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		It’s your husband who makes the first move.

		I’m sitting in the airport waiting lounge when my smartphone softly pings to indicate the arrival of an email. I take a sip of my bitter, lukewarm airport coffee and reach for my cell inside my jacket pocket. I can tell from the soft ping that sounded when the email dropped into my box that it’s a personal message, not a notification from my employer. My company email has a different alert tone to help me differentiate from the two. I rest my hand on my leg, letting the heat from the bottom of the cardboard coffee cup spread across my thigh, and unlock my phone. There, in the centre of the screen, is my email alert. A message in my personal inbox. Beneath the alert is the first sentence of the email, a short preview of the message within.

		The sentence reads, You have a new private message!

		A grin spreads across my face. I get a wicked thrill in the pit of my stomach and touch my thumb to the email alert. The screen turns white as my emails load up. Excitement begins to grow inside me and I force my face to remain neutral and my posture to stay relaxed. I glance around the waiting room at my fellows travelers. Everyone is glued to their phones - surfing the web, making calls to loved ones, playing mind-numbing games to while away the hours until boarding time. Nobody has noticed anything different about me, and if they have, they don’t give a shit.

		I have a small but distinct presence on the internet. A presence I routinely maintain and carefully nourish and keep well concealed from my personal life. My employers probably wouldn’t be too thrilled knowing what I get up to in my spare time, so I do my best to avoid having my web presence leave a trail back to me. I don’t want others to know the types of websites I like to browse, or the forums I read and post inside. I don’t want the people at work to know that I am a bull and my secret kink is that I like to fuck other men’s wives.

		The boards that I usually frequent follow similar topics. Many of the forums are occupied by couples in open marriages, or cuckolding relationships, who like to share their experiences and request other men or women to join them for a little fun. I’ve met a lot of great people through these kinds of websites – cuckolds who love for me to humiliate them while I fuck their wives, happily married couples looking to spice up the bedroom on a Saturday night, and bored women looking for a naughty thrill. I often advertise my services on the forums, sometimes sharing pictures of myself or my latest conquest, if she consents. I even share stories of my experiences, going into exhaustive detail of seducing and fucking married women. I have many friends and followers on these corners of the internet.

		The email finally loads and presents me with the message. I have a new private message on one of the forums I frequent. This particular board is a community dedicated to open marriages – people swapping dirty stories of illicit encounters, trading naughty pictures of themselves and their partners, or the occasional full video of threesomes, foursomes, orgies, or simple cuckolding sessions. It’s also a place where likeminded individuals can exchange contact information and arrange casual meetings and sexual encounters with one another. It’s a great place for a guy like me. I’m a good-looking man with a great body – I ain’t shy to admit it – but my job makes it hard for me to have a girlfriend. I spend most of my time flying to offices around the world, so maintaining a relationship is next to impossible. Besides, I’ve tried being a boyfriend. It didn’t work for me. No, the kind of companionship I prefer to seek out is very, very different. My particular kink is married women. There are few things more erotic than seducing someone else’s wife and claiming her for your own. Having sex with a wife behind her husband’s back is one of the most intense, intimate, and addictive experiences a man can enjoy. Having sex with a wife with her husband’s knowledge and consent…that’s something else entirely. Being given permission to make love to a married woman is one of the most exciting and erotic experiences on this earth. As much as I enjoy the fun and challenge of seducing a married woman behind her husband’s back, I really love to meet open-minded couples with open bedroom doors.

		I truly love receiving invitations to join a married couple in the bedroom. Being able to enter a stable, loving relationship and add my own unique stamp on their lives – if only for a single night – is one of the most thrilling experiences a man can have. I’ve been with plenty of married couples before and I’ve had a great night each and every time. Sometimes the husbands like to watch, or film me with their wives. Sometimes the husbands like to join in and turn the night into a passionate threesome with the wife in the centre. Sometimes the husbands are at work while I visit their lonely wives at home. I always make sure to take plenty of pictures on the wife’s phone for the two of them to enjoy later on.

		That’s the key difference between seducing a married woman with her husband’s knowledge versus seducing her behind his back. When I make love to her with his consent, I am partaking in the act mostly for their enjoyment. When I seduce a woman behind her husband’s back, I’m doing it for my own pleasure. Either way, there is nothing finer in life than making love to a woman who is already taken. It’s the ultimate forbidden fruit.

		I press my thumb to the message link in the email and open up the page in my web browser. After a couple seconds of loading, I am faced with my private profile on an adult chatroom, with the message I received front and centre:

		I would really love for you to seduce my wife.

		Now that’s the kind of message that gets my attention.

		I’ve received this kind of introductory message before. Sometimes it leads nowhere – the wife or the husband backs out, or drops contact. Other times it leads to an incredible encounter with a married woman whose husband is happy for her to take me for a lover.

		I have a lot of respect for men who are so confident and comfortable in their relationship that they can let another man into their bedroom. Personally, I could never do it. A tiny part of my brain would always wonder who my wife was thinking about in the heat of the moment forever after. But I guess some guys get off on that insecurity. I asked a guy about it one time, while his wife was in the bedroom, preparing to give herself to me in front of him. He told me that the bitter pain and the jealousy and the stomach-churning envy only made it more intensely arousing for him when I fucked his wife. I guess that makes sense.

		Overhead, the arrivals and departures screens flicker and update. I glance up. My flight is almost ready to board. I lift the coffee cup to my lips and tilt my head back. The coffee is bitter and poorly made and overpriced, but it does the job. I swallow and reach over to the trash can next to my seat and toss the cup away.

		I lean back in my seat and study the private message again.

		I would really love for you to seduce my wife.

		A tempting offer, to be sure. What man doesn’t want to be given the chance to meet and seduce a woman? But I have to be sure. Not everyone who uses these chatrooms has the same agenda in mind. While most of us want to make contact with like-minded individuals – and couples – and have some casual, no-strings fun, there are a few others with less-than-seemly desires in mind. Some guys like to share pictures of ex-girlfriends to try and ruin them. Others post intimate images of their wives without the partner’s consent. I even heard a story once about a guy who was invited to seduce and fuck a married woman, then got caught up in a nasty divorce where hidden camera footage of the affair was used in court. It turned out that the husband was looking to get out of the marriage and make her look like the bad guy at the same time. Because of that, I always make sure that everyone is aware of my intentions and willing for me to participate. I love seducing married women, but I never aim to break up a marriage.

		I touch my thumb to the screen and open up the profile of the person who sent me the message. It appears to be a joint account run by a couple calling themselves SanFranWildThings. There are a couple of amateur images of the two posing together, him and you – no faces are shown, but I can clearly see your naked body and wedding ring, as well as the husband’s chest and throbbing manhood. So far, so good. You have a long and varied posting history, with several messages sent to forum topics such as, Seeking a bull this weekend! and, What would you do to my wife? All in all, you appear to be a legitimate couple.

		The flight schedule updates on the screens ahead of me. The gate is now open for my connecting flight. I gather my suitcase and my travel bag and stand up on weary legs and begin to move with a small crowd of my fellow passengers toward the far end of the airport where our plane is waiting. As I walk, I quickly tap my phone and send a reply back to SanFranWildThings:

		I would love to meet your wife. Tell me more about yourselves and see if we can make it work.

		I turn my phone off and board the plane with a smile on my face.

		

		****

		

		A few hours later, I turn my phone back on as I walk through the arrivals lounge at San Francisco International Airport, dodging slow-moving families and confused men in suits who study the directional signs overhead. I walk through the airport with the ease of one who is familiar with the layout of the building and head for the waiting cabs in the taxi rank out front. The cab driver takes my bags and puts them in the trunk while I slide in the back seat and rub a tired hand over my face. Jetting around the world and consulting on a global brand might sound glamorous, but the reality is a lot more challenging. I spend most of my life in a haze of jetlag and last night’s clothes, trying to get my head in the game and deliver the great results my managers expect from me. Right now, for instance, I’ve been wearing this shirt for about twenty-three hours and the last time I had a full six hours of sleep was about two months ago. It’s a make-or-break lifestyle and it really isn’t for everyone.

		The cab driver slams the trunk closed and walks over to the front door. Inside my jacket pocket, my phone softly pings again. Another personal email. Maybe a reply from my new friends. Maybe something else entirely.

		The driver slides into the front seat. I give him the name of my hotel and he fires up the engine and pulls out into the slow-moving airport traffic. I get comfortable in my seat and slip my phone out of the pocket.

		You have a new private message!

		I smile to myself and unlock the phone. I follow the same series of thumb-jabs until I am back in my private inbox on the adult chat forum, with the latest message displayed front and centre:

		I’m Brandon and my wife is Maria. We’re an open couple based in SF and we love finding new men for her. We saw that you travel the country a lot. Next time you’re in the area, let us know!

		An open couple based in San Francisco, looking for a man to entertain the wife… just a few minutes after I touch down in that very city. I look up at the bright blue sky overhead, still smiling to myself. Somebody up there likes me.

		I reply to the message as the cab turns out from the airport and carefully manoeuvres for the freeway.

		My name is Tyler, I type. As luck would have it, I’m going to be in San Francisco for the next couple of days on business. If you’re free tonight, I would love to get to know you better. Would you like to exchange phone numbers so we can discuss this in more detail?

		I lock my phone and lean back in my seat, watching the vast, sprawling layout of the airport as it falls away behind us, replaced by the endless vista of the bay as we head north, towards the enormous metropolitan cityscape of central San Francisco. I make idle conversation with the cab driver, neither one of us really invested in any of the questions or the answers. He makes good time, though, so when we finally roll to a stop outside my hotel, I slip him an extra ten for being good company. He smiles a lot wider and wishes me a good day as I climb out onto the sidewalk and collect my bags from his trunk. I only ever carry my suitcase and my travel bag with me. I need to be fast and travel light. If my clothes get old or ruined, I buy a fresh set at the nearest store.

		I head inside the hotel and check in at the front desk. As usual, my company has made a reservation for me and the room is waiting. I collect the key from the man at the counter and make my way toward the elevators at the rear of the lobby. The hotel is fairly nice – nothing too expensive or too fancy, the company is paying for it, after all – but there is enough wood finish on the pillars and door frames to make the place feel a little more elegant than it looks from the outside. My shoes patter on the white floor tiles as I walk over to the elevator. I press the button and wait a few seconds. The door opens and I step back to allow a young tourist couple to leave. They chatter excitedly to each other, pointing to an open guidebook as they pass me. I step inside the elevator and press the button for my floor. A young woman follows me inside, pulling a large case on wheel behind her. She presses the button for her floor and faces the front, ignoring me. The doors close and the elevator begins to rise through the building. I lean back against the wall and glance at her. She has a nice figure. Not too slender, not too large. I wonder what she sounds like when she comes. I wonder how she likes to be fucked. I wonder if she prefers to give or receive oral sex. Maybe I could find out. But then I see her hands. Her fingers are bare. No rings. She is single and available. My interest wanes.

		The elevator stops on the second floor and she kicks her case forward onto the wheels and rolls it out and walks away from me forever. Pity she’s single. We could have been great together. I wait for a long moment. The doors close again and the elevator trembles and rises further up into the hotel. I step off on my floor and follow the thin hallway down to my room, a standard, nondescript hotel room. It has a decent-sized bed and the usual furniture, plus a fantastic view of the water, beyond several other tall hotels and office towers.

		I toss my bags on the bag and take my clothes off. I rub a hand over my tired face and then I walk into the bathroom and turn on the shower to a good, hot temperature. Steam slowly fills the room. I step under the stream of hot water and feel my exhausted body returning to life again.

		I stand under the scalding water as long as my body can stand it, then I shut off the shower and climb out. I wrap myself in a white hotel towel and walk back into the bedroom. Bright daylight still streams through the window. I open my travel bag and take out the little satchel filled with my skincare products. Not enough men take care of their skin like I do. A man should look his finest at all times.

		By the time I finish my after-shower skincare routine and feel refreshed and ready, my new friends have replied to my message. It’s short, sweet, and simple. One word and a series of digits.

		Maria. Your number.

		It seems that Brandon has given me permission to make contact with you. I toss my phone on the bed and look at myself in the mirror. Do I look good enough to meet another man’s wife? Drops of water trickle down my bare chest into the towel wrapped around my waist. I have a good body, one that I take care of. I take pride in my physique and always make sure I work out every day, no matter what. I am not rippling with muscles like most of the meatheads at the gym, but I am slender and toned and flat in all the right places. I’ve never had any complaints about my body… or my performance.

		I lay on the bed and grab my phone again. I find the private messages on the chat forum and look up your profile again. You seem like a good couple. Very active. Very open. Happy to share stories, photos, and intimate experiences. There are many photos of you both together – some clearly taken from longer videos where the camera was set up nearby, others snapped by Brandon as you moan in ecstasy. I study your body. You have a terrific figure. Delicious lips. Firm breasts. A juicy ass. Hips I could grab onto for days. I like what I see.

		My body respond to the images, my blood flowing south, slowly pumping into my manhood. The towel shifts and parts, making way for my stiffening member. I keep looking at the pictures, wondering how your body would feel against mine, imagining your tight sex gripping my hard cock, trying to picture your body arching as you ride me.

		I press my thumb to the screen and call the number.

		You answer on the second ring.

		‘Hello?’ your voice is soft. Gentle. Warm. Friendly.

		‘Hi,’ I say. ‘This is Tyler.’

		‘Well, hello there,’ you say, and I can hear a smile in your voice.

		‘Is this a good time to talk?’ I say. I glance at my watch on the night table. It’s mid-afternoon.

		‘Absolutely,’ you say, still smiling. I hear the sounds of movement. Bare feet on a solid floor. A door closing. It sounds like you’re giving yourself some privacy. ‘I’m glad you called.’

		‘I’m glad you let me,’ I say. ‘Great timing, by the way. I haven’t been to ‘frisco in months.’

		‘Lucky me,’ you say. I hear you sitting down in a chair. It creaks. Must be a leather chair. Maybe you’re in an office.

		‘Tell me about yourself, Maria,’ I say. ‘I’ve been looking at your profile and I like what I see.’

		You make a naughty chuckle. I like that sound.

		‘Have you now?’ you say. ‘I’ve been looking at you, as well. I love the stories you write, the little tales of seduction and pleasure. They turn me on.’

		‘Glad I could help. What made you decide to message me?’

		‘We’re looking for a new bull,’ you say, your voice soft and warm and comforting. ‘Brandon loves to share me with as many people as possible. Sometimes men, sometimes women. We saw that you travel a lot, and thought we’d give it a shot.’

		‘I’m flattered,’ I say. ‘I really am. I’d be delighted to help you in any way I can.’

		There’s a noise on your end of the line. A rustling. A door opening. A young voice, faint and distant. I hear your muffled voice saying, ‘Mommy’s on the phone.’ The door closes again. You continue.

		‘Sorry about that,’ you say. ‘Kids have just come home from school. Do you have kids, Tyler?’

		‘No,’ I say, ‘I’ve never found the time for them.’

		‘They’re great,’ you say, ‘but they always remind you how quickly time passes. I swore they were babies just yesterday. Tomorrow they’ll be going to college.’

		I chuckle.

		‘I’d like to meet you, Maria,’ I say. ‘If you want to, that is?’

		‘Yes,’ you say, without hesitation. ‘I’d love that.’

		‘Will your husband be joining us?’

		‘No,’ you say, that smile creeping back into your voice. ‘Somebody has to take care of the kids while mommy has her fun.’

		‘Where would you like to meet?’ I say. ‘I’m staying at a hotel near the heart of the city, so I can go pretty much anywhere.’

		‘There’s a restaurant I love on Eddy Street,’ you say. ‘Brenda’s, it’s called. They do New Orleans-style food.’

		‘Sounds delicious. Shall we meet tonight at eight?’

		‘Make it seven,’ you say. I hear shuffling papers. The pages turning in a diary. ‘That way, we can spend a little more time together.’

		‘I can’t wait,’ I say. ‘How will I recognise you?’

		‘I’ll be wearing a red choker,’ you say. ‘It’s my husband’s favorite thing. He gets very excited when I wear it… especially when I wear it for other men.’

		‘Red choker,’ I say. ‘I love the sound of that. I’ll wear a red tie to match. What else will you be wearing for me?’

		You make a soft, naughty chuckle.

		‘That would be telling,’ you say. ‘But I’ll tell you what I won’t be wearing…’

		Now it’s my turn to chuckle.

		‘Can’t wait,’ I say again. ‘See you at Brenda’s at seven.’

		‘See you, Tyler.’

		The line clicks off. I drop the phone on the bed and lay still for a long time, hearing that soft, sensual voice in my mind. I picture a red choker on a soft, creamy throat.

		It’s my husband’s favorite thing.

		Lucky husband. Sometime I regret not settling down.

		Sometimes.

		

		****

		

		The cab pulls away from the sidewalk and back into the streets, leaving me standing outside the brightly lit restaurant. A sign illuminates the single word Brenda’s visible to all around. Streetlights slowly blink into life as the evening glow fades to dusk. The moon is hidden behind the surrounding buildings, the stars glinting overhead. I glance at my watch. Five to seven. I’m a little early, but nobody has ever complained about a man being punctual.

		There are still plenty of people out right now. Some look like tired businessmen and women, heading home after a long day at the office. Some are young couples, hipster-looking men and women, the guy sporting awful ‘ironic’ beards and deliberately terrible fashion sense and the girls with greasy-looking dreadlocks and enough facial piercings to set off a metal detector. I’m not too fond of people like that, but I’ve slept with a few hipsters in my time. The guys seem to think that it’s cool to share their girlfriends and the women don’t complain because I’m the better lay.

		I look through the window of the restaurant and see a deliberately old-fashioned setting, filled with tables and already three-quarters full of diners. One wall is covered in dozens of different styles of mirror, while the other has a large, painting of a faded advertisement with a fat, pink lobster in the centre. The restaurant is long and deep, with rows of tightly-packed tables running front to back, and waiting staff carefully moving through the crowd of patrons with packed plates. The smell wafts out through the front door and my mouth waters. I can’t remember the last time I ate.

		A cab slows to a stop in front of me. The rear door opens and reveals a pair of beautiful, creamy, smooth legs with bright red high heels and perfectly painted toes. I step back to allow the passenger to climb out and I am not disappointed. The passenger is a gorgeous woman wearing a white backless dress with a low cut at the front and a daring revealing of skin at the side. My eyes sweep her up and down, taking her in. She runs a hand through her hair and slips her purse strap over a bare shoulder, looking toward the restaurant. Then I see the red choker around her pretty little throat and I know that today is my lucky day.

		‘Maria?’ I say, stepping forward and offering a tentative hand.

		You turn towards me and smile. Your eyes sparkle in the light of the restaurant and you take my hand. You’re even more beautiful than I could have imagined. I’ll never understand how a man could be lucky enough to have won your heart. You have youthful features, but a timeless, ageless grace in your movements. I can’t guess at your age, and I don’t care. You look sensational. Quick to smile, with deep green eyes and dark, elegantly hair and full, sensual lips that make my pulse race to look at.

		‘You must be Tyler,’ you say, taking my hand gently in your own. ‘I like your tie.’

		Your eyes sweep me up and down, from my carefully styled-to-not-look-styled hair, across my deep blue suit jacket and matching pants, over my wine-red tie, to my pristine black shoes. The corners of your lips twitch upwards. You like what you see.

		‘So, this is Brenda’s?’ I say, gesturing to the door. We start walking toward the restaurant and I step forward to hold it for you, like a gentleman should.

		‘This is Brenda’s,’ you say with a smile, walking past me and stepping inside. Another wave of odours washes over me and my mouth waters again. It smells sensational.

		I follow you inside and we are quickly seated faced one another on a table for two. You take the seat with your back to the faded lobster painting and I sit opposite, taking the aisle seat. We order a bottle of wine to share.

		‘Thank you for meeting me,’ I say, leaning over the table to be heard above the noise of the bustling restaurant.

		‘It’s my pleasure,’ you say, those perfect lips smiling at me. ‘I’m very glad you were in town tonight.’

		‘Didn’t your husband want to join us?’ I say.

		You smile to yourself, thinking of some private joke, and brush a loose strand of hair behind your ear.

		‘No,’ you say. ‘Brandon is looking after the kids tonight. He can’t wait to hear all about my date.’

		‘I hope I can give you plenty of good things to talk about.’

		‘You’re doing very well so far.’

		The bottle of wine arrives at our table. I pour a little into our glasses and raise mine to you.

		‘To new friends,’ I say.

		‘Hopefully more than that,’ you say.

		We touch our glasses together and take a sip. The wine is good. Rich, fruity, not too sour. A good choice.

		‘You look sensational,’ I say. You blush and wave your hand in an aw-shucks gesture. ‘Seriously, you do. I feel underdressed.’

		‘Thank you,’ you say. ‘You don’t look so bad yourself.’

		I nod in appreciation. I glance over at the table next to us. A young Asian couple is halfway through dinner. The young woman talks animatedly, but the young man seems distracted. He steals glances towards you, his cheeks reddening. He probably has a fantastic view of your side through the dress, maybe a glimpse of the swell of your bare breast beneath the thin dress. I smile. He can look all he wants. Tonight, you’re mine.

		‘Tell me about yourself, Maria,’ I say. ‘I know that you’re a beautiful woman. I know that you have a husband – the luckiest husband on earth, I might add – and I know that you have kids. What do you do for a living?’

		‘I used to be a school teacher,’ you say. ‘But I stopped that a couple years back. I like to make my own clothing. I got a website and I work from home.’

		‘Really?’ I say, leaning forward, interested. ‘How good are you?’

		‘I designed this dress. Made it myself.’

		‘Wow,’ I say, looking you up and down with fresh eyes. ‘I can see why you’d want to show it off.’

		‘That was Brandon’s idea,’ you say. ‘He gets very excited when I make an effort for my new friends.’

		‘I like your husband’s taste in clothes.’

		‘I like his taste in my new friends.’

		We smile at each other for a moment. I look into your full, deep eyes. They are beautiful. Your husband gets to look into those eyes every morning. I feel a tiny pang of jealousy in my chest.

		A waiter appears beside our table with a smile and asks if we’re ready to order. I haven’t even looked at the menu, I’ve been too busy admiring you.

		‘I’ll order,’ you say. ‘Do you have any allergies?’ I shake my head. ‘I’ll have the chicken etoffée, and he will have the shrimp and grits.’

		The waiter nods and bustles away to another table.

		‘I like a woman who knows what she wants,’ I say.

		‘I like a man who lets a woman take the lead. Now, tell me your story, Tyler. How is it that a handsome, successful man like you doesn’t have a woman of his own? You gotta go and steal other men’s wives.’

		I chuckle and take a sip of wine.

		‘I’m on the road a lot,’ I say. ‘It’s part of my job. I do consulting work, so most of my life is spent traveling around the world.’

		‘Sounds glamorous.’

		‘It is. Mostly. It’s hard work. But I love it. I get to see the world and make new friends, such as yourself. I tried having a girlfriend or two, but it wasn’t fair to her. I was hardly ever home. I prefer it this way. It’s much less… complicated.’

		You trace the rim of your glass with a finger, almost absent-mindedly, listening to me.

		‘I prefer married women,’ I say. ‘They know what they want and they know how to get it. We both understand the nature of the affair. No hang-ups, no lasting emotions. Just passion and the here-and-now. That’s the way I like to live. In the moment.’

		You smile, a wistful little flicker plucking at the corner of your sensuous mouth.

		‘But what about you?’ I say. ‘How did you and Brandon wind up browsing my profile?’

		‘We’ve had an open relationship for a while now,’ you say. ‘Maybe the past ten years or so.’ You catch some look in my eyes, because you hurry to add, ‘But don’t worry, our children are his.’ You grin, a wide, happy smile. ‘You know, when he first suggested this lifestyle, I was kind of offended. Like, am I not good enough for him?’

		‘What changed your mind?’ I say.

		‘I tried it,’ you say, a wicked grin spreading on those beautiful lips. Those lips were made for wickedness. I feel a throb of desire in my loins. I want those lips on my body, right now, at this table. I want the young man at the next table to stare in open-mouthed shock and jealousy as I pull your head closer and push my thick, pulsing shaft through those beautiful lips.

		‘How was it?’ I say, returning your wicked grin.

		‘It was better than I ever imagined,’ you say. ‘I wore a blindfold, so I didn’t know who it was. That helped me relax. He spent, like, an hour just teasing me.’

		‘Sounds like he knew what he was doing.’

		‘He did… by the time we started to actually have sex, I was beyond ready. And it didn’t hurt that he had a great cock.’

		‘Your husband is lucky to have you,’ I say, ‘and brave as hell to share you.’

		That wicked grin spreads over your lips again.

		‘I’m lucky to have a man like him,’ you say. ‘When I go back to him, after being out on a date like this… it’s the best feeling. Like coming home after being away for too long.’

		I feel another tiny pang of jealousy. I don’t know the feeling you’re describing. I’ve never felt it for myself. I only know the satisfaction of conquest and the pleasure of forbidden sex.

		‘My pleasure is his passion,’ you say, continuing. ‘He loves it when I get dressed up for other men. He adores the pictures I send to him. He gets off to my stories.’

		I raise my glass.

		‘Then I hope I can give you some more stories tonight,’ I say.

		‘So far, so good,’ you say, raising your glass in return.

		From out of nowhere, the waiter appears at our table with two large plates of steaming food. He leans across and puts the plates down in front of us. The smell wafts up into my nostrils and almost overpowers me. The food smells incredible. My mouth waters again.

		‘I guess I chose right, huh?’ you say, amused by the look on my face.

		‘This looks awesome,’ I say. ‘Thank you.’

		The waiter retreats and leaves us to our meals. We eat together in long, languid silence for a moment, savoring the taste, enjoying the rich, explosive flavors that cascade over our tongues.

		I lean back in my chair, slowly chewing a succulent shrimp, enjoying the moment.

		‘Glad you came out tonight?’ you say, as you cut into a steaming piece of chicken.

		‘Very,’ I say. ‘You know, even if you don’t want this to go further, I want to say that I’m having a great night and I’m really enjoying your company.’

		You glance up at me, a naughty half-smile on your face and say, ‘Oh, I think tonight will be very memorable. For both of us.’

		‘Is that a promise?’

		Your eyes meet mine. You don’t say anything. You don’t need to. I understand your message perfectly. You’ve already made up your mind how tonight is going to play out.

		I take a long, lengthy drink of my wine and pour a little more into our glasses.

		‘I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone who designs their own clothes,’ I say. ‘How did you get into that?’

		You talk for several long minutes, telling me all about your passions and your hobbies. I listen with interest. Your warm, soothing voice is sensuous heaven to my ears. I could listen to you talk all night. You talk with passion and excitement. Even though I have no idea of what half of the words and techniques you describe mean, your passion is infectious.

		I fight to keep my eyes on your face. I feel my gaze drifting to your beautiful lips and lower, to that wonderful handmade dress that barely conceals your breasts. That wafer-thin piece of material is the only thing covering your modesty right now, and that knowledge is driving me wild. I desperately want to have you, right here, right now, on the table.

		You finish talking, watching me with a smile.

		‘Sorry,’ you say. ‘Got a little carried away there.’

		‘No, it’s fine,’ I say. ‘I enjoy listening to you.’

		You finish eating and put the knife and fork on your plate. You dab your beautiful lips with a napkin and drop that on the plate as well. You lean forward on your elbows, eyes gleaming. The Asian guy at the next table glances over again. I wonder how much of your body he can see right now. His cheeks redden and he tears his eyes away, pretending to concentrate on his meal. I almost laugh.

		‘So,’ you say, pausing to take a mouthful of your wine, ‘what did my husband say to you?’

		‘What do you mean?’ I finally finish eating and wipe my mouth on the napkin. It was one hell of a meal and I’m glad we came here.

		‘He was the one messaging you earlier,’ you say. ‘What did he say to convince you?’

		‘He didn’t have to say much.’ I fight to suppress a smile. ‘He said he wanted me to seduce you. I checked you both out and liked what I saw.’

		‘It was that simple?’

		‘I’m a simple man with simple needs,’ I say. ‘What made you guys choose me?’

		‘My husband likes to plan dates for me,’ you say. ‘He likes to send messages and invite new friends to contact me. We like to browse the forums together and agree on what we like.’

		‘And you both agreed on me?’ I say.

		‘Oh, yes.’ A wicked smile spreads across your face. I can imagine you and your husband in bed together, surfing the web on your smartphones, looking to find a third party to spice up your lives. ‘I was really interested in the stories you wrote after each seduction. They really turned me on. And the pictures you uploaded… they didn’t hurt either.’

		I know the pictures you’re talking about. Close-up images capturing explicit moments that my lovers have allowed me to take. Images of my hard length entering hungry pussies. Yearning mouths and lips wrapping around my shaft. Well-fucked lovers wearing my come as a trophy. Each one of those pictures is a treasured memory.

		‘Would you like it I took a couple pictures of you later?’ I say.

		‘Yes,’ you say, your eyes sparkling. ‘In fact, can you take one of me now, for my husband?’

		‘Sure.’

		You open your bag and take out your phone. You unlock it and hand it to me. I lift it up and aim it at you. I see you on the screen, smiling sweetly. Then I see you glance left and right, checking to see if the coast is clear. You smile wickedly to yourself and take hold of the edge of your dress and gently pull it inward, exposing your bare breast and hard nipple, a piercing gleaming in the light. I grin and snap a couple pictures. You carefully replace the dress, covering yourself back up. I hand you the phone. You touch a few buttons and I hear the low whoosh sound of a message being sent. We look at each other, naughty grins on our faces.

		‘Do you want desert?’ I say.

		‘No,’ you say. ‘I want to go back to your hotel room.’

		I call for the cheque. Your phone pings softly as a message arrives. You check the screen and grin.

		‘Brandon likes the picture,’ you say. ‘He hopes you’re treating me well.’

		‘Like a gentleman, I hope.’

		‘But not for much longer,’ you say, shooting me a very telling look. You don’t want me to behave myself once we’re alone. That’s good. I don’t intend to be a gentleman in the bedroom. Once you’re alone with me, I won’t be able to control myself any longer.

		The cheque arrives. I pay for the meal, leaving a generous tip on account of how much I enjoyed the food. You gather your bag and stand from the table. I let you walk ahead. I pause and turn back to the table. The Asian guy looks up, watching you walk away. He looks at me. I wink. He quickly turns back to his girlfriend.

		I follow you out onto the street. The air is colder now. I take off my jacket and place it over your shoulders. You lean into me and our lips touch. Gently at first. Timidly. Then a little harder. I return your kiss, wrapping my arms around your body. I feel you melt into me. Your lips part and my tongue touches yours. You taste good. You smell good. You feel good.

		For a long, delicious moment, we embrace on the sidewalk, kissing passionately. You place your hands on my cheeks. I feel the cool, smooth metal of your wedding ring against my skin. A naughty tingle runs through my body. Your husband is home with the kids while you’re here with me. He should be very jealous right now.

		‘That was good,’ you say, finally breaking the kiss and smiling at me.

		‘You’re a very good kisser,’ I say.

		‘I can do lots of other things.’ You smile at me, those lips curving into a beautiful grin. I feel a surge of lust in my body. I want you. I need you. Right now.

		I stick my hand out and hail a passing cab. It stops next to us. I open the back door and let you slide in first. I walk around the cab and get in the other side.

		‘Where to?’ the driver says, glancing at us in the rear-view mirror.

		I give him the name of my hotel and he starts the car rolling forward, pulling out onto the street. I turn my attention back to you, smiling peacefully beside me. You take off my jacket and hand it back to me.

		You look so beautiful sitting next to me. The passing street lights wash over you, each one changing the color of your dress. You look at me with hungry, lustful eyes, lips parted, body turned towards me. Something takes over my body, some primal, aggressive force. I can’t control myself any longer. I lean in and grab you and kiss you desperately, hungrily, my tongue exploring your mouth with renewed intensity, my manhood straining against the confines of my pants. Your hands run over my thighs and gently stroke my hardness through the pants. I hear your breathing change as you caress me. I put one hand on the back of your head. My other hand finds your bare knee and slowly slides up your smooth thigh, heading inwards. You groan into my mouth, trying to press your body against me as much as possible.

		I don’t care that we’re in a cab right now. I don’t care that the driver is probably staring at us in the mirror. I don’t care that people can see us as we drive past. All I care about is the feel of your body against mine and the sounds of your breathing slowly changing as your inhibitions fall away, one by one.

		Your hand grips my hard length, as though making sure it’s really there. Your tongue caresses mine, as though savoring my taste. You groan into my mouth, as though telling me not to stop.

		I won’t.

		My hand slides underneath the hem of your dress. I feel warmth flowing from your skin, the heat increasing the closer my hand gets to its prize. Yours moans and sigh guide me home. I try to find the edge of your panties, but you aren’t wearing any. That flimsy handmade dress is the only thing covering your soft, naked body. I let out a groan of arousal. My fingers brush the short, trimmed wisps of hair at your cleft. Your body shakes with a jolt of carnal delight. You part your legs a little wider, allowing me access to your most intimate parts. My fingers touch your lips. You’re already warm and wet with excitement. I stroke your slit gently, feeling your body tremble at my touch, feeling your yearning sex parting for me, hungry to accept me.

		The cab slows to a halt and the light flicks on above us. We part, returning to our seats. You look out the window, gazing at my hotel. I lean forward and pay the fare. I throw in an extra five for the driver for not interrupting us or making a sarcastic comment. We get out of the cab and it drives away again.

		‘So, this is you, huh?’ you say.

		‘This is me,’ I say, putting my wallet back inside my jacket pocket. ‘Would you like to come inside?’

		You nod eagerly.

		I hold my arm. You gently take the crook of my elbow and we walk into the lobby together. Anyone who looked at us would see a happy, flushed couple retiring early to their hotel room. Nobody would suspect otherwise, unless they took a good look at our hands and saw that only one of us was wearing a wedding ring. Even if someone did happen to see us and realise that a married woman was heading to the hotel room of a total stranger, they probably wouldn’t care. This is San Francisco, after all, the home of progressive attitudes and open marriages.

		We cross the quiet lobby. One of the receptionists offers a blank smile as we pass. I lead you to the elevator, feeling your warm body press into mine, feeling your grip tighten on my arm, smelling your delicious scent as you lean in close to me. I press the button for the elevator and we wait for a few long seconds.

		You lean in close and whisper, ‘I’m so horny.’

		Music to my ears.

		‘Is your husband expecting you back by any time?’ I say.

		‘No.’

		‘Good.’

		The doors open with a gentle ping. An elderly couple get out, talking animatedly to each other. They walk past, oblivious to our presence. We step into the lift and I press the button for my floor. The doors close. Ping.

		We immediately paw at each other, kissing and grabbing like it’s our last night on earth. I lift your dress and touch your burning sex, pushing you against the wall of the elevator. You moan into my mouth and wrap your arms around my neck and part your hips wider for me. I lean against the wall on one hand, the other feverishly exploring your sex. My fingers caress and tease and stroke your hungry pussy. You moan into my mouth.

		Ping.

		This isn’t my floor.

		We break apart as though we’ve burst into flames. You hastily grab the bottom of your dress and pull it back into place.

		The doors open and a woman steps into the elevator with us. I recognise her. It’s the same woman from before, the one who caught my attention earlier today. She looks at the two of us. A look crosses her face. She knows what she just walked into, but she doesn’t say anything. She presses a button and the doors close. Ping.

		I lean against the wall, trying my best to look nonchalant, putting one hand in my pocket to disguise my erection. You catch my eye, holding your hand in front of your mouth to hide a wide smile. Your erect nipples poke through the thin fabric of your dress. Your thighs are exposed. I look down at the floor, fighting the urge to laugh.

		Ping.

		The elevator stops on my floor. I grab your hand and lead you out of the elevator. You glance back at woman who interrupted us and wave as we turn down the hallway.

		Ping

		The elevator doors close behind us and we burst into gales of laughter.

		‘Holy shit!’ you say, ‘I can’t believe that!’

		‘Did you see how jealous she looked?’ I say.

		You laugh with delight. The sound is every bit as delightful as the rest of you. We stop outside my room. I take my room swipe card out and hold it over the reader for a second. The door clicks open.

		‘Would you like to come into my room?’ I say.

		‘It’s kinda hard to fuck in a hallway,’ you say.

		I grin and push open the door, standing back to let you in first. You step forward, grab my tie and pull me into the room behind you. I kick the door shut with my heel. You turn and grab me again, kissing me with renewed hunger and intensity. Your hands slide under my jacket and push it away. My hands slide around your back, slipping beneath the open sides of your dress. Your skin is red-hot to the touch, and smooth against my fingers. The feel of your body drives me wild with desire.

		Your nimble fingers make light work of my shirt buttons. You throw open my shirt and gently caress my firm chest, purring into my mouth as you feel me for the first time. The sensation of your warm hands on my chest sends ripples of pleasure through my body. My manhood grows firmer and stiffer in anticipation, swelling in response to your touch.

		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.’

		You walk over to the bed. Slowly. Taking your time. Making sure that I’m watching closely. My eyes are only for you. The room fades away in the background. You’re walking through darkness in a pool of light. You are all that I can see.

		I watch you walk closer to me. My hard cock strains against my pants again. Your eyes glance down to my bulge. A hungry smile spreads over your beautiful lips. You kneel down before me and place your hand on my pants and squeeze my member. I let out a long, happy sigh. You look into my eyes as your hands find my zipper and you ease it down. You unbutton my pants. I lift my ass and you gently pull my pants down, until I’m sitting on the bed in my shorts, cock pushing up, fighting to be unleashed.

		‘Don’t forget the pictures,’ you say.

		I nod.

		You open the flap in my shorts and ease my hard manhood free. I tingle at the feel of your soft fingers on my smooth shaft. My stiff cock stands free at last, tall and proud, pulsing in your hand, half an inch away from your smiling lips. You look up at me one final time.

		Then you go to work.

		You begin by planting soft, gentle kisses on my shaft. Top. Bottom. Base. Tip. Soft and slow and gentle. You caress my cock with your lips. You worship my manhood. You lick my shaft, taking your time, teasing me, driving me wild.

		I close my eyes for a long moment and groan with perfect pleasure. You are every bit as wonderful as I hoped.

		I watch as you open your mouth – parting those wonderful lips at long, long last – and take me in. I groan again. You smile around my length, gently taking me into your mouth, and begin to work. I fumble with your phone for a second – it’s hard to work technology when your mouth is giving such exquisite pleasure – and take a few photos. You smile for the camera, smile for your husband, smile for me. Then I drop the phone on the bed and enjoy the moment.

		You stroke my shaft and suck the head and take me to the back of your throat and moan and tease me and taste me. You go hard and fast, then soft and slow. You lick me, you stroke me, you caress me. You give me the deepest, most intense, most incredible blowjob of my entire life.

		‘Fuck!’ I say, the word hissing through clenched teeth. ‘God, you’re good. Babe, I’m getting close…’

		‘Yeah?’ You grin at me, stroking you cock with one hand, teasing your hard nipple with the other. ‘You gonna come for me?’

		‘I’ll do whatever you want me to,’ I say.

		You nod and say, ‘Come for me.’

		I lean back on the bed and watch you work. I’ve never seen a woman enjoy giving pleasure like you. I’ve seen plenty of women pretend to enjoy it, to smile and make all the right noises and say all the things guys like to hear. But you… you’re enjoying this. You suck my hard cock with a passion and a feverish delight I’ve never experienced before. I hate your husband so fucking much right now.

		I feel the pressure rising inside me and let out a short gasp. Our eyes meet and you instinctively know what’s about to happen. You grin wickedly at me once more and take me deep into your mouth, sucking hard, stroking my shaft with your tongue, driving me wild. My balls tighten and I gasp as a pulsing stream of ecstasy flows into your mouth. My cock twitches and jerks with every wave, as I fill your mouth with come. You keep bobbing your head up and down my cock, eyes on mine, taking every last drop of my pleasure, until my orgasm is over. You lean back and open your mouth, so I can see my thick, white come pooling across your tongue. I snap a photo for your husband. You grin and close your mouth and swallow. I take another picture of your happy, smiling face and empty mouth. Your eyes gleam with triumph and delight and arousal. You have never looked more beautiful.

		‘God damn…’ I say. ‘That was amazing.’

		You grin that wonderful, wicked grin again. You give my sensitive cock one last stroke with a finger and stand up, your naked body right in front of me, daring me to reach out and touch you.

		I wrap my arms around you and turn and throw you down on the bed. You laugh in delight as I climb on top and begin my slow, tender assault on your willing body. I kiss your neck and throat and shoulders. Your laughter slowly turns into breathless sighs and groans. I trail my lips south, across the swell of your breasts. I swirl my tongue around one hard nipple, hearing the sigh of pleasure that escapes your lips, then I kiss across your chest and tease your other breast. Your hands snake up and around my body, one gently grasping my hair, the other resting on my back, keeping me close to you.

		I move slowly down your body now, teasing your sensitive body with my tongue, planting soft little kisses on your stomach, drawing closer to my prize. You let go of me and I climb down off the bed, kneeling on the floor between your legs. Your soft, wet, delicate lips yearn for me. I lean forward and kiss your sex, tasting you, feeling the heat of your desire on my face.

		You groan and part your legs wider for me. I kiss you again, my lips finding your sensitive clit. I trail my tongue along your slit. You groan again, your intimate lips parting, growing pink and inflamed with arousal, becoming slicker with excitement. I delve my tongue inside you, swirling it around, tasting you, listening to your moans and gasps of pleasure. Your taste is divine. I flick my tongue inside you, across your slick entrance, up your wet slit, and tease your firm clit. Your breathing changes again, slowly becoming shallower and faster, your moans growing longer and deeper between each gasp for air.

		As I tease you, I gently squeeze and stroke my limp cock with one hand, carefully willing myself back to life.

		I gently suck your clit and swirl my tongue around it, driving your body wild. Your hips begin to gently rock and buck, pushing your sex towards me, granting me better access. I swirling my tongue around your clit, gently teasing you, pushing you closer and closer to climax with every passing second.

		As your moans get louder, I gently slide two fingers inside your pussy again. You gasp and lift your legs, locking your ankles together behind my head. I gently pump your dripping entrance, fucking you with two fingers, as I continue to tease and taste you with my tongue.

		Your moans reach a fever pitch. I feel your body stiffen beneath me. You are close to the edge. I fuck your pussy with my fingers. I flick my tongue across your clit. I let my hot breath fall over your sensitive sex. I will you to climax with my thoughts. I stroke my stiffening cock, preparing myself to fuck you.

		‘Oh!’ you gasp.

		Your orgasm overpowers you. A wordless cry of delight bursts from your lips. You grasp the bed. Your body shakes. Your pussy grips my fingers tight, holding them inside, keeping them still. I continue to tease your clit, even as your cries of passion hit a high pitch and you finally gasping and breathe again. You lay on the bed, shaking, totally at my mercy.

		‘Okay…’ you say, in a breathless, passionate voice. ‘I need you to fuck me.’

		Music to my ears.

		I kiss your dripping sex one final time and stand up. I reach into my travel bag and take out a fresh box of condoms. You watch me put tear into the foil packet, a smile on your face.

		‘How do you want this?’ I say, placing the latex ring over the head of my shaft and gently unrolling it down my length.

		‘Like this,’ you say. ‘First.’

		‘First?’ I say, with a grin. ‘I like a woman who aims high.’

		I climb onto the bed, crawling over you. You trail a finger over my slick lips.

		‘Wow,’ you say. ‘I came hard.’

		‘I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did.’

		You pull me close and kiss me, tasting yourself on my lips and tongue. I gently move my hips and slowly enter you for the first time, my head pushing inside your yearning entrance. You break off the kiss, groaning at the sensation, looking into my eyes, your arms wrapping around my body, your hips raising to meet mine.

		I sink deep inside you, filling you completely. Your burning sex grips my firm shaft, welcoming me. You feel every bit as wonderful as I had hoped.

		We move as one, gently at first, growing used the feel of our bodies. You moan passionately, your hips moving on their own as I gently rock back and forth, my member slowly driving deep inside you with every thrust.

		‘God,’ I say, ‘this feels so good.’

		‘Fuck me hard,’ you say.

		I lean back and start to move faster, my hips rocking quicker with every stroke, filling you like a piston, pumping back and forth. Your moans deepen. Music to my ears.

		I get to my knees and grab your ankles in my hands and holding your legs wide open. You look at me, mouth open in a wide O of pleasure, one hand gripping the bed, as I fuck you hard and fast, pounding you, filling you over and over. You bring your other hand down to your cleft and play with yourself, teasing your clit as I fuck you.

		Your climax hits hard and fast, knocking all the air out of your lungs.

		‘Shit, shit, shit!’ you say, gasping the words out between long, deep groans of delight. Your sex grips my shaft, but I don’t stop. I can’t stop. I need this as badly as you do.

		As your climax begins to subside, I release your ankles and lean down over you. I keep fucking you, grinding against your clit with my pubic bone, pounding your hard and faster. You grab me and pull my head down into my shoulder, locking me in place. Your cries of pleasure are intoxicating.

		I finally slow my thrusts and whisper, ‘On your knees.’

		You nod and let go. I ease back – hearing you moan as my length slides out of you, covered in your delicious juices – and you roll onto your front. You get to your knees, your perfect ass presented to me, and for a second I consider asking if I can fuck your other, tighter hole. But the moment passes. Maybe later. Right now, I need to be inside you.

		I push forward and enter you again. You moan with delight and I spank your ass and fuck your tight pussy hard and fast, just how you want it. You come again, long and loud and passionately. Your body tightens and releases, contracts and explodes. Over and over. Your cries get louder. Your moans grow longer. Your pleasure increases with every passing second. I lose count of the number of times I make you come.

		I grab your phone off the bed and snap a few pictures of my length sliding in and out of your tight slit. I grab your ass and gently hold you open to get a better view. I hope your husband enjoys viewing these photos as much as I enjoyed taking them.

		Then, finally, I feel another wave of pressure building deep down in the pit of my stomach. My tender balls clench and I grip your ass.

		‘I’m gonna come,’ I say.

		‘Come on me,’ you say. ‘Come on my ass.’

		I grunt acknowledgement and fuck you as hard as I can for a few long moments. I don’t want to stop. I want this to last all night. But it can’t. You’re too good, your body is too tight, your sex too perfect for me to hold out any longer. I pull out and grasp the condom with trembling fingers and tear it off. I grip your ass with one hand and stroke my hard, wet length with the other.

		You moan and groan and beg me to come. You beg to come on you, to come all over your ass, to come on your married ass and mark my territory.

		Music to my ears.

		I groan and grunt as my cock pulses in my hand. The first drops of sticky white fluid are ejected from the tip of my length, cascading across your ass, leaving a trail like candle wax on your skin. You groan with deep, delicious satisfaction, until I am finally finished, and your ass is marked with my spend. I grab your phone and snap a couple of pictures for your husband. You groan with pleasure, reaching a hand back to gently stimulate your tired, aching sex once more. I smile to myself. You’re insatiable. I love it.

		I collapse next to you on the bed, breathing hard. You lay on your front, face on your arms, one eye visible, looking at me. Your eye gleams with mischief and love and life.

		‘That was amazing,’ you say.

		‘You were fantastic.’

		I use the last of my energy to roll on my side and kiss your damp forehead.

		‘How long do I have you for?’ I say.

		‘How long do you want me?’

		I smile and drape my arm across your back. I want you to stay with me forever, but we both know that you won’t. At some point, you have to go back to your husband.

		

	
		But, for tonight, you’re mine.

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

		

		‘Keep going,’ I say. ‘Don’t stop now.’

		You grasp my shorts with both hands now, one on each side, and gently pull. You reach the base of my manhood. Then you expose the shaft. Then you see its thick, throbbing length. Then finally the head springs free and my erection sits upright, tall and proud. I watch your eyes shine with desire as you study my member, your prize, your gift for tonight. You want this so badly. I can tell.

		Finally, you ease my shorts down my thighs, and off. You toss my shorts and my pants to the floor, forgotten. I am totally naked before you. I am totally ready for you.

		You look at me, asking a question without speaking. I nod.

		You reach out with one hand and gently grasp my shaft. I let out a sigh. Your soft, warm hand feels wonderful on my length. You smile to yourself, apparently pleased with what you see. You give my member a gentle, reassuring squeeze.

		‘You’re still dressed,’ I say. ‘We need to do something about that.’

		‘What do you want me to do?’ you say.

		‘Take off the bra,’ I say.

		You reach behind your back and unclip the clasps. I watch as you gently remove the bra and free your heaving breasts. They are wonderful. Big and juicy, with small, hard nipples.

		‘Now the panties,’ I say.

		You get to your knees and slip your thumbs into the elastic of your panties. You slip them down your thighs. I can see that you also take care of your intimate region – there’s a small patch of hair above your cleft, but it’s trimmed short and looks freshly maintained. I wonder if you shaved it earlier today to feel sexy when you put on the dress?

		I watch as you slowly remove your panties and throw them behind you. Now we’re both naked. You and me. Two consenting adults. No responsibilities.

		‘Come here,’ I say.

		You come. I pull you in close and kiss you again, hard and passionately. You lay on top of me and press your warm, soft, naked body into mine. We meld into one together.

		After a long, passionate moment, you break away the kiss. You whisper three little words into my ear.

		‘Please fuck me.’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		The 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?

		

		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.

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Reclaiming Chelsea

		

		Chelsea and Justin are a loving, happily married couple with a shared interest in a very particular kink. Chelsea loves to enjoy other men, and Justin loves to hear about it. All Justin needs to do is get through the long, lonely night by himself and wait for his wife to return to him. She will return to him, right?

		

		It’s a strange feeling, hearing your wife confess to openly flirting with another man, hearing her admit to proposing a threesome with a guy she’s barely met. I feel a mixture of emotions – jealousy, lust, a hint of anger.

		‘Does that upset you, baby?’ she says. ‘I wanted this guy and his friend to fuck me instead of coming home to you.’

		‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘It upsets me.’

		‘You gonna punish me?’ she says.

		‘Absolutely.’

		‘Good.’ She smiles wickedly. ‘I need to be punished. I’ve been a really, really naughty girl.’

		‘How naughty?’

		‘I’ll show you.’

		She stands up on the bed, looming over me. She unzips her pants and slowly pulls them down.

		I watch as my wife turns around and bends over and lets her pants fall to the bed. Her beautiful ass draws my eyes. She still wears the panties I chose earlier, but now they look different. There’s a dark, wet spot on the fabric, all along her slit.

		She kicks off the pants and kneels next to my head. She slips her thumbs into her panties and gently pulls them down.

		‘I was really naughty,’ she says again.

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		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.’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		Hotwife Stories:

		Becoming

		

		Ray and Abi have been married for several years and have a good life together. One night, Ray suggests spicing up their sex life by adding a third person into the mix. Intrigued, Abi begins to research the hotwife lifestyle and starts seeking another man to join them in the bedroom. Will she be able to go through it, and will it affect their marriage afterwards?

		

		Marcus slides a hand up my leg, to my bare thigh. His hand is warm and his skin is soft. The feel of another man’s hand on my leg is thrilling, exhilarating. I run my hands through his hair, discovering how different he feels to my husband.

		Ray sighs from across the room. I break off our kiss and look over to him.

		‘Babe?’ I say. ‘You okay?’

		He nods, mouth open, eyes shining. He sits back in the chair, trying to look relaxed and carefree. I can see the excitement in his pants, straining to be free.

		I smile at my husband and return my attention to my lover. Marcus pulls me in for another long, passionate kiss and our tongues continue their, exploratory waltz together. He traces a finger along the back of my neck. I shiver. His hand trails a gentle path across my body, from the back of my neck to the swell of my breasts. He cups my breast, giving a gentle squeeze that makes me sigh into his mouth.

		Our lips part. He leans down and kisses my throat, my shoulder, my breasts. His hands reach around to the back of my dress, searching for the zipper.

		‘Should I take it off?’ I say.

		‘Please.’

		I get off the bed and reach around behind me. I watch his face carefully as I slowly pull the zipper down. He looks at me with delight on his face. I haven’t seen that expression on a man in a long time. Usually it’s hunger or desire. But Marcus is content to enjoy himself and enjoy me at the same time. There’s no rush, no pressure. I relax even more.

		The dress falls from my shoulders. I slowly ease it down my body, watching the smile on Marcus’s face widen as more and more body is revealed to him.

		‘Wow,’ he says, as the dress falls to the floor and I stand before him in my underwear. His grin widens as he studies my body, his eyes roaming across my curves. ‘You’re a lucky man.’

		‘I know,’ Ray says from behind me.

		I blush like a shy schoolgirl and turn on the spot, showing off my body to Marcus. I hear him let out a long breath as he sees the curve of my ass in these killer panties.

		‘You are magnificent,’ he says.

		I get back on the bed, sitting next to Marcus. He puts a hand on my thigh, caressing my leg. Little electric tingles surge through my body. I can’t wait any longer. I have to have him.

		Right now.

		

		

		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

		

		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:

		

		Slut Wives:

		The Other Woman

		

		Lucy and Alice have been best friends for years, and there’s nothing they don’t know about each other – or so Alice believes. One night, Lucy confesses her darkest desire to Alice – a fantasy to watch her husband with another woman…

		

		‘Do you want to touch them?’ Lucy says.

		‘Touch your boobs?’ Joe says. He reaches out and places his hand on Lucy’s chest, a smile on his face.

		‘I mean, do you want to touch Alice’s breasts?’ Lucy says.

		‘Huh?’ Joe says.

		There’s a soft, subtle change in the air. A ripple. An electric tingle that passes across the room. A few seconds ago, we were laughing and kidding around. But now the mood has changed. There’s a serious expression on Lucy’s face. A serious tone in her voice. She’s not laughing and she’s not kidding. I feel a hot tingle rush through me. It’s like we’re back in that restaurant again and Lucy is looking me in the eyes and saying, I have this fantasy, about my husband… and another woman. She’s finally baring her soul to her husband.

		Lucy places her wine glass down on a side table. It’s empty.

		‘Do you want to touch Alice’s breasts?’ she says again.

		Joe’s face registers a dozen different expression all at the same time. Excitement. Confusion. Arousal. Shock. Humor. His eyes widen and narrow and he looks from her to me back to her.

		‘Huh?’ he says again. ‘You’re… serious?’

		She nods. Her eyes gleam. Like they did before, in the restaurant, when she spilled her wicked little secrets and fantasies to me.

		Joe looks at me, still confused, still trying to make sense of it all.

		‘I guess… yeah?’ he says. He has no idea what the right answer is here.

		Lucy turns to me, excitement on her face.

		‘Alice,’ she says in a soft, faint voice, ‘do you mind if my husband touches your breasts?’

		It all clicks into place for me. The reason she told me her fantasy. The reason we came back to her apartment. The reason she opened another bottle of wine. She doesn’t want to see her husband with any woman. She wants to see her husband with me.

		I finish the last of my wine and place my glass down next to Lucy’s.

		‘If you want Joe to touch me,’ I say, ‘I’m happy to let him.’

		I stand up and walk over to the couch and stand in front of my best friend’s husband. He still looks bewildered, like he can’t believe this is really happening.

		‘Seriously?’ he says, looking at Lucy. ‘You’re serious?’

		She nods.

		‘Please,’ she says. ‘For me.’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		Slut Wives:

		In Too Deep

		

		Lydia spent her youth sleeping around and getting hooked on gambling, but she’s cleaned up her act and settled down with a loving husband. On the surface, everything seems perfect.

		

		But deep down, Lydia is growing tired and restless. She yearns for the wild dangers she gave up long ago, and can’t stay trapped in the house another night. She heads out to bring a little excitement into her life… and soon finds herself in too deep with the wrong kind of men.

		

		My heart thunders in my chest. Tears prick the corners of my eyes. Why did I come here tonight? Why did I leave the safety of my home? Why did I get myself into this position?

		‘Option two,’ I say, in a meek voice.

		‘I’m sorry,’ Evan says, ‘I can’t quite hear you.’

		‘Option two!’ I say, much louder.

		‘You want me and Joey here to fuck you?’ Evan says. ‘And you want us to take pictures?’

		I screw my eyes shut and nod. This is the only way out. The only way out that will let me keep this a secret from Tim.

		‘Joey, help the lady to her knees. She’s got work to do.’

		Joey’s strong hands grab my arms. He hauls me up to my knees and stands behind me, holding my shoulders, keeping me in place. My eyes dart around the room, looking for a way out, looking for another option, looking for anything.

		‘I’m a married woman!’ I say, my voice high and squeaky.

		‘Yeah, you keep saying,’ Evan says. He stands up and unzips his pants, a bulge tenting the material. ‘But unless your husband is going to come through that door with all the money you owe me, I don’t fucking care.’

		‘Oh, God,’ I say, the words barely a whimper.

		‘He can’t help you either.’

		Evan reaches into his pants and gently eases his manhood free. I try not to look, but I can’t help it. His length is right in front of my face. It’s pointing right at me, accusing me, his deep pink head barely an inch from my cheek. He’s a good length, maybe a little over six inches, with a decent girth. I’ve seen bigger. I’ve seen better.

		‘Please!’ I say. It’s the only word that comes to mind.

		‘I’ll ask you again,’ Evan says. ‘I’m not a monster, you have to agree to this. We take your stuff, or we take your ass. You choose.’
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