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		I’m going to fuck someone’s wife or girlfriend tonight.

		I got a good feeling in my bones right now. I’ve had a good day. My business meetings flowed nicely. My presentation was well received – even managed to throw a couple of quickfire gags into the mix and got a good laugh. I’m riding high on the feeling of doing a good job and earning my keep.

		And when I get that good feeling in my bones, it makes me want to hit the town and fuck someone’s wife or girlfriend. I have conquered the business world, now I need to conquer the physical world, too. I need to have the feeling of conquest and power rushing through me. I need to feel like a God. I need to experience that surge of adrenaline when a committed, happy, faithful woman submits and gives herself to me.

		The Georgia sun is hot enough to bake bread on the sidewalk this afternoon. Sweat starts to trickle down the back of my neck from the moment I step through the lobby doors and out of the beautifully cool air-conditioned building. Holy fuck it’s hot. I travel all over the world on a regular basis, but this heat is ungodly. Who the hell thought this was a good place to settle down and build a home? I can picture the early settlers, dragging their lives behind half-starved horses on covered wagons, the oppressive heat beating down from above. The man turns to his wife, face drenched in sweat, and he says, This seems like a fine place to call home, don’cha think?

		I take off my suit jacket, the thin shirt beneath already clinging to my back, and start walking toward somewhere – anywhere – that might serve a cold drink under a decent air-conditioned roof. My flesh feels like it’s about to boil off my bones.

		This little town is the dictionary definition of a rural settlement. It’s a small place, near enough to other, larger places to feel important, without having any identity of its own. There’s a hotel in town, a college a few miles away, a rental car company and the requisite amount of Starbucks coffee shops on every other street corner.

		Other people walk past me on the sidewalk, dressed in loose clothing. Guys with good bodies strut around shirtless, glancing at the other pedestrians as if making sure their figures are being admired. Old men sit under the hanging awnings of buildings, watching the world go by. Young women walk past in clothes so tiny they might as well be naked. Nobody, I notice, looks as miserable or sweaty or disgusting as I feel right now. The heat is really killing my buzz. Fuck Georgia.

		After a couple minutes’ walk, I find a bar with a big chalk sign standing outside that declares the establishment open. There’s also something written underneath that four-letter word, some employee’s clumsy attempt to be cute and funny while not damaging the bar’s corporate image. If I was in college and I uploaded pictures of my food to Instagram, the chalk sign would probably be hilarious.

		I stumble through the open door and stop dead in the cool, air-conditioned interior of the bar, closing my eyes in a prayer of thanks. This place is a goddamn oasis. My skin begins to cool, even as the sweat on my brow and trickling down my back starts to feel horribly uncomfortable.

		The bar is one of those super-hip, modern, trendy sports bars. Huge flatscreen TVs dominate the wall at the far end of the room, the focal point of the entire bar. The TV is set to a sports channel, and it appears to be replaying the latest football game. On screen, men with the bodies of refrigerators crash into one another, bodies covered in layers of padding and heads protected by thick helmets. To the right of the room is a small seating area. A few tables are taken with patrons grabbing a late lunch, half-eaten portions of hamburgers and fries sitting on thin, well-worn plates. To the left is the bar itself, a long wooden counter running almost the entire length of the room, populated with beer signs and pump-handles to pour cool, refreshing nectar. Neon signs hang on the wall behind the bar, between shelves stacked with bottles. The walls, floor, bar, and ceiling are made of polished black wood. The place screams that it wants to a bar where young twentysomethings can come and hang out and be cool. It feels like I’m surrounded by giant smartphone screens on all sides.

		It's still pretty early in the working day, so the bar is almost empty right now. Aside from myself and the people eating, there are only a handful of patrons drinking at the tables. They’re all locked in hushed conversation, ignoring the TV and the muted commentary from hidden speakers mounted high on the walls.

		I step up to the bar. A door mounted in the back wall at the far end immediately opens and a woman steps out. She’s good looking. Somewhere in her twenties, though it’s hard to be certain with all the makeup plastered to her face. She has a chin-length blonde bob haircut, sparkling green eyes, and a pretty smile. She wears the unofficial uniform of the achingly hip and trendy bar – ripped black jeans and a t-shirt promoting a band I’ve never heard of before.

		Her pretty smile widens almost imperceptibly as I sit on one of the empty stools across from her.

		‘What can I getcha?’ she says, her voice friendly and pleased to be serving me, but with a slight fake cutesiness that annoys me a little.

		‘I’ll have whatever you got that’s cold,’ I say.

		She grins, grabs a glass, and starts loading it with ice cubes.

		‘You’re not from around here, huh?’ she says, still smiling her pretty smile. Her voice still has that edge of falseness, but the question, at least, is sincere.

		‘What gave it away?’ I say, wondering if maybe my accent made it obvious.

		Her eyes flick up to my brow in response, and she points at her own forehead.

		‘Not used to the heat,’ she says.

		I concede to her point and rub a bar napkin across my forehead.

		‘Is it always like this?’ I say.

		‘Oh, no,’ she says, ‘sometimes there’s thunderstorms.’

		She opens the little refrigerator behind the bar and pulls out a bottle of soda. She cracks it open and fills the glass with fizzing, bubbling liquid. My dry throat damn nears cracks open as she places the glass on the counter top. The glass is ice-cold to the touch, little beads of condensation trickling down onto the polished wooden surface.

		‘Thanks,’ I say.

		‘You’re welcome.’ She smiles at me again, but there’s something else in her eyes now. Something a little more than casual friendliness. Polite interest.

		I take a long, refreshing gulp of soda. It is the best thing I have ever tasted, period. While I take a long moment to savor the taste and feel cool liquid spreading throughout my body, she leans against the back wall, watching me.

		‘So,’ I say, placing the glass down on the counter. ‘What’s there to do around here? I’m gonna be in town for at least a night, maybe two. What do you recommend?’

		She thinks about it for a moment, cute little dimples forming in her cheeks as she purses her lips.

		‘Well,’ she says, ‘tonight’s game night. This place is gonna be packed. It’s probably the best place to be. I don’t think there’s gonna be much else going on. The whole area pretty much shuts down for the game.’

		‘Who’s playing?’ I ask.

		She stares like I’ve grown two heads and says, ‘The college football team. Don’t you follow it?’

		I shake my head and take another drink.

		‘I don’t get much time,’ I say. ‘I’m pretty busy.’

		‘It’s only a few hours a week!’ she says. ‘What do you do on your nights off?’

		I shoot her a look, a grin pulling at the corner of my mouth. An unspoken message passes between us. She knows exactly what I do on my nights off.

		Her cheeks redden and she turns to face the back wall, brushing her already-immaculate hair into place with her hands in the reflection. When she back to me, her face is back to normal, her surprise and embarrassment gone.

		‘So, what do you do when you’re not hanging around bars?’ she says. ‘Your wife keep you busy?’

		I hold up my hand to show her that I’m not wearing a wedding ring.

		‘Girlfriend?’ she says.

		I shake my head again.

		‘Boyfriend?’

		I almost laugh.

		‘Got it right the first time,’ I say. ‘But I’m currently available.’

		‘What’s wrong with you?’ she says, stepping forward, away from the back wall, and looking me up and down.

		‘Excuse me?’

		‘You’re a good-looking guy,’ she says. ‘Not too old-’ I smile at this ‘-and you look like you have a good job. That shirt looks expensive.’

		‘It was.’

		‘So what’s wrong with you?’ she says again. ‘Why are you single?’

		I lift the glass to my lips again and drain it in one long swallow. This second mouthful is even more exquisite than the first. She waits patiently for me to finish and answer her question.

		‘I’m not the type to have girlfriends,’ I say. ‘Put it this way, I’m the type of guy your cheat on your boyfriend with.’

		She raises her eyebrows, a little in surprise, but she keeps smiling that cute little smile. Her voice has lost that false edge now.

		‘Really?’ she says. ‘That’s… that’s bad.’

		‘I know.’ I grin at her. She tries not to return my smile but can’t help herself. She controls her blush this time, face remaining calm. ‘So, tell me about yourself. Do you have a boyfriend?’

		‘No.’

		‘Husband?’

		She shows me her bare hands.

		‘That’s a shame,’ I say.’

		‘How come?’

		‘Because I’d love to steal you from him.’

		Now she blushes, eyes flashing, responding to my challenge. I smile to myself and push the glass across the bar to her. She takes it and makes another soda, adding a little fresh ice to the cubes that remain.

		She hands me the glass and this time she remains close by. She drops her voice to a conspiratorial whisper.

		‘You only date taken girls?’ she says.

		‘I prefer to,’ I say, cupping the cool glass in my warm hands. ‘It’s much more exciting than a regular hookup.’

		‘You really get with married women?’ she says. Her eyes sparkle with barely-restrained excitement. I get the feeling that my lifestyle is something that would be considered scandalous in this part of the world. ‘Don’t they say no?’

		‘Some do,’ I say, remembering the handful of times women have declined my offers, preferring to live with their morals rather than seizing the moment and experiencing true passion. ‘But most always say yes.’

		‘Why?’

		I study her face for a moment. She’s a good-looking woman. She’d be even more attractive without all that makeup obscuring her looks. I can imagine myself waking up next to her. Maybe pulling her close to me. Kissing her soft, full lips. Rolling on top of her. Hearing her voice in my ear, listening to her moans, her soft breathing, her sounds of pleasure. Feeling her body against mine, her heat, her lust, her soft, slick wetness opening up for me. I could do it. Easily. She’d take me home in a heartbeat if I gave her the opportunity.

		But what would be the challenge in that? Sure, I’d get laid, she’d have a good time – maybe even a great time – but there would be no additional thrill. I adore the challenge of seducing a woman who doesn’t know she wants to be seduced. I love the thrill of stealing a woman away from another man. I live for the satisfaction of giving a wife something her husband can’t.

		‘Why do I do it?’ I say, returning to the present. ‘I do it because I love the thrill. Good sex is good. Good sex you shouldn’t be having is way better.’

		She opens her mouth to make another comment, but someone steps up to the other end of the bar. She sees him and collects herself for a brief second, then heads over to serve him. I sit quietly, staring at my faint reflection in the shiny black wall, taking small sips of my soda. The world outside is still too bright. I swear I can see heat rising from the damn sidewalk.

		The man at the other end of the bar takes his fresh drink and returns to his seat over by the muted TV. The woman returns to me, a little more composed now, her train of thought interrupted. This time she leans over the bar on her forearms, close to me. I can smell her soft, gentle perfume. It’s nice.

		‘What do you do for a living?’ she says, in the same quiet voice. She’s interested. More than interested. Maybe nothing really exciting happens around here for a woman her age. Maybe I’m the first new face she’s seen in a year or two. Maybe I can offer her something nobody else in this part of Georgia can – the promise of a stolen night. It wouldn’t be difficult to convince her to come back to my hotel room. Hell, from the way she’s looking at me, she might even jump over the bar right this second if I asked.

		But that wouldn’t be thrilling. It wouldn’t be interesting. It would be fun – there’s something about the way she’s looking at me that says she’d be down for just about anything – but that’s all it would be. It’s too easy.

		‘I’m a consultant,’ I say. ‘It’s technical and kinda boring, but the upshot is that I get to do a lot of traveling and I get to meet a lot of interesting people.’

		‘A lot of married people,’ she says, a sly grin on her pretty face.

		‘Upshot.’

		She grabs a cloth and pretends to wipe down the bar for a few seconds. It’s spotless anyway, except for a few rings of water in front of me.

		She finishes her act and returns to me. I say, ‘So, you recommend I come back here tonight?’

		She cocks an eyebrow.

		‘Yeah,’ she says. ‘This is probably the busiest place in town on a game night. I don’t know how many married couple we get in here, though. It’s more of a younger crowd. The local college kids.’

		‘That sounds fine,’ I say. ‘I’m feeling good today. I secured a pretty big new client for my company.’

		‘Congratulations.’

		I raise my soda to her and finish it. She reaches out to take the glass and refill it.

		‘No more,’ I say. ‘I should head back to my room and type up all my paperwork.’

		‘Where are you staying?’ She gives me a look that implies the question might be as totally innocent as it sounds.

		‘The Western over on Main and Central,’ I say. ‘Room three zero one.’

		She nods, filing the information away at the back of her mind.

		‘That’s a nice hotel,’ she says.

		‘I’ll be back in a few hours,’ I say. ‘I’d like to see what this place looks like on game night.’

		She takes my empty glass with the half-melted ice cubes and puts it in a rack, ready to be washed up and reused. I hand her a twenty dollar bill. She cashes up and hands me a few coins and crumpled, used notes in return.

		‘I get off at midnight,’ she says.

		‘Maybe I’ll see you later?’ I say.

		‘Sure.’

		I get up and offer her a final smile. She’s a nice girl. If I get the chance, maybe I’ll fuck her. I steel myself for the heat and head of the crisp and cool bar into the glare of the scorching Georgia sun.

		

		****

		My hotel room has good air conditioning, thank Christ.

		I sit on the bed in my bathrobe, shower water trickling down my back, and silently fill in paperwork and type up reports on my laptop. This is probably the least interesting part of my job. I prefer getting out in the world, talking to clients, shaking hands, pitching projects, and selling visions. Filling out paperwork feels like I’m back in high school, completing an exam after the fun practical assessment.

		Despite this, I’m still riding pretty high. I get another surge of adrenaline every time I relive the meeting again in my mind, remembering the smiles of the managers and the way the CEO shook my hand enthusiastically. It feels good to be the king.

		I also think about the woman from the bar. She’s totally down to fuck. It would be fun. It would be forgettable – for me, maybe not her. Maybe if I strike out tonight, I’ll stick around for her, though I feel bad for thinking of that young woman as a charity case. I’d always rather have the thrill of a challenge.

		The glare of afternoon sun slowly darkens and transforms into the dull glow of evening as I finish up my reports and email them back to the office. I turn off the laptop and file away all my paperwork. My duties to the office are complete. The rest of this night is mine.

		I step into the bathroom and turn the light on, checking myself out in the mirror. I look good. Decent body, well maintained. I don’t look tired or haggard or exhausted.

		I shave off my five o’clock shadow and apply a thin layer of moisturizer to my skin. It’s important to me that I look as good as I feel. A lot of guys overlook the benefits of a good skincare routine. They think it’s feminine or wussy to care about your appearance beyond clothes or a haircut. Their loss is my gain.

		By seven PM, I’m dressed and ready. The sun might be sinking below the skyline, but I doubt that the world outside is any cooler. I open the top button on my shirt and roll up the sleeves. I’m not going to need a jacket tonight. I gather my wallet and room key and head out.

		The world outside is every bit as warm as it was earlier, but this time the sun isn’t beating down on me like an angry boxer. Small mercies, I guess. I walk along the sidewalks, trying to retrace my steps back to the bar, noting how quiet the streets are. I guess people are either at home having dinner, or still on the road after finishing work. I only see a couple of other people walking around, and a scant handful of cars drive past in the ten or fifteen minutes I take to find the bar.

		When I finally reach the familiar chalk board with the witty Instagram-friendly slogan on the sidewalk, I realize where most of the local people are. The bar is packed. I can barely see the huge TV on the back wall over all the silhouetted heads standing inside. Almost every available space is occupied by people. If it weren’t for the burly black man in the dark clothes guarding the front door, keeping a wary eye on the crowd, I’m sure people would be standing on the bar, too.

		I stand in the doorway, craning my neck, trying to see if there’s anywhere to stand or sit, so I don’t look as awkward as I feel. Thank God for air-conditioning, or this place would be flooded with sweat.

		All eyes appear to be on the TV at the back wall, where the game is about to begin. I can’t see the names of the teams, all I know is that one wears mostly white and the other appears to be clad in red.

		I manage to squeeze through a handful of people clumped together in a tight group and sidle up to the bar. My flirtatious friend from earlier is busy as fuck, it seems. She’s down the far end of the bar, pouring beer into a glass while simultaneously closing a refrigerator door with her foot and reciting back the order. She doesn’t notice me, her eyes are fixed on the task in hand.

		A man steps up to me from behind the bar. He looks like he’s in his mid-thirties, but dresses like a teenager who’s just come from the local skate park. He looks harassed but in control. I guess he’s used to this kind of turnout on game night. I give him my order and he returns with a fresh beer in a cold glass. I pay him and he turns his attention to the next person.

		I squeeze back out of the crowd, looking around for somewhere I can stand and drink this beer. I look around, scanning the crowd for gaps and weaknesses. There’s no way I can push through the people standing up and get any nearer the TV. The assembled crowd is as thick and insurmountable as a wall topped with razor wire. I move on, walking behind the crowd, trying to find a gap, hoping to see a space, wondering if coming back here was a bad idea, and then-

		That’s when I spot you.

		You’re sitting off to the side on one of the tables, where the diners ate burgers earlier today, away from the crowd, in a bad place to watch the game. You’re a good-looking woman, probably college-aged, if I had to guess, like so many other people in the bar tonight. You’re wearing a dark dress that looks almost black in the dim light of the room. The dress is far too nice for a place like this. You’ve clearly taken time over your hair and makeup tonight. One hand rests around a bottle of beer, your restless fingers picking at the label.

		The thing that draws my eyes to you like a beacon in the night isn’t your looks or what you’re wearing. It’s the fact that you’re sitting to the left of a man who has his arm around your shoulders, and you’re looking up at the ceiling, a bored expression on your face. I don’t see any rings on your fingers, so I assume the man to your right is your boyfriend. I smile to myself.

		I see you.

		I see your boyfriend.

		I see the way you dressed up – you probably weren’t expecting to be dragged to the sports bar on game night, were you? – and the bored, dissatisfied expression on your face.

		I’m going to fuck you tonight. I know it in my bones. When I left the air-conditioned corporate lobby this afternoon, I knew that I was going to fuck someone tonight. That someone is you.

		The noise of the crows increases for a moment, a loud, united roar. I can’t see the TV. Maybe somebody scored a point. I don’t know. I’m not big on sports.

		I make my way along the back end of the crowd, heading towards the seating area. There aren’t many people occupying this part of the bar. Maybe the view isn’t too good from here. You look up as I approach. I offer you a kind, friendly smile and point to the empty chair at your side.

		‘Is this taken?’ I say, talking loudly to be heard.

		You shake your head, not smiling, not even remotely interested. That’s good. That means you’re going to be a challenge. That’s what I want tonight.

		I sit down in the chair next to you. Your boyfriend looks away from the TV long enough to take me in. He looks me up and down, assessing me, and I notice his arm twitches around your shoulders, as though he’s imperceptibly tightening his grip. Perhaps he sees me as a threat.

		He’s right about that.

		I lean in close to you and say, ‘Is it always this busy?’

		You shake your head.

		‘The game is on,’ you say, your voice tinged with unhappiness and regret.

		‘Is that what it is?’ I say, acting as if I don’t already know. ‘I just wanted to have a quiet drink.’

		‘Tell me about it.’ You roll your eyes. I was right. Your boyfriend probably said that he was going to take you out tonight. You got excited. You put on your favorite dress. You puzzled for your over your hair and makeup. You painted your nails. You grabbed your favorite heels from the back of the closet. Maybe you thought he was going to take you to that restaurant you always wanted to try. Maybe you imagined a romantic dinner over candlelight. Maybe you pictured a passionate kiss on the walk home.

		Then your boyfriend turned up in the local team’s jersey and announced that he was taking you to the bar. But it’s game night, babe! he probably said, his voice whiny and high pitched. You thought about your options – either stay at home, all dressed up and nowhere to go, or head to a bar looking like a million bucks and feeling like an asshole all night. You decided to go out with him. Now he’s ignoring you, eyes glued to a TV screen he can barely see, while you sit here wishing you’d stayed at home instead.

		I guess it’s up to me to make tonight worthwhile for you.

		‘I’m feeling pretty stupid now,’ I say, gesturing at my shirt and smart pants. ‘I’m kinda overdressed for this place.’

		You snort, meaning to sound derisive, but a smile touches your lips. You look into my face now for the first time, seeing me properly. I wonder what you see in me? Do you see an ally, a friend, a confidant, or a lover? I can be all those things and more.

		‘I don’t live around here,’ I say, ‘that’s my excuse. What about you? Didn’t your brother tell you the game was on?’

		You frown for a second, wondering who I’m talking about. Then you realise that I’m referring to your boyfriend. You glance back at him. His face is still turned toward the TV, the arm around your shoulders a possessive afterthought.

		‘Oh,’ you say, ‘no, that’s not my brother. That’s my boyfriend.’

		‘Really,’ I say, putting an air of surprise into my voice. I grab my beer and lift the glass to my lips. ‘Could’ve fooled me.’

		We’ve only been talking for a minute or so, but already I notice a small, definite change in you. Your posture has started to change subtly. You no longer looked bitter and defeated, sitting with hunched shoulders and downturned face, but stronger and more upright. Your eyes no longer gaze at the ceiling in boredom, but instead fix on me, a sharp, fierce intelligence gleaming in your pupils. I have your attention, now let’s see if I can keep it. You seem like the kind of woman who doesn’t suffer fools gladly. I wonder what you’re doing with a guy like that.

		‘It was his turn to choose,’ you say, leaning a little closer to me, despite arm casual draped around your shoulders. ‘Last time we went out, I took us to this beautiful open-air restaurant across town. We had dinner under the stars.’

		‘That sounds really romantic.’

		‘It was. But he complained because they didn’t serve fries.’

		I shake my head in disbelief and put my beer back on the table. You’re already talking shit about your boyfriend. That’s a good sign. It means your relationship isn’t as strong as it could be. Sounds like he’s hurt your feelings many times in the past. Maybe he’s not as attentive or affectionate as he should be. That gives me an edge, a way in.

		‘So, he shits all over your romantic date,’ I say, rubbing a little salt in the wound, ‘and then he drags you to watch the game on his turn.’

		‘Yeah.’

		‘I hope I wasn’t an idiot when I was his age.’

		You smile again, a little warmer now, slowly coming around. What hostility you felt a few minutes ago is slowly melting.

		‘He’s okay,’ you say, kissing his arm. ‘He can be sweet sometimes.’

		‘When he wants something,’ I say, giving you a look. You avert your eyes, and I know my words have hit a little too close to home. ‘Don’t worry, I’m sure he’ll come around.’ I decide to switch up my approach. I don’t want to sit here and attack your boyfriend all night. I’ve already planted a seed of doubt in your mind about the relationship, I don’t need to hammer the point home. It might turn you away from my advances. ‘What do you do? Are you in college?’

		‘Yeah,’ you say, nodding enthusiastically. ‘Final year. I’m majoring in political science.’

		‘Shit, that’s awesome,’ I say. ‘That sounds really intense.’

		‘It is,’ you say, turning your body toward me a little more as you warm up to the topic. ‘We have so much to do right now. I’ve got essays due next week and finals start in a month. I really don’t have time to be sitting in a bar.’

		I nod in understanding.

		‘It’s important to take a night off every so often,’ I say. ‘You don’t want to go crazy.’

		‘All work and no play make Scarlett a dull girl.’

		I laugh. Your eyes sparkle, pleased by my reaction.

		‘Exactly,’ I say. ‘Beautiful name, Scarlett.’ I offer you my hand. ‘I’m Tyler, by the way.’

		You take my hand in yours. I love the feel of your skin. Smooth. Soft. Warm.

		‘Nice to meet you,’ you say.

		‘Likewise.’

		‘You said you don’t live around here?’ you say.

		‘No.’ I pause for a second as another roar of approval from the crowd almost deafens me. Your boyfriend looks back at you, a smile on his face. You nod in response, lips pursed, forcing a smile, and he turns back to the game. ‘I’m just in town for tonight.’

		I see a glint in your eyes, the flash of a sudden, naughty idea. I am a handsome stranger. I am attentive and kind. I am only here for one night. What ideas does that plant in your mind?

		‘What do you do?’ you ask.

		I tell you about my work. About traveling the country – and sometime the world – as a consultant for a big firm. Your eyes sparkle as you listen. I can almost feel your resistances weakening to me. You’re still a faithful girlfriend. Your boyfriend is right next to you. But all your attention is focussed on me.

		‘That sounds amazing,’ you say. ‘I’d love to travel the world like that.’

		‘I’m sure you will.’ I take a mouthful of beer. ‘And it is pretty awesome, I’m not gonna lie. There’s just one major problem.’

		‘What’s that?’ You lean in closer. I lean in too, glancing around as though worried someone might overhear me.

		‘It doesn’t leave much time for romance,’ I say, looking you in the eyes.

		I see a flood of reactions on your face all at once. Sympathy. Desire. Sadness. Excitement. Guilt.

		‘Oh,’ you say, and lean back, glancing at your oblivious boyfriend. ‘That must get lonely.’

		‘It does,’ I say, with a little bob of my head. I decide not to tell you about all the friends I’ve made on my travels. All the women I’ve seduced. All the husbands who have begged me to visit their wives. It’s not a lie. It’s a deliberate obfuscation of the truth. ‘It’s nice to meet someone like yourself, Scarlett.’

		You return my smile. It’s a pretty smile that reaches your eyes and makes your whole face glow, like a flower blooming in the sun. A hint of red touches your cheeks for a brief moment, but you don’t look away. Your lick your lips, making the soft pinkness shine in the low bar lights, and tuck a loose strand of hair behind your ear.

		‘Are you a Georgia girl, Scarlett?’ I ask. ‘Or is this heat as ungodly to you as it is to me?’

		You laugh, covering your mouth with a hand. Maybe it’s a guilt reflex. You know you shouldn’t be laughing with another man with your boyfriend so close by, but it’s hard to resist.

		‘No,’ you say, ‘I’m a Mississippi girl. I have to sleep with a fan on, because it’s too damn hot. Great for sunbathing, though.’

		‘Bet you get some great tan lines,’ I say, and give you a mischievous wink.

		You blush again, fighting the urge to grin, amused by my comment. I wonder if your boyfriend makes you feel like this, or whether his cheeky comments only embarrass you.

		I finish my beer and ask if you’d like a drink. You’ve been nursing that bottle the entire time we’ve been talking.

		‘I’d love another,’ you say.

		‘Sure.’

		I stand up and slowly make my way back to the bar, pushing through the stationary crowd, until I’m out of your sight. I’m glad you accepted my offer of a drink. It means you’re warming to me, open to reciprocation. I don’t expect anything to happen between us, but I’m hopeful and all the signs are pointing in the right direction. But for this night to go in the direction I’d like, I need to lay a small trap.

		The burly black man in the dark clothes still stands in place by the front door. He looks relaxed, but I get the sense that he’s a coiled snake, ready to strike at a moment’s notice if trouble breaks out. I hold up my hand to get his attention and show that I’m not a threat. He looks at me and nods.

		‘Hey, man,’ I say. I point over in the direction of our table. ‘Just so you know, there’s a guy over there on one of the tables, he’s close to wasted and I’m a little worried about him. He’s okay at the moment, but just so you know.’

		The burly black man nods in acknowledgment. I smile in a friendly way and move on to the bar. I wait behind a couple of guys while the bar staff rush back and forth making drinks and taking money. I can’t see my flirtatious friend from earlier.

		After a few long, tedious minutes, I reach the bar and place my order. The same guy from before – the thirty-year-old in skater attire – pours me a fresh beer and unscrews a bottle. I pay him and make my way back across the bar to the table.

		When I get back, your boyfriend has finally started paying you some attention. He’s making out with you, his arms wrapped around your body. I smile with faint amusement. He’s not kissing you because he cares, it’s more of a power play – demonstrating his superiority to me.

		Well, kid, we’ll see about that.

		I sit down in my seat again. You break off the kiss and turn your attention back to me. Your boyfriend shoots a dark look over your shoulder. I ignore him.

		‘Thank you,’ you say, taking the bottle from my offered hand.

		Your boyfriend releases his vise-like grip on your body and looks back to the TV screen. I’m guessing that he knows what I’m doing, but he’s not going to do a damn thing about it. Tonight, he’s your boyfriend, the apple of your eye. Tomorrow, he’ll be a pathetic cuckold, the man you’ll always compare to me. I’m going to steal you out from under him.

		And you’re going to love it.

		‘To good company,’ I say, raising my glass.

		You raise you bottle and we touch glasses. The little chink sound is lost amid the roar of noise from the crowd.

		You lean closer to me now, so we can talk more clearly.

		‘I don’t really know why I came out tonight,’ you say. ‘This really isn’t my scene.’

		‘I’m glad you did,’ I say, ‘because otherwise we wouldn’t have met.’

		Your warm smile tells me everything I need to know. You are almost completely mine now. All I need to do is push that pesky boyfriend out of your mind. Easier said than done, given that his arm is still around your shoulders. I lean a little closer, my hand brushing your thigh. It could be an accidental gesture. You don’t shy away from my touch. You keep your eyes on my face and finish the first beer, the one you’ve been nursing, the label half torn from the glass.

		‘That’s a sign of sexual frustration,’ I say, pointing to the torn label.

		‘Huh?’ you say, taken aback, looking down at the bottle in your hand.

		‘I think I read somewhere that picking at labels like that is a sign of sexual frustration.’

		You glance down at the floor, then place the bottle on the table, turning the torn label away from us. You grab the fresh beer I’ve just bought and chug about half of it in one swallow.

		‘Maybe I just like picking at labels.’

		‘Maybe you do.’

		A spark of electricity passes between us, a silent, nonverbal line of communication unknown to anyone outside you and me. A gauntlet has been thrown down. A challenge has been issued. I move my hand and again accidentally brush your thigh.

		‘Hey man.’

		A male voice interrupts my thoughts. It’s a youngish voice, attempting to sound deeper and tougher and more intimidating than the vessel from which it came.

		Your boyfriend leans forward, glaring at me, tightening his grip on you.

		‘Back off, okay? She’s with me.’

		His voice is loud, but the rest of the bar is louder. Nobody else hears this little interplay.

		‘Oh, for God’s sake!’ you say, rolling your eyes in irritation and embarrassment. ‘He’s not doing anything. We’re just talking. It’s not like there’s anything else to do in here!’

		Your boyfriend glares at me a little longer. I maintain eye contact, my face neutral. I don’t want to appear intimidating or intimidated by him. He’s a putz, anyway. A college kid hopped up on cheap beer and good vibes who thinks he’s king of the world. When he wakes up tomorrow, he’ll learn a harsh lesson about the nature of the world.

		He turns back to the game, but his hand is now clamped around your arm. I can see your annoyance and disgust with his attitude. Just a little longer…

		‘Is there anywhere else around here that you recommend?’ I say, leaning in and accidentally brushing your leg for a third time.

		‘The only other bar I know is for students,’ you say. ‘And I think most of them are in here right now.’

		‘We can go there if you like.’

		Something passes behind your eyes. I watch your face as you consider it for a brief moment. You entertain the possibility of ditching your boyfriend to hang out with me instead.

		‘I probably shouldn’t,’ you say, nodding toward your boyfriend.

		I shrug, playing it cool. It doesn’t mean anything to me.

		‘What do you do when you’re not a student, or hanging out in bars?’ I say.

		‘I like to read,’ you say.

		‘What kind of books?’

		‘Romance novels.’ You try to suppress a grin of embarrassment, but it only makes you look cuter.

		‘Cute-romance,’ I say, ‘or naughty romance?’

		Your eyes flash and your grin widens. I have my answer. You look sweet and innocent, but there’s a bad girl in you, waiting to be freed.

		‘Hey, asshole!’ Your boyfriend leans forward this time, leaning across you, pointing at me with one finger. ‘I told you, she’s with me!’

		‘Stop it!’ you say, now moving beyond annoyed and embarrassed by your boyfriend’s behaviour. ‘For fuck’s sake, what’s wrong with you?’

		‘I don’t like the way he’s looking at you,’ he says, glaring at me, as though his eyes are a dangerous and fearsome weapon that will derail my plans.

		‘How am I looking at Scarlett?’ I say, challenging him.

		‘Like you want to fuck her,’ he says.

		You react to this, trying to cover your face with your hands.

		‘Scarlett’s a very beautiful woman,’ I say. ‘In case you hadn’t noticed.’

		You shoot me a look, telling me to stop talking.

		‘Fuck did you say?’ he says.

		‘Calm down, kid,’ I say.

		He stands up, fists balled, arms stretched out by his sides in the college kid pose that signals he’s ready to throw down. He steps around you, pushing your reaching hands away, walking towards me as though he has a chance of winning this fight.

		And just like that, he steps right into my trap. The burly black bouncer appears from nowhere, a snake striking from under a rock, and grabs your boyfriend, wrapping his enormous arms around the kid’s thin college-educated frame. The scuffle is over before it even starts. The bouncer hauls your boyfriend away from the table, toward the door. Your boyfriend struggles, trying to break free, cussing me, cussing the bouncer, telling me how he’ll kick my ass later. A few people near the back of the crowd turn towards the noise, then dismiss it. Just another drunk college kid getting thrown out of a bar.

		I remain in my seat and take a sip of my beer as he is tossed outside. Out of sight, earshot, and mind.

		‘Jesus,’ you say. You almost stand up, as though about to go after him. Then you change your mind and lean back in your seat.

		I’ve won.

		You’re coming with me tonight, and I’m going to show you a whole new world.

		‘I’m so sorry about that,’ you say, shaking your head in amazement.

		‘Don’t worry about it,’ I say. ‘You’re better than him, anyway.’

		‘I should go check on him.’

		‘Stay a little longer. Finish your drink. Let him calm down first.’

		You nod and grab your bottle. You look a little worried.

		We drink in silence for a moment, you absorbing what’s just happened, me studying the shape of your face. After a minute or two, the bouncer returns to his post. Your boyfriend has left us alone for the night. I wonder what he’s thinking right now. Maybe he’s realizing what’s just happened, that he’s been thrown out and left me alone with you. The thought makes me smile.

		‘Are you going to be okay tonight?’ I say, over the roar of another point or touchdown or goal or whatever. You look at me, a blank expression on your face. ‘I mean, are you going to be safe going home with that asshole out there?’

		‘He’s harmless,’ you say. ‘I’m so sorry about that. Are you okay?’

		‘I’m fine,’ I say. ‘I’m more worried about you going home alone.’

		You pause, biting your bottom lip. This is it. The moment of truth.

		‘Of course…’ I say, as though the idea has only just occurred to me and I haven’t been building toward this moment all night, ‘…you could come back with me. If you wanted.’

		You pause, bottle raised to your lips, studying my face, trying to gauge my intentions.

		Then you nod. Just once. But clearly and defiantly.

		‘I’d like that,’ you say.

		‘Me too.’

		I finish the last of my beer and put the empty glass down on the table. You put the bottle down next to my glass, half-full.

		‘Can we go now?’ you say.

		I stand up and hold my hand out to you. The crowd roars again as you take my offered hand and stand up alongside me, gathering a small purse that was hidden down on the floor by your feet.

		As we leave the bar, I quietly thank the bouncer for his quick actions earlier. He nods again, his eyes gleaming, ready for another chance to leap into action.

		The night air is cooler, but still almost as intense and unbearable as it was earlier today. The only real blessing is that the moon doesn’t glare down on us like the sun did. I can already feel sweat starting to gather under my arms and on the small of my back.

		‘My hotel is this way,’ I say, taking your hand.

		You allow me to lead you along the sidewalk, keeping pace beside me. We talk as we walk – about everything and nothing and the things in between. I’m guessing that you’re trying to take your mind off the fact that you’re going to a stranger’s hotel room while your boyfriend storms home by himself. It’s cute. We walk together, holding hands for a while. Then you step closer and allow me to slip my arm around your waist. Neither of us talks about it out loud. It just happens. I take this as a sign that you’re more than willing to come back to my room.

		Finally, we enter the quiet lobby of my little hotel and stand in the cool, refreshing air for a moment, sighing in happiness.

		‘Thanks for this,’ you say. ‘I appreciate it.’

		‘No problem,’ I say, pulling you a little tighter against me. You respond, sliding your own arm around my waist. Your breast pushes against my flank. A moment passes like this, you and me, under the air-conditioning, standing on the threshold of life as you know it, and the life I can show you.

		‘Would you like a coffee?’ I say. ‘I have some mugs in my room.’

		‘Sure!’ you say, a little too quickly and a little too brightly. You shake your head a couple times, as though trying to push past this awkward moment. ‘I mean, if that’s okay?’

		‘Sure.’

		We walk to the elevator together across the quiet, empty lobby, our footsteps muffled by the thin, faded carpet. If anyone saw us together, they’d assume that we were a couple returning to our room after an evening on the town. They would never guess that we hadn’t met before tonight, or that you had ditched your boyfriend for me.

		The elevator doors open as soon as I press the call button. We step inside and I press the button for the third floor. The doors close on the outside world.

		You grab me and kiss me, hard and passionately, taking me completely off-guard. I return your affections, feeling your exploring tongue sliding over my own, the heat of your lips on mine, the scent of your skin thick in my nostrils. I slide my hands around your body and embrace your tight body. I can feel your warmth through thin fabric of the dress.

		The elevator doors slide open. You pull away from me, panting, chest heaving, a shocked expression on your face, surprised by the sudden passion that overtook you.

		‘This is my floor,’ I say. I hold out my hand. After a brief pause, the quieting of some internal conflict, you take my hand and we step out into the hallway.

		We walk in silence to my room. I can almost hear your heartbeat. I glance over at you, checking to make sure you’re still up for this. Your pretty face is set in an expression of nervous excitement. You want this… but wish you didn’t.

		I slip my key into the door lock and gentle push open the door. The room beyond is dark, little silver streaks of moonlight gleaming through the window, splashing across the bed and floor like bright flashes of paint.

		I turn to you one final time. We’ve come this far. We’ve already kissed. Now you need to take the final step with me.

		‘Coffee?’ I say.

		You nod, looking at me with bright, clear eyes, biting your bottom lip in an unconsciously guilty manner. It’s a seriously sexy expression, and you wear it so well.

		You step through the door to my hotel room. I follow you inside and close the door behind us. You whirl around and grab me, but this time I’m ready for you. I sweep you into my arms and kiss you. I pick you up and carry you across the dark room, to my bed, and place you down. You wrap your arms around my neck, pulling me in closer. I climb onto the bed, mounting you, pinning you down. You moan into my mouth, a deep, primal groan of passion. I feel something awaken inside me, some animalistic need to conquer you. I love the sound of your pleasure. I want to hear more.

		Your hands roam my body now, sliding across my back, feeling my ass, exploring my chest. I lean on one arm now, my other hand free to explore your firm, soft, willing body. You groan again as I gently stroke your smooth neck. A fire stirs in my belly and I feel that wonderful, familiar sensation as arousal threatens to overtake me and clouds my mind. My manhood grows firmer and harder, struggling to stand at full height, smothered by my pants.

		A faint buzzing sound interrupts us. The sound of a phone vibrating.

		You break off our kiss and grab your bag from where it lies on the bed and retrieve your phone. You stare at the screen and make a sound of disgust and irritation.

		‘It’s him,’ you say.

		‘Answer it,’ I say.

		You cancel the call and toss the phone aside.

		‘Come here,’ you say. ‘Don’t stop.’

		I lean down over you and kiss your neck. Your groans change – now more intense, more lustful than before. We’ve long since crossed the threshold, the point of no return. We’re in this all the way.

		I’ve stolen you from your boyfriend. That knowledge makes my cock even harder.

		I trail slow, deep kisses down your neck, to your shoulder. The sound of your deepening breath, your lustful purrs, drives me wild with desire. I slip my fingers under the shoulder of your dress and carefully push it aside, exposing a little more of your body. Your fingers reach up to my shirt, slowly working the buttons open, gradually revealing my bare skin.

		After the first few buttons, I sit up, your eyes gleaming as you inspect my chest, and I toss the shirt to the floor. You reach up with a finger and gently touch my firm stomach, as though checking it’s real and I’m not holding my breath. Your eyes sparkle.

		‘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 your 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 this was supposed 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 us 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.

		‘Wow,’ I say, unable to think of any better words to show my appreciation for you.

		Your face has sinful wickedness written all over it. Your eyes are fixed on the throbbing, twitching bulge in my underwear. You reach out slowly, a little unsure, a little hesitant.

		‘Go ahead,’ I say. ‘I won’t bite. Unless you want me to.’

		You grab the waistband of my underwear and gently pull my shorts down. My hard length springs free, tall and proud and ready for you. Your smile widens as you sink to your knees before me. I sit up on the bed, looking down at you.

		You study my manhood for a few moments with your eyes, sweeping up and down my shaft, examining every ridge, tracing the gentle curve of my cock, enjoying the look of my thickness. Then you reach out with one dainty hand and gently wrap your fingers around the base of my shaft and exhale in lust.

		‘Wow,’ you say.

		I smile down at you, watching you slowly explore my cock with your eyes and your hands. Then you lean forward, lips parted, eyes shining, and gently kiss my shaft, looking up at me as you do. I groan at the feeling of your soft, warm lips. You smile, pleased with my reaction, encouraged and emboldened to go further.

		You run your tongue along my hard, throbbing length, from the head, all the way to the base, pausing to kiss and suck my full, swollen balls. I groan again. You slowly trail your tongue back up my length and flick your tongue across the tip, driving me wild. I fight the urge to grab your head and fuck your throat. I want to see what you can do first.

		That buzzing noise interrupts us again. You glance over at the phone on the bed. I grab it up.

		‘It’s my boyfriend,’ you say, your lips close enough to my cock that I can feel your breath on the skin.

		‘Answer it,’ I say. ‘He’s going to keep ringing.’

		A shadow of doubt passes over your face. I hand you the phone.

		‘Don’t stop,’ I say, with a mischievous smile. ‘But answer the phone.’

		Your jaw drops for a split second, then you return my grin. The idea of being bad overwhelms you.

		You take the phone and put it to your ear.

		‘Yeah?’ you say.

		Your boyfriend talks for a moment. You flick your tongue across the head of my cock again and I bite back a groan of pleasure. I can’t hear what he’s saying on the other end of the line. It sounds muffled and distorted.

		‘No,’ you say. ‘You were an asshole.’

		Now you look up at me and open your mouth and take my length between your lips. Your mouth feels sensational around my cock. That fact that your boyfriend is on the phone, his voice coming through the tiny speaker a few inches away from your cheating mouth, makes this moment even sweeter. I feel like I did earlier today, when I closed the deal with my new client – like a god, a conqueror, a man among men.

		‘Mmm,’ you say, making a series of throaty agreeable noises as you lean down, taking more of me into your hungry mouth. I close my eyes for a moment, lost in total bliss.

		‘No, I’m not in the bar,’ you say, stroking my slick cock with your hand, a grin on your face. ‘I’m staying with a friend.’ You take me back in your mouth, a little faster this time, a little more aggressively, then ease out again. ‘Because I don’t want to see you right now. I’m seriously pissed at you!’

		Now I lean forward and grab the back of your head with one hand. You let me take control. I hear the muffled sound of your boyfriend’s protests as I start to pump my cock in and out of your mouth, fucking your face as hard as I dare without giving the game away. You pat my leg when it’s time to stop so you can respond.

		‘You were a total fucking asshole tonight,’ you say, pausing to lick my cock again. ‘You embarrassed me in front of that guy. He was just being nice.’

		You look up at me, sucking the head and stroking the shaft. Your boyfriend has no fucking idea what a dirty, cheating slut I’ve turned you into.

		‘No,’ you say, continuing to stroke my wet shaft. ‘I haven’t seen him since I left the bar.’ Your eyes sparkle at the lie, a cruel smile spreading over your wet lips. ‘I told you, I’m staying with a friend. No, I’m not telling you who. I don’t want to see you right now. We’ll talk about it tomorrow.’

		You cancel the call, toss the phone onto the bed, and suck my cock with enthusiastic glee, hungry for my taste, craving the satisfaction of being naughty.

		‘Fuck,’ I say, groaning, ‘you’re amazing.’

		You giggle on my manhood, sucking me harder, massaging my balls, stroking my shaft, teasing me, sucking me, driving me wild.

		‘You,’ I say, ‘are the best fucking cocksucker I’ve ever met.’

		You groan in thanks, continuing to pleasure me with your expert mouth. I’m willing to bet you’ve never given your boyfriend a blowjob that’s half as good as this one.

		I lean back, enjoying the feeling of your skilled hands and mouth on my manhood, groaning with pleasure at each flick of your tongue, every clench of your lips, each twist of your hand. I could easily let you do this all night. I would happily empty my load into your waiting mouth right now, and you’d probably love it. But I don’t want to do that. Not yet, anyway.

		‘Shit,’ I say. ‘I’m getting close.’

		You make a throaty giggle in response.

		

	
		‘Not yet,’ I say. ‘Not yet. Come up here, it’s your turn.’

		You look me in the eyes as you ease back, my thick, pulsing cock sliding out of your mouth, glistening with spit.

		‘My turn?’ you say, in a coy, meek voice.

		‘Stand up.’

		You slowly rise, hard nipples and firm breasts protruding defiantly in front of my eyes, excitement all over your face.

		‘Take off your underwear.’

		You slip your fingers into the elastic of your purple thong and slowly push it down, the embroidered cat crumpling as it falls to the floor. You stand in front of me, naked and unashamed, your neatly trimmed mound just inches from me. That voice in my head – the one that wants me to lose control – screams that I should grab you and pin you down and fill you with my come.

		Instead, I lay back on the bed and beckon you forward.

		‘Come sit on my face,’ I say.

		I’m betting you haven’t done this much before, if ever. Knowing the kind of guys that girls meet in college – the type of man who lacks finesse and skill and patience – I’m betting that you’ve never had the pleasure of sitting on a lover’s face while he slowly enjoys your pussy.

		You crawl over me, your nimble, firm body brushing against mine, until you’re in position. Your lips glisten above my face, a delicate pink flower in bloom. You look down at me, breathless in anticipation. I reach my arms up and around your thighs and pull you down onto me. You gasp as I taste you, my hot tongue lapping at your delicious, burning folds, teasing your yearning entrance, flicking across your firm clit.

		‘Oh, fuck!’ you say, moaning loud from above me. You try to say more, but the words are cut off by a sharp gasp of delight.

		I carefully swirl my tongue across your sex, tasting every part of you, feeling your body rock and shudder above me. You taste delicious. Your excitement grows with every passing second, making your sweet nectar all the more intoxicating. The heat of your sex increases with each flick of my tongue.

		You grab my hair with one hand, squeezing your firm breasts with the other, your body slowly rocking back and forth, hips grinding down into my face.

		‘Shit!’ you say, the word a short, shocked gasp of passion.

		Your body shudders above me, your slick sex grinding down against my tongue, your fingers clenching in my hair. You come hard and breathless, managing a single deep, guttural moan of passion.

		I keep licking, tasting your orgasm, sampling your pleasure. You catch your breath long enough to cry out in delight. Your legs shudder next to my ears.

		I love it.

		After a long, delicious orgasm, you finally lift up. Your womanhood is a deep, delicious red in color, puffy and swollen and desperate for more. You manage to climb off and fall onto the bed in a naked heap.

		‘Fuck,’ you say. ‘Fuck.’

		I grin, your excitement sticky and wet on my face.

		‘Oh, my God,’ you say, looking at me. ‘I came so much!’

		I laugh and get to my knees.

		‘Can you please fuck me now?’ you say, parting your legs, presenting yourself to me.

		‘I’d love to,’ I say, moving toward the edge of the bed. ‘I’ve got a condom in my suitcase.’

		‘No,’ you say. I stop. ‘I mean… I want to feel you. For real.’

		‘Are you… on birth control?’

		You nod.

		‘I haven’t told my boyfriend,’ you say. ‘I make him wear condoms.’

		‘He’s never fucked you bare?’

		You shake your head. What kind of man would turn down an offer like that? To fuck another man’s girlfriend and come inside her behind his back? Before he even has the chance himself?

		I grab your ankles and pull you toward me. You shriek with laughter as you slide across the bed. I mount you now, climbing over your body, feeling your hot flesh on my own, the tip of my wet cock brushing your burning lips, your laughter becoming a gasp of passion.

		Your arms snake around me, pulling me into you, as I slowly arch my back and enter you.

		You moan, your mouth a wide O of pleasure, eyes sparkling with intensity, as the head of my length parts your lips and slowly enters your aching sex. We groan together as my bare cock sinks inside you. Your lips grip me tight, stretching around my thick shaft, your body opening up to me.

		‘God!’ you gasp.

		‘Bigger than you’re used to?’

		You nod, eyes widening as I sink deeper inside you.

		‘You’re so tight,’ I say. ‘I love it.’

		‘You feel so good,’ you say, moaning rapturously. ‘So fucking good.’

		I finally come to a rest against your body, my entire length buried inside you, deeper than your boyfriend has ever been. Maybe deeper than any man has ever been.

		You open your legs wider, opening yourself fully to me. We kiss passionately. You taste yourself on my tongue. You grip me tight with your arms and we begin to move together.

		We moan as one. I look into your sparkling, gleaming eyes as I gently move, my hard cock delving into your yearning pussy in firm, slow strokes. You moan quicker, breathing harder now.

		‘Fuck me hard,’ you say. ‘Make me come.’

		I finally lose control, giving in to my primal urges. I cease to be caring and gentle and start to fuck you as hard as I can, my body slamming into yours with a wet slap, my balls swinging back and forth, hitting your tight ass, my only thought to drive myself as deep into you as possible.

		You cry out and slap a hand over your mouth to muffle the screams of pleasure. I grab your wrist and pull your hand away. I want you to be loud. I want you to scream the roof off this hotel.

		I lift myself up and grab your other hand and pin you to the bed by your wrists. Your eyes roll back in pleasure. You submit to me entirely.

		Your climax hits you like a fist to the gut, knocking all the air out of you. I watch your body writhe in pleasure beneath me, feeling the wonderfully sensual grip of your sex tightening and contracting around my shaft. Your cry of pleasure explodes out of your lungs, seeming to come from somewhere deep inside you, stretching up to the heavens. The stars in the night sky can hear you coming on my hard, insatiable cock.

		I keep pounding you, pushing you further and further over the edge, to a new kind of pleasure you’ve never experienced before. You moan long and loud and deep, your eyes thick with intense passion and pleasure. I don’t stop. I keep fucking you in long hard strokes, slamming my body against yours, filling your tight, clenching sex over and over and over.

		Just as your orgasm appears to subside, I change my position. I release your wrists, get to my knees, and grab your ankles. I lift your legs, holding you in position, pushing myself deeper inside you. I smile as your mouth opens and closes in wordless ecstasy. You lift your head up to watch me enter your tight, slick hole. You grab the bed with your hands, gripping the covers with white knuckles.

		‘Fuck!’ you say, gasping the word out as a second wave of pleasure rolls over your trembling body.

		I feel my balls tightening now. A knot of pressure forms in my stomach. I am nearing the edge of my own climax.

		‘I’m getting close,’ I say.

		You smile though gritted teeth.

		‘Come in me,’ you say. ‘Fill me up. Fuck me!’

		I fuck you harder than ever for the last few moments, pounding your body, trying to drive my cock so far inside you that no other man will ever compete with me. Your body rocks with my passion, trembling with every thrust.

		Then, finally, it hits me. Your eyes widen in shock and delight as the first drop of my come erupts, coating your insides with hot, thick lust. You cry out in pleasure as we come together, my thick load spurting deep inside your womanhood as your body rocks and shudders with the power of your orgasm. My cock is soaking with your juices.

		I keep thrusting for as long as I can, our juices mixing together inside you, trying to drive my come deeper and deeper into your hot tunnel as you moan at the feeling of being completely satisfied.

		My climax subsides and I release your ankles and lay down on top of you. We kiss again, your hungry mouth almost devouring my tongue. You gasp and lay back on the bed, lost in blissful surrender.

		‘I’ve never come like that before,’ you say.

		‘It was my pleasure, Scarlett.’

		My cock throbs happily inside you.

		

		****

		

		We make love twice more. The second time is far more intense, our inhibitions discarded, our wants and needs more open and apparent. You show me what you want and I let you take the lead. You ride me to another thunderous climax. I bend you over the bed and take you roughly from behind, spanking your tight ass with each hard thrust. I pin you against the wall and lift you up. You beg me to fuck you in every position you can think to enjoy.

		When we come, it feels even more intense and magical than the first time.

		We lay in bed for a while, enjoy one another’s nakedness and sexual warmth. We talk about everything and nothing. If you feel guilty about cheating on your boyfriend, you don’t show it.

		The third time we make love, we begin in the shower. At first, we just step in to cool off and rinse our bodies clean, but soon our hands start to wander and you bend over under the water for me to enter you once more.

		By the time we’re finished, neither of us has the strength for another round. My cock feels exhausted and drained. It’s a good feeling.

		You kiss me again and start to gather up your clothes.

		‘You’re leaving?’ I say.

		‘I got a friend who lives a couple blocks away,’ you say, slipping back into your thong. The embroidered cat’s crumpled face now appears to frown at me in accusation. ‘I’ll stay with her tonight, so my boyfriend doesn’t get suspicious.’

		‘He’s still your boyfriend?’

		You shoot me a look and I stop talking. I watch you dress in silence, thinking about how your body felt next to mine. You finally pull the dress back over your head, smoothing over the creases with your hands. Your hair is wet from the shower, your makeup washed off. You look even more deliciously sexy than when I first laid eyes on you.

		‘How do I look?’ you say.

		‘Like you just had the best sex of your life.’

		You smile. I stand and embrace you. We kiss one final time, soft and slow. A goodbye kiss.

		‘I had a great time,’ you say. ‘Thank you so much.’

		‘Me too. This was perfect.’

		‘Will you…’ you say, and then stop.

		‘I don’t know,’ I say. ‘Probably. I scored a big client today, so I’ll probably be back.’

		‘I hope so.’

		You kiss my cheek. Then, without saying another word or looking back, you walk away and out of the room, closing the door behind you.

		I sit on the bed for a long while, deep in thought. You were wonderful, Scarlett. If I had met a woman like you when I was in college, maybe my life would be different right now. Maybe I’d have settled down. A house, kids, the whole shebang.

		I let out a wistful sigh and gather up my fallen clothes, packing them into my suitcase. I wrap a bathrobe around myself and check the time. Midnight has come and gone. A new day is dawning.

		There’s a knock at my door. I smile to myself. You’ve changed your mind. You’ve come back to me.

		I open the door, a smile on my face.

		‘Hey, stranger,’ she says.

		It’s not you. It’s my friend from the bar, the flirtatious barmaid with the blonde bob.

		‘Good evening,’ I say, a little surprised to see her.

		‘I hope it’s okay that I came by,’ she says. ‘You did give me your room number, after all.’

		‘Sure.’ I hold the door open.

		‘I didn’t know if I’d be interrupting,’ she says. ‘I wasn’t sure if you’d have company.’

		‘I did, as a matter of fact,’ I say. ‘You just missed her.’

		Her eyes flash in excitement and she walks past me, a smile on her face.

		‘You bad boy. Tell me everything.’

		My cock twitches, stirring once again. Sure, it might not be a challenge… but that doesn’t mean it won’t be fun.

		I close the door and loosen the bathrobe.

		

		###
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		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.’
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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.’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		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.’
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		Slut Wives:

		The Rumors Are True!

		

		Clint’s supposedly legendary manhood is the subject of much rumor and discussion at the office. Brandi has never seen it herself, but her husband Harry has mentioned it plenty of times, and she’s definitely curious.

		

		When Clint comes to Brandi’s house for Harry’s birthday celebration, she finally has the chance to find out for sure what’s so special about his member. Will she be able to control herself once she learns that the rumors are true?

		

		I try to resist. I try to fight the urge. I try to picture my husband’s face, but I can’t. Right now, all I can see is Clint’s huge, hard cock, fighting to be freed. My hands betray me again, moving on their own. My fingertips slip beneath his waistband. I gently ease his shorts down, inch by inch, revealing the sharply toned muscles of his groin. I see his pale skin. Then a patch of neatly-trimmed hair. Then I see it.

		And my world changes forever.

		His cock is not like any other cock I have ever seen. I’ve seen big cocks and small cocks, thick cocks and thin cocks, smooth cocks and veiny cocks, straight cocks and curved cocks. I’ve seen some in person, and I’ve seen some in porn movies. I have never seen a cock like Clint’s.

		His penis is not simply a reproductive tool. It is not merely some part of his anatomy. It is not an organ designed to provide pleasure. Clint’s cock is a work of fucking art. If I gave a sculptor a slab of marble and told him to craft the perfect penis, it would not look half as good as Clint’s. If Michelangelo attempted to paint the most desirable penis on earth, he would fall short of Clint’s member. If a hundred thousand women were asked to describe their ideal manhood, they would describe something like this.

		I sink to my knees before him, eyes wide open, trying to soak in every exquisite detail of his length. He is – at least – nine inches long. His manhood is thicker than my clenched fist. The head of his cock is even thicker, perfectly rounded, a delicious purple in color. His manhood is lined with thick veins and a firm, hard ridge running along the underside. His pubic hair is neatly trimmed, a little shorter than my own, making his shaft seem even more impressive. His balls are full and soft, hanging perfectly behind the shaft.

		And the best part? He’s not even fully erect yet. As I watch, his length seems to thicken and grow, filling and rising before my eyes. My mouth waters. My sex flares into life, like a gas can pouring over a naked flame. A single thought runs through my mind:

		I have to touch him.

		I reach up slowly and take him in both hands, gently, carefully, like lifting a museum artefact. His cock is heavy. I can’t get my hands the whole way around. I can hold him with both hands and still have several inches spare. I looked up at Clint. He smiles down at me, pleased by my reaction.

		‘Tell me you don’t want it,’ he says

		My mouth opens. Nothing comes out. I’m breathless. Light-headed. Clint’s manhood swims before my eyes, drifting in and out of focus, hypnotizing me.

		‘Say it,’ he says.

		‘I…’ I say, my voice cracking, ‘I… want… it…’
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Power Play

		

		Husband and wife Derek and Kat are nervously preparing to go to a restaurant for dinner with her boss, Don Maclean. Neither knows the reason for this meeting, but they’re both hoping to make the best of it.

		

		As the night wears on and the couple start to unwind, Don makes his power play – an offer that shocks the couple. All they need do is give in to this alpha male’s demands.

		

		Don whispers something in her ear. She giggles again. He takes his hands off her body. She slips her thumbs into her panties and slowly tugs them down, bending over in front of him, her bare ass and wet slit an inch from his hard cock. Then she stands up, naked and proud, and walks over to me, panties in hand.

		‘These are for you,’ she says, reciting the words he just whispered into her ear. ‘They’re a gift from Don.’

		She holds out her panties to me. I look at them. I look at Don. He nods. I take the panties from her, cheeks reddening with shame and embarrassment and humiliation. I can feel damp heat on the thin purple fabric. How wet is she right now? Kat clears her throat.

		‘What do you say when someone gives you a gift?’ she says.

		‘Thank you,’ I say.

		‘Don’t thank me,’ she says.

		‘Thank you,’ I say, looking over at Don.

		He grins at me again, loving this, loving my embarrassment, loving that I’ve meekly taken my wife’s panties as a trophy.

		Kat turns and walks back to him, back to her boss, her lover, the man who has claimed her for himself. Her beautiful ass sways left and right with every step. She leans up on her toes and kisses him. His dark hands slide down her pale skin and squeeze her ass. I feel my fragile ego shatter.

		Don picks her up in one effortless movement. Kat laughs in delight. He carries her to the bed, lays her down gently on it, climbing on top of her. I’m looking at them side-on, my view clear and unobstructed. Exactly as he wants it. He wants me to watch this. My wife and her boss, naked in his bed.

		They kiss for a long, long moment, her hands on his back, pale fingers on dark skin. She clutches him hungrily, desperately. Then, finally, he leans back. I hear her panting.

		Don reaches over to a nearby drawer and opens it. He pulls out a small foil packet, silver on one side, black on the other. I see the letters XL stencilled on the black side and my stomach backflips. He opens the foil packet and takes out a thick latex condom with a base ring as wide as my watch strap. My wife and I both watch in nervous anticipation as he gently places the condom on the tip of his length and eases it down over the shaft, sheathing his member.

		‘Watch closely,’ he says, looking at me. ‘This is the moment you become a cuckold.’
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Oblivious

		

		‘Your wife is my slut now.’

		

		Jameson is being worked hard by his boss, Donovan, and barely has any time to spend with his wife. Lately, Donovan has been bragging about his latest conquest, a married woman who isn’t getting the satisfaction she needs from her husband. Jameson is disgusted by this and can’t understand why any wife would do such a thing, but is totally oblivious to what is really going on...

		

		He sits up on my bed, towering over me and my wife. I watch as he leans over Jess and grabs her hips. I struggle against the handcuffs and the belt, but I can’t go anywhere. I’m helplessly trapped here.

		‘Get your hands off my wife!’ I say.

		Donovan ignores me. He smiles to himself and slowly pulls down on Jess. It takes me a couple of seconds to realise that he’s pulling down her underwear. I trash against the bindings. I’ll destroy the whole bed if I have to! I make aggressive, animalistic noise of wordless anger as I thrash. The belt tightens around my throat.

		Jess lifts her hips to help him, always watching my face, always smiling at my reaction. My wife is enjoying my pain, my agony, my rage. Donovan finally eases Jess’s underwear off and stands up, climbing off the bed. He is totally naked and totally at ease in my bedroom. I force myself to look at his face and not his body – his huge, thick, throbbing body.

		‘Recognise these?’ he says, holding up his prize, my wife’s underwear. I stop thrashing and look. My heart sinks. I recognise the underwear. It’s a pair of lacy green panties she bought a couple years back. She wore them for me one time, for my birthday. It was the most erotic moment of my life.

		‘She bought them for you,’ Donovan says, ‘but she wears them for me.’

		‘Why?’ I say, tears rolling down my cheeks. ‘Why are you doing this to me?’

		‘Because I want to,’ Jess says.

		‘What?’ I say, breathless with shock.

		Donovan walks over to me. He bends over, his face inches away from mine. He smells like sex and sweat. He smells like my wife.

		‘You need to be quiet,’ he says. ‘You’re interrupting my evening with this married slut.’

		‘That’s my wife-’ I say, but before I can say another word, he shoves the panties into my open mouth, gagging me.

		‘This is what’s going to happen,’ he says. ‘I’m going to fuck your wife. I’m going to fuck her on your bed. I’m going to make her my slut. And you are going to watch.’

		I shake my head as much as the belt permits me to move. Donovan slaps me. I wince.

		‘Bitches get slaps,’ he says. ‘Don’t be a bitch. I told you once before, husbands love watching me. Tonight, you get to be one of them. You should be honored. I’m letting your wife have me.’

		Jess makes a strange, hungry noise with her throat. She looks at him with something like worship in her eyes.

		‘Enjoy the show,’ Donovan says.
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