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I have no qualms about seducing married women. I have no issues with stealing ladies away from their boyfriends. Some people would call me an asshole. Some might call me morally bankrupt. There are probably plenty of men out there who would happily kick my ass – or at least they could, if they knew about the night I had spent with their wives. 

Now, I’m not a monster. I don’t travel around the world seeking out women and deliberately trying to ruin their marriages. It’s not as though I’m some kind of predator who takes a deep, primal satisfaction from inserting myself into someone else’s relationship. I’m not the type of guy who gets pleasure out of causing drama. What I am is very, very simple. 

I’m the kind of guy a man’s wife seeks out when she needs company. 

I see them all the time, across the world, in bars, hotels, airports, and waiting rooms. Wives and girlfriends, alone and ignored. Wishing their lives had turned out different. Remembering the good times and wondering how to get those days back. Regretting some of the choices they made. I see those women sitting alone

– sometimes nursing a drink, sometimes staring into space – and I offer my company. That’s all I do. I offer an ear to listen, a shoulder to cry on, and a friend to confide in. What happens after that – well, that’s up to her. I’m open and honest with my intentions. I absolutely desire to have sex with her. Loud, passionate, erotic, hardcore sex. The kind of sex she’s always dreamed about having with her husband or boyfriend, but never received. I will give her that passion, in a night of intense, no-strings fun. 

It’s not purely taken and available women I pursue. I’m an equal opportunities lothario. My problem with seducing single women is that there’s no sport in it. 

No thrill. No challenge. 

For me, seducing another man’s wife is the ultimate contest of masculinity. Am I good enough – appealing enough, seductive enough – to tempt a woman away from her lifelong commitment for a few brief hours? Am I more promising, more thrilling, more enticing, a proposition than the man who spends every day of her life with? If I can convince her to step over that boundary, to stray outside her marriage, just for a short while, then I have won the contest. I am more of a man than her husband. I am a better lover than her boyfriend. My masculine prowess overpowered that of the man who won her heart. 

Seducing a woman who should be totally and completely off the menu is ultimate test of my abilities. Some might say that attempting to coax another man’s wife into an affair is hardly worth the effort, but I say those people have never experienced true erotic pleasure. I look at it like this – if you steal a candy bar from the grocery store, it will taste better than one that you bought. 

Likewise, if you steal an attractive woman from another man, she will give you the night of a lifetime. 

That’s not the whole reason I prefer wives, of course. Another major reason is that I love the feeling – that deep, primal satisfaction – of unleashing a wife’s inner self, her bad side, her slutty bitch. A single woman is like a bottle of champagne, flowing and bubbling and cascading into several glasses for everyone to taste. A married woman is that same bottle of champagne, only now it’s been corked. Sure, she might not feel that way – not at first – but, as the years slowly roll by, that cork gets pushed deeper and deeper into the bottle, and she starts to feel trapped and isolated and regretful and, well, corked. 

That’s where I come in. I am a corkscrew – no pun intended – and my single greatest pleasure is to help a wife roll back the years and help her to realize her true sexual potential all over again. To be the man who makes a woman smile again is a wonderful feeling. And – my God! – the passion that gets bottled up inside these corked wives! The intense erotic energy. The burning need. The lust and yearning and arousal. There is nothing on earth quite as rewarding or erotically satisfying as the feeling of a long-subdued woman finally unwinding and unleashing all that energy on you. 

I’ve been with wives who hadn’t had a real orgasm in years. Wives whose husbands had never lasted beyond a few short minutes. Wives who had never been pleasured since their honeymoon. One time I brought a woman back to my hotel room and all she wanted to do was suck my cock for the whole night. 

Another time, the wife confessed that I was twice the size of her husband. I consider myself to be above average, but it was a hell of a thrill to know that I was giving her an experience her lover could not. 

Every wife is different and every wife has a unique set of standards. Some want a quick romp and a goodnight kiss. Others want a long, slow, drawn-out night where they explore every feeling they haven’t enjoyed in years, or even decades. 

Some want to have an experience that their husbands cannot provide – such as anal sex, domination, rough sex, or a slow and sensual bout of passion. Most of

my encounters are simple flings – one-night stands that don’t mean anything to either of us. A select few are more long-term arrangements, such as fellow travelers who often arrange longer stays in a particular city when I’m in the area, or my incredibly sensual married neighbor in the apartment down the hall. I also maintain a small online presence in a handful of open marriage forums, where I dole out advice on my lifestyle and even hook up with the occasional hotwife, cuckolded husband, or bored spouse who reaches out to me. This last part is a lot of fun – all the pleasure of seduction, with none of the hard work. Helping a curious couple push the boundaries of their marriage always feels rewarding, though I sometimes get a little jealous of having to accommodate the husband’s desires into my play. 

I have no qualms about seducing someone else’s wife or girlfriend. I don’t care what other people think of me for it, or what that makes me in the eyes of society. Everyone has their own way of living. You want to be boring and monogamous? Fine with me. You want to step away from your husband and your family for a night or two? That’s also fine. I don’t care and I sure as shit don’t judge other people. All that matters is that I am damn good at it. The best. I view seducing unavailable women as a badge of honor, a mark of pride. 

And tonight I’m going to do it all over again. 

****

I splash cold water on my face, washing off the thin layer of shaving foam and cleansing my skin. The water slowly trickles down the drain, taking the foam and the remnants of my prickly facial hair with it. I look into the bathroom mirror and run a hand over my damp chin, checking for any patches that I’ve missed. There’s a hint of nervous energy in the air. I love this feeling. The calm before the storm. 

‘Did I leave my hand cream in there?’

I turn back to the hotel room beyond the open bathroom door to see Miley peering in, eyebrows raised. She’s almost completely dressed now, though her

hair is still a mess. She liked it when I pulled her hair when she bent over, so I obliged. 

‘Uh, no,’ I say, glancing at the shelf. ‘No hand cream. Just the hotel samples, if you want to take them home?’

‘No,’ she said. ‘I don’t want my husband to know where I stayed last night.’ She turns and walks back across the room, pausing to sweep her fallen shoes out from under the bed with a nonchalant kick of her foot. As I watch, she picks up her wedding ring from the night stand and slips it back on to her finger. Just like that, the woman who stayed in my hotel room all night and enjoyed four – or was it five? – rounds of intense sex becomes a polite, shy, conservative wife once again. I love the way she transforms like this. It’s not a wedding ring, it’s a magic ring. Wife to whore. Whore to wife. Wax on, wax off. 

‘Give me a call next time you’re in town,’ she says, a sly grin tugging at the corners of her lips. She slips her feet in the shoes, sweeps her hair back into a careless ponytail, and walks to the door. 

‘Can’t wait,’ I say, watching her hips swaying as she walks. Part of me wants to reach out and kiss her one last time. Another part of me wants to wrestle her back onto the bed for round six. But Miley has very specific rules about our playtime, and we do not do anything together while she wears her ring. She also doesn’t want to smell like me when she leaves the room. I agree with both those rules, so I step out of the bathroom – still wearing a towel tied loosely around my waist – and watch her walk out into the hallway. She doesn’t look back. She never looks back. 

The door closes on another chapter in my life. Another satisfied wife, returning to her marriage and her daily existence. 

I sit on the bed we spent so little time using for sleep, recalling the previous night with smile. Miley is my favorite kind of wife – fiercely passionate, erotic as all hell, willing to experiment, and totally capable of walking away without forming an attachment or suffering from any lingering guilt. We usually hook up for a night or two whenever I’m able to visit her corner of the world and she always makes it worth my while. This time, I happened to be in town for a conference my company is holding in a hotel nearby. I arranged to arrive a day early in order to spend some quality time in Miley’s company – time that was

well spent, if my aching joints and sore manhood are anything to go by. 

The day is still young. Too young for me to start getting ready for tonight’s function. 

I grab a little shut-eye to recharge my batteries and spend part of the day using the hotel’s facilities. A hard, fast intense workout in the gym. A light, delicious lunch in the restaurant. Another cool, refreshing shower in my room. By the time the sun begins its downward course behind the hotel, I feel awake and re-energized and ready for a good night. 

Every year, my company throws a large, extravagant conference – they never call it a party, but that’s essentially what it is – to celebrate the previous year’s financial success. It’s a huge event, a big, booze-fueled blowout, the kind of party where the company picks up the tab and hotel rooms often get shared by co-workers who barely knew each other before the night started. I have a lot of good memories from the past few years’ conferences – not the just the parties, but the alcohol-induced hook-ups that followed. It’s the kind of party where people from all over the world come to spend a night in a hotel room far from their families and nobody asks questions about certain items of jewelry worn on the third finger of the left hand. 

For a guy like me, this party is Christmas come early. An all-you-can-eat buffet of the finest, most exquisite dishes in the world. Nobody comes to this party with the intention of hooking up with a colleague from a distant office, or cheating on their spouse, but things often happen when you least expect them and let your guard down. That’s part of what makes this night so enjoyable. Nobody expects anything, but everybody gets something. And tomorrow, we’ll all go back to our lives with fond memories, aching bodies, and killer hangovers. 

Night slowly deepens through the hotel window, draping the landscape in a thick, inky layer of shadows. I watch the sky darken, little pinpricks of starlight gleaming overhead, and slowly begin to put on my battle armor for the night ahead. A crisp, pure-white shirt. Black suit pants and matching jacket. Black dress shoes polished so clean I can almost see myself reflected in the leather. A deep red tie and matching cufflinks. By the time I’m finished, I no longer resemble the tired, smiling man who bid farewell to his latest affair partner a few hours before. The man looking back at me from the mirror hanging inside the closet door is a suave, charming, devilishly handsome man with a cheeky grin

and hungry gleam in his eye. I look – and, more importantly, feel – amazing. A good-looking, seductive lady killer. 

I pull the tie into place and wink at my reflection. 

‘Looking good, Tyler,’ I say to myself. 

My reflection grins back. 

****

The company has spared no expense. Tonight’s event takes up an entire floor of the hotel. The conference area of this grand, huge rectangular room has been set up with many circular tables covered in white linen sheets, each table with several dining chairs ready and waiting. There’s a stage and a microphone waiting at the rear of the room, with a DJ’s sound system sitting to the side, just off the area that will become the dance floor later. Along the rear wall running the width of the room is the bar, already heaving with bodies crowding around, ready to make use of the company’s generosity and increase that tab. Balloons and banners bearing the company logo hang from the pillars and tables. Some people are drifting over toward the seating areas in small groups, chattering with excitement. The rest of this grand, spacious floor is taken up with many of the company’s representatives standing in little clusters, talking, laughing, drinking and joking. People who speak on the phone every day finally meet face to face. 

There’s a good atmosphere in the room. Excitement. Happiness. Good humor. 

The feeling of pent-up anticipation finally being released. 

I walk across the floor, a smile on my face, genuinely delighted to be here and see everyone again. The nature of my job is solitary – long hours, many flights, months spent booked into hotels around the world – so the chance to meet and greet all the people who live the same lifestyle as me is exciting. There are a few people I recognize from last year’s event. Some people who insist on attaching a photograph of themselves in their email footers. 

I nod to a few guys who seem vaguely familiar. Shake a couple of hands. Wave

back at some people who wave at me. As I work my way through the numerous clumps of people talking and laughing in their little groups, I see a couple of women here and there that I remember intimately well. They glance at me. We share a knowing look. A sly grin. I remember the feel of their skin. The sound of their moans. The way their fingers tightened on my arms. The look in their eyes as they climaxed. Then my previous one-time lovers turn away from me, the moment gone. Maybe we’ll get a chance to reconnect later. Maybe someone else will have the pleasure of their company tonight. Either way, I wish them happiness and good times. 

The bar is packed with a crowd of my thirsty co-workers, but the queues move quickly as drinks are served at a quick pace. Everything is going on the company tab, so the entire process moves at a decent pace. It only takes me a few short minutes to get myself a double vodka and coke from an attractive – though, sadly, far too harassed to flirt – woman at the bar. 

I take my drink and slowly work my way back through the crowd, until I’m clear of bodies and can scan the room from a good position. I’m looking around for somewhere I can stand. People with whom I can strike up a conversation. 

That’s when I see you. 

****

You’re standing to the edge of a small cluster of women, apparently part of the group, but also close to being pushed out. The other women are all much older than you – approaching middle age at the very least – and talking animatedly, making wild gestures with their hands to punctuate whatever story is currently being told. You look out of place. Nervous. A little unsure of yourself. 

There’s a smile on your face that looks both forced and wishful, as though you’re desperate to believe that this is fun and you’re having a good time. Your body language is insecure – both hands in front of your stomach, clutching a full glass of wine – and you shift your weight uncomfortably from foot to foot as I watch. You sweep a strand of dark hair behind your ear and take a sip of wine. I

can tell that you’re neither invested nor involved in whatever the group is discussing, and don’t feel like you belong here. You wear an elegant dress that fits your curves beautifully, accentuating your feminine shape and making your already sensuous figure look eye-wateringly erotic. It’s a black dress that runs almost to your matching heels, with a daring – yet graceful – slit tracing one leg and a gentle V-shaped cut that doesn’t reveal any of your breasts, but merely hints at the shapely treasures it conceals. A series of brilliant red flowers are printed on the right side of the dress, running from top to bottom like pretty, overgrown vines. In all, the dress is a daring and exciting combination of cocktail dress, party dress, and little black dress. 

As you sway from foot to foot, the slit in the dress parts and closes, like drapes in a breeze, offering a tempting glimpse of your smooth leg and the barest hint of the edges of your stockings. You are elegant and beautiful and unbelievably sexy, yet you don’t seem to notice the appreciative glances many of the men walking past shoot in your direction, nor the jealous scowls of the woman nearby. 

But the kicker – the thing that takes you out of the ‘attractive’ category and places you squarely in the ‘utterly desirable’ column – is the glittering diamond ring on your left hand. The kind of ring any wife would kill to wear. The kind of ring a man would work years to be able to afford. The kind of ring that is supposed to tell every man in the area that you are completely and totally unavailable. Off the menu. Not an option. 

You are exactly my type of woman. Beautiful. Sensual. Married. 

And I have to make you mine. 

****

I approach slowly, walking toward you without making my intentions obvious. 

My eyes are fixed on everything but you – other guests, the decorations hanging from the pillars, my own feet – but I always keep you in my peripheral vision. I take my time drawing closer. We’ve got the whole night ahead of us, so I’m not

in a rush. Besides, there’s nothing as unattractive as a man who tries or pressure a potential lover. I’ve seen many men fail to win the seduction game because they didn’t have the patience to play at the right pace. That’s not going to happen tonight. Not to me and you. For me, playing the game of seduction is almost as intoxicating and erotic as making love together after the game is won. 

Tonight, you are my prize. And I always play to win. 

I work the room, slowly and steadily and relentlessly closing in on you. I am a predator stalking its prey through the underbrush, scenting blood in the air. 

People smile and greet me. I pause to shake a few hands, slap a few shoulders, make a few introductions, always moving nearer to you, closing the gap between us. Even when I turn my back I can feel you standing somewhere behind me, still awkwardly loitering at the perimeter of your little group. 

The distance between us slowly closes. Thirty feet. Twenty. Ten. 

There are no more obstacles between me and my goal. Your group is now the nearest body of people to me, with you at the edge, so close I can almost smell your perfume. I bide my time for a moment, watching your back. You still don’t appear to be part of your group. They’re all talking, laughing, telling stories, but nobody is glancing at you as they talk. I take a mouthful of my drink and feel warmth spread through my guts. Time to strike. 

I walk up to you and begin the game of seduction. 

‘Vanessa!’ I say, touching your gently on the elbow and talking as though we’re old friends. 

You whirl around, eyes wide, eyebrows raised, lips parted. The picture of polite surprise. I react with shock as well, letting go of your elbow and pretending that this is all some kind of misunderstanding. 

‘Who?’ you say. 

‘Oh, God,’ I say, acting embarrassed, ‘I’m such an idiot, I thought you were someone else.’

‘No bother,’ you say, an amused curl pulling at the corner of your soft, full lips. 

You glance across to the group of people at your side. None of them appear to

have noticed that you’re not paying attention. 

‘I’m Tyler,’ I say, holding out my hand. 

‘Evelyn.’ You touch my hand for a brief moment. Your skin is warm and soft. 

Your touch is gentle. But in that brief moment, I see the tiniest flicker of interest in your eyes, and I know that you’re mine. 

‘Really nice to meet you Evelyn,’ I say, beaming my most charming smile. ‘Is this your first time at the office party?’

You nod and say, ‘I decided not to go last year. Every had such a great time, I was really kicking myself for missing out.’

‘Well, I’m glad you came. It’s great to meet you. Where are you based?’

Your eyes briefly glance toward the gaggle of women next to you. They’re still talking, laughing, joking. If they notice your absence, nobody gives any sign. 

‘I work in head office,’ you say. ‘I’m in HR.’

‘Oh really?’ I try to think quickly, trying to recall any names or stories I might have heard somewhere along the grapevine about human resources. Nothing comes to mind. ‘That must be interesting.’

‘No!’ You laugh. The sound of your delight is wonderful, like tinkling chimes in the wind. ‘It’s so boring. But it keeps me out of trouble.’

‘Do you often get into trouble?’ I glance down at your wedding ring for a brief second, a knowing look on my face. 

‘Sometimes.’ A sly grin touches the corners of your pretty lips. I can imagine those lips parting for me. Those lips wrapping around my manhood. Those lips opening wide as letting loose a cry of sheer pleasure. 

I take a sip of my drink, playing it cool, and ask, ‘If it’s so boring, why do you do it?’

‘My husband insisted that I get a job so I wouldn’t be a kept woman.’ You laugh again, as though the idea is absurd. 

‘He doesn’t trust you?’ I feign surprise. 

‘Oh, hubby trusts me,’ you say, that wicked smile lighting up your gorgeous face. ‘It’s the men he doesn’t trust.’

‘I can see why.’

A moment passes between us. Eye contact. Mutual understanding. Subtext. You know and I know. Your husband makes you work so men don’t come by your house while he’s out. I totally understand that. 

I open my mouth to begin the next line of enquiry – So, where is your husband tonight? or words to that affect – when a loud, brash voice cuts through my thoughts. 

‘There she is!’

I turn in the direction of the voice to see a silver-haired man approaching, a half-empty scotch glass in his hand. He wears an immaculate tuxedo and strolls around as though he owns the place. His wide grin appears forced and his eyes look glazed – perhaps too much booze already – but there’s something about his face that gives me pause. I recognize him, but can’t figure out why. 

The man walks over to us and slips his arm around your waist. He still clutches the scotch glass, so the movement is more possessive than tender. Next to him, you glitter like diamonds. He is older and drabber and so far beneath you that I have to supress a snort of derisive laughter. I’ve heard of women being out of his league, but next to this jackass, you look like you play a different sport entirely. 

He grins at me and raises his glass in greeting. 

‘I see you’ve met my wife,’ he says. ‘I’m Tom.’

Suddenly everything clicks into place in my mind and I know why he seems so familiar. He’s Tom Welling. He’s the CEO. He’s the man I work for. I’ve been flirting with the wife of the man who owns my company. My throat turns dry for the briefest moment. I smile politely and offer my hand. He takes it and we shake. There’s a tension between us. Your eyes are downcast, as though embarrassed or ashamed. 

‘Good to meet you, Tom,’ I say, giving his hand a firm, manly squeeze. ‘I’m

Tyler. Evelyn was just telling me that she works in HR.’

‘She does, she does.’ Tom releases my hand, still with that forced smile on his face. ‘Gotta keep her out of trouble, haven’t I? Come on, man, have you seen her? Can’t leave a hot piece of ass like this all alone, can I?’

You grimace. Internally, I wince, but say nothing. 

‘Come on, honey,’ Tom says, I wanna introduce you to some very important people.’

He steers you away from me, using the arm around your waist to push you forward. Our eyes meet for half a second as he guides you away. I see a myriad of mixed emotions in that look. Loneliness. Longing. Desperation. Then you are gone and he leads you across the wide-open room like an errant child. 

The women who I took to be in your group glance in your direction. I see narrowed eyes, disgusted expressions, judgemental head shakes. A pretty young woman like you, married to an old man like that? They probably think that you’re a gold digger. Suddenly it all makes sense. I can picture you in the HR

office, part of the team, yet excluded from it. You work with them, but you aren’t allowed to be one of them. They will never trust you because of the man you married. They will never believe anything you say. Every single day, you must feel more and more isolated, more and more alone. 

That’s no way to live. A beautiful woman like you should never be made to feel less than you truly are. 

I decide right now how this night is going to end. Every fibre of my screams at me not to do this – you’re the CEO’s wife, you’re the one woman everyone in here will have their eyes on, you’re the one woman I absolutely should not want to seduce…

But that only makes you more irresistible to me. 

Tom has thrown down the gauntlet. I am absolutely going to accept this challenge. 

****

The night slowly wears on. The room fills up. The atmosphere thickens with good vibes and laughter. After maybe an hour, we all make our way over to the tables in the conference area for our meal. It’s good food, perfectly cooked, but there’s never enough of it. Hotels like this give you a taste and charge twice the price for the experience. I make conversation with the people around me, enjoying their company, but my eyes seek you out. 

You sit over at a table filled with the power players and big lifters. Tom sits to your left. The other company high-ups – board members, directors, big-wigs, etc. – sit around the table, each with their own wife. You’re the youngest person at the table by at least twenty years. The other women have all undergone cosmetic surgery to keep their looks – breast enlargements, stomach lifts, butt implants, lips, brows, cheeks, teeth, everything. Your natural beauty shines brighter than ever. 

I see the way the other wives look at you. The jealousy on their faces. You’re young and beautiful and effortlessly elegant. You’re everything they’re not. 

Once upon a time, they were like you. Trophy wives hanging on the arms of rich men. But time has blunted their looks, betrayed their figures. Even now, surrounded by people who should be in your peer group, you are all alone and totally isolated. 

The jackass you married talks loudly and drunkenly to the other men at the table, laughing and ordering drink after drink. He doesn’t seem to care about your discomfort. At one point, I see him place his hand on your inner thigh. Your body stiffens until he removes it a few minutes later. 

I can’t understand how a woman like you – smart, young, beautiful, intelligent –

could have wound up marrying a guy like that. Did he romance you? Sweep you off your feet? Promise you the moon and the stars? As far as I can see, the two of you have absolutely nothing in common. You’re a total mismatch. He only wants you for the ego boost and you... well, I have no idea what you get out of it. 

Maybe you live well, but is putting up with a jerk like him really worth the effort? He’s crude, arrogant, possessive, and he keeps touching you as though handling personal property. 

I absolutely need to make you mine tonight. 

The dinner ends. Spirits remain high. More and more drinks are brought to the tables. I nurse my second vodka and coke, making it last. I need a clear head for what I have in mind tonight. 

Once the dirty plates are removed from the tables, a DJ appears behind his booth. Lights begin pulsing as music slowly starts building, flooding the room with sound. The first drunken dancers take to the floor, arms waving, feet tapping to the music. 

And, of course, Tom is one of them. He gestures for more people to come and dance but only a handful respond. The rest of us aren’t drunk enough to try and party with the man who pays their salary. 

Many people begin to drift away from the tables. Some line the edge of the dance floor. Some stand at the back of the conference area, where they can talk without shouting. Some head back to the bar to abuse the company’s tab as much as possible. 

I look over and see you, sitting all alone at an empty table, playing with your phone. 

Time to make my move. I cross the room, weaving in and out of people standing by tables, pushing empty chairs aside, and stopping to let giggling clusters of my co-workers pass as they make a beeline for the dance floor. You don’t notice my presence until I’m almost upon you. 

‘Hello again,’ I say. 

You look up, surprised, and hurriedly slip your phone into a purse. 

‘Hi,’ you say, smiling. But your smile doesn’t quite reach your eyes. 

‘Good meal?’ I sit in the chair next to you without waiting to be asked. 

‘It was okay,’ you say. ‘I’m still hungry, though.’

‘Not enough food for you? Won’t you have to bust ass on the treadmill tomorrow?’

‘No. I’d rather live well tonight and worry about the rest later.’

‘My kind of woman.’

You smile again. This time the smile reaches your eyes. I raise my glass and you lift yours in return. 

‘Listen,’ I say, leaning forward and speaking a little lower. You tilt your head toward me to hear over the music. ‘I wanna apologize. I hope I didn’t cause any problems back there…’

‘Oh, no – no!’ You shake your pretty head vigorously and wave your hands, palms toward me. ‘No, please don’t think that. Honestly, that’s just Tom. He gets a little upset when good-looking guys talk to me.’

‘Good-looking?’ A smile parts my lips. 

‘Oh!’ You look down at the table, a pink tinge warming your cheeks. You’re even more beautiful right now. 

‘Don’t worry about it,’ I say, touching you on the arm. ‘I’d be jealous if I looked like him and you were my wife.’

You look at me now. Your eyes sparkle. I see fierce intelligence and passion and lust and excitement in you. Above and around us, the lights of the room dim, turning the DJ and the now-packed dance floor into the focal point of the whole area. Through small gaps in the heaving, swaying mass of bodies, I get little glimpses of your husband. He’s the center of the dance floor. The center of attention. 

‘At least he’s having fun,’ I say. ‘I get the feeling he has a lot fun.’

You roll your eyes, displaying a real hint of irritation and dissatisfaction with your husband for the first time. Finally, a chink in your armor. A gap in your defence wall. An opportunity for me. 

‘Do you want to dance?’ I say, gesturing toward the seething, drunken mass of humanity that sways and flails under the multicolored disco lights. 

‘No thanks,’ you say. ‘This really isn’t my scene.’

‘What is your scene?’ I lean a little closer and touch your arm again. 

You look at me with those big, beautiful eyes once more and I see everything. 

You desperately want to go someplace else. Someplace quieter. Someplace you’re not judged or scorned or looked down on because you married a rich older man. You desperately want that – but you don’t want to be the one who says it first. You want me to take the lead. You want feel as though I’m the one leading you astray. 

 I’ve got you. 

‘Do you wanna get out of here?’ I say. ‘Go somewhere else?’

‘Yes!’ You respond too fast. You look surprised by your own eagerness. 

‘Do you smoke?’ I can tell that you don’t. Your teeth are too perfect, your fingertips unblemished, your figure too fine for cigarettes. 

‘Uh, no.’ You glance over at the dance floor. At your husband, surrounded by his adoring legions. ‘Have you, uh… have you ever seen the view from the twelfth floor?’

‘No,’ I say, fighting the urge to supress a victorious grin. ‘I’ve never been in this hotel before.’

‘Oh, it’s amazing,’ you say, touching me on the arm now. ‘Our room is all the way up there. Would you like to see it?’

‘The view?’

You hesitate for a moment. Then you say, ‘Yes. The view.’

I nod. You grab your glass and drain it in one long swallow. Dutch courage. I do likewise. We place our empty glasses on the table and stand up together. I step back and allow you to walk ahead of me, winding a path through the tables and chairs and standing clumps of people. As your body slowly sways across the room, I take one final look toward the dance floor. Nobody has noticed. Nobody has seen anything. I just stole you away from the richest, most powerful man in the room, and nobody realizes. 

‘Sucker,’ I say. 

****

You make polite small talk as we ride up in the elevator. I can tell that you’re nervous – you keep wringing your hands, checking your phone, laughing awkwardly. It’s adorable. For a brief moment, I can see the nervous young woman you must have been before Tom entered your life. 

‘Do you like it?’ you say, stepping out of the elevator and gesturing around, like you’re showing a prospective buyer around your property. 

I follow you into the hallway, looking at the décor with a suitably impressed expression. It does look nice here. The hallway itself is much wider than it is on the other floors. The doors to the rooms are spread much further apart than they are in my hotel. There’s an air of luxury about this place. Fresh flowers are neatly arranged in elegant vases on little tables between every room. The carpet is so thick my own footsteps are muffled. At the far end of the hallway is an enormous window – more like a wall of glass – that looks out onto the dark landscape beyond. 

You smile at me as we come to a stop before the window. I look around at the streetlights, the blazing windows, the blaring car beams, and the traffic signals. 

The city glitters like diamonds. 

‘I can see why you like it,’ I say. 

‘Right? It’s beautiful.’ You are breathless with excitement, gazing out through the window at a black canvas covered in dozens of glittering lights that shimmer endlessly in every direction. Up above, a pale half-moon gleams down from a sky pin-pricked by stars. 

‘Hell of a view,’ I say. It looks nice enough, but it’s not the sight I’ve come up here to enjoy. ‘Is this what you wanted to show me?’

I feel you stiffen next to me. In my peripheral vision, I can see you biting your lip, deep in thought. The silence stretches on for a few long seconds, before you finally speak again. 

‘It looks even better in my room,’ you say. 

I pretend to be weighing up my options for a few moments. I’m gonna say yes. 

You know I’m gonna say yes. But if I come across as too keen, the mood will likely be ruined. I have to play it cool. 

‘I’d like to see that,’ I say. 

We stand in silence for another long moment. I briefly consider reaching over and touching you, or leaning down for a kiss, but I don’t want to scare you away. 

We’re at a critical point of our game. One wrong move will end the evening right here and now. 

You take the room key out of your purse and slip it into the card reader of the nearest door. The lock buzzes open. You look up at me, pleading at me with your eyes to help you do this. 

‘After you,’ I say, wearing that charming smile again. 

You smile and push the door open and lead me into the room your husband paid for. I follow you inside and close the door behind us. You flick on the lights and I make an appreciative sound at what I see. 

The space is huge. Less a hotel room, more like a villa built twelve stories up in the sky. In the main area, there’s a huge den area with a couch, a wall-mounted flatscreen TV, and plenty of comfortable-looking plush furniture. Off to the right of the room is a doorway that is currently open on a spacious bed. The bathroom is to my immediate right, near the front door. 

But the focal point of the room – the real selling point – is the wall opposite. The entire outer wall of the room is made of glass. Twelve stories up, and I can see for miles. 

‘Breath-taking,’ I say. 

You beam with delight, loving my reaction. You walk backwards into the room, 

watching my reaction. I take off my shoes and follow you in, making the appropriate noises and looking suitably impressed at the plush surroundings. A night in a room this big in a hotel like this probably costs as much as my monthly rent. For you, it’s just another example of your husband showing off his toys. 

‘This is amazing,’ I say. And I mean it. The room is fantastic. I’ve stayed in my share of hotels – both cockroach-infested dives and the kind of place approaching a similar level of luxury – and this is easily the grandest, most wildly extravagant, unnecessarily sumptuous room I’ve ever seen. 

You smile and turn to face the window. Your incredible figure looks absolutely amazing with the cityscape as your backdrop. 

‘It’s so beautiful,’ you say, in a voice of breathless wonder. 

‘Yes,’ I say, sweeping your sensational curves with my eyes, ‘it is.’

You remain where you are for a long moment, gazing out at the dark world and all the glittering jewels. I decide that it’s time. Enough games. No more waiting. 

I need you now. 

I step up close behind you and place my hands on your arms. For the briefest moment, you stiffen at my touch. Then you relax into me. You allow yourself to go with the moment. 

The game of seduction is over. 

I have won. 

‘Do you... do you like the view?’ you say, in a shy, quiet voice. 

‘I love it.’ I kiss you on the cheek and feel your body melt against me. ‘I could watch it all night.’

‘We don’t have that long.’

‘Then we should make the most of it.’

You turn your head and kiss me back. Softly. Tentatively. Gently. Your lips part. 

Your tongue explores my mouth like a curious animal sensing food in the dark. I return your kiss with the same gentle slowness, allowing you to get accustomed to the feel of my tongue, to the pressure of my lips. 

My left arm slips around your waist. My right snakes up your body, the hand cupping your chin. A tiny, throaty purr of satisfaction escapes your lips. I kiss you deeper. Harder. More fiercely. Passion swells inside me. My pants begin to feel uncomfortable as my manhood swells, pressing into your butt. God, I want you so fucking bad! 

You pull away suddenly, breaking off our kiss, and step away from me, out of my grasp. For a second, I worry that you’re having second thoughts or doubts. 

Maybe I need to work a little harder to keep you interested. 

‘Do you, uh, do you want a drink?’ you say. Your face is flushed with passion. 

Your tongue trails over your bottom lip, tasting me. 

‘I’d love one,’ I say. ‘Where do you keep the bottles?’

‘The minibar is…’ you pause, looking at me with eyes full of hidden meaning, 

‘…in the bedroom.’

I nod, supressing a grin. I see how you want to play this. You don’t want to be the one who gets me into bed. You want a big, rough, powerful, seductive man to take the initiative. That’s fine, too. I can work with that. I can work with you. 

‘Sure,’ I say. I head over to the bedroom door and walk inside, moving confidently, as though I own the place. 

The bedroom is every bit as grand and opulent as the rest of the space. 

Comfortable-looking furniture takes up part of the room, along with huge built-in closets and a bed large enough for two sumo wrestlers to fight over. As in the other room, the outer wall is entirely made of glass. The drapes are open and the view is every bit as phenomenal. I look around the room, but can’t see the minibar. I open a closet door but still don’t see it. 

‘Where did you say it was?’ I ask. 

You step into the room and close the door behind you, sealing us both into the

bedroom. There’s a strange look on your face, like you’re urging yourself to go through with this. 

‘There isn’t a minibar,’ you say. 

‘Okay.’

You open your mouth to say something, but close it again. You open your purse, take out your phone, check it. 

‘Nothing,’ you say. ‘We’re alone.’

‘Good.’

I walk over to you. I take your pretty face in my hands. I kiss you. Long and slow and gentle. This time you respond with eagerness. With passion. With excitement. Your tongue dances with mine. You groan into my mouth. Your hands slip around my body, pulling me against you. 

We kiss for a long, long moment. The only sound in the room is that our smacking lips and beating hearts and the occasional throaty groans of pleasure you make. I love those sounds. I can’t wait to hear what you sound like when you climax. 

You place your hands on my chest and push me, giggling. I stumble backward and fall onto the bed. You place your purse on a small make-up table and walk toward me. I see a sudden, unexpected, and remarkable change in your expression. As you walk the three paces toward the bed, your shyness seems to melt away, replaced by hunger, desire, and dark, untethered lust. The change is every bit as surprising as it is arousing. 

You climb on the bed and straddle me and kiss me. This time there is urgency in your kiss. Aggression. Raw, animalistic need. Your fingers find my shirt buttons and make quick work exposing my chest. I reach up to touch your face, but you shove my hands aside. You lean back and slip your hands under my shirt, pushing it aside, a grin on your lips. You are a totally different woman to the shy, unsure woman who told me to go into the bedroom a minute ago. 

I fumble with my tie, attempting to take it off, but you seize my hands. 

‘Keep it on,’ you say, eyes gleaming with wicked intent. ‘I like it.’

I do as you ask and let go. Your eyes glitter again. I take off my shirt, leaving the tie in place. You rake my chest with your nails, leaving red scratches on my skin. 

I gasp. You grin, enjoying my pleasure and my pain. You bend forward and bite my chest, sinking your teeth into my skin deep enough to leave a mark. 

‘Oh fuck!’ I say. ‘Jesus, you’re a real animal, you know that?’

You laugh. The sound is cruel and wicked and so very fucking sexy. If I didn’t know better, I would think that you were a different woman to the one I met downstairs. Your husband married a wild animal, but he keeps you locked up in a cage. How long has it been since you last got the chance to unleash your true self, your wild self, your erotic self, like this? 

‘Does your husband have any idea what you’re like?’ I say. 

‘No,’ you say, with that cruel, mocking laugh again. ‘He’s a fucking loser. He can barely get hard without taking pills. Even then, he can’t go long enough for me.’

‘I hope I can do better…’

‘Why don’t we find out?’

You slide down my body, pulling my shirt out of my pants. You unzip my pants and open the button and expose my underwear. You climb off the bed, grab my pants, and pull them down in one fluid motion. 

‘This isn’t your first rodeo,’ I say, impressed by your boldness. I’ve hit the fucking jackpot with you tonight. 

You pout in mock innocence and bat your eyelashes at me and say, ‘Does it bother you?’

‘Hell no.’

‘Good.’

You kneel down between my legs, your face visible above the bed. I lift myself

up onto my arms. I got a feeling that I don’t want to miss a single moment of this. You trail your fingers over the hard, thick bulge in my shorts, grinning up at me, playful seduction in your expression. Your fingers slowly grasp my manhood through the fabric, testing my size and weight. I can tell from the look in your eyes that I am going to be more than enough for you. 

Now you pull my shorts down, taking your time, slowly unveiling my stiffness like a prize on a gameshow. I lift my hips and you pull my shorts all the way down to my ankles, freeing my throbbing erection. Your eyes light up like a kid in a candy store. A little murmur of satisfaction escapes your lips. 

‘Big enough?’ I say. 

‘It’ll do.’ A sly, naughty grin spreads over your face. You take hold of my manhood and give it a playful squeeze. Your fingers don’t quite reach all the way around the base. 

You lean forward and give my cock a slow, sensual kiss, as though making out with the shaft. I sigh with pleasure. Your lips are so warm and soft and full. They feel even better than I could have imagined. 

I sigh deeper as you tease me with your tongue, slowly flicking and wetting my shaft in firm, deliberate strokes. This is not your first time giving head to a cock the size of mine. 

‘Is your husband this big?’ I say, partly out of curiosity, partly to massage my own ego. 

You shake your head, my cock sliding left and right over your lips. 

‘No,’ you say, in a clear and confident voice. ‘My husband’s cock is nowhere near as big as yours. I love big cocks like this.’

You open your mouth and take me inside, sucking hard and deep, looking at me with eyes of delight. You suck my manhood with incredible enthusiasm, taking me deep in your mouth, making plenty of throaty groans, coating my shaft with spit and drool. As your mouth slides up and down my cock, your hands stroke the base and gently squeeze my balls. 

It feels incredible. 

‘Goddamn,’ I say, moaning with pleasure, ‘you’re a fucking natural.’

You make a pleased noise in your throat and suck me harder. Your hand pumps my shaft faster, sliding in the spit coating my skin. Your tongue flicks over my cock as you fuck me with your mouth. This easily a top five blowjob. Maybe even a top three. 

I lay back on the bed, unable to keep myself propped up, all my strength flowing south, into your warm and willing and hungry mouth. 

‘Holy fuck,’ I say. I’m breathing hard now. I can usually last a good length of time, but this blowjob is already pushing me close to the edge. There’s a gleeful desperation in your movements, as though you’re eager to finish me off. 

‘You like me sucking this fat cock?’ You ease back now, spit coating your pretty lips, stroking my cock with both hands. 

‘God, I love it,’ I say, forcing myself to sit up. ‘You’re so fucking good!’

‘My pussy is even better,’ you say, that wicked smile on your face again. 

‘Oh, really?’ I can’t stop the grin from spreading. ‘I can’t wait to find out.’

You stand up and lift your beautiful dress up, exposing the perfectly smooth skin and toned, lithe body beneath. As the dress slides slowly upward, I see that you’re not wearing any underwear. Your smooth, shaved mouth glistens with anticipation. Your small, firm breasts sit perfectly on your chest, hard nipples crying out for my tongue. It only takes the briefest moment, but the effect is spellbinding. Now stands a naked, wild, hungry slut where an elegantly dressed woman stood a moment before. 

‘Like what you see?’ you say, casually tossing the dress over a chair. The look on your face suggests that you already know I love your body. You’ve probably enjoyed the flabbergasted, slack-mouth expression of dozens of guys before me. 

‘Beautiful,’ I say. ‘Absolutely beautiful.’

You climb onto the bed again, straddling me. I can feel the heat of your sex gliding against my rock-hard and eager member. I can feel the delicious, pulsing, urgent need of your womanhood. 

‘Your husband doesn’t fuck you good enough, huh?’ I say. 

‘No,’ you say. ‘He’s not man enough to fuck me. Only a big dick like yours makes me come.’

I wrap my arms around your smooth body, guiding you down slowly. You make that wonderful gasp, that sharp intake of breath, as the tip of my manhood brushes against your burning lips and begins to push inside. 

There is nothing as wonderful as the feeling of entering a woman for the first time. Especially if she is married to someone else. This feeling – this sensation, this experience – it’s what I live for. It’s the most erotic, compulsive, addictive, exhilarating, heart-pounding feeling in the world. I won. I didn’t just win you, I stole you away from your husband. I proved myself to be a better man than the CEO of my company. All that money and power doesn’t mean shit when I can fuck his wife. 

Your soft, red-hot, dripping wet entrance widens and parts and welcomes me inside. I moan at the feeling. Goddamn, your pussy is exquisite. So perfectly tight – gripping me like a fist – yet you sink down onto my shaft without any hesitation or having to adjust your position. You mount me like you were born for this moment. 

As my full, thick length enters you to its deepest point, a soft, Ooh escapes your lips. You smile at me, eyes shining. 

‘Lay down,’ you say. ‘Let me do this.’

I lay back on the bed, arms behind my head, watching as you begin. 

It starts with that smile. Wicked and cruel and taunting, like you’re loving our sinful secret. Then you clench with your vagina and give my manhood a tight, firm squeeze. I gasp. Your pussy feels utterly fantastic. You slowly grind into me, making little circular motions with your hips, gently riding me. 

‘You weren’t kidding about your pussy being better,’ I say. 

You toss your head back and moan in a loud, clear voice, ‘Oh, my God, your big dick feels so fucking good in my married pussy!’

Your words damn near send me over the edge. I force myself to concentrate on breathing. In through the nose, out through the mouth – all that yoga shit. I haven’t had this much trouble keeping my shit together since I was a teenager. 

How the hell have you done this to me. 

My reaction spurs you on. You explode into life now, riding me hard. You moan louder and louder, not caring if any of the other rooms can hear us together, and start to bounce up and down. My length plunges in and out of you in quick, rough movements. You’re so wet that I can see your cream coating my dick. 

More and more cream glistens on my shaft with every thrust and pump and bounce. 

‘Oh, fuck!’ you say, in a high, shrill voice. ‘You’re gonna make me come all over that big fat dick!’ You grab the end of my tie and yank it tight, like I’m your wild animal on a leash. ‘Come on, baby, fuck me like my pathetic husband can’t!’

I can’t hold on anymore. You’re too good. You’re way too fucking good. Your clueless asshole husband does not deserve a goddess like you in his life, let alone his bed. 

I grab your hips and start fucking you from beneath, pushing my length deep inside you, trying to bury myself in your womb. 

‘Your husband never fucks you this good,’ I say, joining in. I can tell by your sparkling eyes and breathless moaning that belittling the man you married is a huge turn-on for you. 

‘No, he can’t!’ You’re almost shrieking now, bouncing hard, gasping for air, riding me with everything you’ve got, pulling on the tie with every bounce. 

‘He’s so fucking useless! His cock is too small for me, I need big hard dicks like yours!’

‘You want me to fuck your married pussy?’ I say, gritting my teeth. Fuck, it’s so hard to hang on right now. I’m on the edge of coming, but I need to hold on as long as I can. 

‘Yes!’ Your body starts to shake and tremble. Your legs shudder. You sink down onto my cock, mouth agape, eyes wide, seeing me without seeing me. ‘I’m gonna come for you!’

I push up with my hips, plunging every last inch of my manhood inside you, and hold in that position. You cry out with pleasure, a long, throaty, animalistic exhortation of absolute passion. Your pussy clenches. Your fingers grip the tie. 

Your toes curl. Your eyes roll back. You keep coming. I feel it. I feel every rolling wave as it washes over you. The moment lasts a lifetime. It is beautiful to watch you climax. It is an amazing feeling to give you this pleasure. 

You slowly come back to reality, gulping air, regaining control of your shuddering body. You look me in the eyes and a bright, happy, dopey grin spreads over your face. I give you a moment to enjoy this feeling, to revel in your post-orgasm glow. 

Then I take charge. 

I roll us over, throwing you down onto the bed, mounting you with savage, urgent need. Now I am on top and you are at my mercy. You cry out, loving it, grabbing my firm arms and digging your fingers into my skin. Your legs open wide, allowing me access, granting me permission to use your body for my pleasure. 

I fuck you hard, driving my cock deep into your desperate, dripping womanhood. You moan louder with every deep, hard thrust. The sound of your pleasure drives on. I want to possess you. I want to have you. I want to be better than your husband and every other man you’ve ever fucked in your life. I want to be the naughty thought that makes you smile to yourself. 

‘I love the way you fuck me!’ you say, still almost yelling the words. I love how vocal you are. I love how much you’re enjoying this. ‘Don’t stop!’

I grab your throat with one hand and squeeze enough to make you gasp. You nod, a dark, wicked look in your eyes. You want more. I grab your hand and pin it to the bed, holding you in place beneath me. 

‘Yes!’ You now talk through gritted teeth, loving the way I treat you. Making you my dirty whore. ‘You gonna come in my married pussy?’

I nod. 

‘Say it!’

‘I’m gonna come in your married pussy!’ I say. ‘I gonna fill your cheating pussy with my come, you want that?’

‘Yes!’

I can’t control myself any longer. I pound you now, unable to speak or think or hold back another moment. You cry out over and over with every thrust. I moan a final cry of passion and bury myself into you and finally reach the end of the road. 

‘You’re coming in me!’ you say, gasping in delight. ‘Give it to me!’

I keep fucking you deep and hard as I erupt, driving my sticky seed as far inside your womanhood as I can. I want to leave my come so deep inside that you’ll never get me out. I want you to always remember me as the man who fucked you the best. 

‘It feels so good!’ Your hand grips my arm, fingertips sinking into my flesh, leaving little white marks. I can’t feel it right now. 

I fuck you until the last drops of my lust finally subside. I pump you a few more times for good measure, making damn sure that every last remnant of my come is buried deep in your womb. Then I release my grip on your hand and throat. 

‘You’re so fucking good,’ I say. 

You giggle. Your sex gives me a playful squeeze, milking my shaft. 

‘That was fun,’ you say. ‘Thank you.’

‘Always glad to help,’ I say. ‘You want to go again?’

‘Yes,’ you say, then pause. ‘But maybe we should get back to the party?’

Shit, the party. I had totally forgotten about that. Your husband is probably out cold somewhere twelve stories below us. We should get back before people notice we’re missing. 

‘All right,’ I say. ‘But this isn’t over.’

‘I’m counting on it.’

I climb off the bed gather my discarded clothes. I have marks on my arms and burns from the tie around my neck. It feels damned good. Like I’ve been attacked by a wild animal. 

‘Could you grab my other shoes?’ you say. ‘They’re out by the couch.’

‘Sure.’

I open the bedroom door-

-and jump in shock. 

Your husband stands on the other side of the door, a malicious expression on his face. 

I open my mouth. Nothing comes out. I’m practically naked. Hell, you are naked. You’re still on the bed, my seed dripping out of your used pussy. There’s no way this isn’t what it looks like. 

‘You have a good time?’ Tom says, his eyes glinting. ‘You enjoy fucking my wife?’

My mouth opens and closes. I don’t know whether to run or fight. 

‘Did you like it, baby?’ Your voice catches me by surprise. You sound perfectly at ease. Excited. Pleased. 

Tom’s grin grows wider. He takes a step into the room. He isn’t staggering. He isn’t drunk. This doesn’t make any sense. 

‘I loved it, Evelyn,’ Tom says. ‘You got me so hard.’

He takes off his suit jacket and tosses it aside. 

‘What?’ I say. 

Tom looks at me and says, ‘Get the fuck out of here. It’s my turn.’

He walks past me and climbs on the bed and kiss your aching, dripping, well-

used pussy. You blow me a kiss and wave goodbye as your husband begins to lick and gently probe his tongue into your swollen lips. 

I stumble back into the main room, pulling my clothes on as fast as I can. I stumble around the furniture like a drunkard returning home and grab the door handle. As I step out into the hallway, you moan soft and low, then giggle with delight. 

Finally, it dawns on me. Everything makes sense. How easy it was to seduce you. The sudden change in your personality once we got into the bedroom. How vocal you were while we fucked. Your husband is a cuckold. You both played me to perfection. 

‘Son of a bitch,’ I say, shaking my head in disbelief. 

I close the door on your moans and walk back to the elevator. I thought I had won the game. Guess I was wrong about that. 
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Also available from Andrea Martin The Bull’s Account:

One Night, One Offer

 Tyler is a bull. He lives on the road and spends his time staying in hotels all across the world. His specialty is seeking out married women who need a little spark in their lives and seducing them. Tonight, Tyler has his eyes on Mia, a lonely woman in need of a strong, dominant man. She is about to enter Tyler’s world of intense, erotic pleasure... 

‘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.’

Also available from Andrea Martin The Bull’s Account:

Tonight You’re Mine

‘I would love for you to seduce my wife.’

 Tyler returns! This time, our traveling bull finds himself invited to seduce a man’s wife on a short stay in San Francisco. A pleasant evening, good food, wonderful company, and hot sex with another man’s wife – how could Tyler turn that invitation down? 

You push my shirt back, away from my shoulders. I let go of your body long enough to pull my tie free and drop it and my shirt on the floor. My hands grasp you again, this time lifting up the bottom of your dress, pushing the fabric up and exposing your bare thighs. You groan into my mouth as one hand squeezes your delicious ass and the other finds your burning quim. My fingers stroke the length of your slit, trailing along your wet lips, and I feel your body respond to my touch, your sex opening for me, your hips parting unconsciously to allow me access, your breathing changing and deepening with arousal. My fingers gently part your intimate lips and your sex opens for me. I carefully probe your entrance with one finger. You move your hips, pushing forward, granting me access to your body, allowing me to proceed. I push two fingers inside you, slowly pressing inside. You groan, your lips still locked on mine, tongue still frantically caressing mine. I push my fingers deeper inside you, marvelling at the warmth of your sex, loving the velvet-smooth feel of your pussy. 

You lean back now, breaking off the kiss, a long, deep moan escaping your lips. 

Your fingers lace together behind my neck and you look into my eyes, your

expression a mixture of lust, pleasure, and desire. I love that expression. It’s the exact moment you stop being married and become mine entirely. 

My fingers explore you. Gently. Lovingly. Slowly. I probe your yearning sex, pressing deeper, hearing your groans of pleasure, feeling your body react to my exploration. You push your hips forwards, driving my fingers deeper into you, and your groan deepens. 

‘Sit on the bed,’ you say. ‘I need to taste you.’

You don’t need to tell me twice. 

I kick off my shoes and socks – I never forget the socks; no man looks good in nothing but socks – and sit on the edge of the bed, as instructed. 

You take your phone out of your bag and toss it to me. 

‘Take photos for my husband,’ you say. 

I grab your phone, but I don’t fire it up. Not straight away. I’ll take picture later. 

Right now, you belong to me, and I don’t want to miss a second. 

You lift your elegant, handmade dress up over your head and toss it on the table, standing before me, wearing nothing but the red choker, a shy smile on your face. Your body is perfect. Your freshly shaven cleft glistens with arousal. Your nipples are hard and firm, begging to be licked and sucked. Your breasts are exactly the right size, and just how I like them – not fake, sitting pert and firm and way too high, but natural, beginning to lose the battle with gravity. I love every part of you. My cock throbs in my pants, hungry to feel you. 

‘Your husband is the luckiest man alive,’ I say. 

‘He knows,’ you say. ‘I remind him every night.’

Also available from Andrea Martin The Bull’s Account:

Seducing Scarlett

 Tyler is riding high after a successful day at the office. There’s no better way he likes to celebrate a win than by seducing someone else’s woman and taking her home. 

 Tonight, Tyler has his eyes on a very special prize. Not only is Scarlett dating someone, her boyfriend is sitting right next to her in the bar. The thought of proving himself the superior male drives Tyler to the edge in his mission to seduce Scarlett. 

‘Have you ever been with an older man?’ I ask. 

You shake your head. I smile. I climb down off the bed and sink to my knees between you parted legs and place my hands on your ankles. Your skin is wonderfully warm and smooth. I imagine you shaved your legs earlier today, back when you thought this was going to be a romantic evening between you and your boyfriend. 

I gently slide my hands up your legs, pushing the dress up like a curtain before a performance at the theatre. I place slow, passionate kisses on your bare legs. 

Your body trembles. Little giggles and gasps escape your lips as I slowly work my way up your legs, to your knees, your thighs… then beyond. 

You’re wearing a very sexy purple thong tonight, with a cartoon cat embroidered on the front. I chuckle to myself and give the cat a kiss. You sigh, hips

shuddering beneath me. 

‘Oh, my God,’ you say, in a soft, passionate voice. ‘I shouldn’t be here... I feel so bad…’

I kiss the cat again, slower and deeper. You sigh again, the thought dying in the air before it can take root. 

You gesture for me to come back up the bed. I do so, taking my time, placing more kisses on your body, on your skin where the dress has been pushed up, kissing the dress itself in other places. Your eyes sparkle and your lips are parted. 

You pull me into another passionate kiss, your arms enveloping me, hands exploring my warm skin, our bodies grinding together. I desperately want to be inside you, but I force myself to be patient. I don’t just want to fuck you. I want you to remember this for the rest of your life, even ten years from now when you’re in bed with your husband and the two of you swap stories about the naughtiest thing you’ve ever done – I want you to smile guiltily and say, Well there was this one guy I met in college... 

Passion overwhelms you now and you push up off the bed, rolling me onto my back, taking the lead. You lean back, sitting above me, looking like a goddess in the silvery moonlight. Your smile gleams brightly. 

You make me watch as you slowly lift the dress up over your head and throw it away on the floor. I place my hands on your hips and drink you in. Your body is absolutely stunning. Your bra matches the thong – I wonder how long you spent choosing this particular set – and your breasts are small and firm. My cock twitches in my pants and you smile at the feeling. 

You lay back down me and we kiss again. I unhook your bra and you groan into my mouth. I love that sound. I want to hear your rapturous pleasure as much as I can tonight. 

You pause in our passionate embrace for long enough to throw the bra aside. 

Now you’re lying on top of me in just that purple thong with the embroidered cat on the front. 

‘I feel overdressed,’ I say, in soft whisper as you nuzzle my neck. 

‘Oh, really?’ you say. ‘Let’s see what we can do about that…’

You slide down my body and your slender fingers make light work of my belt and my zipper. You smile up at me, face glowing with anticipation, and carefully open my pants. I watch in awe as you climb off the bed and ease my pants free in one long, smooth motion. You’re good. You’re really good. 

Also Available from Andrea Martin The Bull’s Account:

Why She Cheats

 Tyler is returning home for the first time in months and eager to continue his long-running affair with the married woman in the apartment down the hall. It’s an intense, passionate affair, and their time apart will only make the reunion sweeter. 

 Tyler intends to make up for his absence, with added interest. His neighbor is a wonderful woman – wild in bed, eager to please, and turned on by the thrill of cheating on her husband. Theirs is a match made in heaven, and this night is going to be spectacular. 

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.’
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