly starting to grip my shaft. Your cries become shorter and more desperate. Your hands grip the bed tight, your knuckles turning white. You talk to me constantly, telling me how good it feels, how bad you are, what a dirty slut you are, how much you need me to fuck you. 
 
    I love every part of this. An hour ago, we didn’t know each other. Now, I know more about you than maybe even your husband does. 
 
    ‘I’m going to come,’ I say. I can feel my own body tightening, like a fist clenching deep inside my stomach. 
 
    You nod at me in the mirror. 
 
    ‘Beg me,’ I say. ‘Beg me to come.’ 
 
    ‘Please!’ you say. ‘Please come for me.’ 
 
    ‘Do you deserve it?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yes! God, yes! I deserve it, I need it, I want it!’ 
 
    I slap your ass again a couple more times, leaving red handprints on your beautiful ass cheeks. You cry out with each slap, bucking harder against me, pushing your hips back into me, making me fuck you deeper with every thrust. 
 
    I can’t hold it any longer. You’re too tight. Your body is too much for me. I want this moment to last all night, but I’ll have to settle for just a few short, intense seconds. 
 
    ‘I’m coming,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Oh, God!’ 
 
    Your body uncoils again in a powerful, explosive shudder, slamming back into me. You fall forwards, unable to keep your head up, but you keep one eye on the mirror. You moan as you climax, the sound long and loud and proud and perfectly slutty. 
 
    You look me directly in the eye, your expression glazed over as you leave your body and enter that other plane. That’s the moment I finally come. I pound you once, twice, three times, long, hard, fluid strokes, as your tight pussy grips me even tighter than before. My cock pulses, throbs and releases a blast of hot come deep inside you. For a second, I wish I didn’t have to wear the condom. A woman as perfect as you should have my come inside you. I guess there’s always next time… 
 
    Our bodies move as one. We aren’t in control of them anymore. You and I are in that other place, the place lovers go when they finally reach perfect ecstasy together. It’s beautiful. 
 
    After a blissful eternity, I feel myself returning to earth. I slowly regain my senses and take control of my body. I slow my thrusts. My cock stops twitching, final spent. 
 
    You’re still looking at me in the mirror, a delighted, exhausted smile on your face. I gently ease my length out of your slick sex and lean back on the bed so I can remove the condom. 
 
    ‘That…’ you say, in a low, breathy voice, ‘was amazing…’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome,’ I say. 
 
    You stay where you are for a moment, your ass presented to me like a trophy. After a long moment, you finally get enough strength back to lift yourself up and sit back. I pat the bed next to me and you lay down in my arms. You shiver. 
 
    ‘Cold?’ I say. 
 
    ‘No. Just… wow.’ 
 
    I chuckle. 
 
    ‘I guess…’ you say, ‘I guess I should go back to my room now?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘You’re staying here tonight. With me.’ 
 
    You smile that naught smile again. 
 
    ‘But I haven’t got anything to wear,’ you say. 
 
    ‘You’re perfect the way you are,’ I say. 
 
    You melt into me, embracing me tightly. Your body feels wonderful against mine, your skin so warm and soft. I love this feeling. Almost as much as I love making you come. 
 
    I place my hand under your chin and turn your face up to mine. We kiss again, slowly, passionately, taking our time once more. We lay like this for a long time, perfectly at ease with one another. 
 
    ‘So,’ I say, at last. ‘What would you like to do next?’ 
 
    You laugh with delight. 
 
    ‘I have a few ideas,’ you say, rolling over me and reach for the condoms in the drawer. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    We make love all night, lost in each other’s bodies, intertwined together in passion. Once or twice we drift into a short, restful sleep. Then one of us wake the other with a lover’s gentle touch and the process begins again. We do everything we can think to try. We make love all over the bed. Up against the wall. I bend you over the desk. We sit in front of the mirror so you can watch my length enter you over and over. I think you like that part the most. You seem to love watching me enter you, as though you are trying to preserve the moment in your memory for all time. 
 
    When daybreak finally arrives, we make our way to the shower. We wash each other, taking our time, before abandoning any pretence of getting clean and making passionate love once more under the falling water. 
 
    Before long, it’s time to check out. You seem a little sad, a little hesitant to leave me. I embrace you. I help you find your clothes. I zip up your crumpled black dress again. You ask if we’ll ever meet again. 
 
    I ask you if you really want to meet me again. 
 
    You hesitate. 
 
    ‘This was perfect,’ I say. I kiss you again, just once, lightly, on the lips. ‘You are perfect. Don’t ever forget that, Mia.’ 
 
    You smile and kiss me again. You don’t look anything like the woman who came into my room last night. You look different. Happier. Younger. There’s a glow about you. A spring in your step. You’re a whole different woman now. 
 
    ‘Goodbye, Tyler,’ you say. 
 
    ‘Goodbye, Mia,’ I say. 
 
    You turn and walk out of the hotel room and out of my life. 
 
    I lay down on the bed and think about everything we just did together. It was wonderful. You were wonderful. I know I won’t forget you. 
 
    I check my work emails. The company need me to travel again. A new day, a new flight, a new hotel. I wonder what awaits me this time? 
 
    I check the drawer in the nightstand and smile to myself. 
 
    I think I’m going to need some more condoms. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    A Wife’s Confession 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



I do still love you. That much is true. But it doesn’t come as easily or as naturally anymore. I have to turn my affections on, I have to make an effort to feel warmth towards you. It feels like turning on an old light bulb that slowly brightens over a few long seconds until it illuminates the entire space. I have to consciously choose to feel affection for you. I’m not sure when this happened, when I went from being a devoted wife to this woman who needs to remind herself to love her husband. It’s not something I ever intended or planned, it just happened. I’m not going to point fingers, or give intricate details of specific events and say there, that’s the moment when everything changed. It’s not your fault. It just happened. Like I say, I do still love you, but now it takes effort. 
 
    I don’t blame you. Being married takes a lot of effort. When we were young and passionate and full of energy, everything came easy to us. We didn’t have jobs to go to, or a home to look after, or bills to pay. We were able to focus all our time and energy and money on each other. Every time we kissed was like the first time. Every time you touched me, my whole body shivered with excitement. Every time you said my name, my heart skipped a beat. I wish I could go back in time and experience it all over again. I wish you made me feel the same way as you once did. I wish I still shivered with excitement at your touch. 
 
    I’m sitting in Logan’s apartment in his favorite chair and I’m writing this because I have some things to confess. I’m not asking for forgiveness or sympathy or understanding and I’m sure as hell not going to fall on my knees and break down in tears. I’m not even going to show you this letter. Once I’ve written everything I want to say and there’s nothing left and my soul has been purged of these thoughts, I’m going to burn this confession and scatter the ashes to the wind. I’m writing this because I want to record my story. I want to create a chronicle of the events that brought me to this moment, when I sit in another man’s home and confess all my wrongdoings to you. I want to organize my thoughts and catalogue my feelings, if only for a short moment, before I destroy it forever. 
 
    You and I have been married for eighteen years now. Longer than some of our friends. Longer than your parents. Longer than some people get the chance to walk on this earth. We wake next to each other and we fall asleep next to each other. Does it feel like there’s something missing in your life? I know I feel that way. I have a companion, but no companionship. I feel loved, but I have no lover. I have a partner, but I don’t feel united. While we have indeed been married for eighteen years, I have taken many, many lovers in that time. Yes, my husband. I do love you. But I haven’t been faithful to you for many years now. 
 
    Do I regret it? No. Not one bit. 
 
    Maybe we rushed into it. We were so young when we got married. So inexperienced. We thought we knew best, like all teenagers do. It’s crazy, now I think about it. We were adults, sure, but we were still teenagers. Old enough to want to be married, but too young to understand what that really meant. Old enough to believe we were in love, but too young to know what to do when the spark had faded. Old enough to have sex, but too young to know what it really meant to make love. 
 
    I still remember the first time we met. I was seventeen, a child playing at being an adult. Pretending to be as grown-up and wise as I felt on the inside. I thought I knew everything there was to know. All seventeen-year-olds do, I guess. It was a warm day in August, or maybe July, I can’t remember exactly. I was in the diner. There was only one diner in the whole town. One bowling alley. One movie theatre with one screen that only played one film per month. It was that kind of a place. Just enough connecting roads to make the place feel important, yet still disconnected enough that cable TV and satellite dishes were pretty rare. The sort of small, rural community town that still had town leaders who ran on platforms of anti-communism. I was sat in the town’s one diner reading a book from the town’s one library, slowly drinking my milkshake. You bumped into me. Maybe it was intentional. Maybe it wasn’t. I dropped my book on the floor. A flash of anger ran through me – I remember thinking something like, I can’t read in peace at home, now I can’t read here, either? – and I bent to pick up the book, but you were already there. You took my breath away. You were nineteen. Young. Handsome. Mid-length dark, floppy bangs swept to the side. Leather jacket. Blue eyes. You were the epitome of everything my teenage body desired. And there you were. Crouching down next to me. Your hand on my book. Your eyes on mine. Your handsome face in an expression of mild embarrassment for bumping into me. You said your first word to me. 
 
    Sorry. 
 
    If they made a movie about our lives, the actress playing me would probably blush at that point and sweep a lock of hair behind her ears and say something cute. The actor playing you would respond with something equally cute and all the girls in the audience would sigh in unison. Truth is, I don’t remember what I said to you. Probably something sarcastic. I always got bitchy when people disturbed my reading time. I still do. 
 
    You handed me the book and asked me about it. I was taken by surprise. It was the kind of small town where people who read books in public were seen as suspicious. I was always left alone with I read my books because nobody wanted to get near me. People feared catching whatever book-reading disease I had. 
 
    I told you about my book. I don’t remember what it was – it’s been almost two decades since we met, I can’t be blamed for letting the small details slip through the cracks – but you got me talking. Nobody had asked me about my books before, but there you were, the handsome nineteen-year-old in the leather jacket with the dark, floppy bangs, and you were talking to me like you cared about my fictional worlds. I had never felt so much attention before. 
 
    I’m the middle child. One older brother, one younger brother. Mom spent most of my childhood getting my older brother out of trouble and cleaning my younger brother’s cuts and scrapes. Dad was always out, working in the lumber mill, or drinking in the town’s one bar. I don’t know if he and my mom were going through a rough time, or if he simply preferred to stay away from us as much as possible. I never really saw him when I was a kid. For most of my life, I was left to my own devices. My brothers played football and ran around outside. I stayed quiet and read my books and spent most of my time feeling ignored. 
 
    Until you came along. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Maybe a psychologist would be able to examine my actions as an adult and trace it back to the way I was raised as a child. Maybe I’ve had these affairs because of some underlying need for attention and affection. I disagree. Plenty of men have given me these things since we’ve been married, and I haven’t slept with all of them. I have slept with dozens of men – mostly short, passionate flings, a notable couple for longer, more subdued affairs – but I can’t define exactly what it was that made me go through with it. Affection and attention are a part of the reason, but not the main reason. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    But things were different when I was seventeen. When I was a young girl, reading alone in a diner, face-to-face with a handsome nineteen-year-old with dark, floppy bangs and a leather jacket, I had never experienced this much attention from anyone before, certainly not from a stranger. 
 
    I don’t remember most of what we talked about that day. I do remember your eyes and the way you looked at me. You were fascinated and I loved it. We drank fresh milkshakes and talked for hours. I only realized how long we’d been sitting in that booth when the sun started to sink behind the trees in the park opposite the diner and the waitress asked if we were going to order dinner. I remember being so disappointed when we left the diner, scared to lose you and the way you made me feel. You sighed and said you had to be getting home. You lived in the next town over and needed to catch the bus. I asked if I would see you again. I probably sounded like a scared little girl, almost the total opposite of the woman I’ve become now. You said you would love to hang out again. I walked you to your bus stop and when you hugged me goodbye, my heart skipped a beat. My whole world changed in that moment. How many hugs had I received as a child? Probably less than a dozen. The way you made me feel was exhilarating. I walked home that night as though I was floating on a cloud. It was wonderful. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    It took us six weeks to make the journey from acquaintances to lovers. I don’t remember much of that time, save a few fragments here and there – reading together in the park, our first kiss by the fountain, holding hands while we walked along the wide, sunny streets. I don’t remember feeling rushed or pressured to sleep with you for the first time. I recall being excited and nervous and eager to take that step with you, to lose our virginities together. We were at your house for the weekend. Your mom was out of town and you invited me over. Even though we didn’t explicitly plan to do anything, we both kind of knew what was going to happen. Two teenagers alone in a house for the weekend. It was inevitable, really. 
 
    We were nervous and awkward and broke out in fits of giggles as we slowly undressed and explored each other. Looking back, it was probably the best first time a girl could have asked for and I’m so grateful to you for allowing me to experience it like that, at my own speed, in my own way. I vividly recall small details of that moment. The way your bottom lip trembled as you entered me for the first time. The sharp feeling of discomfort – soon over – as my body opened up to you. The heat of your naked skin against mine as our hips gently bucked and rocked together. 
 
    I felt so different afterwards, like I had aged ten years in ten minutes. I loved the way you held me, your arm draped around my shoulders, our naked bodies pressing against each other. My vagina hurt a little – tender, sore, inflamed – but it was a good kind of hurt. I’d heard that phrase before, but never understood it until that moment. It felt wonderful. We spent that entire weekend exploring one another. There were no instruction manuals, no ‘how-to’ video guides, no educational books. We had one another, the house to ourselves, and the childlike curiosity to learn about sex and what we liked. After the second time, my body no longer hurt. I felt awake, as though I’d been half-asleep my whole life. My body craved more and you were happy to give it to me. We spent the entire weekend learning how to please one another. You touched me in places I hadn’t even touched myself. You tasted me. You made me feel things I had never experienced before. I explored you with the kind of fascination people have when the roam through the wilderness. I wanted to know how your body worked. How to make you react. How to touch you. We were both keen students and hungry to learn all we could about one another. I learned a lot in the space of forty-eight hours. I’ve learned even more in the past few years, but you’re no longer willing to take lessons. You reached a point and you stopped. I wanted to keep going. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    A few months after I turned eighteen, we had our first serious talk about the future. We were adults – barely, but that was enough – and we lived in a tiny rural town that offered no prospects for the future. The people who lived in that town never left. It was the kind of place where you were born and raised and schooled and worked and grew old and died. I wanted to get out. I wanted to see the world I had glimpsed in my books. 
 
    You didn’t want to lose me. You said we would leave together, move into a place outside our little town. Somewhere busier. You said we would marry and we would move away. It all sounded so simple. So easy. Marry and move. 
 
    Our parents thought we were crazy. How could they not? I was eighteen. You were almost twenty. We were talking about the rest of our lives. Looking back, I still can’t believe we went through with it. I was sure that one of us would back out, or our parents would stop it, or some unpredictable event would happen and we would have to call it off. But it all went off without a hitch. My father walked me down the aisle and gave me to you. I was eighteen and had only known the touch of one man. I was young and in love and I had no way of knowing what the future held. I only knew that I wanted to spend my life with you. 
 
    I don’t regret it. 
 
    I truly don’t. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Sometimes I wonder how my life would have turned out if we hadn’t made that rash, crazy decision to marry. Would I still be living in that little town? Would I have married someone else? Would I have ever been happy? 
 
    Am I happy now? I think so. Happier than I was. That much I know for sure. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    We left our hometowns together for an apartment we found in the back of a personal ad section of the newspaper. 
 
    Moving into our first place together was one of the most surreal, exhilarating experiences of my life. We moved into a crappy one-bedroom apartment we couldn’t afford, in a town we didn’t know, following a plan we didn’t have. Looking back, it was beyond crazy. I would never do it these days, now I know more about the world. Back then, however, it all made perfect sense. We had each other and nothing else mattered. Who cared if we didn’t know where next month’s rent was coming from? Who cared how we were going to pay for groceries? What did it matter that the floors were bare and the cupboards were empty? We had each other and nothing else mattered. 
 
    You got a job in construction and after a week of walking my resume around town, I managed to get employed in a store. We worked long – long – hours and barely saw each other, but we both knew it was worth it. We had to work hard for our new life. We had to earn the right to be happy together. It took a whole year before we could finally stop working our fingers to the bone and relax a little more. But it was all worth it in the end. We had each other and nothing else mattered. 
 
    Things slowly began to change after a while. 
 
    I grew bored and restless and frustrated working in the store. I wanted to better myself and do more with my life. My grades were excellent and my education was good, so why shouldn’t I aim a little higher than some crappy store? Of course, you supported me, like you always did. You encouraged me. Made me feel as though I could do anything. I worked my ass off and managed to get an entry-level job at a financial company a few miles west. It didn’t pay much better than the store and the hours were longer and the work was tedious and mind-numbing – mostly data entry, filing, and making coffee – but I was determined to stick it out. I wanted to make something of myself, to become something better than I could ever have been if I’d stayed in that small town. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I was hungry for opportunities and experiences that my small home town could never have offered. I didn’t want to make something of myself – I had no dreams of becoming a movie star, or anything like that – but I wanted to feel alive. Living with you in that crappy apartment, working my ass off in an office every day and falling asleep on the bus home every night, I felt more alive that I had in years. Maybe it was this feeling that drove me to have my first affair. 
 
    As the years drifted by, I grew up, but you stayed the same. Even now, you’re the same man I met that day in the diner. You might have ditched the leather jacket and you cut your bangs off one your hair started to thin, but you still work in construction. You still go the ball game every weekend. You don’t aspire for anything higher. I feel as though marrying me was the apex of your life, and you’ve been sliding downhill ever since. Sometimes I’m embarrassed by you. While I spent the years slowly climbing the ranks within my company, you continued laying foundations and knocking down buildings. While I spent hours in the gym every night, you went to the bar with your friends. While I worked hard to maintain my figure and be the best wife I could, you got fat and lazy. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    As the years went by, a strange kind of melancholy set it. I began to feel more and more restless every day. The house started to feel like a prison. I craved the kind of excitement I felt when we first ran away together. I needed the passion I felt when you first took me on our new marital bed. I yearned for the feeling that life was fast and free and unpredictable again. 
 
    We fell into a rut together, a boring, rhythmic routine. We woke up. Ate breakfast. Went to work. Came home. Ate dinner. Went to sleep again. You loved Sunday mornings, when we would lounge in bed for most of the morning and make soft, gentle love. I enjoyed those hours, too, but I always wanted more. I felt like we weren’t using that time effectively.  
 
    It was like you didn’t have the urge or the desire to do more than was completely necessary. A bit of perfunctory foreplay, some gentle fingering, then you would climb on top and thrust until you were. Note that I say you were done. Your simplistic, clumsy pounding might have satisfied me when we were teenagers, but as I grew older, I yearned for more. The best way to describe it is like this; I am a glass, and you are water. You filled me once, completely and wholly, but as I grew bigger, so did the glass. The same amount of water wasn’t enough to satisfy me any longer. 
 
    What happened to that wonderful young man who invited me over to his mother’ house and spent the entire weekend slowly, lovingly, luxuriously exploring my body? You used to love caressing me and hearing the noises I made. Once we got married, that came to a quick end. Nowadays, our lovemaking consists of me lying on my back while you mount me and thrust and I close my eyes and try to conjure up enough images and memories to convince my body to climax before you do. I rarely succeed. 
 
    I’m not making excuses or pointing fingers or trying to assign blame. My only goal here is to try and explain why I ended up this way, why I ended up married to you – still loving you, but not in love with you. As flimsy and pathetic an excuse as that may be. I’m not attempting to weasel out of my faults. I know what kind of woman I am. What kind of wife I am. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    My first affair took place six years after we were married. That was twelve years ago now, but I still remember it as though it was this morning. I was twenty-four. Still working at the company, but now a few rungs higher on the ladder. Nowhere near where I am now, of course, but high enough to have responsibilities and pressures and stresses that kept me at my desk long after five o’clock came and went. Strange as it might seem, I enjoyed those late hours, working hard as the office slowly emptied and the night slowly darkened the sky through the windows. Working overtime was the only sensation of unpredictability I felt in my life, so I did it as much as possible. Sometimes I deliberately stayed later, putting off work throughout that day, just so I had an excuse not to go home yet. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to spend time with you, it was because I knew that if I went home on time, we would go through the same old motions once again. Dinner. TV. Shower. Bed. Staying at work a little longer – even one more hour – disrupted that monotony enough to make me feel like my life wasn’t some boring, predictable, tedious series of events. 
 
    I wasn’t the only one working that night. There were a couple of others on my floor, also staying late. We were all on the same rung of the ladder – just enough power and responsibility to stay late, without draining the company’s overtime coffers. One of them was a guy from London. He was a little older than me, maybe twenty-seven. Even though he was in our office, he wasn’t technically part of our workforce. He was from London, working over here as part of a loaner agreement from one of the company’s European clients. I’m not what the specifics were of his working arrangements and I never asked. All I knew was that his name was Michael and he would only be working with us for a few short months. His British accent was both charming and sexy. He was a good-looking man, from what I had seen across the office floor. We’d never really spent much time together or interacted in any meaningful way beyond initial handshakes. But that was all about to change. 
 
    I finished the remains of my day’s work – yes, dragging it out to spend a few more minutes enjoying the unpredictability of life after five – and gathered my things. As I made my way toward the stairwell, I felt a presence behind me. It was Michael, looking tired and worn, but offering me a friendly smile.  
 
    ‘You’re Alex, right?’ he said. 
 
    His first words to me. We walked together down the brightly-lit stairwell, passing windows that looked out over a dark city scape. We got to talking. He was funny and engaging and friendly. I liked him. When we reached the bottom of the stairs, he turned to me and said, ‘Do you know any good places to grab a drink? I’m gasping for a decent pint.’ 
 
    I thought nothing about going to my favorite bar with him. There was no guilty thought process, no awkward decision making as I weighed up the pros and cons of having a drink with this man. He offered me something I had been longing for: a break in my routine. We walked to the bar together. I sent you a text and said that I would be back late and not to worry about me. 
 
    You responded with one letter: K. 
 
    That was the extent of your worries and concern for me. One single letter. That is how much you missed me and wanted me to come home. That was the moment I knew how this night was going to play out, the exact second I realized that I would sleep with Michael if he asked. We went to Rafi’s on ninth and sat at a table together and talked. The more time I spent with him, the surer I became that I wanted to sleep with him. It was a strange feeling. I didn’t feel bad. I didn’t feel guilty. I didn’t feel anything. Maybe I should have felt one of those sensations, but I didn’t. Michael was charming and flirtatious and good-looking. I could tell the man was attracted to me from the appreciative glances he made when he thought I wasn’t looking. He asked about my marriage, motioning to my wedding ring. He asked if I was happy. 
 
    ‘That’s a strange question,’ I said. 
 
    ‘I only ask because you’re out at a bar with me, instead of being home with him,’ he said. 
 
    I told him that I was married, but not as happy as I could be. Michael nodded and said that he understood. He had a girlfriend back home, he said, and he felt terribly lonely being so far away from her for so long. He was three months into his temporary arrangement, and still had another four to go. 
 
    I asked him where he was staying while on loan to the company. He said it was a hotel about three blocks south. He asked if I would like to see the room. 
 
    We sat in silence for a moment, studying one another’s reactions. I had a husband. He had a girlfriend. We would be working together for the next four months. This would be a mistake. A rash, ridiculous, impulsive, regrettable mistake. 
 
    We left our half-empty glasses on the table and left the bar without saying another word. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I want to say that I tried to resist. I want to say that I thought about you the whole time. I want to say that it was meaningless. But I would be lying. 
 
    As Michael and I walked to his hotel room, all I could feel was excitement. The same kind of excitement I felt on our wedding day, or when we moved away, or when we walked through the door of our new home for the first time. I felt alive and free. My body tingled. 
 
    We didn’t hold hands or even look at each other. We spoke in brief, fractured snatches of conversation, as though afraid we might frighten each other away. It was a strange few minutes. If you had seen us walking together, you would never have known where we were heading, or what we were going to do. 
 
    We walked like that the whole way, along the three short blocks, across the hotel lobby, and up in the elevator. My heart pounded so loudly I thought it was echoing around the elevator, audible to Michael. As the elevator doors opened onto his floor, he glanced at me, as though making sure I was really there, really coming along with him for this. No power on earth could have turned me away, not even if you had been standing outside the elevator. 
 
    We walked along the luxurious hallway, our footsteps muffled by the thick carpet, still displaying no outward signs of intimacy. My heart raced and my head spun. In the movie of our lives, the woman playing me would have an angel on one shoulder, and a devil on the other at this moment. The angel would tell her to leave and go home and forget about this, while the devil whispered seductively into her other ear. In reality, there was no angel and there was no devil. It was just me and Michael and the door to his hotel room. 
 
    We paused outside for a moment, while he retrieved the swipe card from his pocket. 
 
    ‘Still sure?’ he said. His only question since asking if I was happy. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I said. 
 
    He opened the door without a second thought. I walked past him, into his hotel room, trying to make my heart to slow down, trying to make myself feel as confident and calm as I appeared. He followed close behind and pulled the door shut. I dropped my bag on the floor and faced him. We stood there in silence for a moment. I’m not sure how long. It could have been ten minutes. It could have been the space of a single heartbeat. But the moment passed. We flew into a sudden flurry of motion, our bodies colliding in a passionate frenzy, hands grasping at each other, ragged, gasping breaths escaping our lips. We kissed. Hard. Hungry. Desperate. All our frustrations and worries and loneliness seemed to boil over like a pan on an open flame as we pawed at each other. I wasn’t aware of my clothes being taken off, but his hands soon found my bare skin and we fell onto the bed, naked, our lips locked together, hands caressing one another, legs intertwined. He touched me and I groaned. He kissed me and I moaned. He sucked my nipples and I gasped. We lay there naked, gasping, panting, determined to experience as much of each other as we could. I was seventeen again, back in your mom’s house, learning everything for the first time once more. 
 
    I was surprised by how different his body was to yours. His touch. His taste. His scent. He handled me differently to you. He wasn’t shy or nervous about touching my body. Quite the opposite, he was tender and firm and excited. He reminded me of a child with a new toy, keen to find out everything it can do. What happens if I press here? What does this do? I was receptive and responsive and willing to allow him to touch me for as long as he wanted. 
 
    We didn’t waste time on foreplay. We had a job to do. He broke off from his excited, frenetic handling of my body and rolled me onto my back. I opened my legs for him. No resistance. No guilt. There was nothing in my mind other than the overwhelming desire to be with Michael in that very moment. I felt my body yielding to him, my womanhood opening, lips parting, sex readying to receive him. He paused just long enough to put on a condom. 
 
    He did not disappoint. 
 
    I remember thinking how wonderfully different it felt as his engorged shaft pierced me. Different from you. Different from anything I’d felt before. It was like my first time, all over again. I felt my body stretch, yawning lazily open, accepting him inside. I felt that delicious, wonderful pain in my vagina as he entered and stretched and pushed deep inside me, the pain I had not felt since my very first time. He pushed deep inside me, slow and steady, watching my face closely. I moaned and closed my eyes and ran my hands through my hair. My ankles locked together behind his back. My body moved on its own, through some wild, animalistic impulse. I ceased to be a woman and became an extension of him. We moved as one. I felt every delicious sensation for the first time again. Every thrust. Every twitch. Every muscular contraction. He made love to me for five minutes or five hours, before he finally erupted inside me. I remember feeling his semen thrash and explode against the condom and a momentary hint of disappointment ran through me. I wanted to feel it for real. I wanted to have him fully, completely, and utterly claim me for his own. I wanted him to come inside me. 
 
    But he didn’t. He never did. Other lovers – later lovers – would give me that pleasure. You would, too, some years later. But not Michael. 
 
    Afterward, he laid beside me, the two of us gazing at the ceiling. We held hands. He told me how good I felt. He said my pussy was wonderfully tight. I thanked him. I told him how big he felt. I said that it hurt a little, but I liked it. 
 
    We lay like that for a long time, talking about everything and nothing. I didn’t ask about his girlfriend. He didn’t ask about you. In fact, neither one of us ever mentioned our respective partners again, for the duration of our affair. 
 
    Talking turned to kissing. Hand-holding turned to passionate caressing. I kissed his body and watched with curious fascination as his penis filled and lengthened and hardened and stood tall and proud and unashamed. 
 
    He must have seen something in my face. He asked me how many men I had been with. I blushed and told him the truth, that he was only the second lover I had ever taken. 
 
    This seemed to please him. He was delighted by the opportunity to give me a wealth of new experiences. I stroked his full, fat shaft and marvelled at the feel of it beneath my fingers. Smoother than you. Harder than you. Hotter than you. He was maybe a little longer than you, but noticeably thicker. That must have been why it hurt a little when he entered me. 
 
    We made love for the second time. I climbed on top, taking his thickness deep inside, enjoying the feeling as I sank all the way down and he stretched me open again. I stayed that way for a long time, not moving, doing nothing but feeling his cock steadily, rhythmically, pulse inside me. He was patient and gentle. He let me take the lead, in my own time, at my own pace. He watched me, a curious smile on his face, as my body became accustomed to his. 
 
    Our first time had been gentle and tender. Our second time was passionate and intense. I slowly rode him, gradually building my speed, until I climaxed a few delicious minutes later. I saw stars. It was the biggest, most powerful orgasm of my life – until that moment, at least. 
 
    After that, Michael took control. He showed me how love making was really supposed to be. It wasn’t supposed to be stiff and jerky, like it was with you. It was supposed to be fluid and energetic, like a dance. Michael was the perfect partner and the perfect teacher. He bent me over. He opened me up. He pushed me and pulled me and made me feel sensations I had never experienced before. 
 
    He lasted far longer the second time. By the time he finished, we were breathless and exhausted and our bodies ached. I felt like I had run a marathon. It was wonderful. You had never made me feel that way. 
 
    We bathed in our afterglow for the longest time. His sweat dried on my skin. His scent clung to my body. My inner thighs were slick and warm with passion. My entire body tingled. I felt numb and weightless. I felt alive. 
 
    Michael told me how good I was. I told him how much I’d enjoyed it. We kissed again, tenderly. He asked me if I wanted to stay the night. A tempting offer, but I declined. I had to get going. I had to go home. It was almost midnight. The ‘working late’ excuse only had so much credibility. 
 
    I cleaned off in his shower, cleansing my body, keeping my hair dry while removing all traces of evidence. It was a shame to wash my lover away so soon. I liked how he felt on my skin. 
 
    I dressed quickly. Michael watched me from the, still naked. He asked if he would see me again. I thought about him. I thought about you. I weighed up the pros and cons – the pleasure and satisfaction versus the risk of being caught. It took less than a second to make up my mind. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I said. 
 
    We didn’t agree on a date or make a plan. I left his hotel room with nothing more than a promise of a future meeting and came home to you. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Returning home that night was the scariest thing I had ever done. I took a cab and got out at the end of our block. I stood on that corner for a long, long time, not daring to walk any closer to home. I kept smelling myself, convinced that I wasn’t clean enough, that some tiny odour of my indiscretion still lingered on my body. I checked my phone, but there was nothing. No missed calls, no urgent text messages, no voicemails asking where the hell I was and when the hell was I coming home. Nothing. 
 
    K. 
 
    I steeled myself and walked down the quiet streets. I remember so much about that night, but I don’t remember that walk. I only remember the sound of my heartbeat, thundering in my ears, growing louder with every step toward home. The street was deserted. No cars. No pedestrians. Nobody around to witness my walk of shame. My knees ached. My slit tingled and throbbed. It felt incredible - both because the sex had been so good, but also because it had been so wrong. Every time I thought about his hands on my body, I got a guilty shiver through my body and my aching sex trembled with delight. 
 
    I walked into our apartment building. Crossed the empty lobby. Rode the elevator up. Walked to our front door. Steadied myself. Took a last long at myself. Did I look like I had just made love to another man? Did I look rosy-cheeked and freshly fucked? 
 
    I opened the door and walked inside. The lights were on. You were awake. I heard muffled noises from the TV. My heart was racing so fast, I worried I would go into cardiac arrest. My feet were heavy, my footsteps slow. I walked to the living room and opened the door. 
 
    You were sat on the couch. Playing your Xbox. Headset on. A smile on your face. The room echoed with virtual gunshots and explosions. You sensed movement and turned your head and looked right at me. My stomach clenched. Body tightened. Head spun. I was about to faint. 
 
    ‘Hey,’ you said. ‘Good day at work?’ 
 
    And that was it. That was how easy it was to cheat on you. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘Just tired. Have you eaten?’ 
 
    ‘Huh?’ you said, half-turning your head, eyes still glued to the screen. ‘Yeah, yeah. Pizza.’ 
 
    I stood there. Dumbfounded. Watching you. My husband. My sweet, wonderful, clueless, aggravating, oblivious husband. My pussy throbbed and tingled, the entrance stretched and swollen and tender, still gently trembling from the man who had filled and fucked me less than an hour previously. Three feet away, you sat on our couch, unable to turn your fucking head away from the screen to notice that something might be wrong. I loved you and I hated you. Part of me wanted you to look at me and realize something was wrong and get angry and throw me around and scream at me and show some fucking passion for once in your life. Another part of me wanted to strip naked and show you what Michael had down to my body and taunt you with how good a lover he was and laugh in your face. 
 
    Neither of those things happened. 
 
    I said, ‘Are you coming to bed?’ 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘Because it’s after midnight.’ 
 
    You blinked in surprise. You had no idea what time it was. You had no idea how late your precious wife was out. 
 
    ‘Sure, after this game,’ you said. 
 
    I went to our bedroom and threw my wrinkled, pawed clothes in the laundry. I dressed in pajamas. Usually I slept in shorts, but on that night, I wanted my body covered, just in case there were marks or scratches on my skin that hadn’t washed away. I climbed in our bed, body aching, pussy throbbing, lips tingling. My heart started to slow as grim reality set in. I had cheated on my husband. I had gotten away with it. And I didn’t feel guilty about it. 
 
    I was asleep before you got into bed with me. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I wonder how people would react if I told them about my affairs. Sometimes I wonder how you would react if you found out the truth about your apparently loyal, loving wife. Would you shun me and throw me out of the house and ban me from attending your mother’s oh-so-thrilling pre-Christmas neighborhood mixer? I’m sure plenty of people out there would hate me for having one affair, let alone the dozens I’ve enjoyed. They would want to slap me and scream in my face and ask me how the fuck I can claim to love my husband while I screw around with other men behind his back. The truth is complicated. We’ve been married for just as long as I was a child. I literally cannot imagine my life without you. Yet, when I’m lying awake at night, or leaning against you on the couch, or listening to you sing in the shower at absurdly early hours of the morning before you start work, I can’t help but feel like something’s missing. I feel like a puzzle that’s missing several small, but important pieces – you can see the full image, but the finer details are absent. 
 
    Sometimes I think you stopped trying. Once we got married, the romance began to whither. There’s still affection, sure – you still kiss me on the cheek before you go to work and you still make love to me on the weekends – but the romance is long gone. It’s like you stopped trying to woo me once we shared your surname. Gone were the cute little surprises you used to spring on me while we were dating. No more unexpected bouquets of flowers. Goodbye to those sudden, impulsive road trips. Hell, we barely even go out on dates anymore. The last time you took me somewhere was three months ago. To a pizza joint. And even then, it was only because you had coupons. I think I’ve been wined and dined more by other men in this past year than by you for most of our marriage. Hell, just last week, Logan took me to a five-star Italian restaurant and spent four long, beautiful hours seducing me from across the table. He didn’t need to do any of that. Most of the reason I spend time with Logan is to have sex with him. Anything else is a bonus. But I’m getting ahead of myself. 
 
    I guess what I’m trying to say is that you take me for granted. We got married and that was that. No wonder that I would want to be seduced by other men. I still respect you, as crazy as that might sound, after all this rambling. I have rules. I have three lives – my professional life, my private life, and my extra-marital life. I am very strict about not letting any of these lives overlap. Michael was the first, and only, co-worker I’ve ever slept with. I would never do anything to humiliate you, like calling you on the phone while my lover pleasures me, or bringing another man into our bed. I’m a bad wife, not a horrible wife. 
 
    Not that this absolves me in any way. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I thought there was something wrong with me, at first. I woke up the next morning before our alarms started blaring and I looked at you, sleeping beside me, and I didn’t feel any guilt. None at all. It was strange and confusing and irritating. Why didn’t I feel something? I should have felt ashamed or guilty or upset, but instead I lay there and watched you sleep for a few short minutes and didn’t feel any different to any other morning. Sure, my body still had a few small, delicious aches, and my pussy was wonderfully sore, but overall, there was no dramatic breakdown, no sudden explosion of tears, no staring at myself in the mirror, wondering who I had become. 
 
    I got up and showered, like any other morning. We ate breakfast, like any other morning. You kissed me on the cheek, like any other morning. You had no idea. I was almost upset about that. Almost. 
 
    I went to work. Spent the whole day at my desk. Working on the same wide office floor as the man who had fucked me less than twelve hours before. We passed each other twice in the hallway. Made eye contact. Smiled politely. Nobody would ever have known there was anything between us. We kept our heads down. Worked hard. Life returned to something like normality. 
 
    For two weeks, at least. That was the next time Michael and I found ourselves working late again. He asked me if I wanted a drink. I said I would love one. 
 
    We left work together, but we didn’t go to the bar. Instead, we headed for his hotel, without a word passing between us about our intentions. 
 
    Our second night was even better than the first. This time there was no timid touching, no shyness in our bodies. We went to his room and fucked. Hard and fast. We tried every position we could think to try. I bent over the furniture and displayed myself to him. He leaned back in the reading chair and cupped me while I rode him. He came four times that night. Twice inside me. Once on my breasts. The last went in my mouth. I swallowed him without hesitation. 
 
    Does that make you mad? Does it upset you, to picture your wife on her knees before another man, gleefully receiving his semen, sucking his pulsing shaft, tasting his delicious load, swallowing him with a smile? Would you be upset because I did it with Michael, despite never doing it with you? Would you even care? Would you be able to tear your eyes away from the TV screen long enough to picture what I’m describing? 
 
    Michael was the first man to ever come in my mouth. His delicious spend was the first I ever tasted. He would not be the last. I’ve swallowed the bittersweet juices of many of my lovers. But I’ve never done it with you. I wonder why that is? Maybe they taste better, or bring out another side of me. Maybe I like to show off for them. Maybe I just don’t want to do it for you. Maybe you’ve never asked me to swallow for you. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    After this second illicit rendezvous, Michael and I began meeting more and more often. Once a week, mostly, though sometimes more if we had stressful days and needed to take out some pent-up energy on each other. One time he got chewed out by his line manager over the phone from London. That night, he spanked my ass so hard I couldn’t sit down right in the cab home. We were careful and discreet. Neither of us wanted word to get around the office. We both had our professional reputations to consider. Sometimes he would go to hotel and wait for me. Sometimes I would leave work first and have a drink by myself in the hotel bar, sending you a text to say I’d be home late. In spite of how flippant I may sound looking back now, I was terrified each and every time that you would discover the truth. I was almost paranoid at times. I even kept a supply of fresh clothes and perfume in Michael’s hotel room, just in case the outfit I wore got soiled I some way. You would never notice if I changed during the day. 
 
    My little indiscretion soon became a lengthy affair. Michael and I continued to see each other once or twice a week for the remainder of his time as part of the exchange program. I soon began to look forward to our time together. It brought a little excitement, a little naughtiness, into my life. He made me feel desirable and needed and there was a passionate urgency to our lovemaking that was wonderful. Maybe the knowledge that our time together was limited was what spurred us on and made us want to do as much as we could on each occasion. I felt my horizons expand each and every time. We even tried anal. I didn’t enjoy it, but he seemed grateful. 
 
    At home, you continued along the exact same lines as always, ever more blissfully unaware than I would have imagined possible. We ate dinners together and watched TV on the couch and held each other in bed. You fulfilled me emotionally. Michael fulfilled me physically. 
 
    We made gentle love on Sunday mornings and I became aware of the vast shortcomings in your abilities as a lover. Where Michael was like water, you were like wood. You were stiff and ungainly and you rubbed against me like you were trying to start a fire. You didn’t adapt to my body or respond to my pleasures. You wouldn’t even let me take the lead. I could have taught you so many things, if only you had let me. 
 
    Your moves are always the same. You begin by placing your hand on my thigh and gently squeezing. You kiss my cheek. Then my neck. Then my shoulder. Your hand moves inwards a fraction, then pauses, waiting for permission. You always try to start a fire in me, then you wait to see if it catches. You keep kissing my neck and shoulder until I part my thighs for you. Then your hand grazes my sex. You keep kissing me and whispering into my ear about how horny you are and how good we are together and how right it feels and all the same shit you said that first night we were intimate together. Then your rough fingers delve into my sensitive sex and you attempt to manipulate me into a state of orgasm as though my pussy and clitoris is your Xbox controller and you can hammer the button to win. Once you’ve decided that I’m wet enough, you mount me and penetrate me and begin thrusting, in the same clumsy, directionless, friction-burn way you always have. Sometimes it amazes me that you could age twenty years and still perform this task in the exact same way you did when we were children. When I was seventeen, I didn’t know any better. You rocked my world. Made the earth move. I’m older now. Wiser. Far more experienced than you could ever comprehend. You haven’t made me climax in over five years. The last time I came for you was when we were both drunk following my company’s Christmas party. The alcohol gave you the stamina and courage of a stallion. We rolled on our couch and across the floor and you were open to experimentation and receptive to my ideas and you made me come for you – and only you. 
 
    I tried to expand your horizons once, as I’m sure you remember. I bought a naughty book for us to look at. It was hardback, pocket-sized and filled with over one hundred pages of high-quality photographs. I gave it to you one Sunday morning as we lay in bed. A little surprise for you, before you inevitably placed your hand on my thigh to begin the proceedings. 
 
    Every page of the book displayed a man and a woman enjoying a different position, with a small description of what a couple could expect to feel if they attempted to copy the images. Some positions were gentle, friendly, even coy. Others required more flexibility and good core strength. I had looked through the book in private and found it deeply erotic and highly stimulating. I wanted you to see that there were other ways to make love. Other positions to try. Other pleasures to experience. I thought you would enjoy the explicit pictures, the borderline-pornographic visuals, the images of an attractive man and woman passionately fucking in ways you had never attempted before. I hoped it would excite you and make you want to try the positions out with me. I also wanted you to see me as a sexual being, not just your wife. I hoped you would realize that I wanted to try these positions out with you. 
 
    I was sorely mistaken. 
 
    You didn’t find it sexy, or erotic, or arousing. You thought it was funny. You sat in our bed and flicked through the book, chest heaving in laughter, tears in your eyes. You thought the positions were hilarious, not sexy. You had no idea why anybody would want to recreate these experiences at home. You pulled me in close and put your arm around me and turned the pages, laughing as though it was the funniest joke you’d ever seen. I lay in your chest and listened to your wild laughter and felt my eyes burn with tears of embarrassment and shame. 
 
    When you were finally done, you tossed the book on the floor. I asked if there was anything you wanted to try. 
 
    ‘Why?’ you said. ‘Our way is the best. I hope you didn’t waste money on that book.’ 
 
    You placed your hand on my thigh and thumbed my clit like it was your Xbox joystick. I made all the right noises and tried not to look as hurt as I felt. 
 
    You’ll be glad to know that I didn’t waste money on that book. I actually got my money’s worth from it. You’ve long since forgotten all about it, but I’ve gone through that book several times now. Most of the pages have little check marks and crosses and directional arrows scrawled over them by my black office pen. I’ve gotten my money’s worth out of it... but not with you. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    That four months with Michael was wonderful. At home, I had you, my husband. You took care of me and made me happy. One night a week, I had Michael, my lover. He made love to me and I felt like a real woman – satisfied and fulfilled. I had it all. 
 
    Then Michael’s visa expired. His workplace program came to an end. Part of me hoped that he would choose to stay and we could keep this charade going a little longer. Another part hoped that he would ask me to come to London with him. 
 
    Neither of those things happened. Real life was waiting. He had a job and a home and girlfriend. I had you and our home and our marriage. 
 
    The last time Michael and I ever fucked was the night of his farewell party. The entire office turned out to drink and dance and say goodbye. It was a great night. I had a lot of fun, despite the melancholy I fought to keep concealed within my heart. Around midnight, Michael said his farewells. I slipped away from the party, unnoticed. We met at his hotel. His suitcases were packed, ready for his flight the next morning. We made love one last time. Intense, passionate, endless, frantic, desperate love. Neither of us wanted it to end. It was perfect. It still is perfect, a top five all-time session. We didn’t stop until the gray light of dawn seeped through the drapes and the room phone bleeped for his morning alarm call. He kissed me one final time and we parted forever. 
 
    I’ve never cried so hard as I did in the cab home. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Sometimes I look at you and wonder how you see the world. You’re pushing forty now. Your temples are streaked with gray hair. Your midsection is growing softer and larger. Yet you still dress and act and talk like a twenty-year-old. While I’ve aged and grown and flowered, you remain stuck in the past. It’s like you willingly chose not to grow up any further. You still work in construction – In the management side now, rather than the labor side, so that’s one small step forward, I guess – but you’ve never aspired to do anything else or work in a different field. You could have worked the same damned job back home in our home town and never left. 
 
    Sometimes I wonder if you only left because I wanted to. Did you follow me so far away from home because you were a lovesick puppy? Did you make the choices you made for us, or me, or you? Do you have any dreams or goals or aspirations of your own? 
 
    I remember one time you and I lay together on the grass in the park near the diner where we met. We watched planes leave white streaks through the blue sky, so many miles above us. I told you my hopes and dreams – to get of that town, to get a high-paying job, and to be loved a little more every day. You told me you wanted to be a rock star. To a seventeen-year-old girl, that was the most fantastic, incredible, glamorous dream I had ever heard. You forgot to mention at the time that you couldn’t sing or play any instruments. 
 
    Sometimes I feel embarrassed for you. Not by you. For you. The way you blunder through life without a second thought. The way you don’t notice the looks and glances and snide comments that ripple out around you. 
 
    Do you remember my office Christmas party, a few years back? It was pretty soon after we moved, around the time of my promotion, when we went through what a marriage counsellor would describe as a rough patch. It was the only time you ever came to one of my work parties, thank God. Everyone was dressed to impress. I wore a dress that cost somewhere between two and three hundred dollars. The men wore designer suits, tailored perfectly to their frames. The other women were dressed like it was the Emmys. Everyone looked immaculate. And then there was you. I had to persuade you to dress appropriately. Had to argue that this was a black-tie event. Had to convince you not to go in jeans and a t-shirt. 
 
    So, there we were, you and me, husband and wife. I looked like a billion dollars. And you looked like a relatively handsome man approaching middle age wearing a shirt two sizes too small and black pants that didn’t quite fit you. Men flirted with me, oblivious to your presence. You didn’t even seem to realize they were doing it. Did you even notice the looks on their faces when I introduced you as my husband? Did you see the way their eyes flicked from me to you? The way their expressions changed from surprise to bemusement? As if they were looking at us and thinking, Why the hell is she with this guy? I know you didn’t notice. You were in your own little world, totally oblivious to the way they reacted to you. These men wore suits that cost more than your cheap, shitty, second-hand car and their bonuses were more than you made in a year and they were eye-fucking your wife right in front of you. And what did you do? You started telling them about your job as a construction company manager. You tried to engage them in a conversation about the cost-effective method of laying foundations for the building we were standing in. I almost died of embarrassment on the spot. 
 
    Sometimes I wonder if you even notice the things I do around you. I wonder if you realize why I wear certain outfits. I favor tight blouses and pencil skirts. I want men to notice my slim waist and slender figure. I’ve worked hard to get this body and keep it after all these years. Some of the women at work have ballooned over the years – too many cakes, too many children – but I am almost the same size I was at seventeen. I like the way men look at me – lustfully, respectfully, trying not to be obvious about it. I like having the power to pick and choose my lovers. I like feeling attractive and sexy. Most of all, I like to feel desired. God knows you don’t make me feel that way. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    After Michael left, I was faced with a choice. I could either go back to being your loyal, meek, obedient and ultimately depressed wife, or I could find another way to spice up my life. 
 
    I chose option two. 
 
    I worked my ass off. Long hours. Hard tasks. I climbed the ladder one rung at a time, becoming more important, more indispensable, earning more money with each promotion. I took several lovers during these year. None important enough to recall now. I don’t remember their names, either. I remember the things we did, the hotels we selected for our trysts. Some men I met a few times. Some only once. Each of them gave me pleasure, and took it for their own. Some knew I was married. Others pretended not to notice. Most of them were married, too. We all had an unspoken rule that what happened in bed would not impact what happened on the outside. I had a reputation to consider. 
 
    I chose my lovers carefully. They were discreet. Charming. We connected mentally as well as physically. I didn’t directly work with any of them. I connected with most of my lovers through clients and business associates. I usually chose men who didn’t work in the same town, or men who would be flying away the next day. We never exchanged phone numbers or contact information. I only made arrangements face-to-face. Nothing was ever written down. If I liked a lover enough to want to see him again, we made plans before leaving the hotel room. I was careful and I was discreet. The fact that everyone I met worked in the same industry was helpful. Everyone had the same stresses, the same long hours. Everyone had the same wants and needs. It helped us to connect. 
 
    Naturally, you remained as charmingly oblivious as ever. One lover grabbed my throat and squeezed, choking me as he came, sending me over the edge and turning my own climax into something new and unexpected and intensely powerful. You saw the bruise on my neck and believed me when I said I caught my scarf in a door. You were so sweet to me for days – tender and gentle and soothing. I preferred the raw, animalistic aggression of the man who choked me. Another time you saw a hotel-branded napkin in my handbag and assumed I’d been there for a meeting. You asked me what it was like inside. All I knew was what the ceiling in the bedroom looked like. You were almost embarrassingly blind to what was happening around you. But I meant what I said earlier – despite how terrible of a wife I am to you, I still respected you. I never laughed at you. I never introduced you to a man who I had fucked. I might have become a little sloppy and casual with my indiscretions over the years, but I have never been so obviously cruel about it. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    My career was blossoming. Yours was the same as always. You weren’t yet a manager – that came later. My delicate balance of extra-marital indiscretions continued at a steady pace. I was careful and selective and always made sure to cover my tracks with you. The lies became easier, the fears of being caught lessened. It’s almost shameful to admit now, but those months and years were wonderful. I had you at home, satisfying me emotionally. I had one or two lovers a week during work hours, satisfying me physically. Still, I felt no guilt at all. One time you called me as I lay on the bed, exhausted, heart pounding, pussy trembling, my lover tenderly kissing my stomach. I didn’t feel guilty, per se. I felt awkward. There I was, naked and adored, listening to your voice while another man tenderly prepared my body for the next round. I can’t remember why you called – something about going to the bar after work and not coming home – and I made all the right noises, trying not to sigh with delight as my lover gently teased my hard nipples and sensitive stomach. I said that would be fine and I hung up and turned my attention back to him. Ten seconds after talking to you, my lips were wrapped around his rapidly-hardening manhood. Five minutes later, I swallowed his come as his fist gripped my hair and he forced his length down my throat. For the first time, I thought of you. Was it guilt? Was it shame? Was it because you were on my mind at the time? I felt bad for thinking of you while I was trying to swallow my lover’s thick, delicious spend. I put you out of my mind and focused on the man who shared a bed with me. You weren’t going to be at home that night, so it didn’t matter how long I spent with him. In the end, we fucked twice more before we showered and went our separate ways. He loved spanking me. I could feel the dull sting of his hand on my ass when I curled up on our couch that night, alone. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Do you remember our tenth anniversary? I do, though probably not for the reasons you might think. I felt so conflicted in the months leading up to the date. Was it worth celebrating something that was – to me at least – a sham? How could I pretend to be a happily married wife of a decade, when I had been throwing myself at other men for the last four years? I was working harder than ever by that point – probably the hardest I ever worked. I barely came home, except for weekends. Maybe a part of me really did feel guilty after all. I couldn’t stand the sad puppy-dog eyes you kept giving me in the few shorts hours we were together. I felt bad for not being as home as much as I should have been – a mad, crazy thought, given that I was genuinely being kept busy by my work. I barely had time for lunch breaks, let alone passionate affairs with other men. 
 
    You saw how stressed I became. How exhausted I was. You were so sweet to me, so kind. You tried your best. Sometimes you made dinner for the two of us. Of course, I was never home on time, so you had to reheat it for later. You never made it right – overcooked meat, undercooked vegetables, watery soup, burned rice – but you tried and I appreciated that. I started to think that maybe I should try again. Really try. Focus on us. Focus on you. I could learn to be happy with what we had. I could learn to be happy with the small, sheltered life we had made together. 
 
    You were so excited about our anniversary. Your infectious enthusiasm and excitement eventually convinced me that a tenth anniversary was worth caring about. I did, too. I cared about it. For you. I listened with excited curiosity as you hinted at the wonderful and exciting plans you had made. I really did get excited when I thought of all the things we could do together. You hinted that I would need to take a couple days off work. You hinted that I would need a suitcase. 
 
    For a brief moment, I entertained the idea that you were planning something special. Something romantic. Something above and beyond to make me feel like the most special woman in the world. To make me feel like your wife – loved and treasured and desired. 
 
    The day of our anniversary finally arrived. You were beaming the whole day. I had taken two whole days off work – not an easy feat, considering that I was now a team supervisor and responsible for overseeing six employees and meeting our targets – but I did it for you and I did it with a smile. 
 
    We loaded our suitcases into the car and hit the open road. You were beaming with happiness and giggling to yourself. We listened to our old car playlist, the same CD we had the first time we left our old town. We sang along to the old songs and laughed. I allowed myself to slip back in time, to feel the same way I did when I was younger. The same way I did when we first moved away, ten years before, newly married and full of joy and possibilities. What a difference a decade makes, huh? 
 
    About an hour into our journey, I realized we weren’t heading for the airport. 
 
    ‘Where are we going?’ I asked. 
 
    You didn’t answer. You just smiled your sweet-but-infuriating I’ve-got-a-secret smile and kept driving. You were always terrible at keeping secrets. I can always tell when you’ve bought my birthday present from the shit-eating grin you fail to suppress. I always know when you’re planning something in secret because you always look guilty. You’ve never been able to lie to me. Sometimes I wish you would find a woman and fuck her on the side, but you’d never be able to keep it hidden from me. Only one of us is an accomplished liar. 
 
    By the second hour, I began to suspect what you had planned for us, the ‘special surprise’ you had arranged to celebrate our tenth wedding anniversary. I kept quiet, but I felt a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach, like I was being submerged deep beneath the sea. By the third hour, I was sitting in silence, staring at the road ahead, listening to you sing along to the old playlist for the fifth time, totally oblivious to me. By the fourth hour, I knew for certain where we were going, but it was far too late to turn around. My heart sank. We passed signs pointing the way forward, pointing to the one place I hoped we would never go. The one place you thought it would be cute to spend our tenth wedding anniversary. 
 
    Our old home town. 
 
    We pulled up outside the diner, the place we first met, four and a half hours after leaving home. It was exactly the same as I remembered it. Gaudy and bright and packed full of shiny chrome surfaces. You were beaming with happiness. So proud of yourself. So delighted with your idea. Did you forget how much I hated this town? Did you forget all the long, emotional conversations we shared in the park, talking about the future and how much we wanted to leave this place? Did you really think this was the best thing we could do together? Part of me thought – hoped, even – that you had booked a hotel somewhere for us to get wild and naughty and naked together. Silly me. Once again, I forgot that your sexual desires ended with our marriage. 
 
    I got out of the car and looked around. It was like time had frozen. Everything I saw was exactly the same as I remembered it. The trees. The roads. Even the faces seemed the same. It was still the same place it always had been. The air smelled the same as I remembered. 
 
    I’ll never forget the look on your face as we stood in the diner parking lot for the first time in ten years. You smiled in triumph, as though proud of yourself for having come back here. As though taking this lengthy trip back in time was worth the effort. As though our lives had always meant to come back here. 
 
    Once again, the vast difference in our worldview was laid bare before me. You thought this was cute. You thought this was something I would enjoy. You thought this was romantic. Maybe it was, in a way – returning to the place we first met. But we could have gone to any diner in the world and it would have felt the same to me. Revisiting the past like this just left a bad taste in my mouth. 
 
    That was how we spent our tenth anniversary together. Sitting in the diner where we first met. Drinking milkshakes. You, grinning like an idiot. Me, trying to force myself to feel positive about this experience, despite how exhausted and disappointed and angry I was. I tried to look on the bright side – most guys wouldn’t even remember their anniversary. Most guys wouldn’t think about doing something like this. You were trying to be sweet. You really thought I would like this trip down memory lane. 
 
    We sat in the diner and drank milkshakes and ate a greasy meal on cheap, well-used plates. You were talking excitedly the whole time, telling me all the things we should do while we were in town. I just wanted to leave and go home. I never wanted to go back to that place. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I never told you this, but I visited my family while we were in town. You wanted to visit your old high school buddies, so I let you go. Made some excuse about being tired. Said I would stay in the hotel room. I made it ten minutes after you left before I became too restless and walked out. My feet carried me along roads that belonged far in the past. I walked down leafy streets and familiar sidewalks and past old landmarks I used to know so very well. Before I realized where I was going, it was too late. I was outside my old home. The place where I grew up. Good memories. Bad times. All long since put behind me. I gritted my teeth and knocked on the door. 
 
    They were all still there. Still exactly as I had left them ten years before, when we moved out and ran away. My mom, dad, and my brothers. We hadn’t seen each other since my wedding day. My dad hugged me and said he was sorry for not being around much when I was a kid. My brothers made the same old jokes about me. Mom… she forced a thin-lipped smile and asked how I was doing. By that time, I was earning more money than any of them. My clothes probably cost more than my brothers made in a week. I didn’t feel a connection with any of them. I had always been the odd one out as a kid. Now I was an adult, it was even more obvious that I didn’t belong. 
 
    I left soon after. I didn’t leave my number. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Our anniversary should have been some wonderful, magical milestone for us. I know other married couples who saw the moment as one of the best of their lives, a treasure to be celebrated and fondly remembered forever. Our ten-year milestone was more like a cruel joke. I was trapped in the last place I ever wanted to see again and my husband was totally oblivious to my feelings and I hadn’t been faithful to you in over four years. That’s how I remember us. The clueless husband and his whore of a wife. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    You had a great time. We went to see the old haunts again. The high school. The bars. You met your old friends and shook their hands and swapped stories and smiled. I sat next to you, wondering how the hell anybody could spend their entire lives in such a small town. Nobody had changed. They were the same people we left behind, with the same narrows minds and attitudes to life. They worked the same jobs they had when they were teenagers. I wore shoes that cost more than they earned in a month. 
 
    There was nothing for me in that place. Not even good memories to revisit. All I wanted to do was get the hell out of there and go home. You thought that our little vacation back in time was sweet and thoughtful. You really thought that I would love the experience. It was painfully obvious to me that you and I were very different people at that stage in our lives and I started to wonder if there was any point in us being married for another ten years. 
 
    Less than a week after we came back home, I fucked a total stranger without a condom for the first time. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I knew I shouldn’t have done it. I knew it was stupid and reckless but I didn’t care. After spending our tenth anniversary trapped in a time warp, I thought it was over between us. I was in a bad place and I wanted to destroy myself. No, I’m not making any excuses and I’m not going to point the finger of blame at you. I’m responsible for my own actions. 
 
    I met him at the gym. I’d seen the guy around a few times, maybe our workout routines lined up, maybe he was a total gym bunny. I don’t know. I never really spoke to him. never even found out his name. Didn’t want to know his name, either. I only wanted him to fuck me. 
 
    It was a Saturday. You kissed me on the cheek and left the house to go and watch whatever ball game was happening that day. I knew you wouldn’t be home until late – or later, if you stopped at a bar on the way home. I had the entire day to myself and nothing to do with it. I chose to go to the gym. I was still angry about our anniversary – a dull, throbbing, impotent rage that I could never express to you or anyone else – and I decided to use that energy to work up a good sweat. 
 
    I felt him notice me when I walked in. I wore a loose shirt over my sports bra and black yoga pants and running shoes. His eyes followed me across the floor. I could feel him watching me. I ignored him and threw myself into a hard, intense workout, trying to burn up all that anger and energy. I pumped and kicked and squatted and ran and pressed until I couldn’t move. My arms and legs and stomach screamed in pain. I lay on my back on the mat, chest heaving, sweat pouring over my skin, feeling almost as though I had been fucked. Almost. That was when my admirer made his move. 
 
    ‘Doing good,’ he said, standing over me. ‘You want a spotter?’ 
 
    Did I know right then that I would be fucking this guy just a few short hours later? Maybe I did, maybe I didn’t. His eyes had lingered on my body for the duration of my workout, but I’d ignored him in order to burn off my anger. Up close, I could see him a little better, and he was a good-looking guy. Short fair hair. Blue eyes. A helluva body. About half a head taller than me. He was the total opposite of you in almost every possible way. He was an alpha male. Aggressive. Dominant. Knew what he wanted. 
 
    I said, sure, I would love for him to spot me. I was pretty much finished and beyond exhausted, but I didn’t mind spending a little while in the company of this man. I liked the way he looked and I like the way he looked at me. He had far more on his mind than just spotting me, and we both knew it. 
 
    We worked out together. He wasn’t much of a teacher, if I’m honest. He insisted on placing his hands on my body to help me bend and stretch. I didn’t stop him. I encouraged him, played dumb, acted like I had no idea where this was leading. 
 
    After the workout, he asked if I wanted to grab a drink. I asked if he wanted to skip the drink and take me back to his place. 
 
    So, less than two hours after he first spoke to me, I was naked in his bed. Moaning in ecstasy. Clawing at his body. Feeling his thick, red-hot cock plunge deep inside my stretched, swollen pussy. He wasn’t wearing a condom and I wasn’t about to tell him to stop and put one on. He pounded me hard and relentlessly. I felt like he was trying to drive me into the bed. I’ve had sex and I’ve made love and I’ve fooled around, but this was different. This was pure animalistic fucking. I came over and over, my body helpless and defenceless and completely submitted to him. I’ve had better, more skilful, more gentle lovers before and since, but that was the best sex of my life. He fucked me hard and fast, his body slamming into me, his hard cock filling me up, my cries filling the air. He bent me over, he spread my legs, he flipped me on my stomach, he grabbed my air, he slapped my ass. He did everything he wanted to me and I let him. 
 
    I knew that I shouldn’t let him come inside me, but when the moment came, I didn’t have the energy, the breath, or the willpower to refuse him. He had already made up his mind that he was going to come in my unprotected pussy. All I could do was grab hold of him and make sure he came as deep inside me as possible. There is no way for me to tell you how fucking good it felt to feel his semen coat the inside of my yearning pussy. I loved it. I felt whole and alive and fulfilled all over again, like I did after we had sex for the first time. It was a wonderful feeling and I didn’t regret it. 
 
    After I finally recovered my breath, he made me clean his cock with my tongue until he got hard again. He grabbed me by the hair and forced my head down on his glistening, slippery shaft and pushed his length deep into my throat. I moaned like a wild animal. I could feel his hot come slowly leaking out of me and the feeling of having my mouth and my pussy used like that drove me wild. If he told me he wanted to fuck my ass, I’d have let him. He was that kind of a man. He knew what he wanted from me and he knew how to get it. 
 
    That’s the difference between you and him. On those rare occasions when you want me to pleasure you with my mouth, you beg and plead and look at me with big puppy-dog eyes and whimper. This man was a beast. He demanded and took and overpowered me. I don’t deny you things because I don’t want to do them. I like giving blowjobs and acting like a whore. I deny you because I like the power of denying you. Anytime you beg me to pleasure you with my mouth, you give me the power to deny you. That power is more intensely arousing to me than the act of oral sex. Likewise, the act of losing that power is even more exciting than gaining it. So, while you beg and plead, he demands and takes and I love it. I crave it. If you were a real man, you wouldn’t beg me for anything. You’d overpower me and hold me down and force yourself on me and I would love every dirty second of it. 
 
    We fucked once more before I left, with just as much urgency and passion and intensity, but this time I took the lead. Or maybe he let me take the lead, I don’t know. I rode him hard and fast as his lips and tongue caressed my breasts and nipples. My tight pussy gripped his bare cock and I moaned for him and told him how much I loved his cock and how good he felt inside me. He just grinned and slapped my ass and thrust up into me. God, I fucking loved it. I’m getting excited now, just remembering it, all these years later. Like I said, this was the best sex of my life, despite what I may have told you… and several others. 
 
    When he finally climaxed again, he rolled me over and pinned me down and emptied his load inside me for the second time. It felt just as incredible as before. This time, however, I begged him to come inside me. He grabbed my wrists and held me in place – as though there was a chance in hell that I would try to escape. 
 
    I showered at his place, trying to clean his come out and dressed in my sweaty gym clothes and came back home and showered again. I could still feel his semen inside me. it felt fantastic. I went to the pharmacist and got some pills to make sure nothing unexpected would happen. You came back drunk from the ball game and put your hand on my thigh and smiled at me. I told you that I was feeling tired. You didn’t resist. You went to sleep beside me without complaint. I lay there for a while, watching you. I felt much better about us. My anger and aggression and frustration had gone, fucked out of me by a muscular jock from the gym. I never saw him again. I cancelled my membership and started using the company-exclusive gym instead. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    After this, we had a talk about protection. I wanted to stop using condoms with you. We agreed that we didn’t want children – not at that point, anyway. I started taking birth control. You were unsure at first, but you came around soon enough. The first time you came inside me was nice. Pleasant. You didn’t make the earth move and you didn’t blow my mind, but I enjoyed it. We stopped using condoms entirely. I still made my one-time lovers wear them, but you had the privilege of coming inside me. It made me feel a little closer to you and brought us back together. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The closest we ever came to splitting up was after my big promotion. I’m sure you remember it. My years of hard work finally paid off and I was promoted to become the head of a new department. It came with several benefits, including a higher salary, a company car... and a move to a new state. I couldn’t believe it. I was so delighted. After years and years in our crappy little apartment – the apartment you swore was totally right for us, no matter how small and shabby it was – we could finally move somewhere new and fresh and exciting! I was breathless with excitement the whole time I told you the good news. It was everything I wanted – a new adventure, a great salary, a fresh start, and my dream job. I was almost crying in happiness as I sat opposite you and held your hand and told you my news. 
 
    And, of course, you managed to crap all over it. You didn’t mean to. You thought you were being practical when you spoke about the difficulties of moving and the trouble and stress it would cause. My heart almost broke. I had finally achieved everything I wanted from the moment I started working at the company and all you could do was bitch and moan about packing your shit up in boxes. I could have slapped you. 
 
    We had our first real fight that night. I told you that I was going to take the job. It was what I wanted. You argued and said that you couldn’t move – you had a job, commitments, friends. You couldn’t possibly move away from it all at short notice. We went back and forth, over and over again. You dug your heels in and refused to move. You couldn’t see it my way. You weren’t happy for me. I couldn’t believe what a fucking asshole you were being about the whole thing. You didn’t even congratulate me. 
 
    Things were bad for a while. My company wanted me to move within three months. They offered to pay for a hotel until I found a place to live. You kept insisting it was impossible for us to move. You were far too attached to our crappy little apartment, while I was looking forward to leaving it behind. Once again, the differences between us were laid bare. I wanted to move on, you wanted to stay still. We argued. We stayed silent. We found excuses not to be in the same room as one another. I really believed it was the end for our marriage and entered a bad phase. I fucked at least three different men a week during that time. I almost wanted you to find out about my infidelities. At least that way I could move on and start fresh. 
 
    In the end, you relented. It took several weeks, but finally you came around. You realized that I was serious. You came to me with tears in your eyes and told me how much you loved me. You talked about making it work. You told me that you could find another job. We both shed tears and hugged and lay in bed together, fully dressed, for hours. I felt something like guilt pierce my heart for the first time. Not because I felt bad about fucking so many strange men behind your back, but because I’d felt relieved at the idea of leaving you. 
 
    Somehow, someway, we made it work. We packed up our life into cardboard boxes and sent everything into storage. Together, we moved to a whole new state. Together, we found a place to live. Together, we built a new home. A much larger, nicer, more modern home, with freshly painted walls and new furniture. I have never been so proud of our marriage as I was on the day we stood in the front yard and looked at our new home, ready to create new memories. The oblivious husband and his whore of a wife. We could make it work. We could do anything. 
 
    It was a fresh start for both of us. You got a job as the manager of a construction firm, exceeding my wildest dreams. I was certain you would settle back into the same old routine, but you didn’t. You surprised me. You aimed higher and you tried to make something of yourself. I was proud of you. 
 
    I threw myself into my new role. I was important and I was respected. I lead a team and worked long hours. It was hard work, but I loved it. I had earned it. I started to believe that maybe I could change. Maybe I could become a better wife. Maybe I could be faithful to you. 
 
    Then I met Logan. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    That was four years ago now. We had been married fourteen years. I had been faithful for the first six. We had been living in our new home for two years. In that time, I had not slept with anyone other than you. Yes, it was difficult. Yes, I’d had plenty of offers. Yes, I had turned them all down, out of respect for you. If you could change, then I could change, too. The years wore on and we fell back into our routine. Work. Eat. Sleep. Saturday sports. Sunday morning sex. Same shit, different state. Heaven forfend we do anything different – heaven forfend that you decide to fuck me on a different day of the week. 
 
    I was on a long lunch break – one of my perks in being a manager – and sitting outside my favorite café, an overpriced little family-run place known as ‘the Joint’. I sat outside on the little fenced-in terrace section, slowly eating my lunch and wondering how the fuck my life turned out this way and if I could ever really be happy. The Joint was pretty busy that day, with all the other tables occupied and a constant stream of people passing through the front doors. I ignored everyone and concentrated on eating, but my thoughts were interrupted by a man’s voice. 
 
    ‘Mind if I sit here?’ 
 
    I looked up and saw a tall man standing over me. He looked to be a few years older than me – his fair hair was turning gray from the temples and he had several deep lines and wrinkles on his face. He wore plain, dark clothes. He was a fairly good-looking man. No, I didn’t mind if he shared the table with me. 
 
    I gestured at the spare seat and carried on eating. He sat opposite me and ate some pasta. We didn’t say a word to each other. I made eyes at him. He was tall and good-looking, with a certain worldliness I found both intriguing and appealing. 
 
    He looked at me and smiled. I knew he was picking up on the vibes I was giving out. He didn’t say anything. We ate together in silence, and when we were finished, we sat together in silence. He held up a cigarette, one eyebrow raised. I shrugged. He put the cigarette to his lips and flicked his lighter and puffed a couple if plumes of white smoke into the air. He leaned back and smoked and studied me. He didn’t leer at me, or make me feel uncomfortable. His eyes swept across me, like an art enthusiast studying a classical painting. I felt admired and valued, rather than ogled and objectified. Besides, I was studying him just as intently. 
 
    He smoked his cigarette in silence, watching me watch him, until finally he jabbed the butt down into the tray. 
 
    ‘Same time tomorrow?’ he said. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    He got up from the table and left suddenly as he had arrived, leaving he with a lingering scent of his cigarette and a strange feeling of mild disappointment that he didn’t try to take my flirtatious eyes any further. 
 
    We met the next day, and the day after, too. By the fourth day, we were talking like regular people, instead of trying to seduce each other in silence. I found out that his name was Logan. He was – and still is – a professor of literature at the college nearby. He was pushing fifty, but he possessed more life and energy and spark than you did when you were twenty. He was single following a divorce a few years back, no children. He was smart and interesting and articulate and passionate about literature. You know how much I’ve always loved books. We spoke at length about our favorite novels and the beauty of the written word. I found myself growing more and more attracted to this man with every passing day. I even began to look forward to our lunchtime rendezvous. 
 
    On the fifth day, we skipped lunch and went to a cheap hotel nearby to fuck. It was a mutual agreement. I stopped him before he went inside the café and took his hand and we started walking down the street. 
 
    ‘Where are we going?’ he asked. 
 
    I leaned in close and whispered just loud enough for him to hear. 
 
    ‘I want you to fuck me, I said. 
 
    He nodded and tightened his grip on my hand. I took him to a hotel in the area I knew fairly well – the kind of place where the staff don’t get a bad attitude if you check in for an hour at a time and can be trusted to be discreet. I paid for the room and took the key and we half-ran up the stairs. My heart raced and my pussy tingled and I could see the bulge of his excitement in his pants. We barely made it through the door before his hands were on my body. We kissed. I held him tight against me. His hands slid down my body. He lifted up my dress and his fingers deftly slipped under my panties. I moaned into his mouth as his nimble fingers teased my wet sex. He pinned me against the wall and I opened my legs for him and let him touch me and tease me and finger my yearning pussy. By the time he decided I was ready, his fingers were coated and glistening with my slick, silvery juices of excitement. We moved toward the bed, still kissing passionately, trying to remove each other’s clothes as we went. By the time we reached the bed, we’d kicked our shoes off and I had opened his shirt. He pulled a condom out of his wallet and I opened his zipper and gently unrolled the rubber sheathe into place. We were still fully dressed when I straddled him and eased his length inside me. He was gentle and tender and considerate and lasted far, far longer than I was expecting. I lost count of the number of orgasms he gave me that first time. After my third, I had to get off. I couldn’t stay on top any longer. He took the lead and rolled on top, effortlessly taking over and driving me wild. I watched us fucking in the mirror opposite the bed, watching his shaft pound my dripping sex over and over. Finally, he made me get on my hands and knees and he fucked me from behind until he came at long last. We lay on the bed, bodies entwined, his hard cock still inside me, until we recovered enough to move again. We had been having sex for so long that we were going to be late getting back to work. 
 
    ‘Same time tomorrow?’ Logan said, a cheeky glint in his eye. 
 
    I said, ‘Yes.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    That was the beginning of my affair with Logan, an affair that has lasted for the past four years. We never exchanged phone numbers, but I gave him my email address so that we could stay in touch and plan our meetings. In time, we learned to develop a pretty good routine, meeting a couple of times a week and spending our lunch breaks in bed together. Sometimes we met on the weekends, too. After you left the house to go to your ball game for whatever, I would send him an email and ask if he was free. He usually was, and if he wasn’t, he cleared a gap in his schedule for me. After a few weeks, we stopped meeting in hotels and started heading back to Logan’s apartment. I like his home. He has these beautiful oak bookcases stuffed with literature that occupy most of the walls, and deep, comfortable leather chairs, and a few small plants sprouting here and there. His home feels like a professor’s office. Sometimes I feel more comfortable in Logan’s place than I do in ours. I enjoyed going to his home. It added an extra naughtiness to our illicit meetings, an extra frisson of wickedness that I loved. I also enjoyed the lack of pretence in our relationship. We could walk through his door in deepest conversation and head straight to the bedroom and continue talking until our mouths were otherwise occupied. 
 
    Both of us know why we’re doing this, and neither he nor I want anything else. It’s a curious relationship we have, one that I can’t really describe. We’ve been seeing one another for four years now and I’ve not slept with anyone other than Logan... besides you, of course. I don’t consider Logan to be my boyfriend, nor do I feel any kind of emotional attachment or loyalty towards him. We arrange a meeting, we have sex, we part ways. Sometimes we have lunch together on those Saturdays when you’re away for the entire day. I like the time that we spend together. It’s unhurried, casual, and always charged with eroticism. 
 
    He asked about you one time. He gestured to my ring and said, ‘Is that going to be a problem?’ 
 
    I said, ‘Do you want me to take it off when we meet?’ 
 
    He thought for a minute and shook his head. He never brought up my marriage again. 
 
    After a few months, I convinced Logan to stop using condoms. I prefer the intimacy and intensity of skin-to-skin contact and the power of my orgasms when a man climaxes deep inside me. There have been a number of occasions when you have come home from the ball game semi-drunk and you fucked me just a few hours after Logan did the same. I made you keep the lights off so you wouldn’t notice the few slick streaks of Logan’s come leaving trails along your shaft. You never realized the differences in my body. You never realized that my pussy was a little too stretched, a little too inflamed, a little too wet. You never noticed the bored look on my face when you placed your hand on my thigh and went through the motions again. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The closest you ever came to catching me was about nine or ten months ago. I was enjoying an extended lunch break with Logan at the Joint. We weren’t up to anything naughty – not at that moment, anyway. We were sitting out front on the tables along the sidewalk, facing each other. Logan was smoking a cigarette. I was pushing food around my plate, not wanting to go back to work. 
 
    That was when you appeared, out from nowhere. You had the day off and you were heading out to meet some friends and happened to see me there. I can’t imagine what my face looked like when I realized you were standing there. Right next to us. Looking down at the two of us together. Had you heard anything? What had we been talking about? I remember thinking to myself, It’s over. Thank fuck. Finally, everything would be out in the open. 
 
    But you didn’t find anything strange about it. I couldn’t believe it. There you were, catching me at lunch with the man I had been regularly fucking behind your back for the past few years, and you still had no idea. You assumed he was a client and kissed me on the cheek and shook his hand. You introduced yourself to my lover, and then you left us to eat. 
 
    ‘Don’t want to interrupt,’ you said. 
 
    You walked away and Logan and I stared at each other for a long moment, completely stunned. I felt like I did the first night I came home from seeing Michael – on the verge of a heart attack. Logan looked bemused by the exchange, by shaking the hand of the man whose wife he regularly fucked. We sat in silence for a long, long time, until you were far away and out of earshot. Then we laughed. In guilt. In relief. In shock. 
 
    Logan and I fucked later that day. Usually he was careful and gentle and considerate, but meeting you seemed to change something in his mind. He was rough and hard and controlling on that occasion, like he had something to prove to me. He pinned me down and drove himself deep into me and I begged for more. He groped me with the hand that shook yours. He tormented me with the fingers that had brushed yours. He pleasured me with the mouth that had spoken to you. 
 
    I came several times before he was satisfied. I lay there afterward, worn out and glowing, thinking that you should stumble across us at lunch more often. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I’ve been asking myself why I do this. Why do I have affairs with other men when I have a husband at home? Why do I risk everything I hold dear for the sake of a few meaningless flings? Now that I’ve reflected on my life and the path I took, I can name a couple reasons for my infidelities. 
 
    The first is boredom. I loathe being bored. I grew up being bored and restless and craving excitement. I spent most of my childhood feeling bored and isolated and trapped, and that’s exactly how our marriage makes me feel. You don’t want to do anything. The most adventurous thing you’ve ever done was marry me. Since then, nothing. You don’t suggest vacations – I do. You don’t want to go out for dinner – I do. You don’t offer to get in the car and get away for the weekend – I do. Logan is a little break from the routine, a step away from the monotony. He wants to plan vacations for the two of us. He wants to take me to dinner. He wants to get away for the weekend. Why don’t you? 
 
    The second reason is because I crave sexual intimacy more than the same established pattern once a week. I like it when a lover tries something new and unexpected with me. I love to have my hair pulled, my throat squeezed, my ass slapped, my mouth forced around a shaft. I love to be thrown around the bedroom and bent over and have my legs lifted up in the air. I love being dirty and being made to feel dirty. In short, sometimes I want to feel like a woman and less like a wife. And none of my lovers begin their advances by placing their hands on my thigh. Some of them don’t even wait for me to take my clothes off. 
 
    The third reason is because I can. You’ve made it easy for me. I swear, I could come home smelling of sex, with another’s man come on my face and my clothing torn, and you still wouldn’t notice. I used to be so paranoid and so careful. Fresh pairs of clothes. Perfume in any bag I might take. Showers before I came home. Now I come home filled with Logan’s love, sometimes in more than one hole. I taste him on my tongue when we have dinner together. I feel him inside me when we lay in bed. I smell him on my skin when I take my clothes off. I have these affairs because I can. Sometimes I wish you would cheat on me, if only so that you could get a little excitement in your life. But you won’t. You lack the imagination necessary to have an affair and conceal it successfully. You lack the imagination to do anything else with your life. 
 
    So, this is us. The faithful husband and his whore of a wife. Stumbling through life and pretending that everything is fine and nothing is wrong. 
 
    I don’t blame you for any of this. I know what kind of a woman I am. What kind of a wife I’ve been. My indiscretions are my own fault. But – goddammit! – I wish you would show some passion or some impulsiveness or something just once in your life. I’m trying not to blame you for the way I feel, but you’re a big part of the reason I turned out this way. 
 
    This is my final confession to you. My heart is clouded and my body is corrupted. I haven’t been truly yours for over half our marriage. I keep loving you mostly out of habit. I know that, one day, it will be too much effort for me to love you. What feelings I have will wither and die like an old light bulb. Flick, flick, bzzt. Just like that. I wanted to love you forever. Hell, I stood in front of everyone we knew and promised to do just that. But forever is a much longer time than I realized. 
 
    My tale doesn’t have an ending. I am married to you. I love you, in my own tired, thoughtless way. But I cannot be faithful to you. We’re two different people, on two different paths, bound by a marriage we have long since moved away from. We had very little in common when we were young and we have even less now. We’re both pushing forty and far too comfortable to make any real change. I don’t think I’ll ever leave you, but I can’t imagine we’ll stay like this forever. You, so trusting and loyal and stuck in the past. Me, so brazen and uncaring and throwing myself at other men. Maybe one day you’ll find out the truth about your sweet, charming wife. Maybe one day you’ll kick open the door and find me on my knees in front of another man. Maybe I’ll make one tiny, fatal slip and you’ll finally put all the clues together and realize you married a heartless whore. 
 
    That’s my confession, in full, as honest as I can make it. I promised you my heart, and I’ve kept that promise, to some extent. But I never said anything about my body. 
 
    Now that this is complete, I’m going to do as I promised. I’m going to throw this letter in Logan’s fireplace and get back into bed with him. I will carry on with my life. I will continue to love you for as long as I can. I will continue to have sex with Logan behind your back, until the day my fragile house of cards finally collapses around me and you learn what kind of wife I really am. 
 
    I love you, my sweet, oblivious, charming, embarrassing, unadventurous, unmotivated, loving husband. 
 
    But it takes effort now. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Unfinished Business 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



I kissed him urgently. Desperately. I tasted him, tasting the alcohol on his breath and mine. I caressed his tongue with my own. My hands roamed his body. Fumbled with his shirt buttons. Alarm bells were screaming inside my mind. I ignored them. Ignored everything except him. 
 
    He grabbed me and squeezed my ass. I groaned into his mouth. My body was burning with intense heat and desire. I wanted him. He wanted me. I could feel his stiff length growing, hardening, strengthening. It grew inside his pants, pressing into my hip. It was so big and firm and thick. My body shuddered with delight. I wanted it. I needed it. 
 
    His hands slid lower and he began to push my skirt up, exposing the tops of my stockings and the smooth skin of my thighs. I moaned again as his red-hot hands brushed my bare skin. The alarms bells in my head still rang and screamed for attention, but I ignored them. Yeah, this was wrong, but it felt so damned right. 
 
    My fingers fumbled over the buttons on his shirt. It was taking too long. I wanted him. Needed him. Now. Right now. Couldn’t wait any longer. I tore his shirt open. Buttons flew free, torn from the shirt. Some hit me. They felt like little rain drops. The rest of the buttons scattered across the room. I heard them falling and bouncing on the hard, wooden floor. 
 
    He groaned in my mouth now. It sounded vaguely amused to my ears. I tossed the shirt over his shoulders and caressed his firm body. My sex burned with need and desire. I needed to take him inside me – right here, right now – and to hell with the screaming alarm inside my head. I knew I shouldn’t be here. I knew I shouldn’t let him slide his hands up my thighs. But what I wanted at that moment – more than anything in the world – was him. I was filled with lust and a burning need for sexual release and he was more than happy to provide it. Tomorrow didn’t matter. The rest of the world didn’t matter. The only thing I cared about in that moment was taking my clothes off for this handsome stranger and being his slut. 
 
    I prized his belt open and unzipped his fly. His hands began to get a little more aggressive, a little more controlling, as they pushed my dress higher and higher, revealing my tiny pink thong. The front of the thong was wet with my passionate, burning need for satisfaction. His hands moved around my body and groped my bare ass cheeks and I moaned once more and leaned back, breaking off the kiss. His eyes gleamed with lust in the half-light of his dark apartment. We hadn’t even made it to the stairs. We were tearing each other’s clothes off in the living room. 
 
    He ran one hand around to the front of my thong and traced my molten slit with a finger. I shuddered with erotic anticipation. I had never done anything like this before. I had never gone home with a stranger. I had never been so wild, or felt so devilishly slutty. I wanted to do everything this man wanted me to do. I wanted to please him. 
 
    I opened his pants and let them fall to the floor. His hard length pushed at his shorts, pulsing like a vein, eager to be free. Eager to be mine. My body trembled at the thought of taking this man inside me. I wanted him. I needed him more than I had ever needed anything in my entire life. 
 
    He smiled as I reached out and took hold of his length, gently grasping him through the thin fabric of his shorts. I could feel the heat of his burning manhood and my sex reacted, flowering open and growing hotter and wetter than ever before. 
 
    I wanted to fuck him so badly. And I was just a few seconds away from having his thick, hot, hard cock inside my tight, hungry sex. 
 
    I would have fucked him, if my phone hadn’t received a message at that exact moment, the soft low chime somehow loud as a firecracker in this stillness of his apartment. I almost ignored it, but a second message quickly followed, another low chime booming through the dark room. My mind told me that it was just the girls in my group chat, talking shit and swapping jokes and funny pictures. Why else would I have received two messages back-to-back? The phone was only going to keep beeping if I didn’t stop it. 
 
    I made an embarrassed expression at the man and stepped back and grabbed my bag from where it had fallen on the floor. He watched me, a curious expression on his face. He was shirtless, pants around his ankles, erection bulging against his shorts. Filtered moonlight falling over his firm body, his chest and flat stomach almost gleaming. 
 
    I was only intending to put my phone on silent mode, but the messages flashed across the screen, bright like a spotlight, glaring into my face. The texts were from Tom. I read the two messages and everything changed. 
 
    The first message read, Twelve hours to go!! 
 
    The second message read, I can’t wait to marry you. 
 
    I felt as though a bucket of cold water had just been dumped over my head. The burning fire in my sex withered and died. Suddenly, I was stone-cold sober. The alarm bells in my head returned, louder than ever. This was wrong. Very wrong. It wasn’t fun or sexy or dangerous anymore. It was wrong, and I was wrong for being here. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ he said. 
 
    ‘I have to go,’ I said. I put my phone in my bag and adjusted my dress, flattening the creases with my hands. 
 
    ‘Did I do something?’ he said. 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    ‘No,’ I said. ‘I just… I shouldn’t have done this. I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘Come on,’ he said. He stepped out of his crumpled pants and put his hands on my bare shoulders. ‘Where were we?’ 
 
    He leaned in to kiss me, but this time I turned my face away. He paused for a brief second, then leaned back to assess me. He must have seen something in my face, because he frowned. I forced a smile. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ he said again. 
 
    ‘I have to go,’ I said. 
 
    ‘Now?’ he said. ‘Did something happen?’ 
 
    I pulled the hem of my dress down, making sure it was back in place and didn’t look as though it had just been pushed up by a horny man. 
 
    ‘No,’ I said. ‘I’m sorry. I wanted this. Really, really wanted this… but I can’t.’ 
 
    His eyes traveled down to the ring on my finger. The ring that Tom had given me a little over a year earlier. The ring that formed the promise of a lifetime together. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry about that,’ he said, a confident, almost arrogant, smile flashing over his lips. ‘It’s normal to have a little fun.’ 
 
    I brought my hands together and touched the ring, a subconscious need to feel connected to my fiancé. 
 
    ‘I shouldn’t,’ I said again. 
 
    He glanced down at himself. At his gorgeous figure, gleaming in the moonlight. At the thick, hard member in his shorts, straining to be unleashed. It was so close. All I had to do was reach out and take it. Who was going to know? I was never going to see this man again. This was a one-tine-only kind of deal… 
 
    ‘I won’t tell him,’ he said, a wicked grin on his face. He kissed me again. 
 
    But the passion and lust inside me had been extinguished. In twelve hours, I would be married to the love of my life. I couldn’t cheat on him. Not now, and not tomorrow, either. I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if I went through with this. I could never look Tom in the eyes if I started our marriage as a cheating slut. I could never forgive myself if I slept with this stranger… much as I wanted to. The thick, throbbing bulge in his shorts was deliciously tempting, but the fire had gone out now. 
 
    I shook my head and stepped back from him. I turned and walked away without saying another word. I left the stranger in his apartment, half-naked, his erection screaming for release, and went home. 
 
    The next day, I got married and tried to forget about that half-naked stranger. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, fuck!’ 
 
    I toss my head back into the pillows and moan as Tom sinks his manhood into my aching sex. It feels so perfect, like we were made for each other. My velvet folds grip his hard length, caressing him, teasing him. I open my legs wider and wrap my arms around his back. My husband breathes hard, looking at me with his beautiful brown eyes, eyes so filled with love and desire that my heart almost bursts. He grinds against me, skin on skin, pushing himself deeper inside me, as deep as he can get. I open my legs wider, raising my hips, desperate to feel him all the way inside me. He feels so good, so perfect, but I always want more, I always want to feel him go deeper. I want him to fill me so completely that I can feel him with every fibre of my being. 
 
    Tom kisses me. Our lips meet in a brief, sensual union that sends tingles through my body. He starts to make love to me now, slowly, gently, passionately. His hips rock and buck. His length glides in and out of my wet, aching sex. My womanhood grips and squeezes his shaft with every movement, sending erotic thrills cascading through both of us. I moan softly, breathing hard, gripping his back with my hands. I roll my hips to meet his slow thrusts, trying to force him deeper and harder inside me. I like his slow and gentle movements, but right now I want it hard and fast and aggressive. I want him to fuck me, not make love to me. I need to feel his passion rock my body, as though he can’t get enough of me, as though he needs to drive himself deeper and deeper inside me. I want to lay here afterwards, breathless and weak, as though he’s stolen my energy. I want to feel him inside me for the rest of the day. 
 
    He starts to speed up now, a little fire igniting behind his beautiful eyes. He leans on one arm and squeezes my breasts with the other hand. I love the feel of his hand on my body. I want him to place his hand around my throat. I want him to fuck me like I have something he wants. I want to be totally under his control. 
 
    ‘Harder,’ I say, my voice thick with passion. ‘Come on, baby, fuck me harder.’ 
 
    He grins at me and picks up the pace a little more, my body rocking harder with each successive thrust. I keep moving my hips to meet him, still craving his length deeper and deeper inside me, still yearning for him to fill my body with lust. It’s never quite enough. Never quite perfect. 
 
    I grip him tight, my fingers digging into his flesh. I see him wince a little and anger flashes over his face for a second. I want him to be angry. I want him to take out his anger on me. 
 
    ‘That’s it, baby,’ I say, moaning a little louder now, panting and groaning for him with every stroke. It feels good. Very good. But I’m greedy. I need more. 
 
    I lock my ankles together behind his back, pulling him deeper against me, trying to encourage him to go harder. He squeezes my breasts again and I moan in response. 
 
    ‘Like that,’ I say, as he begins to fuck me harder. ‘Yes, that’s it!’ 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck,’ he says, breathing hard. His body stiffens against mine. ‘Jemma, I’m gonna come!’ 
 
    No, not yet, not yet! 
 
    My husband thrusts once more, as deep as he can get, and trembles in my arms. His cock throbs and twitches inside me. I sigh with delight as thick, hot semen spurts from the tip of his manhood, splashing against the inner walls of my vagina, filling my womb. I groan at the sensation of being filled by my husband. 
 
    He kisses me again, a long and slow and gentle kiss. My body still rocks beneath him. My sex still grips him, trying to milk his shaft for every delicious drop of come. My pussy yearns for more, my own orgasm not quite close enough, but I can already feel his manhood starting to wilt and deflate inside me. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ Tom says, breaking off the kiss. ‘That was amazing.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome,’ I say, with a cheeky grin. I squeeze my sex, giving his manhood one final, playful massage. He groans and gently eases out of me. I can feel his hot come trickling down my sex. I reach down and trail a finger over my soaking slit and shudder at the feeling. I want more. I need more. I’m a greedy wife. 
 
    ‘Happy anniversary, baby,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Five wonderful years,’ he says, getting to his knees and watching me tease myself with a finger. ‘Any regrets?’ 
 
    ‘Only that you haven’t fucked me enough yet.’ 
 
    He laughs. The sound is like music to my ears. I slip a finger inside myself and feel how deliciously hot and wet and I am. 
 
    ‘Plenty of time for more,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Now?’ 
 
    ‘Later.’ 
 
    I pout in mock disapproval and slip a second finger inside my aching slit. It feels good, though not as good as his cock. 
 
    ‘Shit!’ Tom says, looking over at the illuminated numbers of the digital clock on his bedside table. ‘I gotta shower. Gonna be late’ 
 
    He climbs out of bed and walks to the bathroom, his back dotted with little red marks from my fingers and nails. I listen as he turns the shower on, still gently exploring myself with my fingers. I sigh. It feels good… but not good enough. I won’t be able to make myself come. 
 
    I climb out of bed and retrieve my discarded night shorts. I stretch in front of the mirror, smiling at my reflection. Another day married to the love of my life. Another anniversary shared with the man I love. And morning sex – always my favorite way to start the day. I just hope I’m able to come next time. 
 
    I take my robe from the hook on the back of the bedroom door and slip it on. My sex trembles, a nice little ripple of pleasure. My husband’s come trickles down inside me, thick and creamy. Before we married, I would have begged him to come over my breasts, or taken him in my mouth and swallowed him with glee. Before we were married, we would have both called in sick to work and spent the day worshipping one another. I guess times change. 
 
    Tom steps into the shower and I hear the sound of falling water change as it cascades down his body. I open the bedroom door and walk downstairs, through our house, past the photos of our wedding day, past the memories and mementoes of a happy life built and shared. 
 
    The clock hanging in the kitchen says that it’s almost seven. Tom will have to leave soon to beat the traffic. I work a lot closer to home, so I have a little more time. I’ll shower when he leaves, wash his come out of me, freshen myself up for the day ahead. I want to feel good and pretty and sexy for our anniversary dinner tonight. It sucks that we both have work today, but we’ll make it up over this coming weekend, I’m sure. 
 
    I fix us both a light, healthy breakfast and place it on the little island table in the centre of the kitchen. By the time I’ve made the coffee, Tom appears in the doorway, freshly shaved, smelling clean, dressed for work. He grins at me, eyes sparkling as he sees me wearing my robe. 
 
    ‘Do you want breakfast,’ I say, in my best husky phone sex voice, ‘or do you want me?’ 
 
    I begin to open the robe with my fingers, teasing the edges of my bare breasts, looking at him. He swallows. 
 
    ‘Goddamn,’ he says, watching me as I threaten to flash him. Part of me wants to open the robe. Another part of me hopes that he’ll march over here and tear the robe open for me and throw me on the table and toss all the food on the floor and ravage me right here and now. 
 
    ‘Tonight,’ he says. ‘Goddamn. I can’t wait for tonight.’ 
 
    I pout again, partly to tease him, partly in actual disappointment. I really want him to take charge of me. Right here. Right now. I want to see passion and fire and lust and aggression and I want him to take me roughly on the kitchen table like a real man. Not like a husband. Not caring and gentle and delicate. I want to be fucked. 
 
    ‘You okay?’ he says, pulling out the chair and sitting down in front of his plate. 
 
    ‘Fine,’ I say, forcing a smile and sitting down in my own chair and grabbing my fork. ‘Just… five years, you know? Feels like only yesterday I was getting into that dress.’ 
 
    He smiles, his face flooding with warmth and light. 
 
    ‘I know what you mean,’ he says. ‘Feels like it took five years to get you back out of that dress.’ 
 
    I laugh and stab a piece of bacon with the fork. Our wedding night was wonderful. We were both a little drunk, running on adrenaline and buzzing with excitement. We crashed into our hotel room and immediately started trying to undress one another. He was naked in a few seconds, but my dress was a labyrinth of skirts, clips, ties, and corsets. We laughed with delight as he fumbled and stumbled over each layer of the dress, hardly able to breathe. By the time he finally peeled back the final inner lining of the dress, it was almost dawn. Good times. 
 
    ‘What would you like to do tonight?’ I say, thinking, say me. 
 
    He chews and swallows a piece of scrambled egg for a moment, then says, ‘We could meet for dinner after work? That place with the fish?’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ I say, lifting a second piece of bacon to my lips. ‘And after that…?’ 
 
    My husband’s eyes trail down my neck to my chest. My breasts are barely covered by the robe right now, the curve of my chest offering a tantalising glimpse of the treasures concealed within. 
 
    ‘Well,’ he says, ‘I’m hoping we could pick up where we left off earlier…’ 
 
    He grins at me. I return his smile. 
 
    ‘Good,’ I say, ‘because I really, really, need more…’ 
 
    We gaze at each other for a long moment. For a brief second, I allow myself to believe that he’s going to stand up and grab me and throw me down and have his way with me. But he doesn’t. Instead he turns his attention back to the plate in front of him and devours the rest of his breakfast. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ he says. ‘That was fantastic.’ 
 
    Tom stands up from the table. He kisses my forehead. I sigh at the feeling. It makes me feel safe and warm. 
 
    My husband leaves the table and heads out of the kitchen. I hear his footsteps through the house as he gathers his things. I finish my breakfast alone. Tom’s warm come is still inside me, gently trickling through my hungry, unsatisfied body. 
 
    I sigh and load the used plates into the dishwasher. Was married life supposed to be like this? I’d heard stories about the so-called ‘spark’ dying as the years rolled by, but I never really thought it would happen to us. Tom and I were together for five wonderful years before he proposed to me, and the spark was still alive and well for all that time. Even when we moved in together, we were still happy and madly in love and pulling each other’s clothes off every spare second. He would give me that look and his eyes would sparkle and our bodies would meld together as we passionately tried to show each other how much we cared. 
 
    But things have slowly started to change these past few years. He started to put more effort into working and looking after our home than into keeping me satisfied. Our nights used to be filled with passionate sex and the sound of my moans. Now I’m lucky if we have sex once a month. I’m even luckier if he lasts long enough for me to climax first. It’s as though he stopped trying once the ring was on my finger. Like he knew I wasn’t going anywhere and he didn’t have to worry about keeping me satisfied. We only had that brief clinch this morning because it’s our anniversary. 
 
    I wipe the table with a damp cloth and mentally kick myself for thinking such mean thoughts about my husband. I love him dearly. He makes my life complete and I couldn’t imagine where I’d be now if we hadn’t met. Sure, he has his strengths and weaknesses, but who doesn’t? I’m sure I do things that annoy him as well. 
 
    The clock on the wall says it’s almost half past seven. Shit. I was hoping to pleasure myself a little before I had to leave the house, but there’s not enough time. Guess I’ll have the spend the day horny and unsatisfied. 
 
    Like always. 
 
    I take the stairs two at a time and hang the robe on the back of the bedroom door. There’s nothing that makes me feel sexier than walking around in just my shorts. I remember the morning after Tom and I first slept together. I climbed out of bed and put on some shorts and walked around like this. He watched my ass sway back and forth. Watched my bare breasts glow in the morning light. Within a few minutes, he was raring to go again, despite the long night of lovemaking we had just enjoyed. Every time I wear shorts around the house, I think of that memory and smile. 
 
    My outfit for today is smart and simple – black knee-length skirt and a pale blue blouse. I have a team meeting this morning with a regional manager, so I need to look more professional than usual. I take off my shorts, feeling the wonderfully sticky sensation of my husband’s come on the inside of the fabric, and toss them in the laundry. I’ll shower tonight. The idea of spending a day filled with my husband’s love is both wicked and delightful. 
 
    I open my underwear drawer and select a simple white bra that won’t show up beneath my blouse. It gives my C-cup breasts a little boost, makes them look fuller and perkier. I always think my breasts are too small, but Tom disagrees. He’s so sweet. 
 
    I pause for a moment, trying to decide what panties to wear. I’m going to work for most of the day… but heading straight to our anniversary dinner afterward. I definitely want to feel – and look – sexy tonight. Hopefully Tom will want to tear my clothes off and finish what he started this morning… 
 
    That leaves only one sensible choice. I reach into my collection of panties and select one of my favorites, a tiny pink thong. I rarely get the chance to wear anything like this, but I always love how it makes me feel. I love knowing that I’m wearing something so small and revealing, while nobody around me has a clue. It makes me feel wild and naughty and dirty. I can already picture my husband’s face when he unzips my skirt and sees my cute little ass with the pink strip of fabric nestled between my cheeks. There are few things that will turn a man on more than the sudden transformation from wife to slut. 
 
    I get a naughty thrill, a flaring spark deep in my sex. I love turning him on. I love to excite him. It’s something that has always thrilled me. Even before Tom and I first met, I loved to see the look in a man’s face when I dropped the pretence of being a respectable, sophisticated woman and became his passionate slut. I loved to see my man’s expression change in that moment – the surprise, a hint of confusion, the delighted smile, and the sudden burst of aggressive lust. It was like a light had been turned on behind their eyes and suddenly they could see me for who I really was. 
 
    I wasn’t exactly a slut in my youth – not compared to some of my friends, anyway. I knew a girl who got gangbanged at least twice at a couple of house parties and another who loved to fool around in her boyfriend’s car in parking lots where people were sure to see them. By those standards, my early days of experimentation and seduction are positively tame. Maybe that’s why I feel the way I do on mornings like this – I never fully embraced my wild, naughty side. I’ve always felt as though I missed out on those wild experiences and naughty memories. But would I have this wonderful life if I had experienced all those things? Once again, I mentally kick myself for not appreciating the things I have right now. I have a husband who adores me and a home and a decent job with a good wage. What does it matter that I never sucked a bunch of stranger’s dicks at a house party? 
 
    ‘Shit,’ I say under my breath as I glance at my watch. I gotta hurry up. I’m going to be late for work. 
 
    I push aside my thoughts and fantasies and memories and focus on getting ready for work. Ten minutes later, I examine myself in front of the mirror and see a smartly dressed, professional-looking office worker ready for a new day. I’ve complimented the black skirt with a pair of stockings and some smart black heels. I look good. Really good. For both the office and dinner afterwards. 
 
    The tiny band of the thong rests comfortably between my ass cheeks. I smile at my reflection, enjoying this naughty little secret, and head downstairs. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I take my place at the meeting table and put my Styrofoam cup of coffee down in front of me. The room is full, every other chair taken except for the seat designated at the head of the long table. I glance around at my co-workers, the other team leaders from various departments within the company. Everyone is smartly dressed ready to begin. Everyone is doing their best to appear unconcerned by the thought of a meeting with a regional manager. I fix a casual smile on my face and get comfortable in my chair. My insides are squirming. I hate the pressure of these kinds of meetings. Everyone tries to one-up each other. Everyone tries to shit on another department. 
 
    A few quiet minutes pass. We make idle conversation about the morning’s traffic and the whether or not the clear blue skies will hold until five o’clock. I sip at the coffee. It tastes foul and almost burns my damn mouth, but it’s company coffee and it’s free, so I decide not to throw it out. 
 
    About ten minutes after we were supposed to have started, the door finally opens and Ewan, the regional manager, enters the room. He walks with a swagger that does not suit him. He’s half a foot shorter than me – even when I’m not wearing heels – and his face resembles a sponge mid-squeeze, all thick lines and wrinkles. The man looks thirty years older than he really is, and this image is not helped by his incredibly bushy eyebrows or the thick patches of arm hair that poke out from under his sleeves. 
 
    Ewan pulls out the chair at the head of the table and starts talking, beginning the meeting without any preamble or even an apology for keeping us all waiting. I watch his face attentively, nodding when appropriate and keeping my face neutral. He talks in a flat, monotonous voice that threatens to send me to sleep. I take occasional sips of coffee, the boiling liquid forcing me to stay awake and alert. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ Ewan says, suddenly breaking off his never-ending monologue of facts, figures, and formulas, ‘that reminds me, I have an announcement to make.’ The sudden upward inflection in his voice snaps me upright. 
 
    He stands up and gestures toward the door. It opens, the sound drawing the eyes of everyone in the room. A man walks into the room, an embarrassed smile on his face. He’s a good-looking man. Maybe a few years older than myself. He’s dressed for the office – suit and tie – and his hair is neatly styled to appear young and trendy. On Ewan, this hairstyle would look ridiculous, but it suits the stranger, giving him a curiously boyish charm. 
 
    ‘This is Trey,’ Ewan says. ‘As of next month, he will be taking over my role. I’m moving on to new pastures. I know you’ll all give him the same great work you gave me.’ 
 
    Trey nods at us and looks around the room from face to face, smiling. He turns to me and his smile falters for a split second, then widens an imperceptible fraction. It happens so quickly that I barely register the sudden flicker on his face. 
 
    ‘I’ll be spending my final month getting Trey up to speed,’ Ewan says. His voice starts to fade into the background. My eyes are fixed on Trey’s face, even as he looks away, his attention focussed on Ewan. There’s something about Trey. Something I can’t quite place. It’s like an itch at the back of my head, inside my brain. I frown, puzzled, trying to figure out what this feeling is and why I’m experiencing it. 
 
    Ewan’s voice suddenly comes back into my ear. He says, ‘…and I know that Trey wants to work closely with all of you in the coming days. Would you like to introduce yourself, Trey?’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ Trey says, his voice strong and confident, despite the practiced smile of embarrassment he wears. ‘I’m Trey Davis. I’m new to this company, but I’ve been working in a similar role across the industry for the past twenty years. Last year, I helped steer Rex-Morgan to record-breaking profits, and I’m looking to do the same here.’ 
 
    I glance at the other team leaders sitting around the desk. The men look suitably impressed, while the women… the women look impressed for a different reason. I see sparkling eyes and barely-suppressed smiles. Trey is making a good impression on them, but not for the reason he might think. 
 
    Trey talks for a few more minutes, giving us a brief history of his achievements and an overview of his management style. I zone out again, that itching clawing at the back of my mind. What is it about this guy? Have I seen him before? Have we met? 
 
    That’s it! The itch grows in intensity now. I vaguely recognize his face, but I can’t place him. Have we worked together? Maybe we shared a class in college. Or maybe I’ve seen him around somewhere – the grocery store, a bus, a bar? 
 
    He keeps talking, slowly looking around the room at us all. I zone back in to catch his final word. 
 
    ‘I hope we can enjoy ourselves while we work,’ he says, and his eyes fix on mine. ‘After all, it’s normal to have a little fun.’ 
 
    And suddenly I know why I recognize him. My insides jolt as though I’ve been struck by lightning. I grip my Styrofoam cup in both hands to keep my hands from trembling and avert my eyes, staring down at the floor as though I’m trying to burn a hole in the thin carpet. I feel his gaze slide over me like a blanket over a bed. Heat rushes to my cheeks. A single thought runs through my mind, like a sudden bulletin that interrupts cable news: 
 
    This can’t be happening. This can’t be happening. This can’t be happening. 
 
    The room seems to darken around me, as though the lights have all been dimmed. The sound of voices fades away. All I can hear is my own thumping heartbeat. My breath seems to rip through my chest. 
 
    I am suddenly ripped back in time, five full years. Before I married my husband. Before I walked down the aisle. The night before my wedding. 
 
    When I met a handsome stranger at a bar. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I should have been in bed, but I couldn’t sleep. My friends were all staying at the hotel, but I didn’t want to go and see them. All they wanted to talk about was the wedding and, after a year planning it, I wanted a night off. I wanted to be alone for a while and think about the path my life had taken and consider the road that still lay ahead. 
 
    I put on my sexy pink thong and my favorite dress and left the house. It was late, but not too late. The bars were still open and that was all that mattered. I walked along the street in my heels and hailed the first cab I saw. It drove me to my favorite watering hole, a place that I used to visit every Saturday night when I was young and single. I had enjoyed many a night in this place, drinking too much and dancing too hard and wearing too little. 
 
    The familiar aromas filled the air as I walked inside and grabbed the last remaining stool at the end of the bar. The jukebox had long since been removed, but music continued to pump steadily from speakers fixed to the corners of the room. The pool table was still at the back of the room, looking like it had seen better days. There were less tables than I remembered. Most people seemed to be standing in small congregations, talking loudly to be heard over the music. The place was maybe about half-full. 
 
    I ordered a beer and sat alone for a while, nursing the bottle, forcing myself not to think about the next day. I thought about the things I had done with my life. The goals I had achieved. The things I still had yet to do. The goals I still had yet to achieve. 
 
    Over and over, my mind kept coming back to that same question. What if I regret it? 
 
    It was only pre-wedding jitters and I knew it. Just my overworked, exhausted mind running through worst-case scenarios and trying to scare me off. All brides went through this phase. I had been expecting it. They call it ‘cold feet’. 
 
    But, still… the voice had a point. What if, years from now, I suddenly ran into someone who was better for me than Tom? What if Tom wasn’t right for me? 
 
    My gloomy thoughts were suddenly interrupted by a man appearing at my side. He motioned for the bartender and ordered two drinks. He glanced at me. I didn’t see it so much as feel it. I could feel his presence. Strong, masculine, commanding. Some guys have that powerful, authoritative aura of command, and it was coming off this guy in waves. I could almost smell it. 
 
    I felt my eyes drawn up to his face. I couldn’t have look away if I tried. 
 
    He paid the bartender and placed the two drinks down in front of me. He lifted one to his mouth and pushed the other in my direction. I raised an eyebrow and he grinned at me. It was a nice smile. Warm. Reassuring. Confident. I liked it. 
 
    I accepted his beer and put it next to my own. I had no intention of doing anything in return, I was merely taking an offered drink from a man in a bar. 
 
    He started talking to me. A day later, I wouldn’t be able to recall his opening gambit, but I did remember that it made me laugh and I felt my guard slowly wilting. All the nagging thoughts and worries and fears that had been marching through my head over and over just a few moments before were now fading into silence, chased out of my mind by this stranger’s smooth, calming voice. I liked the way he looked at me. I liked the way he smiled at me. I also liked him. He was good-looking. Solidly built. Maybe a few years older than myself, but in the dim lights of the bar, it was hard to tell for sure. 
 
    We talked about everything and nothing. I told him about my job, my college years, the vacations I’d been on. He talked about his work, his life, his hobbies. For the first time since Tom had proposed, I forgot all about the wedding. 
 
    If the man at my side noticed the ring on my finger, he ignored it. I was fine with that. I wouldn’t have denied it if he had asked, but he didn’t and I chose not to bring it up. Why spoil a nice moment? It had been so long since any man had flirted with me. Even longer since any man had tried to woo me. It felt good to be wanted again. To be desired. To have an attractive man lust after me. 
 
    I wasn’t fooling myself. I knew exactly why he was talking to me. He had seen a woman sitting by herself in a bar and made his move. He wasn’t doing to keep me company out of the goodness of his heart. No, this handsome stranger had exactly one thing on his mind, and I could feel it growing warm between my thighs. 
 
    My body was responding to his advances. As much as I tried to ignore the feeling, or push it aside, or deny it altogether, I knew it was there. He was attractive and funny and charming and I felt myself weakening with every minute that passed in his company. It was wrong and I knew it, but this knowledge only made it feel more exciting. More intense. More delicious. 
 
    I almost squirmed in my stool when he leaned closer and brushed a loose strand of hair behind my ear. Electricity seemed to spark between us. The touch of his hands against my cheek sent shockwaves throughout my body and I felt my womanhood burning hotter than ever before. 
 
    One beer turned into two. Into three. We tried for a fourth, but the bar was closing. I felt my heart sink by the sudden unexpected crash of reality returning. My little detour was over. It was time to go back home. 
 
    When he turned to me and asked if I wanted to get a couple drinks at his place, I knew what the right answer was. I knew that I was supposed to say no. I knew that I should not leave the bar with this man. I knew I could not be trusted to behave around him. 
 
    But he smiled his handsome smile and placed his hand on my shoulder and my mouth opened and I told him that, yes, I would love to have another beer. It was harmless. Innocent. I wouldn’t let anything happen. 
 
    We left the bar together and walked along the quiet street. I remember looking up at the stars and wondering if they were judging me for what I was doing. I remember the chill in the air that made my nipples harden under my dress. I remember the way his eyes flicked down at the two firm points on my chest as we walked. 
 
    I don’t remember who initiated the first kiss. Maybe it was me and I blocked it out. I hope it was him, though it doesn’t absolve me of any guilt. One minute we were walking along the quiet street, carefully threading our way through the side streets and back alleys to the little congregation of apartment blocks, the next, we were passionately making out, my back pressed up against a wall, his hands on my body, my tongue in his mouth, my brain screaming at me to stop. 
 
    I didn’t. 
 
    It was like a fire had been ignited inside me. The flames wrapped around every pore of my being, burning brighter and hotter with every passing second. Erotic heat flooded my sex and I felt my hips parting right there in the alley, ready to receive him if he so wished. His hands explored my body, over the dress at first, then slipping inside and cupping my breasts, teasing my hard nipples. 
 
    I moaned for him like a slut in heat. 
 
    He responded by kissing me harder, grinding his body into mine. I could feel his excitement growing against my thigh and that knowledge made me burn even hotter with lust. I was wet and getting more turned on with every passing second. It was wrong and I was bad for wanting it, but that only made the moment more exciting. 
 
    I grabbed his ass and squeezed and pulled him against me. He pinned me against the wall with his aggressive lust, preventing me from escaping, even if I wanted to. I moaned for him again. 
 
    When he finally broke off the kiss, his eyes were glazed over with lust and arousal. I bit my bottom lip, trying to look like a sexy, innocent fuck toy. I wanted him to take me, right there in the alley. I wanted to come for him. I wanted him to make me come. 
 
    He grabbed my hand and said, ‘Come on, we’re close. I gotta get you home.’ 
 
    We practically ran back to his place, my feet clattering along in my heels as fast as I could go. Alarm bells screamed in my head, telling me to stop this, to stop this and go home. I was engaged. I would be married to my fiancé in the morning. 
 
    But I couldn’t stop. For the first time since I agreed to me Tom’s wife, I felt alive and awake and my heart was beating faster than ever before. I didn’t want this feeling to end. 
 
    We finally made it to his place. We took the stairs two at a time, unable to wait for the elevator. We crashed through his apartment door and our hands were on each other in seconds. 
 
    I started to undress him. He started to undress me. There was nothing on earth that could have stopped this from happening. 
 
    Except for those two short text messages from Tom. 
 
    Twelve hours to go!! 
 
    I can’t wait to marry you. 
 
    Just like that, it was over. My feelings of excitement and lust and wanton, slutty need were replaced by shame and embarrassment and crippling humiliation. How could I do this to him? How could I even consider getting married if I started our lives together as a liar, a cheat, a fraud? He would never do this to me. 
 
    My handsome stranger tried to convince me to stay. His manhood looked incredible in his shorts – big and thick and all for me – but I couldn’t bring myself to do it anymore. 
 
    I walked out of that apartment, leaving him half-naked and fully-erect, and went back home. I put him out of my mind. I got married the next day. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The last time I saw Trey Davis, he had been standing in his apartment. His shirt was on the floor. His pants were discarded and forgotten. His bulging erection was straining at his boxers, yearning to be unleashed. 
 
    Now I’m stuck in the same room as him, desperately trying not to catch his eye, knowing that he knows and that he remembers and I still have a full day of work before I can get the hell out of here. 
 
    I need to quit and find another job. I can’t handle this. I almost cheated on my fiancé with this man, and now I’m expected to work for him. 
 
    Maybe he’ll be respectful. I try to reason with myself, to rationalize my fears. Maybe he found it amusing. Maybe he’ll respect the fact that I am married and he will keep his distance and we can work together as professionals. 
 
    I glance up and see him looking at me, a smirk on his face, and I know that this is not going to happen. 
 
    Ewan concludes the meeting and dismisses us. Trey stands by the door, greeting us all in turn, shaking our hands. Fuck. I can’t ignore him. I take his hand in mine and look him in the eyes and force a smile. 
 
    ‘I’m really looking forward to working closely with you,’ he says. 
 
    ‘M-me too…’ I say, my voice not as strong or confident or challenging as I had hoped. 
 
    I walk out of the meeting room and through the corridors of the office, past closed doors and empty rooms, the sounds of ringing phones and clacking keyboards a dull buzz behind the drumming of my heart. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    What the hell am I going to do now? 
 
    I try to fight the rising panic in my heart with no success. He remembers me. I know he remembers me. I know that he knows I know that he remembers me. I almost slept with him the night before I got married, and now he’s my boss. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    I walk into my office and close the door. I lean against the cool wood, trying to calm down, but nothing seems to work. I’m gonna need a new job. That’s what I need to do. Get another job. I can’t work under him, not when he looks at me the way he does. Not when he remembers the things he does. But how do I explain it to Tom? Oh, nothing dear, it’s just that I almost fucked my new boss the night before we got married. No big deal. 
 
    I let out a long, loud sigh and sit down behind my desk. There are a dozen emails waiting for me, as well as two notes on my desk. Plenty of work to do. Plenty of things to distract me. 
 
    My phone buzzes in my bag. I take it out. A message from Tom. He’s booked a table for tonight at the restaurant. We’ll meet there at seven. 
 
    I feel another pang of shame and embarrassment in my gut. He had no idea what I was doing the night before we married. If he had known, would he have called it off? Would he have dumped me for what I did? 
 
    A better question crosses my mind. Would I have dumped him if our roles were reversed? The thought makes me pause. How would I have felt if Tom had almost hooked up with some bar slut the night before we got married? I try to picture it, but I can’t. The thought of my husband approaching a woman he doesn’t know and trying out his game is totally unimaginable to me. Hell, he only got to know me through a mutual friend of ours. I don’t think he would have ever walked up to me and started flirting if we were strangers. He’s not that type of guy. Not like Trey. 
 
    I shake my head, trying to push away the thoughts. Why did my mind suddenly come back to Trey like that? Dammit, I haven’t seen the guy for five years, now I suddenly can’t stop thinking about him! 
 
    Although, if I’m being honest with myself, that’s not completely true. I have thought about Trey in those intervening years… exactly once. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Tom had fallen asleep beside me, leaving me horny and unsatisfied, yet again. I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, wondering if I could get myself off before bed. I’m not a big fan of masturbation, I prefer to let a lover make me come, but on that night, I had to take matters into my own hands. I teased my wet slit with my fingers, gently inserting two digits into my yearning entrance, feeling my husband’s slick semen coating me. It felt good, but not as good as his manhood. My fingers couldn’t reach deep enough to hit the sweet spots. I changed course and rubbed my clit, gently covering my lips in his juices, loving how hot and naughty and dirty it felt. Then I closed my eyes and allowed my mind to wander. 
 
    I was shocked to find myself back in that apartment again, with the handsome, well-endowed stranger standing half-naked before me. I hadn’t thought about that night in years, but suddenly it was back at the forefront of my mind and so fresh and vivid it might have happened the day before. I thought about the feeling of his burning length as I ran my hand over his shorts. I felt his tongue in my mouth. I groaned as I imagined my fingers were his own. I allowed my mind to tell the story of that night, but this time my phone did not vibrate. I did not see two messages from my fiancé. I allowed myself to be taken roughly and passionately by the man I had only met an hour before in a bar downtown. 
 
    I clamped a hand over my mouth as my orgasm started to build. Tom slept soundly beside me. My fingers deftly swirled and teased and flicked across my womanhood, while I imagined the things the stranger would have done to me. Tom slept on, oblivious. I came hard, my pleasure muffled by my hand, as I picture the handsome stranger ravishing me in his apartment, filling my tight sex with hot come. 
 
    It was one of the longest, hardest, most intense orgasms of my entire life. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I manage to push him out of my mind for long enough to get on with my work. I busy myself with reports and projections and queries and phone calls. It’s not an especially stressful day – thank God, I don’t think I could cope if it was – but the hours quickly pass enough. I eat lunch at my desk and pause working for long enough to go and grab a quick coffee every couple hours. I keep my head down and stay out of trouble. The hours pass by quickly enough, but I find myself glancing at the door every time I hear footsteps passing, fearing that Trey is about to walk into my office and corner me in the one place I can’t leave. 
 
    But why does that thought send a jolt through me? 
 
    It’s almost half past three when my office phone bleeps for attention. I snatch it out of the cradle without looking at the caller ID, my eyes and mind focussed on the spreadsheet I’m almost finished finalising. 
 
    ‘Jemma speaking,’ I say, fingers dancing across the keyboard. 
 
    ‘Hello, Jemma,’ says a man’s voice. 
 
    I freeze, fingers gnarled and twisted over the keys, heart thumping hard, eyes wide in shock. I know the voice on the other end of the line. It’s him. The man I almost fucked five years ago. 
 
    ‘Hello, Trey,’ I say, forcing my voice to be calm and neural and professional. I cannot let him know how I feel right now, no matter what. I cannot be bullied or shamed or embarrassed by what happened in the past. It happened and we both moved on. Hell, for all I know, the guy grew up and got married and hasn’t thought about me, either. 
 
    ‘I was wondering,’ Trey says, ‘if I could borrow you for a while.’ His words are non-threatening and his tone is professional, yet I sense something else, hidden just beyond his voice. Something about the idea of him borrowing me for a while makes my heart thump harder and my stomach twist into tight knots of tension. 
 
    ‘I might have a little time,’ I say, again forcing myself to sound calm, despite the hammering in my chest, the heat in my cheeks and the unconscious squirming of my thighs. ‘What do you need from me?’ 
 
    There is a pause on the line and I mentally kick myself for asking a question that could easily be misinterpreted. 
 
    ‘I’d like you to help me get up to speed with your department,’ he says. ‘Nothing too in-depth. Just a brief overview.’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ I say, my voice sounding way too chipper, even to my own ears. I wince and bring it down a notch. ‘Just let me finish up here and I’ll swing by as soon as I can, okay?’ 
 
    ‘Take your time.’ 
 
    The phone clicks off in my ear. I stare into space, still holding the phone, wondering what the hell I’m supposed to do now. 
 
    I replace the phone into the cradle and return my attention to the spreadsheet, but the moment has gone. My concentration is shattered and broken and will not come back together. I sigh and rub my face with my hands. I must have been a really bad person in my former life to deserve a punishment like this. Of all the offices in all the cities in all the world, he just so happens to end up working in mine. What are the odds? Infinitesimal, surely. 
 
    I gather up a collection of reports and papers and check myself out with my compact mirror to make sure I still look presentable. I do. Might need to freshen up before I meet Tom for our anniversary dinner, but I look good enough to sit down opposite this guy. 
 
    His hands caressed my panties as I moaned into his mouth. 
 
    I shake my head and push away the memories. That was a lifetime ago. I was a different woman. I was… well, I wasn’t drunk, but my defences were definitely lowered. We’re both to blame for what happened. I shouldn’t have let it get so far, and he should have respected the fact that I was engaged. 
 
    It’s almost four. The afternoon sun glares through my window, casting long, misshapen shadows across the walls and floor of the office. Somewhere out there, my husband is looking forward to our dinner together. I wonder if he’s thinking about me at this very moment? 
 
    I stand and gather my things and walk out of my office and close the door. My team are working hard at their desks, heads down. 
 
    ‘I’ll be briefing the new regional manager,’ I say. My team nod acknowledgment and keep working. Part of me hopes at least one of them will call out to me with some problem that will keep me from going to Trey’s office, but nobody does. 
 
    I walk through the office floor, past quiet teams of hardworking people, each focussed on their own little world. A couple of people catch my eyes and offer warm smiles that make my stomach jolt. Do they know? Do they know that I almost slept with our new boss the night before I got married? Do they suspect? Can they tell by looking at my guilty face? 
 
    Of course not. I tell myself not to be so stupid and to focus on the job in hand. All I need to do is give Trey a brief on the work my team has open right now. That’s all. Nothing else. If he even looks as me funny, I’ll march straight over to HR and launch the biggest sexual harassment investigation this country has ever seen. 
 
    The management offices are quiet. The corridors are empty and the doors closed. My footsteps are muffled by the carpet that carefully winds through the hallway, past the closed doors and hanging photos of managers shaking hands with important clients. I finally arrive at a door with a temporary sign pinned over the nameplate. It reads, Trey Davis. 
 
    My heart thunders in my chest, pounding like a galloping horse’s hooves. I take a long, slow breath, trying to calm myself down. I tell myself once again that nothing happened between us. It was in the past. Years ago. We were different people, it was a different world, everything has changed since then. Maybe he remembers me, but that doesn’t change anything now. 
 
    I knock on the door. Three sharp raps. 
 
    ‘Come on in,’ he says, his breezy, casual voice muffled by the thick wooden door. 
 
    I turn the handle with trembling fingers and step inside the belly of the beast. 
 
    ‘Hello, Jemma,’ he says, looking up from his desk to me. He looks as cool and casual as he sounds. The left wall of his office is almost entirely glass running from wall to ceiling, looking out over the streets a few floors below. The blinds are half-closed to keep out the glare of the sun. The right of the office is a plain wall, empty hooks waiting for photos or framed certificates or other knickknacks. His large desk is at the rear of the space, the surface bare, save for some paperwork he’s currently halfway through reading. The only other furniture in the room is an empty chair sat opposite him, waiting for me. 
 
    ‘Hello Mister Davis,’ I say, closing the door behind me and sitting in the offered chair. 
 
    He gives me a look and shakes his head, saying, ‘No need for that. Trey will be fine.’ 
 
    ‘How are you finding it all so far?’ I say. 
 
    ‘So far, so good.’ He offers me a charming, boyish smile, the same face he once made while drinking next to me in the bar five years ago. ‘It’s good to see you again.’ 
 
    ‘Again?’ My stomach backflips. My body tenses. 
 
    ‘After this morning,’ he says, still sounding calm and casual. If he notices my reaction, he ignores it. ‘You know, in the meeting. I didn’t get much of a chance to engage with everyone as closely as I’d like.’ 
 
    I nod, a little embarrassed by my overreaction. I start to wonder if maybe – just maybe – he doesn’t remember me at all. Maybe I don’t have anything to worry about. After all, he was probably way more drunk than I was that night. To him, I was just some random bar slut he was trying to fuck. Maybe I look the same as the next drunken skank. 
 
    ‘It’s good to get some alone time like this,’ I say, before realizing what I’ve said. He raises an amused eyebrow. I try to explain myself. ‘No, I mean, it’s get to get some one-on-one time, just you and me. I mean… you know what I mean.’ 
 
    He nods slowly, a thin smile lighting across his handsome face. I feel a wave of hunger wash across me. Damn, he’s good looking. Even better than I remember. The last five years have been good to him. He has a couple of lines on his forehead, a touch of gray in his hair, but it looks good on him. It makes him look sophisticated, like a sexy math teacher. 
 
    Fuck, what am I thinking? 
 
    ‘Well,’ he says, ‘for what it’s worth, I enjoy having these little intimate sessions. It helps me get to know my teams a little better. Tell me a little bit about yourself, Jemma.’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ I say, returning his warm, welcoming smile. ‘I’m twenty-nine. Married five years – five years today, actually.’ 
 
    ‘Congratulations.’ 
 
    ‘And I’m currently heading up the Murphy portfolio.’ 
 
    ‘Have you been here long?’ He leans back in his chair, the picture of cool confidence. If it weren’t for the lack of furniture in the office, he could easily be mistaken for the owner of the company. 
 
    ‘About three years now,’ I say, racking my memory. ‘I joined to head up one section, but it kind of merged with the Murphy account, so I ended up looking after it all.’ 
 
    ‘That must be pretty stressful.’ 
 
    ‘I have a good team.’ 
 
    He smiled and puts his hands together and says, ‘That’s good. That makes all the difference.’ 
 
    We talk for a while. He’s friendly and polite and interesting. I find myself opening up to him. He makes me laugh and puts me at ease. I find myself warming to him quickly. It’s exactly as it was that night in the bar, when he bought me a beer and started flirting with me. Before I know it, over an hour has passed and I can hear footsteps in the corridor outside as the other managers call it a night. 
 
    ‘Are you doing anything fun tonight?’ Trey says, still with that warm smile on his handsome face. 
 
    For a long moment, I forget what I’m doing tonight. It takes me a few seconds to dredge up the memory from the depths of my mind. 
 
    ‘Dinner,’ I say, suddenly remembering everything. ‘Dinner with my husband.’ 
 
    ‘For your anniversary?’ he says. 
 
    I nod and smile, warmth spreading across my cheeks. I can’t believe I forgot what I’m doing tonight! 
 
    ‘Five years,’ he says, a wistful note in his voice. I can’t hear any sounds from the corridor now. It seems as though we’re the only ones left in the management wing. I should be going, too, but I don’t want to be rude to Trey. 
 
    ‘It’s flown by,’ I say. ‘Feels like it was only yesterday that I said I do.’ 
 
    ‘Mmm,’ he says, murmuring an agreement. ‘How time flies…’ 
 
    A silence falls between us. I glance toward the window. The deepening shadows of the surrounding buildings slowly elongate and stretch before the sinking sun. It’ll probably be dark soon. 
 
    ‘I should get going,’ I say. ‘I’ve got a few things to finish before I meet my husband for dinner.’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ he says. ‘Just one last question.’ 
 
    I look at him, an expectant expression on my face. 
 
    ‘Did you ever tell your husband that we almost fucked that night?’ 
 
    My jaw drops. The ground opens up beneath me. I stare at him in silent shock. I feel like I’ve been punched in the gut. This can’t be happening. 
 
    He grins at me, triumph written on his face. 
 
    ‘I guess that’s a no then, huh?’ he says. He leans on the desk, one hand under his chin. ‘Makes sense. Wouldn’t want hubby to know what you got up to before you got married.’ 
 
    I swallow and try to respond, but nothing comes out. I am completely speechless, frozen in place, unable to move. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry,’ he says. ‘I’m not gonna threaten to tell him, or expose you.’ 
 
    He stands up from behind the desk. I remain in place, like a deer in the headlights, unable to move from this spot. 
 
    ‘But there is one thing I would like to know,’ he says, standing right in front of me and leaning down. His face fills my vision. He’s close enough to kiss. Like he was in the alley when he pinned me against the wall and I moaned in his mouth as he cupped my breasts and teased my hard nipples. ‘Do you ever think about that night?’ 
 
    I swallow. 
 
    It was one of the longest, hardest, most intense orgasms of my entire life. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. 
 
    He looks me in the eyes. Studies my face. The corner of his mouth twitches upwards. 
 
    ‘Liar,’ he says. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say again, trying make myself believe it. 
 
    ‘You know,’ he says, a thin smile lighting across his face, ‘the irony is, if we had’ve fucked that night, I probably wouldn’t remember you. The fact that you left me hanging like that has always nagged at me.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,’ I say, gripping my knees tight, trying not to think about it, trying to force myself not to remember the feel of his tongue in my mouth or the heat of his hard cock through his shorts or the wetness of my sex through my tiny pink thong. 
 
    He grins again, delighting in my embarrassment. 
 
    ‘Yes, you do,’ he says. ‘I’ve never forgotten it. You, Jemma, you’re the one that got away. The only one. I’ve spent every day of the past five years wondering what I would do if we ever met again, and here you are, in my office. Small world, huh?’ 
 
    ‘I should go,’ I say, my voice shaking. ‘This is inappropriate.’ 
 
    ‘Inappropriate?’ he says, cruel amusement in his voice. He sits on the edge of his desk, arms folded over his chest. ‘Let me tell you what’s inappropriate. Going to a man’s apartment for a night of no-strings fun and leaving him with a raging hard-on that won’t quit. That’s inappropriate. My God, do you know how many times I’ve pleasured myself thinking about you and what I’d do if I ever got the chance?’ 
 
    My cheeks burn. My heart races. My breathing is shallow. I squeeze my thighs together, trying to control myself, but I feel liquid heat igniting in my womanhood. He’s big and powerful and I’ve felt his manhood. I know what he’s packing beneath those smart office pants. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, unsure if I’m telling him to stop, or answering his question. 
 
    ‘I promised myself I would make damn sure you didn’t skip out on me again,’ he says. ‘I promised myself that I would finish what we started.’ 
 
    I gasp, a hand raising to cover my mouth. I look at his face. His eyes blaze with an intensity I’ve never seen in any man. He is one hundred percent serious. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘We shouldn’t…’ 
 
    He smiles at me. I feel my resolve crumbling. My willpower weakening. I feel like I did all those years ago in the bar when he asked me if I wanted to come back to his place. 
 
    It was harmless. Innocent. I wouldn’t let anything happen. 
 
    ‘I’m married,’ I say, but the words sound weak and pathetic even to my own ears. 
 
    He barks a harsh, amused laugh. 
 
    ‘That didn’t stop you from pulling me into that alley and kissing me, did it?’ he says. 
 
    I look down at the floor. 
 
    ‘I’ll tell you what,’ he says. He steps off the desk and stands in front of me. He cups my chin in his hand and lifts my face up, until our eyes meet again. ‘Answer me one question and I’ll stop right now. Does your husband satisfy you like I can?’ 
 
    I open my mouth to give the only answer a wife can give. Yes, of course he does. He’s my soulmate and he’s perfect in every way. 
 
    But then I remember this morning. I remember the way I felt after Tom had finished – horny and unsatisfied and craving more. I remember all the other occasions when my husband had pumped his seed into my body and collapsed on top of me, breathless and panting, while my only thought was, Is that it? I remember all the times in our otherwise wonderful marriage when he had left me unsatisfied and unfulfilled. 
 
    What comes out of my mouth is, ‘Uh…’ 
 
    He smiles again, his appearance that of a shark sensing blood in the water. He feels me weakening. Feels me giving in. Feels me slowly losing myself to him. I feel like I did that night in the bar – frustrated and yearning and oh-so-very weak under his spell. What the hell is it about this guy? Why does he have this effect on me? 
 
    He steps around me now and places his hands on my shoulders, towering over me from behind. My breath catches in my throat. I grip my legs harder, knuckles turning white. 
 
    ‘You know what would have happened that night?’ he says. ‘If you’d stayed?’ 
 
    Every fibre of me being screams at me not to respond. To ignore him. To block him out of my mind and stare straight ahead. 
 
    Instead, I shake my head. 
 
    ‘I’ll tell you,’ he says. ‘First, we would have started off nice and slow. I would have been gentle and passionate with you. I would have stripped you naked and teased you. I know you were wet that night. I could feel it through your underwear.’ 
 
    I bite my bottom lip to stifle a little squeaky groan. His hands slide along my shoulders, to my neck. 
 
    ‘I would have made you feel like the sexiest woman in the world,’ he says, continuing, his voice low and passionate. ‘I would have laid you on my couch and eaten your pussy. I’ve wondered what you taste like for five years.’ 
 
    A shiver runs through me. The heat in my cleft starts to burn hotter, like a spark catching dry wood in a forest. I can almost feel his tongue lapping at my sex, deftly parting my lips and exploring me. I stifle another quiet groan of arousal. I interlace my fingers and rub my wedding ring, a subconscious little movement. I try to picture my husband’s face… but I can’t. The only face I can see is Trey’s handsome, masculine face. 
 
    ‘After I made you come,’ he says, his fingers gently moving around and stroking my throat, ‘I would have been less of a gentleman with you.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ I say, my voice small and weak. I don’t want to know… but I want to know. 
 
    ‘Your lips,’ he says, and I can hear the smile in his voice. ‘I would have made you return the favor.’ 
 
    Another erotic shiver runs through me. My cleft is hot and wet and begging for attention. My mind is filled with sensual images – his apartment, his couch, his chin sticky with my lust, my lips opening wide to hungrily accept him. His hands stroke my throat. 
 
    ‘What if I didn’t want to?’ I say, unable to stop myself from playing along with him. 
 
    ‘I can be… persuasive,’ he says. 
 
    A moan escapes my lips. I hear a soft chuckle. He’s enjoying this. Loving this. 
 
    ‘And… and then what?’ I say. I can’t stop myself from asking the question, even though I know this conversation has veered down a dangerous path. He’s in total control here. He has absolute power over me. I’m a little afraid of what he might do… but also tingling with anticipation at the thought of what he could do. 
 
    ‘And then,’ he says, and he leans down and whispers in a low, seductive voice, ‘I would have fucked you. Slow. Deep. Hard. Fast. As much as you could take for as long as you could take it.’ 
 
    I’m breathing deep and hard now. My body is on edge, desperate for release. Alarm bells scream in my head, but they’re quiet and distant this time. 
 
    ‘You felt my cock,’ he says, still whispering. ‘You know how big I am. Tell me. Is your husband as big as me?’ 
 
    I swallow. 
 
    ‘I thought not.’ He sounds amused. ‘Don’t feel bad. Guys like me, we’re not made for marriage or monogamy. We’re made for fucking unsatisfied wives… like you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not…’ I begin, but the words fail in my mouth. I want to stand up for my husband, to defend him in front of this arrogant man, but I can’t find the words. I might be emotionally satisfied – Tom is kind, caring, thoughtful, sweet, and loving – but my physical needs are in dire need of satisfaction. Right now, my body feels more alive and vibrant and tingly with erotic desire than at any point over the past few years. This man makes me burn with desire. 
 
    ‘I won’t tell,’ he says, and kisses my neck. Deep and slow and passionately, as though making out with my throat. 
 
    A long, deep moan of pleasure escapes my lips before I can stop it. A voice inside my head screams, This is wrong! But how can it be wrong if it feels so perfectly, electrifyingly right? 
 
    His hands slide down my body, over my shoulders, coming to a stop on my breasts. He has large hands that cover my heaving mounds with ease. I let out another moan. What the fuck is wrong with me? I’m married. I shouldn’t be here. I need to leave… 
 
    He kisses my neck again and squeezes my breasts. My willpower falters. I lean back into the chair, into him, and lift my arms to wrap around his thick shoulders. 
 
    ‘We shouldn’t,’ I say, but my voice sounds so faint and far away. 
 
    ‘That’s what makes it so good,’ he says, hot breath on my sensitive neck, thick fingers massaging my firm breasts. ‘It’s fun to do things you shouldn’t.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not that kind of woman…’ 
 
    ‘Nobody ever is until they are.’ 
 
    My reply turns into a gasp as he gently bites my neck, applying just enough pressure to send a jolt of pleasure through my body like a thunderbolt from the heavens. The alarm bells are suddenly silenced. The voice telling me to leave is quieted. 
 
    I breathe harder now, little whimpers and purrs escaping as he kisses and teases my throat with his mouth. My hands wrap around the back of his neck, pulling him in closer to me. 
 
    ‘I’ve thought about this every night for the past five years,’ he says. 
 
    I respond with another passionate groan. 
 
    ‘I want to fuck you, Jemma,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Oh, God…’ 
 
    ‘Right now.’ 
 
    ‘Yes…’ 
 
    ‘But first…’ he stands up suddenly, removing his hands from my body, his lips from my neck. I look up at him, hurt and confused, needing more, not wanting this intoxicating feeling of lust to end. ‘First you’re gonna make it up to me for skipping out five years ago.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry,’ I say, and I mean it. 
 
    ‘No.’ He shakes his head, a rueful smile on his face. ‘Not like that.’ 
 
    ‘How?’ I say, in a quiet, weak voice. 
 
    ‘Lay on the desk.’ 
 
    I stand up on weak legs and walk to the desk. I turn to face him and sit on the edge, lift my legs, and lay down on my back. 
 
    ‘Head over the edge,’ he says. 
 
    I do as he asks and move so my head hangs off the desk. The office is now upside down, Trey stands on the ceiling, tall and powerful. I can see his thick, hard manhood pressing against his suit pants and my heart beats faster. I remember how good it felt in my hands. How firm. How hot. 
 
    He takes two strides towards me and says, ‘Does your husband ever face fuck you?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    It’s the truth. In all the years we’ve been together, Tom has never fucked my mouth. I’ve given him blowjobs – long, passionate, loving blowjobs, at that – but he’s never pinned me down and taken my mouth for himself. Even back when we were dating and our sex life was raw and intense and passionate, he never dared do it with me. Now that we’re man and wife, his lovemaking is gentle and delicate, like I’ve suddenly become a sensitive flower that might shatter under a barrage of hard fucking. 
 
    ‘Lucky for me,’ Trey says. I watch in part fascination and part fear as he unzips his pants right in front of me. My body tingles with anticipation. My wet sex throbs in hunger. Trey parts the flap in his pants, reaches in, and careful extracts his hard manhood. 
 
    Five years ago, I ran my hand over it through his shorts. Now I finally lay eyes on it. 
 
    It was worth every second of the wait. 
 
    His cock is bigger than Tom’s by at least an inch, maybe two. It’s thicker, as well, with deep veins running around the shaft like paths hewn into the side of a mountain. He has a beautifully thick ridge running up the underside. His cock is thick at the base – thicker than three fingers, I’d guess – and gets a little thinner towards the tip, but his head is a deep, rich purple-red in color, and looks to be almost as wide as the base. 
 
    My pussy trembles at the thought of having this thing – this monster – inside me. The only thought running through my mind is, Why did I run away from this five years ago? 
 
    He steps towards me and I open my mouth willingly, like a starving animal. His thick head passes between my lips and slides over my tongue, quickly followed by the rest of his member. 
 
    If it looked big before, it feels utterly massive inside my mouth. I feel my eyes widening in shock as he forces his length all the way inside my moth, as far as it can go. The tip of his manhood almost touches the back of my throat and I had to force myself not to gag. The last inch or so won’t fit in my mouth. He’s too big, the base of his cock is too thick. I feel a strange sensation of shame and disappoint, like I’ve let him down by not being able to take his whole length down my throat. 
 
    ‘Not bad,’ he says. 
 
    Then he starts to fuck my mouth. I lay on the desk, powerless to stop him, as he thrusts in and out of my mouth, fucking my face as though he’s fucking my pussy. I let out a deep, primal growl of intense erotic satisfaction. It feels incredible. The whole situation drives me wild. My intimate lips throb and tingle, my sex aching for attention, entrance soaked and ready to receive him. I growl again as he forces his length deep inside my throat and I fight another urge to gag. 
 
    ‘You like that,’ he says. It’s not a question. He knows I like it. He can tell. I groan a response over his hard shaft. I hear amusement from above me, but I can’t see his face. All I can see is this massive, hard, veiny, throbbing manhood that pulses and thrums with life as it glides in and out of my lips, slick and shiny and covered in my spit. 
 
    He starts to move faster now, placing one hand on the back of my head to hold me in place, forcing his cock into my mouth harder and harder. I make throaty gagging sounds and he groans with satisfaction. 
 
    ‘You’re a good cocksucker,’ he says. 
 
    The words send me into overdrive. I grab his legs and hold onto him and moan like a bitch in heat and open my legs wider to show him how much I fucking love this. Spit and drool starts to trickle over my lips and down my face, spilling from his hot cock as it pushes in and out of my mouth. He’s making a mess of my face and that thought turns me on even more. 
 
    I feel his hands sliding down my body and I groan again as his fat cock fills my mouth once more. He grabs my skirt and pulls it up, yanking hard, exposing the tops of my stockings, my smooth thighs, my soaking underwear. I hear a dark, satisfied chuckle. 
 
    ‘Pink thong,’ he says. ‘Do you always wear this, or is it just for me?’ 
 
    I can’t respond. He fills my mouth again and again, effortlessly stroking his length down my throat over and over. I’ve never felt so cheap, so slutty, so nasty, or so hot before. 
 
    He slips his fingers beneath my thong and I gasp onto his cock. He explores me, opens my lips, teases my slit with his fingers. 
 
    ‘I think you’re enjoying this,’ he says. 
 
    I try to make a sound of affirmation, but all that comes out is a throaty groan that sounds like, mmm-hmm. 
 
    My groan becomes a sharp, delighted gasp as he carefully slips two fingers inside my yearning sex. Christ, even his fingers feel thicker than my husband’s cock. My body shudders at the feeling of him invading two of my holes at once. The fire inside me burns hotter than the sun, engulfing me. I love it. I need more. I want him to do whatever he wants with me. 
 
    I lay on his desk as he slides his cock in and out of my mouth, deep and hard and fast, and pushes two fingers deep inside my aching slit. I feel myself growing wetter and wetter, my body preparing to receive him, even as my mind doubts that his huge cock will be able to fit. 
 
    Every few strokes, he eases out of my mouth just for enough for me to gulp down air, then he forces his cock back down my throat. He pushes his fingers all the way inside me and strokes my inner walls. My body rocks at his touch. 
 
    He goes harder now. Deeper. Faster. Giving me less chance to breathe and recover. He fills my mouth. My throat. Delves his fingers deep into my sex and gently spreads my juices along my slit. 
 
    The while time, I groan in sheer pleasure. I love this feeling. The feeling of being used. Of being fucked. Trey isn’t going to be gentle with me. He isn’t going to be delicate, or worry about my feelings. He’s going to take exactly what he wants from me. 
 
    And I’m going to let him. 
 
    ‘Fuck, that’s good,’ he says. ‘You got a damn good mouth.’ 
 
    I groan thank you into his thick cock. 
 
    ‘Now let’s see if you fuck as good as you suck.’ 
 
    He eases out of my mouth and I lay there for a moment, gasping and panting. Drool and spit coat my lips, trickling down my face. He slips his fingers out of my sex and helps me to sit upright. My sex burns with liquid heat. I want him inside me, even though I’m a little afraid of how big he is. 
 
    I lift my hand and grasp my wedding ring, ready to take it off, but he stops me. 
 
    ‘No,’ he says. ‘Keep it on. I like it.’ 
 
    I swallow and look down at the ring. The golden band that Tom slid onto my finger five years ago, at almost this exact moment in time. For one brief moment, my resolve falters. Before I can do or say anything, Trey pulls me towards him, so that I’m sitting on the edge of the desk, my legs dangling over the floor. 
 
    He lifts two wet and sticky fingers to my lips, watching my face with amusement. I open my mouth and suck on his fingers, tasting myself. Tasting my excitement. Tasting my sticky-sweet lust. 
 
    Trey steps in close, standing between my parted legs, the wet head of his hard member standing tall and proud, glistening with his own excitement and my saliva. My heart thunders in my chest. 
 
    But I don’t stop him. I don’t say anything. I don’t tell him I’m married and I don’t think about my husband and I don’t act like this is a bad idea. 
 
    He slips his hand beneath my pink thong again and tugs it roughly to one side. The aggressive, dominating power of his movements makes me tremble with lust. I want him to control me, like he did just a few moments ago. 
 
    I gasp as the thick, deep red-purple head of his manhood brushes against the lips of my sex, gently parting me, preparing me. 
 
    I look into his eyes, his face a picture of lust and hunger. He places one strong hand on the back of my neck, still holding my thong to the side with his other, and pushes forward. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck!’ I say, the words a passionate groan. My hands grip the edge of the desk, holding on for dear life as he slowly drives his full, thick, hard length inside me. My groan of intense delight grows steadily louder with every delicious inch that sinks inside me, stretching me, forcing my womanhood to adapt to this sizeable new intrusion. I can’t remember the last time I felt this way. So full. So stuffed. So perfectly filled, as though his length touches every part of me, reaching places that my husband has never managed to explore. 
 
    Trey pushes against my inner thighs now, his whole length inside me. I toss my head back and close my eyes and let out a deep, primal growl of utter bliss. I know why he’s holding my neck now – if he didn’t, I would surely have collapsed across the desk. 
 
    He groans in pleasure now, releasing my thong and using his free hand to grab my ass. My skirt is folded and crumped around my waist right now, little more than a thick belt. He stays in place for a few long, blissful seconds, letting us both get used to this feeling – me, stretched around his cock, him, delighting in my gripped, clenching tightness. He fills me so completely that I can feel him with every fibre of my being. I can feel Trey in every part of my body and I know that he will not disappoint me or leave me needing more. 
 
    ‘This,’ he says, in a breathy sigh, ‘was worth every second of the wait.’ 
 
    I look into his eyes and bite my bottom lips to keep from moaning again. 
 
    ‘Have you ever thought about that night?’ he says, gently easing back, his thick cock dragging through my slick tunnel. 
 
    I gasp and nod. 
 
    ‘Do you come when you think about it?’ 
 
    I whimper as his length almost withdraws from my slick sex entirely. 
 
    ‘Do you?’ he says again. 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘Yes, I fingered myself while I thought about how you would fuck me.’ 
 
    He grins, satisfied with my answer, and pushed forward, forcing his thickness deep, deep, deep inside me again. I moan for him. 
 
    I look down and watch in erotic fascination as he pumps me full of his manhood, over and over, his thick length getting wetter and slicker from my thick and juicy excitement. It’s hypnotic. 
 
    ‘You… you’re not wearing a condom…’ I say, almost pleading with him. 
 
    ‘I didn’t think I would need one today,’ he says, still thrusting in and out of my aching sex. 
 
    ‘You… fuck… we…’ I can’t form a coherent sentence. He’s fucking all the breath out of my lungs. The burning, intense heat in my sex now grows larger, threatening to consume my entire body. My legs start to shake. My fingers tremble on the edge of the desk. My toes curl. My shoes fall to the floor. I am poised on the edge of an orgasm. 
 
    He feels it, too. His grin of satisfaction morphs into a primal smile of conquest. My sex tightens around his length, holding him, squeezing him, trying to keep him in place. The hand around my neck snakes up into my hair and he pulls just hard enough to force me to look into his eyes. 
 
    Trey watches my face as I come for him. As I come over his beautiful, fat cock. As I give in to my darkest, wildest impulses and my slutty, cheating body explodes with passion and relief. 
 
    I come hard. My body rocks. I cry out. 
 
    He keeps fucking me, his movements building in pace and intensity, his cock sliding deeper inside me, filling me faster and harder with every stroke. As my climax subsides, a primal hunger awakens inside me. A single thought fills my mind. 
 
    MORE. 
 
    I let go of the desk and grab his waist, pulling him into me, helping him fill me deeper and harder. I groan and moan through gritted teeth, my inner animal finally unleashed. 
 
    ‘Fuck yeah,’ Trey says, almost hissing with satisfaction, as I transform from wife to slut before his eyes. 
 
    My body responds to his now, my hips bucking to meet his hard, deliberately paced thrusts, my legs opening wider, curving around his body, feet hooking together to stop him from withdrawing. My groans of pleasure are deep and guttural and animalistic. 
 
    ‘Fuck, fuck, fuck,’ I say, moaning the words. 
 
    His eyes gleam with lust. He leans in, slips his arms under my own, and holds me tight. 
 
    ‘Hold tight,’ he whispers. 
 
    Before I can react, he leans back, pulling me into him, and lifts me up. My ass leaves the smooth wood of the desk and I gasp in shock. I am now being held up by his strong arms, my body impaled on his hard cock. His length now feels like it’s pushing so fucking deep inside me, like it’s suddenly grown another inch or three. I gasp, all the air suddenly sucked out of me. 
 
    ‘I thought you’d like that,’ he says. 
 
    I grip him tight with my arms and legs as he starts to fuck me. I’ve never been fucked like this before. I’ve never been held up and fucked in the air like this. His cock touches new parts of me, parts that have never experienced this before. I moan deeper and louder and more passionately than before. A second climax begins to build inside me, like clouds that threaten thunder gathering on the horizon. 
 
    ‘You gonna come again?’ he says. 
 
    I nod, unable to speak. Unable to think. Unable to do anything except hold on tight and let him fuck me. 
 
    The orgasm hits. The storm clouds burst open inside. I bite into his shoulder, teeth digging into his shirt, and feel my body gripping tight like a clenched fist. 
 
    He fucks me harder, filling my tightening pussy with his hard length, over and over. Even though I’m tight and getting tighter with each passing second, he has no trouble filling me. His cock must be well lubricated with my come by now. 
 
    Finally, my climax subsides. I feel my body weakening. My fingers start to slip. 
 
    ‘I can’t…’ I say. ‘Can’t…’ 
 
    He sits down in his office chair, the new leather creaking under out combined weight. I collapse onto him, his massive cock still firmly buried inside me. 
 
    He lifts my chin with his index finger, a tender, almost loving gesture. 
 
    ‘I hope you’re not finished?’ he says. 
 
    ‘You need to come,’ I say, breathless and exhausted. ‘I can’t… keep going.’ 
 
    ‘Too much for you?’ he says. 
 
    I nod, a little ashamed of myself. Trey is bigger, better, harder, stronger, and lasts longer than my husband and I feel terrible for liking it. 
 
    His hands slide down to my ass. He gently rocks my body up and down, my aching, exhausted pussy swallowing his manhood once more, my little whimpers and purrs of passion filling the quiet office. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ he says. ‘I’ll come for you.’ 
 
    He manipulates my body with strong, skilful hands, helping me rise and fall on his hard cock. I put my hands on his chest and sit upright in his lap, letting him fuck me slow and gentle. 
 
    ‘We should have done this five years ago,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    He fucks me in his chair for a few long, blissful moments. I’m beyond ecstasy right now. I feel like I’m on cloud somewhere a mile above the world. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come in you,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, breathless with passion, before I even think about what he’s just said. 
 
    He fucks me a little harder now, bucking his body up to meet mine, rocking me faster, squeezing my ass tighter with his strong fingers. 
 
    Trey comes inside me. My eyes widen with shock as I realize what I’ve let him do. His cock throbs, pulsing with every wave of pleasure, as hot, sticky come erupts inside me, coating my womanhood, filling my tunnel. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ I say, gasping in a mixture of shock and horror. It feels so good, but so, so wrong at the same time. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ he says, groaning in pleasure, pulling me down onto his cock, forcing his still-spitting length deeper inside me. 
 
    I feel his cock twitch and pump a few more times, his hot come filling me in places my husband has never reached before. I feel his love trickle down his shaft, spilling out of my aching, gaping entrance. He’s stretched me wider than any man I’ve ever known. 
 
    He groans as his climax passes, his balls drained and emptied inside my hungry sex. His cock remains rock-hard, even though he’s finished. My husband would have wilted by now. 
 
    ‘That was amazing,’ Trey says. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ I say. The moment passes. My lust and desire have faded. Guilt and shame take their place, washing over me like wave on the beach. ‘We shouldn’t have done this.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, we should.’ 
 
    I lift up. His length slips out of me, soaked in our juices. His come drips onto the leather seat. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ I say. ‘You came inside me.’ 
 
    ‘You said I could.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck.’ 
 
    I look around, searching for something to stop me from freaking out. I just cheated on my husband. I just fucked my new boss. Fuck. I glance at my watch. It’s almost seven. Fuck! 
 
    ‘I have to go,’ I say, climbing off him. ‘I’m gonna be late.’ 
 
    ‘For what?’ he says, casual as anything. If it weren’t for the hard, wet cock bursting through his zipper, you’d never know he’d just fucked one of his co-workers. 
 
    ‘Dinner with my husband,’ I say, adjusting my clothes. My skirt is wrinkled and crumpled. My blouse is open, bra exposed, one hard nipple peeking out over the cup. I fix my appearance, but it doesn’t help. My cheeks are red and my pussy tingles. I can feel his come leaking into my thong. ‘Shit!’ 
 
    He stands now and places his hands on my shoulders. I turn my eyes away. I can’t bear to look at him. 
 
    ‘Don’t beat yourself up,’ he says. ‘We had fun. Lots fun.’ 
 
    ‘We shouldn’t have done it,’ I say. 
 
    ‘That makes it better.’ His eyes gleam wickedly. 
 
    ‘I have to go.’ 
 
    He nods and removes his hands from my shoulders. He leans in close and kisses me on the cheek. 
 
    ‘I hope we can do this again,’ he says. 
 
    ‘We shouldn’t have done it once,’ I say, turning away to pick up my shoes. 
 
    I feel his eyes on my back as I walk across the office and open the door and step out into the quiet hallway. The office is still and quiet. The doors are closed, the lights off everywhere except this hallway. I walk back the way I came, filled with shame. Filled with come. Why did I do that? Why didn’t I say no? What came over me? 
 
    My team has gone home. Our little corner of the world is dark and silent, computer screens blank, coffee mugs empty. I walk past and into my little office, and close the door behind me. Fuck. I haven’t felt like this for five years. So embarrassed by what I’ve done. So stupid. So ashamed of myself. 
 
    I look at my face in the mirror. Smeared lipstick. Drool. Smudged makeup. Even an idiot would guess that I’ve just been face fucked. 
 
    I take a few minutes to calm down. My hands shake as I reapply my makeup. As I make myself look presentable. As I repair my disguise – the disguise of a loyal, happy, faithful wife. 
 
    My phone buzzes in my bag, under my desk. I retrieve it and stare at the screen. A photo of myself and my husband. Tom is calling me. My heart punches against the inside of my ribcage. I answer the phone. 
 
    ‘Hey,’ I say, forcing myself to sound calm and controlled. 
 
    ‘I’m so sorry,’ Tom says. It sounds like he’s yelling into the phone over the car engine. 
 
    ‘Why?’ I say, looking at my watch. It’s a little after seven. 
 
    ‘Traffic,’ he says. ‘I’m gonna be a little late tonight. You okay ordering for me?’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ I say, a smile creeping across my lips. ‘I know what you like.’ 
 
    ‘Great!’ He pauses for a moment. I hear the repetitive clicking of the blinker. ‘I’ll be there as soon as I can.’ 
 
    ‘Drive safe,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Love you.’ 
 
    ‘I love you too,’ I say, and I mean it. 
 
    The line goes dead in my ear. He had no idea. No clue. He couldn’t tell what I’ve just done. 
 
    I gather my things and turn off my computer. I check myself in front of the mirror again. I look good. A little glow in the cheeks. I wince as another trickle of Trey’s come drips into my underwear. Maybe Tom won’t notice. Maybe Tom will think it’s his load from this morning. Maybe he’ll fall asleep before we have sex, like always. 
 
    The woman in the mirror smiles at me. She looks good. Strong. Sexy. Confident. 
 
    ‘Tom doesn’t have to know,’ I say to myself. ‘I didn’t tell him what happened five years ago, so I don’t have to tell him about this, either.’ 
 
    The woman in the mirror agrees with me. She smiles again. 
 
    I turn off the light and walk out of the office, ready to meet my husband for dinner. 
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‘Are you freaking kidding me?’ 
 
    I jerk upright in bed, gripping the phone to my ear so tight I can feel the plastic case squeeze and shift in my hand. A pillow falls to the floor. I ignore it. All my attention is focused on the phone clenched to my ear and the timid, embarrassed voice of the man on the other end. 
 
    ‘Wish I was,’ Michael says. ‘But something’s come up.’ 
 
    ‘Something?’ I spit the word out through gritted teeth. 
 
    ‘There’s a huge glitch in the new database,’ he says. ‘We gotta get it fixed before launch date.’ 
 
    ‘But it’s our anniversary!’ I get out of bed now and begin to pace the hotel room, my black stiletto heels leaving little imprints in the worn, blue carpet. ‘We made plans!’ 
 
    ‘I know, I know.’ I can almost my husband on the other end of the line, sitting in his office, making little conciliatory motions with his free hand, desperately hoping none of his co-workers realize that he’s getting chewed out by his wife. He lowers his voice and continues talking. ‘Look, it’s not just me, okay? The whole team has been pulled in to fix this. It’s a big problem.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, a big problem?’ My irritation turns to anger. I feel rage bubbling under my skin. How could he do this to me? To us? After all the plans we made? ‘I guess if it’s a big problem, I got nothing to worry about!’ 
 
    ‘Hey now,’ he says, adopting that tone I hate so very much, the voice of a mediator. He sounds like our marriage counselor. He knows how much that voice gets under my skin. ‘Come on, Tia, I can’t help it. Believe me! Please. I would never do this to you on purpose.’ 
 
    I take a deep breath and hold it for a few seconds. I release it slowly and close my eyes and count to ten. All the usual bullshit our counselor told us to try when we get emotional. But there’s a hell of a difference between a small argument about finances and a husband canceling your anniversary plans with thirty minutes’ notice. I sit down on the edge of the bed, facing the little window looking down over the lake. The water is crisp and smooth and calm – exactly the opposite of how I feel right now. The sinking sun is reflected in the lake, shattered into a thousand sparkling pieces that glitter and gleam. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say, forcing my voice to sound flat and emotionless. I will not let this affect me. I will not give him more ammunition to sling at me during our next talk with a therapist. ‘Fine. You have to work late. How late?’ 
 
    He hesitates for a brief second, and then says, ‘I don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ 
 
    ‘It’s a really big glitch,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Michael,’ I say, breathing hard. ‘Be honest with me. Please. I know things have been rough lately, but if you’re having an affair, just come out and say it-’ 
 
    ‘Tia!’ Shocked. 
 
    ‘-and don’t try and bullshit me like this, okay?’ 
 
    There is a pause on the other end. I can picture my husband closing his eyes, taking a deep breath, counting to ten. I already regret saying the words. I can hear the sound of muffled voices and clattering keyboards in the background. I know he’s not cheating on me. Most wives say that about their men, but I know it for sure. He’s not the type. 
 
    ‘I am not,’ he says, ‘having an affair. Seriously. Come by the office if you want. I’ll be here. We’ll all be here.’ 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say, not convinced but satisfied. I’m still too angry. ‘So what are we gonna do about tonight? I’ve wasted two hundred dollars on a hotel room.’ 
 
    ‘Two hundred?’ Now it’s his turn to be infuriated. ‘Why the hell are you spending that kind of money on a hotel? 
 
    ‘Not just the room,’ I say, cutting him off before he can build up steam. ‘It comes with a complimentary meal for two… plus some other stuff.’ I glance down at the other stuff, the brand new, expensive lingerie I bought just for this occasion. The pure white lace patterned corset that makes my C-cup breasts look big and delicious. The tiny matching white thong that hugs my butt and barely covers my intimate lips. The white fishnet stockings that cover my feet and legs, coming to a stop midway up my thighs. The white stiletto heels he’s been begging me to buy for months. 
 
    I’ve been so looking forward to this night. I had everything ready for him. Hell, I even shaved my mound, something I haven’t done in years. It was all for him, for us. I styled my light brown hair, did my makeup to movie star perfection, applied a fresh layer of deep red lipstick. And it was all for nothing. 
 
    My plan, my deepest desire, was for my husband to meet me in this hotel room after work and find me dressed up and ready for him. Our marriage isn’t perfect – what union is? – but we’ve been fighting like hell to make it work. I wanted this night – our sixteenth anniversary – to be the start of a new chapter. I wanted us to rekindle our desires for one another, to spend twenty-four hours locked in passionate, blissful matrimony. Like we used to do. 
 
    It seems like our life together over the last few years has become more of a struggle than ever. All the crazy passion, the fun, the can’t-wait-to-get-home-to-you madness has all but fizzled out. Having children only added to the strain, but we faced all the problems as a team. Maybe not a good team, but we worked through everything together. 
 
    Now we spend more evenings sitting on the couch in resentful silences, stewing over things said and actions not made. Sometime I worry that we’ve only stayed married for the kids. We’re less like partners and more like roommates. Our schedules never seem to align – and if they do, one of us isn’t in the mood for passion. 
 
    We’re both trying like hell to make it work, but his long hours in software development have only made it more difficult to mend these crumbling bridges. I really thought this night would be different. Just one good night. Just him and me. That’s all I want. The kids are with my parents. The hotel is bought and paid for. Hell, I’m in here dressed like a cheap prostitute. What more could a husband need? 
 
    ‘I’m really sorry,’ Michael says. I can sense genuine regret in there. I feel bad for accusing him of cheating. 
 
    ‘Me too,’ I say. ‘I don’t mean to be a bitch, it’s just that I’ve been looking forward to this…’ 
 
    ‘I know, I know,’ he says. ‘God knows I have too. We need a night like this. But I promise I will make it up to you.’ 
 
    ‘You better.’ A hint of humor creeps into my voice. 
 
    I can hear the smile in his voice as he says, ‘I really wanna know about the other stuff you mentioned…’ 
 
    ‘Tough shit,’ I say, laughing. ‘You want to know, you better get your butt over here and find out.’ 
 
    We laugh together over the phone. It feels good. The earlier anger and resentment I felt a few short minutes ago has dissolved like ice on a summer sidewalk. This is why I love Michael. This is why I married him. I gotta remember the little moments like this. 
 
    ‘What are you gonna do?’ Michael says. ‘Tonight, I mean?’ 
 
    I look around the room that was supposed to be the scene of our rediscovered marital spark and shrug my shoulders. 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ I say. ‘I paid for it, might as well use it. What time do you think you’ll finish?’ 
 
    A hiss of air escapes his pursed lips. I know that sound so well. He doesn’t know. 
 
    ‘If you do finish early…’ I say. 
 
    ‘I’ll come right over,’ he says. ‘I’ll let you know the second I do.’ 
 
    I nod. He can’t see it, but I know he knows. After sixteen years of marriage, of course he knows. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ he says. 
 
    ‘I love you too.’ 
 
    The line clicks off in my ear. I lower the phone to the bed and sit there, staring into space for a long, long moment. Sadness replaces the anger I felt earlier. What the hell am I supposed to do by myself in a hotel room all night? 
 
    I look around and spy the complimentary bottle of champagne sitting in an ice bucket at the foot of the bed. I’d been waiting for Michael to crack that bad boy open… but seeing as he’s not gonna be joining me for several hours, why not make a start? 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The champagne goes down quickly. Maybe too quickly. 
 
    By the time the stars have come out and the streetlights have flickered into life, I’m lying on the bed, watching reruns of Jeopardy and Wheel of Fortune, shouting out obscene answers and giggling to myself. I feel comfortably warm and perfectly relaxed. Yeah, sure, this isn’t how I wanted to spend my sixteenth anniversary with the man I love, but it’s better than eating ice cream in the bathtub and crying myself to sleep. Given the choice, I’d rather be putting this lovely lingerie to use. 
 
    I chose this particular outfit for two reasons. Firstly, because I knew Michael would love it. As soon as I saw it in the store, I could imagine the look on his face when he walked into the room and saw me wearing it. I don’t wear special outfits or sexy clothes that often, but on those rare occasions when I do, his reaction always makes me feel like a goddess. His eyes light up and he gets this delighted, shit-eating grin on his face and can’t get into bed fast enough. He loves to let his touch linger a little longer, take his time with me, and always wants more. 
 
    That was the way I wanted to enter our seventeenth year together, anyhow. A magical night of passion, lust and the kind of sinful sex only long-married parents can enjoy. Guess it’s my fault for getting my hopes up too much. 
 
    I check my phone for the eightieth time in the last five minutes. Still nothing from Michael. He’s probably hunched over a computer, typing or clicking the mouse or whatever it is that software developers do when they’re in the crunch. Either way, he’s probably busting his hump trying to fix this big problem so that he can hightail it out of there and come jump on me. At least, I hope he is. I hope he wants – no, needs – this mini-vacation as much as I do. One night in a hotel might not be much of a getaway, but it’s better than our usual evenings together – putting the kids to bed, eating dinner, watching TV until one or both of us falls asleep on the couch. 
 
    When was the last time we had sex? I honestly don’t know. Over a month ago, that’s for sure. I’m pretty sure it was a Saturday night and we had both been drinking. The kids were in bed. We were watching some low-budget action movie on TV and laughing at how bad it looked when Michael placed his hand on my thigh and erotic heat shot through my legs. Before either of us knew what was happening, we were making out like horny teenagers. Kissing became grinding became undressing became mad, passionate lovemaking. It was electrifying. 
 
    Great, I think. Now I’m horny. 
 
    Drunk, horny, and alone on my anniversary. 
 
    I check my phone again. Still nothing from Michael. 
 
    This is the worst feeling ever. All dressed up and nowhere to go. Alone in a hotel bed in brand-new lingerie, waiting for a husband who may or may not even show up tonight. I’m horny and frustrated and trapped in a cage. 
 
    For a moment, I consider letting off steam the old-fashioned way. I haven’t brought any toys with me tonight, but I still got my fingers… But no. I decide against it. No matter how horny I am, it never feels as good when my fingers bring me to orgasm. It always feels like there’s something missing. 
 
    But then I get an idea. A wicked, naughty idea. The kind of idea that nice wives and demure mothers like me are not supposed to have. I open up my phone and select the camera app. I switch the viewfinder to the front-facing camera and raise the phone, angling the image to get the best possible picture of my body. I take a photo of myself, lying on the bed, wearing this sexy lingerie. 
 
    It’s a good photo. I look hot. Seriously hot. Hell, I would fuck me. I send the picture to Michael, feeling erotic satisfaction spreading through my belly. If only I could be in the room when he gets that message. I reach across the bed and grab the bottle of champagne. It’s empty. 
 
    ‘Aw, fuck,’ I say to the room. I lay back into the pillows, staring up at the ceiling. What the heck am I supposed to do now? I can’t keep watching old gameshows all night. It’s not late enough to even consider going to sleep yet. I don’t want to lose this buzz. 
 
    The hotel phone blares into life, catching me by surprise. I snap upright, staring at my own phone in confusion for a moment, before realizing that the noise is coming from next to the bed. I roll over and snatch it out of the cradle mid-bleat. For a crazy moment, I think that Michael is on the other end of the line. 
 
    ‘Hello?’ I say. 
 
    But the voice that responds is not my husband. It is the dispassionate, bored voice of the woman from the front desk. 
 
    ‘Hi there,’ she says, ‘I just wanted to remind you about your dinner reservation for two. The restaurant is open for another hour. We look forward to seeing you!’ 
 
    ‘Oh, yeah, thanks,’ I say, trying not to sound like I’ve had an entire bottle of champagne to myself. ‘I’ll be there soon.’ 
 
    ‘Great!’ 
 
    The line clicks off. I replace the phone, staring into space. I had totally forgotten about that. Dinner for two. Part of the deal when I booked this room. I am pretty hungry, but not hungry enough to eat two meals. Maybe they can comp me for the second diner. 
 
    I stand up off the bed and take two steps toward the door when I remember my choice of outfit. I laugh at myself and turn back to the overnight bag, still propped open on the floor by the closet. My choice of outfits are pretty limited. I arrived in a t-shirt and jeans. My plan for tonight was to sleep naked. Tomorrow’s clothes include that same pair of jeans and a cute blue strappy dress that reaches almost to my knees. I lift up the dress, consider getting out of all this lingerie, then decide – fuck it – to throw the dress on over the top of my outfit. The only vaguely sexual parts of my attire are the fishnet stockings and stiletto heels, but I decide to leave them on. I feel good. I feel sexy. 
 
    Satisfied, I grab my room key and head downstairs. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The woman shakes her head at me over the desk she sits behind. She talks in that same dull, disinterested that she used on the phone a few moments ago. 
 
    ‘No, I’m sorry,’ she says, look at me with a flat expression, ‘we can’t comp the meal like that. It’s already been paid for.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, leaning on the desk with my forearms and hoping I don’t look drunk, ‘but I’m the only one here tonight.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry,’ she says again, sounding not at all sorry, ‘but there’s nothing we can do.’ 
 
    She’s not going to budge on this. We both know it. She’s backed up by hotel policy or state law or her own lack of fucks to give. I nod, defeated, and step back from the desk. Nothing else left to do but eat. 
 
    I walk – feigning steadiness and sobriety as best I can manage – away from the front desk, following the sign pointing toward the hotel’s restaurant and bar. My heels click and clap on the floor. I catch glimpses in my direction here and there from people walking past me to the front entrance, or wheeling their suitcases toward the elevator. I know it probably looks weird to be wearing a blue dress, fishnet stockings, and white stiletto heels in a hotel like this – I probably look like a high-class prostitute, to be honest – but who gives a crap? I sure don’t. 
 
    The restaurant and bar area is a long rectangular space running the length of the hotel. At the near end, close to me, is the bar, already half-filled with people taking up the barstools and booths. The rest of the space is dedicated to the restaurant – tables and booths, hustle and bustle – with an open kitchen taking up the far end of the room. The restaurant area is nearly empty, the waiters wiping down tables and pushing chairs out of the way. 
 
    This place has a strange feel to it – homey and comfortable, yet business-like and fast-paced at the same time. The low lighting casts a dull yellow hue over the room. The bar and kitchen area are made from polished and shiny chrome. The chairs and tables are a deep brown color, with dark green leather padding. It feels like the kind of place where you could spend all night wining and dining, but never make any lasting memories. 
 
    I really don’t want to have a meal for two by myself. I can’t imagine anything more depressing than that. Instead, I make a beeline for the bar instead and stand between a man lounging on a barstool on my left, nursing a beer, and an empty stool to my right. The bartender takes my order and fixes up a martini before my eyes. I pay him and take the offered glass. It tastes fantastic and feels like silk on my tongue. 
 
    ‘Is this seat taken?’ I say, turning to the man and pointing to the empty seat. 
 
    He blinks, surprised to be addressed by a strange woman at a hotel bar, and shakes his head. 
 
    ‘No, no,’ he says. ‘Be my guest.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ 
 
    I slide onto the seat and check my phone once again. Still nothing from Michael. He hasn’t even seen my sexy message. Maybe I should send him another one, tell him that I’m sitting in a bar, wearing my lingerie? No, probably not. He might get mad that I’m pestering him while he’s working and I don’t want to have an argument tonight. Not on our anniversary. It’s bad enough that all my sexy plans for tonight have been ruined. 
 
    ‘Been stood up?’ 
 
    Now it’s my turn to blink in surprise. I turn to the man on my left and say, ‘Huh?’ 
 
    ‘Your date,’ he says. ‘He stood you up?’ 
 
    ‘Something like that,’ I say, slipping my phone away and forcing a smile. ‘Kinda sucks, you know?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I know,’ he says, nodding with confidence. ‘Sorry your fella let you down.’ 
 
    ‘It’s just work,’ I say. ‘Made big plans, everything got dropped at the last minute.’ 
 
    ‘That’s a real shame.’ He holds out his bottle to me. ‘But at least we got to meet. I’m Dario.’ 
 
    I touch my martini glass to his bottle. 
 
    ‘Tia,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Beautiful name for a beautiful woman.’ 
 
    I laugh. The first real, genuine laugh since I spoke to Michael a few hours ago. 
 
    I turn to take a better look at the smooth talker on my left. He’s a good-looking guy. Dark hair, dark eyes, tanned skin. Chisled jawline with a fashionable layer of stubble. A well-worn business suit, creased from a hard day’s work or travel or both. No wedding ring, but the creases from where one used to reside on his finger. He has a good smile. Reassuring. Comforting. He looks like the kind of man who wore leather jackets and rode motorcycles in his teenage years. He reminds me of the kind of boys I used to crush on. 
 
    ‘Pleasure to meet you, Dario.’ I take a sip of my martini. ‘So, what brings you to this hotel?’ 
 
    ‘Job interview,’ he says, a flicker of triumph crossing his face. ‘I think it went well. Feeling good about it. What about you?’ 
 
    I make a self-depreciating chuckle and say, ‘Well, I’m supposed to be enjoying my sixteenth wedding anniversary, but…’ 
 
    ‘But you’re sitting at the bar, talking to a stranger.’ 
 
    ‘Bingo.’ 
 
    I take a long drink of my martini. It’s delicious and warm and soothing. On top of that champagne I had earlier, I’m well on my way to getting obliterated tonight. 
 
    ‘So, if you’re not having a fun anniversary with your loving husband,’ Dario says, leaning a little closer now, ‘what are you doing tonight?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t rightly know,’ I say, waving my glass. ‘I’ve already paid for the room, and for dinner…’ An idea dawns on me. ‘Say, Dario, my new friend, have you eaten yet?’ 
 
    ‘I had a Subway for lunch,’ he says. ‘I was planning on a liquid dinner.’ He rattles his bottle for emphasis, the beer sloshing inside. 
 
    ‘Do you want to have dinner with me?’ I say. I don’t know why I want to eat with this stranger. I barely know the guy! But he seems nice enough, and I really don’t want to waste a meal. ‘It’s already paid for, it won’t cost you anything.’ 
 
    He thinks about it for a moment, then nods. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ he says. ‘I’d love that.’ 
 
    I smile and slip off the stool and make my way across the bar, toward the cluster of nearly-empty tables at the rear of the long room. Dario follows behind at a respectful distance. I can feel his eyes on my back, watching my swaying hips. It feels strange, but I’m enjoying the way he looks at me. I like the excitement of having a spontaneous dinner with a man I barely know. I feel wicked and naughty, but also strangely justified. But it’s just dinner, right? I don’t want to waste something I’ve already paid for. That’s as far as this will go tonight. 
 
    The concierge greets me with a wide, genuine smile that makes his tired face light up. 
 
    ‘Table for two,’ I say, ‘under the name Tia.’ 
 
    He scans his little list and nods. 
 
    ‘Ah, yes,’ he says, ‘Mr and Mrs?’ 
 
    The question catches me off-guard. I freeze for a second, worrying how to explain all this. Oh, no, this isn’t my husband, this is some random guy I just picked up at the bar. But luckily for me, Dario steps up for the moment can become awkward. 
 
    ‘Yep,’ he says. ‘Mr and Mrs.’ 
 
    ‘Happy anniversary,’ says the concierge, with a nod. ‘I hope everything is to your satisfaction?’ 
 
    ‘Couldn’t be happier,’ Dario says, smiling at the clueless man. Dario slips an arm around my waist for emphasis. ‘Right, darling?’ 
 
    ‘Right,’ I say, shocked at my own boldness almost as much as by his arm around my body. 
 
    ‘Great,’ says the concierge. ‘Follow me.’ 
 
    He walks us over the nearest table for two and gives us a menu each as we sit down. The table has a candle burning softly in the center. It’s a nice place – real shame Michael chose to miss this. 
 
    A waiter appears, looking tired and harassed, nearing the end of a long shift. We order fresh drinks and he disappears toward the bar. I scan the menu and decide straight away that I want salmon tonight. Michael doesn’t like the smell, so I haven’t eaten it in way too long. 
 
    ‘Thank you for dinner,’ Dario says, a playful hint to his voice, ‘my wife.’ 
 
    I laugh and put down my menu, watching the humorous creases line his face. 
 
    ‘You’re welcome, husband,’ I say. ‘So, seeing as this is kind of our first date, why don’t you tell me about yourself?’ 
 
    He grins and says, ‘Well, where to start? I’m thirty-eight, divorced, no children. I’m trying to move to a new area, and I want to get a job around here. In town for one night only.’ His eyes gleam as he says this last sentence. ‘What about you?’ 
 
    ‘I’m Tia,’ I say. ‘Married sixteen years today.’ 
 
    ‘Congrats.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you. We have two beautiful children. I work in marketing and tonight I was hoping to have a celebration with my husband at a fancy hotel.’ 
 
    The waiter reappears with our drinks and takes our food orders. Dario waits until the waiter is out of earshot before continuing our conversation. 
 
    ‘Not that I want you to sit here and think about other men,’ he says, his face full of good humor, ‘but why isn’t your husband here tonight?’ 
 
    I make a noise of disgust and irritation and drain the last of my original martini. Dario watches with quiet interest, waiting for me to finish this display. It might look like I’m seriously ticked off, but I’m mostly just trying to figure out the best way to talk about it. 
 
    ‘Work,’ I say. ‘Despite all the effort and planning we put into this night, something came up at work that he had to deal with.’ 
 
    ‘He’s a doctor?’ 
 
    ‘Software development.’ I see a look of confusion cross Dario’s face and I can almost hear his thoughts – Really? How’s that important enough to miss a date with your wife? ‘Yeah, don’t ask.’ 
 
    ‘But sixteen years,’ he says. ‘That’s a heck of a good run.’ 
 
    ‘I like to think so. What about you? How long did your marriage last?’ 
 
    He makes an exaggerated grimace and takes a deep drink of his beer. He finishes the first bottle and puts it to one side. 
 
    I say, ‘Jeez, that bad?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he says. ‘Not really. Not at first. We kinda rushed into it. We were together seven years, married for five. You know when you just don’t click with someone?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, thinking of my mercifully few crappy relationships before Michael entered the picture. 
 
    ‘Well, long story – painfully long and embarrassing story – short, we just didn’t click and it took us five years of marriage to figure that out.’ 
 
    I nod in understanding. We take a slow drink, letting the moment pass. 
 
    ‘Are you enjoying the single life?’ I say. ‘You’re still young and good-looking.’ 
 
    He bobs his head, a deferential who, me? gesture. He smiles and says, ‘Thanks. Yeah, it’s been pretty good, not gonna lie. Definitely enjoying the single life. I get to meet new people, have a lot of fun, and enjoy dinners with beautiful women.’ 
 
    I laugh. He’s charming, good-looking, and funny. I’m enjoying his company. I start to loosen up and relax, pushing my feelings aside. The guilt I felt earlier begins to subside. Why should I feel guilty, anyway? It’s my anniversary. I look good and I feel great. I deserve to have a nice meal with a handsome man, even if he isn’t my husband. 
 
    We drink and talk and drink some more. He’s a good conversationalist. Quick-witted and funny and able to talk about a wide variety of subjects. The more I drink, the more I like him. 
 
    Our food arrives and we eat for a few moments in comfortable silence. My salmon is exquisite. Rich and full of flavor and it melts in my mouth. Dario swirls his pasta around a fork, making happy little murmurs in his throat. 
 
    ‘You gotta try this,’ he says, ‘it’s phenomenal.’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    I lean forward, ready to jam my fork in his plate, but he surprises me by offering me his own cutlery. I take his fork in my mouth and taste the delicious, creamy pasta and lean back into my chair, chewing thoughtfully. 
 
    ‘Goddamn,’ I say. ‘That’s seriously good. Would you like some of mine?’ 
 
    ‘Sure!’ 
 
    I slip my fork into the soft pink flesh of the salmon and offer him a chunk. His lips wrap around my fork slowly. Our eyes meet for a moment. A warm, pleasant tingle runs the length of my spine. There’s a look in his eye that suggests something more than casual friendliness. And I like it. 
 
    I give him a satisfied, Mmm from deep in my throat. The corner of his mouth twitches upward a fraction. He likes that noise.  
 
    Heat touches my cheeks. Why did I make that moan? It wasn’t just because the pasta tasted so good. No, that throaty, mmm was borderline sexual. I can’t believe I did that! 
 
    I turn my attention to the delicious salmon on my plate and make quick work of eating it. When was the last time I had salmon? Far too long, thanks to Michael. 
 
    I suddenly realize that Dario is talking. I snap my face in his direction and mumble, ‘Hmm?’ 
 
    ‘This hotel,’ Dario says, pointing around the room with his knife. ‘I was saying; this place seems kinda fancy for a sixteenth anniversary. Don’t get me wrong, it’s awesome, but this seems like a tenth or twentieth anniversary kind of a place.’ 
 
    I chew my salmon for a long moment, savoring the wonderful sensation of the warm meat melting over my tongue. How much do I want this handsome stranger to know about my business? Do I want him to know the truth about my marriage? 
 
    Dario looks across the table at me, his eyes big, deep, dark pools of curiosity and genuine interest. He isn’t just tasking questions to fill the time, this handsome, wide-eyed, chiseled-jaw stranger is genuinely interested in my life. Not like our marriage counselor, who asks questions because we pay her to listen. He really wants to know. 
 
    So I decide to tell him. 
 
    ‘It was my idea,’ I say. ‘Things have been kinda tough lately. Well, actually, not just lately. Things have been tough for years. We spend so much of our lives either working or looking after the kids, we forgot to make time for us. I don’t know how to explain it… like, we’re still a couple. We’re still together and doing couple stuff, but it just…’ 
 
    I let the sentence drift into the air, unable to finish my thought. 
 
    ‘Lacks intimacy?’ Dario says. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Yeah! That’s the best way to put it. We lack intimacy. We spend more time being pissed off at each other than we do being happy. The last dozen times we’ve actually had sex, it’s because we had a fight.’ I realize what I’ve just said and stop. I blush, covering my mouth with a hand. ‘Oh, my God, I’m so sorry, that is way too much information!’ 
 
    He laughs, the sound rich with good-nature and genuine amusement. 
 
    ‘Don’t be sorry,’ he says. ‘I’m glad you can be honest with me. It feels great to talk like this with someone. I totally get where you’re coming from. Back when I was married, the sex dried up about a year before we called it quits. We tried everything, but we weren’t compatible.’ 
 
    I place both my hands on the table and say, ‘It’s not that Michael and I aren’t compatible. We are – hell, after sixteen years, we damn well better be! – but we’ve drifted apart lately. We used to have shared goals and shared desires. You, know dreams that we both wanted to achieve. But now it feels like we’re not on the same page anymore. Does that make any sense?’ 
 
    He nods, looking at me with those big, wide eyes. Honest eyes. Trustworthy eyes. I look into those eyes and I can’t stop myself from telling him more, unloading all my problems onto this total stranger. 
 
    ‘Sometimes I feel like we don’t even see each other. I wake up and he’s gone to work. I go to sleep by myself. Then, when we do finally spend some time together, we have nothing to say to each other. I hate it. Sometimes I don’t even feel married.’ 
 
    I fall silent for a moment and eat a few mouthfuls of my meal. I feel that strange tingle running down my spine again. Why am I opening up to this man? I haven’t been this forthright to anyone before. Even our counselor had to work and convince me to trust her. 
 
    ‘So you arranged a night in a hotel,’ Dario says, putting all the pieces together like a detective solving a crime, ‘to try and put this rough patch behind you?’ 
 
    ‘Exactly.’ I nod enthusiastically. ‘I had this big plan for how tonight was supposed to go. Booked a room and this dinner and even a bottle of champagne. Bought some new underwear. All he had to do was show up, but he couldn’t get away from his desk on time. All I wanted was one nice night, you know? Is that so much to ask for?’ 
 
    ‘Not at all.’ Dario finishes his meal and pushes the plate aside. ‘If you were mine, I would probably forget to go to work.’ 
 
    I laugh again and reach for my fresh martini, but the glass is empty. Shit. When did I drink that? I don’t even remember. I gotta slow down, I’m getting kinda drunk now. 
 
    Dario finishes his beer and I eat the last few small pieces of salmon. A comfortable silence descends over us. As soon as my dirty fork hits the plate, the waiter reappears to clear the table. He gives us the usual banter, asking about the meal and if we would like anything else. Dario asks for another round of drinks. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ the waiter says. ‘But drinks aren’t part of the meal package, is that okay?’ 
 
    ‘Drinks are on me,’ Dario says, and the waiter nods and vanishes with all the plates and cutlery. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I say. ‘You don’t have to buy anything for me.’ 
 
    ‘It’s the least I can do,’ he says, with a shake of his head. ‘You invited me to dinner, after all.’ 
 
    ‘Only because my husband didn’t show up.’ 
 
    ‘His loss is my gain.’ He smiles at me. I feel a flutter in my chest. Goddamn, this man is so good-looking! ‘So, I gotta ask… you bought new underwear?’ 
 
    I stare at him in shock for a second, wondering how he knows. Then I realize that I accidentally told him a few moments ago, in the middle of my tirade. I laugh with embarrassment. 
 
    ‘I can’t believe I said that!’ I say. ‘Oh, shit, that’s so stupid of me!’ 
 
    His eyes gleam with pleasure at my reaction. 
 
    ‘Don’t be embarrassed,’ he says. ‘I’ve been wondering for the past hour what special surprises your husband is missing out on.’ 
 
    ‘I sent him a picture of it.’ I grab my phone and check the messages once more. Still nothing from Michael, but he has seen the picture. So why hasn’t he responded? 
 
    ‘Lucky husband,’ Dario says, a wicked smile on his handsome face. 
 
    The waiter returns with our drinks and we toast each other again. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    By the time I finish the third martini, I am drunk. Michael still hasn’t responded to my message, or told me that he’s finished, or anything. But I don’t care. I’m having too much fun with Dario. It doesn’t matter that this night has gone wrong. It doesn’t matter that my anniversary has been ruined. It doesn’t even matter that I am mad with my husband. Dario looks at me in a way that sends naughty thrills and tingles throughout my body. He likes me. He finds me attractive. That means something to me. I’m a married mother of two, I don’t often get guys looking at me the way he’s eyeing me now, with interest and desire. It feels really good. 
 
    ‘Do you want another drink?’ Dario says. 
 
    ‘Probably shouldn’t,’ I say. ‘I’m already pretty drunk.’ 
 
    He looks a little disappointed, but nods. 
 
    ‘I’ll go get the check for the drinks,’ he says. ‘Hey, did you say that your room came with a bottle of champagne?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, it did, why?’ 
 
    He gets a mischievous look in his eyes and gets up from the table. I watch him walk all the way down to the bar. He takes out his wallet and pays for our drinks and talks to the woman behind the bar for a few moments, gesturing back toward me a couple of times. I frown. What is he doing? The bartender steps away out of my sight for a few moments, then returns holding a large bottle. She gives it to Dario, who nods and walks back to the table, his eyes shining with pleasure. He places a bottle of champagne on the table. 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ I say. 
 
    ‘It’s the bottle of champagne that comes with the room package,’ he says, shooting me wink. 
 
    I laugh, loving his cheeky humor and general charming attitude. I can’t imagine Michael doing anything like that. 
 
    ‘Thanks, husband,’ I say. 
 
    ‘No problem, wife.’ He grins at me and offers his arm. ‘May I walk you to your room?’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    I stand and slip my arm through his. We’re just your average married couple, celebrating our anniversary together. Nothing weird here, folks. 
 
    Nobody bats an eye as we leave the restaurant together arm in arm. Nobody has a clue that we didn’t know one another an hour ago. Nobody cares, either. This is a high-class kind of hotel. Discreet. Trustworthy. The hotel staff probably see this kind of thing a dozen times a day – married women and single men; married men and single women; married men and married women. 
 
    I don’t feel guilty about this. Not one bit. In fact, I feel almost giddy, and not just from all the booze. I’ve enjoyed Dario’s company tonight. He single-handedly saved my night from becoming a total disaster, rescuing me from having the worst anniversary imaginable. Part of me doesn’t want this to end. It’s too early – barely ten p.m. – and I know that the only things waiting for me in my room are shitty late-night TV shows and an unfamiliar bed. But what are we supposed to do now? 
 
    We get into the elevator together and the doors glide shut behind us. Dario doesn’t unlink his arm from mine, so I stay in place at his side. 
 
    ‘What floor is my wife staying on tonight?’ he says, with a small laugh. 
 
    ‘Third,’ I say, giggling. I don’t know why the idea of us pretending to be married is so funny. 
 
    ‘Third it is,’ he says, pressing the button. The elevator car starts moving upward. As we pass the first floor, he turns to me and says, ‘Listen, Tia, I gotta say this one thing – your husband is a freaking idiot.’ 
 
    ‘Huh?’ His sudden serious change takes me by surprise. ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘It’s your anniversary,’ he says. ‘That’s strike one, right? And you’re going through a rough patch. That’s strike two. Plus, you went to all this effort to make tonight count and make it mean something and that guy – that idiot – he doesn’t even show up. That’s strike three, right there.’ 
 
    ‘What are you suggesting?’ I say, slightly confused by the baseball terminology. ‘He’s out?’ 
 
    ‘I’m just saying,’ he says, ‘that I would never treat you like this.’ 
 
    The elevator reaches the third floor and comes to a stop. 
 
    ‘You’re a nice guy,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Until I get undressed.’ He flashes me a wicked smile. I laugh. 
 
    The doors open and we step out onto the quiet floor, our footsteps absorbed by the carpet. I steer Dario to the left and we walk together in comfortable silence. 
 
    My heart races in my chest. I still don’t feel guilty about the way this night turned out. If anything, I feel excited. I had a great dinner with a great guy. I look beautiful and I feel sexy. He’s charming and funny and handsome and the way he looks at me – holy cow, I like that fierce gleam in his eyes. 
 
    But then our night comes to an end. We reach the door to my room and stop. 
 
    ‘This is me,’ I say, slipping my arm out of his. 
 
    ‘This is you,’ he says, turning to face me. 
 
    A moment passes between us in silence. I look into his handsome face and his dark, passionate eyes, trying to tell him with my mind that I really don’t want this night to end. Not like this. I feel like a teenager after a date, awkwardly waiting to see who makes the first move before the night ends. Except this isn’t a date. It’s a friendly dinner. And I’m not a horny teenager, I’m a married woman – a mother – and this isn’t going to end in a kiss. 
 
    ‘It was fun sharing this night with you,’ he says. ‘And it was a pleasure being your husband, too.’ 
 
    I laugh again. His eyes sparkle, enjoying my amusement. 
 
    ‘It was great fun being your wife,’ I say. ‘Even if it was just this once.’ 
 
    He leans close and puts his arms around me. I inhale his scent and his cologne, drinking his fragrance. God, he even smells good! 
 
    I put my cheek against his – feeling a light layer of his stubble, a rough five o’clock shadow – and kiss him. It catches both of us by surprise. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ he says. He kisses my cheek in return. Then he leans back, his hands sliding down my arms. ‘Have a wonderful rest of your anniversary. Enjoy the champagne.’ 
 
    He releases me and steps back, ready to walk away. My mind screams, No! Don’t let him go! 
 
    ‘I have two glasses,’ I say, blurting out the words before I’m even aware of it. 
 
    He raises an eyebrow, confused. 
 
    ‘In my room,’ I say, clarifying, stumbling over myself. ‘I have two glasses in my room. If you – you know – want to help me with his?’ I hold up the bottle for emphasis. 
 
    Dario pauses for a moment, weighing up his options. Then he smiles. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ he says. ‘Can’t let my wife drink that all by herself now, can I? What kind of husband would I be?’ 
 
    I laugh again and take the key out of my bag and let us into my room. The room I was supposed to share with my husband. The room where we were supposed to reconnect and cement our marriage all over again. 
 
    The room into which I now invite a strange man. 
 
    ‘I think this is nicer than mine,’ Dario says, walking ahead of me and looking around the place. He’s kidding, of course. All the rooms are the same. 
 
    I close the door and lock it. I say, ‘The glasses are over there.’ 
 
    Dario follows my pointing finger to the little table where I left the champagne glasses. One is obviously used, with traces of red lipstick smeared around the rim. He picks up both glasses and turns to me, a confident smirk on his face. I toss my bag onto the bed. Dario sees the empty bottle of champagne on the night stand. 
 
    ‘Did you start the party early?’ he says. 
 
    ‘I wanted to party with my husband,’ I say. ‘But seeing as he couldn’t be bothered to come to his own anniversary…’ 
 
    I unwrap the foil from the bottle and slowly twist the cork free. After a few tense moments, the cork comes free with a soft pop and the champagne hisses and bubbles. Dario holds out the glasses to me and I pour us both yet more alcohol. The bottle shakes in my hand – either from drunkenness or nervousness – but I manage not to spill any. 
 
    ‘Cheers, wife,’ Dario says, raising his glass to me. 
 
    I put the bottle on the desk and take my glass and raise it back to him. 
 
    ‘Happy anniversary, husband,’ I say. 
 
    We drink a small mouthful of champagne. I watch him closely. My heart pounds louder now. A voice in my head is trying to tell me something – I have a strange man in my hotel room! – but I can’t hear that voice over all the booze I’ve had tonight. I feel bold and brave and risky and sexy and- 
 
    Dario leans in and kisses me. A sudden, gentle connection of our lips. 
 
    At first, I’m shocked by him. Too shocked to move or react or do anything except stand still and feel his warm, thick lips on mine. His mouth feels different to Michael’s. It’s a different size and shape and texture. It’s new and exciting and – oh, God! – I want it so bad. 
 
    My lips part and I respond to his kiss. He slips a hand around my waist and pulls me into him. I can feel the heat of his body against mine. His tongue slips into my mouth. God, even his tongue feels different to Michael’s! 
 
    A low purr escapes my throat, unbidden. I’m enjoying this. I can’t honestly say why, but it feels so good. The guilt melts away like snow on a warm day. I don’t care that I’m married. I don’t care that this man is a total stranger. I don’t care about my anniversary or anything else. 
 
    All I feel is that intense, burning need. I like Dario. I want Dario. 
 
    My tongue responds to his and all my thoughts fade away, replaced by that lustful red mist of pure need. I place my hand on his back. I taste him. I savor him. I feel his hardness throbbing and strengthening against my thigh. He wants me. He desires me. 
 
    His hand reaches up my back and finds the dress zipper. He slowly peels it down, opening my dress, exposing my back. I don’t stop him. I don’t protest. Part of me thinks that I should object, but I don’t. 
 
    I put my glass down on the table and slip my arms through the dress. I push him back a couple of steps, breaking up our kiss. He looks hurt and confused for a brief moment. 
 
    Then I let the dress fall to the floor and he gasps. His eyes sweep my body up and down, almost bulging out of their sockets. 
 
    ‘Woah,’ he says. ‘I say the stockings and the heels, but I never… woah.’ 
 
    I offer him a sly smile, looking down at myself at enjoying the view. My breasts look perfectly round and juicy, boosted by the corset. Judging from the expression on his face, I look better than he could have imagined. 
 
    ‘Is this the new underwear?’ he says, his voice little more than a faint whisper. 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘Holy shit.’ He takes a step toward me. ‘That guy is fucking idiot.’ 
 
    He puts his glass of champagne on the table and sweeps me into his arms. We kiss again, this time with more passion and fire and urgency. His hands explore my body, feeling the curve of my ass and giving me a playful squeeze. 
 
    Desire consumes me now. Lust overtakes me. I paw at him, pulling at his shirt, his tie, desperate to undress him right now. Can’t wait. Need him naked. Now. 
 
    He helps me with his shirt, prizing open the buttons. We keep kissing – tongues entwined, little moans escaping my throat – as his jacket and shirt hit the floor. My hands fall to his pants and fumble with his zipper. He finally breaks off the kiss. 
 
    ‘Not yet,’ he says. ‘Not yet. Get on the bed.’ 
 
    I sit on the edge of the bed, breathing hard. My heart races like I’m on the treadmill. This is beyond intense. 
 
    Dario kneels between my legs and kisses my inner thighs. I groan softly at the feel of his warm lips on my sensitive skin. He feels so damn good. He leaves a trail of burning hot kisses along my inner thighs, growing steadily closer to the tiny fabric triangle that covers my most intimate parts. He places one final kiss on my white thong, directly over my red-hot and aching womanhood. I moan for him. 
 
    He glances up at me with a wicked, lustful expression and slips his fingers underneath my thong and pulls it aside. I hear a low, throaty growl of approval as he sees my wet and juicy lips for the first time. 
 
    ‘I love a shaved pussy,’ he says, kissing my smooth mound. 
 
    I gasp and say, ‘Well, it is my anniversary. A girl’s gotta make an effort for her husband.’ 
 
    ‘Her husband approves,’ he says, with a small laugh. 
 
    Then he kisses my aching, burning sex and I inhale a sharp breath. Holy shit. It feels so good. Beyond good! 
 
    I lean back on the bed, allowing him more access. I’m breathing harder now, little gasps and pants of approval escaping my lips as he gently kisses and sucks at my flowering womanhood. His tongue gently flickers across my stiffening clit and I make an involuntary cry of, Oh! 
 
    After a few moments of gentle teasing and probing and sucking, Dario goes to work. He laps at my dripping sex, his tongue trailing over my lips in slow, firm flicks, starting at my entrance and ending at my clit. It feels wonderful. I arch my back. My hands cup my breasts and gently squeeze the firm flesh, sending little ripples of delight through me. 
 
    Dario groans, loving my taste, and swirls his tongue around my sensitive and aching clit. He gently sucks on my lips and delves into my womanhood, fucking me with his tongue. My body shudders with delight. I start to breathe less and moan more. It feels so good! So fucking good! 
 
    He takes his time with me. He teases me. He sucks and licks and kisses and tastes and slowly, gently manipulates my body with his tongue. I can feel the fire in my belly. I can feel it burning white-hot, consuming my entire body. I know what is about to happen. 
 
    ‘Dario!’ I say, gasping. ‘I’m gonna come!’ 
 
    His eyes sparkle. He slips his arms under my legs and holds me in place. He laps at my pussy, driving me crazy, his tongue delving into my lips, exploring my folds, teasing my sensitive sex. He never slows down for a moment. 
 
    My orgasm sucks all the air out of my lungs. I shudder all over, my muscles convulsing and contracting all at once. I cry out to the heavens in a high, shrill voice that I don’t recognize. I can’t remember the last time I came just through oral sex alone. I don’t remember the last time I even received oral sex like this. 
 
    Dario keeps going, making me ride the waves of my climax over and over, until the moment finally passes and my pussy becomes far too sensitive to continue. 
 
    ‘I can’!’ I say, pushing at his head. ‘I can’t take anymore!’ 
 
    He gives me one final kiss – causing me to shudder violently – and stands up. He is still shirtless and wearing his pants, with a generous bulge of excitement growing and straining at the crotch. I beckon him closer with a finger. He nods, grinning, eyes gleaming with passion. 
 
    I reach down and take off the thong, noting to myself how goddamn wet the fabric at the front feels, and toss it to the floor. Dario unbuttons his pants. He pauses to remove a condom from his wallet and tosses the foil wrapper onto the bed. I giggle and raise an eyebrow. 
 
    ‘Expecting to get lucky?’ I say. 
 
    ‘You never know when you might need one,’ he says, taking off his pants. I watch him casually take off his shoes and socks, before turning back to me in just his underwear.  
 
    ‘Take it off,’ I say. ‘All of it.’ 
 
    He pushes his shorts down. I watch him stand tall and proud and naked and erect before me. His body is good. Not muscular, but not flabby, either. His tanned skin looks amazing in the room light. Dario doesn’t have much body hair, unlike Michael. His cock is a decent size. Maybe half an inch longer than my husband, but not as thick. It’s got a good-sized head and a nice, thick ridge running along the underside. 
 
    I sit up and grab the condom from the bed and open the wrapper. He steps in front of me, his cock pointing straight up. I take him in my hand, feeling his heat and weight and girth in my palm. Fuck, it feels so right. I place the condom at the tip of his penis and gently unroll it, coating him in a translucent latex sheathe. 
 
    ‘You’re good at that,’ Dario says, as I finish unrolling the condom. 
 
    ‘It’s been a while since I’ve used one,’ I say. ‘I wanted to know if I could still do it.’ 
 
    ‘How do you want to do this?’ he says. 
 
    I lay back on the bed and open my legs for him. He takes the hint and steps up to the bed and strokes my swollen sex with the tip of his manhood. I sigh. Goddamn, this man drives me crazy. I need it. All of it. Everything he has. 
 
    Dario gently pushes the tip of his manhood at my entrance. He looks me in the eyes. Then he plunges inside me. 
 
    I react immediately, crying out in passion and shock. Dario might not push me open as much as Michael does, but that extra length feels like it reaches so much further inside me. His length sinks inside my yearning cavern in one long, slowly, deliberate stroke. He watches my face as he enters me, his smile widening. When he finally reaches my hips and stops, a soft groan escapes his lips. 
 
    ‘God, you feel so good,’ he says. 
 
    I moan in response. I raise my legs and grab my thighs to let him in as deep as he can get. The head of his cock touches parts of my womanhood that my husband has never reached. 
 
    Dario begins to stroke in and out. He moves slowly, his wonderful cock gently dragging through my tunnel, grinding against my sensitive skin, driving me crazy. He is slow and gentle. Just how I don’t like it. 
 
    ‘Harder,’ I say. 
 
    He quickens his pace a little, moving faster now, pushing harder with every pump. But it’s still not enough. I can feel the heat and pressure slowly growing in my stomach as another climax begins to take shape. I can’t wait. I need that feeling! I’ve missed that feeling. 
 
    ‘Fuck me harder!’ I say. ‘Come on, Dario, fuck me like you mean it!’ 
 
    His eyes flash in anger. I’ve challenged his masculinity now. He attacks my pussy with a vengeance, pumping hard and fast, slamming into my hips, his balls swinging into my ass, plowing me over and over. He bares his teeth in primal fury and grabs my legs, placing my ankles on his shoulders, fucking me even deeper than before. I cry out louder with every thrust. I haven’t been this vocal in so long! God, it feels fucking amazing! I feel sexy and alive and passionate and I want more. 
 
    I squeeze my breasts, feeling that heat and pressure in my belly get bigger and hotter and more intense with every hard, fast stroke of Dario’s cock. My passionate moans become desperate gasps of pleasure. He keeps fucking me, deep and hard, his jerky movements full of primal savagery. I love it. 
 
    ‘You gonna fucking come for me?’ he says, almost snarling. 
 
    I nod, unable to speak. 
 
    This seems to drive him even wilder. He grips my thighs with his arms and slams into me even harder, like he’s trying to break me. I love it. I love it all. I love the way he fucks me, like he doesn’t care, like he wants to punish me. I need more! 
 
    I cry out again in rapturous bliss. The heat and pressure in my stomach explodes outward, consuming me in a flash of utter ecstasy. I lose myself to the sensations, my arms flailing over the bed, trying grasp the covers for support. I gasp and inhale and cry out over and over. He keeps fucking me at that same relentless, aggressive pace, hammering his cock into me over and over. Every stroke makes my orgasm more intense. I squeeze my eyes shut and see stars. 
 
    ‘Shit!’ I say. It is the only coherent word I’m able to say. ‘Shit, shit, shit!’ 
 
    ‘You like that, don’t you?’ he says. 
 
    I nod and look up into his face. His eyes are wild with lust. But I don’t want him to come just yet. I need a little more. It’s been so long since I’ve been fucked. I need just a little more. 
 
    ‘Fuck me from behind,’ I say, panting hard. ‘Please!’ 
 
    He slams into me one final time, making me gasp louder than ever. Then he slowly eases out of me, his length leaving me hollow and empty. He tosses my legs to the side, forcing my body to roll. I start to get to my hands and knees, but he climbs on the bed and mounts me as I am, face down and helpless. He forces my legs apart and pushes back inside me with ease, as though he always fucks me like this. As though he belongs inside me. As though he owns me. 
 
    Dario pins me to the bed like this and fucks me hard. He grabs my hair with one hand, lifting himself up with the other. I lay still, letting him have his way with me. It feels good to be wanted and needed and fucked like this. He mounts me and takes me like an animal, driving deep inside me, slamming into my butt, making my body rock and shudder. I bury my face into the bed to muffle my cries and wails. It feels wrong and right and utterly perfect. 
 
    I hear his breathing slowly change and deepen. His body begins to stiffen and tense. I can feel him approaching climax. I squeeze his cock with my womanhood, yearning for his release. I want to make him come with my body. There is no better feeling in this world than making a man climax for you. 
 
    A low rumbling buzz cuts through the atmosphere. A steady, rhythmic vibration. A phone. I grab my bag and pull it toward me. The vibration grows louder. My phone is ringing. 
 
    ‘Shit!’ I say, breathing hard, feeling another climax brewing. 
 
    ‘Are you gonna answer it?’ Dario says, still pounding my pussy in hard, wild strokes. 
 
    I pull my phone out of my bag. It’s Michael. He’s calling me right now. Another man is fucking me hard and fast in the bed I rented for us and he’s calling me right now. I turn the call to silent and push the phone away. 
 
    ‘Come in me!’ I say. ‘Fucking fill my pussy!’ 
 
    Dario obliges. He sits back, hands on my ass, and fucks me with renewed intensity. His fingers grip my butt tighter as his climax approaches. I can feel it in his body. I push back a little now, forcing him deeper inside me, desperate to make him come. He groans that primal, guttural, animalistic growl of utter passion that men unleash at the climax of a good, hard fuck. I feel the condom shudder as Dario’s load crashes against the latex, pumping out in a fierce frenzy of release. He shudders against me, pushing himself as deep as possible one final time, forcing his head into the entrance to my womb. I gasp at the feeling of his orgasm. 
 
    After a long, beautiful moment, Dario lays down on top of me, spent and satisfied. We pant together, enjoying the feeling of our mutual pleasure. I haven’t come that hard in so long. It felt amazing. 
 
    ‘That was good,’ Dario says, after a long moment. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Yeah, it was.’ 
 
    He gently eases back and climbs off me. My skin tingles from where he touched me. I grab my phone again and check the screen. One missed call from Michael, no voicemails. I sit upright and dial him back, motioning to my naked lover to keep quiet. Dario nods and steps away from me, gathering his clothes together. He slips the used condom off his wilting manhood and ties a knot in the latex. 
 
    Michael answers on the first ring. He sounds exhausted and happy. I can hear the roar of the car in the background. I must be on speaker. 
 
    ‘Hey!’ he says. ‘I just got out! I’m on my way now!’ 
 
    My heart leap up into my throat. 
 
    ‘Oh, okay,’ I say, feeling panic grip my throat. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ Michael says. ‘You’re still at the hotel, right?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, I’m still here. Uh, how long will you be?’ 
 
    ‘I’m breaking the speed limit now,’ he says, laughing. ‘I’ll be there in about ten minutes.’ 
 
    ‘Ten minutes,’ I say, exchanging a knowing look with Dario. ‘Can’t wait.’ 
 
    ‘You’re still wearing that outfit, right?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, ‘but only for the next fifteen minutes…’ 
 
    He laughs and hangs up. I toss the phone aside. A little wave of guilt rises up in my chest. 
 
    ‘Ten minutes?’ Dario says. ‘I guess that’s not enough time…’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘But thank you. Thanks for helping me out tonight.’ 
 
    ‘It was my pleasure.’ He grins, looking like the cat who got the cream. 
 
    I watch my lover dress, admiring the body that just provided me with so much pleasure. It was new and unfamiliar. Yes, I feel bad for what happened, but right now I’m still buzzing with the excitement of having done it. Fuck it. 
 
    ‘This was amazing,’ Dario says, slipping his tie back into place. He’s perfectly dressed once more, utterly immaculate. If it wasn’t for the sparkle in his eyes, you would never know that he just fucked another man’s wife. ‘I’ll take this with me.’ He holds up the condom, neatly tucked into the open wrapper. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I say again. 
 
    Dario blows me a kiss. He walks across the room, out of the door, and out of my life forever. 
 
    I get up and tidy the mess, flattening the bed and wiping Dario’s almost-full champagne glass clean. I put my wet thong back on and spray perfume around the room to mask the smell of sex. Will it work? Will Michael be able to tell from the room – or from my body – that I’ve just fucked another man tonight? I don’t know. 
 
    After a few long, tense minutes, there is a knock at the door. I take a deep breath and pull it open. 
 
    ‘Happy anniversary,’ my husband says. 
 
    He walks into the room and kisses me passionately. 
 
    ‘Happy anniversary,’ I say. 
 
    We fall back onto the bed, laughing and groping each other. It feels like old times. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    If My Husband Won’t… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



‘I don’t get it,’ he says. ‘What’s the big deal?’ 
 
    I look at my husband with wide eyes. My cheeks flush with embarrassment. My chest aches with a sliver of hurt. I can’t stand it when he looks at me like this, when he looks at me like I’ve done something so incomprehensibly awful that he literally doesn’t know how to react. He gets up out of bed, the early Sunday morning light turning his pale naked body a delicious golden brown, and walks to the bathroom, shaking his head as he closes the door. 
 
    I lay back down on the pillow, stunned and hurt. I pull the covers up to my chin to hide my nakedness, trying to figure out where I went wrong here. Did I say something he found offensive? I don’t think so. Was it the way I spoke to him? Again, I rack my brain, trying to relive the past few minutes, going through the scene again with infinite care, like a palaeontologist trying to unearth precious fossils. 
 
    In the bathroom, I hear Michael turn on the faucet and brush his teeth, as though trying to cleanse himself. The sliver of hurt burrows deeper into my chest, piercing my heart. I feel like a monster. A criminal. A slut. 
 
    Maybe I’m the problem. Maybe it’s me. Maybe I’m some kind of wicked, sordid deviant, an anomaly, and Michael is right to be disgusted by me. But is it wrong that I want to try something new with him? After all, we’ve been married for eight years now, and there’s very little we haven’t done together. We’ve seen sides of each other neither of us knew existed before our marriage. We’ve shared a bedroom for most of our relationship. We have no secrets from each other. But now that he’s walked away from me, shaking his head in disgust, I don’t know what to think. This is the first time that I’ve ever felt like the bad guy in my own life. 
 
    All because I asked my husband if he wanted to fuck my ass. 
 
    Michael returns from the bathroom, wiping his mouth with the back of one hand, still naked. He walks back to the bed and, for one moment, I delude myself into believing that he’s going to get back in bed with me and continue our Sunday morning ritual. Maybe he’ll pretend that this little moment never happened and we can carry on with our quiet, happy lives. 
 
    But he doesn’t. 
 
    My husband opens his sock drawer and starts searching through it. I’m puzzled for a second, wondering what he’s looking for. He knows that we keep all our naughty toys in my bedside cabinet. But Michael takes out a matching pair of black socks and starts putting them on his feet. 
 
    ‘What are you doing?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Getting dressed,’ he says. ‘Do you want breakfast?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, confused, that shard of hurt pushing deeper into my chest like a groundhog. ‘But don’t we usually have it… you know, later?’ 
 
    I throw the covers off, revealing my petite, naked body in all its glory. My naked body that hungers for him and yearns for him and lusts for him. My small but firm breasts sit atop my chest, nipples pointing toward heaven. My smooth, shaven legs are slightly parted, ready for him. My mound is neatly trimmed and carefully groomed, eager to receive him. I want to put this awkward moment behind us, pretend it never happened, and make passionate love on a Sunday morning. Before the kids wake up. Before we go back to our lives. 
 
    ‘I’m not really feeling it now,’ he says, pursing his lips, deliberately looking away from me. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ I say, trying not to look as hurt as I feel. ‘Are you feeling okay?’ 
 
    ‘I’m fine, I’m fine,’ he says, still not looking at me. 
 
    ‘Have I done something wrong?’ I ask, my pride deflating like an old balloon. 
 
    ‘No,’ he says. He pulls up his jeans and zips up his pants. ‘No, it’s not you, Carrie. It’s me, okay?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t go,’ I say. ‘C’mon, it’s Sunday. It’s the one morning we can be a little naughty together.’ 
 
    I pat the bed next to me, trying one last time to tempt him back to me. My husband pulls on yesterday’s shirt and walks out of the bedroom, leaving me confused, naked, and hurt. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘He did what?’ Marci says, stopping dead in her tracks to face me. 
 
    I glance up and down the aisle, making sure no other shoppers are close enough to hear us. 
 
    ‘He walked out,’ I say, keeping my voice low. Bad enough I’m even telling this story to Marci, let alone in the middle of the grocery store. ‘He didn’t say anything else, he got dressed and walked out. Made breakfast.’ 
 
    I grab a fresh carton of eggs and flip the lid open to make sure there’s no damage. Marci shakes her head in bewilderment and resumes shopping. She takes a fresh bottle of cooking oil from the shelf and carefully places it in her basket. 
 
    ‘Because you asked him for anal?’ she says, as though she didn’t hear me right the first time. 
 
    I shoot her a look and glance up the aisle again. The only other shoppers nearby are at the far end of this aisle. Looks like an elderly lady pushing a trolley and a soccer mom, with her bored-looking kid trailing behind. Both are too far away to hear us, but I don’t want to chance it. Marci’s one of those people who says whatever thought crosses her mind without paying attention to her surroundings. One time she regaled myself and several other friends with a long, explicit story about the first time she saw a man naked. The story was entertaining as hell, but probably not appropriate in a kid’s toy store. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, almost hissing, hoping that she’ll get the hint and talk about this later. 
 
    ‘When?’ she says. ‘This morning?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, ‘yesterday. We usually spend a long, slow Sunday morning in bed together, but after that, we didn’t get busy.’ 
 
    ‘Yeesh,’ she says, making a disgusted face. If there’s one thing Marci understands above all else, it’s the pain of not getting laid. We’ve been friends for years now. She was a bridesmaid when I married Michael. She even helped us find a place to live when I fell pregnant the first time. Before she met and fell in love with Harvey, she used to consider herself sexually conservative. I always thought of her as sexually repressed. That all changed the moment she got married. Since them it’s as though she's been making up for lost time. Not a day goes by that she doesn’t start a story with the words, ‘Do you know what we did that I’ve never done before?’ So, when Marci makes that disgusted face, I know that she understands how I feel about not enjoying my Sunday morning ritual. 
 
    We continue walk down the aisle. I grab a couple of other items from my mental list and put them in my basket. As we turn into the central aisle and start to head back to the checkouts, Marci grabs my forearm and whispers in a low voice, ‘Wait, have you guys never…?’ 
 
    I raise my eyebrows, unable to figure out the end of that sentence. 
 
    ‘You know,’ she says. She pauses, then glances around almost theatrically, as though she’s making fun of me for worrying about the other shoppers in the store. The coast is clear. ‘You and Michael. You’ve never… done it up the ass?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. I feel a sudden strange heat in my cheeks, a flush of embarrassment. I haven’t blushed while talking about sex since I was in ninth grade and Cathy Grossman asked me how many boys had seen my bra. ‘I haven’t done that with anyone.’ 
 
    Marci’s eyebrows shoot up so far they almost disappear into her bangs. 
 
    ‘Never?’ she says, shocked, as though I’ve just told her that I’ve never eaten bacon before. ‘Like… not once?’ 
 
    ‘That’s what never means, Marci,’ I say, turning to continue walking, brushing my hair from behind my ears to cover my pink cheeks. I’m a grown woman, why am I blushing like this? Am I ashamed of myself or something? 
 
    ‘Holy cow,’ she says, walking quickly to keep pace with me. ‘Holy cow…’ 
 
    ‘It’s not a big deal, okay?’ I say, keeping my face turned away from her and my eyes on the floor. I just want to get out of here. This is almost as embarrassing as watching my husband get out of bed in disgust yesterday. 
 
    I glance over at her. She looks at me as though seeing me for the first time. Her eyes sweep up and down my body, absorbing me all over again. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ she says, her voice filled with wonder. I might have just announced that I’m actually a fairy from the planet Zardoz and sprouted wings in front of her. ‘Oh, wow… 
 
    ‘What?’ I say, snapping a little more than I intended. 
 
    ‘Nothing,’ she says, keeping pace with me, striding toward the checkouts. ‘It’s just… I never thought I’d have done something with my husband that you hadn’t done with yours. For once, I beat you to something.’ 
 
    She smiles a happy, satisfied smile and walks on, leaving me in her wake, embarrassed and a little ashamed of myself. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘Okay,’ Marci says. ‘Tell me everything. From the beginning.’ 
 
    She leans forward on the table and wraps her hands around the coffee mug. Steam rises from the boiling liquid, curling upwards in wispy draughts, like smoke rising from a wizard’s pipe. 
 
    We’re sitting in a little café a few blocks from the grocery store, a little independent coffee shop designed to feel like a book store. The coffee isn’t as cheap or fancy as it is in those other chains, but the atmosphere and peace and quiet more this place more than worth it. Marci and I are in our usual spot, facing each other a little circular table about halfway along the long, thin rectangle shape of the store, just out of earshot of the counter, but still close enough that carrying fresh drinks back to our table isn’t a chore. At this time of day, there are only a couple of other people in here. There’s a young woman who looks like a student sitting on one of the old beat-up couches near the front, furiously typing away on her laptop, writing either the world’s greatest essay, or the next Harry Potter phenomenon. Sitting in the booths at the back of the store are two women a little younger than Marci and I, both with young babies resting in their arms. We’re far enough away from other people to safely talk sex and smut and shopping, like we always do. 
 
    Marci looks at me again and raises her eyebrows, imploring me to get my ass in gear and start talking. I recall the previous morning, forcing myself to live through it again, trying to remember how it all got started. Marci’s eyes remain on my face, watching me like a hawk. Her long fingers gently drum on the side of her china cup, a characteristically impatient gesture. 
 
    Even though Marci is one of my dearest friends and hasn’t pressured me in any way, I still feel like I’m being interrogated right now. Maybe it’s the way she’s leaning forward over the table, forming a triangle with her elbows and forearms, fingertips brought together in a sharp point. Maybe it’s the blank non-judgemental expression on her face, or the look in her eyes that tells me she isn’t going to take any shit or believe a hasty lie. I know better than to try and bullshit Marci, anyhow. She can smell a lie from a thousand yards. It’s one of the reasons she decided against taking plenty of lovers in her youth, opting instead for the safety and security of marriage. She could always tell when a guy was throwing out a cheap line to try and get lucky. One of her sayings was, ‘If a guy will lie to your face just to get in your pants, imagine what he’ll do to get out of them.’ I wish I could detect bullshit as well as she can. It would have saved me a lot of heartbreak over the years. 
 
    I lift my own coffee cup to my lips and smell the beautiful, rich aroma of good, strong cappuccino. I have a brief debate with myself over whether or not to try and drink some to stall for a few more moments, but I can feel the heat through the china. If I drank it now, I would probably lose my taste buds for the next week or two. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say, putting down my cup and holding up my hands, able to stand the heat of her gaze any longer. If she’s an interrogator, I’m a street punk with a rap sheet. ‘We were in bed yesterday morning. It’s our weekly ritual, a lazy Sunday morning, before the kids get up. You know how it is.’ 
 
    Marci shrugged, reminding me how different she and I can be sometimes. Marci and Harvey decided against having children for a few years, so she won’t understand the frustration of having to limit yourself to a handful of quick, stolen sexual interactions per week. 
 
    ‘Well, maybe you don’t,’ I say. ‘But Sunday morning is kind of our thing. The one guaranteed time when we won’t get bothered by the kids or be forced to stop part way through for one reason or another.’ 
 
    Marci folds her arms across the table, one on top of the other, her triangle collapsing in on itself. 
 
    ‘So, yesterday,’ I say, continuing my narrative, ‘we started out like normal. He woke up first and started teasing me.’ 
 
    Marci’s wide, full lips twitch upwards at the corners. I see her struggling to control herself and remain as neutral as possible. 
 
    ‘I woke up in a very nice way,’ I say, feeling my own smile reflecting hers. ‘We started to get a little more daring, you know, a little, uh, explorative…’ Marci's eyes gleam with knowing excitement, but she manages to stop her smile growing any wider. ‘…And then, when we were ready to kick it up a gear, we asked me what I wanted to do and I asked if he wanted to do something new.’ 
 
    Marci leans forward imperceptibly, an unconscious movement. She’s enjoying my story. I start to feel a little more comfortable telling it, as well. I pause in my tale for a moment as an elderly man with a cane hobbles slowly past, face set with grim determination as he carefully takes step after careful step. Marci watches my face, glancing over at the man, willing him to walk faster with her mind. 
 
    He finally passes us and slowly fades away behind me, heading for a booth at the very back of the coffee shop. Marci immediately places her hands on the wooden table, palms down, as though commanding me to resume. 
 
    ‘Something new,’ she says, urging me to speak. Her body is rigid and her eyes blaze with the need to know. I always get the sense that Marci loves talking about sex these days, now that she can join in with everyone else. She didn’t used to enjoy these conversations, but now she always insists on lengthy, intimate catch-ups. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, pausing for effect. ‘He seemed pretty up for it. At first.’ I pause for effect again, more to irritate Marci than due to any real storytelling prowess on my side. She glares at me, nodding, trying to force the story out of me with her mind. ‘So, he asked me what I was thinking, and I kind of played innocent, you know, like, Oh, I don’t know, baby, what you would like to do? And as I was saying that, I brought his hand down to my ass and he squeezed.’ Marci bites her bottom lip subconsciously, some part of her mind recalling the feeling of her own husband doing the same thing. ‘And he thought I was talking about something else…’ I lower my voice, aware that there are a couple of other people in the coffee shop this afternoon. ‘…He thought I was talking about spanking, but I said, No, I want you to fuck my ass and he flinched like I’d slapped him.’ 
 
    Marci winces, putting herself in my position and feeling my pain. I wonder how she would react if Harvey turned down her advances? Knowing Marci the way I do, she would probably tie him down and make him do it anyway. When Marci sets her mind on something, she makes it happen. Especially when it comes to sex. 
 
    ‘What did he say?’ she asks. 
 
    ‘He said, Your ass?,’ I say, doing my best impression of my husband. 
 
    I curl my upper lip to try and mimic my husband's face. It probably comes off somewhere between a mocking sneer and a bad Elvis impersonation. Marci laughs, happy little wrinkles forming at the corners of her eyes. 
 
    ‘I said, Yeah, don't you want that? and he got kinda flustered and said no.’ 
 
    ‘Just like that?’ Marci says, amusement subsiding. ‘Just… no?’ 
 
    I nod and spread my hands wide open on the table, palms out toward her. 
 
    ‘He said he didn’t want to,’ I say. I relive the moment again as I describe it. 
 
    My husband pulled his hand away from my ass, his face twisted in an expression of distaste. He frowned at me and asked, Why do you want that? I shrugged, a little embarrassed, and said that I wanted to try it. We hadn’t ever done it before, so I wanted to know what it was like. I remembered the way he looked at me. The appalling, disgusted look he couldn’t help from clouding his eyes. Like I had just confessed to being the centrepiece of a hundred-man gangbang the night before our wedding, or told him that I wanted to be violated in front of my parents. That look in his eyes said exactly one thing: 
 
    I didn’t realize I married a slut. 
 
    Instead of admitting defeat, I decided to press further and said, Don’t you want to do it? I thought guys liked it? He pulled that face again, that disgusted half-sneer-half-Elvis impersonation, and rolled away from me to the very edge of the bed. He mumbled a response, saying, Other guys, maybe, but not me. The first sliver of hurt sank into my chest at that point, the thought that I had offended my husband almost too painful to imagine. And, again, I couldn’t let it go, so I said, You don’t want to… try it? Not even once? Michael turned to me and said, I don’t get it. What's the big deal? 
 
    I stop telling my story. Marci purses her lips and raises the cup in both hands. I can see her mind working overtime, picturing the scene over and over. I don’t feel as humiliated or as embarrassed as I thought I would. 
 
    That’s one thing I can always on Marci for – she never judges or tries to make me feel bad. She spent a good few years hearing all my sordid sexual escapades without being able to respond with one of her own, so she’s gotten pretty damn good at listening and not commenting by now. I think she secretly enjoys being able to join in with all the dirty talk and hot gossip nowadays. 
 
    After a lengthy, thoughtful pause, Marci asks, ‘So he didn't even consider it? Not even a little?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘He made it pretty damn clear that he doesn’t want to do it. Not with me, not with anyone.’ 
 
    ‘Huh,’ she says. She chews on the inside of her cheek for a moment, brows knitted together in concentration. ‘Did he say why?’ 
 
    ‘Nope. Just got out of bed and that was that. Mood spoiled by yours truly.’ 
 
    Marci lifts the cup to her lips and gently blows across the rim. Steam billows out from the coffee. She takes a sip. Her body visibly relaxes as she swallows the delicious liquid. 
 
    ‘Wow,’ she says. ‘I really don’t know what to say. I thought all guys were into that.’ 
 
    ‘Me too,’ I say. ‘I kind of assumed he hadn’t brought it up before now because he didn’t want to pressure me, you know, something like that.’ 
 
    Marci takes another sip. I place my hands around my mug and feel the warmth within. 
 
    ‘Weird how he didn’t give a reason,’ she says, lowing the cup to the table. ‘Like, I could understand if he maybe had a bad experience in the past, with an old girlfriend, but to flat-out refuse? That's kinda weird.’ 
 
    ‘I know, right?’ All I can think is, Thank God, someone agrees with me. I’m not the weird one. I didn’t expect Marci to be grossed out by my story, or disturbed by the inner workings of my mind, but part of me feared she would at least frown on it in some way. ‘What kind of man turns down the chance to deflower his wife?’ 
 
    Marci blows air through her lips. 
 
    ‘I have no idea,’ she says. ‘I mean, with me and Harvey, it just kind happened, you know? I’m pretty sure it was a month or two into our marriage and he asked if he could do it and I said yes. Didn’t even think about it, just went with it because it felt right, like the first time we had sex. It felt right.’ 
 
    ‘What, uh…’ I glance around again, as though the other patrons have suddenly moved ten feet closer in the past few minutes, ‘what did it feel like?’ 
 
    For a moment, I’m struck by the irony of the question. A few years back, I would finish regaling Marci with a passionate story of my own and she would look at me with wide, innocent eyes and ask, What did it feel like? and I would smile and describe the sensations as best as I could. Now here I am, asking her what a sexual experience feels like. 
 
    If Marci finds our reversed positions amusing or strange, she makes no comment. She gazes up into the top corner of the café for a long moment, eyes glazed over, traveling back in time to the night she lost her anal virginity to her husband. 
 
    ‘It was…different,’ she says, at last. 
 
    ‘Bad different? Good different?’ 
 
    ‘Good different,' she says. ‘Oh, for sure it was good. Real good. It was kind of difficult at first. We had to go slow and really take our time. He was very gentle and very careful. Once I started to relax, it was much easier. We used lots of lube and he spent a long time teasing me and getting me ready. It was kind of like having sex for the first time again, in a way. Once he was inside, it was a lot easier. And a lot more fun. It’s not messy like some people say it is, but it’s also not as easy as it is in porn.’ 
 
    Her eyes slowly focus again, her mind returning to the present. 
 
    ‘You liked it,’ I say, stating the obvious. 
 
    She barely supresses a wicked grin and cocks an eyebrow. 
 
    ‘Is it something you would try again?’ I ask. 
 
    ‘Again?' she says, that wicked smile now breaking out and consuming the length of her full lips. ‘Carrie, honey, we do it once a week.’ 
 
    For the second time today, I blush in front of Marci. I cast my eyes down to the table and make a show of lifting and drinking my coffee. In my peripheral vision, I can see her fight to calm that wicked smile, to stop herself from gleefully enjoying my embarrassment. I know she’s loving this. For the first time in our friendship, Marci is more sexually experienced than me. It takes a few moments, but she finally manages to get herself under control, to stop smiling at me. 
 
    ‘Can I ask,’ she says, ‘where this came from? You said you’ve never done it before, with anyone, so why do you suddenly want it? I don’t remember you talking about this before now.’ 
 
    I offer a weak shrug, as though this gesture justifies my apparently sudden curiosity. In truth, my desire to experience the pleasures of anal sex isn’t that new. It’s more like a creeping, growing desire that has slowly built up within me over the last few years, the same way the desire to lose my virginity mounted up during my teenage years. A few years back, I had never even considered having anal sex. That slowly started to change over time. I teased myself once or twice while masturbating, briefly stimulating my other intimate entrance with the tip of a finger. I liked the way it felt. I liked the way it made me feel. It felt hot and dirty and naughty and wrong in all the right ways and I loved it. I started watching porn that featured anal sex. I would imagine myself as the young starlet, bent over, butt raised, ready for an impossibly muscular man to penetrate my ass with an improbably huge cock. I would gasp as his thick shaft slowly pushed deep inside her tight little ass and wince as she moaned and begged for more. I would pleasure myself while watching, teasing my own ass with the tip of one deft finger, until I came almost as hard as the girl on screen. I would always feel ashamed of myself afterwards, like I was dirty and wrong for getting so turned on by it. I wasn’t some wild teenager, I was a married woman, a mother, and I was in my thirties. Fantasies are for children, not adults. 
 
    So, I kept telling myself that I didn’t really want it. Kept denying the wicked, naughty thoughts that seemed to grow louder and louder with every passing day. Kept trying to convince myself that wives and mothers don’t want their husbands to fuck their asses. 
 
    But it didn’t work. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore and I asked my husband if he wanted to try it. I can’t even describe the amount of courage I had to work up just to ask the question. Years of wondering and wanting had built and built up to that moment, when I gently placed his hand on my butt and looked him in the eye and asked if he wanted to try it. The hurt and shame and embarrassment I felt when he rejected me and climbed out of bed were overwhelming. 
 
    ‘It’s just…’ I say, looking down at my cup, ‘something I want to try. I mean, I haven’t done it. Not yet. I feel like I'm missing out.’ 
 
    Marci gave a long, knowing nod. If anyone would understand the need to experience something new, it’s her. 
 
    ‘Well,’ she says, ‘the way I see it, you got two choices. Either you convince him to do, or you find some way to do it yourself.’ 
 
    I frown at the ideas, trying to imagine how either would work. 
 
    ‘How would I convince Michael?’ I say, after a long, thoughtful pause. 
 
    ‘If he’s not game for it now,’ Marci says, ‘then you’ll have to make him want it.’ She sees something in my look and places her mug back on the table so she can elaborate. ‘Guys love asses, right? More than they love boobs. So, you gotta turn his attention in the right place. Dress in tight jeans. Wear thongs. Make your ass the most appealing part of you. Maybe get yourself a little jewelled plug and wear it in front of him.’ 
 
    My eyes widen in surprise. She sees my expression and laughs. 
 
    ‘I’ve come a long way since I settled down, Carrie,’ she says, her laughter a joyful tinkle in the air. 
 
    ‘Have you…?’ I say, wanting to ask the question but also not wanting to know the answer. 
 
    Her lips widen in a delicious grin and she finishes my sentence for me saying, ‘Worn a butt plug? What do you think?’ 
 
    I look into my best friend’s eyes and see a mischievous gleam, a wicked sparkle. I see the smirk on her pretty lips. My mind is filled with images of Harvey, my best friend’s husband, gently peeling down her panties and exposing the jewelled pink hilt of a plug, nestled firmly between her tight ass cheeks. 
 
    Heat rushes to my face and I look down, look away, look anywhere else. Marci laughs, high-pitched and shrill. I feel heads turn in our direction and put my hands up by my cheeks to hide my blushes from the other people. I glare at Marci for a long moment, until she finally gets herself under control and calms down again. She pants in breathless delight for a few seconds and wipes a tear away from the corner of her eyes. 
 
    ‘What’s so funny?’ I say, almost hissing the words across the table. 
 
    ‘Oh, nothing,’ she says, ‘it’s just… I can finally see the faces I used to make when you talked shop to me all those years ago.’ 
 
    She smiles and picks up her mug. She takes a long, satisfied drink. I feel my cheeks cooling down and grasp my own mug in both hands, looking down into the liquid as though I can read my own fortune. Would Marci’s crazy idea work? Can I make my husband lust after my ass? I try to picture myself wearing the tightest pair of jeans I own and bending over in front of him, my black thong poking over the waistband. Michael would stare at my ass and say, Gee, honey, your butt looks pretty damn fuckable tonight! and I’ll reply with, You wanna see this new jewelry I bought? and then I’ll pull down my jeans and show off the plug peeking out from between my cheeks. The idea is so stereotypically crass and pornographic that it’s almost funny. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say. ‘And what if he still doesn’t want to try it?’ 
 
    Marci shrugs. 
 
    ‘If that doesn’t make him want it,’ she says, ‘then check your receipt. Your husband might be broken.’ 
 
    I shoot her a look. She giggles. 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ she says. ‘Maybe you should tell him that Harvey loves to play with my ass. You know what the boys are like, he’ll probably see it as a challenge.’ 
 
    I smile to myself. That’s not bad advice. Michael and Harvey are both fiercely competitive men. They each want to be better than the other. One time the four of us went swimming at the local pool and they ended up challenging each other to swim lengths underwater. We were kicked out by the lifeguards after the boys crashed into some children having swimming lessons. 
 
    ‘You think I should bend over?’ I say, ‘And tell him, Hop on, honey, Harvey does it all the time!’ 
 
    Marci explodes with laughter. She tries to stifle the noise with her hand, but it doesn’t help. I laugh along with her, long and loud. I glance around and see the old man at the back of the café glaring at us for making too much noise. 
 
    We finally come back down from our mirth and collect ourselves. I straighten up and take another sip of my coffee. 
 
    ‘If you want,’ Marci says. ‘Harvey charges by the hour, though.’ 
 
    I snort into my drink and wipe the table with my napkin. 
 
    ‘Okay, fine,’ I say. ‘That’s option one. What’s option two?’ 
 
    ‘Do it yourself.’ 
 
    She looks over her mug with calm, clear eyes. We both know what she’s suggesting, but neither of us wants to go down that route. I try to picture it, but I can’t. I own a couple of vibrators – one a little bullet, the perfect fit for handbags on long weekends, ideal for teasing and stimulating; the other a larger, more realistic phallus with three speed settings and a ribbed shaft. I try to picture myself lying in my bed, attempting to squeeze either toy into my ass, gritting my teeth with concentration while romantic music plays in the background and candlelight flickers across the ceiling, but the image doesn’t excite me. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, shaking my head. 
 
    ‘Why not?’ she says, a frown creasing her perfectly sculpted eyebrows. 
 
    ‘Because,’ I say, picturing the scene in my bed again and thinking how best to describe it, ‘I don’t want to lose my virginity to a toy. Does that make sense?’ 
 
    She nods, a slow, sage-like bow of her head. If anyone would understand where I’m coming from on this final point, it’s Marci. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ she says. ‘I felt the same way, once.’ 
 
    ‘I feel bad for wanting it,’ I say. ‘But I want to know… what it’s like. Just once.’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ she says again. ‘New experiences and all that.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe I’ll like it, maybe I won’t. But I want to know.’ 
 
    She nods again and slowly drains the rest of her mug. She lets out a long, satisfied sigh. I follow suit and drink the remains of my coffee. It’s delicious, as always. 
 
    Marci stands and takes her coat from the back of the chair, sliding her arm into the sleeve. I stand as well, pausing to collect my bag and push my chair back under the table. We start walking back through the café, heading to the front door. I thank the man behind the counter for the coffee. He nods in reply. 
 
    Marci pushes through the door and we step out onto the street. The air is cold. I should have brought a coat. It feels like snow is on the way. We walk along the street before I finally say what’s on my mind. 
 
    ‘So, what should I do?’ 
 
    ‘Well…’ Marci says glancing at me, ‘if he doesn’t want to do it, and you don’t want to do it yourself, that leaves secret option number three.’ 
 
    ‘Which is…?’ 
 
    ‘You get someone else to do it.’ 
 
    I flinch in surprise. I watch her face, waiting for the punchline, waiting for her to crack into a broad grin and laugh at me, but she doesn’t. 
 
    Marci is deadly serious. 
 
    ‘Huh?’ I say, my mouth hanging open in an expression of bovine stupidity. She shrugs and keeps walking, as casual as can be. I hurry to keep pace with her. ‘You’re serious?’ 
 
    She shoots me a look that says, Well, you know how it is… 
 
    ‘Marci!’ I say, my voice full of shock. ‘I can’t believe you would joke about something like that!’ 
 
    ‘What?’ she says. ‘It’s only us girls. You better believe that if I wanted to try something and Harvey turned me down, I’d be calling a hooker to help me out. Hey, maybe if you make that joke around Michael, he’ll go for it.’ 
 
    She pulls her coat up around her chin and walks on. I try to keep pace, my mind reeling with images and possibilities. Marci’s words seem to echo in my mind, reverberating around my brain. 
 
    You get someone else to do it… 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    A week passes without excitement. I push my conversation with Marci to the back of my mind and focus on being a wife and mother. I cook dinner for my family and play with my kids and curl up in my husband’s arms. We make love on Sunday morning. Neither of us brings up the incident. We fall back into our usual routine. A happily married couple. A loving family. I push all my wants and needs and desires aside to provide for my family. Like I always do. 
 
    Then, one quiet Thursday night, an opportunity rears its head. Our kids are invited to have dinner over at a friends’ house, leaving Michael and I all alone. 
 
    ‘So…’ he says, smirking at me, ‘what do you want to do tonight?’ 
 
    I can’t stop the smile from spreading across my lips. I tell him that I want to have a romantic, sensual night. We light candles in the bedroom and turn off all the lights and close the drapes. The whole world is just him and me. Like the old days. Nothing else matters. We take our time. We kiss passionately. We slowly undress each other. I sigh with erotic satisfaction as he places gentle, loving kisses on my body. My neck. My shoulders. My stomach. He takes his time with me and I take my time with him. 
 
    We make love for the first time in years. Not quick, fumbling sex. Not a stolen clinch in a rare moment of privacy. Actual slow, passionate lovemaking. We tease one another, slowly stoking the fires of passion and the yearning need for sexual intimacy. He caresses my sex with his tongue until he can taste my excitement. I massage his manhood to full, powerful firmness. When he enters me, he does it slowly, gently pushing the head of his manhood through my lips, penetrating my burning sex. I breathe softly and whisper into his ear, moaning his name and telling him how much I love it. How much I love the feeling of him. How much I love being married to him. He nuzzles my neck, kissing and gently biting the sensitive skin, making me want him even more. 
 
    I open my legs wider and receive his full length gladly. I lock my fingers together behind his head and draw him close in a passionate kiss that sends erotic thrills across my body. My womanhood grips and clenches around his shaft, squeezing his firm member as though trying to milk him. He grinds his body against my shaven mound with every slow, passionate thrust, the feel of skin-on-skin driving me wild with need. 
 
    He takes his time with me and I love every long, delicious, drawn-out second of it. There are few things in life as beautiful and satisfying as being the entire focus of a loved one’s undivided attention. 
 
    We climax together as man and wife. His eruption sends me over the edge and we cry out as one, looking into each other’s eyes. Our bodies rock and tremble and shudder with the power of our release. He lays on top of me, his heart beating against my skin, slick manhood gently shrinking inside me, his love still filling me as deeply as it can reach. I stroke his hair and kiss his damp brow. Moments like this are so rare and so perfect. I feel as though I’m floating on a cloud of purest sensual bliss. Our fingers intertwine. My wedding ring glints a beautiful orange in the candlelight. 
 
    ‘So…’ he says again, placing one additional kiss just over my beating heart, ‘what else would you like to do tonight?’ 
 
    I pause for the briefest moment, my mind suddenly full of thoughts and ideas. I flash back to that morning in the coffee shop with Marci and her words echo in my head again, brought forward from the foggy mists of memory. 
 
    Make him want it… 
 
    ‘I want…’ I say and hesitate. I know what I want. He probably knows what I want. It’s the elephant in the goddamned room, but I can’t bring myself to say it. ‘…I want you to massage me.’ 
 
    He makes a cat-like noise of satisfaction and runs his warm hand up and down my body, thigh to breast, breast to thigh. The passage of his hand leaves a trail of tingles and delightful ripples through my sensitive, satisfied body. 
 
    ‘Like this?’ he says. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘A real massage. With oil.’ 
 
    ‘Mmm,’ he says, that cat-like purr escaping his lips again. ‘You want me to cover you in oil. I like where this is going.’ 
 
    I giggle. He slowly gets up and opens closet, reaching into the hidden naughty box we keep nestled into the shadows, under a pile of old blankets. I roll onto my stomach and part my legs, arms raised above my head in a position of total surrender. Michael’s sweet, sticky presence is still pooled inside me and the feeling is wonderful. 
 
    He kneels up on the bed now with a bottle of massage oil in one hand. A shiver of anticipation runs through me. I don’t have a plan. Tonight, all I have is one goal in mind. 
 
    Make him want it… 
 
    Michael straddles my legs, resting on the backs of my thighs. His weight is comfortable and his warmth is welcome. He uncaps the bottle with a small, sharp pop. I feel his weight shift forward as he leans over me. Then I feel the chill touch of cool, wet oil pooling on my back. I shiver and giggle into the pillow. The sensation of oil on my bare, sensitive skin is wonderful. My sex tingles with the excitement of erotic anticipation. 
 
    He places the oil on the bed, carefully leaning the bottle against the pillow so it won’t fall over and starts to massage me. His hands are warm. The oil is cool. The feeling is blissful. I let out a moan of satisfaction. He goes slow and presses into my body with firm confidence, taking his time to spread the oil across my back. I moan again. God, it feels fantastic. His hands slip and slide across my skin, the oil warming under his touch, my muscles loosening, body relaxing, heart racing. He starts at my shoulders. Gripping. Squeezing. Fingers pinching in all the right ways. I’ve died and gone to heaven. 
 
    He starts to work his way down my back, hands moving in slow, firm circles. Every movement sends electric ripples of delight through my body. A little voice in the back of my mind screams, It’s working! A small knot of worry begins to form in the pit of my stomach. What if this doesn’t work? What if my plan goes wrong and I end up heartbroken and ashamed again? I push all my negative thoughts aside and concentrate on how good his hands feel. He moves further down my body, massaging the small of my back. I groan at the sensations. 
 
    ‘Feel good?’ he says in a low, husky voice. 
 
    I groan as though eating something delicious. 
 
    His hands move lower now, growing steadily closer to the curve of my ass. He pauses for a moment to pour a little more oil into his hands, then continues. I groan for him, partly because it feels good, partly because I want him to keep going. Finally, his hands reach my ass, gently curving up and over the mound of my butt. I groan a little louder and raise my hips, pushing back into his hands. Fuck, it feels amazing. 
 
    He gently rubs oil into my ass, making my skin glisten with slippery liquid. His breathing changes as his own excitement grows. My ass must look – and feel – incredible right now. I rock my hips a little, letting his hands slide across my ass. I let out little erotic groans and moans – he loves to hear those noises. 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ I say, my voice thick with excitement. ‘That feels so good…’ 
 
    He presses a little harder now, caressing one ass cheek with each hand. His thumbs graze my ass crack. I feel warm oil trickle down to my tightest, most secret hole, and gasp with pleasure. 
 
    ‘You like it, huh?’ he says, satisfaction in his voice. 
 
    ‘God, yes,’ I say. I roll my hips with his hands again, getting him to touch as much of my skin as possible. It feels heavenly. My sex throbs with need and desire, but a little voice in the back of my mind tells me that, if this goes my way, my pussy won't be the one getting filled after this. 
 
    ‘You look so good right now,’ he says, still massaging me. One of his thumbs slips between my ass cheeks and the sensation of his warm, oily digit almost makes me explode with desire. 
 
    ‘I feel so good right now,’ I say in a breathy moan. ‘Keep doing that. I like that.’ 
 
    His thumbs tease my crack again. More oil slips between my ass cheeks and I groan with lust. He responds to my sounds of pleasure by moving his hands slower, in wider circles, but always returning to the same point. My body shudders with electric tingles at his firm, loving touch. I raise my hips as much as I can with him sitting on my legs, giving him access to my whole ass. 
 
    Please, I think, please take my ass. Right now. 
 
    His hands ply my body with expert precision and I feel all my stress and worries and thoughts and fears drift away, pushed further and further out with every firm caress. He leans forward now and his stiffening manhood grazes my leg. I sigh with satisfaction knowing how quickly I’ve excited him again. 
 
    His hands move further up my body and he leans forward to reach my shoulders. As he moves, his length presses into my ass, nestling between my oily, eager cheeks. I groan at the feeling, my heart racing. I’m so close now. So close to getting what I want. So close to having him inside me. 
 
    I rock my hips again, rubbing his shaft with my cheeks, spreading oil across his firm manhood. The heat of his member is the single most exhilarating feeling I’ve ever experienced. He groans behind me, still rubbing oil into my shoulders, now grinding his slick manhood between my ass cheeks. The sensation sends shockwaves through my body. He feels bigger and thicker and harder than ever. My body burns with need and lust. I have to take him inside me. I have to experience it. I want him to fuck my ass. Right now. I want this more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life. I need this more than I need air to breathe. 
 
    I rock a little faster, feeling him slip further and further along my ass, as though I’m trying to jerk him off with my butt. His cock feels fantastic right now, nestled in my ass, slipping and sliding and down the crack. I purr and moan, encouraging him to go further. 
 
    ‘You want it?’ he says, his voice a soft, dangerous growl of arousal. I love that voice. 
 
    This is it. The moment of truth. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, nodding. ‘Please. Come on, baby. Fuck me.’ 
 
    He angles his body forward. The head of his manhood tips downward, pushing between my cheeks. I groan in delight. It feels incredible. So hot. So naughty. So wild. 
 
    Then he takes one hand off my shoulders and uses it to guide himself between my legs. I groan again at the feeling of his member stroking the length of my ass. I try to imagine how it will feel when he presses the tip against my tight, puckered hole and pushes inside. 
 
    Will it hurt when he enters my ass for the first time? I brace myself, steeling my body, preparing to receive this not-unwanted invasion. I feel wild and naughty and so, so dirty. I haven’t felt like this since before we had kids. 
 
    His manhood moves lower now and the tip brushes my yearning, willing, asshole. I gasp in delight. Michael is a good size, but right now he feels enormous and I love it. I wiggle my hips, moving his shaft around my ass, grinding his length into my butt. It feels even better than I imagined. My jealous sex is dripping with desire, my lips parted and swollen, desperate for attention. I groan with lusty anticipation. He’s so close. So close. All he has to do is push forward and he will take my anal cherry. He will be the first man to ever fuck my ass. The oil that gleams and glistens across my butt and his manhood will help him ease inside my tightest, most intimate hole. I want it. I need it. Now, right now! 
 
    But my husband disappoints me once again. He repositions himself and moves lower. His member slides further down my butt, away from the hole I want him to fuck, instead moving closer to my trembling cleft. 
 
    ‘You want it like this?’ he says, still in that low, dangerous growl. 
 
    ‘Almost,’ I say, raising my hips a little. ‘I want you…’ 
 
    ‘I want you, too.’ 
 
    ‘I want you in my ass.’ 
 
    I feel him freeze behind me. I turn my head and glance back at him over my shoulder. My husband frowns at me, as though I’m a child who dared to utter a naughty word. 
 
    ‘Babe?’ I say, a little less sure of myself now. ‘You want that? You want to fuck my ass?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he says. 
 
    He leans back, the delicious, sensual pressure of his body suddenly gone. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ I say, rolling over to face him, a needle of worry piercing my heart. 
 
    ‘What’s with you lately?’ he says, looking at me with a disdainful expression I’ve never seen on his face before. ‘You’re acting like a teenager.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ I say, both shocked and stung. 
 
    ‘Can’t we just be a normal married couple?’ he says. ‘Can’t we just make love?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yeah,’ I say, that needle of worry turning into a knife of shame. ‘But… don’t you want to try it? Just once?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he says. ‘It’s gross.’ He emphasizes the final word, like a teenager offered a gluten-free vegan pork chop. 
 
    I feel tears pricking the corners of my eyes. Tears of embarrassment. Tears of hurt. Tears of sadness. After everything we’ve done together, all the things we’ve endured, all the hardships and heartaches and happiness, he flatly refuses to try something new with me. He doesn’t even want to consider it. For the second time in our relationship, he makes me feel like I should be ashamed of myself. 
 
    He shakes his head as though trying to clear it, as though shaking my horrible words out of his mind. 
 
    ‘Come on,’ he says. ‘Let’s carry on.’ 
 
    He leans down over my naked body and kisses my cheek, but I don’t react in any way. I lay on the bed like a lifeless dummy, the sheets clinging to my oily back and ass. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ he says, concern in his face. 
 
    ‘Am I…’ I start, but can’t bring myself to finish the question. ‘Is it bad?’ 
 
    ‘Is what bad?’ 
 
    ‘That I asked about… anal?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he says, with a tone of patience and serenity. ‘It’s not you. I just… look, some guys aren’t into that. I’m one of them.’ 
 
    ‘So, you won’t want it? Ever?’ 
 
    He shakes his head. 
 
    ‘I don’t like the idea of it,’ he says. ‘I like you how you are. I like you this way and I like the things we do together. We’ve got it good.’ 
 
    I nod, feeling deflated and defeated. My husband, the love of my life, the father of my children, the last man who would ever hurt me, has made me feel more ashamed of myself than anyone ever has. 
 
    Michael cups a hand under my chin and looks into my eyes. He kisses me slowly and passionately. He leans down over, the pressure of his weight intoxicating and delicious. I part my legs for him, like a good wife. I moan for him, like a good wife. I allow him to enter me, like a good wife. 
 
    But my earlier excitement and arousal is long, long gone. I’m just going through the motions right now. It doesn’t feel anywhere near as good as it usually does. 
 
    When he groans my name and empties his lust inside me for the second time tonight, all I can think about is what Marci said. Her voice echoes through my mind.  
 
    You get someone else to do it… 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The sound of daytime TV is little more than a muffled, distant buzzing in my ear. I sit on the couch, nursing a glass of red wine, knees huddled up to my chest, wondering what the fuck is wrong with me. Am I to blame? Is it wrong of me to want to try anal with my husband – even if it is only the one time? Am I bad or sick or messed up for wanting to know what it feels like? I didn’t think so, but then I saw the way he looked at me. The way he made me feel about myself. 
 
    I tilt my head back and drain the last of the wine in one long, easy swallow. It’s not even midday and I’ve almost finished an entire bottle. I’ve become my mother. 
 
    It’s been almost two weeks since my husband damn near broke my heart and we haven’t been intimate since. He hasn’t made any attempts to get physical with me, and I haven’t tried to seduce him. Sometimes I lay awake and listen to his slow, steady breaths and wonder if I’ve ever hurt him as badly as he made me feel. Not once, in the whole time we’ve known each other, have I ever rejected one of his suggestions or ideas or thoughts out of hand the way he dismissed mine. 
 
    Some guys aren’t into that. I’m one of them. 
 
    Not into it? How could he not be into it? He’s into me, right? So why wouldn’t he want to take every last bit of pleasure I can offer him? Why wouldn’t he want to experience everything a husband and wife can possibly experience together? 
 
    I pour the last of the wine into my glass and lean back into the couch. I’ve spent most days like this since he rejected me. Huddled up, almost foetal, drinking my days away. 
 
    The thoughts have long since turned sour in my mind. 
 
    What if I’m not the problem? What if it’s exactly like he said and he just isn’t into anal? What happens then? I don’t want to use a sex toy on myself. I didn’t lose my virginity to a piece of plastic and I don’t want to do it now. It might sound dumb, but I want to experience it for real. I mean, I’m proud as all hell of my ass. You find me another married woman my age with two kids under her belt and an ass that looks like mine. I’ve worked damn hard to look this good and keep it. I love the thought of a man taking me like that – claiming my tight, firm ass for himself, making me his dirty anal slut. I love watching porn and seeing the look on the women’s faces as a powerful man slowly eases himself inside their tightest hole – the mixture of pain and pleasure, the way their eyes roll and backs arch mouths open and the sound of their breath catching in their throat – God, I want it. I want to know what that’s like. 
 
    A thought suddenly flashes across my brain, bright and brilliant like a burst of fire. A single thought that takes me by surprise and leaves me dumbfounded in its wake. 
 
    Is it really cheating if my husband doesn’t want to do it? 
 
    The question gives me pause. I stare into my glass, as though the deep red liquid might suddenly part and reveal an answer. My heart seems to beat harder in my chest as I recite the question again and again in my mind. Would it be cheating? Would it be technically wrong? If he doesn’t want to experience my ass, but another man does, would it be wrong to go through with it? It would be like borrowing a car that sits in a front yard, unused. Or eating leftovers that have been ignored. Or borrowing a sweater that never gets worn. It wouldn’t be wrong… right? 
 
    I swirl the glass around, watching the liquid swing and sway inside, like waves on a stormy sea. This doesn’t sound like a bad idea. If anything, it sounds like a perfectly logical and acceptable train of thought. Michael doesn’t want to use my ass, so why shouldn’t somebody else have a little fun with me? 
 
    Maybe it’s the drink. Maybe it’s the way I feel. Maybe it’s the fact that I don’t have any other options, but this feels like the best idea I’ve ever had. 
 
    I sip my wine thoughtfully now, allowing the bitter, fruity liquid to flow slowly across my tongue and down my throat. My pulse quickens. My body feels warmer. The idea has merit. It’s not like I’m looking to have an affair, or leave Michael, I love him dearly. All I need is someone to help me scratch this itch. All I need is a man to help me experience something new. 
 
    But who? 
 
    There are hundreds of ways to connect with friends, lovers, and strangers in this modern world. I could place an advert on a discreet website. I could look up old lovers and past flames on social media. I could sell my ass to the highest bidder. But all these ideas are too complex, too involved, and will take too long. If I’m going to do this, I’m going to do this now. 
 
    I finish the glass in one long swallow. The wine goes down well. Maybe a little too well. I’m buzzing, feeling good, excitement in my veins. I feel more alert and alive than I usually do at this time of day when I’m home alone. I want to do this. I have to do this. Right now. I can’t wait any longer. I can’t go on living in the shadow of my own abandoned wants and desires. I don’t want to resent my husband because he won’t give me what I crave. I’m doing this for him. I’m doing this for us. To make us stronger. To heal our divide. 
 
    Again, the question crosses my mind. 
 
    Who? 
 
    Who can I summon and seduce, here, now, today? 
 
    Only one name comes to mind. A man I know very well. A close, personal friend. A man who experiences anal sex at least once a week. 
 
    I grab my phone and call my best friend’s husband. 
 
    Harvey answers on the third ring. He sounds distracted, as though I’m interrupting his day. 
 
    ‘Carrie?’ he says. ‘What’s up?’ 
 
    ‘Not much,’ I say, trying to force myself to sound calm. I grip my thigh with my other hand, trying to control myself. If this doesn’t work… I don’t know what I’ll do. ‘Are you busy today?’ 
 
    ‘A couple of jobs this morning,’ he says. ‘Nothing major. Should be free before midday. Why?’ 
 
    I pause for a second. What do I say? If I ask him straight-up, he’ll refuse, or laugh, or think I’m kidding. I need to play it smarter than that. 
 
    ‘I got something I need help with,’ I say, desperately trying to come up with a plausible lie. ‘Can you come over later?’ 
 
    ‘Uh…’ I can picture Harvey looking at his watch or studying today’s schedule He’s a freelance carpenter, so he has the luxury of working as mush – or as little – as he likes. ‘I guess I can swing by once I’m finished here. Can’t Michael do it?’ 
 
    ‘You know what he’s like,’ I say, forcing a laugh. ‘Useless with his hands!’ 
 
    I hear a chuckle from the other end of the line. There’s Harvey likes more than out-performing my husband, a personality trait I hope will come in useful later. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ he says. ‘I’ll be there this afternoon.’ 
 
    The line cuts out in my ear. My heart pounds like a bass drum in the quiet of my house. This is it. No turning back. Either Harvey will fuck my ass… or nobody will. I’ll never have the courage to try this again. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I spend the intervening hours preparing myself for his arrival. I apply a little makeup. Have a glass of wine to calm my nerves. I try to choose an appropriate outfit. Have another glass of wine. Paint my nails. Another glass of wine. Shave my legs and trim my mound to a more attractive length. Hey, what happened to this other bottle of wine? 
 
    By the time midday arrives, I’m halfway drunk, sitting naked in my bedroom with makeup on my face and freshly painted nails. A little voice at the back of my head that I shouldn’t do this. It’s wrong. It’s bad. I should call it off. I’m not that kind of woman. I’m not a cheater. 
 
    It’s not cheating if my husband won’t do it. 
 
    No. I want this. I need this. I can’t go on with my life if I don’t have this experience just one time. That’s all it is. An experience. Like trying a new type of liquor at a bar to see if you like it. 
 
    If I’m going to try and seduce my best friend’s husband, then I’m going to go all-out. It’s time to choose. Go big or go home. 
 
    I’m gonna go big. 
 
    I open my drawer of naughty underwear – the top drawer, the one the kids can’t reach yet – and select one of my favorite pieces. It’s a soft pink babydoll dress, the kind with thin shoulder straps and a cute lacy hemline that only just covers my panties. This babydoll is almost see-through, the thin lace pattern barely concealing my body. I choose a pair of matching soft pink panties that make my ass look incredible. No bra. My nipples poke into the lace, darker little circles under the outfit. Goddamn, I look good. Maybe if my husband saw me in this, he’d finally go through with it. 
 
    No. Fuck it. He’s had his chance. It someone else’s turn now. It’s Harvey’s turn. 
 
    I sit on the couch and fidget uncontrollably for what feels like hours, but in reality, is only about two or three minutes. I consider opening another bottle of wine but decide against it. I don’t want to get wasted. I’ve probably had too much already. 
 
    A van pulls up outside the house and my heart suddenly jolts into overdrive, galloping like a horse charging across a field. He’s here. Harvey is here. 
 
    It’s game time. 
 
    He knocks on the door. I take a moment to collect myself. I check myself out in the mirror one final time. I look good. Then I open the door. 
 
    His eyes bulge out of his head. 
 
    ‘Oh!’ he says, mouth opening and closing while his brain struggles to reactivate. ‘Is this a bad time? I should’ve called.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, as though I always sit around the house in makeup and lingerie, ‘this is perfect.’ 
 
    I gesture for him to come in. He takes a tentative step forward, averts his eyes from my hard nipples, and comes into my house. I close the door. 
 
    ‘Uh, so…’ he says, unable to think clearly. ‘What did you need me to do?’ 
 
    Fuck my ass like a dirty slut, I think, catching myself before I can say it aloud. 
 
    ‘I have some shelves,’ I say. ‘Upstairs. Michael’s been saying he’ll put them up for weeks now, but I can’t wait any longer.’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    I walk upstairs first, knowing that my tight ass and pink panties must be perfectly exposed to him. I glance over my shoulder. His gaze is fixed firmly on the floor. I don’t know if that’s good or bad. He follows me along the hallway to the bedroom, the room I share with my husband. 
 
    ‘Where, um, where do you want it?’ he asks, looking around at the walls. 
 
    In my fucking ass! the voice in my head screams. Right now! 
 
    ‘Over there,’ I say, nodding toward my side of the bed. 
 
    He walks over to the far corner and places his hand on the wall, a couple of feet apart. 
 
    ‘Around here?’ he says, looking back at me, forcing himself to look at my face. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, tilting my head to the side and giving him the most wide-eyed and sexually irresistible expression I can manage. 
 
    ‘Uh, so… where are the shelves?’ 
 
    I take a breath and step forward. This is it. now or never. Do or die. Go big or go home. 
 
    ‘Actually,’ I say, ‘I have a little confession.’ 
 
    He places his hands on his hips, a worried look on his face. 
 
    ‘I didn’t ask you here to put up shelves.’ 
 
    He nods slowly. He’s already figured out that much. 
 
    ‘I asked you here for another reason. Something that my husband won’t do for me.’ 
 
    I step in closer, breathless with adrenaline and excitement. I purse my lips in the most seductive, innocent pout possible. 
 
    ‘Harvey, I want you to fuck my ass.’ 
 
    He stares at me, face blank, as though he hasn’t heard me. 
 
    ‘Huh?’ he says. 
 
    ‘My ass, Harvey,’ I say, smiling and stepping into his personal space. Close enough to smell. Close enough to touch. ‘I want you to fuck it.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ he says, totally shocked. ‘You’re kidding, right?’ 
 
    I steel myself, plucking up all the courage I can muster, desperately trying to appear as cool and calm and seductive as I – hopefully – seem. 
 
    ‘No jokes,’ I say, my dry mouth almost betraying me. ‘A real, genuine offer. If you want it, that is.’ 
 
    I make another innocent-looking pout with my bright red lips again and shake my hips side to side, the babydoll dress swaying and lifting at the edges in a rhythmic, seductive fashion. His eyes flick down my body, as though noticing my outfit for the first time. He studies me with renewed interest, eyes widening, a smile slowly growing and blossoming, like a flower in the sun. I like the way he looks at me – I feel like a piece of artwork being admired by a professor who sees true beauty on the canvas. 
 
    I swish the babydoll again in front of his eyes, little back and forth movements, watching his face light up as he first considers, then imagines the possibilities. A cloud of suspicion crosses his face and he suddenly looks wary. 
 
    ‘Why?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Because I want you to,’ I say. ‘And because my husband won’t.’ 
 
    ‘Won’t?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say, with a sad little shake of my head. ‘He won’t. Poor little me.’ I pout again, trying to put on my best innocent face. ‘I just want to know what it’s like. Just once. Will you help me out?’ 
 
    He swallows, his throat bobbing up and down. I can almost hear his mind racing with dozens of questions, scenarios, and possibilities. His eyes, however, remain fixed on me, sweeping up and down my body, pausing on my thighs, my breasts, and the thin sheaf of fabric that covers my womanhood. 
 
    ‘What…’ he says, the clears his throat and tries again. ‘What about… Marci?’ 
 
    I place my hand on his shoulder. He doesn’t flinch. He doesn’t back away. He meets my gaze. 
 
    ‘I won’t tell her,’ I say. ‘And you won’t tell Michael. Deal?’ 
 
    He glances down again, admiring the swell of my breasts and the firm points of my hard nipples through the thin lace. 
 
    ‘This isn’t a trap, right?’ he says. ‘Marci wants a way out, so she sets you up to seduce me?’ 
 
    ‘No traps,’ I say, unable to keep a smile from spreading over my face. He’s weakening. I can feel it. I can see it. The cloud of suspicion passes and is gone. All that remains on his face is an expression of restrained interest. ‘I don’t want an affair, Harvey. I just want you to do with me what you do with Marci. I want to know what it’s like.’ 
 
    My hand slides down his arm and I take his hand and gently place it on my butt. 
 
    ‘Can you really say no to me?’ I pout again, giving him wide, innocent eyes, putting a mock-hurt tone in my voice. 
 
    His hand grips my ass a little tighter. He squeezes it a little. Kneads the firm flesh. The feel of his hand is totally different from my husband. His skin feels different. His heat is different. His fingers are different lengths, different thicknesses. I’m hungry to learn what other parts of him are different from my husband. 
 
    He exhales and I know I’ve won. The last of his strength, his willpower, his resistance, is expelled from his body and he leans closer and kisses me. His other hand sweeps down my body, coming to a rest on my other butt cheek. Tongues of lightning shoot through my body, dozens of shocking new sensations exploding under my skin all at once. His lips are new and unfamiliar. His taste is exotic. His breath is exciting. His hands are powerful and firm. I reach up on my toes and wrap my arms around the back of his neck, preventing him from back away. 
 
    But he won’t. I know it. He knows it. We’re in this together now, and we’re going to see it through to the end. 
 
    He groans into my mouth – such a sexy sound! – and gently plays with my ass, pulling the cheeks apart, squeezing, kneading, spanking me. I return the groan, my body burning with desire. I love the feel of him. I love the way he explores me, like a cat with a new plaything. It feels good. It feels beyond good. What we’re doing is wild and naughty and completely and utterly immoral, but that only makes it more intense, more exciting, more erotic. 
 
    His body begins to react to me now, and I feel his manhood growing firm, stiffening and strengthening against my stomach. I love the feeling of a man getting turned on by me. It makes me feel powerful and sexy and desirable. It makes me feel like a goddess. 
 
    My hands sweep down his body, exploring him, getting used to the feel of a new, different man. I squeeze his butt in return. It feels good and firm, I note with a little naughty thrill. It feels better than my husband’s ass. 
 
    We kiss harder now. More passionately. Desperately. His tongue explores mine faster and faster, his groans becoming steadily deeper and more lustful. His hands continue their careful, excited exploration of my butt. 
 
    He grows harder and stiffer in his pants. The thrill of having this man – this forbidden fruit, my best friend’s husband, no less – getting hard over my body drives me wild. I feel bad and naughty and so completely turned on. I can’t stop even if the house catches fire. 
 
    His strong hands explore my ass, giving it playful spanks and hard, firm squeezes. Every touch feels like a tidal wave of erotic delight, washing over me. We’re standing right next to my bed – our bed, the marital bed I share with my husband – and his hands are running all over my butt. 
 
    It feels like bliss. Knowing that we shouldn’t be doing this, the fact that this is forbidden, makes it all the more exciting. My husband could touch me in the same ways and it wouldn’t feel half as pleasurable as this. 
 
    We finally break off our kiss. His eyes are clouded by lust, face set in a hungry, passionate expression. The face of a lion about to mount his lioness. 
 
    ‘Have you ever done it before?’ he says, voice low and husky and dangerous. 
 
    ‘My ass?’ I say, with a shake of my head. ‘No. Never.’ 
 
    A naughty smile flashes over his face and I know that he’s thinking about scoring a victory over my husband. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ he says, getting himself back under control. ‘We’ll go slow. First, I my cock needs to be nice and wet.’ 
 
    I sink to my knees without a second thought and open his pants. Before he can stop me, I have his cock out and my lips around the head, looking up at him with a wicked gleam in my eyes. 
 
    He groans as I pleasure him, tasting his bitter, tangy excitement on my tongue as I take his length deeper into my mouth. I move my head back and forth with passionate enthusiasm, taking him to the back of my throat, gripping his shaft with my lips, squeezing the base with my fingers. His moans drive me wild with lust, making me want him more and more and more. 
 
    I moan on his hard cock. The tip brushes the back of my throat. I love the feeling. His manhood is maybe a little smaller than my husband by around half an inch, but it’s thicker and the veins that flow along the shaft are much firmer and more pronounced, and the whole thing fills ribbed and ridged like a sex toy. His balls are deliciously full and firm, eager to unload their thick, salty goodness into me. 
 
    He watches me with a deep, satisfied smile on his face and a groan escaping his lips. I swallow his manhood greedily, wanting him to be pleased with me, desperately craving his approval, yearning for the release that only he can provide. 
 
    ‘Holy cow,’ he says, moaning in erotic delight. ‘You’re even better than Marci.’ 
 
    That knowledge sends me into overdrive. I devour his manhood like a wild bitch in heat, throating him over and over, groan for him, stroking my hand up and down his thick, veiny shaft, spreading my juices across every inch of bare skin. He groans long and deep and loud. 
 
    Bu the time I’m finished, I’m panting, struggling to breathe, flicking my tongue across his head, loving his manly flavor. My eyes are watering. My lipstick is gone, smeared up and down his delicious cock. 
 
    ‘When I said my cock needs to be nice and wet,’ he says, with a small laugh, ‘I meant, with lube…’ 
 
    I laugh and suck on the tip of his cock. 
 
    ‘But thank you for that,’ he says. He reaches down and slips his hands under my arms and lifts me up. He’s stronger than my husband. Michael couldn’t do this to me. I get to my feet, still breathing hard, my firm nipples almost poking through the thin lace babydoll. ‘Now it’s your turn.’ 
 
    He gently pushes me back onto the bed. I let out a little high-pitched squeak of surprise and fall back, arms outstretched, legs wide open. He kneels between my parted legs, a grin on his face and a twinkle in his eye. I lean up on my forearms, watching in breathless anticipation as he plants one long, slow kiss on the pink V of my thong. The heat of my sex is almost enough to set fire to the fabric. I can feel my lips growing wet with need. 
 
    Harvey slips his fingers under my thong and gentle pulls it to one side, unveiling my greedy slit and tight asshole. I watch his face light up with excitement as he gazes at me, an artist studying his canvas. The he leans forward and slowly, delicately kisses my lips. 
 
    I gasp. Molten hot desire blazes through me, hotter than the sun, blotting out all rational thought. I don’t have a husband. I don’t have children. All I am is whatever he wants me to be. 
 
    His tongue flicks across my lips, parting me, opening me, revealing me. He leaves a trail like a fire through a forest. I feel his tongue through my whole body. He purrs with satisfaction. 
 
    ‘I love the taste of you,’ he says, hot breath on my tingling pussy. 
 
    ‘Eat as much as you like,’ I say. 
 
    He delves deeply into me, his hot tongue exploring with slow, methodical curiosity. Up and down my lips. Into my soaking hole. Around my sensitive clit. I gasp and moan in a soft, breathless voice. 
 
    He focusses his tongue on my clit now, swirling around the little nub of tender flesh in slow, gentle circles, then flicking across side-to-side without warning, each sudden change in tempo making me gasp in pleasure. He swirls a finger around my entrance, gently teasing me, driving me wild with burning desire. Just as I start to think that he’s going to drive me insane with teasing, he gently pushes two fingers inside my womanhood, and I moan his name. 
 
    ‘You’re so good,’ I say, sighing with pleasure. ‘Even better than… oh, fuck!’ 
 
    His fingers start to move inside me, rocking up and down alternately in firm, fluid strokes. He continues his loving, gentle lapping strokes of my clit. 
 
    I’m lost in a sea of erotic satisfaction. I can’t breathe, can’t think, can’t even see straight. His fingers and tongue play across my delicate sex like a master musician crafting a symphony on a grand piano. Any guilt I might have felt evaporated the moment his tongue touched my body. 
 
    He pauses and lifts up to look at me. 
 
    ‘Do you have any lube?’ he says, his lips shiny with my juices. 
 
    I try to answer but can’t get enough breath. I nod toward the drawer. My naughty drawer. 
 
    He eases his fingers out of me, stands, and opens the drawer. I feel a longing, an aching, in my gut. I need him to hurry. I can’t wait for more. 
 
    Harvey lifts out the small silver tube and squeezes a little onto his fingers. He kneels down before me, removes my little pink thong, and resumes his gentle, passionate caress of my lips with his tongue. This time, though, his fingers carefully swirl and tease my other hole. 
 
    I gasp – partly from the chill touch of lube on my ass, partly from the sensation of a man’s finger touching this new, uninvaded space – and my body tingles with the thrill. Slowly, softly, carefully, almost lovingly, he presses the tip of one finger against my tight, slick asshole, and pushes inside. 
 
    I moan long and loud and hungrily. It feels incredible. It feels naughty. The sensation of cool lube in my hot ass is unbearably sensual. My body goes into autopilot and my hips start to buck, pushing into his finger, forcing more of his slick digit into my naughtiest hole. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ he says in a breathy groan. ‘You’re so tight.’ 
 
    ‘I need it,’ I say. ‘I can’t wait any longer. Please…’ 
 
    He silences my pleas by gently sucking on my hard clit. I moan and lay back on the bed, helpless to do anything else. He slowly pushes his finger deeper into my ass. It feels different to how I imagined – not bad, but different. A little uncomfortable, but that’s because I’ve never felt anything like it before. 
 
    As he slowly starts to pump my tight asshole with his finger, I feel the beginning of an orgasm building inside me. He keeps lapping at my clit and my pussy entrance, each little flick and twist pushing me relentlessly along the path to my climax. I feel a new pressure on my asshole and he gently slips a second finger inside me. 
 
    I explode with pleasure at the feeling, my orgasm overwhelming me in seconds, like a flash fire engulfing a house. My body rocks and my hips buck and I feel his fingers push deeper inside my ass, driving me ever wilder. I moan and gasp and cry out all at the same time. He slides his tongue into my sex, tasting my orgasm, even as he finger-fucks my virgin ass. 
 
    I close my eyes and see a field of stars. My orgasm flows and ebbs and returns, rocking me back and forth in its relentless grip. I can’t remember the last time I came this hard. I can’t remember if I’ve ever come this hard. 
 
    He delicately works his fingers in and out of me, preparing my ass for the main course. My pussy feels molten hot now, crying out for satisfaction. 
 
    Not this time, I think, and I know it’s for real. Finally. 
 
    My pleasure subsides now and my pussy goes into the overly-sensitive hyperdrive state that follows a blissful orgasm. I push Harvey’s head back with shaking hands, unable to take any more of his gentle lapping. 
 
    ‘No more,’ I say. ‘Can’t take anymore.’ 
 
    ‘No?’ he says, in a teasing voice. ‘What about this?’ 
 
    His fingers continue to gently slide in and out of my ass, stretching my tight hole, preparing me for his thick, ridged cock. 
 
    ‘I want it,’ I say. 
 
    He eases his fingers out of me, stands up, and takes his clothes off. Shirt. Pants. Underwear. Shoes. He towers over me, naked and hard, his cock still gleaming with my saliva. 
 
    I watch him squeeze a little more lube into his hand and gently massage it into his hard length. My mouth waters at the sight of his wet, slick manhood. My pussy flowers for him. My asshole tingles with anticipation. He leans down and carefully rubs his cock over my pussy lips. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ I say, the word catching in my throat. ‘That’s not yours, baby.’ 
 
    He grins, a wolfish glint of white teeth, and moves lower. The head of his cock trails over my lips, parting my sex, and briefly brushes over my yearning entrance, before moving lower, to its goal. 
 
    He looks me in the eyes one final time, asking without words if I am ready. I nod, desperate, willing, ready, waiting. 
 
    The head of his thick manhood presses against my tight, slick, finger-fucked asshole, and slowly pushes inside. 
 
    I let out a long, satisfied moan, looking up into his face, my mouth in a wide O, eyes blazing with intensity and passion. He pushes in a little deeper and I feel my asshole stretching wider, a little more than before, when his fingers were in me. My body contracts, clenching like a fist. 
 
    ‘Hey, hey,’ he says. ‘No, don’t do that. Relax. Relax. Like when you relaxed your throat to suck me.’ 
 
    Both his face and tone is so calming. I take a moment to breathe, to focus on the feeling. My body relaxes. I force myself to let go, to stop tensing. As I do, I feel my ass open a little wider and his wonderfully thick head slips completely inside. No resistance, no pain. Hardly any discomfort. Harvey is inside my ass. For the first time in my life, a man is fucking my ass. 
 
    ‘Oh fuck!’ I say, gasping in surprise, delight, and arousal. 
 
    ‘How’s it feel?’ Harvey says, staying still, letting me get used to the feel of a thick member in my tight ass. 
 
    I nod, breathless. 
 
    ‘More,’ I say. 
 
    He grins and pushes forward. I cry out as he sinks inside my ass, his thick, veiny cock stretching my tightest, most intimate hole open. One inch. Two inches. Three. Then he pushes forward in one smooth, gentle press, and fills my ass completely. 
 
    It feels so good. Totally different to how I expected. Better, actually. The initial discomfort passes quickly, replaced by all-new sensations. The feeling of being full. The feeling of something stretching my asshole. The sensation of a cock touching new, unexplored, unclaimed parts of my body. I gasp and moan with pleasure and sit up on my forearms again, looking down my body in wonder, staring at the place where we are joined as one. 
 
    ‘How’s it feel?’ he says. 
 
    A deep, passionate exclamation of sheer erotic satisfaction is my answer. 
 
    ‘Good,’ he says. ‘I’m gonna fuck your ass now.’ 
 
    I nod again, mouth open wide, gasping with pleasure at every movement. I feel his pulse throbbing through his hard length. Each beat sends a wave of delight through my body. 
 
    He starts to rock his hips. I feel his hard length slowly pull back, dragging down the inside of my ass. It doesn’t slide as easily as it would in my pussy. The lube definitely helps. 
 
    Then he pushes forward again, filling me with his length. I feel the strength of his thrust in my fingers and toes. My body quivers. My breath catches in my throat. He pulls back, then slams forward again, faster this time. And again. And again. His slick cock glides effortlessly in and out of my stretched asshole. Lube trickles down my thighs, soaking the bed. My pussy is soaked, begging for attention. I slide a hand down my body and touch it. I’ve never been so wet before. My fingers are sticky, gleaming silver in the light, my juices thick and running down to my ass. 
 
    I play with my aching sex, softly teasing my clit, as my best friend’s husband fucks my ass. I see a grimace of concentration as he struggles to control himself, trying to stay calm for my first ever anal experience. Each thrust makes me gasp in pleasure, the sensation so wonderfully different, yet similar, to regular sex. It feels amazing and I feel dirty for enjoying it – in the best possible way. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God!’ I say, eyes rolling back in pleasure as he slowly increases the speed of his thrusting. ‘You feel so fucking good in my ass!’ 
 
    ‘I love it,’ he says. ‘You have a great ass, Carrie.’ 
 
    ‘Better than your wife?’ I say, a naughty smile on my lips. 
 
    His eyes flash and he pounds me harder in response. I cry out again, still touching myself, feeling the onset of another explosion building inside me, the pressure changing in the put of my stomach, my breaths growing shorter and raspier. 
 
    ‘You gonna come?’ he says. 
 
    I can’t speak. I can only nod. 
 
    He grabs my legs and lifts them up higher, driving himself deeper and harder into my ass, fucking me effortlessly, as though my ass always takes this kind of a pounding. I moan and moan and moan. 
 
    I come hard. My ass grips his cock as hard as it can, but the lube allows him to keep fucking me even as I am overwhelmed with my orgasm. My fingers clench, unable to keep touching my sensitive clit, and I collapse on the bed, allow him to use my tight ass. It feels even better now. Even more intensely exciting. My first ever anal orgasm. 
 
    ‘Was that good?’ he says. I nod. He chuckles, pleased with himself. ‘I wanna come in your ass. Is that okay?’ I nod again. ‘Good. Can you roll over for me? I want to fuck you from behind.’ 
 
    He gently eases back and I feel suddenly empty. It takes me a second or two to get my strength back. I can feel my stretched asshole reacting to the emptiness, winking and trying to close up again. I roll onto my front and get on my hands and knees, presenting myself to him, pussy and ass both wet and ready. I grip the bed covers as he mounts me like a king, his cock easing into my ass as though we always did this. I cry out again. 
 
    ‘I can’t take much more,’ I say. ‘You need to come in me.’ 
 
    He grunts in response and grabs my hips and pumps himself into me, thrusting deeper and deeper into my ravenous ass. I moan and mewl and whimper and beg him to fill me up, to come in my tight ass, to claim it for his own. 
 
    Harvey fucks my ass for a few deliciously sensual minutes, his red-hot manhood stuffing me full over and over. Just when I think that this might never end, his breathing changes and deepens, and hear him gasping. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Yes!’ 
 
    He slides deep inside me one final time and I cry out at the unexpectedly pleasant feeling of his hot come cascading around in my ass. It’s even better than when a man comes in my pussy – my ass is much shallower, so it feels like there’s so much more come inside me. 
 
    Harvey groans, a wordless sound of triumph, as his manhood slowly ceases its steady, rhythmic pumping and the final drops of come dribble out of his head and into my tight tunnel. His satisfied cock slips out of my no-longer-virgin ass and I collapse onto the bed, utterly spent. I can feel his come pooling inside me. It feels so good. 
 
    ‘Did you enjoy that?’ he says giving my well-used ass a playful pat. 
 
    ‘God, yes,’ I say. ‘That was amazing…’ 
 
    ‘Glad I could help.’ 
 
    He lays down on the bed next to me, gazing up at the ceiling. A heavy, satisfied silence falls between us. I can feel my stretched ass slowly trying to shrink back to normal. 
 
    ‘It hurts a little,’ I say. ‘Not bad, but… sore.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘It might do. For a little while, at least. But you’ll be okay.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I say. ‘I loved it.’ 
 
    He nods, a little distracted. 
 
    ‘What happens now?’ he says. ‘You know, Michael? Marci?’ 
 
    ‘Nothing,’ I say. ‘I said I wouldn’t say anything. I just wanted to know what it was like. I couldn’t go on living in denial. Does that make sense?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘Now I’ve tried it, I’m happy. I’m not looking for anything long-term.’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    ‘If you feel bad,’ I say, ‘you can blame me for it.’ 
 
    We lay in silence again for a while. I try to think of something to say, but nothing comes to mind. We’re not exactly close, he and I. We don’t have much in common besides Marci. I’m not sure what we should be doing right now. I’ve never done anything like this before. Usually I would cuddle up to my lover and lay in his arms for a while, but it doesn’t feel right this time. I don’t want to take him from Marci, and I don’t want any affections to grow between us. All he is to me is a cock that fucked my ass, as awful a thought as that is. 
 
    ‘So, you’re good now?’ he says. ‘Satisfied?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say, sighing as I clench my butt, another trickle of come running out of my well-used hole. ‘For now.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve got my number,’ he says. ‘In case you… you know.’ 
 
    I smile from my place on the bed. 
 
    ‘You should go,’ I say. ‘Go home before Marci gets back. I need to wash the sheets.’ 
 
    He smiles ruefully and slowly gets out of bed. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ he says. 
 
    I watch his naked back retreat as he walks to the bathroom and washes himself off. I should move, but I can’t right now. I’m enjoying the post-fuck sensation too much, the erotic thrill of his come trickling onto the bed, the slight burning sensation of my stretched ass beginning to heal. It’s all so new and so wonderful. I feel like I did when I lost my virginity – only much naughtier. 
 
    Harvey returns, his freshly-washed manhood hanging limp, balls dangling empty as he walks. I smile weakly up at him from my place on the bed. He puts his discarded clothes back on and stands over me. I reach out and take his hand in mine. 
 
    ‘It’s not cheating,’ I say. ‘We didn’t cheat. You just… you helped a friend out with a difficult problem, okay?’ 
 
    He smiles. Leans forward. Kisses me on the cheek. A surprisingly intimate gesture. 
 
    Harvey walks out of the bedroom, leaving me face-down on the bed, his hot come pooling onto the covers I share with my husband. I hear his footsteps pad down the stairs. The front door opens. Closes. After a moment’s silence, his van fires up and pulls away. 
 
    I don’t know if this will affect how Harvey sees me. I don’t know if he’ll go home and confess to Marci. I don’t know if he’ll be able to look me in the eye again. 
 
    Was it worth it? 
 
    Abso-fucking-lutely. 
 
    My strength slowly returns and I am finally able to get to a sitting position. Comes leaks out of me straight away. Fuck it. I was going to wash the covers anyway. 
 
    I get to my feet on weak and unsteady legs and go to the bathroom. I shower my body, washing my best friend’s husband’s come out of my ass. It feels a little sore back there. The same kind of discomfort I felt when he first entered me, only without the benefit of being fucked. 
 
    The wine has long-since left me. I am now stone-cold sober. 
 
    Half of me can’t believe I just did that. 
 
    The other half of me also can’t believe I just did that. 
 
    But I don’t regret it. 
 
    I turn off the water and get out of the shower and go back to my regular life with my regular kids and my regular husband. The slight soreness in my ass brings a smile to my face. 
 
    I’m glad I did this. 
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When I tell most people that I exclusively take married or otherwise claimed women as my lovers, they inevitably react in one of three ways. The first is the most obvious – outrage. How can you sleep with someone else's woman? Have you no shame? What kind of man does that? I’ve heard it a lot, mostly from people who think themselves morally superior to me in some undefinable way. This kind of person believes that their moral judgement will convince me to stop, as though tutting in disapproval will stop me from bending the next wife over her marital bed and making her scream in pleasure. 
 
    The second way people react is with excitement. I’ve noticed that men and women have different phases of excitement. Guys like to lean close and ask about specifics – whose wife is the best, what was most enjoyable fuck I’ve ever had, etc. They try to keep me talking about other wives, as though attempting to turn my attention away from their own significant other. They never outright ask, Have you ever slept with my wife? but the thought that I might have – and I could easily do it – drives them crazy with the unspoken need to know. Women tend to be a little subtler in their excitement. They never probe for details outright, but I can see it in their eyes, hear it in their breathing, feel it in their body language. When a woman is excited by the idea that I might attempt to seduce her, she’ll only ask how I do it. What my moves are. What I would say to convince her to jeopardize her marriage. 
 
    The final reaction is embarrassment. This is similar to excitement, but with a few key differences. People tend to lapse into silence. Maybe the hint of a blush touches their cheeks. They want to ask more, to know more, to hear all the stories wrapped up in my head, but they dare not delve too deeply. It wouldn’t be right or decent or civil or whatever bullshit they’ve convinced themselves about relationships. 
 
    But no matter the reaction, everyone who learns of my particular kink has one thing in common. They all want to know the reason. They all want to know how I do it, how I convince a happily married woman to risk it all for one night with me. That’s my secret, my superpower. I know why she cheats. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I step out of the airport terminal into a gray, dreary afternoon, the sky overcast with thick, rolling clouds that threaten rain. The sidewalk and road are damp from recent rainfall, the concrete so dark it might be black. The air smells like exhaust fumes and cigarettes from the nearby smoking hut. Nobody looks up as they walk along the busy airport street. Nobody smiles. 
 
    I’m home at last. 
 
    I start walking along the front of the terminal toward the taxi office and the line of waiting cabs, dodging stressed-looking commuters rushing toward the airport and people pushing overloaded trolleys with wheels that constantly point out into the road. Nobody notices me as I walk through this generic, faceless sea of rushing bodies, and that’s the way I like it. Everyone around me is pre-occupied with something, worrying about the next part. Will I get to the gate on time? How long is the cab ride to my next destination? Do I have long to wait before I board? I prefer to enjoy this moment instead of worrying about the next. 
 
    It’s been about three months since I last slept in my own bed. My life is a constant series of flights and hotels, drinks in anonymous bars and room service dinners, one-time flings with strangers and arranged playdates with women who reach out online. Some people might think my life is empty or devoid of meaning – many of those individuals like to say that to my face – but they couldn’t be further from the truth. My life is exactly the way I want it; busy, constantly changing, and filled with opportunities to meet and seduce beautiful women. That’s exactly what life should be! Unpredictable. Wild. Exotic. Full of new experiences and chance encounters and unrestrained passion. I can’t understand how people could ever feel sorry for me. My life is fantastic. Show me a couple in their mid-forties, arguing over a TV dinner while their spoiled children play games on overpriced tablets and I’ll show you a life gone unfulfilled. That, to me, is an empty, meaningless life. I’d rather have a thousand one-night stands than a lifetime with someone who grows to resent me. At least my lovers will remember the time we shared with fondness. 
 
    The airport cab booking office is a plainly furnished square space about the size of a football team changing room. There is a series of windows at the far end, each with a harried-looking teller behind a pane of glass, like a bank. In the center of the room are rows of chairs with tired, stressed, occasionally sun-kissed people sitting individually or in larger groups, staring at a bank of screens listing cab licence plates and their availability. The atmosphere in the office is muted, everyone too tired or depressed about returning home to make conversation. I walk around the rows of chairs and place my place at the end of a short queue of bored, impatient people. 
 
    A woman sitting on the cheap plastic seats catches my eye. Unlike most of the others, she’s not staring up at the screens, but down at the floor. She doesn’t look like she’s just stepped off a plane, but out of the office. Her makeup is too fresh to have lasted all day, her clothing too neat to have been hunched over a desk for eight hours, and her posture isn’t slumped in defeat, but upright and alert, despite her downturned gaze. Her hands are in her lap, toying absent-mindedly with a plain, worn wedding band. 
 
    In a flash, I know her story. Looking down at the floor so she doesn’t attract attention of draw the eye of anyone who might recognize her. Fresh makeup and clothing so it looks like she’s come from a work function. Fiddling with the wedding band because she’s nervous about going home. If I had to guess, I would think that she’s just spent a night – or two, judging from the size of the carry-on bag at her feet – with a lover, and she’s told her husband a little white lie about working out of state. 
 
    She’s my kind of woman. 
 
    I watch her for a few moments, trying to place myself in her position. I’ve only had a small handful of real girlfriends in my time, and even fewer that I would consider ‘long term relationships’, so it’s difficult for me to try and gauge what must be going through this woman’s mind right now. Maybe she’s wondering if she covered her tracks fully. Will her husband become suspicious? Does she still smell like her lover? Does she look different? Will she feel different under her partner’s touch? Maybe she’s worrying about the future. Maybe she’s developing feelings for her lover and doesn’t know what to do with them. Maybe this was her first affair and she isn’t sure what to do going forward. 
 
    She feels my gaze and slowly turns her head to look at me. I give her a warm smile, trying to let her know from across the room that it’s okay, that she’s not alone, thousands of women feel the same way every day. Hell, I’ve made many, many women go through this process myself. Sometimes they sit in bed the morning after, wracked with guilt, asking me what we’re supposed to do next, how they’re supposed to move on. I never know the answers to those questions. I have no interest in anyone’s marital problems, and even less interest in breaking up a marriage. My interest is purely sexual: giving my lover what her husband can’t. Passion. Intimacy. Attention. And, above all, a mind-blowing, body-consuming, heart-stopping sexual experience. I’ll do things to my lovers that their husband could never dream of doing. I’ll take a man’s prim and proper, conservative and reserved wife and turn her into my personal slut for one night. Maybe two, if there’s time. I wonder if the woman sitting across the room had a good enough time with her lover to justify the affair? 
 
    She looks away from me quickly. She knows that I know. She’s ashamed of herself. That’s disappointing. Nobody should ever be embarrassed by their own wants and needs. We’re all consenting adults at the end of the day. 
 
    ‘Sir?’ 
 
    I snap out of my daydream and turn forward. The queue has gone and I am the next in line. The man behind the bank teller-style window looks at me with that expression of polite exasperation worn by those who work with the public. I step forward with a smile of apology and order a cab to my apartment building. The man taps his keyboard and gives me a price and accepts the cash I give him. I take my ticket and walk away to wait for my ride. 
 
    I walk over to the rows of cheap plastic seats, pretending to look for somewhere to wait for my ride. It’s all a front. I already know exactly where I’m going to sit. 
 
    The woman stops fiddling with her wedding ring and grabs her thighs as I take the seat next to her. She stares at the floor, hardly daring to breathe. 
 
    ‘Hell of a wait, huh?’ I say, making polite and casual conversation. Just being friendly. Just being neighborly. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ she says, in a flat, neutral voice. 
 
    ‘Just come back?’ I ask, still in that friendly we’re-both-in-this-together way. 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ Still not looking at me. 
 
    ‘Me too,’ I say. ‘Work. Sucks to be traveling so much, but it’s nice to be home, you know?’ 
 
    She nods. 
 
    ‘Still, it gives me plenty of opportunity to meet new people. Make new friends.’ 
 
    She glances at me now, as though noticing my presence for the first time. 
 
    ‘I really enjoy making new friends,’ I say, watching her face carefully. If she gets my drift, if she understands the underlying subtext to my words, she betrays nothing in her expression. 
 
    ‘It’s important to have a lot of friends,’ she says, after a pause, still n that guarded, neutral tone, still sitting bolt upright in her chair. 
 
    ‘I agree,’ I say, with a soft smile. Then I indicated her business attire and say, ‘So, a successful trip?’ 
 
    ‘It was,’ she says, and this time the hint of a smile ghosts her lips. She’s trying not to look back on her affair with fondness. Trying not to relive the memories. She feels guilty for enjoying it all over again. Let’s see if we can’t change that. 
 
    ‘Nothing feels better than a rewarding trip out of state,’ I say. ‘I always feel better about going back home when I’ve had a good time away. It puts everything in perspective.’ Her face remains neutral, but her eyes gleam. ‘There’s nothing wrong with taking a little work trip now and again. You can’t always do what you need to do from the office.’ 
 
    ‘That’s a good way to look at it.’ 
 
    ‘It doesn’t hurt to go out there, get a little hands-on experience in the field,’ I say, desperately resisting the urge to flood this conversation with thin double-entendres. I want to reassure her, not embarrass her. ‘There are some things need a little more attention to detail.’ 
 
    She nods slowly. Her posture starts to change. She begins to relax. She stops sitting so upright. She stops gripping her thighs. Her face relaxes. 
 
    ‘I had a… productive trip,’ she says. ‘Got a lot done.’ 
 
    ‘Do you feel better now that it’s done?’ 
 
    ‘Much better.’ That smile finally settles on her face. Her skin seems to brighten as her lips curl in thoughtful happiness. 
 
    ‘Good,’ I say. ‘I’m glad. There’s no harm in taking a little time to focus on your workload every now and then. I always feel fantastic afterward, like a huge weight has been lifted from my shoulders.’ 
 
    ‘Me too.’ She starts to say something else, but then she glances at the screens and her face falls. ‘Oh, that’s my cab. I’ve got to go.’ 
 
    ‘It was nice meeting you.’ 
 
    ‘You too.’ 
 
    She stands, gathers her bag, and heads to the parking lot to meet her ride. I watch her go, a little bounce in her step, hips swaying seductively. She was nice. I hope one day our paths cross again. Maybe I can be her next excuse for leaving the house for a night or two. 
 
    I sit quietly, looking at all the other people waiting for their cab rides. Some people read books. Some listen to music. Kids quietly sit next to their parents, eyes glued to various gaming systems. Young couples look through photos of the vacation they just enjoyed together. The air is still and quiet and tastes old and used. 
 
    I take my phone out of my pocket and check my messages. Nothing new. No urgent requests from the office. They might actually let me have the full four days at home I was promised. 
 
    Heat spreads throughout my loins with the thought of all the fun I could have in four long days. One name springs to mind: 
 
    Yours. 
 
    I’m not the type of man to have – or keep – girlfriends. I’m not the type of man to have long term relationships. I’m not even the type of man to have many repeat lovers, save for a select few in certain areas of the country, with whom I have standing arrangements and it’s all with the full knowledge of their husbands. The only woman I ever have the pleasure of meeting multiple times a year is you, Tessa. The woman from apartment sixty-two. 
 
    Your contact number shines bright on my phone screen. It’s one of the few numbers I’ve ever kept from my many lovers. I write a quick message and send it to you. 
 
    The message reads, Thank you for taking care of my plants. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The first time I met you was shortly after I moved into the block. This was a few years back, before I started traveling regularly, when I still worked mostly out of one office. We would pass in the hallway every now and then, nodding politely in recognition. Slowly we started to talk. I saw the ring on your finger and I was interested. I’m always interested when I see the ring. Our talk was brief and polite, but slowly started to morph into harmless flirting. Once or twice you saw me bidding farewell to lovers the morning after they slept in my bed. I saw the look in your eyes – the flash of interest, a sparkle of jealousy, a hint of wounded pride – and knew that you wanted to live that way, too. 
 
    But you were married and you were a good wife… or so you told yourself. 
 
    I met your husband a few times. Nice enough guy. Comfortable. Stable. Harmless. Totally fucking boring. I saw the way you shuffled impatiently behind him while he talked about whatever the fuck it was he found so interesting. I heard the little grunts you made when he took my attention away from you. I knew you were a little embarrassed about him. It was kind of cute, really. Made it even sweeter when I took you from him. 
 
    I’m not the type of man to have regular flings. As I said, the idea of breaking up a marriage doesn’t interest me in the slightest. I have no intention of pulling a wife away from her husband, but I have no qualms when it comes to borrowing her for a night or two. I think of myself as a marriage enhancer, a pleasant distraction from the monotony of everyday life. But you, Tessa, you quickly became my favorite conquest, and a willing repeat customer. 
 
    Do you still fondly recall that first night? The night your husband was away on business and you asked if I had already eaten? You claimed to have made too much food and meekly knocked on my door, asking if I would share it with you. I couldn’t say yes fast enough. The meal went ignored, cooling on the table, while you and heated up the bedroom. You were insatiable. You were lonely. You were desperate for affection and attention and intimacy and I willingly gave you everything you needed and more. You were passionate and generous and starved for sexual satisfaction. I enjoyed pleasing you, and you returned the favor with a wicked smile on your face. The two of us came together over an hour or more of intense, exquisite, blissful erotic lust. I wondered how long it had been since you had reached a climax without using your own fingers. Your body seemed to unwind and relax and loosen with each passing moment as I slowly brought you to orgasm over and over. With each successive climax, you became braver, more confident, less shy about sharing your wonderful body. Before long, you were teaching me new tricks, demonstrating the many ways you liked to be touched and held and caressed. I was more than willing to learn from you and by the time we had finished, I felt like a new man. It was easily one of the finest sexual encounters in my long and storied life. 
 
    You kissed me afterward and thanked me. We laughed at the food, untouched on the table, as we gathered our scattered clothes from across your apartment – a trail of passion leading from your door to the bedroom – and dressed ourselves again. You beamed with delight, your infectious smile making me feel less like a conspirator and more like a partner. We didn’t talk about what might happen next time, or how we were supposed to feel now. You had a spring in your step and a glow in your soul. It was beautiful, really. I spent the next few days with the smell, taste, and feel of you clinging to my body. I greeted your clueless husband warmly as we passed in the lobby, remembering the look on your face when I gently pushed my hard length into your aching lips in his bed. You almost blushed when we met in the hallway. You seemed relieved that the tension between us had been dealt with, as though this was a one-time deal. 
 
    You should have known better. 
 
    The next time your husband went out with his friends for the evening, you didn’t even bother with the act. You knocked on my door and kissed me as soon as I opened it. We fell into my bed and enjoyed another blissful hour or two in each other’s arms. This time was even better than before, as though you’d spent the intervening weeks thinking about all the new experiences you wanted to enjoy with me. You had prepared your body, too, and took great delight in how much I admired your freshly shaven mound and naughty choice of underwear. 
 
    Once our time was up, you went back to your husband, a smile on your face once again. He was still totally oblivious of our liaisons, completely blind to the way I had used your body and made you tremble with passion. I’ll never understand how a man could lay next to his wife and notice the sudden change in her demeanour – the glow of her skin, the pink tinge in her cheeks, the wetness of her sex. Maybe the men whose wives I borrow never get close enough to find out. 
 
    Our stolen rendezvous became a regular encounter whenever your husband worked late. You would drop by my apartment at the slightest excuse. More than once you almost got caught, barely slipping through your door, panties soaked with passion, as your husband stepped out of the elevator. You would invite me to help you with some imaginary problem, in case any of the neighbors realized that we seemed to be entering each other’s apartments more than usual. Still your husband remained blissfully unaware of everything that happened behind his back. How many times did you come to my place for a quick fuck before he came home? How many nights did you encourage him to go out with his friends so we could spend an hour or more together? How many times did you call me and breathlessly whisper the words, He’s gone into my ear? 
 
    Once I began traveling more and more for work, our sweet sessions became increasingly sporadic, but it did add a new intensity to each tryst. Neither of us knew how long it would be until the next time we were together, so our lovemaking became tinged with frenetic passion, electrifying sparks of lust, and intense, burning desire. Our affair only became more enjoyable. 
 
    Over time, we developed a system. I bought plants for my apartment. I gave you a key to my place. I made a point of asking you, in front of your husband, if you would be willing to water my plants while I was away. Now you had access to my apartment anytime you liked and a legitimate, husband-approved reason to be there. 
 
    Soon after this, we arranged a code. Whenever I was back in town and on my way home, I would send you a simple message. It wouldn’t mean anything to your husband, or to anyone else who happened to find our infrequent exchanges. But to you and me, it meant that we could spend a little time together over the next few days. 
 
    The code we use is, Thank you for taking care of my plants. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    My phone softly pings in my pocket. I’m in the backseat of the cab, rain rolling down the windows, my driver gesturing wildly at the traffic ahead which blocks the road like fat in an artery. We haven’t moved in about five minutes now, but I don’t care. I’m watching the world go by, the scenery distorted and shimmering through the water-soaked window. People rush back and forth, some beneath dripping umbrellas, others with coats pulled up over their unprotected heads. I like the rain. It’s romantic weather. You can curl up with someone special under a blanket and share body warmth, or you can passionately embrace in the rain. 
 
    The ping of a new message brings me out of my thoughts. I slip my phone out of my pocket and open the screen. 
 
    It’s a text message from you. 
 
    Red or green? 
 
    I frown for a moment, wondering if I’ve forgotten some secret in-joke we shared last time I was in town. I try to recall our last conversation, but I don’t recall much actual heart-to-heart taking place. Body-to-body, for sure, but we’re not the type of people to sit around and discuss our every intimate thought. 
 
    I reply, Green, and wait. 
 
    No answer. Now I’m curious. You rarely respond to my messages – leaving a paper trail or any other kind of evidence is something we both work very hard not to do – and you never ask questions. We don’t want anybody thinking that we have a relationship of any kind. 
 
    The cab finally starts to jerk forward, the driver aggressively moving into another lane. I settle back into my seat, mind racing with possibilities. I put my phone back in my pocket and watch the world go by. 
 
    I step out into the roaring rain forty minutes later and walk to the entrance of the apartment block, holding my bag over my head. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I buzz myself through the front doors and push through into the dark, quiet entrance. From the look of the puddles and trailing drips on the smooth floor, it seems that I’m not the first person to enter during the downpour. A wet floor sign stands alone in the middle of the space. I guess the building super must have gotten tired of mopping the floor every five minutes. I shake my wet bag and pants and jacket off as well as I can and head to my mailbox. Nothing. I guess you’ve already scooped it up for me, haven’t you, Tessa? 
 
    I head into the elevator and hit the button for my floor. Last time I came home, this elevator was out of order. Nobody seemed to know what had happened, but there was a small crew of repair guys looking busy while they filled half the lobby with tools and cables and dust-covered sheets. Thankfully, everything is working now. 
 
    The doors slowly grind open on my floor with a metallic shriek. I sigh. It’s working, but only just, I step out and look around. My floor is quiet, save for the steady rush of rain blowing against the windows. I wonder if any of my neighbors remember me. Sometimes I come home and discover that I live next to totally different people. I step around a bicycle standing up against a wall and take my keys out of my pocket, glancing up toward apartment sixty-two a few doors away. It remains firmly closed. Maybe you’re not home right now. Still, I’m puzzled by your question. Red or green? I slip my key into the lock and step inside and suddenly I understand perfectly. 
 
    You stand in the middle of my apartment, a smile on your face. Your hair is neatly curled, running down to your shoulders in ringlets. You’re wearing a jaw-dropping lingerie set – lacy corset with a bra that lifts the swell of your breasts to perfect fullness and matching panties, with stockings and heels. 
 
    The corset is a deep emerald green. 
 
    ‘Welcome home,’ you say. 
 
    ‘If I’d known this was waiting for me,’ I say, closing the door behind me, ‘I would have run straight back from the airport.’ 
 
    ‘You like?’ you say, twirling a strand of hair around your perfectly manicured and neatly painted finger, glancing down at your body. 
 
    ‘I love.’ 
 
    I drop my bag to the floor and toss my jacket over a chair and step forward and sweep you into my arms. We kiss deeply, tasting one another again for the first time in months, our hands exploring, getting reacquainted with every bump and groove. Your supple, firm body responds to my caress. Burning desire spreads through my loins. I need this. I need you. Every time we kiss feels like the first time all over again and it’s the closest thing to magic. 
 
    ‘How much time do we have?’ I ask. 
 
    ‘Hours,’ you say. ‘He goes to the gym after work now.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe he’s having an affair?’ 
 
    You make a derisive little scoff and shake your head, curled hair swaying gently. 
 
    ‘He wouldn’t know an affair if one sat on his face,’ you say. ‘I wore this for him. Last week. Just to show him how I looked. In case he thought it was weird that I bought new lingerie. You know what he did?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘He said, That’s nice, and carried watching TV.’ Tears of frustration prick the corners of your beautiful eyes. I lean close and kiss you again. Dealing with emotion is not one of my strong suits. 
 
    This time you respond with more aggression. More passion. No longer timid. No longer getting used to feel of me again. Now a fire has been lit inside you and it burns so very brightly. Your husband doesn’t appreciate your beauty. Your sexuality. Your passionate intensity. But I do. 
 
    That’s why you cheat. 
 
    Our first reunion is fast and intense and fraught with desperate intensity. We kiss, hard and fast, tongues dancing likes flames in a hearth. You tear at my clothes. Buttons pop. Fabric tears. I don’t care and you don’t stop. We’re still in the middle of the apartment, but we make no attempt to move toward the bedroom. You push my shirt over my shoulders. I stand on the heel of my right shoe, then my left. I kick off my shoes one after the other as your fingers fumble with my belt buckle. We’re still kissing fast and hard. Teenagers in lust. Animals in heat. 
 
    My belt buckle clicks open. You move on to my button. Then my zipper. Moving frantically. Kissing passionately. Body trembling with need. Heart racing with excitement. Yearning. Lusting. Needing. 
 
    You open my pants and grasp my manhood with greedy hands. Heat builds between us. I feel my manhood responding to the warmth of your body, the feel of your lips, the frantic grabbing of your hands. You open the flap in my shorts and ease me out, purring in the back of your throat at the feel of me. I love that sound. I love the how excited you are to receive my gift. 
 
    ‘Did you miss me?’ I say, pulling back from the kiss enough to talk. 
 
    ‘Uh-huh.’ 
 
    You sink to your knees, hunger on your face, eager to show me how much I’ve been missed. You look up and me and grasp my length with your left hand, wedding ring clearly on display, and guide me through your soft pink lips. I groan softly. The best part of coming home is coming home to a woman like you. 
 
    You slowly tease me for a few wonderful moments, bringing my manhood to a full, powerful erection. I feel harder than ever right now, watching you flick your tongue across my head, your hand stroking my shaft, wedding ring glinting softly in the light. I love how much you enjoy playing our little game. 
 
    ‘Say it,’ you say in a gentle, lusty voice. You kiss the head of my cock. ‘Say it. Please.’ 
 
    ‘You like sucking my cock like that?’ I say, a grin on my face. You groan in response, taking me a little further into your mouth, responding to my words with enthusiasm. ‘You like sucking my cock behind your husband’s back?’ 
 
    You look up at me with lust and deepest pleasure in your eyes. This is part of the game we play. Part of the fun. Part of the thrill. 
 
    ‘God,’ I say, ‘you suck my dick so fucking good. Do you suck your husband as good as you suck me?’ 
 
    You give a little shake of your head, my shaft sliding over your tongue. 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ I say, reaching around to the back of your head and pulling you closer, thrusting down your throat at the same time. ‘This cheating slut mouth is mine.’ 
 
    You moan in the back of your throat, a deep, savage, guttural sound of pleasure. You love it when I get a little rough. You love it when I remind you how bad and wicked you are. You love it when I use your body for my own pleasure. 
 
    ‘You’re a dirty married slut,’ I say, clenching my fist around your hair, pushing my shaft to the back of your throat. You make the best gagging sounds I’ve ever heard. ‘Cheating with me behind your pathetic husband’s back. Does he have a cock as big as mine?’ 
 
    I relax my grip. You ease back, eyes watering, my shaft covered in spit. You stroke my wet manhood with you left hand, making sure your wedding ring touches my skin, and smile up at me. 
 
    ‘No,’ you say. ‘My husband is tiny compared to you. I don’t suck his cock. Only yours.’ 
 
    ‘Your slutty mouth is mine and mine alone.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, daddy.’ 
 
    ‘Suck then, slut.’ 
 
    You take me deep into your mouth and suck me long and hard. You lick the head. Suck the balls. Flick your tongue across my shaft. Stroke me. Tease me. Jerk me into your hungry mouth. It is probably the hottest, most intense blowjob you’ve ever given me. It’s been three long months since I’ve felt you mouth around my cock, and this is worth every second of the wait. 
 
    ‘Fuck…’ I groan, after a few blissful minutes with your skilful lips and tongue. ‘If you keep doing that, I’m going to come.’ 
 
    You don't stop. 
 
    ‘Oh? You want me to come, do you, slut’' 
 
    You groan onto my cock. I take that as I yes. 
 
    ‘You gonna make me come with your slutty, married mouth?’ 
 
    Another groan. I grab your head again and start pumping forward, trying to fuck your mouth. You make little gasping and gagging noises. You know how much I love those sounds. 
 
    I fuck your face in the middle of my apartment, feeling the pressure slowly rise inside me like water in a boiling pot. You put your hands on my thighs, bracing against my thrusts, your willing mouth greedily accepting my hard, thick shaft. You look up at me, eyes watering with the effort, my member slick with spit and growing wetter with every passing thrust. 
 
    You look up at me now, as I pump your mouth and throat, making you my own personal slut. I see the deep, wicked satisfaction in your eyes. Your husband never does this to you. He would never dare get rough with his beloved, gentle wife. He has no idea what you like. He has no idea how wet you get when I grab you by the hair and shove my cock down your throat. He has no idea how hard and rough and dirty you like to be fucked. 
 
    ‘I’m getting close,’ I say, fighting the urge, trying to control the rising, burning pressure inside me, desperate to hold on for a few moments longer. You always give the best blowjobs. Your husband never gets to experience the wicked thrill of your yearning mouth. This is all for me, and I want to enjoy every last second. 
 
    Your eyes gleam in satisfaction, knowing how much pleasure you bring me, knowing how much I enjoy using your mouth, knowing how bad you are for doing this behind your husband’s back. You’re enjoying this just as much as I am. 
 
    ‘Mouth or face?’ I say, breathing hard, bending all my willpower on lasting as long as I can, even as my balls tighten and the pressure reaches boiling point. 
 
    You groan a response, but I can’t hear you over my cock in your mouth. It doesn't matter. We both know your answer anyway. We both know how you like me to finish. 
 
    The pressure gets too much. I feel the surge inside me, pushing up from my deepest point, my balls contracting and convulsing as I reach the point of no return. I pull you face back with one rough pull on your hair. You gasp for air, panting, tongue out, knowing without words what’s about to happen. Your hands gently wrap around my shaft, pointing me at your bright, happy face. You say three short words. 
 
    ‘Come for me.’ 
 
    I do as you wish and groan loud and deep as my member jerks and throbs in your slender fingers. You close your eyes and sigh in happiness, recognizing the look in my face, the feel of my approaching climax shuddering through my shaft like rails vibrating before an oncoming train. 
 
    I erupt over your face, the first sticky spurt splashing over your forehead, the next on your cheek, then your lips and chin. I mark you with my come, daubing you as mine. 
 
    You open your eyes again, smiling up at me, face plastered with my thick, white seed. You gently squeeze and stroke my shaft, milking every last drop out of me, sucking the tip to make sure nothing is wasted. I groan in delight. Your hands and mouth are exceptional. Beyond exceptional. You are easily one of the best lovers I’ve ever had the pleasure of seducing. You are wicked and sinful and insatiable and your husband is a fucking idiot for not keeping you satisfied. 
 
    My climax slowly passes, little beads of come gently pumping out of the tip of my manhood, but you continue to tease me, keeping me hard, keeping me firm, keeping me ready with gentle squeezes of your hand and playful flicks of your tongue. Each little caress sends a shudder as powerful as an earthquake through my cock. 
 
    ‘Your turn,’ I say, with a wicked grin. 
 
    I bend down and scoop you up in my arms. You laugh, a happy, shrill sound, as I lift you into the air and walk toward the bedroom. The room is exactly as I left it months before – freshly made and ready for use. I toss you onto the bed – you shriek in delight – and I climb on top of you, still hard, still ready for more. 
 
    Your eyes flash in erotic anticipation. You reach up to half-heartedly push me back as I take my place between your parted legs. 
 
    ‘I'm married,’ you say, smiling. 
 
    ‘So?’ I say, grabbing your wrists and pinning you to the bed. 
 
    ‘We shouldn’t…’ 
 
    Your words sound remorseful, maybe even regretful, but the smile in your face, the heat beneath your panties, and the eager parting of your legs suggest otherwise. It’s all part of the game we play. You love to be reminded of your marriage as I violate your vows. You love to feel bad and wicked. You always come so much harder when I compare myself to your husband. 
 
    I mount you, pressing my hard length against your burning panties, our bodies hot enough to burst into flame. Your pretty face is still coated in my lust. 
 
    ‘I’m married,’ you say again, that wicked smile on your soft, sticky, come-soaked lips. ‘We shouldn’t do this. I’m a good girl.’ 
 
    ‘You’re a bad wife,’ I say. I pin your wrists to the bed with one hand. You could easily escape, but you offer no resistance. I reach down and grab your panties and roughly pull them aside, exposing your freshly shaven mound and burning, aching, soft pink lips. 
 
    ‘I’m a married woman,’ you say again. I can feel your heart pounding through your skin. ‘I’m someone else’s wife.’ 
 
    ‘And I’m gonna fuck you like the slut you are,’ I say, and pushing the head of my cock into your yearning, hungry entrance. 
 
    At once, our game ends. You immediately react to my presence, moaning wildly, arching your back, pushing your hips up to meet me. You wrap your arms around my back and lift your legs to allow me deeper inside your red-hot tunnel. I push forward and pierce your tight slit, pushing inside and stretching you open. Your lips grip my shaft as I sink inside you. I groan softly. You are hot and wet and tight. You are perfection. 
 
    ‘I’m married,’ you say, now moaning the word, eagerly taking every inch of me deep, deep, deep inside you. ‘I’m married…’ 
 
    ‘I don’t care,’ I say, and start to move, to fuck you, to thrust my hard manhood into you, over and over, your passionate moans sweet music to my ears. 
 
    You have never looked more beautiful than you do right now, your cheeks tinged pink with passion, mouth open in pleasure, face drenched in my come, eyes gleaming with lust. Your husband has never seen this side of you. He has never known this wild, sexual woman could possibly exist inside the quiet, unassuming woman he married. He has never come on your face and thrown you on the bed and fucked you like this. 
 
    ‘Oh, God…’ Your moans get slowly louder as I move faster, filling your tight womanhood with my firm, pulsing length with a power and strength that your husband could never hope to match. ‘I’m married… oh, God… I’m married…’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, you are,’ I say, ‘but you’re cheating on him with me. You’re my married slut.’ 
 
    You moan now, loud and passionately. You never make this much noise with your husband. He isn’t good enough to make you moan or scream or beg for more. But I am. 
 
    I pump faster. Your slick entrance grips me tighter. Your moans grow steadily louder. You keep moaning the words, I’m married… over and over, driving yourself wild with forbidden pleasure. I lean back and grab you by the throat with one hand. You gasp and lift your chin, allowing me to get a better grip, letting me pin you to the bed by your throat. I pump harder, slamming into your pussy, your moans becoming an erotic gasp with every wet, sensual impact of our connecting bodies. I can feel your body starting to tense and stiffen beneath me, your aching, neglected sex gripping me tighter and tighter. 
 
    ‘You gonna come for me?’ I say. ‘You gonna come for another man, you cheating slut?’ 
 
    You bite your lip, but can’t quell the moans of pleasure that burst out of your throat. Your body moves with mine, smooth as silk, rolling like the ocean. We are one. Your husband is stiff and awkward in bed. We move together like leaves in the wind, graceful and serene. 
 
    You climax beneath me. Hard. Intense. A powerful, full-body experience. Your eyes open wide. Your lips part. Your breath catches in your throat. Your hands grip me tight. Your sex tightens around my manhood. Your body bucks under mine. It is beautiful to watch. 
 
    You look me right in eyes, still marked with my come, as I thrust deeper and deeper and deeper, heightening your pleasure, driving you wilder and wilder. You catch your breath just long enough to let out a single long cry of delight, a sound of breathless passion the likes of which your husband has never heard you make, and you push your head back into the bed, eyes rolling up, surrendering utterly to lust. 
 
    I strengthen my grip on your throat by a tiny fraction. You respond with a deep, guttural groan of passion. You love being treated roughly. You love being manhandled. Your husband treats you like a glass slipper, terrified that you’ll break if he pushes too hard. This is the real you, right here, in other man’s bed, come on your face, hand around your throat, legs in the air, body convulsing with the power of your orgasm. This is the real you. 
 
    Your face reddens with the intensity of the moment. I loosen my grip on your throat and a long, passionate exhale escapes your lips. You slowly come back to earth from the heaven you just visited. 
 
    I keep fucking you, hard and fast and desperately, stretching your climax, stretching your pussy, driving your deeper into my bed with each powerful stroke. 
 
    ‘It’s so good,’ you say, barely able to gasp the words. 
 
    ‘Feels good to cheat, huh?’ I say, pushing myself deep inside you. 
 
    You respond with another passionate, erotic moan. 
 
    You don’t need me to tell you. It feels damned good to cheat. Natural. Effortless. Easy. Fun. Some people don’t understand cheating. For others, cheating is a way of life. A way of escaping monotony. A way of getting your needs met. A way of finding a few blissful moments of passion and satisfaction with someone who understands their desires. 
 
    I release your throat and lean back and grab your ankles. I lift your legs up and rest your calves against my chest, the movement making your sex tighten even further. You grip the bed with hard fingers, moaning and gasping and whispering, I’m married, over and over. 
 
    You climax again, hot on the heels of the first, the two body-rocking orgasms so close together they could almost be one. I keep driving myself into you, loving the feel of your body beneath me, the sensation of your tightening sex around my shaft, the sound of your breathless cries of pleasure. When was the last time your husband made you come twice? When was the last time your husband made you feel this good, this full, this passionate, this loved and treasured and adored? That’s why you come to me. Why you come for me, harder and louder and deeper than you’ve ever come for him. 
 
    I slow my pace as your orgasm passes, entering you with shallow little pumps, teasing your tight entrance with my thick, pulsing head. I love the sounds you make. Once you have come back down to earth, I ease myself out of you, loving the sight of your sticky juices all over my shaft, and let go of your legs. 
 
    ‘On your front,’ I say, willing myself to stay hard. It’s super easy for a man to wilt after he ejaculates. Staying hard enough to keep going is damn near an art form, requiring almost constant focus and attention and friction. Sometimes I’m unable to keep going, but you make it so easy for me. 
 
    You roll on your front, presenting your perfect ass, a soft, firm target for my enjoyment. I climb on top of you and press my length against your body. You sigh at the sensation, my hard, hot, slippery manhood grinding against your ass and dripping, swollen sex. You ease your hips forward and guide me home. I enter your tight, quivering slit once again, loving the little groan that escapes your lips, and begin to fuck you. 
 
    This is your favorite position – face down, pushed into the bed by my body weight, taken hard from behind as though I’ve thrown you down and had my way with you. Your husband isn’t big enough to manage this. That’s why you come to me. 
 
    You cry out again as our bodies meet with a delicious wet impact, my length filling you over and over, my weight pinning you to the bed. I see your fingers grip the sheets again. You raise your feet behind me. We are both lost in passion. The earth could shatter beneath us and we wouldn’t notice. Right now, the whole world is just me and you and this moment, this feeling, this burning need. You need me because I am better than your husband. I need you because you need me. I spank your ass hard, each sharp clap of my hand driving you wilder with passion. 
 
    You climax again and again, moaning for me, telling me how good it feels, how much better I am than your husband, how big I am, how wet I’m making you. Everything a man loves to hear in the bedroom. After ten or more long, intense, fiercely passionate minutes, I feel myself nearing my limits. 
 
    ‘I’m going to come,’ I say, whispering into your ear in a hoarse voice. ‘Can I come inside you?’ 
 
    You nod weakly, unable to speak. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come in your cheating pussy,’ I say, getting back into character. ‘Tell me you want it.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck yes! Fill me up! Come in my married pussy!’ Your voice is thick with pleasure, almost inhuman in its delight. 
 
    I fuck you as hard as I can, slamming my body into your butt, stretching your tight sex, ruining you for your husband. You moan into the bed, muffling your cries, pushing your butt against me, allowing me deeper and deeper inside you, driving us both wild. There is no feeling on earth as wonderful as that of a willing woman giving herself to you… except that of a married woman surrendering her body to another man. 
 
    For the second time since I stepped into my apartment an hour ago, I feel that familiar tightening of my groin muscles. I grab your arms and pin your wrists together behind your back, like I’m arresting you. I know how much you love it. I can hear it in your muffled moans. I can feel it in the slow, erotic grip of your sex. You love it when a man takes control. That’s why you come to me. 
 
    I push deep inside you, one final time, trying to merge with you and become one. The head of my member buries inside you, reaching a place your husband could never touch. My balls contract and another rush of warm semen flushes along my shaft. You gasp as I fill your hungry, yearning, neglected womanhood, planting my seed deep in your womb. 
 
    Our bodies clench together, then slowly relax as my balls empty for a second time. I release your wrists and place a soft, gentle kiss on your back. You groan and look back at me, my come now dried on your face, partially wiped on the bed sheets. Your make up is smudged, chin slick from the blowjob you gave me earlier. Your cheeks are flushed with excitement and your eyes are glazed with pleasure. 
 
    You’ve never looked more beautiful. 
 
    ‘That…’ you say, struggling to form the words, ‘…was amazing.’ 
 
    ‘You were perfect,’ I say. 
 
    I ease myself out of your aching, swollen entrance, feeling my come trickle out and onto the bed. I give your ass a playful squeeze. You giggle. I sit above you for a long moment, enjoying the sight and satisfaction of another satisfied lover. Your body occasionally trembles with little post-orgasm muscle contractions. 
 
    ‘How’ve you been?’ I say, laying down next to you. 
 
    You nod, a small exhausted tip of your brow. 
 
    ‘Usual,’ you say. 
 
    ‘That bad, huh?’ 
 
    You chuckle and lift yourself up onto your arms. Your strength slowly returns. 
 
    ‘He’s been talking about moving,’ you say. I sense a little sadness in your voice. 
 
    ‘Is that bad?’ 
 
    You shrug and continue, ‘He’s also been talking about having kids.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t want kids? You’d be a great mom.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah…’ you say, with a hint of hesitation. 
 
    ‘But?’ 
 
    ‘If we have kids and move away…’ you glance down at the bed. 
 
    ‘Then we won’t be able to see each other anymore?’ 
 
    You nod. 
 
    ‘Maybe after you’ve had kids, you won’t want to see me anymore.’ 
 
    ‘Do women stop wanting sex after childbirth?’ you say, looking back up at me now, your pretty eyes desperate for an answer. 
 
    I say nothing. There is no answer I can give that would make you feel better. I’ve fucked plenty of moms in my time. How would I know if a woman’s libido changes after she has kids? 
 
    Our moment is interrupted by a buzzing from the other room. 
 
    ‘My phone,’ you say, getting up off the bed. I watch you walk away from me, hips shaking, your inners thighs glistening with our combined passion, panties dark and wet. You scoop up your phone from my couch and check the screen. ‘Shit, it’s my husband.’ 
 
    ‘Go ahead.’ 
 
    You answer the phone and hold it to your ear, turning your back to me. 
 
    ‘Hey, hun,’ you say, your voice totally normal, as though we hadn’t just had a wonderful bout of amazing, exhausting, passionate sex. It always amazes me how easily women can lie to their husbands. It’s almost a natural gift. Men, in my experience, are terrible liars. They can’t keep a story straight, or their voice changes noticeably, or they develop an uncontrollable facial tick when telling a lie. Women, on the other hand, can tell the most elaborate lies without pausing for breath. Maybe husbands choose to instinctively believe their wives, no matter what. But there you are, in my apartment, come on your face and trickling down your thigh, dressed in your sexiest lingerie, just mere minutes after I made you climax harder than he ever has. He doesn’t have a fucking clue what you get up to behind his back. 
 
    ‘No, I’m just at home,’ you say, still in that calm, natural voice. He might have interrupted your TV show, or caught you in the middle of a laundry cycle. ‘Oh, really?’ You sound convincingly disappointed. ‘Okay… well, if you gotta. I’ll see you later. Love you.’ 
 
    You hang up and turn back to me. 
 
    ‘Looks like we have a little more time,’ you say. ‘He’s going from the gym to the bar with his friends. We got another hour or two. What would you like to do?’ 
 
    I smile, sweeping my eyes over your body. You stand in my apartment, hands on hips, look dishevelled and exhausted and infinitely attractive. 
 
    ‘I think we should go get a drink,’ I say. 
 
    You shoot me a curious look, wondering why I would want to go anywhere with all the fun we could have right here. 
 
    ‘Trust me,’ I say. ‘Let’s have a little fun. Go get my jacket, the brown one.’ 
 
    You look bemused and curious, but you do as I say. I hear your heels tapping across the floor, to my coat closet near the front door, and back. You return, holding up my coat, eyebrows raised. 
 
    ‘That’s for you,’ I say. 
 
    ‘This won’t fit me,’ you say, protesting a little. 
 
    ‘That’s the idea.’ I grin and open my drawers, pulling on fresh underwear and socks and a loose gym shirt. By the time I’m finished, you have slipped your arms into the coat. You’re right, it doesn’t fit you. Even if you button it up, the coat is too tight to cover your breasts, leaving you partially exposed, displayed to anyone who would look. The coat is also barely long enough to cover your butt, leaving your bare legs exposed. It almost looks as though you’re naked beneath the coat. 
 
    ‘Really?’ you say, your tone incredulous. ‘We’re gonna go out like this?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘Not like this.’ You relax for a second, then catch my wicked smile. ‘Hand over your panties.’ 
 
    You stare at me for a moment, trying to decide if I’m joking. I am not. After a brief internal struggle, you lift the bottom of the coat and the sexy green and black thong, now wet from our lovemaking, slides down your legs, to the floor. 
 
    ‘Like this?’ you say. You sound a little nervous, but your face is flushed with excitement. You’re about to do something bad. Something naughty. Something you would never do with your husband. 
 
    ‘Perfect’ I say. I stand and start gathering my discarded clothes. ‘Do you want to clean up before we go?’ 
 
    You touch your cheeks, suddenly realizing that my come is still on your skin, like a trophy. You laugh and go into my bathroom. I pull on a fresh pair of jeans and toss my ruined, shredded shirt in the trash. I take a quick look in the mirror. Looking pretty good. Tired, like I’ve just stepped off a plane, but good. You emerge from the bathroom, your face freshly washed, most of the makeup gone now. Your face glows with natural beauty and the energy of the sex we just had. 
 
    ‘How do I look?’ you say. 
 
    ‘Incredibly sexy.’ 
 
    You blush a little and fold your arms under your breasts, the exposing swell of skin boosted by the coat’s buttons. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ you say. ‘Where are we going?’ 
 
    ‘We’re going to the liquor store on the next block,’ I say. ‘I’ll go first. You count to a hundred and meet me out front. We’ll walk over together, get some drinks, and come back.' 
 
    You nod, biting your bottom lip in nervous excitement. 
 
    'See you in a hundred,' I say with a wink. 
 
    I slip out of the door and head back to the elevator, counting to one hundred in my head. The hallway is quiet. Nobody is around. I can hear muffled music and distant TVs playing behind closed doors. The elevator doors open a few seconds after I press the button. I step inside and ride the car back to the first floor, still counting to one hundred silently. 
 
    My countdown ends as I push open the doors and step out on the street. The rain has passed, leaving the world silvery in the oncoming moonlight. It’s not so warm as it was earlier, but not too cold for you to walk a block in bare legs. I try to imagine where you are now, waiting of the elevator, maybe trying to pull the back of the coat down, painfully aware that it doesn’t quite cover your ass. I hope this rush of erotic adrenaline is as thrilling for you as it is for me. I love the expression on your face when you feel as sexy as you look. Your husband has no idea what he’s missing. 
 
    The sidewalks are fairly busy this evening, plenty of people heading home after a long day at work or heading out early to get the night started. The roads are much quieter than they were earlier, the chaos of rush hour now a fading memory. There will be a few witnesses to our naughty adventure tonight, but not enough for anyone to call the cops. Besides, in a city like this, I’m sure most people have seen far crazier things than a beautiful woman’s ass under a short coat. 
 
    I turn back to look through the glass doors and see you walking out the elevator, head held high, determined to go along with my plan. Your face is still flushed with the naughty thrill of doing something so bad as walking down the block with your ass almost totally exposed. I hold the door open for you and give a little bow at the same time. You laugh and slip your arm through mine. 
 
    ‘This is so wrong,’ you say, laughing. ‘People can see my butt!’ 
 
    ‘And a very nice butt it is, too,’ I say. 
 
    We step down onto the sidewalk and turn left, heading along the block. As I thought, nobody pays us any attention. I catch a couple of surreptitious glances at your bare legs – some with jealousy, some with lust – but nobody reacts to seeing a beautiful woman walking around in the evening light wearing what appears to be only a coat. 
 
    ‘What if we see one of the neighbors?’ 
 
    ‘You were dressed up for your husband and got locked out. I’m helping you cope with the shame.’ 
 
    You laugh and lean into me. I can tell you’re enjoying this.  
 
    ‘It feels weird,’ you say in a quiet voice. ‘Like, I can feel cold air between my legs. It’s weird!’ 
 
    ‘Good weird?’ 
 
    ‘Mm-hmm.’ 
 
    We walk along in silence for a moment. Your heels click against the sidewalk, a delicious and sensual sound. I glance down and see tiny glimpses of us reflected back on the wet concrete, little flashes of your bare legs in the streetlights. You shiver next to me, but not because you’re cold. I can feel you trembling in excitement, breathing hard through parted lips. I wonder how it feels for you right now, the cool evening air touching your wet and well-fucked sex, the casual breeze lapping at your lips like a chilly tongue. 
 
    Now that I think about it, we’ve never really done anything like this before. We’ve never walked anywhere arm-in-arm, or even really left the building together. Our relationship, such as it is, purely revolves around a shared mutual lust and a desire to make each other come. The most I’ve ever seen of you is in my bedroom or yours. We have never shared a meal over candlelight in a restaurant or cuddled up on the couch watching a movie together. We have never talked about our hopes and dreams or fears and worries. We have never even spent the night together. All we do is meet and fuck. It’s a good arrangement – don’t get me wrong, it’s really good – but it’s not a relationship. You’d probably leave your husband if I asked you to. I represent everything he doesn’t – mystery, excitement, passion, good sex – but I could never do that to you. I might be a better lover than him in every way imaginable, but I’m never going to be the kind of man to bring you breakfast in bed or come home to meet your parents or stop seeing other women. That’s who I am and you knew it when we started our affair. 
 
    ‘I feel so naughty,’ you say in a conspiratorial whisper, dragging me out of my thoughts. Your voice is tinged with excitement, enjoying our sexy little conspiracy. Not only are you cheating on your husband, but I’m parading you around so everyone can see what he’s missing. ‘I’m so wet right now!’ 
 
    ‘Good,’ I say. ‘A dirty slut like you should always be wet.’ 
 
    You whimper in my ear. 
 
    We round the corner and head along the block, passing stores that are in the process of closing for the night and pizza joints with tired-looking chefs leaning on the counters, waiting for the rush to begin. One or two of them glance at you, noting your shapely, bare legs stretching down beneath your coat. I wonder what they’re thinking about you. Maybe they’re wondering if you’re naked under the coat? 
 
    We reach our destination. The liquor store is brightly lit from within, open for business for several hours yet. A simple sign hangs out front declaring the store to have a late license and the best deals in town. I feel you stiffen as we arrive by the door. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say. ‘We go in and we get some drinks.’ 
 
    You nod. For a moment, I half-expect you to ask if you can wait outside. But you surprise me. You slip out of my arm and push open the door and walk inside the store, confident as anything. I follow, unable to hide the smile on my face, watching the coat sway side to side over your hips, barely covering your wonderful ass. 
 
    The liquor store is a small, brightly lit, square room, neatly blocked into aisles by stacks of alcohol. Bottles of wine, cases of wine, crates of beer, single cans and bottles and even a keg or two. The floor is covered plain red-and -white checkerboard pattern linoleum tiles that squeak under rubber soled shoes. There are a couple of other people in the store besides us. The owner, looking tired already; a man who looks like he’s grabbing a drink to go with his evening meal; and a dishevelled-looking guy who looks as though his blood is mostly liquor. You walk past them all and head toward the back of store, ignoring the heads that turn in your direction. I hang back, watching you, knowing how much you’re loving the attention and the feeling of being naughty. 
 
    I watch as you grab a bottle of wine and stroll back, the click of your heels almost echoing in the small store, each footstep like a siren to the other men nearby. The man who looks like he just finished work checks out your legs as you walk by him, wincing like you’ve stood on his balls. 
 
    You walk up to the cash register and hand over the wine with a thin, knowing smile, almost daring the owner to make a crack. He takes the bottle, taps a few loud and heavy buttons on the register, and announces the price. 
 
    ‘Do you want anything?’ you say to me. 
 
    ‘Yeah, can you get me a pack of Bud?’ I say, gesturing to the beer fridge with my chin. 
 
    You follow my glance and shoot me a look, your expression caught somewhere between you-gotta-be-kidding-me and I-can’t-believe-I’m-going-to-do-this. You steel yourself, take a moment, then walk across the store to the beer fridge. The other guys watch you carefully, each one trying to pretend that they’re not. 
 
    I’m not a beer drinker, and definitely not a fan of Bud. But I’ve chosen that particular beer because the cases are stored at the bottom of the fridge. A gentleman would get the case himself. A gentleman would offer to help you carry it across the store. But I am no gentleman, as you well know. 
 
    All eyes are on you and your bare legs as you walk – almost strutting – to the beer fridge. I know what’s going to happen. Maybe you have an idea of what’s about to happen. These guys must be praying for what’s about to happen. 
 
    You reach out with one hand – the same hand that was wrapped around the base of my cock about forty-five minutes ago – and grasp the refrigerator door handle. You pull. The glass door opens, catching the glare of the overhead bulbs as it goes. You take a second to collect yourself, then go through with it before you back out. You bend forward and reach down to pick up the beer. The coat lifts up at the back, rising like a theatre curtain, exposing the swell of your perfect ass, my red handprint now faded and dull against the skin. I glance at the other guys. They’ve given up pretending not to look. All eyes are on you – and your fantastic body. 
 
    You keep bending forward, the curtain still rising behind you, exposing the entirety of your delicious butt. You grab the beers, pausing maybe a second or two longer than necessary, letting everyone check out your ass and the glistening pink treasure nestled between your thighs. Then you stand up, holding the beers in your hand. The curtain falls. The spell is broken. 
 
    All the guys suddenly pretend to be busily doing other tasks as you turn around, beer in hand and a smile on your face. You walk back across the store, exchanging a sparkling, delighted glance with me, and put the beers down at the register. The store owner quits pretending to wipe the counter with a dirty cloth, scans the beer, and announces the new price. 
 
    I step forward and hand over a few old notes from my wallet. He takes them, puts the money in the register, and hands back a few clanking coins, keeping his eyes low and not looking at you or the swell of your exposed breasts for the entire exchange. You smile, all sweetness and innocence, and take your bottle of wine. I grab the beers and motion for you to walk ahead. I follow you to the door, and back out onto the street. Before the door has even closed behind us, you burst into shrill, delighted laughter. 
 
    ‘I can’t believe I did that!’ you say, looking around with wild eyes. ‘I can never show my face in there again!’ 
 
    ‘It’s not your face he’ll remember.’ 
 
    You laugh again. We start walking back to our apartment block. We reach the corner again when you grab me and pull me into a hard, passionate kiss. I almost drop the beers. You wrap your arms around my neck, pressing hard into me, your tongue frantically tasting mine. I feel aggressive, urgent lust in your touch. My manhood throbs, awakening once more, yearning to be inside you, where it belongs. 
 
    ‘I’m so turned on right now,’ you say, whispering in a low, sensual voice. 
 
    ‘Let’s get back and do something about that.’ 
 
    We almost jog back to our building, laughing together, feet splashing through puddles, kicking up spray as we go. Your heels click and clack with every step, in time with my racing heart. We don’t have long before your husband gets home. But we have long enough for passion. 
 
    Pedestrians stare at us. Maybe they get a glimpse of your bare ass as we pass them by. Maybe they’re wondering what we’re laughing at. We keep moving, never slowing down, racing back to our destination as fast as we can. 
 
    I buzz us back inside the building. We cross the lobby and call the elevator. This time we make no effort to conceal ourselves in case of watchful eyes. We’re too excited, enjoying ourselves too much. Your face is bright with pleasure as the elevator doors silently open and we hurry inside. You jab the button for our floor over and over, until the doors close. I immediately lift the coat and caress your butt. You groan and look at me with your clear, intense eyes, bending forward a little to allow me access to your wet and aching lips. I caress you, enjoying the warm, sticky heat of your soft pink womanhood, teasing you open with my fingers. 
 
    ‘God, I wish we could fuck right here,’ you say, in a low moan. The sound makes me hard all over again. 
 
    For a mad, crazy second, I consider slamming the heel of my palm into the emergency stop button, sealing us inside the elevator. I imagine all the wonderful, passionate scenarios that would play out in this little space, as you and I desperately make love up against the walls, or on the floor, blissfully locked away from the rest of world – until the fire department came along and unsealed the doors, exposing our affair to a crowd of curious onlookers. The mental image is both amusing and exciting. 
 
    The doors slide open. You jump away from my exploring fingers as though you’ve received an electric shock. There’s nobody waiting outside the door to catch us. The hallway is still quiet and still. We rush back to my door, holding hands. I unlock the door, throw it open, and pull you into my apartment, kicking the door closed with an impatient jab of my foot. 
 
    ‘We don’t have long,’ you say, placing the bottle of wine on a small table covered in unopened letters. 
 
    I don’t waste any precious time. I put the beers on the floor and push them away with my foot. I grab you, spin you around, push you up against the door. I lift up your coat. Unzip my pants. Ease my throbbing length free. Grab your hips. Pull you into me. My thick head pushes against your hot lips and passes through unchallenged. 
 
    You place your hands on the door and gasp with erotic pleasure at my raw, animalistic need to be inside you. I’m more aggressive, more dominating, and more of a man than your husband could ever hope to be. You bend forward. Spread your legs. Give your body to me. I invade you once again, hungrily, desperately, needing to claim you for myself one final time before your husband returns. 
 
    You moan as I sink back inside you, piercing you with my hard cock. I pin you to the door, grabbing your shoulder with one strong hand, pulling your body back into me as I thrust forward, deep and hard. You bite your lip to stifle a moan of pleasure, desperately trying to muffle the cries of passion that are probably echoing in the hallway outside. I let go of your shoulder and clamp my hand over your mouth. You moan into my hand, harder and louder than before. Anyone in the hallway will hear us, I’m sure. 
 
    Your pussy feels incredible. Red-hot, silky-smooth, swollen, well-used, and hungry for more. You grip me tightly once again, rocking your hips perfectly, pulling me deeper inside with every hard, firm stroke. You pant hard, arching your back, wanting me to force myself as deep as I can go. I reach around to your throat with my other hand and grip your neck firmly. You love it. You moan louder into my hand and totally surrender to me. 
 
    I fuck you against my door, hard and fast, entering you from behind in quick, deep strokes. There is no pretence of making love. We don’t bother to feign passion. This is hard, dirty, rough, animalistic sex. This is two consenting adults being bad and loving it. 
 
    You come first and you come hard. You try to stifle your moans of pleasure, but you can’t stop them completely. I love that sound. It makes me pound you harder. I squeeze your throat a little tighter, loving the way your breath catches as you try to breathe and orgasm at the same time. 
 
    My own climax follows quickly, squeezed out of my manhood by your tightening and contracting sex, urged forward by your moans and cries of passion and lust. I pump into you as hard as I can, desperate to plant my seed deep inside you, deeper than your husband ever could. You might be his wife, but you choose to fuck me, not him. You come to me because I can please and satisfy and fill you better than he can. You come to me because I can make you scream louder than he can. You come to me because I’m bigger and better and harder than he is. 
 
    I push inside you one final time, slamming my body against your butt, forcing my length inside you as deep as possible. We cry out together, your moans a beautiful symphony of pleasure. I erupt inside you for a second time, this one even more pleasurable than the first. Your sex grips me tight, squeezing like a firm hand, milking me, draining my balls of every last sticky drop. I stay inside you for a long, long moment afterwards. Neither of us says anything. I ease my grip on your throat and let go of your mouth. You lean against the door, weak and exhausted, until I finally ease out of your tender, sensitive, thoroughly soaked womanhood. 
 
    ‘God,’ you say, barely able to speak. ‘God…’ 
 
    I rub a gentle hand down your back. You shiver and giggle. 
 
    ‘Too sensitive?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    I lean in close and plant a small kiss between your shoulder blades. A more intimate gesture than I usually give, but you’ve earned it. I’ve waited three months to be back here with you, and now I hope never to leave again. 
 
    ‘Can you pass me my phone?’ you say, still leaning against the door on weak legs. 
 
    I turn away and snatch up your phone from where you left it on my couch. There’s a message from your husband, received three minutes ago, while I was fucking you hard and fast up against my front door. It reads, Leaving now. 
 
    ‘Your husband’s on his way,’ I say, handing the phone to you. 
 
    ‘Shit.’ You take the phone and straight up. The coat slips back into place, covering your ass again. You turn to face me, leaning against the door. The front of the coat opens, the buttons loosened by our desperate passion, exposing your impossibly sexy green-and-black lingerie again. ‘I gotta go. I need to shower before he comes back.’ 
 
    You shrug off my coat and hand it to me, an affectionate look in your eyes. 
 
    ‘I can’t believe you made me do that,’ you say, a flushed smile on your face. 
 
    ‘I didn’t make you do anything. But I’m glad you did it.’ 
 
    I take the coat and toss it on the floor and kiss you one last time. My fingers slide down your body and caress your swollen and dripping lips. You giggle and push me away. 
 
    ‘No more,’ you say. ‘I can’t take any more right now. Later, though…’ 
 
    ‘Tonight?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll try and come back after he falls asleep.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t get caught.’ 
 
    You turn to the door, then stop, remembering something. 
 
    ‘Can I have my underwear back?’ you say, with the face of a naughty schoolgirl. 
 
    ‘No. They’re mine.’ 
 
    ‘Keeping trophies now?’ you say, smiling wickedly. 
 
    I return you smile and say, ‘You can get them when you come back.’ 
 
    Your eyes flash in excitement. The promise of naughtiness to come. The thought of further unrestrained erotic satisfaction with your lover. 
 
    ‘See you later,’ you say. 
 
    You open the door a crack and peek through. Nobody in the hallway. You open the door and slip out. I get one final tantalizing glimpse of your perfect ass as you disappear around the frame. Your heels tap quickly on the hallway floor. I hear your door open, then close. 
 
    I shut my door, alone again in silence. I take off my clothes and toss them in the laundry. I hang up the coat, a smile on my face. I pick up your discarded, wet thong and place it on the floor by my bed, ready for collection at a later date. Maybe you’ll sneak over tonight, when your husband is fast asleep. I hope you do. The idea of fucking you while your husband snores just a few short feet away makes my dick tingle once more. 
 
    Your scent lingers in my apartment. I inhale you one last time, then spray my deodorant around, covering your tracks. Your husband will never know and I’m not going to tell him. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I know why she cheats. She cheats because I can offer her excitement, passion and lust. I can please her in ways her husband or boyfriend couldn’t even imagine. I can take her to heaven and make her see the face of God six times in one night. I can convince her to walk around the block wearing a coat that barely covers her ass. I can make her beg me to throw her down one final time and do whatever I want to. 
 
    She cheats because you treat her like a princess, when she desperately wants to be a whore. I’ll give her the dirty, intense, erotic sexual experience she craves. I’ll let her have as much pleasure as she can handle. 
 
    She cheats because I can do everything she needs. 
 
    She cheats because her man doesn’t do it for her anymore. 
 
    She cheats because she gets away with it. 
 
    Guys like me will always be around, waiting for her to step out of line. Husbands should always make sure their wives are happy and satisfied, because if they don’t… a guy like me is only a flirtatious smile away. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Desperate Measures 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



‘Fucking bullshit!’ 
 
    I stare at the bills splayed out on the desk in front of me. How the fuck was this possible? No matter how much overtime Bruce pulls in, we never seem to have enough money to last the month. My poor husband is working every spare hour he can, sometimes only sleeping a few hours a night, just to keep our heads above water. But it doesn’t seem to be making any difference. 
 
    I read the latest letter again. It’s a bill from the car workshop. A couple weeks back, they’d fixed a leak in the radiator. Now they’re charging us over a hundred dollars for five minutes’ labor, as well as an extra fifty dollars for an overdue payment. 
 
    ‘Fucking bullshit!’ I say again, screwing the letter up in a fist and closing my eyes. It doesn’t seem to help. The letter is still there, and the room is spinning. It didn’t make any sense. I explained to the workshop that we weren’t going to be able to settle the bill until the end of the month. They said it was fine. Why the fuck are they trying to rip us off like this? 
 
    I get up from the desk and walk out of the office, closing the door behind me. If only I could close the door on all my problems this easily. I tread carefully through the narrow hallway, stepping around the boxes we never unpacked after moved in. I duck under the hanging electrical wire that we could never afford to finish repairing and step into the den. While the rest of the house looks like it’s falling apart, the den is the one room that resembles a finished, furnished, functioning room. It’s also the room where our daughter sleeps and eats and spends her time. I pause and lean over the crib. Little Beth is still fast asleep, on her back, with her little hands thrown up in surrender. Sometimes I wonder how we managed to make such a perfect little baby together, in all this chaos. She sleeps so peacefully, so soundly. If she has any idea of everything we’ve gone through to try and raise her… 
 
    Bruce and I hadn’t even been married a year when we discovered that I was pregnant. It wasn’t something we had planned or discussed. One day we were a newlywed couple living in a crappy apartment and keeping our heads above water, the next we were a newlywed couple with a baby on the way and no idea how to support her. 
 
    It was Bruce who suggested we try to move into this house. Our crappy apartment wasn’t a bad place to live when it was just the two of us, but with a baby on the way, it suddenly seemed dark and cramped and dangerous. Suddenly we noticed the cracks in the walls, uneven floorboards, the dangerous neighborhood. We couldn’t raise a baby in a crappy one-bedroom apartment. It wasn’t right. Bruce worked his ass off and managed to get a job as a truck driver. It was dirty and dangerous, but it paid well enough for us to put down a deposit on a house. Unfortunately, we learned very quickly that the reason the house was so damn affordable was because there was so much wrong with it. 
 
    As my stomach began to grow, Bruce insisted that I stop working. I’m pretty petite – almost everyone is taller than me, and I’ve always been slim, with small breasts and a tight ass – so he didn’t want me to have to work and worry about the baby. He started working longer hours and pulling more overtime to provide for us. I stayed at the house and did what I could to make it feel more like a home. But it never seemed to come together. Every time I fixed one problem, another would suddenly appear. I pulled up the floorboards in the master bedroom and found a tumble of electrical wires held together with tape. I turned the shower on and the kitchen started flooding. Every time we ran into some ridiculous problem, Bruce shrugged and hugged me and said, It’s okay, sweets. We’ve still got each other. 
 
    I thought maybe things would get easier after Beth was born. I would have someone to care for, someone to occupy my thoughts during the long days when Bruce was on the road. 
 
    It didn’t help. As much as I loved Beth, she was a constant reminder that my husband, my lover, was away from our home far more often than he was in it. Bruce worked longer hours, spending more and more time on the road, driving trucks across the country. He called me every night to talk to me and Beth. I sent him photos of our baby every day. 
 
    But, in the end, none of it seems to matter. 
 
    I’m still in a house that feels like it’s being held together by tape. I’m still caring for our baby by myself. Bruce is still not making enough money to cover all our payments and get us through the month. 
 
    I still spend every day missing him and the life we had one year ago. 
 
    Beth sleeps soundly, her little hands raised in surrender. She is beautiful. She has Bruce’s eyes. She has my smile. She is the best of both of us. I don’t regret that we had her. I do regret that we didn’t have the opportunity to prepare for her arrival. 
 
    I slip through the den quietly, walking on the soft, new carpet. It’s the only room in the house with a carpet. It was all we could afford at the time. The rest of the floors are wooden and they creak underfoot. Bruce says we’ll get the rest of the house carpeted soon. He’s expecting to be given a raise any day now. Then we’ll be okay. Any day now. Any day. 
 
    I step into the half-finished kitchen and grab my cell phone from the countertop, still boiling with anger that the car workshop is trying to screw us for an extra fifty bucks for an overdue payment. I punch in their number and hold the phone to my ear. The line hisses, then connects. It rings once. Twice. Then a voice answers. A male voice. His voice sounds middle-aged and tired. He opens with the usual greeting, and says I’m through to Jon. 
 
    ‘Jon, hi,’ I say, trying to keep my voice calm. I used to work in customer service. I know that you don’t get anywhere if you piss off the people on the other end of the line. ‘I hope you can help me, Jon.’ 
 
    ‘Sure, I’ll try.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve had a bill from you guys today – which is fine, I was expecting it…’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    ‘…but there’s one part on there I wanted to query. I’m being charged fifty dollars for an overdue payment.’ 
 
    ‘Sure…’ 
 
    ‘Thing is, when the guy carried out the repairs, we talked about bills and payment dates and he agreed that I could pay at the end of the month because I was a little short at the time.’ 
 
    ‘Okay…’ 
 
    I start to pace back and forth across the kitchen. The cold floorboards creak under my bare feet. 
 
    ‘So, I was wondering,’ I say, ‘if this overdue payment charge was maybe a mistake or an oversight? Like I said, the repair guy was really nice and agreed that we could make the payment once we could afford it.’ 
 
    The voice on the phone asks me for a few details. I give them and hear computer keys typing away in the background while he brings up my information. 
 
    ‘Umm…’ he says, clicking the mouse a couple times. ‘It doesn’t say anything on here about an agreement to pay after a certain date. Do you have any paperwork from the workshop?’ 
 
    ‘Only the invoice,’ I say, a sinking feeling developing in the pit of my stomach. 
 
    ‘When you spoke to the team in your workshop, did they give you any paperwork to confirm that this was the case?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. I stop pacing and lean my elbows on the counter. I close my eyes. 
 
    The guy on the other end of the line sucks in air through his teeth. 
 
    ‘Without that confirmation, there won’t be anything I can do on this end,’ he says. ‘If you had agreed to make a payment later, that would need to be confirmed by a regional manager, and the team should have given you a piece of paper with all this information on it.’ 
 
    ‘It was a verbal agreement,’ I say, that sinking feeling enveloping my entire body. 
 
    ‘If you’ve already received notice asking for an overdue payment,’ he says, still in that same matter-of-fact tone, ‘then I’m afraid there won’t be anything we can do.’ 
 
    I feel a tear run down my cheek. 
 
    ‘So, there’s nothing you can do?’ I say. ‘I would have to pay this extra fifty dollars?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, ma’am.’ 
 
    I hang up the phone and rest my head in my hands, elbows on the counter. 
 
    ‘Fucking bullshit!’ I say. My voice echoes around the kitchen. 
 
    I take a few moments to calm down. I wipe away my tears. My stomach rumbles. I open the cupboards, but there’s nothing in them apart from baby formula. There are two microwave dinners in the refrigerator, but I can’t eat either now. They are for tonight, when Bruce finally gets home. I want to be able to feed him. I have no idea what he eats while he’s on the road. Maybe he’s like me, getting by on the bare minimum so Beth can eat. 
 
    My stomach rumbles again. I ignore it. I stand in the kitchen, looking out through the window at the patch of care earth we laughingly call our back yard, lost in thought. 
 
    If there’s a way out of this mess… anything at all… I’ll take it. 
 
    My cell rings again. I snatch it up and answer it, thinking that it must be the workshop people, calling me back. 
 
    ‘Did you find out?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Uh, what?’ 
 
    It’s Bruce. His voice is distorted and echoing, almost muffled by the sound of the truck engine and the roar of the road. 
 
    ‘Hey, honey,’ I say. ‘Sorry, I thought it was someone else.’ 
 
    He laughs. The sound lifts my spirits. I love his laugh. It makes me feel good, no matter what I’m going through. Always has. I hope it always does. 
 
    ‘Just wanted to let you know that I’m almost home,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Great!’ I say. ‘How far out are you?’ 
 
    ‘Maybe two, three hours to the depot,’ he says. ‘So, I should be home by five or six.’ 
 
    ‘Have you talked to your boss about the raise yet?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Not yet. I’m going to corner Chuck as soon as I get to the depot. Then I’m coming straight home to you.’ 
 
    I smile, despite the weight in my heart. 
 
    ‘Hurry home,’ I say. ‘I miss you.’ 
 
    ‘I miss you too, sweets,’ he says. The phone clicks off. 
 
    I splash water on my face and wash away the tears. In the other room, Beth stirs. I hear murmurs and whimpering. I walk back into the den and close all the doors. In this space, I am a mother and a wife and nothing else is going wrong in my life. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    When Bruce finally comes home, Beth and I are on the couch, waiting. Beth giggles with delight as I kiss her cheeks. Bruce walks into the den and shrugs off his jacket and leans over us. He kisses Beth, then me, then Beth. 
 
    ‘I missed you so much,’ he says. 
 
    ‘I missed you too.’ 
 
    Beth gurgles and reaches up, touching her daddy’s face. Bruce and I both smile. He kneels on the floor next to the couch so Beth can keep touching his face. He smiles serenely at the feel of her tiny hands on his skin. 
 
    ‘How’d it go?’ I say. 
 
    ‘The usual,’ he says. ‘Long highways, bad traffic, terrible weather. Got caught in a few storms. But I made it on time, every time.’ 
 
    ‘Good,’ I say. ‘Did you speak to Chuck?’ 
 
    He nods, his smile fading. Beth taps his nose. 
 
    ‘And…?’ I say. 
 
    ‘He says he can’t give me a raise right now.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ I say. ‘Why not? You’ve worked there for over a year now, you’re the best one in the crew! Why can’t he pay you what you’re worth?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure,’ he says. ‘But he is trying to secure more money for the truck department. Once that comes in, he’ll make sure I get my due.’ 
 
    I run a hand over my tired face. 
 
    ‘That’s not much help now,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I know,’ he says. He kisses me on the forehead. ‘I know. I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m doing everything I can. I promise.’ 
 
    I study his face. My husband. My lover. The man who swept my off my feet back in college. The man who made me laugh and love every day since we met. The man I promised to spend the rest of my life loving. He looks much older now. He looks tired. His eyes have lost some of their shine. His smile seems to weigh more, like he struggles to lift the corners of his cheeks. 
 
    ‘Go and have a shower,’ I say. ‘Then we’ll have dinner.’ 
 
    He kisses me on the forehead again. He kisses Beth on the cheek. Beth giggles with delight. 
 
    We have a nice evening together. Bruce showers and plays with Beth while I prepare our meagre dinners. I know it won’t stop either of us from being hungry, but it’s better than nothing. We eat together and cuddle up on the couch, watching Beth play with the few toys we’ve could afford to get for her. She laughs at the noises the toys make, looking over at us with a delighted expression on her face. 
 
    After a while, Beth starts to fall asleep. We gently kiss her and lay her in the crib. Then we make our way upstairs, ducking the electrical wiring in the hallway and walking up the creaking wooden staircase. Our bedroom is a lot like the rest of the house. We still have the same bed from our college days, and most of the same furniture, too. We’ve managed to cover up the bare walls with dozens of photos of the two of us and Beth. It makes the room feel a little cosier. A little more like a home. 
 
    I turn on the baby monitor. Bruce closes the door. We rush to each other and embrace and kiss passionately, hard and fast, our hands running all over each other as though we’ve been apart for years. I run my fingers through his hair and his hands slide down to my ass. I purr into his mouth. 
 
    ‘God, I’ve missed you,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Me too,’ he says. 
 
    He kisses my neck. My shoulder. I sigh in delight at the feel of his soft, warm lips on my skin. It sends tingles of pleasure through my body. He gently nibbles my neck, applying a little pressure with his teeth. I gasp and bite my lip. 
 
    ‘How long until you go away again?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Three days,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Thank God.’ 
 
    His hands slip inside my pants and grab my ass. I sigh again. I’ve missed him so much. My body has missed him. 
 
    I raise my arms and he slides my shirt up over my head. It falls to the floor somewhere. I unclip my bra and release my breasts. Bruce’s mouth immediately leaves my neck and heads south, his tongue flicking over my hard nipples. I don’t have particularly large breasts – they hit a decent B cup and stopped growing – but Bruce loves to play with them. I love the feel of his tongue on my nipples, the sensation of his warm breath on my skin, the touch of his rough chin on my firm breasts. I sigh again. 
 
    ‘How much did you miss me?’ I say, smiling. 
 
    He grabs my hand and guides it to his zipper. I can feel the hard bulge beneath his pants, struggling to be free. 
 
    ‘I missed you a lot,’ he says. 
 
    I giggle and push him back on the bed. He smiles and moves up, getting comfortable, his eyes fixed on me. I smile and slowly take off my pants, turning around and bend over as I do so. I hear a sigh of contentment as my pants slide over my ass, exposing my panties and my tight, toned butt. 
 
    I step over to the bed and kneel between his legs. He watches my fingers as they carefully open his zipper and reach inside. He lets out a long, satisfied sigh as I open the flap in his shorts and gently free his erect manhood. I lay on my stomach between his legs, a smile on my lips. I kiss the base of his shaft, gently, lightly, and slowly move up. I plant soft little kisses up his member. My tongue flicks out across the sensitive underside of his shaft. Slowly, slowly. Softly, softly. I’ve been waiting days for this moment. I want it to last. 
 
    Finally, after a slow, careful eternity, my lips reach the head of his penis. I gently flick my tongue across the smooth, deep purple head, tasting him. I can’t wait any longer. I need him. I want him inside me. 
 
    I sit up, a smile on my face, ready to ride him harder than I’ve ever ridden him before. 
 
    He is fast asleep. Eyes closed, mouth open. A silver trail of drool trickling onto the pillow. 
 
    My mouth hangs open in shock. I try not to be hurt or annoyed about this, but I can’t. maybe tomorrow I’ll laugh it off. Right now, I’m upset. The first time we’ve been alone in days and my husband falls asleep with my lips around his cock. 
 
    I get off the bed. Gather our fallen clothes. Pull a night shirt over my head. Get into bed beside Bruce. Let out a long, dissatisfied sigh. 
 
    I stare at the bare ceiling, listening to Bruce snore peacefully beside me. I hear a murmur through the baby monitor. Beth stirs downstairs. I get out of bed and go down to take care of her. 
 
    If there’s a way out of this mess… anything at all… I’ll take it. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Our peaceful home last for just over a day. On the second morning since Bruce came home, we’re woken by his cell phone ringing incessantly. I groan and slip my head under the pillow as he fumbles for his cell. I hear him answer it with a bleary, sleepy voice. 
 
    ‘Hello?’ 
 
    He pauses. 
 
    ‘Today? But I’m… it’s supposed to be three days. Oh. Okay, I see. I guess I can… give me an hour, okay?’ 
 
    He pauses again. I hear him shift his position, looking over at me. 
 
    ‘Yeah. Yeah, sure. I’ll be there as soon as I can.’ 
 
    He clicks off. 
 
    I lift the pillow from my face and look at him with a wounded expression. 
 
    He gives me that, I’m sorry, but… expression. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘One of the guys called in sick,’ he says. ‘Chuck needs me.’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘It’s a short job. Three days at most.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t want you to go.’ 
 
    ‘He’ll pay me overtime.’ 
 
    I sigh. 
 
    ‘Is he going to give you a raise?’ I say. 
 
    ‘I’ll ask.’ 
 
    He gets out of bed and starts dressing in his work clothes. I stare at the bare ceiling, feeling angry rising up inside me. I want to march down to the depot and scream at Chuck. It isn’t right. It isn’t fair. He isn’t getting paid enough for this bullshit. We’re aren’t living right. We have a child. 
 
    Bruce quickly dresses. He kisses my forehead again. 
 
    ‘I’ll call you when I know more, okay?’ he says. 
 
    I say nothing. 
 
    He leaves the room. His heavy footsteps pad down the creaking stairs and pause at the bottom. He puts on his shoes. Opens the front door. Closes it behind himself. I hear his car start outside. The sound fades into the distance as he drives down the road. 
 
    I stay in bed for as long as I can. Eventually, Beth stirs and I force myself to get up and take care of her. We spend the morning together, playing with her toys and laughing in the den. 
 
    Bruce calls from the road and tells me his route so I know where he is. He’s heading a few hundred miles south with an eighteen-wheeler and expects to be back in about three days. Beth makes a few strange noises into the phone. Bruce laughs. I hang up, feeling that angry fire in the pit of my stomach again. I could sit around the house all day and stew on this feeling, or I could do something about it. 
 
    I resolve to do something about it. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I park my car behind Bruce’s in the truck depot and check myself out in the mirror. I look pretty good, I must admit. It’s been a few months since I wore makeup. I look like my old self again. I wear a loose-fitting shirt that leaves my shoulders bare and my favourite pair of jeans. The sun beats down on the car, intensified by the windscreen. 
 
    In the passenger seat, Beth is fast asleep in her little car seat. I open the door and step out into the parking lot. The sun beats down like humanity deserves to be punished. I adjust my sunglasses and carefully unstrap Beth’s car seat. I lock the car and start walking toward the sign marked, Head Office. I feel beads of sweat start to gather on the back of my neck as I walk over the uneven asphalt. 
 
    The truck depot is a large, rectangular heap with a corrugated metal roof. The parking lot and main entrance and offices are all situated on one side of the building, with the trucks entering and leaving the site from the other end. I can hear large engines running and forklifts trucks rolling and cranes winching from inside the depot. Loud voices shout over the din. Beth sleeps on, blissfully unaware. 
 
    I pull open the glass door to the main entrance and step inside. The air inside is cool, air conditioned, and a blessed relief after the heat of the parking lot. I’m standing inside a small square room. To my left stand a series of refreshments – a vending machine, a coffee machine, and a water cooler. To my right is a wall covered with information about the company. Posters. Advertisements. Certificates. 
 
    Ahead of me is the main reception desk. Behind the desk is a middle-aged woman with dyed blonde hair and a faded name badge, typing quietly on a computer. A phone rings next to her. To the right of this is a closed wooden door with a plaque bearing the legend, Manager. I take a step further into the room, carefully holding the car seat up. 
 
    The woman behind the desk stops typing. She looks at me and smiles politely. 
 
    ‘Can I help you?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Is Chuck in?’ I say, nodding towards the door. 
 
    ‘I’ll have to check,’ she says, frowning in suspicion. ‘Who should I say is asking?’ 
 
    ‘My name is Sarah,’ I say. ‘I’m Bruce’s wife.’ 
 
    ‘Bruce?’ 
 
    ‘Your driver. Bruce.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, that Bruce. One moment, please.’ 
 
    She stands from behind the desk and walks to the closed door. She taps on the wood frame twice then carefully turns the handle and pushes the door open wide enough to poke her head inside. I hear muffled voices talking in hushed tones and adjust my posture. The car seat weighs a thousand pounds. Beth still sleeps on. 
 
    The woman turns back to me, a genuine smile on her face this time. 
 
    ‘Chuck’s right through here, sweetie,’ she says. ‘Come on in.’ 
 
    I step past her, noting how she looks down and smiles at Beth in the car seat. That’s good. Maybe seeing Beth will make this guy more sympathetic to my case. A man sits at the desk at the other end of the room, tapping on a keyboard. The walls are covered with various pictures of men in company uniforms, gathered together and smiling for the camera. The truck driving crews over the years, I guess. 
 
    The receptionist closes the door and I’m alone in the room with Chuck. He looks up at me and smiles. 
 
    Whatever I was expecting Bruce’s manager to look like, this isn’t it. The man who now rises from his desk is a few years shy of middle aged, with bright, shiny eyes and dark hair just beginning to grey at the temples. He is taller than me – taller than Bruce, even – broad-shouldered and looks strong, with hands that are bigger than my face. He has an easy, natural smile that puts me at ease. He wears a blue shirt and a deep red tie over black pants. He pulls off the look well. Overall, he’s a good-looking guy. He has an aura of power and confidence and control. I find myself liking him, even before he opens his mouth, despite what I came here to do. 
 
    ‘Sarah, hi,’ he says. ‘Great to finally meet you.’ He offers me one large hand and I take it. ‘Your husband is always talking about you.’ His eyes meet mine and he holds my hand just a second longer than necessary, towering over me. ‘And this must be Beth!’ He releases his firm grip on my hand and kneels on the floor, smiling at my sleeping daughter. ‘She’s beautiful! Bruce is always talking about you both.’ He stands up again, looking down at me, a smile on his handsome face. I feel his eyes sweep over my body, assessing me. Not just because he’s meeting me for the first time and storing a mental picture in his mind. I get the impression he’s searching for something. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I say. 
 
    He sits down on the edge of his desk, arms folded on his chest, a warm smile on his face. I gently place the car seat down on the chair meant for visitors. Silence descends in the quiet room for a long moment. 
 
    ‘How can I help?’ he says. ‘If you were looking for Bruce, he’s already on the road.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘I wasn’t looking for Bruce. It’s about Bruce, but… actually, I wanted to talk to you.’ 
 
    He raises his eyebrows, surprised that a woman he doesn’t know would want to speak with him. He nods for me to continue. I pause. Take a breath. I practiced this speech all the way here in the car. Now I can’t remember a damn word I wanted to say. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say. ‘So, Bruce, he’s doing a lot of work for you, right? Picking up shifts – like today. And overtime. He’s always on the road.’ 
 
    ‘And I appreciate it,’ Chuck says, ‘believe me. Been doing this job a long time and guys like your husband are few and far between.’ 
 
    ‘Right,’ I say. ‘He is. Absolutely. He’s working really hard to provide for us and – well – it’s just that…’ 
 
    I glance down at Beth. My beautiful daughter. Our angelic child. So perfect. So peaceful. Tears begin to well in my eyes. 
 
    ‘Has he – I mean, the other day – did he talk to you about maybe getting a raise?’ I bite my lip, desperately urging myself not to break down. Do not cry in front of this man. Whatever you do, don’t let him see you cry. 
 
    Chuck’s mouth opens in an O as he realizes what this is about. He shifts uncomfortably. He glances down at Beth. I wasn’t planning on using my daughter for emotional blackmail, but if it works, it works. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Chuck says. ‘Didn’t he talk to you about it?’ 
 
    ‘He did,’ I say. I glance away, down to the floor. ‘Listen, I don’t want to be that wife who kicks up a storm, but… please, Chuck… we’re struggling. And Bruce is doing all he can for us, but it’s… it’s not…’ 
 
    I stop talking and clamp my lips shut. A tear rolls down my cheek. I stifle a sob in my throat and squeeze my eyes shut. I feel warm tears push their way through my damp eyelashes and trickle down my face. I wipe my cheeks with one hand, the other balled up by my side. When I open my eyes, Chuck is standing right in front of me. his handsome face is blurred by my tears. 
 
    ‘Sarah,’ he says, in a soothing, calming voice. ‘Sarah, honey…’ 
 
    He wraps his arms around me and pulls me in for a hug. I’m not usually a hugger, especially with people I don’t know, but I respond. My arms reach around his back and hold him. I’m so much shorter and thinner than this guy, it’s like a bear hugging a rabbit. He towers over me. His thick arms and chest almost swallow me whole. 
 
    ‘I’m doing everything I can,’ he says. ‘Trust me, I am. I like Bruce. Great guy. Hard worker. Reliable. Always smiling. Always telling me about you and the baby. I want to pay him more. He deserves it. But right now, the budget is shot. I can’t afford it. I’m on the phone to the guys at head office every day, begging for more funding.’ 
 
    He stops talking. He keeps holding me for a long moment, his massive arms wrapped around my petite frame. I want to break off the hug, but I don’t want to be rude. The moment has gone on for way longer than is appropriate. I’m a married woman. I shouldn’t be hugging my husband’s boss like this. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ I say. My voice is muffled by his chest. 
 
    He sniffs my hair. His large hand gently rubs my back. Not in a friendly way. Not even in a familiar way. He rubs my back in an intimate way, like we’ve known each other all our lives. I’ve known this guy for less than five minutes and he’s stroking my back like we’re in bed on a Sunday morning. I pause for a second. I feel a little uncomfortable now. 
 
    Finally, he steps back and opens his massive arms to let me go. My tears are streaked across his shirt. I wipe my face again, smudging my makeup. 
 
    ‘As soon as I can,’ he says, ‘I will make sure Bruce gets the money he deserves.’ 
 
    I nod. I sigh. Get my breath under control. I feel a little better. Not much better. I would rather he paid Bruce a raise here and now and backdated all his wages and gave me a fat roll of dollars and sent me on my way, but we can’t have everything we want in life. 
 
    ‘Is there anything else I can do for you?’ he says. 
 
    I shake my head, looking at the floor. He cups his large hand under my chin and gently lifts my face until I’m looking up at him. 
 
    ‘Don’t be sad, Sarah,’ he says. ‘You’re much too beautiful for tears.’ 
 
    A smile spreads across my lips, despite how inappropriate that comment was. 
 
    ‘You’re a very beautiful woman, Sarah,’ he says. He lets go of my chin and traces the back one large finger down my wet cheek. ‘Bruce is a very lucky man.’ 
 
    I slowly turn my head away from his touch. 
 
    ‘I should go home,’ I say. ‘She’ll be hungry when she wakes up.’ 
 
    ‘She can wait one more minute,’ he says. He smiles at me again, that warm, charming smile. I want to turn and run to the door, but there’s something about this man. Something about his smile and his eyes and the way he looks at me. My feet are made of lead. I can’t move. 
 
    ‘I’ll make you an offer,’ he says. ‘I can’t get the budget together to give your husband a raise. But I got plenty of money of my own. What say you… earn it?’ 
 
    I blink, confused. Bite my lip. Earn it? Is he offering to hire me? 
 
    ‘Earn it?’ I say. ‘How?’ 
 
    He smiles again. His eyes sparkle. 
 
    ‘You could… do some things for me,’ he says. ‘Just the two of us.’ 
 
    I get that sinking feeling again, like before, like I’m not in control of this conversation and it’s going in a direction I don’t want it to go. 
 
    ‘Like a secretary?’ I say, praying that he isn’t suggesting what I think he’s suggesting. 
 
    ‘No,’ he says. ‘Not like a secretary.’ 
 
    He starts to walk around me, pacing me, like a predator circling its prey. I feel his eyes sweeping me up and down, examining me, searching me again. 
 
    ‘Like what?’ I say, keeping very still. 
 
    ‘I want you,’ he says, his low and dangerous, ‘to fuck me.’ 
 
    I react in shock. I open my mouth to scream at him, but I see Beth sleeping and catch myself. 
 
    He smiles again. 
 
    ‘I want to pay you to fuck me,’ he says, clarifying, as though that makes it better somehow. ‘I will pay you two hundred dollars to show up at my house and fuck me.’ 
 
    My head is spinning. My vision blurs. Not from tears. Not this time. Now I’m reeling because what he’s saying shocks me. I feel numb. Hollow. Stunned. 
 
    ‘I’m married,’ I say, in a flat monotone. 
 
    ‘I know.’ He stands behind me and places his massive hands on my shoulders. I’m suddenly aware of how strong, how powerful he feels. A little voice in my head wonders if I would be able to stop him if he wanted to take me by force right now. ‘I prefer married women.’ 
 
    I open my mouth to say something but my throat is dry. I lick my lips and try again. 
 
    ‘I’m not a whore,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Of course not,’ he says. He still grips my shoulders. ‘You’re a wife and a mother and you want the best for your family. So do I. I’m trying to help you, Sarah, but my help comes with a price.’ 
 
    ‘Can’t you just… loan me the money?’ I say. 
 
    ‘No. I’m not a bank. I’m a man. I have needs. So do you. Bruce told me you two haven’t spent a proper night together since before the baby was born.’ 
 
    I bite my bottom lip. In anger. In shame. My mind flashes back to the other night, when Bruce fell asleep with my lips on his manhood. It’s true. Neither of us has had any real sexual pleasure since Beth came into our lives. 
 
    ‘I just want to help,’ Chuck says. He takes one hand off my shoulder and moves it down my body. I feel him push something small yet hard into my back pocket with one finger. His hand stays near my ass far longer than necessary. ‘Don’t make your mind up right now. Take some time, think about it. Call me when you want to talk.’ 
 
    I’m burning with anger and humiliation. I clench my fists and look down at the floor. I shake his hands off my body and stride over to Beth’s car seat. I lift her up and turn and walk past Chuck without a word or a glance or a second thought and pull his door open and stride across the lobby. The woman behind the desk says something but I ignore her and shove the glass entry door open and walk out into the oppressive heat of the day. The heat of the sun is nothing compared to the anger rising inside me. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Beth looks at me and smiles and pushes her play blocks to the floor. She laughs at the noise they make. I smile and help her gather them back up to build it all again. I force myself to breathe slowly and focus on my daughter and not think about anything else. 
 
    But I can’t. 
 
    I can still feel that man’s touch on my shoulder. I can still hear his voice in my ear. I can still sense his presence towering behind me. 
 
    Again, I feel the anger welling up within me like a flood. Who the hell does he think he is? Who the fuck says that to a woman – to a married woman? I want to tell someone, anyone, about Chuck, but I don’t know who or what to say. 
 
    My stomach rumbles. I’ll eat a couple slices of bread later, after I put Beth to bed. That will have to do for tonight. 
 
    I push Chuck out of my mind and focus on my daughter. I watch her play. I hear her laugh. I play with her. I love her dearly. 
 
    Beth starts to show signs of hunger. I see them every day and I pick up on them. I take her into the kitchen and open the cupboard. She recognizes the box of baby formula I lift out and reaches to take it. I smile and kiss her and open the box. It’s almost empty. 
 
    ‘Oh dear,’ I say, in a light sing-song voice. ‘I could’ve sworn we had more in this box… oh well!’ 
 
    I look in the cupboard again. There’s only one more box of formula. I frown. Shit. That’s not good. At the rate Beth consumes this stuff, I’ll be out by the end of the week. 
 
    I will pay you two hundred dollars to show up at my house and fuck me. 
 
    I shudder. Ignore the thoughts. I take the box of formula and start preparing my daughter’s food. 
 
    Beth drinks the bottle. She pauses between mouthfuls to smile at me and gurgle happily. The sound breaks my heart. How long can we keep living like this before she starts to suffer? She can’t grow up in a house that’s falling apart with a father who’s never home because he needs to earn money for the two of us and a mother who starves herself every day. It’s not right. None of this is right. 
 
    I will pay you two hundred dollars to show up at my house and fuck me. 
 
    I shake my head, trying to dislodge the memory. No. No, that… that can’t happen. That won’t happen. I won’t do that. It’s so wrong. Firstly, I’m not a whore. Secondly, I’m married. Wait… shouldn’t that be firstly, I’m married? 
 
    There’s a sudden sharp knock on the front door. I flinch in surprise. 
 
    ‘Who could that be?’ I say to Beth, as I lift her and the bottle and walk us over to the front door. ‘Maybe it’s daddy?’ If it is, he hasn’t told me. unless he wanted to surprise us? 
 
    Any hope I felt in my heart is dashed the moment I open the door. It’s not Bruce. The man at the door is a heavyset man in a plain suit. His face is set, his eyes obscured by sunglasses. His head is shaved. A bead of sweat runs down his brow from the heat of the sun. 
 
    ‘Uh, hi?’ I say, thinking that maybe this guy is going to try and tell me something, or press me into joining some religion or other. ‘Can I help you?’ 
 
    ‘Sarah?’ he says. His voice is gravelly and low. I nod, warily, my eyes looking past him to see if there are any other people in suits waiting on my front yard. ‘I’ve been tasked by the car workshop to facilitate in an ongoing legal dispute between the two of you.’ 
 
    My jaw drops. 
 
    ‘Wait, what?’ I say. ‘What ongoing legal dispute?’ 
 
    ‘I understand there’s the small matter of an unpaid bill,’ he says. 
 
    ‘The radiator leak?’ I say. ‘Yeah, but they – we – I mean…’ 
 
    ‘All they are asking for is a to be paid for the work they performed to your vehicle,’ he says. ‘They don’t want things to get unpleasant between the two of you.’ 
 
    Beth leans forward, reaching for the man in the suit. I turn her towards me and shift her into my other arm. 
 
    ‘No, no,’ I say, ‘we told them at the time that we get any money until the end of the month.’ My voice is starting to rise hysterically. ‘They agreed to it! They said it would be fine! And the guy on the phone, he said he couldn’t help us! Why are you here? Are you threatening me?’ 
 
    ‘No, ma’am,’ he says. ‘All I am here to do is make sure that the debt is settled.’ 
 
    ‘They’re already charging me a late fee!’ I say. ‘Even though they agreed that we would pay later!’ 
 
    ‘They have authorized me to make an offer,’ he says. ‘If you can pay for the work by the end of the week, they will waive the late charges.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ 
 
    He repeats himself. Then he falls silent. I feel his eyes fixing on me from under his shades. 
 
    ‘I’m not a criminal,’ I say. I feel like I’m on the verge of fainting. ‘I’m trying to pay them. I have nothing to pay them with.’ 
 
    ‘That’s not really anything I can help with,’ he says. ‘All I wanted to do is pass on the message.’ 
 
    He turns and walks away. 
 
    I slam the front door shut. The impact jolts Beth and she starts crying in surprise. I sit on the couch and rock her back and forth in my arms, cooing and shushing her. Something jabs my butt. I feel around with my hand and find the source of my discomfort. Something in my back pocket. I pull it out and freeze. 
 
    It’s a small business card. There is no name. No address. No fancy logos or images. The only thing on this card is a phone number. I know exactly who’s phone number it is. 
 
    Chuck’s. 
 
    This must be what he slid into my back pocket right before I stormed out of his office. 
 
    I will pay you two hundred dollars to show up at my house and fuck me. 
 
    I need just over a hundred dollars before the end of the week. I need to buy more baby formula in a couple of days. I need some goddamn food in my cupboards. 
 
    I really, really, really don’t want to do this. 
 
    I gently rock Beth back and forth in my arms, feeling her grow slowly heavier as she drifts off to sleep. When she’s finally breathing peacefully, I place her in the crib. I retrieve my phone from my bag and pause. On the lock screen is a family picture. Me, Bruce, Beth. The first time we went to the park together. We all look so happy. So excited. 
 
    I’m doing this for them. For both of them. For Beth, so she can eat. For Bruce, so he doesn’t have to work so hard. For us. For all of us. 
 
    I walk into the kitchen and close the door. I don’t want Beth to hear this, even in her sleep. I take a deep breath and dial the number on the card. It rings twice. I almost hang up. It rings a third time. A man answers. Chuck. 
 
    ‘Yes?’ he says. 
 
    I almost hang up again. 
 
    ‘Sarah?’ he says. I freeze. He knows. He already knows. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. My throat is dry. 
 
    ‘Have you… considered my offer.’ 
 
    I close my eyes. I’m doing this for them. 
 
    ‘Three hundred,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Excuse me?’ he says. 
 
    ‘I want three hundred.’ 
 
    ‘You think you’re worth three hundred?’ he says. I can hear amusement in his voice. It sickens me. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘I am.’ 
 
    He makes a ticking sound with his mouth, like he’s deep in thought. 
 
    ‘For three hundred,’ he says, ‘I would expect something a little more extensive than a quick fuck. Think you can handle that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘And I want you to dress appropriately,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Fine.’ 
 
    ‘I want you at my house at six tonight,’ he says. He tells me his address. I write it down on a notepad. 
 
    ‘But,’ I say, ‘what about my baby?’ 
 
    ‘Get someone to look after her,’ he says. ‘Don’t bring her here.’ 
 
    I hesitate for a second. He senses it. 
 
    ‘Three hundred,’ he says. ‘Maybe you’ll enjoy yourself. Who knows?’ 
 
    The call clicks off in my ear. 
 
    I stand there for a second, in shock. What have I done? I’ve done what I needed to do. I’ve done what I had to do. I clench my fist. It had to be done. Had to be done. 
 
    I keep telling myself this over and over. Had to be done. Had to be done. I quietly creep upstairs, past my sleeping daughter, and open my closet. My heart pounds. That little voice in my head screams at me to stop. Had to be done. Had to be done. I carefully select an outfit. I tell myself that I need to look good for a client. I lie to myself. Tell myself that I have a rich client and I need to look good for him. 
 
    The outfit I select is a black dress with a very short skirt that barely reaches partway down my thigh. It’s very low cut, too, with a wide V-shaped neckline that exposes my cleavage. I haven’t worn this dress in a long time. Not since before Beth was born. 
 
    I get a stab of guilt, like an icy needle in my gut. The last time I wore this dress… it might have been the night we conceived Beth. But it’s the sexiest thing I own and I don’t want to disappoint this guy. He seems like the kind of guy who would take money back if he doesn’t like something. 
 
    Next, I search through my underwear drawer for an appropriate pair of panties. Since I became a mother, my underwear seems to have ballooned in size, from skimpy, sexy panties to enormous ass-covering tents. I find what I’m looking for at the bottom of the pile. A pair of deep red lacy panties. I hold them up to the light. Whenever Bruce saw me in these, he would make this kind of sigh and his face would go slack. I used to love that sigh. Sometimes I would catch him watching me dress. I would let him. I would bend over, as sexily as I could, and slowly slide these panties up my legs. I would take far longer than necessary to dress myself sometimes, just so I could hear him sigh with lust. 
 
    I push aside the memories. I’m not dressing for my husband today. I’m dressing for someone else. Someone who wants to use me and pay me. Like a whore. 
 
    In another drawer, I find the bra that matches the panties. It’s a deep red, with a lace pattern on the cups. My breasts have never been especially large, even when I was pregnant, but this bra always made them look bigger. It lifted my breasts and pushed them together in a way that always made Bruce double-take when he saw. 
 
    I place the outfit on the bed, ready for later. I used to prepare my outfits like this when Bruce and I were dating, years ago. I remember getting dressed, smiling in anticipation, my heart racing, singing along with my favourite song, wondering what the night had in store for me. 
 
    That’s one half of my preparation completed. I still need to figure out what to do with Beth while I’m gone. My sister lives about four hours away, and we haven’t spoken since Beth was born. My mother? No, she might find out, or tell Bruce. I can’t afford a babysitter. That leaves me with one other option. 
 
    I knock on the neighbor’s door, a sweet elderly couple next door. When we first moved here, they threw us a ‘getting-to-know-you barbeque’. They offered to help us with Beth in any way they could. I hope the offer still stands, 
 
    The wife answers the door and I launch into a half-baked explanation that I hope will be good enough. I tell her of a family emergency. I don’t want to bring Beth with me. Bruce is working. Would they mind looking after her for a few hours, pretty please? 
 
    The old lady is sympathetic and understanding. She agrees to help me. Anything at all. I thank her. She’s too king. Much too kind. She asks if there’s anything else that she can do. I ask her if she wouldn’t mind not saying anything about this to Bruce. I don’t want to worry him, he’s got enough on his mind right now. Of course, she says, of course. That’s a reasonable enough request. 
 
    I thank them both profusely. Then I return to my home. I gather up a few essentials and pack them in Beth’s travel bag. Diapers. Toys. Formula. Pajamas. Then I gently lift Beth out from the crib. She stirs and sobs. I kiss her gently on the cheek and soothe her. My beautiful baby. My wonderful daughter. I’m doing this for you. Mommy is doing this for you. 
 
    The couple next door are delighted to see Beth. They smile and coo and fuss over her. Beth looks at them with sleepy eyes, confused by these people she barely knows. I hand the bag over. I feel a tear on my cheek and wipe it away. The old lady tells me not to worry. They’ll take care of her. I thank them again and run back to my house before I change my mind. 
 
    I start dressing, preparing myself for what lies ahead. I get undressed and stand in front of the mirror, looking at my naked body. There are a couple of stretch marks on my stomach. I can’t help that. I think they’re ugly, but Bruce always kisses them. He tells me they’re beautiful. I haven’t shaved my cleft in a while. The hair is thick and tangled. I haven’t felt the desire to keep myself trim down there, not since Beth came along. I go into the bathroom and take the special intimate trimmer out from the drawer. I quickly trim the patch of hair down to something a little more manageable. Fuck it, that’ll do. This guy can have my body if he wants, but he isn’t getting a special service. I shave myself for my husband. 
 
    Once the trimmer is packed away, I quickly throw on my new outfit. Deep red panties. I hear Bruce sigh in my head. Deep red bra. I see Bruce double-take in my mind. Then I cover this sexy ensemble with the short black dress. I marvel at myself in the mirror. I look young. Hot. Sexy. The bra lifts my small breasts, while the dress teases the curves of my body. The hem of the dress covers maybe the top third of my thigh. If I spin around fast enough, anyone around will get a flash of my panties. 
 
    I check the time. Five PM. An hour until I need to be there. I apply some fresh makeup. Lipstick. Mascara. I pick out some pretty earrings – little gold studs in the shape of a B. Then I check myself out in the mirror. I look good. Really good. My heart breaks a little. I wish I didn’t have to do this. I wish there was some other way. But I can’t see it right now. 
 
    I grab my bag and my car keys and hit the road. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Chuck’s house is nestled in among some trees a good fifteen minutes off the beaten track. Once or twice I think that I’ve driven past it already, but then I see the wide wooden gates he told me about on the phone. The house beyond is a large, wide, two-storey affair. It looks like the land around was once a farm. The last house I saw was at least five minutes ago. 
 
    I follow the winding driveway, feeling the sun beating down on my bare arms. I’m still trying to remind myself why I’m doing this. For Beth. For Bruce. For us. 
 
    As the house draws nearer, I start to feel nervous and ashamed. I know I shouldn’t be here. I know I shouldn’t be doing this. It’s so wrong. It’s so awful. But what other choice do I have? 
 
    I gently park my car next to an SUV with vanity plates. Three minutes early. I take a moment to inspect my makeup in the mirror behind the visor. My reflection still looks good. A little sadness in the eyes, but good everywhere else. I force a smile on my face and step out of the car. I’ve driven in my pumps, but I brought my tall black heels too. I figure that if I’m going to whore myself out to this guy, I should go big or go home. 
 
    I should go home. 
 
    I kick off the pumps and slip my feet into the heels. I’m now a few inches taller. I glance at my reflection in the car door. I don’t wear heels that often anymore. I’ve forgotten how great they make my ass look. I get another pang of guilt in my stomach. 
 
    Let’s get this over with. 
 
    I lock the car and walk towards the front door of the house. It’s a beautiful building. It’s been designed to look old and wooden, but that appears to be a façade. The front door looms closer. I feel a knot in my stomach. Guilt. Fear. Doubt. And – though I will never admit this – a hint of excitement. 
 
    I ring the doorbell and wait, listening. The house is quiet. I can hear the wind moving through the trees nearby. I can hear distant birds. I can’t hear any other cars. I’m off the beaten track now. 
 
    The door opens suddenly and Chuck stands inside, a wide, happy smile on his face. 
 
    ‘Sarah,’ he says. ‘I’m so glad you could make it.’ 
 
    I try to smile, but it comes out more like a grimace. 
 
    ‘Please,’ he says. ‘Come in.’ 
 
    I walk past him into the house. Like the outside, the interior is designed to feel like an old settler’s house. Everything is made from similar shades of wood. No carpet. Small, fake chandeliers hang from above, with electric lights designed to resemble candles. There is a staircase to my right. The house opens wider to the left. I can see a kitchen counter in one direction, and a large couch in the other. 
 
    Chuck closes the door behind me. 
 
    ‘You look breath-taking,’ he says. He places a large hand on my bare shoulder. Maybe the gesture is supposed to be comforting, but I jerk my arm away. 
 
    He steps around in front of me, a concerned expression on his face. 
 
    ‘You don’t need to be nervous,’ he says. ‘This is as much about you as it is me.’ 
 
    ‘We both know what this is about,’ I say. ‘You could give this money to my husband, but instead you’re making me do this.’ 
 
    ‘Where’s the fun in that?’ A sly smile crosses his face. ‘Would you like a drink?’ 
 
    I almost say no, because I’m driving. Then I figure, fuck it, I’ll need it. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. ‘Whatever’s strongest.’ 
 
    He turns and heads towards the kitchen counter, gesturing for me to follow. I walk behind him, my heels tapping on the wooden floor. He leads me into the main part of the house. I glance into the den, at the large couch I saw earlier. I guess it needs to be a large couch, Chuck is taller and thicker built than most guys. The couch is positioned facing a wide bay window that overlooks a wide, gently sloping expanse of land. The rest of the den is fully furnished, but it looks like he mostly sits on the couch. I keep walking and follow him into the kitchen, my hands down by my sides. 
 
    The kitchen is a large, modern room. Every appliance I can imagine is neatly positioned along two opposite counters, with a wine rack at the far end. Chuck removes a dark bottle of red wine from the rack, then opens a small cupboard for two glasses. 
 
    ‘Did you find the place okay?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Please don’t.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t act like we’re friends. Don’t act like this is anything more than what it is.’ 
 
    He hands me a glass, filled with deep ruby-red liquid. It smells fruity and sweet. 
 
    ‘Yet here you are,’ he says. 
 
    ‘I’m doing this for the money,’ I say. I take the glass. Resist the urge to throw it back in his face. I lift the glass to my lips and drink half of it in one long swallow. My red lipstick leaves a stain on the rim. 
 
    He smiles that sly grin again and raises his glass 
 
    ‘To us,’ he says. I don’t react. He takes a sip of his wine. 
 
    ‘Shall we get on with this?’ I say. 
 
    ‘You’re not in a hurry, are you?’ 
 
    ‘I would like to go home to my daughter,’ I say. 
 
    ‘In due time.’ 
 
    He steps closer to me and slides a large, strong arm around my waist. He pulls me in closer to him. I stiffen. I can feel something pressing into my thigh. Something thick and hard and large. I keep my face neutral. He leans in and tries to kiss me. I turn my face away. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘I’m not kissing you. I only kiss my husband.’ 
 
    He kisses my cheek. Releases me. Walks past me to the den. I follow him. He opens a cabinet at the far end of the room. I see an old stereo system nestled inside. He presses a couple of buttons and low, soft music begins to play from hidden speakers around the room. it sounds vaguely like soft jazz, an unmemorable, inoffensive background music. 
 
    He sits on the large couch, sinking into the soft padding, watching me. 
 
    I stand in front of him. I drink the other half of my glass. The wine floods my body with warm, fruity sweetness. I feel a buzz in the back of my head. It feels good. I feel a little better about this, but there’s still a tight knot in my stomach. I put my empty glass on a table against the wall. 
 
    ‘How do you want to do this?’ I say, determined to get this over with. The faster it’s done, the faster I can get the hell out of here. 
 
    ‘I want you to earn that money,’ he says. ‘I want you to seduce me.’ 
 
    ‘How?’ 
 
    ‘How would you seduce a man you don’t know?’ 
 
    I bite my lip to keep a sharp, angry retort inside. 
 
    ‘The money first,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Excuse me?’ 
 
    ‘I want to see it. Prove you have it.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t trust me?’ 
 
    ‘You’re paying a married woman to fuck you behind her husband’s back. No, I don’t trust you.’ 
 
    He grins wickedly and reaches into his pocket. He removes a tight roll of bills. I try not to react, but my eyes widen. I don’t know how much money is in that roll, but all I can see are fifties. I could fix every problem in my house with that roll of bills. 
 
    Chuck slowly peels off the first few bills, taking his time, making sure I get a good look at the money. He puts the roll back in his pocket and holds up the money. 
 
    ‘There,’ he says. ‘As we agreed. Two hundred.’ 
 
    ‘We agreed on three.’ 
 
    ‘Did we?’ He pauses for a moment, acting as though he’s forgotten our conversation from a few hours before. ‘Oh, yes. We did.’ 
 
    He performs the routine again, pulling the bills out of his pocket, selecting a couple more, putting the roll back, holding up my money. 
 
    ‘Three hundred,’ he says. 
 
    I hold out my hand. He puts the bills in his other pocket. 
 
    ‘You have to earn it,’ he says. He takes another sip of his wine and puts the glass on a side table. ‘You look beautiful.’ 
 
    ‘That’s the idea.’ 
 
    ‘Turn around.’ 
 
    I slowly turn on the spot, my heels tapping on the solid wooden floor. I feel his gaze sweep across my body as I turn my back on him, the hem of my dress swaying gently, lifting a little to show more of my legs. 
 
    ‘Beautiful,’ he says again. 
 
    If there’s a way out of this mess… anything at all… I’ll take it. 
 
    My hips begin to gently sway left and right, slowly, in time with the rhythm of the music. I take a deep breath and force myself to relax a little. My movements are stiff and unwieldy. I shake my hands and stop clenching my fists. I place my hands on my hips and start to sway a little easier, a little looser. The dress sways and flicks up my thighs, lifting a little higher each time, exposing more of my legs as it does. I close my eyes. Focus on the music. Feel like rise and fall inside me. Sway with the soft, gentle notes. Allow myself to get swept up in the melody. 
 
    The moment consumes me. My hands begin to slide up my body, lifting my dress at the same time. I slowly expose more of myself to him. The back of my thighs. The curve of my ass. The edge of my panties. Then I hear something I was not expecting to hear. Behind me, Chuck sighs. That same, hungry, delighted sigh that Bruce makes when he sees my ass in these panties. The kind of sigh you make when you see something so beautiful it takes your breath away. 
 
    Despite the situation, even though I don’t know this man, even though I don’t feel sexy in any way right now, that sound warms my heart. It feels like encouragement. My body reacts to the sound. Warmth floods my stomach and my sex. I love that sound. It makes me feel wanted. It makes me feel desired. It makes me feel beautiful. 
 
    I slowly turn on the spot again, still swaying. I let the dress fall back into place as I face him. Chuck has a wide, delighted smile on his face. Lust sparkles in his eyes. 
 
    My hands slide across my stomach and up to my delicate mounds. I don’t want to admit it, but I’m beginning to get swept up in the moment. I shouldn’t be. I should hate this. But there’s something intensely erotic – primal, even – about all this. 
 
    I look Chuck in the eyes and bite my bottom lip and squeeze my small, firm breasts, my fingers sinking into the dark dress. I let out a little sigh of my own at the feeling. His smile widens. 
 
    I continue swaying left and right, the dress flicking up with each movement of my hips, offering seductive glimpses of my smooth skin underneath. He watches me carefully, eyes sparkling, enjoying the show. I begin to relax. Something about the situation excites me, despite how wrong it feels. Here I am, dancing seductively in front of a man who is not my husband, and I’m liking the way he’s looking at me. I like the wicked glint in his eye. I like the lustful smile on his lips. I like that I can see him growing more excited as his pants begin to move, his member awakening from slumber. 
 
    My hands slide further up my body, over my breasts, across my neck, to my head. I run my fingers through my hair. I let my hair slowly fall back into place. Then one hand slides back down my body. The other finds my lips. I look at Chuck with the most alluring expression I can muster, while one finger gently traces my bottom lip. 
 
    ‘Come closer,’ he says. 
 
    I take one step forward, slowly, my eyes fixed on his. I can see his manhood pushing up inside his pants, like a tent. I like that I’ve gotten him this excited. It makes me feel good. It makes me feel wanted. I know it shouldn’t, but it does. 
 
    I straddle him on the couch, one knee over his legs, looking down at him. My breasts are directly in front of his eyes. 
 
    Chuck reaches up with both hands. He takes hold of the low cut of my dress and pulls it down, exposing my breasts in their lacy red restraints. My heart skips a beat. My lips are parted. I’m breathing hard. This is happening. This is really happening. I should stop this. I should leave. 
 
    But I couldn’t leave if I wanted to. 
 
    Chuck’s large hands grab my breasts, gently squeezing them through the bra. His hands are bigger than my chest. I am tiny compared to him. I bite back the urge to groan as his fingers squeeze and stroke my breasts. 
 
    His hands drift higher up my body, to my soft neck. One large, powerful hand gently holds my throat. The other strokes my hair. I feel powerless. I feel helpless. I like it. He is in control here and he knows it. 
 
    ‘You have beautiful lips,’ he says. ‘I want you to use them.’ 
 
    I feign ignorance. 
 
    ‘Use them?’ I say. ‘Use them how?’ 
 
    His hand gently squeezes my throat. 
 
    ‘I want you to use these beautiful lips,’ he says, ‘on my cock. I want you to pleasure me with your mouth.’ 
 
    ‘That wasn’t the deal,’ I say. ‘You only paid for my pussy.’ 
 
    ‘Fifty.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ 
 
    ‘Another fifty dollars. For your lips on my cock.’ 
 
    I hesitate. His strong hand feels amazing on my throat. I like it. Bruce has never held me like this. It turns me on. This feeling of submission, of giving in to him, it’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. When Bruce and I make love, it’s gentle, tender, passionate. I get the feeling that Chuck isn’t going to give two shits about my own wants and needs. 
 
    ‘Fifty dollars,’ I say. 
 
    The hand that stoked my hair pushes my head down. 
 
    ‘Go,’ he says. ‘Suck my fucking cock. Use those beautiful lips.’ 
 
    I get off the couch and sink to my knees, between his legs. I place my hands on his knees and slowly push forward, sliding up his legs, my face growing closer to his manhood. I watch his face as my fingers carefully work his zipper and the button at the top of his pants. He is enjoying this moment. He is enjoying the power, the control, he has over me. he knows I could leave. He knows I could stop. He enjoys the fact that I don’t. 
 
    I prize apart his fly and pull his pants down to reveal his simple black short and the throbbing member beneath. 
 
    ‘You want me to take these down, too?’ I say, trying to sound sweet and innocent and naive. 
 
    He smiles. He likes the act. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he says. 
 
    I slip my fingers into the waistband of his shorts and slowly tug them down. First, I see his skin. Then a thick patch of dark hairs. Then the base of his shaft. 
 
    My eyes widen in surprise as I see his manhood in full for the first time. His shaft is a good length – maybe a little over seven inches – and it’s beautifully smooth and soft, with a couple of strong veins pulsing under the skin, and a deep purple head at the top. The reason for my surprise is its thickness. His shaft is so thick that I can’t get my hand all the way around it. I’ve been with a couple of guys in my life, but I’ve never seen a cock so thick before. His deep purple head bulges out at the top, even thicker than the base, and I suddenly find myself wondering if I’m going to be able to have sex with this man. Even after having a baby, the thickness of his member is intimidating. 
 
    ‘Don’t be scared,’ he says, with a soft chuckle. ‘It won’t bite.’ 
 
    I look up at him, over his thick, hard, length. 
 
    ‘Fifty dollars,’ he says. 
 
    I grasp him by the base with both hands and lean forward and open my mouth to take him inside. 
 
    He makes that lovely sigh again as his length enters my mouth for the first time. I open my mouth as wide as possible for him and it’s only just enough. I take his red-hot length into my mouth, running my tongue along his shaft, tasting his salty, musky flavor. I stroke the base with one hand and gently caress his balls with the other. An insane thought crosses my mind – if I make him come with my mouth, maybe I won’t have to fuck him? 
 
    I go into a frenzy, sucking him as hard as I can, stroking his base like a woman possessed, desperate for this to be over as soon as possible. I stroke his length with my tongue and suck on his delicious thick head and taste him and trail my lips up and down his shaft. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ he says in a deep, husky voice. ‘You’re good. You’re really fucking good.’ 
 
    He closes his eyes and leans back into the couch, content to let me do all the work. 
 
    I suck his cock harder than I’ve ever sucked anyone before. I suck on his head and stroke his shaft, my finger sliding up and down his wet skin. I flick my tongue along the sensitive underside. I take his thick length all the way to the back of my throat and moan. I try every damn trick I know. 
 
    ‘I hope you’re not trying to make me come now,’ he says, looking at me with a face that suggests he knows exactly what I’m thinking. ‘Because if you do that, I’ll be very disappointed in you.’ 
 
    I lift my head, letting his wet shaft gently pop out of my mouth. I pant for a few seconds, trying to get my breath back under control. 
 
    ‘Don’t stop now,’ he says. ‘That was good.’ 
 
    He grabs my hair with one large, powerful hand, and pushes my head back down as he thrusts his hips up. His thick length glides all the way to the back of my throat. He holds my head in place and thrusts up and down, rocking his length in and out, deep in my mouth. I look at him and see a wicked, satisfied smile spreading over his face as he fucks my mouth. I place my hands on his knees, powerless to resist, and focus on breathing. His shaft fills my mouth, gliding in and out across my tongue, in quick, powerful strokes. I moan. 
 
    ‘You like that, huh?’ he says. ‘Good. I know just what to do with you.’ 
 
    He pulls my head all the way down, sinking his shaft as far down my throat as it can go. I grip his legs. After a few long seconds, he lifts my head by the hair, letting his shaft out from between my lips. His member is slick and shiny. I breathe hard, my heart racing. 
 
    ‘Stand up,’ he says. ‘Take your dress off.’ 
 
    I get to my feet as quickly as possible. My hands reach for the zipper at my side and I fumble for a few seconds before I finally grip the tag and pull it down. 
 
    Chuck watches me intently as I gently push the dress down my petite body, until it piles on the floor at my feet. I stand before him in nothing but my deep red lacy underwear, chest rising and falling. He motions for me to turn. I do so, still wearing my heels. I hear that sigh once more as he sees my ass in these panties. I turn back to face him. 
 
    ‘I want to fuck you,’ he says. ‘Now. Right now.’ 
 
    I nod. My heart skips a beat and heat erupts in my cleft. I feel ashamed of how much I want this. 
 
    ‘I want you to sit on me,’ he says. ‘Pull your panties to the side and sit on my cock.’ 
 
    I nod again. 
 
    ‘Condom?’ I say. 
 
    He shakes his head. 
 
    ‘I don’t wear condoms,’ he says. 
 
    ‘You have to,’ I say. ‘With me, at least.’ 
 
    He smiles at me. 
 
    ‘How much?’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘Three hundred to fuck you,’ he says. ‘Fifty for your lips. How much to fuck you without a condom?’ 
 
    ‘Another three hundred,’ I say. 
 
    The only man who has ever been inside me without a condom is Bruce. The first time that happened was the night after our wedding. I loved it. The closeness, the intimacy, the intensity, the feel of his bare skin against mine. I don’t want Chuck to experience that too. But I also want the money. 
 
    ‘Three hundred?’ he says, eyebrows raised. ‘Expensive fuck, ain’t you?’ 
 
    ‘I’m worth it.’ 
 
    ‘That a fact?’ He pauses for a moment, thinking it over. Six hundred and fifty dollars. Am I worth it? A part of me hope he’ll say no. Another part of me hopes me won’t. 
 
    ‘Done,’ he says. ‘Now come over here. You remember how I want you?’ 
 
    I kneel on the couch, straddling his hot, hard manhood. 
 
    ‘Like this,’ I say. ‘Pull my panties to the side and sit on your cock.’ 
 
    I reach down between my legs and pull my panties to one side. I feel the incredible heat of my sex. I touch my intimate lips. They are hot and wet and yearning for him. 
 
    I gently sit down on his thick manhood and feel it push inside me. My eyes widen in shock and a deep, guttural groan in pleasure escapes my lips as I feel his thick cock enter my sex. His throbbing head parts my lips and pushes up into my sex. I can feel everything. 
 
    At first, my entrance isn’t prepared to take something as thick as him. I feel his head push against my pussy, slowly stretching me open. I let out a gasp as his thick head slips inside my soaking sex. I gently sink down into his lap, feeling his length push deep inside me. 
 
    Holy fuck. It feels sensational. I can feel every part of his manhood inside me. I can feel his cock twitching and pulsing with every heartbeat. I can feel the thick veins in his shaft pressing against the inner walls of my vagina. 
 
    ‘God!’ I say, gasping, as I finally come to a rest in his lap. My body tenses up for a second, gripping him tight. He’s so thick that he touches parts of my sex nobody else ever has. 
 
    ‘You like?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Uh-huh,’ I say. ‘I like.’ 
 
    He puts his hands on my hips, ready to start fucking me. 
 
    ‘No, no,’ I say. ‘This is my turn.’ 
 
    I take his hands and lean into him, pinning his arms to the couch by his head. I grind my hips down into his lap, rocking back and forth, making his shaft roll around inside me. It feels incredible. I had always thought that size mattered most. I never gave a second thought to girth. 
 
    I moan gently as my hips begin to rock back and forth a little faster. His size makes this difficult. Every movement sends a jolt of pleasure through me. With every direction I move, his thick manhood seems to touch some new, unexplored part of my sex. I am desperately trying not to enjoy this… but it feels so good. 
 
    I keep his hands pinned to the couch with my own and I start to rise and fall in his lap. I let out a moan as his shaft slides in and out of my wet hole. Chuck’s thick member feels incredible inside me. I bite my lip to suppress another moan of pleasure. 
 
    ‘It’s okay to enjoy it,’ Chuck says. ‘I wanna hear you moan.’ 
 
    A cry of delight bursts from my lips. He feels good. So good. I’ve never felt like this before – I feel bad, I feel guilty, yet I feel so turned on, so wild. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God!’ I say, crying out the words, long and loud. ‘Fuck, you feel so good!’ 
 
    His wicked grin grows wider. It spurs me on, making me want to be wilder and naughtier. I clench as hard as I can, squeezing his hard member with my sex and slowly ride him. I can feel his shaft growing wetter every time it enters me. I am wet, burning with desire, hungry for more. 
 
    I take my time with him at first. I let my aching pussy get used to his size, as I gently rise and fall on his thick length. I’m breathing hard, trying to stay focussed. I can feel a climax building already in the pit of my stomach. Every little movement pushes me closer to the edge. 
 
    ‘You’re good,’ he says. ‘You pussy feels nice and tight.’ 
 
    ‘Uh-huh,’ I say, focussing on the feeling of his thick shaft. 
 
    He slides his hands out from under mine and he reaches behind to unclasp my bra. I pull the straps down my arms and toss it away behind me. He leans forward and wraps his lips around my hard, sensitive nipples. I moan at the feel of his tongue and hot breath and ride him harder, falling back into his lap hard enough to bounce higher each time. He takes his time with my breasts, teasing one hard nipple, then the other. 
 
    ‘I love these titties,’ he says. ‘So fucking cute.’ 
 
    I moan again and lean away from him, arching my back. I can feel the climax nearing. God, I hope he’s close, too. I don’t know how much of his thick shaft my pussy can take. 
 
    He squeezes my breasts with his large hands. I bounce in his lap, taking his thick cock deep inside me, over and over. I feel my body reacting, my pussy beginning to clench and tighten on his shaft, my breaths growing shorter, my nerves tingling with anticipation. My lips tremble. 
 
    ‘You gonna come for me?’ he says. 
 
    I nod, biting my bottom lip. 
 
    ‘Come for me,’ he says. 
 
    I do. I toss my head back and cry out in ecstasy as my climax grips me in a tight fist. I feel my body roll through the motions helplessly, like a ship in a storm, over the crest of a high wave, before I come crashing back down again. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ I cry. ‘Fuck!’ 
 
    ‘Yeah!’ he says, ‘come on! Harder!’ 
 
    I keep fucking him, bouncing on his thick cock, even as my pussy grips it tighter and tighter. I cry out again and again, moaning wildly, riding him hard and fast. My small breasts bounce with me, his hands still squeezing and groping my firm flesh. 
 
    Then, as suddenly as it came, my climax subsides. My body loosens and relaxes. I sink down into his lap and feel his cock sink deep, deep, deep, inside me. My pussy can take it now. I’m used to his size. 
 
    I sit in his lap for a long while, panting, my chest rising and falling as I try to get my breath back. 
 
    ‘Did you like that?’ he says. 
 
    I nod, ashamed of myself. 
 
    ‘Can you keep going?’ he says. 
 
    ‘I need a few seconds,’ I say. ‘That was intense.’ 
 
    He grins that wicked grin again. 
 
    ‘Mind if I take over?’ he says. 
 
    I nod again. 
 
    Chuck moves quickly, like a striking snake. He grabs me and spins around and before I know it, he’s thrown me down on the couch, on my back, with my legs in the air. He grabs my panties and rips them off my body in one hard pull. He gets into position and pins my arms down with his large, strong hands. I moan as he enters me again, still holding me down. Bruce has never done anything like to me. 
 
    Chuck pins my body on his couch and fucks me, long and hard, in quick, desperate strokes. He slams his body against mine like a wild animal, his thick cock punishing my aching pussy. I cry out with every stroke and open my legs wider for him, yearning for his thick cock to fill me as deeply as possible. From this angle, his manhood touches even more parts of my sex. My body responds to this rough assault, my hips rising to meet him, my back arching to take him deeper. 
 
    ‘You like it like this?’ he says. ‘You like getting fucked like this?’ 
 
    ‘Uh-huh,’ I say, holding back another moan. 
 
    ‘Say!’ 
 
    ‘Oh, God! I love it!’ 
 
    ‘You’re my fucking dirty little slut,’ he says, pumping me even harder, filling me over and over with his cock. 
 
    ‘I’m your dirty little slut!’ I say. It feels incredible to be treated like this – being held down and fucked hard by such a thick cock. Something inside me is awake for the first time and it needs more. 
 
    Chuck holds one arm down and grabs my throat with the other. I make a loud, guttural groan of pleasure. 
 
    ‘Harder!’ I say. 
 
    Chuck pounds my wet sex harder, his balls smacking my ass, his hips slamming into my body hard enough to bruise the skin. 
 
    ‘Oh fuck!’ I say, as a second climax suddenly explodes from within. I writhe and thrash and convulse on his couch, still pinned in place by his strong hands. Somehow being unable to move only increases my pleasure and this second orgasm lasts far longer than the first. My toes curl and my fingers grip the soft couch and my feet lock together behind his back, pulling him in deeper. I feel like my body is on fire. 
 
    ‘Please,’ I say, gasping, ‘please! It’s too much! It’s too intense!’ 
 
    He grins again, wickedly, but doesn’t stop. The sensation overpowers me. 
 
    ‘Oh, God!’ I say. ‘Please! I can’t take anymore!’ 
 
    He thrusts inside me once more, long and hard, deep and firm, driving his length all the way inside me. I cry out again. His hand squeezes my throat. 
 
    Chuck moves back and releases his grip on my body. His thick shaft slides out of me, leaving my sex feel wide open and desperately empty. I lay on the couch for a few seconds, breathing hard, as feeling slowly returns to my toes. 
 
    He looks down at me with that wicked smile again, like a conqueror surveying his kingdom. He leans down and slides his hands underneath me and pulls me upright. I allow him to push me and mould me and move me however he wants, until I am facing backwards on the couch, on my knees, my arms laying on the headrest, my ass jutting out toward him. 
 
    Chuck stands behind me and his thick, soaking, red-hot shaft touches my sensitive lips once more. He places one large hand on my hips. He grabs a fistful of my hair with the other. My back arches again in response. 
 
    ‘Beg me to fuck you,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Please fuck me,’ I say, my voice as weak as my trembling body. ‘Please, I want you to fuck me, I need it, I need it!’ 
 
    He slams forward, his thick shaft filling me once again in one smooth motion. I have no idea how my pussy can take it. I’ve never been fucked this hard before by anyone. 
 
    He slaps my tight ass as he starts to fuck me from behind, his thick shaft gliding in and out of my soaking, tender sex. I moan and pant and grip the couch as hard as I can. My hips rock back and forth automatically, driving him deeper and deeper inside me. Despite how tender and sensitive I feel, he still makes me yearn for more. 
 
    ‘Fuck,’ he says. ‘I love it. You’re so fucking tight.’ 
 
    I moan in response. 
 
    ‘I think I’m getting close,’ he says. ‘You tight pussy is making me want to come.’ 
 
    I moan again. 
 
    ‘I wanna come inside you.’ 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    ‘How much?’ 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    ‘One hundred?’ 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    He fucks me harder. Faster. 
 
    ‘Two hundred?’ 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    Harder. Faster. 
 
    ‘Three hundred?’ 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    Harder. Faster. He spanks my ass again. Pulls my hair harder. I cry out in pleasure. 
 
    ‘Four hundred,’ he says. ‘I’ll pay you another four hundred to come inside this tight little pussy.’ 
 
    I moan. 
 
    He spanks me again. 
 
    ‘Deal?’ he says. 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘Say it,’ he says. ‘Say you want my come.’ 
 
    ‘I want your come.’ 
 
    ‘Mean it!’ 
 
    ‘I want your come!’ I say, moaning the words like a desperate slut. ‘I need you to come inside my tight little pussy! Please! Now!’ 
 
    Harder. Faster. Spank. Harder. Faster. Spank. 
 
    He grunts and groans and pumps me repeatedly, filling me completely with his incredible shaft. I scream once more as a third orgasm rips through me, blurring my vision and making my head spin. I’ve never been fucked this hard before. I love it! 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ he says. ‘Yes! Oh, my God, Sarah!’ 
 
    I cry out in delight as a jet of white-hot come blasts out from the tip of his thick head, spraying hard inside my sex. It splashes against my inner walls, coating my pussy with its delicious sticky heat. He keeps pumping me, even as his cock twitches again and again, sending more little sprays of sticky white semen into me. I feel it cascade around my sex, trickling down his shaft. He keeps pumping, pushing his spunk deeper inside me. I realize that I’ve been moaning into the couch cushion for the past few seconds. 
 
    ‘Good God,’ he says, finally slowly his thrusts as his climax subsides. I feel his cock twitch a couple more times, but no fresh eruptions of come. ‘Good Lord above. That was exceptional.’ 
 
    My pussy clenches on his shaft once. Twice. It feels delicious. 
 
    ‘Your pussy is amazing,’ he says. ‘Worth every penny.’ 
 
    He slaps my ass once more and gently eases backward, his thick shaft sliding out of my aching hole, covered in our juices. I suddenly remember why I’m here and a wave of guilt washes over me. I slump down on the couch, feeling his come trickle out of me. 
 
    ‘Hey,’ he says, cupping one large hand under my chin. ‘Don’t be like that. Don’t feel guilty. That was great. You liked it, too.’ 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    ‘Liar,’ he says, with a wide, genuine smile. 
 
    I watch as he slips his wet cock back inside his shorts and zips his pants back up. He stands over me, fully dressed, while I huddle on his couch, naked and dripping. 
 
    ‘Do you wanna use my bathroom?’ he says. ‘Or my shower?’ 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    ‘I should… I should go,’ I say. ‘I need to pick up Beth.’ 
 
    I stand and a thick trail of come rolls down my inner thigh. I’ll shower at home. I need to leave before the guilt sinks in. 
 
    ‘All right,’ he says. ‘If you’re sure.’ 
 
    He reaches into his pocket and pulls out the roll of bills again. He reaches into his other pocket and holds out the money he already counted out earlier. 
 
    ‘Three hundred,’ he says. ‘Plus, fifty. You got a hell of a mouth, by the way.’ 
 
    I ignore him and pull on my panties. They feel wet and sticky from how turned on I got earlier. 
 
    ‘Plus, another three hundred,’ he says, counting out six fifties, ‘for no condom.’ 
 
    I slide my bra into place and clip the straps together. My heart rate begins to come back down to normal. I try to tell myself that I didn’t enjoy it. I try to tell myself that it was a terrible thing and that he is an awful man. I don’t believe it, though. 
 
    ‘And four hundred,’ he says. ‘For letting me fill your beautiful pussy with come.’ 
 
    He counts another eight bills and adds them to the total. 
 
    ‘One thousand and fifty dollars,’ he says. ‘Pretty good for two hours’ work.’ 
 
    I glance at my watch. 
 
    ‘Shit!’ I say. ‘I didn’t know it was that late!’ 
 
    More than two hours have passed since I arrived at Chuck’s house. We spent at least ninety minutes of that time having sex. 
 
    ‘How do you feel?’ he says. 
 
    I look away from him. I pull my dress on and zip it back into place. He cups his large hand under my chin again and makes me look him in the eye. I am on the verge of tears. Guilt, shame, and sadness all wash over me. 
 
    ‘Don’t beat yourself up about it,’ he says. ‘You liked it.’ 
 
    ‘No. I didn’t.’ 
 
    ‘I felt you come,’ he says. ‘How many times? Two? Three?’ 
 
    I close my eyes. 
 
    ‘You were amazing,’ he says. ‘And you liked it. Don’t think about the bad stuff – don’t feel guilty or upset or any stupid shit like that. You came here, you did a hell of an excellent job, and you got paid.’ 
 
    ‘Can I have the money now?’ I say, pulling my face away from his hand. 
 
    He holds out my collection of bills. My heart skips a beat when I feel it all for the first time. One thousand and fifty dollars. I think of all the things I could do with this money. Buy my daughter more food. Buy myself more food. Pay off the car workshop. I’d still have plenty leftover to hire an electrician to fix the loose wiring by the front door. 
 
    Chuck wraps his hands around my body. I stiffen for a second, but he embraces me in tight, warm hug. 
 
    ‘If you ever need any more help,’ he says. ‘You’ve got my number.’ 
 
    ‘All I want is for you to give Bruce his raise,’ I say. ‘As soon as you can.’ 
 
    ‘I promise,’ he says. ‘But I’m always here if you need any more money.’ 
 
    ‘If I let you fuck me.’ 
 
    ‘Hey, nothing in life is free. But you’re worth the money.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know how to feel about that.’ 
 
    ‘It’s a compliment.’ 
 
    I feel his hot, sticky come trickling into my panties. I break away from his hug and walk away. 
 
    ‘You did what you had to do,’ he says. ‘Don’t feel bad.’ 
 
    I ignore him walk back through his house, my heels tapping on the hard, wooden floor all the way. I open his front door and step out into the early evening. The sun has almost set on the far horizon. The sky is a beautiful orange-purple color. I walk back to my car and change my shoes back to the pumps. I sit behind the wheel and stare out through the windscreen for a long moment, trying to collect myself. I’m torn by conflicting emotions. Yes, I am ashamed of myself. Yes, I feel guilty. Yes, I feel terrible about doing this. But, also, the sex had been fantastic. I didn’t want to enjoy it. I tried to make myself not enjoy it, but I couldn’t. He was good. He was rough and hard and fucked me like he only cared about himself. I loved it. As much as I try to pretend otherwise, Chuck fucked me better than almost anyone else in my life. 
 
    I start the car and begin driving home, one thousand and fifty dollars richer. 
 
    Not bad for a couple hours’ work. 
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‘Yes,’ I saying, breathing hard. ‘Yes, baby, just like that.’ 
 
    My husband’s movements begin to quicken at my passionate beckoning. His rolls his hips back and forth in firm, deliberate circles, driving himself inside me over and over. My sex grips him tight, receiving his shaft with greedy delight. I moan again, feeling the head of his manhood pierce me deeper and deeper as my legs open wider and I lace my fingers together behind his neck. I look up into Bruce’s eyes and see nothing but love. 
 
    Here we are, bathed in early morning light, making passionate love in our marital bed. I’m on my back, legs open to receive him, my body warming and slowly building with the pleasure or his steady, tender lovemaking. He rests on top of me, his member buried inside my warm, wet, willing womanhood. This is how we like to start our days – passion in the morning. Who knows how long it will be before we see each other again? 
 
    ‘I love you,’ I say, moaning the words quietly. 
 
    ‘I love you too,’ he says. 
 
    I toss my head back and close my eyes, letting his body rock me back and forth in our bed, the headboard gently tapping against the wall. He makes love to me with deep, passionate intensity, the sound of his breathing filling my ears. It feels so good. So perfect. So wonderful. 
 
    But now an image crosses my mind. A man’s face. A man who is not my husband. I shake my head, trying to push away the image, but it doesn’t go. The face swims before my eyes, distracting me from this wonderful, tender, sweet moment with the man I love. I can feel his hands on my body. I can feel his cock forcing its way inside my tight entrance. I can even feel his breath on my cheek. 
 
    My husband is making love to me, but all I can think about is the man who paid me to fuck him two months ago. My husband is making love to me, but my pussy yearns for another man’s cock. My husband is making love to me, but it doesn’t feel as good as when Chuck fucked me. 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ Bruce says, his brisk, methodical lovemaking beginning to lose rhythm. ‘Sarah, I’m getting close. Are you…?’ 
 
    His voice snaps me out of that trace. The vision is dispelled. 
 
    ‘Not yet,’ I say, urgency in my voice. ‘Please, not yet…’ 
 
    I let go of his neck and reach down between us with one hand, seeking the warmth of my wet cleft. He keeps making love to me, his manhood reaching deep inside me – not deep enough – as my fingers begin to caress and stroke and dance across my swollen clit. Bruce makes love to me – not hard enough – in our bed, his orgasm quickly approaching. I desperately touch myself, trying to rekindle the fires that were dampened by my awful vision. My husband strokes my face with a hand – not rough enough – and I feel his body begin to tremble and shudder. The moment is here, but I am not ready. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ he says, and erupts inside me. 
 
    My fingers dance back and forth, up and down, left and right, across my sensitive nub of flesh, but it’s no use. I’m not even close. And as my husband empties his lust inside me, instead of feeling warmth or love or erotic satisfaction, all I can think is a single, terrible thought: 
 
    Chuck fucked me better. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    He kisses my head gently, lovingly, warmth spreading through my troubled mind. I love the way he makes me feel. He soothes me like a shot of whiskey on a cold day. 
 
    ‘See you soon,’ he says. ‘I love you, sweets.’ 
 
    Bruce smiles at me, weak morning light glowing around him like the halo of an angel. I reach out to him, but I’m too late, too slow. He turns and walks from the room, vanishing from my sight and from my life. I hear him creep downstairs, treading lightly so he doesn’t wake Beth, before the front door opens and softly closes. Then his car engine flares into life and backs out of the drive, leaving me alone with my thoughts. 
 
    I lay awake for a long while, staring at the ceiling, hating myself for the thoughts that coursed through my mind while we made love. What is wrong with me? It’s bad enough that I did what I did, but it’s even worse that thoughts of him kept invading my mind while Bruce was with me. Christ, isn’t it punishment enough that I’m beating myself up every single day for doing what I did already? Why do I have to keep thinking about him when my wonderful, loving, caring husband touches my body? 
 
    The worst part is that my body knows the difference between the two men. Since my – how should I describe it? indiscretion – my body has reacted differently to Bruce’s touch. When he caresses my thigh, I want him to grab me and force my legs open. When he cups my face while we kiss, I want him to grab my throat and push me down on the couch. My body yearns for the rough, dominant, intense way that he fucked me, meaning that Bruce’s gentle, considerate, tender lovemaking doesn’t satisfy me like it used to. 
 
    I don’t regret doing what I did. I put my family first, like any mother would. But I regret that I sold my marriage down the river to do it. I took our vows – and my body, the body I promised to my husband exclusively until death us do part – and exchanged them for a couple hundred dollars. 
 
    Over a thousand dollars, Sarah, says a voice in my head – a cruel, taunting voice I’ve been hearing more and more as I try to move on from my terrible decision. Don’t sell yourself short. You got over a grand for your ass. 
 
    The thought makes my skin crawl. I let another man – no, not just any other man, but my husband’s boss, of all people – fuck me like a whore over his couch. I let him use my mouth and my pussy. I let him call me names and spank me. I let him come inside me and he did all of it bareback. 
 
    But – I force myself to stop dwelling in these dark, unhappy thoughts – but I used the money to fix my home. I used the money to buy food for our daughter. I used the money to take some stress away from my husband. 
 
    Yes, I was a paid whore for another man. But I did what I had to do and made the most of it. 
 
    And I loved the way he fucked me. 
 
    I sit up and shake my head. No, no, no. I did not love it. I did not love the things he did to me. I did not love undressing in front of him, or accepting money from him, or letting him bend me over and pound me hard on his couch. I definitely did not enjoy feeling like a whore when he handed over the money afterward, as though I was a prostitute. 
 
    Ah, come on, who are you trying to kid, Sarah? That taunting voice again. You’ve never come as hard as you did when he fucked you. Bruce has never made you feel as good as he did. 
 
    That thought finally encourages me to get out of bed. The air is cold. I grab a robe and slip my arms into it and cinch it tight around my waist. It’s Bruce’s robe and smells like him. That scent reminds me of home and comfort and love. All the things a cheating whore like me doesn’t deserve. 
 
    I grab the baby monitor, walk across through the bedroom and peek through the open door of the baby room. Our little angel is fast asleep, thank God. Beth is on her back in the center of her crib, arms up by her head, legs spread like a starfish. She looks so peaceful. So beautiful. Every time I watch her sleep, my heart fills with love. How can someone like me create something as perfect and precious as her? 
 
    Beth’s been pretty restless at night lately, often waking up crying in the small hours. She never used to do that. Maybe she senses that something’s wrong with her mom. Maybe this is my punishment for doing what I did, even though it was all for her, all for Bruce, all for our family. 
 
    But you didn’t mind getting fucked like that, did you, Sarah? 
 
    I back quietly out of the room and head downstairs, filed with shame. Does it ever go away? Does it ever get better? 
 
    Evidence of my wrongdoing is visible throughout the house. All the problems we had with our crumbling home have slowly been repaired. The cracked floorboards and hanging electrical wires. The peeling wallpaper and the torn carpets. The uneven plastering and the dripping pipes. All of it was paid for out of my slush fund – the money I earned selling my body to Bruce’s boss. Every time I walk downstairs and don’t almost snag my head on loose wiring, a jolt of guilt stabs my gut. 
 
    Keeping it all a secret from Bruce was the worst part. Some things were simple, like arranging a local handyman to come over on days when Bruce was away on a long-distance haul. Most of the problems we had in the home weren’t immediately obvious to the casual observer, so Bruce either doesn’t know or isn’t aware that I fixed them. Others were more difficult. For the obvious problems – like those damn loose wires – I had to confess to hiring someone to help, but I told a small lie about managing to put aside a little money to pay for the work. Luckily, Bruce bought it without question. Because he trusts me. He trusts his young wife to stay home and raise our beautiful daughter. If he knew what I did to pay for this place… God, I can’t even imagine how much it would hurt him. 
 
    My husband is never going to find out. I’ve made up my mind about that. He will never know what I did. 
 
    For him, for Beth, for us. 
 
    I head to the kitchen and brew a fresh pot of coffee. This little machine was a wedding present from Bruce’s parents. It’s the best gift I’ve ever received from anyone. Every new parent should have a coffee machine by law. This beauty has saved my day countless times already. 
 
    The water bubbles in the pot and I pour out deep mahogany-brown shade of coffee into my World’s Best Wife mug. I add a couple packs of Sweet N’ Low to the mix and stir the liquid with a spoon, watching the baby monitor, listening to our daughter gently breathing on the floor above me. 
 
    Goddammit, it’s still cold. I open the blinds and look out onto a snow-covered landscape. Our back yard is caked in drifts of snow, almost six inches high, and fresh flakes continue to fall from the gray sky above. It looks like a perfect winter wonderland out there. Maybe I could take Beth outside today and we could play in the snow. I’ll take plenty of photos to show Bruce when he gets home, he’d love to see the look on her face. 
 
    I leave my coffee on the side to cool down and walk over to the furnace in the little cubby at the back of the kitchen. No wonder it’s so cold in here, the temperature is still set pretty low. I adjust the dial, smiling to myself. I bet Bruce’s thermostat sense is tingling right now. Hell, I bet my Dad’s thermostat sense is tingling, too. It must be a guy thing – someone is adjusting the temperature! – the same way that a mother knows something is wrong with her child. 
 
    I turn back to the window and clutch the mug in my chilled hands, watching the snow fall. I hope Bruce is going to be okay on the roads today. It must be hell driving a truck long-distance in this kind of weather. Maybe he’ll even get a pay bump for driving in hazardous conditions. 
 
    That thought turns my mind towards Bruce’s boss. Chuck. The cocky, arrogant sonovabitch who looked me in the eye and said, ‘I will pay you two hundred dollars to show up at my house and fuck me.’ 
 
    My skin tingles as the visions flood my mind again. Visions of his grinning face while I danced and took off my clothes. Memories of his fingers counting out hundred-dollar bills from a fat green stack, knowing that I would see it and want more. Reminders of the things I did for him – taking his cock in my mouth; riding him on the couch; bending over and letting him fuck me from behind. I shake my head and exhale sharply. 
 
    A cloud of warm breath leaves my lips and hangs in the air for a moment, before fading away to nothing. I frown. That’s not right. It shouldn’t be so cold in here that I can see my own breath. 
 
    I turn back to the furnace and adjust the dials again. Weird. Usually it makes a noise when the heating is turned up. I touch the back of my hand to the main panel, but can’t feel any warmth seeping through. That’s worrying. I touch one of the pipes leading away from the furnace into the house. The pipe is cold. 
 
    ‘Oh, no…’ I say. ‘No, no, no. Not now. Not now, please…’ 
 
    I turn dials and press buttons and adjust thermostats, desperately hoping against hope that something will spark back into life. Come on, come on, don’t do this to me… Why now? Why couldn’t this happen on any other day, when it’s not snowing? Dammit, the house is so cold. What will happen to Beth in this temperature? 
 
    Despite all my efforts, the furnace stays dark and cold. No matter what I do, the machine will not turn back on. It’s as cold and barren as the snow-covered landscape outside the window. 
 
    I step back, trying to stay calm despite the panic rising in my chest. Thoughts race through my head. How much will this cost? Can I afford it? Can I get someone out to fix this today? How long will it take to fix? What will I do with Beth in the meantime? 
 
    At that thought, almost as if summoned by my fear, Beth begins to whimper through the baby monitor. She wakes in her crib, calling out for me in her little babbles and cries. I race back upstairs and gently lift her up into my arms. 
 
    ‘Morning, my sleeping beauty,’ I say. 
 
    Beth whimpers, opening and closing her big, beautiful eyes at me. God, she looks more and more like Bruce with every passing day. She buries her face in the crook of my neck, her soft skin and whispery hair brushing me. I grab her blanket from the crib and carefully wrap it around her little body, determined to keep her warm. 
 
    ‘Do you know what’s happened today?’ I say, using that sing-song voice moms use to talk to little children. ‘We had snow overnight, baby girl. Yeah, snow! You’ve never seen snow before, have you, my angel?’ 
 
    I cradle Beth in the blanket, feeling her warm little body against mine. How can someone like be create something as perfect and innocent as her? She looks up at me again with bright, uncomprehending eyes. She might not understand what I’m saying, but she can hear everything. 
 
    ‘Shall we go and see the snow?’ I say. ‘Come on, Beth, let’s go see the snow…’ 
 
    I carry her back downstairs and head through to the kitchen. We stand in front of the window and look out at the snowy back yard together, Beth’s eyes gleaming and glittering with bewilderment. 
 
    ‘Look, Beth,’ I say, smiling, trying to ignore the sight of my breath fogging in the cold kitchen air. ‘Look at all that snow! Does it look pretty?’ 
 
    But Beth doesn’t care for such things. She buries her face in my robe again, whimpering and complaining in her baby language. 
 
    ‘I know, I know,’ I say. ‘It’s cold today, but mommy’s gonna fix it. Mommy’s gonna get the heating fixed and then we’ll go and play in the snow, okay?’ 
 
    Beth begins crying into my shoulder, her pitiful wails breaking my heart. I gently bounce her in my arms, trying to soothe her. But it doesn’t help. She sobs and whimpers and weeps into me. The sound of her cries feels like a needle piercing my heart. It’s the sound of a mother’s failure. 
 
    ‘It’s okay, it’s okay,’ I say. ‘Mommy’s fixing it, isn’t she? Mommy’s gonna fix it right now, okay? We don’t need to cry. We’ll make it nice and warm now.’ 
 
    There’s a number on the side of the furnace – Problems with your heating? Call us 24/7! – that I mentally note. I walk Beth back through the house to the den – still the most comfortable and decorated room of our home – and grab my phone from the arm of the couch. 
 
    Beth continues to whimper, her tiny hands pawing at my soft robe, while I punch the maintenance number into my phone. I keep bouncing her, cradling her small body with one arm, holding the phone to my ear with the other. The life of a stay at home mom, huh? 
 
    The dial tone chirps in my ear for a few moments, then a voice answers. It sounds like a stressed middle-aged woman. 
 
    ‘Hello, thanks for calling Furn-Tech,’ she says, the scripted words falling out of her mouth in quick, robotic rhythm, ‘this is Melissa, how can I help?’ 
 
    ‘Hi, yes, hi, my furnace isn’t working,’ I say. ‘I found your number on the side of the unit.’ 
 
    ‘Do you have the serial number?’ 
 
    I rush back to the kitchen, still cradling Beth in one hand and the phone in the other, and inspect the furnace. I read out the dust-covered series of numbers from the bottom of the unit and hear a keyboard clattering in a busy office on the other end of the phone. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ she says. ‘I can see that this furnace was installed five years ago and is no longer covered by our warranty. If you require an engineer to go and fix it, we can book you an appointment for next week?’ 
 
    ‘Next week?’ My heart sinks. Beth starts to cry louder. ‘Beth, please, baby, mommy’s on the phone – isn’t there anything sooner? We’ve got snow here and it’s still falling…’ 
 
    The woman on the other end of the line is silent for a moment. I hear a keyboard clicking and tapping as her fingers dance across the surface. 
 
    ‘We do offer an emergency callout,’ she says, a begrudging tone to her voice. I wonder how many emergency appointments she’s had to book today already? ‘We can try and arrange for an engineer to be with you within the next four to five hours-’ 
 
    ‘Yes, please!’ I say, trying to hold Beth further away from my ear. I turn back and set her down on the kitchen counter, still keeping my arm around her. It doesn’t help to calm her down. Beth still wails for attention. 
 
    ‘-but given the lack of warranty on the furnace,’ the woman says, continuing on as though nothing has happened, ‘a callout fee on an emergency basis with the current weather conditions for your county will be at least five hundred dollars. Is that acceptable?’ 
 
    I balk, holding the phone away from my ear as though it’s just tried to electrocute me. What the hell? Five hundred dollars? Just to keep my house warm? What kind of goddamn mob racket is this? 
 
    ‘Hello?’ she says. ‘Ma’am are you still there?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, yes, I’m still here,’ I say. ‘I just need to… I gotta make sure I have enough money for that. Can you hang on one second?’ 
 
    ‘Sure,’ she says, sounding deeply unhappy about the prospect. 
 
    I pick Beth up again and rush back through the house, heading up to the bedroom. I can hear the background sounds of a busy call centre in one ear, while my daughter cries into the other. 
 
    ‘Shush, baby, shush,’ I say, gently putting Beth down in the middle of the bed, where she can’t roll around and fall off. I kneel down next to my side of the bed and reach underneath. My fingers feel the edges of a small envelope that has been carefully taped to the underside of the frame. I pull it free and stand back up. This little brown envelope is dogged around the edges and ripped in a few places from being stuck and re-stuck back into its hiding place, but it still contains my dark little secret within. I open up the package and pour the contents out onto the bed. 
 
    Dollar bills of various denominations rain down on bed. When I was younger, I used to fantasize about being so rich that I could cover the bed in cash and roll around in it, like they do in the movies. Here I am in that exact scenario, but there’s nothing enjoyable or fun about counting money. 
 
    This is all the money I have left over from selling my body to Bruce’s boss. This is the last remaining payment I earned from letting another man use me like a common whore. 
 
    ‘Shit!’ I say. 
 
    ‘Ma’am?’ She sounds startled. ‘Are you alright?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘I’m fine, I’m fine. I only… damn, I only have about two fifty spare. Can I book the appointment now and sort out the rest of the cash for when he arrives?’ 
 
    ‘I can’t do that, ma’am,’ she says, her voice returning to its usual robotic-yet-harried tone. She reminds me of the crazy computer in that old sci-fi movie. I can’t let you do that, Dave. ‘If the engineer gets to your home and you’re unable to pay, he will decline the work and we won’t be able to rebook you.’ 
 
    I sink to my knees next to the bed, staring at all the money spread out before me. How can it be so much, yet so little? I’ve been so good, so careful. No frivolous purchases or stupid impulse buys. Every penny has gone toward this house, this family, this baby girl. 
 
    Beth’s cries get a little quieter now. She starts to gurgle, waving her arms and legs in the air. 
 
    ‘What are my options?’ I say, feeling like I’m trying to walk through quicksand. 
 
    ‘We can either book ahead,’ she says, ‘but that will be for next week, like I said. Or, if you’re able to confirm you have the ability to pay the engineer – cash or card is fine – then I can try and arrange an emergency appointment for later today.’ 
 
    I grab a handful of twenty-dollar bills, clenching them tight in my fist. Next week is no good. I can’t afford to fix the problem right now. Goddammit, what am I supposed to do here? 
 
    ‘Okay, okay,’ I say. ‘I’ll get the money and I’ll call back.’ 
 
    ‘No problem,’ she says ‘Thank you for calling Furn-Tech, if you-’ 
 
    I cut the line off partway through her closing spiel and slump on the floor, still clutching a fistful of my earnings. Two fifty left out of the thousand I earned giving my body to someone else. A lot of money is still left, but not enough to repair even the most basic function of my own house. Shit. Once again, I am totally screwed. I can’t live like this. I expect to look after my daughter in a cold house. And Bruce should not come home after potentially days away on the road, only to find the house colder than ever. I’m a stay at home mom, the one thing I need to do is look after the nest for my family – why can’t I even manage that simple task? 
 
    Beth whimpers again, sensing my distress. Or maybe she’s hungry. Or maybe she’s cold. Or maybe she’s mocking my inability to be a decent mother. It’s heart breaking. 
 
    I stay where I am, in a defeated lump on the floor. My fist opens, letting the bills fall to the floor. I hate holding that money as much as I hate spending it. No matter what I do, it always reminds me of what I did to earn it. The way I felt while I earned it. The sounds I made when I earned it. 
 
    So, here’s my problem. I need to get at least two hundred and fifty dollars together as soon as possible. In the next few hours, in fact. And then I need to get the furnace repair guy out to fix the heating. What can I do for money? I can’t sell shit on eBay, we don’t have anything worth that much. My wedding ring is the only piece of jewellry I value and there’s no way in hell I’m pawning that. My credit cards are maxed out. Can’t ask my parents – or Bruce’s for that matter. The last thing I need right now is a lecture about money. 
 
    There is one thing you can do to earn money, Sarah. And you know it… 
 
    The thought makes my heart skip a beat. There’s gotta be something else I can do. Something. Anything. Sell my blood. Undergo medical experiments. Rob a liquor store. Anything. Anything but that. 
 
    But despite my aggressive internal battle, I feel something deep inside me. Deep, deep in the recesses of my sex. I feel the flicker of a spark igniting. The tiniest hint of warmth. Yes, I did a terrible, awful, unforgiveable thing… but he fucked me so damn good. 
 
    And I know he would want to do it again. 
 
    What’s the harm? What would be so wrong? A couple hours’ work, a quick payday… 
 
    ‘You know exactly what’s wrong with it,’ I say. ‘It’s wrong and you know it.’ 
 
    But if it’s wrong, why do I want it so much? 
 
    I get back to my knees and lean across the bed, stroking Beth’s belly. She giggles and gurgles. 
 
    ‘What should mommy do, little one?’ I say. ‘Am I a bad person if I do a bad thing, even if it’s for a good reason?’ 
 
    Beth scrunches up her face and begins bawling again. It’s like she knows somehow. I don’t know how, but she knows. 
 
    ‘Okay,’ I say. ‘Okay. I’ll… I gotta do something. We can’t live like this, can we? Daddy will be so upset with me if I can’t keep the house warm.’ 
 
    I reach over and push the loose dollars aside. There is one more item that fell out of the envelope. A torn-off piece of notepaper with my handwriting on it. Written on this sheet is the address and phone number of the man I hope and pray is going to pull my family out of the fire. 
 
    ‘I love you, Beth,’ I say, kissing my daughter on the forehead. She smells like heaven and innocence and strawberries. 
 
    I grab my phone again and dial the number. My heart pounds like a bass drum in a stampede. What if he doesn’t answer? What if he’s not interested? 
 
    That’s a good thing, right? 
 
    I don’t know the answer to that. 
 
    The dial tone chirps in my ear once. Twice. Three times. By the fourth ring, I’m beginning to lose hope. Then the fifth bleat is cut off halfway through and his voice fills my ears, making my heart skip a beat. 
 
    ‘Sarah,’ he says, amusement trickling through the earpiece. ‘It’s been a while.’ 
 
    I freeze. What am I supposed to say here? What does any woman say to the man who paid her for sex behind her husband’s back? 
 
    ‘Hello Chuck,’ I say, unable to keep my voice from trembling. 
 
    ‘I was beginning to think you were never going to call,’ he says. ‘It’s almost like you don’t care about me.’ 
 
    I don’t, I think, I only care about your money. 
 
    ‘You know why I haven’t called,’ I say. 
 
    He chuckles on the other end of the line. I can picture him in his office. Maybe leaning back in the leather chair. Maybe he’s got his feet up on the desk right now, running a hand through his hair. Another hot piece of ass, coming back for more, he’s probably thinking. 
 
    ‘So, what do I owe this unexpected – and long overdue – pleasure?’ he says. 
 
    I swallow, hesitating. This is it. Moment of truth. Do or die. Faithful or whore. 
 
    ‘I need… your help,’ I say, finally. 
 
    ‘Really?’ he says, his tone still full of amusement. I hate how much he’s enjoying this call. It’s the most humiliating moment of my life and he’s making it even worse. ‘Something I can do for you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say, glancing at Beth. She’s rolled over onto her front and is now trying to wiggle across the bed. Normally I would find it adorable, but right now the sigh of her only brings me pain. 
 
    ‘Something… your husband can’t do for you?’ he says. 
 
    My fingers clench around the phone. Part of me wants to hurl it across the room, but I can’t afford another right now. 
 
    ‘I want to keep him out of this,’ I say. ‘Just between us.’ 
 
    ‘Hmm, that’s interesting,’ he says. ‘What can I do for you, Sarah?’ 
 
    ‘I need money,’ I say. 
 
    He pauses now. I can see the shit-eating grin spreading over his face. I can see his eyes gleaming with victory. I can see his cock getting hard in his pants. 
 
    ‘You need money,’ he says. ‘Well, lucky for you I have some right here in my pocket. Question is, Sarah, what are you going to do to earn it?’ 
 
    ‘What would you like me to do?’ I ask, even though I already know the answer. 
 
    He chuckles again and says, ‘Come to my office in two hours. And dress… appropriately.’ 
 
    He hangs up on me. I stare out the window at the falling snow, coldness creeping through my gut as I realize the enormity of what I’ve just done. What I’ve just agreed to do. 
 
    And then, a second thought –  
 
    My damn coffee will be cold by now. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I feed Beth. I play with Beth. I act like a good, happy mom, smiling and hiding the pain in my heart. I dress her and put her in the crib with a few toys. While she’s distracted, I choose my outfit. I select a few business-appropriate items – black skirt, black suit jacket, check blouse – complete with a pair of sexy panties. The kind Bruce likes to see on me. 
 
    I’ll toss them out after today. 
 
    When that’s done and I’m ready – hair and makeup finished, too – I make one final decision. I take off my wedding ring. My finger feels bare and light without it, but this is better. I’m already destroying our marriage. It’s better if I don’t do that while wearing the symbol of our union, too. Instead, I slip the gold ring through my necklace, tucking it beneath my blouse. At least this way Bruce will be close to my heart. 
 
    But then my time is up. I need to leave. 
 
    I gather my beautiful daughter and leave the house. I head to our neighbors at the place the next, the lovely elderly couple who always stop to talk and check on me when our paths cross. They’re a sweet old couple and I hate taking advantage of them like this, but I’m not taking Beth with me while I sell my body. 
 
    Of course, they’re delighted to look after Beth for a few hours. I explain that my furnace has broken down and I need to get it sorted. They’re happy to watch over her for a while, until I can arrange the repairs. Yes, they have my number. Yes, they’ll call if they need me. Yes, it’s really no problem. 
 
    I thank them and kiss my daughter goodbye. I hope this isn’t her first memory – mom leaving her with the neighbors so she can fuck another man. When this is over, I’ll be the perfect wife and mom, just you see. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Snow is piled along the roads in huge tumbling drifts. I drive carefully, but there’s no ice. Snow continues to fall from above, disappearing into my windshield as the wipers dash left and right to keep my vision clear. I drive slower than usual, terrified that I might slide off the road and be lost in a snow drift. 
 
    Even with the weather, I still arrive at the truck depot with five minutes to spare. I sit in the car for a moment, checking myself out in the mirror. I still look good. Mascara. Lipstick. Eye shadow. Foundation. I look good. Not slutty, but nice. I count to ten and try to steady my racing heart, but it doesn’t help. Nothing is going to calm me down right now. I gotta rip off the band-aid. I’ll go in there and tell him what I want. Then he’ll do what he did before – tell me to go to his place later and we’ll do… stuff… again and I’ll walk away with more than enough money to pay for the furnace repairs. 
 
    That’s what’s gonna happen here. 
 
    I take a breath and get out of the car. I walk across the lot, holding a hand over my eyes to block out the falling snow, and head through the doors to the main office. The depot is still a heap of a building with a corrugated metal roof, but it looks somehow pretty with the snow coating every surface. I walk through the glass doors into the office and brush snow off my coat. The middle-aged receptionist behind the only counter looks up at me, a blank smile on her face. She nods to me. 
 
    ‘I think Chuck is expecting me,’ I say, shutting the door. 
 
    ‘Yup,’ she says. ‘Go on in.’ 
 
    She turns her attention the phone at her side that begins to ring. My stomach turns. Chuck has told her I’m coming to see him – does she know why I’m coming? 
 
    I walk over to the door on the side of the room and push it open, forcing myself not to hesitate or lose my confidence. I’m gonna go in there and get what I want. 
 
    Chuck glances up at me from his computer. He smiles warmly, like we’re old friends. 
 
    ‘Sarah,’ he says. ‘Great to see you again.’ 
 
    I pull the door shut and dump my coat and bag on the floor, letting his eyes sweep my body in this outfit. I feel good. Powerful. In control. I walk across the room and sit in the chair opposite his desk without being asked. 
 
    ‘You know why I’m here,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Refresh my memory,’ he says. I shoot him a look. ‘Humor me. I like to hear you say it.’ 
 
    I bite back a bitchy retort and nod. 
 
    ‘I want to do a deal.’ 
 
    ‘Okay,’ he says, leaning back in his chair, gesturing with both hands. ‘I’m listening. What’s your offer?’ 
 
    ‘Same as before,’ I say, forcing my voice to sound calm and collected. Part of me wants to run out the door right now and never look back. Another part of me wants to dive across his desk and wrap my hands around his smug face and smash his head against the wall until he gives me what I want. ‘You give me money. I give you… me.’ 
 
    ‘Same as before,’ he says, repeating my words as though not comprehending. ‘Remind me, what did I get for my money last time?’ 
 
    ‘You fucked me,’ I say, struggling to keep my eyes on his as the memories flood my brain. Riding him on his couch. Sucking his cock. Dancing and stripping for him. Being bent over and fucked like a whore. Letting him come inside me. ‘And I sucked your cock. You came inside me.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, yes,’ he says, as though remembering an item from his shopping list. ‘You came to my place, dressed like a hooker and fucked me on my couch. Does your husband know what a bad girl you are?’ 
 
    He smiles at me, like we’re on a date in a bar. I ignore his words, refusing to take the bait, and instead place my hands together on my knees, like I’ve seen powerful women do when making presentations to difficult clients. 
 
    ‘If you recall, you paid me just over a thousand dollars for my time,’ I say. ‘And you said it was worth every penny.’ 
 
    He nods, stroking his chin, deep in thought. 
 
    ‘It was fun,’ he says. ‘And your pussy was good. I wouldn’t say no to fucking you again.’ 
 
    ‘Then we have a deal?’ 
 
    He pauses. Then he says, ‘No.’ 
 
    I frown. He leans forward, elbows on the desk, fingers laced together. 
 
    ‘Here’s what’s going to happen,’ he says. ‘You and me are going to fuck again. Right here. Right now. And you’re gonna do it for five hundred.’ 
 
    I make a derisive laugh. 
 
    ‘I think we’re done here,’ I say, standing up. ‘Apparently you don’t want to make a deal.’ 
 
    ‘I wasn’t finished.’ 
 
    Something about his voice makes me stop. His eyes are fixed on my face and he wears a smile, but I don’t see any traces of warmth or humor in his expression. He looks like a man who knows a dangerous secret. I start to feel less confident now, less in control. I feel the tables beginning to turn on me – or maybe they’ve already turned, I just didn’t know it at the time. 
 
    ‘In exchange,’ he says, ‘I will give you two things.’ He holds up one finger. ‘Firstly, I will give you what we both know you’ve been secretly craving for months – a good, hard fuck from a real cock.’ 
 
    I shudder, letting him see my disgust. He smiles again. 
 
    ‘Two,’ he says, holding up a second finger, ‘I will give you – this.’ 
 
    He reaches behind his computer monitor and holds up a small silver rectangle. I stare at it for a moment, not sure what it is. Whatever he’s got, it’s not impressing me. 
 
    But then he presses a button and my stomach drops. The small silver rectangle is an old-fashioned tape recorder. My own voice fills the office, crackling and slightly distorted, but perfectly audible and very obviously me. 
 
    ‘Same as before. You give me money. I give you… me.’ 
 
    ‘Same as before. Remind me, what did I get for my money last time?’ 
 
    ‘You fucked me. And I sucked your cock. You came inside me.’ 
 
    He stops the tape. Silence fills the air. I stare at him with horror and disbelief. This man – this goddamn motherfucking man! – just played me for a fool and I walked right into his trap. I stuck my hand in the bait and he’s got me right where he wants me. 
 
    ‘You – fucking – asshole,’ I say, my chest heaving. It’s taking all my strength not to dive across the desk at him now. I want to smash that tape recorder against his head until the machine shatters and his skin splits. 
 
    He puts the tape recorder down, still grinning at me like he’s won the Powerball. 
 
    ‘Don’t be like that,’ he says. ‘I’ve been waiting months to see you again. Honestly started to give up hope that you were ever gonna come back. But here you are.’ 
 
    ‘Because I need the money.’ 
 
    ‘Because you need my cock.’ 
 
    Bile rises in my throat. Not because what he’s saying is disgusting – and it is – but because he’s right. Even though panic is seizing my heart in an icy grip right now, there’s a faint warmth slowly coming to life in my cleft. The knowledge that I am powerless to do anything to stop him excites me every bit as much as it terrifies me. 
 
    ‘What do you want?’ I say, my voice neutral. 
 
    ‘Exactly what I said.’ He gestures toward me with one hand. ‘You and me. Right now. Anything I want. Five hundred.’ 
 
    ‘And I get the tape?’ 
 
    ‘And you get the tape.’ 
 
    I hesitate for a moment. I can’t give this asshole the satisfaction of getting everything he wants from me without a fight. If I agree straight away, he’ll believe that he was right all along and that I really came here looking for a fuck. No, it’s not gonna be that easy. 
 
    ‘You wear a condom,’ I say. 
 
    ‘I didn’t last time,’ he says. 
 
    I take a step forward, emboldened now. 
 
    ‘Last time you paid double for my pussy. You wear a fucking condom.’ 
 
    ‘Agreed,’ he says, standing up and placing both hands on the desk like a power broker negotiating a tough deal. ‘But I get to come on you.’ 
 
    ‘No.’ Another step toward him. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    I pause, standing on the other side of the desk, hands balled into fists at my sides. 
 
    ‘Where?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Face.’ 
 
    ‘Ass.’ 
 
    ‘Face.’ He smiles, enjoying this. 
 
    ‘Tits.’ 
 
    ‘Face,’ he says. ‘Or no condom.’ 
 
    ‘Fine,’ I say. ‘Condom and you come on my face.’ 
 
    ‘Deal.’ 
 
    He holds out his hand, like I’ve just agreed to buy a used car from his lot. I take it and shake. Shame floods my heart. Tears floods my eyes. Heat floods my sex. 
 
    Why am I doing this? I swore this would never happen again. 
 
    ‘Shall we get started?’ he says. 
 
    I reach up and unbutton my blouse. 
 
    ‘No,’ he says. ‘Leave that on. For now.’ 
 
    ‘Then how do you want me?’ 
 
    He steps back from the desk and gestures down at his feet. 
 
    ‘I still got some paperwork to finish,’ he says. ‘But I want you to suck my cock until then.’ 
 
    My mouth waters, remembering how good and thick and delicious his shaft felt in my throat last time. My excitement disgusts me. How can I seriously be getting turned on by this? I am a married woman. I am a mother. I am not a whore or a slut or a piece of meat for this man. 
 
    Yet here you are, Sarah. And you want it. 
 
    I swallow. Take a breath. Then I walk around his desk and stand where he pointed. 
 
    ‘Alright,’ I say. ‘Let’s get this over with.’ 
 
    I kneel down on the floor, my face now drawing level with his groin. His excitement is already obvious, the bulge pressing at his pants from within. 
 
    ‘Don’t be like that,’ he says, sitting back in his leather chair with a soft creak. ‘Don’t act like you don’t want this. We both know you do.’ 
 
    He pulls the chair in a little closer. I move back under his desk, totally hidden from view, kneeling between his legs. I reach up and grab his zipper, but he stops me. 
 
    ‘Where’s your ring?’ he says. He takes my hand and turns it around, trying to locate the missing jewellry. 
 
    I hold up the gold chain around my neck. He sees the ring dangling there and frowns. 
 
    ‘Put it back on,’ he says. ‘Or no deal.’ 
 
    ‘Come on, Chuck,’ I say. ‘Please. What does it matter?’ 
 
    ‘It matters to me,’ he says. ‘Nothing hotter than seeing the ring on a woman’s hand. Makes it better for me.’ 
 
    ‘Please,’ I say again, my voice tightening. ‘Please, it’s my marriage…’ 
 
    ‘And it’s my pussy,’ he says. ‘I paid for it. Put the ring on. Now.’ 
 
    I squeeze my eyes shut to stop myself from crying. Fuck. Fuck this man. I hate him so much. Why is he doing this to me? Isn’t it enough that he’s already destroying my marriage and violating my vows and corrupting my body? Now he has to humiliate me even more by making me wear the symbol of my union to Bruce. 
 
    With a grimace of disgust, I unclasp the chain and slip the ring free. I hold up my middle finger to Chuck and place the wedding ring down over it. He laughs. 
 
    ‘Close enough,’ he says. ‘Now get to work.’ 
 
    I grab his zipper and yank it down, not caring to be sexy or erotic. I want this to be over so I can go home. 
 
    Do you, Sarah? Is that what you really want? 
 
    My fingers pull open his pants and reach inside and grasp his stiffening manhood. I swallow. My heart races. I swore I’d never do this again, yet here I am, on my knees, about to unleash his cock once more. What the fuck is wrong with me? Why am I doing this? 
 
    But then I think about my daughter. My husband. My home. How cold it was this morning. Beth won’t survive in that temperature. Bruce doesn’t deserve to work as hard as he does, only to come home to a freezing house. No, I’m doing this for them. I’m doing this for them. 
 
    But this cock is for me. 
 
    I ease his manhood free and hesitate for a moment. He was big – I remember that so clearly – but I’d forgotten about his thickness. And his shape. And the way his cock twitched at my touch. 
 
    My fingers close around his shaft, massaging his firming flesh, and I begin to stroke. Above me, he exhales – a pleasant sigh of erotic satisfaction – and begins to shuffle papers on his desk. I close my eyes and think of my family. 
 
    I love you, Beth. I love you, Bruce. 
 
    Then I lean forward and open my mouth. He glides between my lips and over my tongue. His cock grows to full length almost immediately, filling my mouth and thickening, swelling, firming over my tongue. I hear him groan through flared nostrils. He edges forward in his seat, pushing his length all the way in my mouth, almost to my throat. I bob my head back and forth, lips gliding up and down his shaft, taking him into my mouth over and over. It’s the emptiest, most passionless blowjob a woman has ever given a man. I don’t want to enjoy this… and I sure as shit don’t want him to enjoy it, either. 
 
    ‘You’re not doing it right,’ he says, voice muffled by the desk above my head. ‘Where’s that fire, that passion? Last time, you sucked my dick like you couldn’t get enough.’ 
 
    I lean back, his shaft falling free with a wet pop, and say, ‘You haven’t shown me any damn money yet. Besides, you never said it had to be good.’ 
 
    Above me, something makes a soft click. Then I hear my own voice coming out of the tape recorder again. 
 
    ‘If you recall, you paid me just over a thousand dollars for my time. And you said it was worth every penny.’ 
 
    He clicks the tape off again. 
 
    ‘This says it has to be good,’ he says. ‘I’d hate for this to wind up in your poor husband’s hands…’ 
 
    ‘You asshole.’ 
 
    He reaches under the desk with one hand and beckons me forward with one curled finger. 
 
    ‘I don’t care,’ he says. ‘Pretend I’m Bruce if you want. But suck my cock like your marriage depends on it. 
 
    I clench my jaw in white-hot fury. This goddamn motherfucker… he’s got me in a trap and there’s nothing I can do about it. Nothing except… I lean forward and flick my tongue over his shaft, tasting his bittersweet arousal. I kiss my way up and down his manhood, my lipstick staining his skin. He opens his legs wider for me. I lean forward and take him all the way to the back of my throat and hold him there for a few long seconds, breathing hard through my nose. 
 
    ‘Ah, shit…’ he says. ‘Yeah, like that.’ 
 
    I take his cock out of my mouth and lick it slowly, base to tip, trying to ignore the blaze of desire burning through my underwear. I don’t want this, I don’t want this… I suck his head like a popsicle and jerk him off, my hand gliding over his wet skin with ease. Then I take him back in my mouth and bob my head back and forth again with renewed intensity. If he comes soon enough, this will be over and I can collect my money and go home. 
 
    He groans again above me. I hear papers shuffling, pens writing, keyboards clacking. I suck his cock harder and harder, desperate to make him come, yearning for this to end. 
 
    ‘That’s better,’ he says. ‘I love eager whores like you.’ 
 
    His words send a thrill of arousal through my womanhood. Why the fuck do I get off on the way he treats me? He doesn’t care about me – hell, he doesn’t even respect me. To him, I’m just a pair of tits and a set of holes. I hate the way he talks to me. I hate the way he mocks me. I hate the way he uses me… 
 
    …but my pussy is fucking dripping with desire right now and there’s nothing I can do to stop it. 
 
    I suck his cock over and over, jerking him into my mouth, tasting his growing excitement on my willing tongue. I suck his cock with passion and lust and eagerness, desperate to please him. I suck his cock better than I’ve ever sucked my husband’s. 
 
    Chuck groans deep in his throat, loving my work. The sound of his pleasure makes me even more desperate to show him what I can do. I kiss the salty head of his shaft and flick my tongue across the tip in small, rapid circular movements, teasing the most sensitive part of his body over and over. I hear his breathing change above me. The sound of moving papers and typing has stopped. He can’t concentrate with what I’m doing to him. 
 
    Then I hear a small electronic ping. It’s his desk phone, bleeping with an internal call. 
 
    ‘Stay quiet,’ he says, leaning back and glancing down at me. ‘No matter what happens, stay quiet. And don’t stop.’ 
 
    I say nothing. I take his cock to the back of my throat and meet his eyes at the same time. His reaction is beautiful – his features soften, mouth opening, a groan escaping. He leans forward again and takes the call. 
 
    ‘Chuck, I got a visitor for you.’ It’s the voice of his receptionist, the woman manning the counter out front. 
 
    ‘Go ahead, send ‘em in.’ 
 
    There is a moment of silence. Panic rises in my chest. Did he say send them in? Does he want me to keep sucking his cock while someone else is in the room? 
 
    I hear the office door open and footsteps pad across the carpet as someone enters the room. Then I hear a voice and my blood freezes. 
 
    ‘Hey, boss,’ says my husband. ‘Roads up north are all closed, police turned me back. We can’t go that way until it’s cleared, might be a day or two.’ 
 
    I pull my head away as though Chuck’s cock tastes like acid. My mouth hangs open in horror. I had his dick in my mouth while my husband stood right behind me! 
 
    ‘That sucks,’ Chuck says, with amusement. He reaches under the desk with one hand and beckons me closer again. I stay where I am. Even though Bruce can’t see or hear me, I don’t dare make a sound. Oh, my God, this is the worst thing I’ve ever done. ‘What happened with the truck?’ 
 
    ‘Left her in the yard,’ Bruce says. ‘No point unloading, we might need it again in a day or two.’ 
 
    Chucks moves the chair forward. He grabs the back of my neck with his right hand and pulls my face toward his throbbing, dripping, spit-coated cock. I clamp my lips shut. His manhood grazes across my face, smearing my lips and cheeks, daubing me with my own drool. 
 
    ‘No problem,’ Chuck says, somehow talking normally in spite of what he’s doing to me under the desk. ‘What’s your plan now?’ 
 
    He keeps rubbing his cock over my face, making a mess of me. I open my mouth and take him inside. He keeps his hand clamped on the back of my neck, forcing me to keep sucking his cock while my husband stands less than five feet away, totally oblivious. 
 
    ‘Well,’ Bruce says, ‘I was thinking maybe, if there’s nothing else to do, that I could head home. I’d love to play with my daughter in the snow.’ 
 
    Chuck pulls my head down all the way now, shoving his cock to the back of my throat. I fight to control my gag reflex, desperate to stay quiet, breathing hard through my nose while Chuck’s cock forces its way into my throat, blocking my airways. 
 
    ‘If you want,’ Chuck says. ‘Or, if you want a little extra cash, maybe you could head over to the West Point depot and help them out. I’ve heard shit’s hit the fan over there with all the snow. Probably only take a few hours to sort out.’ 
 
    I grab his right thigh with my left hand and squeeze as hard as I can. He presses down on the back of my hand with his elbow, forcing me to stop. I release my grip. Chuck grabs a handful of my hair and jerks my head back and forth, fucking my mouth over and over. Drool trickles down my chin, dripping on the floor. I stay as still as possible, hardly daring to breathe, squeezing my eyes shut. I pray that this is all just crazy, awful dream and I’m gonna wake up in bed any second now… 
 
    ‘Yeah, okay,’ Bruce says. ‘We could always use the money. I’ll head over there now.’ 
 
    ‘Good man,’ Chuck says, still fucking my face right in front of my clueless husband. 
 
    I hear footsteps. The door opens. Closes again. Then Chuck laughs above me. He pulls my head forward again, shoving his cock to the back of my throat once more. 
 
    ‘That was fun,’ he says. ‘Did you enjoy that too?’ 
 
    I pull back, breaking off his grasp, gagging and choking as his length slips out of my mouth again. I wipe my chin with a hand, glaring at him through eyes filled with water. 
 
    ‘Fucking asshole,’ I say, putting as much venom into the words as I can muster. ‘Fuck you.’ 
 
    But he laughs at my anger, pushing his chair back. I climb out and get to my feet, looking down at his smug, delighted face, fists curled at my sides. 
 
    ‘Don’t act like that wasn’t fun for you,’ he says. 
 
    ‘It wasn’t.’ 
 
    ‘Prove it,’ he says. ‘Lift up that skirt. Show me how unexcited you really are.’ 
 
    I glare at him. He knows I can’t do that. My sex throbs with need. I can feel how turned on I am right now. I try to convince myself that I always get this wet when I suck a man’s cock, but that’s not the truth at all. I got this turned on from sucking his cock right under my husband’s nose. 
 
    What a goddamn whore I am. 
 
    ‘You should thank me,’ he says. 
 
    ‘Thank you?’ I’m not sure if I’ve heard him right. ‘What the hell for?’ 
 
    He gestures toward the door, saying, ‘Your husband was about to walk out to the front parking lot. What do you think would have happened if he’d seen your car?’ 
 
    I look down at the floor. He’s right. This asshole actually did something good for me. I look up at him and begrudgingly thank him. He offers a gracious nod. 
 
    ‘So,’ he says. ‘I paid for your body. I think it’s time I got my money’s worth, don’t you agree?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Yes what?’ 
 
    I raise my eyebrows. What the fuck does he expect me to call him? 
 
    ‘Call me papi,’ he says. ‘I like that word. It’s real sexy. Turns me on.’ 
 
    ‘Fine. Yes, papi.’ 
 
    Chuck grins, loving my humiliation, my submission, my defeat. He reclines in his office chair like a king on the throne, fully dressed, hard cock pointing toward the sky like a monument to his prowess. He leans around me and presses a button on the phone. His receptionist answers. 
 
    ‘Yes, boss?’ she says. 
 
    ‘Hold my calls,’ he says. ‘I’m gonna be engaged for a while. No visitors, okay?’ 
 
    ‘Sure thing.’ 
 
    He kills the call and leans back, looking at me with a satisfied smirk on his face. 
 
    ‘We got all the time in the world,’ he says. ‘Why don’t you start by unbuttoning that blouse, hmm?’ 
 
    I look down at the floor and pop the first button. He snaps his fingers, as though summoning a waiter. I look up at him. He points two fingers at his own eyes, keeping his gaze fixed on mine. Look at me. 
 
    My fingers tremble. Shame fills my hearts. Heat flares between my legs. I think I need to see a shrink. I keep my eyes on his and pop the buttons on my blouse, until my bra is exposed. 
 
    ‘That’s enough,’ he says. ‘I want you to stay dressed for this. You look hot. You ever wear this for hubby?’ 
 
    I shake my head, grimacing. I’ve worn other special outfits for Bruce, but never this sexy secretary look. 
 
    ‘Good,’ he says. ‘That makes it even hotter. Titties out, please.’ 
 
    I reach into my blouse, push the bra down, and expose my breasts to him, one at a time. I stand in his office, breasts popping out of my blouse, dreading what he is going to make me do next. 
 
    Do you really dread it, Sarah? Your pussy has never felt this wet before. 
 
    ‘Do you want my cock?’ he says, caressing my thigh. 
 
    ‘Y-yes.’ 
 
    ‘Yes what?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, papi. I want your cock.’ 
 
    ‘Tell me more.’ 
 
    His hand slips under my skirt. He keeps moving his hand up my thigh, pushing the skirt higher and higher. 
 
    ‘I want your cock in my pussy,’ I say. ‘I want you to fuck me.’ 
 
    ‘And?’ 
 
    ‘I want to make you come with my pussy.’ 
 
    ‘And?’ 
 
    ‘I want you to make me come.’ 
 
    He lifts the skirt up past my underwear and cups my burning womanhood, trailing his fingers between my legs. I know he can feel how hot I am down there. His smile widens. My cheeks redden. 
 
    ‘There’s a condom in the top drawer,’ he says. ‘Be a doll and get it for me.’ 
 
    I open the drawer. Inside are pens, papers, notebooks… and a half-empty twelve pack of condoms. I take one out and close the drawer again. 
 
    ‘Put it on me,’ he says. 
 
    I tear open the foil packet and pull out the translucent rubber circle. My heart hammers in my chest – partly from anger at myself, partly from excitement. I place the latex tip over the head of his manhood and gently, carefully, slowly unroll it downwards. I take my time, making sure it’s in place and not going to slip off while he fucks me. This man has already come inside me once. I never want him to do that again. 
 
    Chuck watches my face the whole time, enjoying my submissiveness. He groans as I run my hand up and down his shaft once to make sure the condom fits perfectly. I hate myself for noticing that it’s unrolled further than when Bruce used to wear them with me. 
 
    This guy is much bigger than my husband. 
 
    ‘Here’s what’s going to happen,’ he says. ‘You’re gonna take these panties off. You’re gonna bend over the desk and spread your pussy open. And you’re gonna beg me to fuck you. Understand?’ 
 
    ‘Yes papi.’ 
 
    ‘But I want you to convince me,’ he says. ‘Or I call this deal off. I want to believe that you can’t live another second without my dick.’ 
 
    I close my eyes, trying to steel myself. I hate this man so, so much right now. I gotta do this. For us. 
 
    I do as he says, first dropping my panties to the floor. I haven’t trimmed my mound in a week or two, so there’s a layer of thick black stubble down there. His eyes sweep downwards, but he says nothing. I turn back on him and lean forward, bending over the desk, presenting my ass and pussy to him. Then I spread my legs and reach back with my hands and hold myself open for him. My intimate lips part with a wet kiss. I hate that I’m so wet right now! I’m married, this isn’t right… 
 
    ‘I need you to fuck me,’ I say, putting an air of desperation in my voice. ‘Please, papi, I need you to fuck me so hard. Right now, please!’ 
 
    He stands up behind me. Steps between my parted legs. Strokes my aching, hungry slit with his sheathed cock. 
 
    ‘I want you to fuck me, papi.’ I shudder – with disgust, not excitement, I tell myself – as the tip of his cock brushes my swollen clit. A jolt of desperate arousal pierces my gut. ‘I want to feel that big, fat cock in my pussy. Are you gonna give it to me?’ 
 
    ‘Have you been a good girl?’ he says. 
 
    I swallow hard. I say, ‘No, papi, I’m a bad little slut.’ 
 
    He rocks back and forth, his manhood dragging over my flowering slit. It feels like he’s leaving a trail of burning lava on my body. Christ, just hurry up and fuck me! 
 
    ‘You like this big cock?’ he says. 
 
    My fingers clench, gripping the desk tight. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Bigger than your husband?’ 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘Say it.’ 
 
    I clamp my lips shut. He pushes the tip of his cock against my burning, yearning, soaking entrance and holds steady. 
 
    ‘Say it,’ he says again. 
 
    ‘You’re bigger,’ I say, that feeling of shame welling up in me again. 
 
    ‘Good girl,’ he says. 
 
    Then he pushes forward and plunges inside me. I see stars for a second. My pussy stretches open – yes, that’s it, this is what I’ve been missing! – and receives him gladly. I clamp a hand over my mouth and moan into my palm. God, it feels so good! Why does it feel this good to be fucked by someone else? 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ he says, still pushing his length inside me with infinite slowness. ‘Holy shit, you got a damn good pussy.’ 
 
    I breath hard through my nose, trying not to make a sound. I don’t want him to know how good it feels. But finally his body comes to a rest against my butt and whimper escapes my lips. 
 
    ‘It’s okay,’ he says. ‘You can make noise. You won’t be heard.’ 
 
    I bite my bottom lip, a tear spilling from the corner of my eye. I don’t know if it’s because I’m upset about doing this or because I’m furious at myself for enjoying it so much. He grabs my hips and starts to move, his manhood gliding backwards, leaving my stretched tunnel aching for more; then he pushes forward again and fills me to the brim. 
 
    Holy shit, this is better than- 
 
    No! I won’t do it! I won’t think that! 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ I say, the words escaping my mouth in a moan of pleasure as the tip of his manhood penetrates me deeper than my husband ever has. ‘Fuck, papi…’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ he says in a throaty growl, ‘yeah, you needed this, didn’t you, slut?’ 
 
    I shake my head, refusing to let him win. He’s already fucking me, what more does he want? 
 
    He sees my refusal as a challenge. He grabs my hip hard with his left hand and spanks my ass with his right. I gasp at the impact, tingles of pleasure-pain cascading through my body. I screw my eyes shut, trying to tell myself that this is wrong and I’m not enjoying this, but the circuits in my brain are fried. Every thrust of his manhood sets off another explosion of sheer delight in my body. Not just because it feels good – and that fact that this situation is so fucking wrong makes it feel even better – but because his bigger, thicker cock hits more parts of my inner tunnel than- 
 
    No! I won’t think that! 
 
    Chuck pushes deep inside me now in one hard, firm thrust, his balls slapping my swollen lips. He spanks my ass again, harder now, the impact making me shudder all over. I gasp louder. 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ he says. ‘Tell me how much you love it.’ 
 
    ‘So much!’ I say, unable to control myself any longer. I cease to be Sarah the wife; Sarah the mother; Sarah the good girl. I become someone else entirely. Sarah the slut; Sarah the whore; Sarah the girl who will cheat on her husband for a few hundred bucks. ‘Papi, I love it so much! I love the way you fuck me!’ 
 
    He spanks my ass again and I cry out louder, loving it. 
 
    ‘Yes, papi, yes!’ 
 
    His cock pushes deeper and deeper inside my greedy sex, stretching me out wider with every stroke. God, I can feel him so far inside me. The tip of his manhood touches my fucking cervix. Bruce’s cock has never- 
 
    ‘Are you my slut?’ Chuck says, his rough, growling voice driving me crazy with desire. ‘Tell me!’ 
 
    ‘I’m your slut!’ I say. ‘Oh, fuck, I’m your slut!’ 
 
    He grunts his approval and grabs my hips with both hands, slamming into me, shoving his length all the way in. My body doesn’t offer any resistance. My body gives everything to him. My sex is wide open, dripping with excitement, desperate to receive his manhood. I’m so turned on right now and I can’t believe how bad this is. I crossed the line a long, long time ago and there’s no going back now. I can never go back to what I used to be. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck, papi, I’m gonna come…’ I say, unable to fight the urge any more. The pressure has been slowly building in my gut for the past few minutes. He’s fucking me so good, so hard, so deep, and I can’t take it anymore. It’s overwhelming. I hate that he’s going to do it, but fuck, it feels so right. 
 
    ‘Come for me,’ he says. ‘Do it!’ 
 
    At that, he starts fucking me even harder, his body crashing into mine over and over, his cock pushing inside me deeper and deeper, balls slapping my swollen pussy lips as though trying to break me. The sensations smash into me like a tidal wave, washing away all my inhibitions, all my worries, all my fears. I lose myself to the feeling. To his hard, rough pounding. To him. 
 
    I climax over his desk, pushing my mouth against the wood to try and muffle the cry. My body tenses like a spring and shudders violently as he fucks me from behind. Then I uncoil and explode in relief, fingers clenching and unclenching, knees locking and unlocking, my body burning hot from the inside out. 
 
    And one single, terrible thought swims through my shattered mind- 
 
    This is better than my husband! 
 
    He grabs my arms and pulls them behind my back, yanking my hand away from my mouth. I cry out louder now, unable to muffle myself. He pins my wrists together like a cop about to make an arrest, forcing me down into the desk, still fucking me in hard, deep, powerful strokes. My eyes roll back. My voice gets higher. I gasp for air. He doesn’t stop fucking me. 
 
    ‘Who does this pussy belong to?’ he says, gripping my wrists even tighter. 
 
    I moan again, unable to answer him. It’s taking all my effort to stop from screaming with pleasure. He’s controlling me, dominating me, fucking me, using me – and I love it all. His big cock pushes so fucking deep inside me that my toes curl with each thrust. His shaft is stretching me out. His juices are still on my lips and chin. My makeup is smeared and ruined. I am a whore. A dirty, cheating whore. A filthy, paid whore. 
 
    ‘Whose pussy is this?’ he says again, pounding me harder. ‘Tell me!’ 
 
    ‘Yours, papi,’ I say, gasping between moans. ‘Yours!’ 
 
    ‘That’s fucking right,’ he says, letting out a deep, throaty groan of satisfaction and arousal. ‘This fucking pussy belongs to me. Only I fuck it this good.’ 
 
    ‘Yes!’ 
 
    His hand slips down my body now, the tip of his thumb pressing against my other hole. The sensation threatens to overtake me entirely, but I have just enough sense in my warped mind to wiggle my hips. 
 
    ‘No,’ I say. ‘You only paid for my pussy!’ 
 
    Chuck laughs – a dark, amused sound – and slaps my ass again. He grunts with the effort of fucking me so deep and hard and grips my wrists together with one hand. He grabs my hair with the other, pulling my head back. It hurts, but I like it. My pussy is gushing with arousal right now. I can feel and hear and smell how good he’s fucking me. I’m panting and gasping for air. It’s so good. So fucking good! 
 
    ‘I’m getting close,’ he says, slamming his body against mine, filling my yawning sex with his throbbing manhood. ‘Where am I coming?’ 
 
    ‘Face,’ I say. 
 
    ‘Where?’ he says again, shoving his cock all the way inside me to accentuate his point. 
 
    ‘My face, papi!’ 
 
    ‘Good slut,’ he says. ‘Does your husband come on your face?’ 
 
    ‘No, papi.’ 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    He pounds me again a few more times, thrusting so hard the desk rattles beneath me. I fight to keep breathing. I’m overcome with pleasure and passion and lust. I can’t even think straight right now. He slams deep and hard inside me one final time, as though trying to reach new depths of my womanhood. 
 
    ‘Knees,’ he says. ‘Now.’ 
 
    He pulls out of me with a wet noise and steps back. I pause for a second, trying to get my breath back, before I push off the desk. My knees are weak, but I manage to turn around and sink to the floor in front of him. He pulls off the dripping wet condom and tosses it aside. 
 
    Chuck steps in front of me and grabs his thick cock, stroking it hard in front of my face. I can’t take my eyes off his manhood. The way his strokes his cock is mesmerizing. He grins down at me and puts his free hand on top of my head, holding me in place. 
 
    ‘You want it?’ he says. 
 
    ‘Yes, God, yes.’ 
 
    ‘Where?’ 
 
    I point to my face. I open my mouth and stick out my tongue. 
 
    ‘Here, papi. All over me.’ 
 
    His hand moves faster, slipping and sliding up and down his wet cock, pumping harder and harder. His eyes start to glaze over. His shoulders hunch. His breathing labors. He’s nearing the point of no return. 
 
    I open my mouth like a good whore, looking up at him with big, needy, desperate eyes. I want him to come. Need him to come. I want him to make me his perfect paid whore. I want to earn the money and make him come. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he says, under his breath. ‘Yes, Sarah, like that…’ 
 
    His words are cut off by a passionate groan. I see his balls throb and pulse as the first wave of his orgasm is forced up into his shaft. I close my eyes and hold still for him. 
 
    The first hot droplets of his climax splash across my face, landing on my cheek and forehead. I moan like the whore I am, so turned on that this man is marking my face as his territory. He moans again and the second wave erupts from the tip of his pulsing head, a bigger load that sprays over me like a squirt of paint, cascading over my lips, tongue, nose, and cheeks. I moan for him again, letting him know that I love it and I want more. 
 
    He gives me what I want, over and over, his hot, thick, salty come landing on my face in drips and droplets, pouring over my cheeks, landing in my waiting mouth, spilling across me. I love it. I haven’t let a man come on my face since before long I met Bruce. 
 
    As Chuck’s orgasm subsides, I press my tongue against the head of his shaft, licking up the last few drops of his potent seed. He grins down at me, breathing hard, and gently strokes my head. 
 
    ‘Fuck yeah,’ he says. ‘Goddamn that was good.’ 
 
    I lean back, his come beginning to dry on my skin. I wipe my lips and lick fingers clean. He tastes bittersweet, yet so good. I suck the head, making sure he has nothing more to give me. 
 
    Finally, it is all over. I did what I came to do. He pulls up his pants and sits back in the chair with a huge grin on his face. 
 
    ‘Worth every penny,’ he says. ‘Every damn penny.’ 
 
    He reaches into his pocket and takes out a small money clip. I watch him take out a few bills, counting to himself, putting on a show. Look how much money I have to offer you. 
 
    ‘Five hundred,’ he says. 
 
    ‘And the tape,’ I say. ‘Don’t forget the tape.’ 
 
    ‘How could I?’ he says, grinning. He leans over me and takes the tape recorder off the desk. I watch him open it up and pull out the little cassette. He holds it and the money out to me. I take them all. 
 
    ‘Do you have… I mean, something to clean my face?’ I say. ‘I can’t go out like this.’ 
 
    ‘Why not?’ he says. ‘You’ve never looked better.’ 
 
    He peels another twenty-dollar bill from the money clip and leans forward and uses it to wipe my face, partly smearing his come into my skin, partly scraping it off. Then he puts the slimy, come-covered bill in my mouth. 
 
    ‘Keep it,’ he says. ‘Consider it a tip for doing such a good job.’ 
 
    I spit the bill into my hand. 
 
    ‘Can I go now?’ I say. 
 
    ‘Sure,’ he says. ‘Don’t leave it so long next time.’ 
 
    ‘There won’t be a next time,’ I say, getting to my feet. 
 
    ‘Sure, there won’t,’ he says, still amused. 
 
    I pull my skirt back into place and grab my panties. I pull my bra back into place and cover my breasts again. Heat creeps into my cheeks. I ignore his gaze sweeping my body and turn to grab my stuff. 
 
    ‘You’re welcome,’ he says. 
 
    I shove my underwear, the tape, and the money into my coat pocket. 
 
    ‘See you again, Sarah,’ he says. 
 
    I ignore him, pull my coat around my shoulders and zip it up to my chin. I brush my hair in front of my face and walk out of his office. The receptionist isn’t sitting at her desk, thank God. I don’t know if she could hear us and I don’t want to know. I walk through the room and push open the glass doors to the parking lot. The snow is still falling, huge white flakes settling on everything they touch. My car already has a fine layer of white powers covering the roof and hood. 
 
    My phone vibrates in my coat pocket. I pull it out and see I have four missed calls from my neighbors already. My heart jumps in terror – has something happened to Beth? 
 
    ‘Yes?’ I say, putting the phone to my ear. ‘I’m on my way home, is everything okay?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, no,’ says the sweet old lady next door. ‘She’s fine, she’s fine. We wanted to let you know that my husband went over to your house and looked at the furnace for you. He’s fixed it. I hope I managed to catch you before you spent all that money on a repair man?’ 
 
    I stop dead in the middle of the parking lot, feeling snow melt into my hair. 
 
    ‘What did you say?’ I can’t believe what I’m hearing. 
 
    ‘Your furnace,’ she says again. ‘My husband fixed it for you. It’s working now. Did I catch you in time?’ 
 
    I look up at the sky, wondering why God is mocking me. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘You caught me in time.’ 
 
    I hang up the phone and get in the car and slump into my seat, defeated. Hot, bitter tears trickle down my cheeks. This day is the worst in my life. Not only did I cheat on my husband – again – but I got blackmailed into doing it for less than I wanted. Now I find out that it was all for nothing. 
 
    I take the cassette tape out of my pocket and rip the spools out. I pretend that I’m pulling Chuck’s stupid, smug, arrogant face apart. It makes me feel a little better, but not much. 
 
    Once that’s done, I inspect my face in the mirror. Christ, I look awful. Tear-stained, come-streaked, makeup-smudged. I look like the whore I truly am. 
 
    I clean my face with a makeup wipe until I look something like a normal woman again. Then I start the car and head home, forcing myself to look on the bright side. I got another five hundred and twenty dollars today. That’s better than nothing, I guess. I can use that money to help my family. That’s what it’s all about. That’s what I did it for… wasn’t it? 
 
    My pussy throbs between my wet and sticky thighs. 
 
    Sure, Sarah, says that taunting voice in my head again. You did it for them… 
 
      
 
    ### 
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    Also Available from Andrea Martin 
 
      
 
    Slut Wives:  
 
    Ladies’ Night 
 
      
 
    Amber and Darryl are two weeks away from getting married and couldn’t be happier. There’s just one small problem eating away at Amber. While Amber was a virgin when they first met, Darryl was a wild child, a guitarist in a touring band. He’s been around the block and had experiences Amber can only imagine. 
 
      
 
    When Amber finally confronts Darryl with her doubts and insecurities, he presents her with an opportunity. One chance to experience everything she fears she has missed – Ladies’ Night. 
 
      
 
    ‘You came back,’ Craig says, half surprised, half delighted. He looks up from his space on one of the couches and breaks into a broad smile. 
 
    I set my glass down on a small table – my third mojito, I grabbed another for a bit of liquid courage on the way over here – and nod. The three other men turn to face me from their positions at the windows. I feel nervous, excited, and slightly drunk. It’s a good feeling. 
 
    ‘I, uh…’ I say, trying to plan some kind of speech, wondering what I should be saying. ‘Okay, I want this. I wanna… yeah.’ 
 
    I do. I really do. I’m not sure what tipped me over the edge, if it was the way Darryl spoke to me, urging me to at least consider this, or if it was Meredith’s story. Either way, I don’t want to grow old wishing I could come back to this night. How many women get an offer like this – with the permission of their fiancé, no less? I’d be crazy to turn this down because I was nervous, or scared, or unsure of myself. I have to take this chance with both hands. I don’t want to wake up tomorrow and every other day wondering what could have been. 
 
    Craig stands up. The four men step a little closer to me, forming a line. 
 
    ‘I… I want this,’ I say, my voice trembling. Why is it so hard for me to ask for what I want here? I clear my throat and try again ‘I want you all to fuck me.’ 
 
    TC gives a wolfish grin. The other three nod. 
 
    ‘Would you like us one at a time?’ asks Daniel. 
 
    ‘Or all at once?’ asks Jack. 
 
    Oh God, I haven’t even thought about how we were going to do this. With two delicious – and very strong – mojitos in me, I’m starting to find it hard to focus. All I really know for certain is that I am excited and nervous. My heart is beating hard in anticipation, while I can feel a thrilling tingle in my intimate areas. I don’t even know how to ask for what I want here. Whenever Darryl and I make love, we already know what we want, how we like it, what to do. We never need to stop and ask questions, or talk about how it’s going to happen. It just does. Do I need to give these guys instructions, or requests? 
 
    ‘Gentlemen,’ TC says, stepping forward from the rough line. ‘Amber is kinda nervous. After all, she’s only been with one man before. Maybe we should take the lead here?’ He turns to me now. ‘Would you like that, Amber? Would you like us to take the lead?’ 
 
    I try to speak, but my throat is dry. God, I’m so nervous, but so excited. I nod, biting my lip. 
 
    ‘If you want us to stop, at any time, for any reason,’ TC continues, ‘all you need to do is say enough. Understood?’ 
 
    I nod again, eagerly. 
 
    ‘Gentlemen,’ TC says. The men surround me on all sides. 
 
    And my life changes forever. 
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    Slut Wives:  
 
    My Fuckable Fiancé 
 
      
 
    Tiffany is looking forward to marrying Billy. The two lovers have enjoyed a passionate and fiery relationship, and she’s super excited to discover what the future holds for them, but Billy is feeling anxious. He doesn’t want their exciting, sexually adventurous lifestyle to change just because they’re married. 
 
      
 
    Tonight, Tiffany is going to prove, once and for all, that what they have is unlike any other relationship in the world. She’s going out for her bachelorette party – and she’s going to rock his world. 
 
      
 
    There’s a guy dancing close by, on my right. He glances toward me now and again. He’s pretty good-looking. Dirty blond hair. Roguish smile. He looks at me with an expression that says, I like what I see. 
 
    I like what I see, too. 
 
    Beth dances in front of me, totally oblivious to the guy on my right. He moves a little closer as he dances. I stay where I am. Letting him chase. I see him read the words on my shirt, Bride Bitch. He knows I’m engaged. He knows this is my bachelorette party. But he still wants more. I like that about guys – they see another man’s girl as competition. I should be off-limits. He shouldn’t want to dance with me. He should back off and respect the ring on my hand and the man in my life. But he doesn’t. He sees me as a conquest, a challenge. 
 
    That’s the same way I see him, too. 
 
    He breaches my circle, my zone, my space, and starts to dance with me, still with that roguish, playboy smile on his face. He’s confident. Ballsy. I get the feeling that he’s done this before, many times. These are his moves. He spots a girl on the dancefloor. He waits nearby. He makes eye contact. He smiles. He moves nearer. He takes her home. I bet he does this every single week. I bet he’s done this a thousand times. Well, tonight is gonna be different, because he’s never done this with me. 
 
    We dance for a moment, the awkward silent introduction. He tries to mirror my moves. I change up my dance, waving my hands in the air. He copies me. Not bad. 
 
    He moves closer now and touches my hip. I brush his hand away and hold up my ring, showing him that I’m taken, I’m engaged, I’m off the menu. He grins and makes a show of looking around, telling me without words, I don’t see him anywhere. I point to my shirt. He shrugs. Then he moves in closer, standing almost close enough to touch me now. He puts his hands on my hips again. This time I let him. 
 
    We dance together, hips moving in rhythm, swaying to the music. I don’t put my hands on his body – not yet, anyway, I want him to work a little harder for me. It’s a shame that Billy isn’t here. He would love this. He would love to dance with me while a stranger flirted and tried to feel me up. 
 
    A smile crosses my lips. I get an idea. A wicked, naughty idea. The kind of idea that no sweet, innocent fiancé should every get. I remember how good it felt to be between the two strippers earlier. I remember how hot it was when Billy and I convinced that German stranger to join us in the hot tub. 
 
    I make a decision. Right here and now, on the same dancefloor where Billy and I first met, where I grabbed him and kissed him and took him back to my place. 
 
    We will not have a sexless marriage. We will have new adventures every single day. 
 
    Starting tonight. 
 
    I glance behind me. There’s another guy dancing close to my back, facing away from me. I push my hips out, still swaying left and right, until I bump into his ass. I grind into him. He stiffens and I know I’ve got his attention. 
 
    The whole time, the blond guy at my front keeps dancing, oblivious, his hands on my hips, keeping steady rhythm with me. His hands begin to slowly slide around my hips, touching my body, gently exploring how far he can go before I stop him. Blondie’s probably done this with dozens of girls just like me – drunk, pretty, young, and willing. 
 
    I feel the guy behind me turn. He places a hand on my back and starts to sway with me, grinding against my butt. I keep both guys dancing with me, the three of us swaying and grinding in a heady, erotic beat. One man at the front. One man at the rear. 
 
    Just how I like it. 
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    Slut Wives: 
 
    Five Days of Sin 
 
      
 
    Five days in another state with my lover, behind my clueless husband’s back. Anything could happen… 
 
      
 
    Jessica and Joe have been enjoying a steamy affair for the past few months and their passion is only growing more intense. For the next five days, they’re staying with friends in another state, where they plan to make every single moment count. These lovers have enjoyed explosive chemistry and red-hot sex before, but this week is going to change both their lives forever. 
 
      
 
    I tease myself in the passenger seat for his entertainment, loving how wild and dirty and sexy I feel. Other vehicles pass us in the opposite direction, but I don’t stop. I slip two fingers inside my aching, slick, red-hot entrance and slowly pump back and forth, right here in the passenger seat. 
 
    ‘You like this, baby?’ I say. ‘You like watching me fuck myself for you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he says, almost growling the word. ‘I can’t wait to do it myself.’ 
 
    ‘Aw, poor you,’ I say, lifting up my glistening fingers and trailing them over my tongue. ‘I guess I’ll have to entertain myself until we get there…’ 
 
    ‘Fuck that!’ Joe says. He reaches down with one hand, using the other to keep the car steady on the flat, featureless road, and unzips his pants. I grin wickedly. He eases his length free in front of me and puts his hand back on the wheel. ‘Get over here.’ 
 
    I put my leg back down and lean across the front seat and take him in my hand. It never ceases to amaze me how different his cock feels compared to Dan’s. Joe is bigger, no doubt about that, but even his skin feels different. Joe is maybe an inch longer than my husband, but what always drives me wild is how thick and heavy he feels. With Dan, I can wrap my fingers around his shaft easily – I can even touch my thumb again. With Joe, there’s no chance in hell. He’s so thick that I my fingers won’t reach all the way around. When he pushes inside me, it feels like I’m being stretched open, as though my womanhood is being drilled and gaped and ruined, and it feels so fucking good. Better than any man I’ve ever been with before. Far better than my husband. His shaft has a gentle upward curve to it, with a single fat vein running along the underside. His skin always feels soft and smooth – a fascinating contradiction to his outward appearance – and his juicy, swollen balls always produce a wonderful, satisfying load. But the best part about his member is the head. It’s much thicker than the rest, the dull purple-red tip bulging and protruding like a mushroom. The feeling of this fat tip pushing inside me, stretching me, forcing its way into my womanhood, is utterly indescribable. The moans that I make when my body ceases to resist and accepts him inside – always with a soft, wet, slippery pop – are unlike any noises I’ve ever made before. His cock makes me desperate for more. 
 
    I give Joe’s manhood a squeeze. He growls above me. I give his shaft a teasing, passionate kiss and trail my tongue up and down the underside. I can feel his incredible heat in my mouth. I can smell his musky, masculine scent. I can taste his overpowering bittersweet flavor. 
 
    ‘God,’ he says, the word a long, breathy sigh, ‘I love the way you do that.’ 
 
    ‘Better than your wife?’ 
 
    He laughs. He grabs my head with one hand and pushes my face down into his groin, forcing his thick length to the back of my throat. I groan and moan and make all the right noises for him. He pumps his hips up, fucking my mouth in the driver’s seat as we blaze a trail along the Arizona highway. 
 
    I love sucking his manhood. Something about the act – about being used and degraded and violated like this – really turns me on. Dan loves the feel of my mouth on his shaft, but he never does this to me. He never grabs me or abuses me or forces me to swallow every inch. He would never dare. Dan makes me feel like a partner, when sometimes I just wanna feel like a dirty slut. Another reason why Joe is the superior man. 
 
    Joe’s powerful hand grips my head tight. He pulls my head away from his lap. Sticky, silvery stands of slick drool coat his manhood and cover my chin. I gasp and pant and lean back into my seat, grinning at him, delighted at my handiwork. 
 
    ‘Goddamn,’ he says. ‘If I didn’t stop you, I was either gonna come or crash the car.’ 
 
    ‘You wanna come in my mouth?’ I say, feigning indignant shock, like a virgin being propositioned for ass-to-mouth. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he says. ‘But the first load is for your pussy. I’ve been waiting a long time to get you into bed. I’m gonna make it count.’ 
 
    I turn back to the windshield and check my face in the visor mirror, unable to wipe the smile from my lips. I adjust my hair and clean the drool from my chin. My panties feel soaked through. 
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    Slut Wives: 
 
    Cheap Thrills 
 
      
 
    ‘I don’t want anything from you. I’m going to give you something, Beth. All you have to do is nod.’ 
 
      
 
    Beth is stuck in a rut. Married to a husband who doesn’t show her any passion and trapped in a meaningless job, she’s starting to wonder why she bothers. She can’t even remember the last time she had fun. 
 
      
 
    That’s all about to change. Tonight Beth is going to grab life by the balls. She’s about to do something wild and fun for herself – and a sinfully sexy, yet incredibly dangerous woman is going to lead her into a whole new world of pleasure… 
 
      
 
    I cry out, louder even than the thumping bass from the speakers next door, and fight to stay on my feet. Lisa’s tongue feels like hot velvet as it glides across my lips and delves between my folds. She looks up at me as she drinks my juices, tongue lapping in slow waves over my clit. Her fingers squeeze and grope and caress my ass, nails digging into my flesh. It hurts, but in a good way. It makes the feel of her red-hot tongue even better. 
 
    Lisa laps at my pussy for a few long, slow, sensuous moments, driving me fucking crazy. I want to run my fingers through her hair. I want to fall on my back and enjoy it forever. But I can’t. I am forced to stand here and take only what she gives me. 
 
    Pressure begins to grow in my belly. I feel the heat become a raging inferno. My climax is already beginning to swell, like a wave far off in the ocean. 
 
    Lisa senses this. Without warning, she stops licking my pussy and stand back up, her lips slick with my excitement. I gasp in frustration, begging her with my eyes to continue. 
 
    ‘Not yet,’ she says, smiling, eyes sparkling with wickedness. ‘Where’s the fun in letting you come so soon, huh? The one thing I’ve learned in years of dominating boys and girls is that everyone is so much more obedient when you control their pleasure. Like I control yours right now.’ 
 
    She kisses me again, hard and passionate. I respond, fire in my belly. I taste myself on her and drink it gladly. She pulls back, satisfied with my obedience and looks me up and down. 
 
    ‘Tell me, how long have you and your husband been together now?’ she holds up her hand, showing off my wedding ring. 
 
    ‘Almost three years,’ I say. The reminder of my husband causes the fire inside me to sputter a little. 
 
    ‘How many lovers have you had before him?’ Lisa trails her slick fingers over her lips. 
 
    ‘Four.’ I meet her gaze with a mixture of pride and defiance. 
 
    ‘What’s the best sex you ever had?’ 
 
    I don’t even have to think about it. The answer comes to my lips easily. 
 
    ‘One time I was fucking an old boyfriend on his couch,’ I say, a smile creeping over my lips as I talk. ‘His roommate came home and caught us, but we didn’t stop. He watched me fuck his friend and jerked off.’ 
 
    ‘Did you like being watched?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘What happened next?’ 
 
    ‘My boyfriend came inside me. Then I let his roommate come in my mouth. I swallowed.’ 
 
    Lisa grasps my left nipple between a finger and thumb, gently applying pressure. I whimper at the feeling. 
 
    ‘You’ve got a filthy streak in you already,’ she says. ‘I really thought you were going to lie and say some bullshit like your wedding night or the first time you fucked that loser husband.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ I say. ‘When we have sex, it’s barely worth the effort.’ 
 
    Lisa pouts in mock sorrow, pinching my firm nipple a little harder now. 
 
    ‘Does he make you do all the work, hmm? Just lays there and thinks that he’s some kind of sex god? I bet he barely spends anytime with you in the day, then expects you to give him a blowjob whenever the moment strikes.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ I say, surprised by how accurate her description is. 
 
    ‘Boys will be boys,’ she says. ‘Hold this.’ 
 
    She puts the shaft of the riding crop between my teeth and disappears into the shadows. I bite down to keep the whip in place. Something tells me I would be punished for dropping it. 
 
    Mistress Lisa returns, holding a small length of chain in her hands. The intertwined links catch the light, sparkling and gleaming as she steps back in front of me. She smiles – a hint of playfulness and cruelty in her expression – and holds up the chain so I can see it clearly. At each end of the chain is a small metal clamp with a black rubber tip. My eyes widen as I study it. I’ve never used something like this before, yet I know exactly what its purpose is. 
 
    ‘I love playing with sensitive nipples,’ Mistress Lisa says, squeezing one clamp to open the metal grips. ‘I especially love watching people react to this additional stimulation.’ 
 
    She puts the first clamp around my erect, firm left nipple and gently sets it into place. I gasp in both delight and shock at the feeling. The rubber grips pinch my nipple in a tight and unyielding grasp. The sensation is both erotically pleasant and just painful enough that I won’t forget it’s there. 
 
    Lisa takes the whip out of my mouth, her eyes ablaze with desire. 
 
    ‘We’re going to have so much fun together,’ she says. ‘Not just tonight. I have big, big plans for you, Beth.’ 
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    Slut Wives: 
 
    Before I Walk the Aisle 
 
      
 
    He can give me everything I’ve been missing for so long… 
 
      
 
    Candice is just a few short hours away from getting married and things are not going well. Between problems at the venue and her own self-doubt, she’s starting to panic that this wedding is some kind of crazy mistake. She needs to talk to someone, anyone, who can understand how she’s feeling. 
 
      
 
    Short on options and tight on time, Candice calls the only person she can turn to – her big, black ex-boyfriend, Nick. He’ll be able to make her feel better, won’t he? And she can definitely trust herself around him… 
 
      
 
    ‘You okay?’ Nick says, sensing my distress. 
 
    I place a hand over my eyes, massaging my temples. I’m on the verge of fucking tears, but if I cry, my makeup will be ruined and that will be yet another fucking thing gone wrong today. 
 
    ‘Hey,’ he says, ‘you dropped something.’ 
 
    I look down at the floor and see a small, frilly, lacy loop of white fabric on the carpet. My garter. 
 
    ‘Goddammit,’ I say. I throw my phone on a shelf and bend down, but I can’t reach the garter. The dress won’t let me bend the way I need to move. I stand up and sigh loudly. 
 
    Nick moves without needing to be asked. He kneels on the floor and scoops up the garter. I grab the dress and pull it up, exposing my smooth, freshly-shaved legs to him. Without thinking, I lift one leg up so he can slip the garter over my foot. As the garter slides over my skin, I place my foot on his shoulder. Nick looks up at me as he pushes the garter up my calf, over my knee, and back into place at my thigh. I look down at him, too. His deep, dark eyes are like reflective pools. I feel that heat burning through me again from the inside out. His hands brush my inner thighs, touching places he hasn’t felt since we broke up. The sensation of his firm, powerful hand touching my inner thigh makes my body tingle. 
 
    Before I know what I’m doing, I lift the dress a little higher, revealing my plain white panties. His eyes flick downward and take in the view. The way he slowly smiles at the sight of my small panties and shaved mound sends shivers of pleasure through me. His hand slides a little higher up my thigh, until his thumb brushes my underwear. I’m breathing a little heavier now, my heart pounding – but in the good way, finally. The panic bubble has utterly dissipated now, replaced by a new feeling: 
 
    Lust. 
 
    What the hell is happening to me? I’m not like this. I’ve never been like this. But everything about this situation – my sexy black ex-boyfriend, the wedding dress, the utter wrongness of this moment – it all mounts up and up and up into the most intensely erotic experience I have ever felt in my life. 
 
    Nick’s thumb brushes my panties again, grazing my burning womanhood. I remember how good he was with his hands. With every part of his body. Not like Robert. The man I’m going to marry is sweet and kind and caring, but almost entirely clueless when it comes to pushing my buttons. 
 
    A whispery sigh of passion escapes my lips. Nick senses my arousal, my burning desire, and strokes my panties with his thumb a little harder now. I open my legs a little wider, balancing on one foot, to allow him better access. This whole situation feels so naughty. And so hot. 
 
    And I know that Nick can give me everything I’ve been missing since I started dating Robert. 
 
    His movements get a little bolder now, his fingers gently cupping my burning womanhood through the white panties. I don’t say anything. Neither does he. I don’t want to scare him off or make him reconsider or end this moment. That little voice in my head screams at me now, telling me that this has gone too far and I need to stop and get ready for my wedding. 
 
    But I can’t do it. I want to feel Nick’s body against mine. I crave the feeling of pure, unadulterated satisfaction. I want everything my old lover can provide. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Also available from Andrea Martin 
 
      
 
    Slut Wives: 
 
    Can’t Stop Cheating 
 
      
 
    I promised that I would be a good wife. That was before I met him… 
 
      
 
    Naomi is heading to a workplace party with her husband, Dennis. He’s a big-shot at a major corporation, while she’s a kept woman – unsatisfied and constantly searching for excitement and passion on her own. Despite this, she’s trying to be a better wife and stay faithful to her husband. 
 
      
 
    But when she meets a tall, dark, handsome stranger, she finds her faithfulness wavering. With their instant chemistry and obvious attraction, it’s only a matter of time before Naomi gives in to this man… 
 
      
 
    He leans in and kisses me again, harder this time, with fire and passion and need. I respond, my lips parting, tongue pushing forward to meet his, hands slipping around his thick waist to hold him tight. His hands grip my waist, strong fingers holding me in place. He pushes me back against the counter, trapping me. Not that would want to go anywhere else right now. 
 
    The feel of his lips on mine sends bolts of erotic lust through my body. His tongue explores mine. His hands slip around my back and cup my ass. I groan into his mouth. He takes that as encouragement and squeezes my ass. Fuck, his hands feel amazing. Big and strong and black, just the way I like it. 
 
    I start to get a little braver now and give his ass a playful grope, enjoying how damn firm and tight the muscles feel under his pants. My boy is in great shape, that’s for sure. In great shape and fawning over me. My body reacts to him now, heat flooding my womanhood, nipples hardening under the dress into obvious points of arousal. He reaches down and slips his hand through the slit in my dress and caresses my bare thigh. Naughty, wicked tingles ripple through my skin at his touch. God, it’s so bad but it feels so good! He wants me and I want him… 
 
    He pushes the dress up a little higher and his exploring hand finds the front of my underwear. That little V of fabric is the only thing protecting my married womanhood from being invaded by this man. That little V of fabric is the only thing keeping my body faithful right now. That little V needs to get out of the fucking way. 
 
    I moan into his mouth again as he cups my womanhood with a firm yet controlling grip. My legs part on instinct, allowing him to hold my most intimate areas, letting his fingers stroke both my holes through the panties. He traces the curve of my flowering slit and gently probes my asshole. I giggle and shake my hips. Not there, big boy. That’s a second date kind of hole. 
 
    His other hand slides up from my ass to the back of my neck. I break off the kiss to sigh with erotic passion. I love the way he handles me. No shyness. No fear. No hesitation. He knows what he wants and he’s going to get it. If this handsome black stranger wants to make me his white slut right here in this bathroom, I’m going to be the perfect whore. 
 
    ‘Your pussy’s so fucking hot,’ he says. ‘You really want this, don’t you?’ 
 
    I nod. Fuck, I’ve been so good. So loyal. So faithful. For weeks now, the only man to touch me there is my husband. I’ve been a good girl. This is my reward. My big, black reward. 
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