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		‘Do I look good enough?’

		My husband turns to see me, standing in the doorway, and his jaw drops. His eyes sparkle as he sees my outfit for tonight, the clothing I have chosen to wear for our date tonight. He grins broadly, sweeping me up and down with his gaze, and I know I’ve made the right choice.

		I am wearing my little black dress. It hugs my curves just right, with a low cut that shows off just enough of my cleavage to draw the eyes. The dress reaches my knees, with a generous slit up the thigh to show a little more skin. I’m wearing matching black heels, with a sexy choker around my neck and my red hair runs down past my shoulders in tight curls. Underneath the dress, I’m wearing a little surprise. My husband’s favorite lingerie. A matching lilac bra and panty set. The bra has these incredibly sexy half-moon cups that lift and support my breasts for beneath, while not covering my nipples at all. I think I look good, but my husband’s reaction says I look stunning.

		‘Wow,’ Larry says, eyes wide with desire and admiration.

		‘Do I look good?’ I say.

		‘Better than good,’ he says. ‘I almost don’t want to leave the house.’

		I laugh and check myself out in front of the hallway mirror and apply a deep purple shade of lipstick. My husband’s favorite color. He says he loves the way it brings out my blue eyes.

		‘Come on, honey,’ I say, my deep purple lips smiling wide, ‘it’s date night. You know we can’t stay home tonight.’

		Larry gets off the couch and stands up. He’s wearing a crisp dark blue suit that fits him perfectly. He knows how much I like it when he wears a suit.

		‘I know,’ he says. ‘I love date night as well. It’s just that…’ he pauses, trying to find the right words to describe his feelings. ‘Sometimes I see you looking so beautiful, and I don’t want to leave the house. I don’t want anybody else to see you looking this beautiful. I want to keep this image all to myself. Does that make sense?’

		I smile again and kiss him on the cheek, my purple lips leaving a small blemish on his tanned skin.

		‘I love you,’ I say. ‘Twenty-three years of marriage and you still find me attractive.’

		‘You make it so easy,’ he says, his hand squeezing my ass gently. I laugh and swat his hand away.

		‘Not yet,’ I say. ‘Later. We need to get going if we want to make our reservation.’

		Larry grabs his keys from the hook and we walk out of the house into the early evening sunshine.

		We live in a beautiful, leafy suburb filled with large houses and wide lawns. The kind of street where at least once house has the latest model SUV in the driveway and everyone competes to host the neighborhood cook-off that goes down in the history books. The kind of street whose inhabitants wave to one another when they’re out jogging or mowing the lawn. The kind of street where everyone is bland and boring and perfectly ordinary in every way. If any of our neighbors knew what Larry and I get up to behind closed doors, I think their little minds would explode.

		You see, Larry and I might appear to be a traditional couple – loving husband, loyal wife, two perfect kids attending the local high school – but appearances can be deceiving. Larry and I have a good, stable, loving marriage, but we also know a thing or two about keeping our relationship fresh and exciting. Therefore, at least once a month, we make sure to leave the kids at my mother’s house so that we can have our date night.

		I follow the little concrete path along the front yard to the driveway and pause before the car. It’s a black four-wheel drive SUV with tinted windows, the kind you can’t see into from the outside. It’s a couple of years old now, and probably one of the oldest cars on the entire block. We might need to get a new model next year, for appearances’ sake. I love this car. It’s so comfortable and perfect for our needs. Perfect for taking the kids to school. Perfect for long journeys out of town on the weekends. Perfect for our… other interests.

		‘Hiya, Jen!’

		I look in the direction of the voice. It’s Sally, from the next house over, a kind-faced middle-aged woman. She lives with her husband, the kids all grown up and living in Oregon or somewhere like it. She’s kneeling on her perfect lawn, carefully trimming her perfect flowers. She waves to me and I wave back.

		‘Evening, Sally,’ I say, in a warm, friendly tone. ‘Are you still working?’

		She laughs and wipes the back of a gloved hand over her brow.

		‘A gardener’s work is never finished,’ she says. ‘It’s a constant battle, a never-ending struggle against weeds and bugs and other critters.’

		‘We need to find you a less stressful hobby,’ I say, ‘like lion taming, or base jumping.’

		She laughs again.

		‘Where are you going?’ she says, looking me up and down. ‘You’re a little overdressed for the PTA meeting.’

		‘Not tonight,’ I say. ‘We’re having a little date night, Larry and I.’

		‘Oh, super!’ Sally’s weathered, sun-beaten face beams with happiness. ‘Are you going anywhere nice?’

		Larry locks the front door and appears at my side. Sally appraises his outfit with her eyes and apparently approves.

		‘We’re going to try that new Italian place over on Lexington,’ Larry says.

		‘Oh, that place!’ Sally nods approvingly. ‘I know the one. My sister went there last week. She said it was very good.’

		‘Well,’ I say, eager to get our night started, ‘we’d better get going if we want to keep our reservation.’

		Sally raises her gloved hand in farewell.

		‘You kids have fun, now,’ she says. ‘And don’t stay out too late!’

		Larry and I laugh and get in the car. Larry starts the engine and reverses out of the driveway as Sally returns her attention to the flowers in her garden.

		‘Her flowers do look pretty,’ Larry says, turning the car onto the street and applying the brake.

		‘It’s a never-ending battle,’ I say, with a smile.

		‘Would you like a flowerbed to look after as well?’ he says.

		‘I prefer our hobby to hers,’ I say.

		Larry chuckles and gently hits the gas. The car lurches forward and leaves Sally and her flowers behind. We listen to the radio play the latest pop songs for a few blocks, before I take my phone out of my bag and dial my mom. She answers on the third ring, a smile in her voice.

		‘Hi, sweetheart!’ she says. ‘They’re just washing up for bed. You want to say goodnight?’

		‘I sure do,’ I say, hearing background noises of my children laughing in delight, their voices echoing around my mom’s bathroom.

		The phone is passed to Jack, the eldest. He laughs at something I can’t see.

		‘Hi mom,’ he says. ‘I got pie in my hair!’

		I laugh and ask how it happened. Jack tells a story about pointing with his fork and somehow a piece of pie flicked off and landed in his hair. He tells the story with excitement and enthusiasm, as only children can.

		‘You crazy kids,’ I say. ‘I hope you’re being good for nana?’

		‘We are,’ Jack says. ‘And nana thought it was funny, too!’

		I hear my mom roar with laughter in the background.

		‘Goodnight sweetie,’ I say.

		‘Night mom,’ Jack says.

		The phone is passed from my son to my daughter.

		‘I love you mommy,’ she says.

		‘I love you too, baby,’ I say. ‘Be good for nana, okay?’

		‘Okay.’

		‘And try not to get pie in your hair too, okay?’

		She laughs and my mom comes back on the line.

		‘You too have fun tonight,’ she says. ‘Let me know when you’re coming by tomorrow.’

		‘Will do, mom,’ I say.

		The call clicks off. I put the phone back in my bag.

		‘Everything okay?’ Larry says, indicating a turn at a stop sign.

		‘Jack got pie in his hair,’ I say, trying not to laugh.

		‘He eats his like old man,’ Larry says. ‘Messy and wild.’

		‘Like a pig on a farm,’ I say. ‘Try not to eat like that tonight, please, honey?’

		Larry laughs and keeps driving. He carefully threads his way through the early evening traffic and follows the lane heading into the busy urban sprawl. Excitement begins to flood my body. My heart starts to beat faster. My body feels warmer. I feel a tingle of nervous anticipation in my sex, a hint of arousal, a teasing thrill at the thought of what is to come.

		I love our date nights.

		

		****

		

		You never know what people get up to together behind closed doors, but I’m pretty sure most of our neighbors lead lives that are every bit as bland and boring as their front lawns. The husbands go to work and the wives stay home and drink wine or look after the kids or read books in the sun and every day is the same as the one that came before. Maybe on the weekends everyone goes to the local football game, or gathers at the baseball park for the only bit of excitement anyone seems to have around here. But not us. We’re not like that at all.

		Sure, Larry and I appear to be just as bland and boring and normal as everyone else. Sure, we follow the same sporting rituals and attend the same games and cheer for the same teams. Sure, we take part in the neighborhood cook-offs and wave when we jog past people we recognise, but this is all for appearances sake. And appearances can be deceiving.

		Larry and I both work high-pressure jobs in the city. He’s an investment banker and I’m a dentist. We both work long, hard hours and always make sure we take time to relax with our kids on the weekends. It’s important to have that kind of bond with your kids, but even more so to spend time alone with your husband. We’ve both seen too many people call an end to their marriage because they forgot to put the time and effort into maintaining it. A good marriage is like a home – you need to take care of it and keep it clean for it to function. Larry and I always put aside a little time for ourselves in the evenings, after the kids have gone to bed. It doesn’t matter what we do together – we might watch TV, or read books, or just talk about our days – the point is that we do it together. We make time for each other. Sure, we might be too tired to make love, or we might not have the energy to do anything more productive than lay on the couch, but the point is that we do these things together. We’re a unit, a pair. We promised to stand by one another during the good times, the tough times, and the tired, stressful nine-to-five times we endure five days a week.

		All of this is important – the family time, the couple time, and the happy time – but most vital in keeping our marriage fresh and happy is having a healthy sex life. With stressful jobs and two small children, it’s hard to find the time – and the energy! – during the week, but once the weekend arrives, we always make sure to set aside a little mommy-daddy time. Sometimes it’s early in the morning, before the kids are awake. Larry will gently nuzzle my shoulder and kiss my neck and tease my body, before he enters me and I put a pillow over my face to stay quiet. Sometimes it’s late at night, after the kids are in bed. We’ll snuggle up on the couch and our hands will start to wander and we’ll give each other that look and he’ll unzip his pants and I’ll sit on his lap and gently, quietly, ride him. Sometimes we’ll wait until the kids are playing in the back yard and tear each other’s clothes off and fuck like animals for a few short, intense, breathless minutes while we have the place to ourselves. The point isn’t the when or the how, but the act of having sex. It keeps us anchored and connected and emotionally invested in one another.

		However, there are times when a quick, dirty fuck, or a slow, soft morning screw isn’t cutting it. There are times when we need to take longer to indulge our passions, times when we need to take it slow, times when we need a little something extra in our lovemaking.

		That’s when we arrange for my mom to look after the kids, while we have ourselves a date night. Mom thinks that we go to dinner and have a little alone time. Heck, all our neighbors think the same thing. None of them have any idea what we really do. None of them know what date night really means to us. Sure, we do go to dinner. And, sure, we do have a little alone time. But nobody said that alone time was just going to be the two of us, did they?

		Our passions are quite specific. Maybe it’s the reason we’ve been such strong partners over the years. We each brought out a hidden aspect in the other. We nurtured those passions together in secret, fanning the flames of desires, pushing each other further and further down a path we would never have found by ourselves. Maybe that’s the real secret to a long, happy, successful marriage. Maybe you don’t need vacations, or couple’s counselling, or dozens of books depicting boring-ass suburban mom ways to ‘spice up’ a marriage. Maybe if you both bring enough spice with you from the start, you’ll find innovative ways to excite one another as the years pass.

		Larry and I, we share a specific interest, a passion, and on date night we like to indulge that fantasy. We’re always careful. The neighbors think we’re going to dinner together. My mom thinks we’re getting frisky. We make sure to go to a place where nobody knows us and we’re not in danger of being recognised. We both agree to certain rules and only keep playing our game if we’re happy to continue. It’s a partnership, after all.

		You see, our specific shared passion is a naughty little fetish we like to encourage and nurture a couple times a month. My husband likes to watch me with other men and I like to be watched.

		

		****

		

		Larry turns off the lights and kills the engine. The world outside the car is quiet, muffled by the thick black glass. I can hear the vague sounds of music from the bar.

		‘Do we have enough time before our reservation?’ I say.

		Larry glances at his watch and nods. He says, ‘Two hours. Think you can manage it?’

		I pull down the sun visor and check my face in the mirror. I still look good. Stunning, if the way my husband looks at me is any indication.

		‘Honey,’ I say, ‘there ain’t nothing I can’t do when I set my mind to it.’

		His eyes sparkle, a wolfish grin spreading over his face.

		‘Don't I know it,’ he says. He looks me up and down, his eyes pausing on the curve of my breasts and the slit of the dress along my thigh. ‘God, I love it when you wear your sexy dresses.’

		He leans in and to kiss me. I turn my head and let him kiss my cheek. I don't want to ruin my lipstick. Not yet, at least. That will surely come later. Larry kisses me softly and tenderly on the cheek. His warm hand touches my thigh and gives me a gentle squeeze. I love the feel of his hand on my leg. I love the way he touches me. I feel myself melting. For a long moment, I consider changing the plan and taking Larry to the backseat and making passionate love to him right now. But I manage to restrain myself. It’s date night, after all.

		‘Calm down,’ I say with a smile, as I gently remove his hand from my leg. ‘Easy, boy. Not yet.’

		‘Maybe I don’t want to wait,’ he says. ‘Maybe I’ll take you right now.’

		‘Is that a promise?’

		‘Absolutely.’

		He still has that hungry, wolfish smile on his face. I love the way he looks at me. All these years we’ve been married, and he still looks at me like it’s our first date. There are few things in the world that make me feel as good as that look. No matter what kind of day I’ve had, no matter how bad everything seems, I know that he’ll always look at my body with hunger and desire once we are alone. There is nothing that fills my heart with happiness as much as that look. Nobody makes me feel as good, as sexy, or as treasured, as Larry does.

		‘I'll go in first,’ I say. ‘Give me ten minutes, then follow.’

		‘Unless you come out first,’ he says. He knows the playbook as well as I do and repeats it back to me, same as he always does. ‘If you come out first, we’ll try someplace else.’

		‘Good boy.’ I kiss him on the cheek, leaving a faint purple smudge from my lips. ‘See you soon.’

		I open the door and climb out of the car into the parking lot. It’s a wide, square space, about half-full, with silent, parked vehicles. The concrete is pock-marked here and there with dimples and pot holes. There’s a chill in the air tonight, I can feel little nips and pinches on my skin. My nipples respond to the cool air, growing hard, pressing against my little black dress. I haven’t told Larry this yet, but I’m wearing a very special bra tonight, one with tiny half-cups in the front. My breasts are lifted from beneath, appearing pert and firm, but also completely exposed. This little black dress is the only thing covering my bare breasts right now. I know how much Larry loves this set of lingerie on me. I’ve seen his face when I show it to him.

		I close the car door with a last wink at Larry before the black glass obscures my view. Now all I can see is my own reflection. I take a deep breath, nervous excitement in the pit of my stomach. I love date night. Every time feels like the first time.

		The bar is one of those places that was probably hip and trendy and cutting-edge about five or ten years ago. Now it’s fallen in status, not quite a seedy dive bar, but also not quite the center of anybody's night. It’s a great place to start a night out... and to meet people.

		The guy on the door nods to me as I walk in. I feel his eyes sweep the length of my body. Maybe he’s wondering what a well-dressed woman like me is doing in a place like this. Maybe he thinks I’m a professional. I don't mind.

		Inside, the bar is mostly dark, with deep shadows laying across most of the space. The major light sources are the neon beer logos over the bar, with small battery-powered electric candles on the tables that are scattered around the room. The bar is straight ahead of me, at the back of the room. There are two pool tables to the left, with games in session, lit from above by harsh low-hanging lamps designed to highlight the games as clearly as possible. To the right are a series of circular tables with accompanying chairs and a permanently out-of-order juke box hidden in the shadows behind. The bar is about half-full tonight. Most of the activity seems to be taking place over at the pool tables, a tournament of some kind. Four guys take turns potting balls across the two tables, with six others standing by, waiting their turn. There’s a young couple at the bar. They receive their drinks and take the glasses over to the tables as I approach. The barman looks up at me with that tired customer service smile. His eyes flick down to my breasts, my erect nipples visible in the glow of the neon lights, leaving little shadows on my dress. The hint of a roguish smile flickers at the corners of his mouth. He pulls his gaze back to my face and asks, ‘What can I getcha?’

		I order a glass of wine and glance around the room while the barman makes a show of finding a fresh bottle and pulling the cork. I’ve got about eight minutes left to decide if this is the right place for tonight. Plenty of time. We have a few other options if this doesn’t turn out, other bars like this one. But we still have a dinner reservation to keep. I don’t want to take too long making my mind up.

		The barman puts my glass on the sticky counter top and pours a generous amount of wine into it. He puts a stopper in the neck of the bottle and gives a mock bow.

		‘One wine, for the lady,’ he says.

		If he knew why I was in his bar tonight, he wouldn’t be calling me a lady.

		I pay for the drink and turn to face the room, leaning back against the bar. I slowly sip the wine, watching the pool tournament. Looks like it’s almost over. Two guys are left standing, firing balls back and forth across the table, their faces creased with concentration.

		The guys standing around the edge are spectators, cheering and ooh-ing and aah-ing with every crack of the cue. Everyone taking part looks young, maybe college age. There are one or two good-looking guys in the mix. But the one I have my eye on is the guy currently bending over the table, lining up his cue. He’s a handsome young man, probably in his early twenties. Dark hair, dark eyes. Wonderful caramel-colored skin, probably Latino heritage. I’m a sucker for tanned skin. Probably because I’m so pale myself and I love the color contrast when darker hands touch my body. It makes an explicit act feel illicit. He wears loose, baggy jeans and a grey vest top that shows off his arms. There’s a tattoo on his left bicep, a tribal band that runs around his arm. The band pluses with every flex of his muscles. He gives off the vibe of a former bad boy gone good, like he’s shrugged off his gang days and gotten into a decent school. He has a thin layer of stubble on his hard, square jaw and his hair is cropped close to his scalp.

		I watch him quietly, weighing up my options. Is he the one for tonight? Or should I finish my drink and head back out? Four minutes to decide. Plenty of time.

		The pool game is almost over. There are only three balls left on the table – the cue ball, the black eight ball, and a red ball. The Latino man stands to the side, tension in his face, gripping the cue tightly with two firm hands, eyes fixed on the table. His opponent – a thin white guy with thick-framed glasses and an ironically unfashionable hipster moustache – lines up his cue. The crowd holds their breath. The only sound in the bar is the quiet conversation coming from the few people sitting over at the tables. The moustached man gently rehearses his shot, the cue gliding back and forth in the webbing between his finger and thumb. He takes a breath, like a sniper on a battlefield. He takes the shot.

		With a soft clack, the cue ball glances off the lone red, sending the target ball rolling gently toward the pocket. There’s a collective intake of breath from the assembled spectators. The red ball rolls towards the pocket. Pauses on the lip. Then tumbles in. The reaction is mixed. Some gasps. Some cheers. Scattered applause. The game is in a dead heat now. Both guys on the black eight ball.

		The hipster guy walks around the table. Bends over. Lines up his cue. The crowd is silent. We might be in a library right now for all the noise they're making. The hipster guy prepares his shot. Breathes in. Shoots.

		Clack.

		The black eight ball tumbles into the corner pocket as though pulled by a magnet. The cue ball stops dead in the centre of the table. Game over.

		The crowd erupts. The two players put their cues on the table and shake hands. The assembly slaps the hipster guy on the back, congratulating him, complimenting him on a game well played. He looks like a peacock right now. Gloating is such an unattractive quality in a man.

		His opponent, the Latino guy, looks deflated, as though a hidden stopper has been pulled out of his body. He purses his lips and shakes a few hands and nods along to words that I can't hear. Commiserations and well played comments, judging from his expression.

		I watch as my target, the handsome Latino former bad boy, extricates himself from the crowd and walks over to the bar by himself.

		Time to make my move.

		The Latino man leans against the bar and orders himself a beer. He glances back toward the tables, watching the celebrations that should have been for him. He shakes his head sadly.

		‘Good game,’ I say. ‘You played well.’

		He looks at me, apparently surprised that an unfamiliar woman is talking to him. Maybe he doesn’t get that very often. Maybe not from older women. Maybe women my age try to avoid the Latino bad boys. Once he gets over the initial surprise, he offers me a rueful smile.

		‘Not well enough,’ he says. ‘But thanks.’

		His accent is American. Probably born and raised. Maybe his parents crossed over the border before he was born. He probably speaks fluent Spanish around his family, but no trace of that accent creeps into his speech now.

		‘I'm Jen,’ I say. I offer my hand. One minute to go. Time to decide. Do or die time. Do I have him, or do I go somewhere else?

		He glances at his friends again, over at the pool tables. They make no sign of missing his presence. The hipster guy is still the centre of attention, basking in the glow of his comeback and nail-biting victory.

		He takes my hand in a firm grip. His fingers feel rough, as though he works in manual labor. His hand is strong. I have a good feeling about this - both his body and his willingness to talk to a strange woman in a dark bar.

		‘Javier,’ he says. ‘Nice to meet you.’

		‘Likewise.’

		The barman puts a bottle of beer down in front of Javier. Thirty seconds to go. Last chance to reel him in and seal the deal.

		‘Sorry you didn’t win,’ I say. ‘Maybe I could sit with you? Have a drink together, you know, like a consolation prize?’

		Javier glances over to the pool tables again, then back to me, and I know I’ve got him. I look away, feigning disinterest, as though his answer doesn’t matter to me. You’ve got to challenge guys, make them want to chase you. I feel his eyes sweep me up and down, as though examining me closer in the glowing neon lights of the bar. He likes what he sees.

		‘I’d like that,’ he says.

		The entrance door opens and Larry walks in. Ten minutes exactly. I pay no attention as Larry sits in a corner table at the back of the room, hidden in the shadows. Nobody else notices him either. Javier’s eyes are fixed on me.

		‘Shall we sit down?’ I say, indicating a table nearby, where he and I will be bathed in the glow of the neon lights. I want my husband to have an unobstructed view as I work my magic. Larry loves to watch and I love to be watched.

		Javier and I sit at the table. I sit with my back to the room, my back to Larry, so Javier can be clearly seen across the room. I want my husband to watch my new friend’s face as I seduce him.

		‘So, Javier,’ I say, with a sly smile, ‘tell me about yourself.’

		‘What would you like to know?’

		‘What’s a guy like you doing in a place like this?’

		He grins and takes a deep pull on his beer bottle, preparing a response.

		‘I go to the community college,’ he says.

		‘Oh, a college boy,’ I say, in a gently teasing tone.

		‘Hey, it was this or something worse,’ he says.

		‘Who are your friends?’ I ask, nodding toward the crowd at the pool tables. ‘They go to the college too?’

		‘Mostly.’

		I lift my glass to my deep purple lips. I see his eyes sweep over me again, pausing on the swell of my chest.

		‘What about you?’ he says.

		‘Me?’

		‘Yeah. What’s a girl like you doing in a place like this?’

		‘I’m just looking for a drink and a little company.’

		He glances around at the bar. Dark, dingy, with a hint of danger.

		‘This is kind of a strange place to make a friend,’ he says. ‘Kind of a dangerous place.’

		‘I like danger,’ I say, meeting his gaze. He tries to hide an excited smile.

		‘Usually the kinds of women we get in here are less... sophisticated,’ he says.

		‘Excellent choice of words. I like that. Sophisticated.’

		He laughs. We fall into a comfortable silence for a moment and enjoy our drinks. Over at the pool table, the balls are re-racked. Looks like another game is about to begin. One of the guys looks in our direction and jerks his thumb at the table in an are you playing? gesture. Javier shakes his head. His attention is entirely on me. I hide a satisfied smile behind my wine glass. This young man is under my spell right now.

		‘So,’ he says, ‘you said you were looking for company. Can I help?’

		‘Sure. Who do you recommend?’

		He glances over at the pool tables and his gaze falls on the skinny hipster guy, leaning against the wall, chalking the cue for the next game.

		‘Not that asshole,’ he says, with a grin.

		I laugh.

		‘He’s not my type,’ I say.

		‘You don’t like winners?’ he says.

		I gesture towards the hipster with my glass and say, ‘I don’t like people who dress stupid and call it irony. It makes me think they’re bad in bed ironically, too.’

		Javier laughs, his whole face brightening as he does. He’s a good-looking man. Part of me worries that he might have a girlfriend or a wife waiting back home. I’d feel terrible if he isn’t single.

		‘Well,’ he says, taking a sip of beer and wiping his mouth with the back of a hand, ‘I know for a fact that guy a terrible lay. Don’t ask me how I know, I just know.’

		I laugh and lean forward on the table, pushing my breasts out toward him, my lips parted, letting my body do the talking. I trace a finger around the rim of my wine glass, watching his face. He has a little stubble on his chin. I love the feel of stubble on my skin. It adds a little friction that drives me wild. His eyes flick down to my hand, circling the rim of the glass in a playful, seductive manner. He sees the wedding ring on my finger. He doesn’t say anything about it. Good boy.

		‘I don’t think that guy is in any danger of keeping me company,’ I say.

		Javier grins again, clearly loving this. I doubt he’s ever had a drink with a woman who did all the work for him.

		‘That's good to know,’ he says. ‘So, you’re sophisticated, looking for company and you have a type. Is there anything else I need to know?’

		I look at him with a naughty little smile on my deep purple lips and I say, ‘You should probably know that I am really interested in fucking you.’

		His eyes widen in surprise and he almost chokes on his drink. He coughs into a fist for a moment and gets himself back under control.

		‘What?’ he says, as though certain I misspoke.

		‘You heard me,’ I say. ‘I’m not here to make friends, or seek out company, or anything like that. You’re a man. I’m a woman. We both have needs. Would you like to fuck me tonight?’

		‘Well... yeah,’ he says, both willing and uncertain at the same time. Younger guys are so cute. They’ve never had a woman hit on them before. When you’re young and wild and single, the game only works in one direction, like water flowing downhill. The girls all stand around acting disinterested and the guys parade past, each one trying to make themselves more attractive than the last. It’s a cute game when you’re young. When you get a bit older, you realise how much bullshit you endured, and for what? A few sweaty hours with a guy who may or may not be any good in the sack? It's a lot of time and energy that would be better spent in the bedroom, or the stairwell, or the back alley, or the cab. Why waste time playing the will-we-won’t-we game when you both clearly want to get naked and nasty?

		Despite his surprise, Javier recovers well. He nods with enthusiasm and smiles at me.

		‘I mean, yeah,’ he says. ‘Of course. It’s just... I’m a little surprised.’

		I hold up my hand, clearly showing my wedding ring.

		‘What,’ I say, ‘because of this?’

		‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘What’s a married woman doing telling strange men she wants to fuck?’

		I pout at him over my glass.

		‘Is it a problem that I’m married?’ I say.

		He hesitates for a second. Apparently, he’s never considered the question before.

		‘You’re not married, are you?’ I say.

		‘No, no.’

		‘No girlfriend hiding away that I should know about?’

		‘No,’ he says again.

		‘Then what’s the problem, Javier?’ I say. ‘I don't have a problem with this, but if it helps...’ I take hold of the ring with my other hand and gently, carefully, almost theatrically, slide it off my finger. Javier’s eyes almost bulge out of his head and I know that Larry is watching intently. I can feel his eyes burning through me from behind as he watches me remove my wedding ring, the symbol of our bond. I hope it’s as exciting for him as it is for me!

		I place my wedding ring on the table between us and look Javier in the eyes and say, ‘There. Now I’m a single woman. Is that better?’

		He nods, slowly, as though completely uncertain about where this evening is heading. He’s probably thinking, What kind of married woman comes into a dark bar and asks a total stranger to fuck her? Poor innocent little college boy. He has no idea. Lots of married women do this exact thing every day.

		‘Sure,’ he says. He takes a mouthful of beer and seems to recover some of his earlier confidence. It’s not every day you get hit on by a married woman, I guess. ‘I mean, if it’s okay with you.’

		‘It’s perfectly fine with me,’ I say. ‘It feels better when it’s wrong, am I right?’

		He gives me a coy smile and takes another mouthful of his beer. The bottle is almost empty already. Good.

		‘Tell me, Javier,’ I say, ‘what can you offer me that nobody else in this bar can?’

		‘What do you mean?’ he says.

		‘Sell yourself,’ I say. ‘I’m going to have sex very, very soon with someone in this bar. I would like it to be you. Tell me how you would fuck me.’

		He makes a chuckle, probably intending to seem amused, but to my ears, it sounds nervous. He pauses and takes another mouthful of beer... but the bottle is empty. He swallows air and puts the bottle back on the table. He glances over to the pool table with a curious expression. Maybe he thinks his friends have hired a hooker for a prank. Maybe he wants them to see him getting hit on by a beautiful woman. Either way, his attention is not focused on me. I lean closer and take his hand in mine. His fingers and palm are rough against mine, his tanned skin appearing so much darker in the gloom of the bar on my pale hands.

		‘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.’

		He opens his mouth to respond, then closes it again. He frowns, thinking he misheard me. He blinks a couple of times in confusion.

		‘Your husband?’ he says.

		‘Yes,’ I say. ‘See, we have this arrangement. I get to go to dangerous bars and find a little company, and he gets to watch me with my new friend. Does this sound like something you can manage?’

		‘I don’t know,’ he says. ‘I've never had anyone watch me before.’

		‘Oh, you’ll love it.’ I slip my wedding ring back onto my finger and smile at him.

		‘And he’s okay with this?’ he says.

		‘It was his idea.’

		‘So long as he’s fine with me fucking you,’ Javier says, ‘then I guess I’m okay with him being there.’

		‘Great!’

		I take his hand again and stand up. He follows me, adjusting the front of his pants to hide a growing bulge.

		‘So how do you want to do this?’ Javier says. ‘You want him to meet us at my place, or...?’

		‘Why don’t we ask him?’ I say, walking toward the back of the bar, my heels tapping on the old floor. I glance over at the pool table. A couple of Javier’s friends have noticed us walking away, holding hands. The skinny white hipster who won the tournament frowns over his thick-rimmed glasses, his eyes following his defeated opponent and the woman holding his hand. I slide my arm around Javier’s waist and give his ass a cheeky squeeze, in full view of the group. I hope that the annoying hipster lies awake all night wondering how he missed out on me.

		‘Ask him?’ Javier says, mystified.

		We walk to the back of the bar, where Larry waits at a dark table in the shadows. I stand across the table from my husband, holding Javier’s hand, and introduce him. I feel like a girl bringing her boyfriend home to the parents for the first time.

		‘Honey,’ I say to Larry, ‘this is Javier. He's up for it.’

		‘Javier, huh?’ Larry says, offering a hand. ‘Nice to meet you.’

		Javier seems completely baffled by this whole exchange. He stares at Larry’s offered hand for a second, then takes it. My husband and the man who wants to fuck me shake hands.

		‘Hi,’ Javier says, in a nervous voice. Poor little college boy.

		We take our seats at the table, Javier and I sitting opposite Larry. I place my hand on Javier’s thigh under the table, close enough to feel the heat of his manhood on my fingers. His pants twitch in response to the feel of my hand, the beast within awakening. That shiver of anticipation runs through my sex again. He must be so unsure of what we’re doing here right now. I keep him close, reassuring him with my body. We’re not a couple of crazy weirdos. My husband likes to meet and assess the man before I have my fun. I think that’s fair.

		‘Javi’s in college,’ I say.

		‘Great!’ Larry says. ‘What’s your major?’

		‘Construction,’ Javier says, still a little unsure of himself.

		‘Great, great,’ Larry says, nodding with feigned interest. ‘So, has my wife explained our... situation to you?’

		‘Yeah,’ Javier says, glancing between Larry and I, his handsome Latino face creased with confusion. ‘But, I gotta say, it’s kinda weird.’

		‘You’ve heard of open relationships before, right?’ Larry says, placing his hands on the table, palms toward us.

		‘Sure,’ Javier says. I give his inner thigh a playful squeeze.

		‘That’s exactly what we have,’ Larry says. ‘We are a married couple, sure, but we like to share.’

		‘I’ve heard about it,’ Javier says. ‘But I’ve never, uh, been involved with one before. What are you guys, swingers or something?’

		‘No,’ Larry says, with a polite shake of the head. ‘We’re not into that. My lovely wife Jen here enjoys taking the occasional lover, and I like to watch her. That’s all. If you want to label us, we prefer the term hotwife.’

		‘Hotwife.’ Javier repeats the word, tasting it. He seems to like it. ‘So, how does this work? The two of you go around bars and find guys. What happens next?’

		‘We all go for a little drive,’ Larry says, with a twinkle in his eyes.

		‘Where?’ Javier leans forward on the table.

		‘Anywhere.’ Larry leans forward too. My boys look as though they’re making a business deal of some kind, with me as the prize. ‘The point is, I’ll be in the front seat. You guys will be in the back seat. You’ve done it in the back seat of a car before, right?’

		‘Once or twice,’ Javier says, with a sly grin.

		‘It’ll be just like that. I won’t drive fast or make any tight turns. I’ll drive slow and safe. I won’t get in the way or stare at you, or try to put you off. It’ll be like I’m not even there.’

		Javier pauses. Maybe he’s picturing the scenario. Maybe he’s running through the practicalities. Maybe he’s having second thoughts.

		‘Won’t people be able to see us?’ he says.

		‘Nope,’ Larry says. ‘Black-tinted windows. Can’t see in from the outside.’

		‘What if we get pulled over?’

		‘I’ve been driving since you were in diapers, kid,’ Larry says, with a dismissive wave of his hand. ‘This isn’t the first time we’ve done this. And it sure as hell won’t be the last, either. Any other questions?’

		‘You sure that you’re okay with me doing this?’ Javier says.

		‘You better believe it.’ Larry’s voice carries his conviction.

		I give Javier's manhood a soft, loving caress under the table. It feels hard and firm and I want it now.

		‘Anything else I need to know?’ Javier says. ‘You’re not gonna film this, right?’

		‘No,’ Larry says. ‘No cameras. The only other thing I want to say is, if Jen says no to something, you stop.’

		‘I never say no,’ I whisper in Javier’s ear. I feel Javier's pants twitch again under my hand, his manhood throbbing in response. It’s true. I’ve never said no to anything. I let my lovers take me any way they like. I let them come on me if they want. I swallow if they tell me to. I let them fuck my ass if they ask.

		‘This isn’t some prank, right?’ Javier says.

		‘No,’ Larry says. ‘We’re both dead serious. So long as you are.’

		‘I am.’

		‘Good,’ Larry says. He leans back in his seat and folds his arms over his chest. ‘I like you. I’m getting a good vibe about you. I would be happy for you to fuck my wife.’

		I grin with delight and lean in and kiss Javier on the cheek. He turns his face towards me in surprise and I kiss him again, this time on the lips. He responds to my kiss and slips his arm around my waist and pulls me closer against him. I softly caress his tongue with mine, feeling his body stiffen with tense excitement. When we finally break apart, Larry is watching us, a smile on his face.

		‘Glad you two are acquainted,’ he says. ‘Would you like to go for a ride?’

		I giggle like a teenager at the way he puts just enough emphasis on the word ride to make it a double entendre.

		‘Alright,’ Javier says, a nervous grin spreading over his handsome features.

		We stand as one and head to the door, Larry leading, Javier and I following. I lean in closer to my new lover and whisper into his ear, ‘I’m so wet right now.’

		I hear him catch his breath in surprise, delight, and excitement. I love that sound.

		Larry opens the door for us and we walk back out into the night air, nodding to the burly bouncer as we go. If he finds it strange that three people are leaving the bar all at the same time, he doesn’t show it. He returns our nods, leaning against the wall, looking bored.

		We cross the parking lot to the dark SUV with the black windows. My wet intimate lips tremble in anticipation with every step. My body hungers for this young Latino man. My body craves the feel of his rough hands on my smooth skin.

		We reach the car. Larry hits the button. The lights flash for a second and the doors unlock. My husband steps around the car and opens the rear passenger door for my new lover. Javier glances at me, his face glowing with barely concealed excitement. I'm guessing he’s never had anything like this happen to him before in his life. Javier gets into the back-passenger seat and Larry closes the door behind him. My husband walks back around the car and kisses me softly on the cheek.

		‘Enjoy yourself,’ he says in a quiet voice.

		‘I will, honey,’ I say.

		My husband opens the door and I slip into the rear driver’s side seat next to my lover. Javier’s eyes sparkle with arousal. He places his hand on mine. The feel of his firm, rough hand sends ripples of pleasure through my body.

		Larry shuts the door behind me and gets into the driver’s seat. He clips his belt into place and starts the engine. I lean over and touch Javier’s thigh and give it a reassuring squeeze. He looks at me, his face still full of confusion and excitement.

		‘Relax,’ I say. ‘All you gotta do is show a girl a good time. You can do that, right?’

		‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘Yeah, I can do that.’

		‘Are you sure?’ I say. ‘You were talking a big game back in the bar. I’d hate to think you couldn’t back that up…’

		‘No, no,’ he says. ‘Hell no, I can go.’

		My hands drifts along his thigh, heading toward his zipper. I feel his loose jeans twitch from within, like something is reacting to my touch. I smile and look him in the eye and give his inner thigh another squeeze.

		‘I sure hope you can,’ I say. ‘I’d really hate for you to disappoint me.’

		The car rolls out of the parking lot and onto the street. Larry drives slow and careful, with no sharp turns. I see his eyes glance back at us in the rear-view mirror. He has that face again, the one that makes me feel wanted and desirable and sexy as all hell. He looks excited. Not just because of what we’re about to do, but because he’s excited for Javier to see what I can do.

		My hand finds the growing bulge in Javier’s jeans and strokes it, back and forth, feeling the hardening mass respond to the stimulation. I lean in and kiss Javier. He seems surprised at first, but the moment passes quickly and he responds to my soft lips and exploring tongue. His hands touch the back of my head, pulling me closer. I let him take the lead, allowing his hands to roam slowly down my body. I make all the right sounds, encouraging him, urging him on. I unzip his pants and reach inside. My heart races, beating like a galloping horse. I love this part. It’s like unwrapping a Christmas present. I get super excited every time I get a close look at my new toys.

		His cock is red-hot inside his shorts, and rapidly hardening as I stroke its length. It feels like a decent size – not quite as large as my husband, but a solid six and a half, maybe seven inches – and thick. Lots of women say that size doesn’t matter. What they mean is that length doesn’t matter. Women crave girth. I love the feeling of being stretched, of being opened, of being deflowered all over again. A guy could have a four-inch cock and it wouldn’t matter, so long as it was nice and thick and stretched me open on the way in. I’d be disappointed, obviously – the bigger the cock, the deeper the feeling – but I rate girth higher than length.

		Javier’s hands move faster now, almost pawing at me. He squeezes my breasts through the black dress, his thumbs pausing to circle my nipples, and I feel his manhood twitch again in excitement. I groan into his mouth as I grasp his length in his shorts and softly squeeze. I’m usually not picky about my lovers, but there’s something about younger guys that I truly enjoy – maybe it’s the fact that they feel harder, or generally have more stamina, or that they always want to go for round two. I love the hardness of younger guys, it’s like their bodies are making up for a lack of experience with an overabundance of willingness. There’s nothing firmer than a young man’s stiff member. Well, almost nothing.

		I use both hands now to carefully prise open the flap in Javier’s shorts. He breaks off our kiss for a moment and looks me full in the face. I look at him with an expression of purest lust and give my wickedest grin. I tell him with my eyes and my lips and my face how badly I want him. How desperately I need to touch him. How hungry I am to taste him. He looks like he’s won the Powerball but can’t remember buying a ticket.

		My fingertips touch his burning shaft. His manhood twitches at the sensation of my touch. I feel nervous, erotic energy pulsating from him in waves.

		‘Don’t be shy,’ I say. ‘You relax. Enjoy the ride.’

		I gently ease his length out of his shorts and through the zipper. I was right. He’s packing a decent length – maybe a shade over seven inches, not a bad size at all – and it’s deliciously thick. My cleft quivers with anticipation as my eyes sweep his member up and down. A beautiful, thick, purple head. A throbbing shaft, lined with thick, passionate veins. A thick thatch of dark hair at the base. I love what I’m seeing. Looks like we both won the Powerball tonight.

		I make happy little groans in my throat and gently run my hands up and down his shaft, feeling every inch of him. His body responds to me, his manhood growing even stiffer and prouder as his hips rock in the seat, trying to push it out even more.

		‘This is beautiful,’ I say. ‘He’s got such a pretty cock, honey. So hard and thick.’

		I grasp his length in my hand, delighted that my slim fingers can’t quite reach all the way around the base of his shaft. His cock is going to feel so good when it enters my slick and yearning sex… but not yet. First, I want to show this young man what a real woman can do. Not the shy, inexperienced women he’s probably used to, but a real woman. A real woman who knows how to please a man.

		I lower my head into his lap and flick my tongue across his sensitive head. I hear a sharp intake of breath above me and feel his tense body begin to relax. His manhood feels like a red-hot iron bar on my tongue, almost too hot to handle. I glance toward the front seat and see my husband’s eyes gleaming as he flicks between the rear-view mirror and the road. His face is filled with excitement. I watch his eyes in the rear-view mirror and open my mouth nice and wide and gently lower my lips over Javier’s rock-hard length.

		‘Shit,’ Javier says, gently sighing with pleasure above me.

		Larry exhales a sharp breath in the front seat. He indicates and slows the car and gently turns off the main strip, onto the back streets, where he can drive slower.

		I slowly and lovingly tease Javier’s thick head, flicking my tongue across the tip, tasting his delicious excitement. I love the that taste, the sweet-sour salty, manly flavor of arousal. I love how the taste gets stronger and more pronounced with every passing second, building until the climax. Every man tastes different. My husband tastes like sweet wine. Javier’s manhood tastes wonderful, rich and salty and with that thick, powerful manly flavor I adore so much. My lips are the same deep purple color as Javier’s throbbing head. That’s the real reason my husband loves this shade of lipstick so much – he can’t tell where my mouth ends and my lover’s shaft begins.

		‘Holy shit,’ Javier says. ‘You’re serious? We’re doing this right here?’

		Up front, Larry chuckles.

		‘You bet,’ he says. ‘No place better. Nobody can see in here.’

		‘But what if…’ Javier takes a deep breath as I trail my tongue over his head again, ‘what if we get pulled over?’

		‘Not gonna happen,’ Larry says. ‘Relax, kid. Enjoy the ride. Enjoy my wife.’

		Javier sinks back into the seat again and tries to relax. I tease his shaft with my tongue for a while, feeling the car gently rock and bounce and sway underneath. I listen to Javier’s heavy, excited breathing and feel him slowly relax in the seat.

		As Javier’s body slowly loosens up and I hear him start to enjoy himself and forget about this strange situation, I take him deeper in my mouth. Slowly, gently, teasingly. A little deeper. A little deeper. A little deeper. Then I take him to the back of my throat and his soft moans turn to deep, guttural groans of pleasure. I keep him there for as long as I can, loving the sounds he makes, loving the feeling of being a dirty slut for my husband, loving the look in Larry’s face as he watches us in the mirror.

		‘God!’ Javier says, breathing hard.

		The sound drives me wild. His pleasure turns me on even more and I suck him greedily now, my head moving up and down in his lap, my tongue sliding along his length, my lips gripping his shaft tighter and tighter with each stroke. I make little purring noises in the back of my throat that vibrate along his manhood. His deep, guttural groans are music to my ears, spurring me on, making me want to pleasure him more. I love giving blowjobs. I love the power and the control and the taste and the noises and how incredibly dirty it makes me feel. Right now, my slit is practically dripping with desire and arousal, but I want more. Every part of my body is screaming and begging to take that beautiful, fat length inside my aching pussy, but I force myself to delay the moment. I want to be a good wife.

		I devour Javier’s hard length like a starving woman granted food. I give him the wettest, messiest blowjob I have ever given anyone. I make myself gag on his thick head. I tease and tantalise and taste him. His potent, masculine flavor grows stronger with every passing suck.

		But, after five of the most exquisite, delicious, arousing minutes of his life, he still hasn’t come yet, or even warned me that he’s getting close. I slowly ease his length out of my mouth, a silvery trail of spit connecting my lips to his shaft. I say in a quiet voice, ‘Are you nervous?’

		Javier nods, his eyes glazed with desire.

		‘Don’t be. Would you like to fuck me?’

		He nods again.

		‘Then fuck me.’

		

	
		The car turns left and right a couple times. We slide along the seat and laugh with glee with every turn. Larry turns onto a long, straight road and winks at me in the mirror. I kick off my heels and take Javier’s thick, wet shaft in my hand.

		‘You want me to take this dress off?’ I say.

		‘Yes,’ he says.

		‘Tell me to take it off.’

		‘Take it off,’ he says in a breathless voice.

		‘Order me to take it off,’ I say.

		‘Take it off.’ Now he sounds stern and commanding. Exactly how a man should be when preparing to ravage a woman. Exactly how I want my men to sound before they ravage me.

		I unzip the dress and squirm in the seat as I take it off. Both man’s eyes on fixed on me as I reveal my body to them and drop the little black dress on the floor. The only items of clothing I’m still wearing are that half-moon bra cups my breasts from underneath, and a matching pair of panties in the same lilac color. That, and the little choker around my throat. My husband loves the choker. He says it’s like a black belt for the throat. I feel like my mouth has mastered all forms of pleasure right now.

		I catch that look on Larry’s face as he sees me sitting on the back seat, almost completely naked and ready for my lover. My smooth legs and naked, shaved cleft tremble with anticipation as I lean back in the seat, an excited smile on my deep purple lips. Javier’s mouth hangs open as he looks me up and down, eyes wide in shock.

		‘So, Javi,’ I say. ‘Are you gonna fuck me in front of my husband?’

		‘Uh-huh,’ he says, nodding vigorously. ‘Don’t we… don’t we need a condom?’

		Young guys are so cute. They think the only form of birth control is the one that numbs all the pleasure.

		‘Don’t worry, sweetie,’ I say, trailing a finger over my aching slit, ‘you’re not going to get me pregnant. You gonna take off your pants for me?’

		He scrambles to unbutton his pants and kick them off, moving like a fighter pilot called to action. When his pants are on the floor, he yanks off his shorts, too, and sits in the car in his shirt and shoes. I watch him with excitement, loving how quickly he undresses, loving how turned on his is. I move closer to him and lay back on the seat, my legs in the air, my dripping pussy barely covered by a silk triangle. Underneath, my sex is wet and open and ready for him. His eyes fix on my yearning triangle and his tongue flicks over his lips.

		‘Take my panties off,’ I say.

		Javier grabs my panties by the elastic at my hips and yanks them down my legs. I love the clumsy, enthusiastic way he pulls on them, like he can’t wait to get me naked. Well, almost naked. I’m keeping the half-moon bra on. It makes my breasts look fantastic.

		He tosses my wet panties down on top of my dress, on the floor of the car. I look at my lover’s burning, excited eyes. There is now trace of doubt of hesitation now. A few minutes ago, he might have wanted to back out or found it strange to fuck me like this while my husband drove. But now, with my lipstick on his length and my wet pink lips parting before his eyes, there is no way in hell he could even pause long enough to reconsider.

		‘You gonna fuck me, Javi?’ I say. ‘You gonna make me your slut?’

		‘Yes.’

		‘Tell me,’ I say. ‘Tell how you’re gonna make me your slut.’

		‘I’m gonna fuck you so hard, right now.’

		‘In front of my husband?’

		‘Yeah, while he watches.’

		I turn to the front seat and say to Larry, ‘You hear that, honey? He’s gonna make me his slut. I hope you’re paying attention, this is how a real man fucks.’

		‘Go on, kid,’ Larry says. ‘Fuck my wife.’

		He doesn’t need asking twice. Javier climbs to his knees in the seat and mounts me like a king mounts a wench. His thick, red-hot member touches my soaking lips and I gasp. My body trembles with desire and anticipation. I need to feel him inside me. I need to feel him stretch my tight slit. I need to feel his length force my pussy to adapt to his hard cock. I want him to dominate me, right here in the back seat, while my husband watches.

		Javier adjusts position, his rock-hard manhood rubbing my slit, sending waves of desire through me. I can’t take this anymore. I can’t wait.

		I reach down and take hold of his wet, burning shaft and gently pull him towards me, feeling his delicious head part my lips and begin to enter me.

		‘Fuck me, Javi,’ I say in a low, breathy voice. ‘Don’t be gentle. Make me scream.’

		My words are like music to his ears. He explodes into life, forcing his cock inside me without a second thought. He drives his shaft deep into my yearning sex, pushing into me with the kind of power and energy and enthusiasm that only younger, more inexperienced guys possess. My sex opens, stretching to receive him, with that wonderful mix of pleasure and pain as my body is forced to adapt and adjust in the space of a few powerful, intense seconds.

		‘Shit!’ I say, gasping out the word. The car vibrates underneath me. The thrill of being out in the open, of driving past people going about their business, turns me on almost as much as the fact that my husband is watching me. I feel the car make another slow, careful turn, then accelerate.

		‘Are you okay?’ Javier says.

		‘Yes,’ I say. ‘God, yes! Fuck me, baby! Fuck me hard.’

		And he does. He slams his pelvis into me, hard and fast, as though he’s trying to break me. I love it! I love the intensity. I moan wildly, partly in genuine pleasure and partly so my husband can hear. I can’t see him now, but I know he’s watching intently, his eyes flicking between the road in front and the view behind. He loves it when I’m dirty. He loves to tell me what a naughty slut wife I am.

		‘Oh fuck, Javier!’ I say, as he slams against my body over and over, filling me and stretching me and pounding me like he’s lost all control of himself. ‘Your cock feels so good! You’re stretching me so good!’

		Javier grunts and groans and pounds me. I don’t think he’s ever fucked a woman like me before. I’ll have to make this experience unforgettable.

		I meet his hard, desperate, almost clumsy thrusts with my hips, bucking up to force him deeper into my burning pussy. The thick base of his manhood feels utterly wonderful, forcing my pussy a little wider with every stroke. Part of me wants him to stop pounding me and just force his length in deeper so I can feel that magnificent thick manhood stretch me wider. Another part of me feels like I will die if he stops fucking me now.

		Javier leans down, his hands on the car seat by my head, looking at my face. His eyes burn with passion and fire. I reach around and grab his ass and pull him against me harder. His pelvic bone slams into me with every thrust of his hard cock. It’s like being fucked by a caveman and I love it. I love that he’s pounding me like this, that he isn’t soft or caring or gentle or asking me if it feels good. This isn’t lovemaking, it’s pure fucking. It’s intense and powerful and dangerous and just the right side of painful.

		The car vibrates and sways and rocks beneath me but neither one of us notices. We could be on a rocket to Mars right now and we wouldn’t know. The only thing he cares about is fucking me as deep and hard as possible. The only thing I care about is letting him fuck me like the animal he is.

		‘I love the way you fuck me,’ I say, moaning quietly as only he can hear me. I know it will drive my husband wild, hearing me whisper but not being able to make out the words. ‘You’re fucking my married pussy so good, Javi.’

		He groans in response and pumps me, once, twice, three times, in long, slow, deliberate strokes. It drives me wild.

		‘I’m getting close,’ I say, still talking soft and quiet. ‘I want you to make me come. You wanna make me come, Javi?’

		He nods, eyes burning with passionate intensity.

		‘Make me come, Javi. Make me your married slut.’

		He ravages me now, pounding me harder and deeper and faster than ever. The way he slams his pelvis into mine almost hurts, but I love it. Sometimes a woman needs a lover, sometimes she needs a caveman.

		‘Oh, fuck!’ I say, loud and breathless. ‘I’m going to come!’

		Javier grins wickedly and rocks his hips back and forth, driving his length into me over and over, his thick head touching my inner walls, filling my tight sex in ways I’ve never felt before. It feels like heaven.

		I come. Loud. Hard. Passionately. My fingernails dig into the soft flesh of his ass. my toes curl. The wind is knocked right out of me. My sex contracts around his thick shaft, gripping him tight. I cry out his name, begging him to keep fucking me, telling him what a dirty married slut I am, screaming to my husband how good Javier feels inside me. I am a raging ball of fire right now. I am not a woman. I am not married. I am pure energy and light and heat and power.

		The moment lasts a few long, powerful seconds. Then I come back to reality, in the backseat of the SUV, with my Latino lover pounding my white-hot sex with his wonderfully thick manhood while my husband drives.

		I grab Javier’s head and pull him down, pressing his lips against mine in a breathless kiss for a second.

		‘Are you close?’ I say.’

		He glances away.

		‘Still nervous?’ I say.

		He nods.

		‘Sit up,’ I say. ‘I wanna ride that beautiful cock.’

		He eases back and his thick length glides out of my dripping slit. My entrance is inflamed and swollen and wide open right now. It feels incredible.

		I shift in the seat and move over so Javier can sit down in the middle. His cock is slick and wet with my lust. I almost take him in my mouth again, but my pussy is in control of my body right now. I need that beautiful cock inside me.

		I straddle Javier’s lap, facing him. I know Larry wants to watch, but he’ll be able to watch my ass bounce from his position. From here, I can see out the back window. I can see into other cars and watch people driving about, completely oblivious to the pounding I’m receiving right in front of them.

		Javier grabs my hips and pulls me down. I cry out, a deep, primal growl of passion as I sink into his lap and his thick length pushes up to meet me. I grind my hips down into his, desperate to feel every inch of his thickness, yearning to be stretched open by his manhood. Then I start to rock back and forth, feeling his length move and grind inside me. Javier’s lips find my hard nipples and he sucks on my tits as I fuck him in the backseat of my car.

		I hear my husband exhale loudly in the front seat and I know that he’s enjoying the show as much as I am. I can’t wait for him to take me home tonight and reclaim my dripping sex for his own.

		I moan loudly and grab the headrest behind Javier and grind down into him and push my breasts in his face. His hands snake around to my ass and he spanks my right cheek firmly as his lips and tongue tease and caress my hard nipples, one after the other. I clench my pussy muscles around his shaft and groan passionately at the feeling of his thick cock stretching and filling me at the same time. I love it.

		His hot breath touches my bare breasts faster and faster now and he starts to groan softly with every exhale. Some guys love having my husband around to watch, they see it as a challenge, a competition, and it drives them wild. Some guys, like Javier, get nervous about being watched. Maybe they feel pressured, or judged, or uneasy about having an audience. In these situations, I find it best to make my lover feel as though they’re the only man in the world. My breasts are right in his eyeline now. His hands are one my hips and ass. His entire world is me and me alone. There is nothing quite as sexy as feeling like you’re the only person alive who truly matters.

		Javier’s wonderful manhood fills me completely, stretching my entrance, pushing deep inside me. I pump him hard and fast, feeling myself getting closer and closer to losing control. I glance out the back window and see a young man on a motorbike, a few short feet behind us. It drives me wild to know how close we are to other people while we’re fucking.

		‘Fuck,’ Javier says in a low, soft voice. ‘Fuck…’

		‘Are you getting close, Javi?’ I say, whispering in his ear.

		‘Yeah. Real close.’

		‘You gonna come for, baby?’

		‘Oh, God, yes…’

		I ride him harder and clench my pussy muscles on his shaft and thrust my hard nipples into his mouth.

		‘I want you to come for me,’ I say. ‘I want you to fill my married pussy with come. You gonna do that for me, Javi?’

		He doesn’t respond. His lips and tongue are occupied with my breasts, but I see the sparkle in his eyes, the thrill and the delight. His cock feels so good inside me. My sex burns with white-hot fire, my juices flowing down his shaft, over his thighs, onto the back seat of the car. I know my husband is watching closely, watching my ass bounce up and down as I fuck this Latino college boy right behind him, hearing my moans of pleasure grow steadily louder again as I approach another climax.

		I grip the backseat tight in one hand and grab Javier’s head with the other, moaning louder and louder, feeling his hot breath hit my nipples faster and faster. I can feel his body tensing beneath me, his own climax building to a crescendo. I really wish we could lay down together so I could ride him properly, but there’s no way in hell we’re bringing strange men back to our place with all those neighbors watching.

		‘Fuck me, Javi,’ I whisper in his ear. ‘Fuck my married pussy. Make me your whore, baby. Come in me. I want to feel it!’

		His hands grip my ass tighter and he pulls me down into his lap and thrusts his hips up, pushing his length deeper inside me. I groan wildly, like a whore, knowing that my husband must be going crazy up there in the front seat right now. It’s okay. He’ll get his turn later. I love it when he takes out his frustration on me. It’s all part of date night.

		The car slows to a halt at a red light on a crossroad. I glance out the window and see a young couple on the sidewalk, waiting patiently to cross. They’re holding hands and looking right at me. They have no idea what’s happening inside this car right now. They have no idea how close they’re standing to a married woman getting her dirty pussy fucked with a big, thick Latino cock in the backseat.

		That’s when I come for the second time. Right there, with the couple standing on the sidewalk a few feet away, with Javier’s thick cock pushing deep inside me. I come hard and loud, burying my face into Javier’s neck to try and stifle my cries of pleasure. My entire body shakes with delight, trembling with the power of my climax. At some point, the car starts moving again, but the world outside is a meaningless blur.

		‘Come for me,’ I say, moaning into Javier’s neck. ‘Come for me, come for me, come for me!’

		He pumps me a few more times, hard and fast, filling me, stretching me, pounding me. I cry out with every stroke, my pussy gripping him tighter each time he fills me. Then, finally, he gasps and I feel his hard length throb and pulse and twitch deep inside me. I force my body down into his lap, pushing his member as deep inside my tight, stretched sex as possible as he erupts. Scalding hot come crashes against the inside of my pussy, cascading through me, filling me completely. I grip his length as tight as I can, trying to keep his come inside me, even as I feel it trickle down his shaft.

		He makes a few deep groans as his cock twitches, squirting more hot semen inside me with every spasm. I take it all, like a good slut, feeling it splash around inside me. It feels incredible. There is nothing as wonderful as feeling a lover empty his balls inside you. I squeeze my breasts and pinch my hard nipples, sending little electric tingles throughout my sensitive body.

		Then the moment is over. Javier sinks back into the seat, spent, his hard length locked inside me by the strength of my pussy contractions. I stay where I am for a few long, overwhelmingly powerful seconds, my tight sex filled with Javier’s manhood, feeling his hot semen rushing through my body. My lips quiver. My toes curl. I am one with my lover.

		I hear Larry let out a long, slow breath from the front seat. I wonder how hard he is right now. I said before that there was almost nothing firmer than a younger man’s stiff member. There’s only one thing I know that gets harder than a young man, and that’s my husband after he watches me fuck someone else. Later tonight, my husband will throw me down in our bed and ravage me. He’ll fuck me harder and faster and deeper than ever before. He’ll make me scream and beg and come over and over. Right now, I feel dirty and wild and naughty. This is nothing compared to what my husband will make me feel later.

		I slowly lift my hips and release Javier from my aching, dripping sex. I clench my pussy muscles tight to keep all his delicious come inside me and climb off him. He sits there, looking stunned and happy and completely overcome. I kiss him on the cheek and pick up my panties from the floor and pull them back into place to avoid making a mess on the backseats. I can feel Javier’s hot come inside me, trickling down through me, filling me up. It feels incredible. His come will stay inside me while I have dinner with my husband. Later tonight, my husband will come inside me too, and reclaim my body for himself.

		Javier and I sit together on the backseat, feeling the car gently rock and vibrate. I don’t know where we are right now and I don’t care. Javier looks at me, a satisfied smile on his handsome Latino face. My breasts heave in the half-moon bra as I slowly get my breathing back under control. I feel like I just ran a half-marathon.

		‘That was awesome,’ he says.

		‘Yes, it was,’ I say. ‘Glad you enjoyed it.’

		‘What happens now?’ Javier says, glancing toward the front seat.

		‘Now?’ I say. ‘Now we’re going to dinner.’

		The car rolls to a stop. I glance out the window. We’re back in the parking lot outside the bar. The bouncer is still by the door, still leaning on the wall, looking bored. There are a couple of people having a smoke near the front entrance. I recognise them. It’s Javier’s friends, the guys playing pool. One of them is that hipster guy. He’s smoking a Vape, because of course he would smoke a Vape. Probably smoking a flavor that’s suitable for vegans, too.

		‘Will I see you again?’ Javier says, a note of hope in his voice.

		‘Probably not. It’s no fun if it’s predictable.’

		He nods and leans down and pulls his shorts and pants back on, tucking away his soft, wet cock. I pull him close and kiss him one last time. My cleft tingles at the sensation of his hot lips and hands on my body.

		Then we break apart. He opens the door and climbs out into the parking lot, walking back around the car. His friends notice and look over. The hipster guy’s mouth hangs open. Javier waves to them. I hope he enjoys telling this story for years to come. I know I will.

		Larry gently eases the car forward, back out of the parking lot and onto the main street again.

		‘Twenty minutes until our reservation,’ he says, looking at me in the rear-view mirror. ‘Plenty of time.’

		I smile and sit in the middle of the back seat in my underwear, legs wide open so Larry can see the wet stain on my panties. I look out the windows and watch the world go by in bright, neon flashes, feeling filled and well-fucked and deeply in love. Larry slowly drives us to the next destination, to continue our date night. My stomach rumbles. I’m really looking forward to this restaurant.
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		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.
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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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		Slut Wives:

		Desperate Measures

		

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

		

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

		

		I straddle him on the couch, one knee over his legs, looking down at him. My breasts are directly in front of his eyes.

		Chuck reaches up with both hands. He takes hold of the low cut of my dress and pulls it down, exposing my breasts in their lacy red restraints. My heart skips a beat. My lips are parted. I’m breathing hard. This is happening. This is really happening. I should stop this. I should leave.

		But I couldn’t leave if I wanted to.

		Chuck’s large hands grab my breasts, gently squeezing them through the bra. His hands are bigger than my chest. I am tiny compared to him. I bite back the urge to groan as his fingers squeeze and stroke my breasts.

		His hands drift higher up my body, to my soft neck. One large, powerful hand gently holds my throat. The other strokes my hair. I feel powerless. I feel helpless. I like it. He is in control here and he knows it.

		‘You have beautiful lips,’ he says. ‘I want you to use them.’

		I feign ignorance.

		‘Use them?’ I say. ‘Use them how?’

		His hand gently squeezes my throat.

		‘I want you to use these beautiful lips,’ he says, ‘on my cock. I want you to pleasure me with your mouth.’

		‘That wasn’t the deal,’ I say. ‘You only paid for my pussy.’

		‘Fifty.’

		‘What?’

		‘Another fifty dollars. For your lips on my cock.’

		I hesitate. His strong hand feels amazing on my throat. I like it. Bruce has never held me like this. It turns me on. This feeling of submission, of giving in to him, it’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. When Bruce and I make love, it’s gentle, tender, passionate. I get the feeling that Chuck isn’t going to give two shits about my own wants and needs.

		‘Fifty dollars,’ I say.

		The hand that stoked my hair pushes my head down.

		‘Go,’ he says. ‘Suck my fucking cock. Use those beautiful lips.’
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		Hustled

		

		When Madison agreed to go on a second date with Chad, this isn't what she had in mind...

		A biker bar. A pool table. A high-stakes game with two tough bikers. Madison had better be prepared to bet big, because these guys play to win, and there’s only one prize they have in mind tonight…

		

		‘Relax, little girl,’ Tank says. ‘We’ll take safe care of you.’

		‘Your boyfriend needs to be taught a lesson,’ Butch says.

		Tank steps up close to me now. I look up at him, over the vast expanse of his chest. My heart rate increases.

		‘We know how to treat a woman,’ Butch says, behind me. His body presses into mine, trapping me between them. I couldn’t run even if I wanted to. The intoxicating feeling of danger pervades my senses. I thought I was into Chad because he was a bad boy… then I met real bad boys.

		‘How do you boys treat a woman?’ I say, my heart pounding now. Why do I feel so excited?

		‘A woman like you?’ Tank says. He takes hold of my chin in his huge hand. ‘You don’t like posers like that asshole. You need the real thing.’

		There is a tension between the three of us, a feeling of excitement and danger in the air. Butch’s hand slides down my waist, to the curve of my ass in these tiny shorts. He pats my ass, gently.

		Tank’s hand moves from my chin, tracing my face, head to my neck. He lets his hand rest at the base of my neck.

		‘I could scream,’ I say. The thought of what they might do next is intensely exciting, but I don’t want them to have an easy time with me.

		‘Go ahead,’ Butch says.

		‘I could fight,’ I say.

		‘You could try,’ Tank says.

		Butch grabs my wrists from behind. Pins my hands together at the base of my spine. I can feel his strength.

		‘What makes you think I’ll let you?’ I say.

		Tank grabs the front of my jean shorts. He grips me with one large hand, the other placed behind my neck still. I am completely in their power right now. And a dark part of me really likes it. Another part of me says that this isn’t right, that I don’t know these guys and I don’t know what they have in mind for me. I push that voice away. I’m in way too deep now. Chad lost the bet to these guys. Chad lost me to these guys.
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		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.

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-C9MU8OS1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg





