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When I tell most people that I exclusively take married or otherwise claimed women as my lovers, they inevitably react in one of three ways. The first is the most obvious – outrage. How can you sleep with someone else's woman? Have you no shame? What kind of man does that? I’ve heard it a lot, mostly from people who think themselves morally superior to me in some undefinable way. This kind of person believes that their moral judgement will convince me to stop, as though tutting in disapproval will stop me from bending the next wife over her marital bed and making her scream in pleasure.

The second way people react is with excitement. I’ve noticed that men and women have different phases of excitement. Guys like to lean close and ask about specifics – whose wife is the best, what was most enjoyable fuck I’ve ever had, etc. They try to keep me talking about other wives, as though attempting to turn my attention away from their own significant other. They never outright ask, Have you ever slept with my wife? but the thought that I might have – and I could easily do it – drives them crazy with the unspoken need to know. Women tend to be a little subtler in their excitement. They never probe for details outright, but I can see it in their eyes, hear it in their breathing, feel it in their body language. When a woman is excited by the idea that I might attempt to seduce her, she’ll only ask how I do it. What my moves are. What I would say to convince her to jeopardize her marriage.

The final reaction is embarrassment. This is similar to excitement, but with a few key differences. People tend to lapse into silence. Maybe the hint of a blush touches their cheeks. They want to ask more, to know more, to hear all the stories wrapped up in my head, but they dare not delve too deeply. It wouldn’t be right or decent or civil or whatever bullshit they’ve convinced themselves about relationships.

But no matter the reaction, everyone who learns of my particular kink has one thing in common. They all want to know the reason. They all want to know how I do it, how I convince a happily married woman to risk it all for one night with me. That’s my secret, my superpower. I know why she cheats.

 

****

I step out of the airport terminal into a gray, dreary afternoon, the sky overcast with thick, rolling clouds that threaten rain. The sidewalk and road are damp from recent rainfall, the concrete so dark it might be black. The air smells like exhaust fumes and cigarettes from the nearby smoking hut. Nobody looks up as they walk along the busy airport street. Nobody smiles.

I’m home at last.

I start walking along the front of the terminal toward the taxi office and the line of waiting cabs, dodging stressed-looking commuters rushing toward the airport and people pushing overloaded trolleys with wheels that constantly point out into the road. Nobody notices me as I walk through this generic, faceless sea of rushing bodies, and that’s the way I like it. Everyone around me is pre-occupied with something, worrying about the next part. Will I get to the gate on time? How long is the cab ride to my next destination? Do I have long to wait before I board? I prefer to enjoy this moment instead of worrying about the next.

It’s been about three months since I last slept in my own bed. My life is a constant series of flights and hotels, drinks in anonymous bars and room service dinners, one-time flings with strangers and arranged playdates with women who reach out online. Some people might think my life is empty or devoid of meaning – many of those individuals like to say that to my face – but they couldn’t be further from the truth. My life is exactly the way I want it; busy, constantly changing, and filled with opportunities to meet and seduce beautiful women. That’s exactly what life should be! Unpredictable. Wild. Exotic. Full of new experiences and chance encounters and unrestrained passion. I can’t understand how people could ever feel sorry for me. My life is fantastic. Show me a couple in their mid-forties, arguing over a TV dinner while their spoiled children play games on overpriced tablets and I’ll show you a life gone unfulfilled. That, to me, is an empty, meaningless life. I’d rather have a thousand one-night stands than a lifetime with someone who grows to resent me. At least my lovers will remember the time we shared with fondness.

The airport cab booking office is a plainly furnished square space about the size of a football team changing room. There is a series of windows at the far end, each with a harried-looking teller behind a pane of glass, like a bank. In the center of the room are rows of chairs with tired, stressed, occasionally sun-kissed people sitting individually or in larger groups, staring at a bank of screens listing cab licence plates and their availability. The atmosphere in the office is muted, everyone too tired or depressed about returning home to make conversation. I walk around the rows of chairs and place my place at the end of a short queue of bored, impatient people.

A woman sitting on the cheap plastic seats catches my eye. Unlike most of the others, she’s not staring up at the screens, but down at the floor. She doesn’t look like she’s just stepped off a plane, but out of the office. Her makeup is too fresh to have lasted all day, her clothing too neat to have been hunched over a desk for eight hours, and her posture isn’t slumped in defeat, but upright and alert, despite her downturned gaze. Her hands are in her lap, toying absent-mindedly with a plain, worn wedding band.

In a flash, I know her story. Looking down at the floor so she doesn’t attract attention of draw the eye of anyone who might recognise her. Fresh makeup and clothing so it looks like she’s come from a work function. Fiddling with the wedding band because she’s nervous about going home. If I had to guess, I would think that she’s just spent a night – or two, judging from the size of the carry-on bag at her feet – with a lover, and she’s told her husband a little white lie about working out of state.

She’s my kind of woman.

I watch her for a few moments, trying to place myself in her position. I’ve only had a small handful of real girlfriends in my time, and even fewer that I would consider ‘long term relationships’, so it’s difficult for me to try and gauge what must be going through this woman’s mind right now. Maybe she’s wondering if she covered her tracks fully. Will her husband become suspicious? Does she still smell like her lover? Does she look different? Will she feel different under her partner’s touch? Maybe she’s worrying about the future. Maybe she’s developing feelings for her lover and doesn’t know what to do with them. Maybe this was her first affair and she isn’t sure what to do going forward.

She feels my gaze and slowly turns her head to look at me. I give her a warm smile, trying to let her know from across the room that it’s okay, that she’s not alone, thousands of women feel the same way every day. Hell, I’ve made many, many women go through this process myself. Sometimes they sit in bed the morning after, wracked with guilt, asking me what we’re supposed to do next, how they’re supposed to move on. I never know the answers to those questions. I have no interest in anyone’s marital problems, and even less interest in breaking up a marriage. My interest is purely sexual: giving my lover what her husband can’t. Passion. Intimacy. Attention. And, above all, a mind-blowing, body-consuming, heart-stopping sexual experience. I’ll do things to my lovers that their husband could never dream of doing. I’ll take a man’s prim and proper, conservative and reserved wife and turn her into my personal slut for one night. Maybe two, if there’s time. I wonder if the woman sitting across the room had a good enough time with her lover to justify the affair?

She looks away from me quickly. She knows that I know. She’s ashamed of herself. That’s disappointing. Nobody should ever be embarrassed by their own wants and needs. We’re all consenting adults at the end of the day.

‘Sir?’

I snap out of my daydream and turn forward. The queue has gone and I am the next in line. The man behind the bank teller-style window looks at me with that expression of polite exasperation worn by those who work with the public. I step forward with a smile of apology and order a cab to my apartment building. The man taps his keyboard and gives me a price and accepts the cash I give him. I take my ticket and walk away to wait for my ride.

I walk over to the rows of cheap plastic seats, pretending to look for somewhere to wait for my ride. It’s all a front. I already know exactly where I’m going to sit.

The woman stops fiddling with her wedding ring and grabs her thighs as I take the seat next to her. She stares at the floor, hardly daring to breathe.

‘Hell of a wait, huh?’ I say, making polite and casual conversation. Just being friendly. Just being neighborly.

‘Yeah,’ she says, in a flat, neutral voice.

‘Just come back?’ I ask, still in that friendly we’re-both-in-this-together way.

‘Yeah.’ Still not looking at me.

‘Me too,’ I say. ‘Work. Sucks to be traveling so much, but it’s nice to be home, you know?’

She nods.

‘Still, it gives me plenty of opportunity to meet new people. Make new friends.’

She glances at me now, as though noticing my presence for the first time.

‘I really enjoy making new friends,’ I say, watching her face carefully. If she gets my drift, if she understands the underlying subtext to my words, she betrays nothing in her expression.

‘It’s important to have a lot of friends,’ she says, after a pause, still n that guarded, neutral tone, still sitting bolt upright in her chair.

‘I agree,’ I say, with a soft smile. Then I indicated her business attire and say, ‘So, a successful trip?’

‘It was,’ she says, and this time the hint of a smile ghosts her lips. She’s trying not to look back on her affair with fondness. Trying not to relive the memories. She feels guilty for enjoying it all over again. Let’s see if we can’t change that.

‘Nothing feels better than a rewarding trip out of state,’ I say. ‘I always feel better about going back home when I’ve had a good time away. It puts everything in perspective.’ Her face remains neutral, but her eyes gleam. ‘There’s nothing wrong with taking a little work trip now and again. You can’t always do what you need to do from the office.’

‘That’s a good way to look at it.’

‘It doesn’t hurt to go out there, get a little hands-on experience in the field,’ I say, desperately resisting the urge to flood this conversation with thin double-entendres. I want to reassure her, not embarrass her. ‘There are some things need a little more attention to detail.’

She nods slowly. Her posture starts to change. She begins to relax. She stops sitting so upright. She stops gripping her thighs. Her face relaxes.

‘I had a… productive trip,’ she says. ‘Got a lot done.’

‘Do you feel better now that it’s done?’

‘Much better.’ That smile finally settles on her face. Her skin seems to brighten as her lips curl in thoughtful happiness.

‘Good,’ I say. ‘I’m glad. There’s no harm in taking a little time to focus on your workload every now and then. I always feel fantastic afterward, like a huge weight has been lifted from my shoulders.’

‘Me too.’ She starts to say something else, but then she glances at the screens and her face falls. ‘Oh, that’s my cab. I’ve got to go.’

‘It was nice meeting you.’

‘You too.’

She stands, gathers her bag, and heads to the parking lot to meet her ride. I watch her go, a little bounce in her step, hips swaying seductively. She was nice. I hope one day our paths cross again. Maybe I can be her next excuse for leaving the house for a night or two.

I sit quietly, looking at all the other people waiting for their cab rides. Some people read books. Some listen to music. Kids quietly sit next to their parents, eyes glued to various gaming systems. Young couples look through photos of the vacation they just enjoyed together. The air is still and quiet and tastes old and used.

I take my phone out of my pocket and check my messages. Nothing new. No urgent requests from the office. They might actually let me have the full four days at home I was promised.

Heat spreads throughout my loins with the thought of all the fun I could have in four long days. One name springs to mind:

Yours.

I’m not the type of man to have – or keep – girlfriends. I’m not the type of man to have long term relationships. I’m not even the type of man to have many repeat lovers, save for a select few in certain areas of the country, with whom I have standing arrangements and it’s all with the full knowledge of their husbands. The only woman I ever have the pleasure of meeting multiple times a year is you, Tessa. The woman from apartment sixty-two.

Your contact number shines bright on my phone screen. It’s one of the few numbers I’ve ever kept from my many lovers. I write a quick message and send it to you.

The message reads, Thank you for taking care of my plants.

 

****

 

The first time I met you was shortly after I moved into the block. This was a few years back, before I started traveling regularly, when I still worked mostly out of one office. We would pass in the hallway every now and then, nodding politely in recognition. Slowly we started to talk. I saw the ring on your finger and I was interested. I’m always interested when I see the ring. Our talk was brief and polite, but slowly started to morph into harmless flirting. Once or twice you saw me bidding farewell to lovers the morning after they slept in my bed. I saw the look in your eyes – the flash of interest, a sparkle of jealousy, a hint of wounded pride – and knew that you wanted to live that way, too.

But you were married and you were a good wife… or so you told yourself.

I met your husband a few times. Nice enough guy. Comfortable. Stable. Harmless. Totally fucking boring. I saw the way you shuffled impatiently behind him while he talked about whatever the fuck it was he found so interesting. I heard the little grunts you made when he took my attention away from you. I knew you were a little embarrassed about him. It was kind of cute, really. Made it even sweeter when I took you from him.

I’m not the type of man to have regular flings. As I said, the idea of breaking up a marriage doesn’t interest me in the slightest. I have no intention of pulling a wife away from her husband, but I have no qualms when it comes to borrowing her for a night or two. I think of myself as a marriage enhancer, a pleasant distraction from the monotony of everyday life. But you, Tessa, you quickly became my favorite conquest, and a willing repeat customer.

Do you still fondly recall that first night? The night your husband was away on business and you asked if I had already eaten? You claimed to have made too much food and meekly knocked on my door, asking if I would share it with you. I couldn’t say yes fast enough. The meal went ignored, cooling on the table, while you and heated up the bedroom. You were insatiable. You were lonely. You were desperate for affection and attention and intimacy and I willingly gave you everything you needed and more. You were passionate and generous and starved for sexual satisfaction. I enjoyed pleasing you, and you returned the favor with a wicked smile on your face. The two of us came together over an hour or more of intense, exquisite, blissful erotic lust. I wondered how long it had been since you had reached a climax without using your own fingers. Your body seemed to unwind and relax and loosen with each passing moment as I slowly brought you to orgasm over and over. With each successive climax, you became braver, more confident, less shy about sharing your wonderful body. Before long, you were teaching me new tricks, demonstrating the many ways you liked to be touched and held and caressed. I was more than willing to learn from you and by the time we had finished, I felt like a new man. It was easily one of the finest sexual encounters in my long and storied life.

You kissed me afterward and thanked me. We laughed at the food, untouched on the table, as we gathered our scattered clothes from across your apartment – a trail of passion leading from your door to the bedroom – and dressed ourselves again. You beamed with delight, your infectious smile making me feel less like a conspirator and more like a partner. We didn’t talk about what might happen next time, or how we were supposed to feel now. You had a spring in your step and a glow in your soul. It was beautiful, really. I spent the next few days with the smell, taste, and feel of you clinging to my body. I greeted your clueless husband warmly as we passed in the lobby, remembering the look on your face when I gently pushed my hard length into your aching lips in his bed. You almost blushed when we met in the hallway. You seemed relieved that the tension between us had been dealt with, as though this was a one-time deal.

You should have known better.

The next time your husband went out with his friends for the evening, you didn’t even bother with the act. You knocked on my door and kissed me as soon as I opened it. We fell into my bed and enjoyed another blissful hour or two in each other’s arms. This time was even better than before, as though you’d spent the intervening weeks thinking about all the new experiences you wanted to enjoy with me. You had prepared your body, too, and took great delight in how much I admired your freshly shaven mound and naughty choice of underwear.

Once our time was up, you went back to your husband, a smile on your face once again. He was still totally oblivious of our liaisons, completely blind to the way I had used your body and made you tremble with passion. I’ll never understand how a man could lay next to his wife and notice the sudden change in her demeanour – the glow of her skin, the pink tinge in her cheeks, the wetness of her sex. Maybe the men whose wives I borrow never get close enough to find out.

Our stolen rendezvous became a regular encounter whenever your husband worked late. You would drop by my apartment at the slightest excuse. More than once you almost got caught, barely slipping through your door, panties soaked with passion, as your husband stepped out of the elevator. You would invite me to help you with some imaginary problem, in case any of the neighbors realized that we seemed to be entering each other’s apartments more than usual. Still your husband remained blissfully unaware of everything that happened behind his back. How many times did you come to my place for a quick fuck before he came home? How many nights did you encourage him to go out with his friends so we could spend an hour or more together? How many times did you call me and breathlessly whisper the words, He’s gone into my ear?

Once I began traveling more and more for work, our sweet sessions became increasingly sporadic, but it did add a new intensity to each tryst. Neither of us knew how long it would be until the next time we were together, so our lovemaking became tinged with frenetic passion, electrifying sparks of lust, and intense, burning desire. Our affair only became more enjoyable.

Over time, we developed a system. I bought plants for my apartment. I gave you a key to my place. I made a point of asking you, in front of your husband, if you would be willing to water my plants while I was away. Now you had access to my apartment anytime you liked and a legitimate, husband-approved reason to be there.

Soon after this, we arranged a code. Whenever I was back in town and on my way home, I would send you a simple message. It wouldn’t mean anything to your husband, or to anyone else who happened to find our infrequent exchanges. But to you and me, it meant that we could spend a little time together over the next few days.

The code we use is, Thank you for taking care of my plants.

 

****

 

My phone softly pings in my pocket. I’m in the backseat of the cab, rain rolling down the windows, my driver gesturing wildly at the traffic ahead which blocks the road like fat in an artery. We haven’t moved in about five minutes now, but I don’t care. I’m watching the world go by, the scenery distorted and shimmering through the water-soaked window. People rush back and forth, some beneath dripping umbrellas, others with coats pulled up over their unprotected heads. I like the rain. It’s romantic weather. You can curl up with someone special under a blanket and share body warmth, or you can passionately embrace in the rain.

The ping of a new message brings me out of my thoughts. I slip my phone out of my pocket and open the screen.

It’s a text message from you.

Red or green?

I frown for a moment, wondering if I’ve forgotten some secret in-joke we shared last time I was in town. I try to recall our last conversation, but I don’t recall much actual heart-to-heart taking place. Body-to-body, for sure, but we’re not the type of people to sit around and discuss our every intimate thought.

I reply, Green, and wait.

No answer. Now I’m curious. You rarely respond to my messages – leaving a paper trail or any other kind of evidence is something we both work very hard not to do – and you never ask questions. We don’t want anybody thinking that we have a relationship of any kind.

The cab finally starts to jerk forward, the driver aggressively moving into another lane. I settle back into my seat, mind racing with possibilities. I put my phone back in my pocket and watch the world go by.

I step out into the roaring rain forty minutes later and walk to the entrance of the apartment block, holding my bag over my head.

 

****

 

I buzz myself through the front doors and push through into the dark, quiet entrance. From the look of the puddles and trailing drips on the smooth floor, it seems that I’m not the first person to enter during the downpour. A wet floor sign stands alone in the middle of the space. I guess the building super must have gotten tired of mopping the floor every five minutes. I shake my wet bag and pants and jacket off as well as I can and head to my mailbox. Nothing. I guess you’ve already scooped it up for me, haven’t you, Tessa?

I head into the elevator and hit the button for my floor. Last time I came home, this elevator was out of order. Nobody seemed to know what had happened, but there was a small crew of repair guys looking busy while they filled half the lobby with tools and cables and dust-covered sheets. Thankfully, everything is working now.

The doors slowly grind open on my floor with a metallic shriek. I sigh. It’s working, but only just, I step out and look around. My floor is quiet, save for the steady rush of rain blowing against the windows. I wonder if any of my neighbors remember me. Sometimes I come home and discover that I live next to totally different people. I step around a bicycle standing up against a wall and take my keys out of my pocket, glancing up toward apartment sixty-two a few doors away. It remains firmly closed. Maybe you’re not home right now. Still, I’m puzzled by your question. Red or green? I slip my key into the lock and step inside and suddenly I understand perfectly.

You stand in the middle of my apartment, a smile on your face. Your hair is neatly curled, running down to your shoulders in ringlets. You’re wearing a jaw-dropping lingerie set – lacy corset with a bra that lifts the swell of your breasts to perfect fullness and matching panties, with stockings and heels.

The corset is a deep emerald green.

‘Welcome home,’ you say.

‘If I’d known this was waiting for me,’ I say, closing the door behind me, ‘I would have run straight back from the airport.’

‘You like?’ you say, twirling a strand of hair around your perfectly manicured and neatly painted finger, glancing down at your body.

‘I love.’

I drop my bag to the floor and toss my jacket over a chair and step forward and sweep you into my arms. We kiss deeply, tasting one another again for the first time in months, our hands exploring, getting reacquainted with every bump and groove. Your supple, firm body responds to my caress. Burning desire spreads through my loins. I need this. I need you. Every time we kiss feels like the first time all over again and it’s the closest thing to magic.

‘How much time do we have?’ I ask.

‘Hours,’ you say. ‘He goes to the gym after work now.’

‘Maybe he’s having an affair?’

You make a derisive little scoff and shake your head, curled hair swaying gently.

‘He wouldn’t know an affair if one sat on his face,’ you say. ‘I wore this for him. Last week. Just to show him how I looked. In case he thought it was weird that I bought new lingerie. You know what he did?’

‘No.’

‘He said, That’s nice, and carried watching TV.’ Tears of frustration prick the corners of your beautiful eyes. I lean close and kiss you again. Dealing with emotion is not one of my strong suits.

This time you respond with more aggression. More passion. No longer timid. No longer getting used to feel of me again. Now a fire has been lit inside you and it burns so very brightly. Your husband doesn’t appreciate your beauty. Your sexuality. Your passionate intensity. But I do.

That’s why you cheat.

Our first reunion is fast and intense and fraught with desperate intensity. We kiss, hard and fast, tongues dancing likes flames in a hearth. You tear at my clothes. Buttons pop. Fabric tears. I don’t care and you don’t stop. We’re still in the middle of the apartment, but we make no attempt to move toward the bedroom. You push my shirt over my shoulders. I stand on the heel of my right shoe, then my left. I kick off my shoes one after the other as your fingers fumble with my belt buckle. We’re still kissing fast and hard. Teenagers in lust. Animals in heat.

My belt buckle clicks open. You move on to my button. Then my zipper. Moving frantically. Kissing passionately. Body trembling with need. Heart racing with excitement. Yearning. Lusting. Needing.

You open my pants and grasp my manhood with greedy hands. Heat builds between us. I feel my manhood responding to the warmth of your body, the feel of your lips, the frantic grabbing of your hands. You open the flap in my shorts and ease me out, purring in the back of your throat at the feel of me. I love that sound. I love the how excited you are to receive my gift.

‘Did you miss me?’ I say, pulling back from the kiss enough to talk.

‘Uh-huh.’

You sink to your knees, hunger on your face, eager to show me how much I’ve been missed. You look up and me and grasp my length with your left hand, wedding ring clearly on display, and guide me through your soft pink lips. I groan softly. The best part of coming home is coming home to a woman like you.

You slowly tease me for a few wonderful moments, bringing my manhood to a full, powerful erection. I feel harder than ever right now, watching you flick your tongue across my head, your hand stroking my shaft, wedding ring glinting softly in the light. I love how much you enjoy playing our little game.

‘Say it,’ you say in a gentle, lusty voice. You kiss the head of my cock. ‘Say it. Please.’

‘You like sucking my cock like that?’ I say, a grin on my face. You groan in response, taking me a little further into your mouth, responding to my words with enthusiasm. ‘You like sucking my cock behind your husband’s back?’

You look up at me with lust and deepest pleasure in your eyes. This is part of the game we play. Part of the fun. Part of the thrill.

‘God,’ I say, ‘you suck my dick so fucking good. Do you suck your husband as good as you suck me?’

You give a little shake of your head, my shaft sliding over your tongue.

‘That’s right,’ I say, reaching around to the back of your head and pulling you closer, thrusting down your throat at the same time. ‘This cheating slut mouth is mine.’

You moan in the back of your throat, a deep, savage, guttural sound of pleasure. You love it when I get a little rough. You love it when I remind you how bad and wicked you are. You love it when I use your body for my own pleasure.

‘You’re a dirty married slut,’ I say, clenching my fist around your hair, pushing my shaft to the back of your throat. You make the best gagging sounds I’ve ever heard. ‘Cheating with me behind your pathetic husband’s back. Does he have a cock as big as mine?’

I relax my grip. You ease back, eyes watering, my shaft covered in spit. You stroke my wet manhood with you left hand, making sure your wedding ring touches my skin, and smile up at me.

‘No,’ you say. ‘My husband is tiny compared to you. I don’t suck his cock. Only yours.’

‘Your slutty mouth is mine and mine alone.’

‘Yes, daddy.’

‘Suck then, slut.’

You take me deep into your mouth and suck me long and hard. You lick the head. Suck the balls. Flick your tongue across my shaft. Stroke me. Tease me. Jerk me into your hungry mouth. It is probably the hottest, most intense blowjob you’ve ever given me. It’s been three long months since I’ve felt you mouth around my cock, and this is worth every second of the wait.

‘Fuck…’ I groan, after a few blissful minutes with your skilful lips and tongue. ‘If you keep doing that, I’m going to come.’

You don't stop.

‘Oh? You want me to come, do you, slut’'

You groan onto my cock. I take that as I yes.

‘You gonna make me come with your slutty, married mouth?’

Another groan. I grab your head again and start pumping forward, trying to fuck your mouth. You make little gasping and gagging noises. You know how much I love those sounds.

I fuck your face in the middle of my apartment, feeling the pressure slowly rise inside me like water in a boiling pot. You put your hands on my thighs, bracing against my thrusts, your willing mouth greedily accepting my hard, thick shaft. You look up at me, eyes watering with the effort, my member slick with spit and growing wetter with every passing thrust.

You look up at me now, as I pump your mouth and throat, making you my own personal slut. I see the deep, wicked satisfaction in your eyes. Your husband never does this to you. He would never dare get rough with his beloved, gentle wife. He has no idea what you like. He has no idea how wet you get when I grab you by the hair and shove my cock down your throat. He has no idea how hard and rough and dirty you like to be fucked.

‘I’m getting close,’ I say, fighting the urge, trying to control the rising, burning pressure inside me, desperate to hold on for a few moments longer. You always give the best blowjobs. Your husband never gets to experience the wicked thrill of your yearning mouth. This is all for me, and I want to enjoy every last second.

Your eyes gleam in satisfaction, knowing how much pleasure you bring me, knowing how much I enjoy using your mouth, knowing how bad you are for doing this behind your husband’s back. You’re enjoying this just as much as I am.

‘Mouth or face?’ I say, breathing hard, bending all my willpower on lasting as long as I can, even as my balls tighten and the pressure reaches boiling point.

You groan a response, but I can’t hear you over my cock in your mouth. It doesn't matter. We both know your answer anyway. We both know how you like me to finish.

The pressure gets too much. I feel the surge inside me, pushing up from my deepest point, my balls contracting and convulsing as I reach the point of no return. I pull you face back with one rough pull on your hair. You gasp for air, panting, tongue out, knowing without words what’s about to happen. Your hands gently wrap around my shaft, pointing me at your bright, happy face. You say three short words.

‘Come for me.’

I do as you wish and groan loud and deep as my member jerks and throbs in your slender fingers. You close your eyes and sigh in happiness, recognizing the look in my face, the feel of my approaching climax shuddering through my shaft like rails vibrating before an oncoming train.

I erupt over your face, the first sticky spurt splashing over your forehead, the next on your cheek, then your lips and chin. I mark you with my come, daubing you as mine.

You open your eyes again, smiling up at me, face plastered with my thick, white seed. You gently squeeze and stroke my shaft, milking every last drop out of me, sucking the tip to make sure nothing is wasted. I groan in delight. Your hands and mouth are exceptional. Beyond exceptional. You are easily one of the best lovers I’ve ever had the pleasure of seducing. You are wicked and sinful and insatiable and your husband is a fucking idiot for not keeping you satisfied.

My climax slowly passes, little beads of come gently pumping out of the tip of my manhood, but you continue to tease me, keeping me hard, keeping me firm, keeping me ready with gentle squeezes of your hand and playful flicks of your tongue. Each little caress sends a shudder as powerful as an earthquake through my cock.

‘Your turn,’ I say, with a wicked grin.

I bend down and scoop you up in my arms. You laugh, a happy, shrill sound, as I lift you into the air and walk toward the bedroom. The room is exactly as I left it months before – freshly made and ready for use. I toss you onto the bed – you shriek in delight – and I climb on top of you, still hard, still ready for more.

Your eyes flash in erotic anticipation. You reach up to half-heartedly push me back as I take my place between your parted legs.

‘I'm married,’ you say, smiling.

‘So?’ I say, grabbing your wrists and pinning you to the bed.

‘We shouldn’t…’

Your words sound remorseful, maybe even regretful, but the smile in your face, the heat beneath your panties, and the eager parting of your legs suggest otherwise. It’s all part of the game we play. You love to be reminded of your marriage as I violate your vows. You love to feel bad and wicked. You always come so much harder when I compare myself to your husband.

I mount you, pressing my hard length against your burning panties, our bodies hot enough to burst into flame. Your pretty face is still coated in my lust.

‘I’m married,’ you say again, that wicked smile on your soft, sticky, come-soaked lips. ‘We shouldn’t do this. I’m a good girl.’

‘You’re a bad wife,’ I say. I pin your wrists to the bed with one hand. You could easily escape, but you offer no resistance. I reach down and grab your panties and roughly pull them aside, exposing your freshly shaven mound and burning, aching, soft pink lips.

‘I’m a married woman,’ you say again. I can feel your heart pounding through your skin. ‘I’m someone else’s wife.’

‘And I’m gonna fuck you like the slut you are,’ I say, and pushing the head of my cock into your yearning, hungry entrance.

At once, our game ends. You immediately react to my presence, moaning wildly, arching your back, pushing your hips up to meet me. You wrap your arms around my back and lift your legs to allow me deeper inside your red-hot tunnel. I push forward and pierce your tight slit, pushing inside and stretching you open. Your lips grip my shaft as I sink inside you. I groan softly. You are hot and wet and tight. You are perfection.

‘I’m married,’ you say, now moaning the word, eagerly taking every inch of me deep, deep, deep inside you. ‘I’m married…’

‘I don’t care,’ I say, and start to move, to fuck you, to thrust my hard manhood into you, over and over, your passionate moans sweet music to my ears.

You have never looked more beautiful than you do right now, your cheeks tinged pink with passion, mouth open in pleasure, face drenched in my come, eyes gleaming with lust. Your husband has never seen this side of you. He has never known this wild, sexual woman could possibly exist inside the quiet, unassuming woman he married. He has never come on your face and thrown you on the bed and fucked you like this.

‘Oh, God…’ Your moans get slowly louder as I move faster, filling your tight womanhood with my firm, pulsing length with a power and strength that your husband could never hope to match. ‘I’m married… oh, God… I’m married…’

‘Yeah, you are,’ I say, ‘but you’re cheating on him with me. You’re my married slut.’

You moan now, loud and passionately. You never make this much noise with your husband. He isn’t good enough to make you moan or scream or beg for more. But I am.

I pump faster. Your slick entrance grips me tighter. Your moans grow steadily louder. You keep moaning the words, I’m married… over and over, driving yourself wild with forbidden pleasure. I lean back and grab you by the throat with one hand. You gasp and lift your chin, allowing me to get a better grip, letting me pin you to the bed by your throat. I pump harder, slamming into your pussy, your moans becoming an erotic gasp with every wet, sensual impact of our connecting bodies. I can feel your body starting to tense and stiffen beneath me, your aching, neglected sex gripping me tighter and tighter.

‘You gonna come for me?’ I say. ‘You gonna come for another man, you cheating slut?’

You bite your lip, but can’t quell the moans of pleasure that burst out of your throat. Your body moves with mine, smooth as silk, rolling like the ocean. We are one. Your husband is stiff and awkward in bed. We move together like leaves in the wind, graceful and serene.

You climax beneath me. Hard. Intense. A powerful, full-body experience. Your eyes open wide. Your lips part. Your breath catches in your throat. Your hands grip me tight. Your sex tightens around my manhood. Your body bucks under mine. It is beautiful to watch.

You look me right in eyes, still marked with my come, as I thrust deeper and deeper and deeper, heightening your pleasure, driving you wilder and wilder. You catch your breath just long enough to let out a single long cry of delight, a sound of breathless passion the likes of which your husband has never heard you make, and you push your head back into the bed, eyes rolling up, surrendering utterly to lust.

I strengthen my grip on your throat by a tiny fraction. You respond with a deep, guttural groan of passion. You love being treated roughly. You love being manhandled. Your husband treats you like a glass slipper, terrified that you’ll break if he pushes too hard. This is the real you, right here, in other man’s bed, come on your face, hand around your throat, legs in the air, body convulsing with the power of your orgasm. This is the real you.

Your face reddens with the intensity of the moment. I loosen my grip on your throat and a long, passionate exhale escapes your lips. You slowly come back to earth from the heaven you just visited.

I keep fucking you, hard and fast and desperately, stretching your climax, stretching your pussy, driving your deeper into my bed with each powerful stroke.

‘It’s so good,’ you say, barely able to gasp the words.

‘Feels good to cheat, huh?’ I say, pushing myself deep inside you.

You respond with another passionate, erotic moan.

You don’t need me to tell you. It feels damned good to cheat. Natural. Effortless. Easy. Fun. Some people don’t understand cheating. For others, cheating is a way of life. A way of escaping monotony. A way of getting your needs met. A way of finding a few blissful moments of passion and satisfaction with someone who understands their desires.

I release your throat and lean back and grab your ankles. I lift your legs up and rest your calves against my chest, the movement making your sex tighten even further. You grip the bed with hard fingers, moaning and gasping and whispering, I’m married, over and over.

You climax again, hot on the heels of the first, the two body-rocking orgasms so close together they could almost be one. I keep driving myself into you, loving the feel of your body beneath me, the sensation of your tightening sex around my shaft, the sound of your breathless cries of pleasure. When was the last time your husband made you come twice? When was the last time your husband made you feel this good, this full, this passionate, this loved and treasured and adored? That’s why you come to me. Why you come for me, harder and louder and deeper than you’ve ever come for him.

I slow my pace as your orgasm passes, entering you with shallow little pumps, teasing your tight entrance with my thick, pulsing head. I love the sounds you make. Once you have come back down to earth, I ease myself out of you, loving the sight of your sticky juices all over my shaft, and let go of your legs.

‘On your front,’ I say, willing myself to stay hard. It’s super easy for a man to wilt after he ejaculates. Staying hard enough to keep going is damn near an art form, requiring almost constant focus and attention and friction. Sometimes I’m unable to keep going, but you make it so easy for me.

You roll on your front, presenting your perfect ass, a soft, firm target for my enjoyment. I climb on top of you and press my length against your body. You sigh at the sensation, my hard, hot, slippery manhood grinding against your ass and dripping, swollen sex. You ease your hips forward and guide me home. I enter your tight, quivering slit once again, loving the little groan that escapes your lips, and begin to fuck you.

This is your favorite position – face down, pushed into the bed by my body weight, taken hard from behind as though I’ve thrown you down and had my way with you. Your husband isn’t big enough to manage this. That’s why you come to me.

You cry out again as our bodies meet with a delicious wet impact, my length filling you over and over, my weight pinning you to the bed. I see your fingers grip the sheets again. You raise your feet behind me. We are both lost in passion. The earth could shatter beneath us and we wouldn’t notice. Right now, the whole world is just me and you and this moment, this feeling, this burning need. You need me because I am better than your husband. I need you because you need me. I spank your ass hard, each sharp clap of my hand driving you wilder with passion.

You climax again and again, moaning for me, telling me how good it feels, how much better I am than your husband, how big I am, how wet I’m making you. Everything a man loves to hear in the bedroom. After ten or more long, intense, fiercely passionate minutes, I feel myself nearing my limits.

‘I’m going to come,’ I say, whispering into your ear in a hoarse voice. ‘Can I come inside you?’

You nod weakly, unable to speak.

‘I’m gonna come in your cheating pussy,’ I say, getting back into character. ‘Tell me you want it.’

‘Oh, fuck yes! Fill me up! Come in my married pussy!’ Your voice is thick with pleasure, almost inhuman in its delight.

I fuck you as hard as I can, slamming my body into your butt, stretching your tight sex, ruining you for your husband. You moan into the bed, muffling your cries, pushing your butt against me, allowing me deeper and deeper inside you, driving us both wild. There is no feeling on earth as wonderful as that of a willing woman giving herself to you… except that of a married woman surrendering her body to another man.

For the second time since I stepped into my apartment an hour ago, I feel that familiar tightening of my groin muscles. I grab your arms and pin your wrists together behind your back, like I’m arresting you. I know how much you love it. I can hear it in your muffled moans. I can feel it in the slow, erotic grip of your sex. You love it when a man takes control. That’s why you come to me.

I push deep inside you, one final time, trying to merge with you and become one. The head of my member buries inside you, reaching a place your husband could never touch. My balls contract and another rush of warm semen flushes along my shaft. You gasp as I fill your hungry, yearning, neglected womanhood, planting my seed deep in your womb.

Our bodies clench together, then slowly relax as my balls empty for a second time. I release your wrists and place a soft, gentle kiss on your back. You groan and look back at me, my come now dried on your face, partially wiped on the bed sheets. Your make up is smudged, chin slick from the blowjob you gave me earlier. Your cheeks are flushed with excitement and your eyes are glazed with pleasure.

You’ve never looked more beautiful.

‘That…’ you say, struggling to form the words, ‘…was amazing.’

‘You were perfect,’ I say.

I ease myself out of your aching, swollen entrance, feeling my come trickle out and onto the bed. I give your ass a playful squeeze. You giggle. I sit above you for a long moment, enjoying the sight and satisfaction of another satisfied lover. Your body occasionally trembles with little post-orgasm muscle contractions.

‘How’ve you been?’ I say, laying down next to you.

You nod, a small exhausted tip of your brow.

‘Usual,’ you say.

‘That bad, huh?’

You chuckle and lift yourself up onto your arms. Your strength slowly returns.

‘He’s been talking about moving,’ you say. I sense a little sadness in your voice.

‘Is that bad?’

You shrug and continue, ‘He’s also been talking about having kids.’

‘You don’t want kids? You’d be a great mom.’

‘Yeah…’ you say, with a hint of hesitation.

‘But?’

‘If we have kids and move away…’ you glance down at the bed.

‘Then we won’t be able to see each other anymore?’

You nod.

‘Maybe after you’ve had kids, you won’t want to see me anymore.’

‘Do women stop wanting sex after childbirth?’ you say, looking back up at me now, your pretty eyes desperate for an answer.

I say nothing. There is no answer I can give that would make you feel better. I’ve fucked plenty of moms in my time. How would I know if a woman’s libido changes after she has kids?

Our moment is interrupted by a buzzing from the other room.

‘My phone,’ you say, getting up off the bed. I watch you walk away from me, hips shaking, your inners thighs glistening with our combined passion, panties dark and wet. You scoop up your phone from my couch and check the screen. ‘Shit, it’s my husband.’

‘Go ahead.’

You answer the phone and hold it to your ear, turning your back to me.

‘Hey, hun,’ you say, your voice totally normal, as though we hadn’t just had a wonderful bout of amazing, exhausting, passionate sex. It always amazes me how easily women can lie to their husbands. It’s almost a natural gift. Men, in my experience, are terrible liars. They can’t keep a story straight, or their voice changes noticeably, or they develop an uncontrollable facial tick when telling a lie. Women, on the other hand, can tell the most elaborate lies without pausing for breath. Maybe husbands choose to instinctively believe their wives, no matter what. But there you are, in my apartment, come on your face and trickling down your thigh, dressed in your sexiest lingerie, just mere minutes after I made you climax harder than he ever has. He doesn’t have a fucking clue what you get up to behind his back.

‘No, I’m just at home,’ you say, still in that calm, natural voice. He might have interrupted your TV show, or caught you in the middle of a laundry cycle. ‘Oh, really?’ You sound convincingly disappointed. ‘Okay… well, if you gotta. I’ll see you later. Love you.’

You hang up and turn back to me.

‘Looks like we have a little more time,’ you say. ‘He’s going from the gym to the bar with his friends. We got another hour or two. What would you like to do?’

I smile, sweeping my eyes over your body. You stand in my apartment, hands on hips, look dishevelled and exhausted and infinitely attractive.

‘I think we should go get a drink,’ I say.

You shoot me a curious look, wondering why I would want to go anywhere with all the fun we could have right here.

‘Trust me,’ I say. ‘Let’s have a little fun. Go get my jacket, the brown one.’

You look bemused and curious, but you do as I say. I hear your heels tapping across the floor, to my coat closet near the front door, and back. You return, holding up my coat, eyebrows raised.

‘That’s for you,’ I say.

‘This won’t fit me,’ you say, protesting a little.

‘That’s the idea.’ I grin and open my drawers, pulling on fresh underwear and socks and a loose gym shirt. By the time I’m finished, you have slipped your arms into the coat. You’re right, it doesn’t fit you. Even if you button it up, the coat is too tight to cover your breasts, leaving you partially exposed, displayed to anyone who would look. The coat is also barely long enough to cover your butt, leaving your bare legs exposed. It almost looks as though you’re naked beneath the coat.

‘Really?’ you say, your tone incredulous. ‘We’re gonna go out like this?’

‘No,’ I say. ‘Not like this.’ You relax for a second, then catch my wicked smile. ‘Hand over your panties.’

You stare at me for a moment, trying to decide if I’m joking. I am not. After a brief internal struggle, you lift the bottom of the coat and the sexy green and black thong, now wet from our lovemaking, slides down your legs, to the floor.

‘Like this?’ you say. You sound a little nervous, but your face is flushed with excitement. You’re about to do something bad. Something naughty. Something you would never do with your husband.

‘Perfect’ I say. I stand and start gathering my discarded clothes. ‘Do you want to clean up before we go?’

You touch your cheeks, suddenly realizing that my come is still on your skin, like a trophy. You laugh and go into my bathroom. I pull on a fresh pair of jeans and toss my ruined, shredded shirt in the trash. I take a quick look in the mirror. Looking pretty good. Tired, like I’ve just stepped off a plane, but good. You emerge from the bathroom, your face freshly washed, most of the makeup gone now. Your face glows with natural beauty and the energy of the sex we just had.

‘How do I look?’ you say.

‘Incredibly sexy.’

You blush a little and fold your arms under your breasts, the exposing swell of skin boosted by the coat’s buttons.

‘Okay,’ you say. ‘Where are we going?’

‘We’re going to the liquor store on the next block,’ I say. ‘I’ll go first. You count to a hundred and meet me out front. We’ll walk over together, get some drinks, and come back.'

You nod, biting your bottom lip in nervous excitement.

'See you in a hundred,' I say with a wink.

I slip out of the door and head back to the elevator, counting to one hundred in my head. The hallway is quiet. Nobody is around. I can hear muffled music and distant TVs playing behind closed doors. The elevator doors open a few seconds after I press the button. I step inside and ride the car back to the first floor, still counting to one hundred silently.

My countdown ends as I push open the doors and step out on the street. The rain has passed, leaving the world silvery in the oncoming moonlight. It’s not so warm as it was earlier, but not too cold for you to walk a block in bare legs. I try to imagine where you are now, waiting of the elevator, maybe trying to pull the back of the coat down, painfully aware that it doesn’t quite cover your ass. I hope this rush of erotic adrenaline is as thrilling for you as it is for me. I love the expression on your face when you feel as sexy as you look. Your husband has no idea what he’s missing.

The sidewalks are fairly busy this evening, plenty of people heading home after a long day at work or heading out early to get the night started. The roads are much quieter than they were earlier, the chaos of rush hour now a fading memory. There will be a few witnesses to our naughty adventure tonight, but not enough for anyone to call the cops. Besides, in a city like this, I’m sure most people have seen far crazier things than a beautiful woman’s ass under a short coat.

I turn back to look through the glass doors and see you walking out the elevator, head held high, determined to go along with my plan. Your face is still flushed with the naughty thrill of doing something so bad as walking down the block with your ass almost totally exposed. I hold the door open for you and give a little bow at the same time. You laugh and slip your arm through mine.

‘This is so wrong,’ you say, laughing. ‘People can see my butt!’




‘And a very nice butt it is, too,’ I say.

We step down onto the sidewalk and turn left, heading along the block. As I thought, nobody pays us any attention. I catch a couple of surreptitious glances at your bare legs – some with jealousy, some with lust – but nobody reacts to seeing a beautiful woman walking around in the evening light wearing what appears to be only a coat.

‘What if we see one of the neighbors?’

‘You were dressed up for your husband and got locked out. I’m helping you cope with the shame.’

You laugh and lean into me. I can tell you’re enjoying this.

‘It feels weird,’ you say in a quiet voice. ‘Like, I can feel cold air between my legs. It’s weird!’

‘Good weird?’

‘Mm-hmm.’

We walk along in silence for a moment. Your heels click against the sidewalk, a delicious and sensual sound. I glance down and see tiny glimpses of us reflected back on the wet concrete, little flashes of your bare legs in the streetlights. You shiver next to me, but not because you’re cold. I can feel you trembling in excitement, breathing hard through parted lips. I wonder how it feels for you right now, the cool evening air touching your wet and well-fucked sex, the casual breeze lapping at your lips like a chilly tongue.

Now that I think about it, we’ve never really done anything like this before. We’ve never walked anywhere arm-in-arm, or even really left the building together. Our relationship, such as it is, purely revolves around a shared mutual lust and a desire to make each other come. The most I’ve ever seen of you is in my bedroom or yours. We have never shared a meal over candlelight in a restaurant or cuddled up on the couch watching a movie together. We have never talked about our hopes and dreams or fears and worries. We have never even spent the night together. All we do is meet and fuck. It’s a good arrangement – don’t get me wrong, it’s really good – but it’s not a relationship. You’d probably leave your husband if I asked you to. I represent everything he doesn’t – mystery, excitement, passion, good sex – but I could never do that to you. I might be a better lover than him in every way imaginable, but I’m never going to be the kind of man to bring you breakfast in bed or come home to meet your parents or stop seeing other women. That’s who I am and you knew it when we started our affair.

‘I feel so naughty,’ you say in a conspiratorial whisper, dragging me out of my thoughts. Your voice is tinged with excitement, enjoying our sexy little conspiracy. Not only are you cheating on your husband, but I’m parading you around so everyone can see what he’s missing. ‘I’m so wet right now!’

‘Good,’ I say. ‘A dirty slut like you should always be wet.’

You whimper in my ear.

We round the corner and head along the block, passing stores that are in the process of closing for the night and pizza joints with tired-looking chefs leaning on the counters, waiting for the rush to begin. One or two of them glance at you, noting your shapely, bare legs stretching down beneath your coat. I wonder what they’re thinking about you. Maybe they’re wondering if you’re naked under the coat?

We reach our destination. The liquor store is brightly lit from within, open for business for several hours yet. A simple sign hangs out front declaring the store to have a late license and the best deals in town. I feel you stiffen as we arrive by the door.

‘Okay,’ I say. ‘We go in and we get some drinks.’

You nod. For a moment, I half-expect you to ask if you can wait outside. But you surprise me. You slip out of my arm and push open the door and walk inside the store, confident as anything. I follow, unable to hide the smile on my face, watching the coat sway side to side over your hips, barely covering your wonderful ass.

The liquor store is a small, brightly lit, square room, neatly blocked into aisles by stacks of alcohol. Bottles of wine, cases of wine, crates of beer, single cans and bottles and even a keg or two. The floor is covered plain red-and -white checkerboard pattern linoleum tiles that squeak under rubber soled shoes. There are a couple of other people in the store besides us. The owner, looking tired already; a man who looks like he’s grabbing a drink to go with his evening meal; and a dishevelled-looking guy who looks as though his blood is mostly liquor. You walk past them all and head toward the back of store, ignoring the heads that turn in your direction. I hang back, watching you, knowing how much you’re loving the attention and the feeling of being naughty.

I watch as you grab a bottle of wine and stroll back, the click of your heels almost echoing in the small store, each footstep like a siren to the other men nearby. The man who looks like he just finished work checks out your legs as you walk by him, wincing like you’ve stood on his balls.

You walk up to the cash register and hand over the wine with a thin, knowing smile, almost daring the owner to make a crack. He takes the bottle, taps a few loud and heavy buttons on the register, and announces the price.

‘Do you want anything?’ you say to me.

‘Yeah, can you get me a pack of Bud?’ I say, gesturing to the beer fridge with my chin.

You follow my glance and shoot me a look, your expression caught somewhere between you-gotta-be-kidding-me and I-can’t-believe-I’m-going-to-do-this. You steel yourself, take a moment, then walk across the store to the beer fridge. The other guys watch you carefully, each one trying to pretend that they’re not.

I’m not a beer drinker, and definitely not a fan of Bud. But I’ve chosen that particular beer because the cases are stored at the bottom of the fridge. A gentleman would get the case himself. A gentleman would offer to help you carry it across the store. But I am no gentleman, as you well know.

All eyes are on you and your bare legs as you walk – almost strutting – to the beer fridge. I know what’s going to happen. Maybe you have an idea of what’s about to happen. These guys must be praying for what’s about to happen.

You reach out with one hand – the same hand that was wrapped around the base of my cock about forty-five minutes ago – and grasp the refrigerator door handle. You pull. The glass door opens, catching the glare of the overhead bulbs as it goes. You take a second to collect yourself, then go through with it before you back out. You bend forward and reach down to pick up the beer. The coat lifts up at the back, rising like a theatre curtain, exposing the swell of your perfect ass, my red handprint now faded and dull against the skin. I glance at the other guys. They’ve given up pretending not to look. All eyes are on you – and your fantastic body.

You keep bending forward, the curtain still rising behind you, exposing the entirety of your delicious butt. You grab the beers, pausing maybe a second or two longer than necessary, letting everyone check out your ass and the glistening pink treasure nestled between your thighs. Then you stand up, holding the beers in your hand. The curtain falls. The spell is broken.

All the guys suddenly pretend to be busily doing other tasks as you turn around, beer in hand and a smile on your face. You walk back across the store, exchanging a sparkling, delighted glance with me, and put the beers down at the register. The store owner quits pretending to wipe the counter with a dirty cloth, scans the beer, and announces the new price.

I step forward and hand over a few old notes from my wallet. He takes them, puts the money in the register, and hands back a few clanking coins, keeping his eyes low and not looking at you or the swell of your exposed breasts for the entire exchange. You smile, all sweetness and innocence, and take your bottle of wine. I grab the beers and motion for you to walk ahead. I follow you to the door, and back out onto the street. Before the door has even closed behind us, you burst into shrill, delighted laughter.

‘I can’t believe I did that!’ you say, looking around with wild eyes. ‘I can never show my face in there again!’

‘It’s not your face he’ll remember.’

You laugh again. We start walking back to our apartment block. We reach the corner again when you grab me and pull me into a hard, passionate kiss. I almost drop the beers. You wrap your arms around my neck, pressing hard into me, your tongue frantically tasting mine. I feel aggressive, urgent lust in your touch. My manhood throbs, awakening once more, yearning to be inside you, where it belongs.

‘I’m so turned on right now,’ you say, whispering in a low, sensual voice.

‘Let’s get back and do something about that.’

We almost jog back to our building, laughing together, feet splashing through puddles, kicking up spray as we go. Your heels click and clack with every step, in time with my racing heart. We don’t have long before your husband gets home. But we have long enough for passion.

Pedestrians stare at us. Maybe they get a glimpse of your bare ass as we pass them by. Maybe they’re wondering what we’re laughing at. We keep moving, never slowing down, racing back to our destination as fast as we can.

I buzz us back inside the building. We cross the lobby and call the elevator. This time we make no effort to conceal ourselves in case of watchful eyes. We’re too excited, enjoying ourselves too much. Your face is bright with pleasure as the elevator doors silently open and we hurry inside. You jab the button for our floor over and over, until the doors close. I immediately lift the coat and caress your butt. You groan and look at me with your clear, intense eyes, bending forward a little to allow me access to your wet and aching lips. I caress you, enjoying the warm, sticky heat of your soft pink womanhood, teasing you open with my fingers.

‘God, I wish we could fuck right here,’ you say, in a low moan. The sound makes me hard all over again.

For a mad, crazy second, I consider slamming the heel of my palm into the emergency stop button, sealing us inside the elevator. I imagine all the wonderful, passionate scenarios that would play out in this little space, as you and I desperately make love up against the walls, or on the floor, blissfully locked away from the rest of world – until the fire department came along and unsealed the doors, exposing our affair to a crowd of curious onlookers. The mental image is both amusing and exciting.

The doors slide open. You jump away from my exploring fingers as though you’ve received an electric shock. There’s nobody waiting outside the door to catch us. The hallway is still quiet and still. We rush back to my door, holding hands. I unlock the door, throw it open, and pull you into my apartment, kicking the door closed with an impatient jab of my foot.

‘We don’t have long,’ you say, placing the bottle of wine on a small table covered in unopened letters.

I don’t waste any precious time. I put the beers on the floor and push them away with my foot. I grab you, spin you around, push you up against the door. I lift up your coat. Unzip my pants. Ease my throbbing length free. Grab your hips. Pull you into me. My thick head pushes against your hot lips and passes through unchallenged.

You place your hands on the door and gasp with erotic pleasure at my raw, animalistic need to be inside you. I’m more aggressive, more dominating, and more of a man than your husband could ever hope to be. You bend forward. Spread your legs. Give your body to me. I invade you once again, hungrily, desperately, needing to claim you for myself one final time before your husband returns.

You moan as I sink back inside you, piercing you with my hard cock. I pin you to the door, grabbing your shoulder with one strong hand, pulling your body back into me as I thrust forward, deep and hard. You bite your lip to stifle a moan of pleasure, desperately trying to muffle the cries of passion that are probably echoing in the hallway outside. I let go of your shoulder and clamp my hand over your mouth. You moan into my hand, harder and louder than before. Anyone in the hallway will hear us, I’m sure.

Your pussy feels incredible. Red-hot, silky-smooth, swollen, well-used, and hungry for more. You grip me tightly once again, rocking your hips perfectly, pulling me deeper inside with every hard, firm stroke. You pant hard, arching your back, wanting me to force myself as deep as I can go. I reach around to your throat with my other hand and grip your neck firmly. You love it. You moan louder into my hand and totally surrender to me.

I fuck you against my door, hard and fast, entering you from behind in quick, deep strokes. There is no pretence of making love. We don’t bother to feign passion. This is hard, dirty, rough, animalistic sex. This is two consenting adults being bad and loving it.

You come first and you come hard. You try to stifle your moans of pleasure, but you can’t stop them completely. I love that sound. It makes me pound you harder. I squeeze your throat a little tighter, loving the way your breath catches as you try to breathe and orgasm at the same time.

My own climax follows quickly, squeezed out of my manhood by your tightening and contracting sex, urged forward by your moans and cries of passion and lust. I pump into you as hard as I can, desperate to plant my seed deep inside you, deeper than your husband ever could. You might be his wife, but you choose to fuck me, not him. You come to me because I can please and satisfy and fill you better than he can. You come to me because I can make you scream louder than he can. You come to me because I’m bigger and better and harder than he is.

I push inside you one final time, slamming my body against your butt, forcing my length inside you as deep as possible. We cry out together, your moans a beautiful symphony of pleasure. I erupt inside you for a second time, this one even more pleasurable than the first. Your sex grips me tight, squeezing like a firm hand, milking me, draining my balls of every last sticky drop. I stay inside you for a long, long moment afterwards. Neither of us says anything. I ease my grip on your throat and let go of your mouth. You lean against the door, weak and exhausted, until I finally ease out of your tender, sensitive, thoroughly soaked womanhood.

‘God,’ you say, barely able to speak. ‘God…’

I rub a gentle hand down your back. You shiver and giggle.

‘Too sensitive?’ I say.

‘Yeah.’

I lean in close and plant a small kiss between your shoulder blades. A more intimate gesture than I usually give, but you’ve earned it. I’ve waited three months to be back here with you, and now I hope never to leave again.

‘Can you pass me my phone?’ you say, still leaning against the door on weak legs.

I turn away and snatch up your phone from where you left it on my couch. There’s a message from your husband, received three minutes ago, while I was fucking you hard and fast up against my front door. It reads, Leaving now.

‘Your husband’s on his way,’ I say, handing the phone to you.

‘Shit.’ You take the phone and straight up. The coat slips back into place, covering your ass again. You turn to face me, leaning against the door. The front of the coat opens, the buttons loosened by our desperate passion, exposing your impossibly sexy green-and-black lingerie again. ‘I gotta go. I need to shower before he comes back.’

You shrug off my coat and hand it to me, an affectionate look in your eyes.

‘I can’t believe you made me do that,’ you say, a flushed smile on your face.

‘I didn’t make you do anything. But I’m glad you did it.’

I take the coat and toss it on the floor and kiss you one last time. My fingers slide down your body and caress your swollen and dripping lips. You giggle and push me away.

‘No more,’ you say. ‘I can’t take any more right now. Later, though…’

‘Tonight?’

‘I’ll try and come back after he falls asleep.’

‘Don’t get caught.’

You turn to the door, then stop, remembering something.

‘Can I have my underwear back?’ you say, with the face of a naughty schoolgirl.

‘No. They’re mine.’

‘Keeping trophies now?’ you say, smiling wickedly.

I return you smile and say, ‘You can get them when you come back.’

Your eyes flash in excitement. The promise of naughtiness to come. The thought of further unrestrained erotic satisfaction with your lover.

‘See you later,’ you say.

You open the door a crack and peek through. Nobody in the hallway. You open the door and slip out. I get one final tantalizing glimpse of your perfect ass as you disappear around the frame. Your heels tap quickly on the hallway floor. I hear your door open, then close.

I shut my door, alone again in silence. I take off my clothes and toss them in the laundry. I hang up the coat, a smile on my face. I pick up your discarded, wet thong and place it on the floor by my bed, ready for collection at a later date. Maybe you’ll sneak over tonight, when your husband is fast asleep. I hope you do. The idea of fucking you while your husband snores just a few short feet away makes my dick tingle once more.

Your scent lingers in my apartment. I inhale you one last time, then spray my deodorant around, covering your tracks. Your husband will never know and I’m not going to tell him.

 

****

 

I know why she cheats. She cheats because I can offer her excitement, passion and lust. I can please her in ways her husband or boyfriend couldn’t even imagine. I can take her to heaven and make her see the face of God six times in one night. I can convince her to walk around the block wearing a coat that barely covers her ass. I can make her beg me to throw her down one final time and do whatever I want to.

She cheats because you treat her like a princess, when she desperately wants to be a whore. I’ll give her the dirty, intense, erotic sexual experience she craves. I’ll let her have as much pleasure as she can handle.

She cheats because I can do everything she needs.

She cheats because her man doesn’t do it for her anymore.

She cheats because she gets away with it.

Guys like me will always be around, waiting for her to step out of line. Husbands should always make sure their wives are happy and satisfied, because if they don’t… a guy like me is only a flirtatious smile away.

###
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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

 

The Bull’s Account:

Seducing Scarlett

 

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

 

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

 

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

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

I gently slide my hands up your legs, pushing the dress up like a curtain before a performance at the theatre. I place slow, passionate kisses on your bare legs. Your body trembles. Little giggles and gasps escape your lips as I slowly work my way up your legs, to your knees, your thighs… then beyond.

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

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

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

You gesture for me to come back up the bed. I do so, taking my time, placing more kisses on your body, on your skin where the dress has been pushed up, kissing the dress itself in other places. Your eyes sparkle and your lips are parted. You pull me into another passionate kiss, your arms enveloping me, hands exploring my warm skin, our bodies grinding together. I desperately want to be inside you, but I force myself to be patient. I don’t just want to fuck you. I want you to remember this for the rest of your life, even ten years from now when you’re in bed with your husband and the two of you swap stories about the naughtiest thing you’ve ever done – I want you to smile guiltily and say, Well there was this one guy I met in college...

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

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

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

You pause in our passionate embrace for long enough to throw the bra aside. Now you’re lying on top of me in just that purple thong with the embroidered cat on the front.

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

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

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

cover.jpeg
The Bull’s Account

.N

‘Why She Cheats

Andrea Martin





index-1_1.jpg
The Bull’s Account

'ﬂ

‘Why She Cheats

Andrea Martin





index-2_1.jpg
The Bull’s Account

'ﬂ

‘Why She Cheats

Andrea Martin





