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		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 realise 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.
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		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.’
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		Slut Wives:

		Desperate Measures

		

		Newlyweds Sarah and Bruce are struggling to make ends meet. Between raising their baby daughter and trying to turn their crumbling house into a decent place to live, they’re barely getting by. Bruce spends more time driving trucks than he does at home, and Sarah is beginning to feel the burden of their financial worries.

		

		When Sarah goes to Bruce’s boss to beg for her husband’s raise, he makes an alternative offer instead, one that changes her life. If she agrees to have sex with him, he’ll pay her two hundred dollars. At first, she is horrified. But how long can she survive before she resorts to desperate measures?

		

		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.’

		

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		Hotwife Stories:

		Date Night

		

		For most married couples, ‘date night’ has a simple meaning. Maybe dinner at a fancy restaurant. Maybe a movie. Maybe an evening of passionate lovemaking.

		

		Jen and Larry appear to be a normal, boring husband and wife, blending into their surroundings. Nobody would suspect that their ideal date night starts with Jen walking into a seedy bar by herself, wearing her sexiest dress…

		

		‘Javi,’ I say, ‘be honest with me. I don’t like wasting time, so I need you to tell me right now, yes or no, will you fuck me?’

		‘Yes.’ No hesitation. Good. Very good.

		I smile at him. I say, ‘I really want you to fuck me tonight, Javier. I want you to take my married pussy however you want.’

		‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘I will. I mean, yeah, I’ll fuck you. Right now, if you want.’

		A tremble of anticipation runs through my cleft. I feel hot, wet excitement building in my sex. I rub my thighs together, feeling the first tingles of real, pure arousal spread throughout my body. I want him. Now.

		‘That’s the right answer,’ I say.

		‘My place is close by,’ he says. ‘We can go there, if you want.’

		‘I have something else in mind,’ I say. This is it, the make-or-break moment, when my newest potential lover is forced to make a choice they never even considered making. This is the reason I must hook them early. If I launch straight into what we’ll really be doing together too early, Javier might bolt or refuse or laugh me out of the building. But now that I have his interest – and his undivided attention – he should be more receptive to my suggestions.

		‘What’s your idea?’ he says, leaning in closer, excitement written all over his face.

		‘As you noticed, I’m a married woman,’ I say, picking my wedding ring back off the table and holding it between my finger and thumb. ‘If you want to fuck me, then I have just one request.’

		‘Sure,’ he says.

		‘My husband gets to watch.’

		

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		My Wife’s New Boyfriend

		

		‘We need to talk.’

		

		Patrick and Brooke have been married for eight happy years, and things seem perfect. However, the age gap between them is starting to affect Brooke – while Patrick’s sex drive is slowing, hers is accelerating.

		

		After a long discussion, Patrick agrees to allow his wife to take a boyfriend, but how will this affect their marriage? Will Patrick still love Brooke after she’s enjoyed the sinful pleasures of another man?

		

		I walk back through the kitchen, heart hammering, feet heavy as lead, wine glass shaking in my hand. I still can’t hear anything. It takes me a week to walk the length of the hallway. I pause outside the family room, listening hard, not daring to breathe. Then I hear it. A single sound. A sound I love to hear more than any other. Brooke’s naughty giggle. The sound she makes when she’s being bad and knows it. I swallow hard. This is it. It’s really happening. I slowly lean forward and peek around the door.

		My wife is making out with Hunter on the couch. Gently, tenderly, passionately. I’m close enough now to hear their wet smack of their lips. I’m close enough now to hear her breath escape in passionate sighs. I’m close enough to see her hard, excited nipples pressing against the thin shirt, begging to be touched.

		Her hand is higher on his thigh now and she gently squeezes and massages a thick, firm bulge in his pants. His hand slides up her leg, up her smooth stomach, to her breasts. I watch his fingers squeeze her chest and she lets out that naughty giggle again.

		‘You like my outfit?’ she says.

		He says something in response, whispering in her ear. She giggles again.

		‘I can be very bad,’ she says, with a wicked smile.

		He leans into her and begins to kiss her neck. She sighs and smiles and groans at the feel of his lips on her skin. Her hand tightens around his manhood and I can clearly see its shape through his pants. It’s bigger and thicker than me. This guy – this fucking guy! – is the perfect physical specimen. Tall, good looking, smart, funny, good company, and he’s well-endowed as well. I really want to hate this guy, but I see the wide, filthy smile on my wife’s face and I know we’re going through with this.

		Brooke sees me watching them. Her smile widens. She loves this, loves the attention from Hunter, loves the fact that her husband is watching the scene unfold.

		‘Are you jealous, baby?’ she says in a low, sensual voice.

		‘Yes,’ I say.

		‘Are you gonna stop me?’

		I swallow. Hesitate. This is it. This is my moment. I can stop this if I want to. I can call a halt to all of this. Hunter will stop kissing my wife’s neck. He will stop squeezing my wife’s breasts. She will stop massaging his hard tool. I can reclaim her for myself. But I don’t want to stop it. My own erection strains against my pants, hard and firm, begging to be unleashed. I’m enjoying this almost as much as she is. She knows it, too. Her eyes flick down to my body and I know she’s seen the evidence of my excitement.

		‘No,’ I say.
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