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		He notices my anklet first. I see – or rather, feel – him in my peripheral vision, along the bar from me, to my right. I see his head tilt as he looks me up and down. I pretend not to feel his gaze sweep my body, not to notice as he pauses once he reaches my feet. I point my foot, casually, coolly, as if by accident, making sure the little metal chain around my ankle catches the light, making sure that he gets a good look at it. I place my hand clearly on the counter, so my wedding ring is good and visible. No way he can’t see it. Between my wedding ring, and my anklet, he’s probably getting a good picture of me. I play it cool, acting as if I am unaware that he’s watching me. As if I don’t know he’s there. I deliberately keep my face turned away from him, ignorant to his presence. I glance at the chrome-backed bar in front of me, checking him out in the reflection. His body language slowly changes, from passive observer, to interested admirer. He stands a little more upright and looks me over again, slower this time, and I know that I’ve got his undivided attention. I don’t know who he is, or what he does. All I know for sure is that he’s looking at me… and he wants to fuck me.

		Maybe I’ll let him.

		The bar is pretty full tonight. It’s a Friday, a little after nine PM. The dancefloor is starting to fill up as the DJ gets into his groove. Music pounds through the speakers, making it almost impossible to talk to anyone else. The bar is a wide circular space in the centre of the room. To the right is the seating area. To the left is the dancefloor, a wide, open space with wooden panelling on the floor that’s easy to clean and impossible to damage. The tables and booths to my right are filled with Friday night revellers of all kinds. Single women sharing a cocktail pitcher, taking selfies on their phones and pouting for the camera. Guys in office attire, celebrating the end of another tough week. Groups of young women enjoying a bachelorette party, complete with matching shirts and sashes. A party of jock-looking frat boys, on the prowl for pussy and booze. The bar is just beginning to spring into life. It’s the perfect place for men and women to let their hair down and have fun. The perfect place to let loose. The perfect place to let a stranger admire you from across the bar.

		I glance over at him now, pretending that I don’t notice him. Our eyes meet. He is a good-looking man, but not in the tall, dark and handsome sense. He is the kind of man who exudes power and authority. He is well-dressed and well-groomed, with neatly cropped dark blond hair and the barest hint of a five o’clock shadow on his strong, masculine jaw. His strong hands are placed on the bar, a twenty-dollar bill pinched between two fingers. He looks like the kind of man who knows what he wants and how to get it. Right now, it looks like he’s got his eyes on eyes on a prize… me.

		I’m wearing a pretty sexy little outfit tonight. The kind of outfit that attracts the attention of men like him. It’s a deep blue backless dress with a generous slit traveling down my cleavage, with a short enough length to expose my thighs without appearing too slutty or desperate. My husband approved of my choice before I left the house. He said I looked beautiful and told me to have fun.

		Oh, I will, baby. I will have lots of fun tonight.

		My admirer’s face is partly veiled in shadow because of the bar’s atmospheric lighting, but I can clearly seem the wicked gleam in his eyes. I wonder what he’s thinking about right now. I wonder what naughty thoughts are running through his head to make his eyes gleam like that. Maybe he’s wondering if I’m wearing any underwear. Maybe he’s second-guessing the meaning of my anklet. Maybe he’s wondering if I’m going to put up a fight and resist him.

		He smiles. It is not a shy, friendly smile. It is not even a flirtatious smile. It is the smile of a hunter who knows that his prey is about to step into a meticulously crafted trap. I return his smile, unable to resist that look in his eyes. It makes me feel warm all over, like slipping into a hot bath. There is nothing in this world as erotic as being admired by a stranger who clearly wants to take you to bed. Especially when both you and he know that you’re married and his desires are immoral.

		His eyes slide down my body again, while I watch his face. Not ogling me, or making me feel uncomfortable. Appreciating me. Admiring me. Enjoying me. He smiles in a knowing way – he likes what he sees. He isn’t afraid to let me know it. Confident. Arrogant. A little cocky. I hope he can deliver, because right now he’s making me feel warm and tingly in the best way possible.

		I’d say his chances of fucking me are pretty good tonight.

		The bartender appears in front of me, breaking the spell and bringing me back to earth. It’s like being pulled out of a hypnotist’s trance. The music seems louder. The muffled shouts of broken conversation seem more noticeable. The lights seem dimmer. I glance at the shiny surface over the bartender’s shoulder. My admirer is still watching me in rapt attention. Maybe I should give him something to enjoy?

		I lean over to bar to the bartender, bending over far more than necessary. In the reflection, my admirer takes the bait. His eyes sweep over the curve of my ass, enjoying the view I provide him while I place my drink order. I even lift one leg a little, bent at the knee, to make sure I look as cute and innocent and devilishly seductive as possible. This ain’t my first rodeo.

		The bartender busies himself making my order. I stand upright again and lean on the bar, turning my body toward my admirer. I want him to see me a little more clearly, to see my figure from a different angle. My wide hips. My full breasts. My curvy figure. He still hasn’t taken his eyes off me. That cruel, knowing smile is still on his face. I look at him again, playing it cool, trying not to appear as excited as I feel on the inside. The game is seduction is fifty percent confidence and fifty percent staying calm and not appearing too eager. We’ve made eye contact. We’ve established that he’s definitely interested in me. Now I need to respond to that.

		My drinks arrive. Two tall glasses filled to the brim with a pale green liquid, one straw in each. I pay the bartender. As he puts my money in the register, I lean over one of the glasses and open my mouth. I glance at my admirer just long enough to establish that he’s still watching, and I caress the straw with my tongue for a brief second, before I suck a little liquid into my mouth. I glance at him again. He’s still watching, his smile a little wider. He got the message.

		I pick up my drinks and walk away from the bar, off to the right, back to my friends on their table. I walk pretty close to my admirer, but I don’t look at him. I allow the hint of a smile to pluck at the corners of my lips. I feel his eyes on me as I walk past him and head back to my table, a little booth against the wall.

		My girlfriends are almost exactly where I left them, still engaging in animated conversation, leaning over the table and talking loud enough to be heard over the noise. Emily is in the middle of a story, holding up both her hands quite close together in a gesture of size. I can guess what she’s talking about. Sara and Mel listen in rapt attention.

		I slip back into my seat next to Sara and hold out her glass. Sara nods in thanks and takes it. We touch glasses together and take a deep mouthful of cocktail. It tastes wonderful – rich and fresh and strong. Just the way I like it.

		‘…but the worst part,’ Emily says, wrapping up her story, ‘was that he couldn’t even last long enough for me to enjoy it!’

		Sara and Mel wince in sympathy.

		‘What’s the fucking point in being divorced if guys can’t even fuck you properly?’ Emily says. ‘I thought young guys were supposed to be all into porn and sex and fucking these days, but the one college boy I take home can’t even last long enough for me to take my shoes off!’

		Sarah and Mel laugh. I chuckle to myself. Not because her story was that amusing, but because I know exactly what the problem was. I can picture it now. A horny divorce. A young, inexperienced man. The rush, the thrill, the adrenaline. The bumping and grinding and grabbing and pawing. The nervous tension and the erotic passion. I bet they rushed it. I bet Emily tore his clothes off and mounted him. I bet he felt nervous and over-eager and came far, far sooner than he usually does. I bet he felt so embarrassed that he gathered up his clothes and called a cab right after.

		If it was me, I’d have done things differently. I would have taken it slow, resisted the temptation to jump ahead too far. I would have made him feel comfortable. I would have slowly undressed for him – put on some music, make a show of it – before slowly pleasuring him with my mouth. I know from personal experience that a man’s first orgasm is often over far too quickly. We’ve been programmed by porn to believe that sex is over when the man comes, but that isn’t the case. With a little time, a little effort, and a little relaxation, you can get him hard and ready again for round two. And round two is always my favorite part of the experience.

		I lean back in my chair for a second, allowing myself to get comfortable in the spongy padding of the curved booth seat, crossing my legs under the table. My eyes dart up as I notice my admirer walking away from the bar with a beer in each hand. He notices me. I dangle my exposed foot out from under the table, making sure that my anklet is visible and he can get a better look. His eyes glance down as he walks past. I know he sees it. Clear as day.

		Most people probably wouldn’t think twice about the little golden chain around my ankle. It appears to be a simple piece of jewellry, a little fashion statement. Only those in the know ever realise that the anklet is a lot more than that. It’s a message, a bright beacon, a symbol to every man who takes a look. Around my ankle is a simple gold chain, with a single charm hanging from it, visible and gleaming in the few lights that shine down from above. The chain is the female symbol, a circle with a plus sign beneath. If you didn’t know what it meant, you’d shrug it off as some kind of ‘girl power’ statement. But if you have an interest in a particular aspect of sexual freedom and married culture, that little charm carries a particular message.

		I am married, but I like to play around.

		My admirer smiles again, his suspicions confirmed. He walks past our table and disappears somewhere behind me. I feel the first nervous flutter of excitement in my belly, a hint of possibility, as soft and timid as a butterfly’s wings. There is an untold number of ways this night could play out… but I’m hoping I get to spend a little time with that man. I loved the way he looked at me earlier, the way he studied me, the way he smiled at me. He was hungry. He needed something that only I could provide.

		I slowly drift back to reality, listening to my friends bitching and gossiping about work and husbands and sex. Since Sara got divorced a year back, she decided that we all needed to go out at least once a month and hit the clubs and bars, so this has become our little ritual. I don’t mind it. I enjoy getting all dolled up and feeling sexy. My husband encourages it. He loves it when other men admire me. He loves it when I let other men flirt with me. He especially loves it when I fuck other men and come home to him afterwards.

		He loves it when I have fun.

		‘I bought some new lingerie the other day,’ Mel says, as I come out of my thoughts and return to the real world. None of them have noticed my little glances and smiles at the man who passed our table. None of them know the arrangement I have with my husband.

		‘Did Mark like it?’ Sara says. ‘You’re always talking about how he wants you to be sexier.’

		‘He liked it,’ Mel says, ‘but…’

		‘But?’

		‘He was super tired and fell asleep before we could do anything.’

		We erupt into fits of laughter. Mel blushes, a pink tinge flooding her cheeks.

		‘I can’t believe it!’ Emily says. ‘He’s been asking you to do that for, what? Months?’

		‘Yeah,’ Mel says. ‘Then his pathetic ass falls asleep before he can even take it off me. That’s the last time I do anything sexy for him.’

		‘What have you done with the lingerie?’ I say.

		‘Put it in a drawer,’ Mel says. ‘Figure I might wear it around the house sometime, let the neighbors see me in it. Maybe answer the door to the delivery guy like that. Someone should enjoy it, right?’

		We laugh again. Emily slaps Mel on the arm, a you-bad-girl gesture. That sounds like a sexy idea. I’ll have to remember that and suggest it to Peter. I would love to do something like that – answer the door to a stranger while looking ravishingly sexy – but I would never do it without my husband’s approval and permission. Mel’s walking a dangerous line if she wants to do stuff like that behind his back. Personally, I think that cheating on your wife or husband behind their back and without their knowledge is morally wrong. Being given permission to cheat, however, is completely fine.

		Some people might be shocked at the thought of me attracting other men, or making eyes at strangers across the bar. I’m sure my friends would be stunned if they had any idea what my husband were like together behind closed doors. I’d love to see their faces if they knew what the little gold chain around my ankle really symbolised, but I won’t ever tell them. My husband and I agreed to keep our affairs private. We don’t want our friends to judge us, or pester us with questions.

		I consider myself a hotwife. Various people have different interpretations of the word, but for myself and Peter, it means that I have a free pass when it comes to other men – but only if I ask his permission first. If he doesn’t grant me permission, then I won’t go through with it, simple as that. We have a marriage built on mutual trust and love and understanding. He trusts me to always come back to him. I love that he lets me take additional lovers. Together we understand each other’s wants and needs.

		We both know that most people probably wouldn’t be able to comprehend the kind of lifestyle we have together, so we chose to keep it a secret from everyone close to us. The only people who know about our kinky secrets are Peter, myself, and the men he allows me to experience. Our best friends have no idea. I’m not sure how they’d react, either. My girlfriends would probably find it a little funny, kind of exciting, but ultimately really weird. His friends would probably want to fuck me any chance they get, and we don’t want to cause any trouble close to home. No, we prefer to keep things strictly casual. I’ve met most of my lovers through various online chat forums and request boards. We like to vet each man together and make our decision as one unit. If either one of us feels uncomfortable, we won’t go through with it. Sometime, though, on nights very much like this, I’ll spot a handsome stranger across the bar and my mind will start to wander. I’ll imagine what it would be like if I went home with that handsome stranger. I’ll see if he responds to my subtle flirtations. Then I’ll ask my husband for permission. He rarely says no.

		Peter is the most wonderful man on earth. He loves me with all his heart, and I love him with all mine. There is nobody on this world I’d rather share my life with. He’s kind, caring, sweet, thoughtful, funny… and he truly values my sexual pleasure over his own. Very few men would rather give oral sex than receive it, but Peter is one of those men. He gets off on my passion, my excitement, my erotic delight. Sharing my body with other men only seemed to increase his love for me.

		Sometimes he sits back and watches me with my lover, a smile on his lips, hard cock ready and waiting for his turn. Sometimes he’ll prefer to join in, turning our session into a steamy ménage-a-trois until I’m exhausted and overwhelmed with passion. Sometimes he’s satisfied to hear all the juicy details when I return home and climb into our bed. No matter how he chooses to enjoy my experiences, every time we reconnect afterwards is like the first time all over again. His touch is new and exciting. His lips caress my skin like never before. And when he glides inside my still-warm, well-lubricated sex… it’s like nothing on earth.

		Some people might think that Peter is a weak or pathetic man. Those people are dead wrong. He is the most confident, powerful, wonderful man I’ve ever known. How many other men could have so much in their wives? How many other men could know – with absolute certainty – that their wives will always come back to them afterward? How many other men would be satisfied to watch wives enjoy some of the best sex of her life with another man, comfortable in the knowledge that what you both share is so much more special and sacred? Peter is one of a kind. He is the strongest man alive. He is not a cuckold, either. Neither of us enjoy humiliation. My husband prefers to think of himself as enlightened.

		Becoming a hotwife has totally changed our relationship. We’re so much stronger than we used to be. So much happier. So much deeper in love. A few years back, before we started on this path together, I felt like every day was the same. There was no excitement anymore, no spark, no sudden romance. Sure, there was love – a deep, unconditional tear-my-heart-out love – but the romance was dead. We didn’t need to seduce one another anymore. Those wonderful soft little kisses on the back of my neck didn’t make my body tingle the same way it used to. He didn’t get hard when my hand drifted across his thigh while we watched movies. It seemed that, after years of love and commitment, marriage had finally snuffed out the spark of our passion.

		Our journey started slowly. We tried to spice up sex life with toys and outfits and lingerie at first. They were fun, but they didn’t fill the void. They didn’t replace what was missing. It wasn’t until we started watching porn together that we began to get a sense of what we wanted together. Peter discovered how much he loved to watch other people have sex. He learned how exciting it was for him when I fucked myself with a vibrator while watching some incredibly explicit porn film. He loved to watch me play with myself. I loved it, too. He slowly started to take on a different role in the bedroom, the role of a director, telling me what he wanted to see. I loved the thought of performing for him. I loved the look on his face when I slid the vibrator inside my hungry sex and told him how fucking big it felt. I guess it was only a matter of time before we started to explore other avenues.

		Don’t mistake me for a slut. I don’t have sex with anyone and everyone. When I do take a lover, it’s just as much for my husband’s pleasure as it is mine. He must agree to it before anything happens. Our number rule is simple and straightforward – respect my husband. If a man can’t do that, he doesn’t get to sleep with me. We’ve turned down plenty of guys before who thought it was cool to try and mock and belittle Peter, or suggest that I was looking for another man because my husband wasn’t good enough to satisfy me. My husband is perfectly capable of satisfying me. We choose to expand our horizons beyond the common borders of traditional marriage.

		‘Hey, Jordan, you’re blushing,’ Sara says.

		I blink and the bar comes into sudden focus. Emily, Sara, and Mel are all looking at me.

		‘Am I?’ I say, touching a hand to my cheeks. Shit, I am. Thinking about Peter and arrangement has made me feel a little warm.

		‘Yeah,’ Sara says. ‘What’s up?’

		‘Oh, nothing,’ I say, trying to come up with an excuse. ‘Just thinking about Mel wearing something naughty for the pizza guy.’

		Mel laughs and says, ‘Maybe you should try it sometime!’

		‘Maybe I will.’

		‘I swear to God,’ Emily says, holding fort again, ‘Jordan and Peter are, like, the most innocent couple ever.’

		I smile to myself. If they only knew…

		‘You guys want to dance?’ Sara says.

		I look over at the dance floor on the far side of the bar. It’s starting to fill up with revellers now, as the night wears on and the alcohol begins to take effect. I feel a pleasant warmth spreading throughout my body as I drink my beverage. I want to look around and see if my admirer is still close by, but I force myself to play it cool. Appearing desperate is the least attractive thing a woman can do.

		We finish our drinks in one long swallow and set the empty glasses on the table. I gather my little clutch back and slip it over my shoulder. My dress swings and flows as we walk over to the little dancefloor, laughing and talking. We colonise a corner of the dancefloor in a rough diamond shape, and begin to sway and shake to the heavy bass beat. Emily runs her fingers through her hair and stretches her arms up over her head, her body rocking and shaking like a tree in the wind. She dances with a grace, elegance, and sexuality I can never seem to match. I let myself get swept up by the rhythm and the beat of the music, my hips swinging side to side. My ass probably looks really good right now. Shame my admirer isn’t here to see it.

		Despite the fact that my husband has effectively given me a free pass to sleep with any man I want any time I like, I don’t often use it. To be honest, the idea that I have his permission is more exciting to me than actually using it. Sometimes I like to come home after a night like this and get into bed and whisper about the things I wanted to do, rather than anything I’ve actually done. As much as I’ve enjoyed the attentions and affections of the stranger at the bar, there’s a real chance that I probably won’t end up in his arms tonight. I’m not usually the kind of woman who throws herself at other men, despite the arrangement I have with my husband. I do respect my marriage and I respect Peter a hell of a lot as well.

		We dance for a few songs. The dancefloor slowly fills as the night wears on and the alcohol kicks in. A young, college-aged couple a few feet away start passionately making out and running their hands over one another’s bodies. I get Sara’s attention and nod toward the couple.

		‘Jeez,’ Sara says, ‘get a fucking room!’

		I laugh and keep dancing. I remember dancing with boys in college and drinking too much. Those night never seemed to end well. The days after were even worse.

		Sara signals to me that she needs to use the bathroom. I nod. We motion to Emily and Mel that we’ll be back shortly. They signal that they understand and close the outer corners of the diamond, dancing close together to keep the space.

		I walk across the dancefloor, heading to the bathrooms at the back of the bar, glancing over my shoulder to make sure Sara is still close behind me. We thread our way through the closely-pressed mass of swaying bodies and swinging limbs, until we emerge on the other side. Sara moves closer and we walk side-by-side to the bathroom. There’s a partition wall along here, about head-height, to give people a little privacy while they wait for the bathrooms. The shadow falls over me now as we walk.

		That’s when I see him.

		My admirer.

		He steps out of the bathroom, rubbing his hands together, a smile on his face. My heart almost skips a beat as we draw closer and I see him – really see him – for the first time. No dim lighting. No skewed glances.

		He’s a little older than I initially thought. A touch of gray at his temples. Wrinkles at his eyes. He has a charming smile and a glint in his eyes. He is well-dressed. Expensive suit. The flash of a watch under a sleeve. Good, broad shoulders.

		He turns and sees me. His smile widens a fraction and he stops moving, waiting for me to walk close. His eyes flick from myself, to Sara, who doesn’t notice anything. We pause outside the bathroom. Sara looks at me, a quizzical expression on her face.

		‘Coming?’ she says, not having to talk quite so loud now that we’re further away from the music.

		‘No,’ I say. ‘You go, I’ll wait here.’

		She shrugs and walks into the women’s bathroom. I step back and lean against the wall, arms folded under my breasts, playing it cool.

		He seizes his opportunity and walks up to me.

		‘I like your anklet,’ he says.

		I look up at home as if noticing him for the first time.

		‘What, this?’ I say, extending my leg and giving my foot a little shake. ‘Thank you. My husband got it for me.’

		‘Did he, now.’

		He smiles as though I’ve confirmed something he suspected. I look into his eyes. They’re dark and dangerous, like two deep lagoons. I could drown in those eyes. I bring my foot back in, but I bend my knee, placing my foot on the wall.

		He leans against the wall on one arm, his body language powerful and open and seductive. He’s a little taller than me, and my breasts are thrust out toward him. If he glanced down, he would probably get a wonderful view of the swell of my breasts and the valley between them.

		But he doesn’t glance down. He keeps his eyes fixed on my face, his expression warm, friendly, inviting. I feel myself relaxing in his presence.

		‘Anything else your husband got for you?’ he says.

		‘This dress,’ I say, a cheeky smile dimpling my cheeks.

		His eyes cast downward for a brief second, then swing back up to my face.

		‘He has taste,’ he says. ‘I’m jealous.’

		‘Jealous?’

		‘I would hate for you to go out alone wearing a dress like that. I’d hate to site at home and sulk and think about all those other guys watching you.’

		‘Who says my husband is sulking?’ I say. ‘Maybe this is exactly what he likes.’

		‘Then he’s a lucky man.’

		I feel a hint of warmth on my cheek. Thankfully, it’s just dark enough for him not to notice. I like the way he’s respecting my husband. I’ve been hit on my a few guys before in situations similar to this. Some of them sneer at the idea of my husband waiting at home for me. Others like to try and assert themselves as being the superior male. I love to tell those jackasses that the most superior man in my life is my husband. Their faces always look so dejected. I don’t have many rules when it comes to taking additional lovers, but I do ask that they respect my husband above all else. It’s gospel. I’m not sleeping with them because I want to hurt my husband. I do it because I respect his desires and fantasies and want us to enjoy them together.

		‘I want to buy you a drink,’ he says.

		‘Do you, now.’

		‘Yes.’ He smiles at me. That same smile from before. Predator and prey. He wants me. He wants me so bad I can almost feel the heat of his body on my skin. I want him, too… but I love to play the game. ‘I’d like to get to know you a little more…’

		I turn my head a fraction, exposing my soft, delicate neck to him, like prey showing its underbelly.

		‘Maybe,’ I say.

		‘I’d like to know more about your anklet,’ he says.

		‘What about my anklet?’ I say, feigning innocence.

		He leans in close and whispers in my ear, a hard, urgent, soft, sound.

		‘I’d love to send you home satisfied,’ he says.

		A tremble of desire and arousal and erotic anticipation runs through me. I glance toward the bathroom. I can’t see Sara yet.

		‘I’d love to see you try,’ I say, returning his whisper.

		‘I don’t try,’ he says. ‘I succeed.’

		I feel another delicious, intoxicating tremble of lust. He’s coming across in just the right way. Dominant, but not pushy. Alpha, but not disrespectful. Seductive, but not forceful.

		He lowers his lips to my neck, close enough to brush against my delicate, sensitive skin. The feel of his breath on my neck sends waves of electricity through my body. A crazy voice in the back my mind screams that I should grab him and fuck, right now.

		I glance toward the bathroom. The ladies’ door opens as a young woman stumbles through, tottering in her heels. I glimpse Sara, washing her hands in the basin. We’re almost out of time. I pull away from him a fraction, away from his lips.

		‘I’d like that,’ I say. ‘But I’m here with my friends, and they don’t know about me, or this anklet. I want to keep it that way, okay?’

		He nods.

		‘I’ll wait,’ he says.

		The bathroom door opens again and Sarah emerges. She sees me and smiles. Then she sees the broad, handsome man leaning over me and frowns. She steps over in long, purposeful strides and links her arm through mine, shooting my admirer a dark look.

		‘See you later,’ he says, amused by Sara’s territorial actions.

		‘Maybe,’ I say, returning his smile.

		Sara turns me away from my admirer and we start walking back the way we came.

		‘Who was that guy?’ she says in an urgent voice.

		‘Just some guy,’ I say.

		‘I didn’t like the way he was looking at you,’ she says. ‘Like he wanted you. I mean, didn’t he see the ring on your finger?’

		I smile to myself. Yes, he did see the ring on my finger and that’s why he wanted me. Men like him see a woman’s wedding ring as a challenge, a trophy to be claimed in a game of sexual combat. Of course, the fact that my anklet openly invites men to make such a challenge is something she knows nothing about.

		By the time we return to our place on dancefloor, our friends have made additional friends. Emily and Mel are now dancing with two young guys. They look like college seniors, probably football players, wearing the local college’s sport jackets. They’re both top-heavy, with broad shoulders and barrel chests, and ungainly as all hell on their feet. Not natural dancers, these guys. While Emily and Mel try to dance, the guys attempt to grind into their asses and run their hands over ever part of their bodies. Neither woman looks especially bothered by the male attention. Emily, in particular, is really playing into it, rocking her hips from side to side, shaking her ass like her life depends on it.

		Sara and I take up position near enough to be part of the group, without getting too close to the newcomers. We dance together, rocking our bodies with the music, letting ourselves get caught up in the beat. I don’t know any of the songs, but it doesn’t matter. The only thing that matters is cutting loose and enjoying yourself. Dancing to music is like making love to your partner. You relax your body and go with the flow, feeling instinctively what feels good, what works for you, not caring a damn for what anyone else thinks of you. All that matters is the pleasure of your experience.

		After a couple of songs pass, I feel hands on my waist. I look around, surprised, expecting to find my admirer, but it isn’t. It’s another college guy, another top-heavy football player. I see Sara’s frown, but decide to roll with it. What the hell. Maybe I’ll have a little fun.

		I let him get close enough to grind his groin into my butt. His hands slowly reach around my waist, to my stomach. I try to get him to sway in time with me, to match the movements of my hips, but he’s stiff and awkward. Typical football player – only good at sprinting toward the other end of the field. I guess that’s another way dancing is similar to lovemaking – you can always tell if your partner is flexible enough.

		His hands start to slide up now, getting dangerously close to my breasts. I grab his wrists and push his wandering hands back down to my waist. He misinterprets my actions and immediately goes for my ass.

		I turn around to face him. He grins down at me, already halfway hammered, and leans down to kiss me. I turn my face and talk loud enough to be heard over the music.

		‘Hands above the waist,’ I say. ‘I’m married.’

		‘Aw baby,’ he says, slurring, breath sinking of beer and pot, ‘I’mma make you forget all about that loser, huh?’

		‘Fuck off.’

		I cast his hands aside and shove him in the chest. He’s too top-heavy and too drunk to recover fast enough. He careers backward and falls on his ass near a table full of women. They look down at him and laugh. He blushes, stands, and walks away. I can’t stand men who don’t respect my husband.

		Sara looks at me, an expression of gratitude on her face. I glance over at the others. Mel is still dancing with her new friend, but she doesn’t look like she’s enjoying it as much as he is. Emily has moved from grinding her ass into his groin to making out with the guy next to her. I can already tell that she’s going to be disappointed by him. Guys like him are always disappointing. They think they’re the best thing since sliced bread, but they fuck the same way they play football – sprinting to the finish line as fast as possible. No skill. No finesse. Not even the courtesy of tasting you beforehand. They expect to lie back and have the women do all the work. They don’t understand the pleasure and fun of reciprocation. That’s fine for certain women, but I prefer a little give-and-take in my love life. I like to give and receive in equal measure. As much as I enjoy taking a lover into my mouth, I also love the feel of a new tongue on my sex. Guys like these are clueless when it comes to returning the favor.

		I motion with my hand to Sara, the universal sign for drink? She shakes her head. I shrug and hold up two fingers. Back in two minutes. She nods. I walk past her and off the dancefloor, the little space by the DJ and the speakers that is now almost reaching capacity. I check my watch. It’s getting real late now. Most of the bars will have closed up for the night. Places like this are now the only establishments still open.

		There’s a crowd at the bar, all jostling to be the next person to order their drink. My heart sinks a little. By the time I get served, my buzz will have faded away to nothing.

		I glance around, looking for a thinner part of the crowd to try and enter, or to see if there’s another way to get a drink. Maybe if I pull my top down a little… no. I’m not that kind of a woman.

		That’s when I see him.

		My admirer.

		Sitting in a booth by himself, with two drinks on the table. Watching me with a thin, satisfied smile.

		I return his smile and raise an eyebrow. He gestures to the seat opposite him. I glance at the crowd of people at the bar, massed and seething like an invading army attempting to scale a castle’s walls, and decide to see this through.

		‘Glad you could join me,’ he says, as I slide into the booth, facing him. He pushes a drink toward me. It’s the same drink I ordered earlier, when he first made eyes at me.

		‘I’m impressed,’ I say, lifting the glass. It’s still chilled and freshly made. ‘I hope you haven’t been sitting here, waiting for me?’

		He shakes his head.

		‘No,’ he says. ‘My friends left about ten minutes ago. I figured I’d stay and see if I could snatch a few minutes alone with you.’

		‘Only a few minutes?’ I say, smiling, challenging him. He returns my smile, catching the innuendo in my words.

		‘In here, at least,’ he says. ‘You said you didn’t want your friends to know about your… arrangement.’

		I nod.

		‘I’m hoping I’ll be lucky enough to take you home tonight,’ he says.

		‘So far, so good,’ I say, taking a sip of my drink.

		‘I’d really like to know more about you,’ he says.

		‘I’m Jordan,’ I say. ‘And my husband is Peter.’

		‘Peter is a lucky man.’

		It’s a cheesy line, but his delivery is sincere.

		‘What about you?’ I say. I glance at his hands. I don’t see a ring or any jewellry. ‘Are you… involved?’

		‘No,’ he says, with a thin smile and a small shake of his head. ‘My name is Brandon. Used to be married, but not anymore.’

		‘How come? If you mind me asking.’

		‘She preferred vodka to staying married.’

		‘I’m sorry.’

		‘Don’t be,’ he says, ‘I’ve had more fun being divorced than I ever had being married. I’ve met some wonderful women and their husbands. People like yourself.’

		His eyes remain politely on my face, despite the generous curve of my cleavage that threatens to reveal more and more of my breasts. I like his self-control. Most guys would be staring at my body every chance they got. But not this guy. He’s patient. Maybe he knows that he’ll get to see it all later, if he plays his cards right.

		In the background, the music suddenly changes tempo, booming harder and faster, kicking into high gear.

		‘Is this how you usually meet women?’ I say.

		‘Sometimes.’ He pauses to take a mouthful of his drink. ‘I mostly respond to postings online, couples looking for a third, that kind of thing. That’s how I learned about the anklets.’

		I smile.

		‘Your is very pretty,’ he says. ‘I like it. Subtle, and classy, and sexy.’

		‘Thank you.’

		‘A gift from your husband, you said?’

		‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘A couple years back. He likes to show me off.’

		‘I can see why.’

		For the first time, his eyes flick downward for a second, to my breasts, then back to my face. I don’t mind his eyes wandering over my body. From him, it feels more like a compliment.

		‘So,’ Brandon says, ‘how does this work?’

		‘How does what work?’

		‘I want to take you home tonight,’ he says. ‘And I’d like to spend a few hours getting to know you better.’

		‘Would you, now.’ I raise an eyebrow, as though this thought had never crossed my mind.

		‘Do I need to ask your husband’s permission?’ he says.

		‘No,’ she says. ‘But he needs to agree to it.’

		I take my phone out of my bag and open the screen. I write a quick message and send it to my husband. Then I place the phone on the table.

		‘You realise,’ I say, ‘if he says no, this isn’t going to happen.’

		He nods.

		‘I really hope he says yes,’ I say.

		Brandon smiles at me.

		‘Me too,’ he says.

		I take a sip of my drink, studying his face carefully. He’s definitely a couple years older than me, but I can’t tell how many. More than five, less than ten. He dresses well and takes care of his appearance.

		‘What do you do for a living, Brandon?’ I say.

		‘I’m a lawyer,’ he says. ‘Nothing fancy. No criminal cases or divorces. Not as attractive as it sounds.’

		‘Good money?’

		‘I have no complaints.’ He smiles at me, like he knows something I don’t. ‘What about yourself?’

		‘Not as interesting,’ I say. ‘I work for the bank. Good money, but dull work.’

		‘It helps to have a fun hobby,’ he says.

		‘Yes, it does.’

		My phone buzzes on the table. The screen lights up with my husband’s reply.

		‘What does it say?’ Brandon asks.

		‘He’d like a picture of you,’ I say, reading the message.

		‘Sure.’

		I aim the camera at the handsome man opposite me. The phone flashes for a brief second, blinding like a nuclear explosion in the darkness of the half-light. He blinks away the spot on his retina as I send the picture to my husband and put the phone back on the table.

		‘Do you have any rules?’ he says.

		‘We use condoms,’ I say. ‘No exceptions.’

		He nods and says, ‘Agreed. Anything else? Any limits?’

		‘If I say stop…’

		‘You won’t.’ He grins at me again, that same smile from across the bar, the face of a hunter circling his prey.

		‘You seem very sure of yourself,’ I say. I like his confidence. It’s intoxicating.

		‘I’ve never left anyone unsatisfied,’ he says, his smile turning sly.

		‘There’s a first time for everything.’

		‘Not tonight.’

		The music pounds away in the background, the bass notes thumping like gunshots. We’re talking louder than usual, just to be heard.

		‘Your husband is a very lucky man,’ he says. ‘I would never have the courage to share a woman as beautiful as you.’

		‘Thank you,’ I say, more pleased by the way he walks about my husband than the cheesy compliment. ‘He’s a wonderful man.

		‘And you’re a lucky woman.’

		‘I know.’

		My phone vibrates again. I snatch it up, faster than I meant to, more excited than I realised.

		My husband’s reply is short and simple.

		Have fun.

		I smile at the phone. I wonder what he’s doing right now. I wonder if the thought of me going home with this other man is driving him wild with anticipation.

		‘What does he say?’ Brandon looks at me, trying not to appear desperate to know.

		‘He says yes,’ I say, my face filled with barely-contained excitement.

		Brandon is quiet for a moment. He leans back in seat, a curious expression of satisfaction on his face, and takes a long, slow drink. He places the empty glass down on the table and surveys me with an appraising look, barely concealing a smile.

		‘I’m ready to leave when you are,’ he says.

		I try not to grin, but I fail.

		‘I’d better tell my friends,’ I say. ‘Can you wait here?’

		He nods. He watches me slid out of the booth and stand up. I glance back at him as I walk to the dancefloor. I feel a delighted tingle run through me as I see that he’s still watching me. I make an effort to walk with a pronounced sway and swing of my hips, knowing that my ass looks fine in this outfit.

		The dancefloor is teeming with people now, everyone packed into the space like sardines in a can. All I can see is a writhing mass of bodies and limbs. After a few seconds of standing on my toes and craning my neck, I see Sara and Mel, dancing together.

		I push my way through the dancing crowd, turning and twisting and crab-walking until I reach my friends.

		‘Where’s Emily?’ I say, almost shouting in Sara’s ear to be heard over the thumping, booming music.

		‘She went to the bathroom,’ Sara says, ‘with that guy.’

		She makes a grimace, emphasising her distaste. I don’t know what Sara is disapproving the most – Emily’s choice of man, choice of venue, or the fact that she’s fucking so many other guys after years of faithful monogamy. I offer no comment. After all, I’m leaving here to have sex with a man who is most definitely not my husband.

		‘I’m gonna take off,’ I say.

		Sara frowns at me.

		‘Why?’ she says, her voice muffled and distorted by the music.

		‘Just feeling kinda tired,’ I say, with a small, timid smile.

		‘Liar,’ Sara says. ‘You’re gonna go and have sex!’

		For a fraction of a second, I think that she knows my dirty secret. But then a warm, delighted smile spreads over her face and she says, ‘I hope Peter has a good night!’

		I smile back, glad that she’s thinking of my husband. I blow her and Mel a kiss. Mel waves, absorbed in the music and her own little world. I kiss Sara on the cheek and slowly walk back through the pulsing, writing crowd, until I pass through into the rest of the bar.

		Brandon stands up from the booth as I approach and holds out his arm to me. I link my arm with his and we turn and head out of the bar.

		It’s dark and cold and raining. The streets are empty of people. Dark vehicles and cabs trawl along the streets, wipers whizzing left and right. The rain out here is almost as loud as the music was. It crashes down around us like artillery from above, splashing into puddles, slamming onto car roofs, and soaking us within a few seconds. The droplets gleam in the various lights, turning different colors as they fall – silver in car beams, gold in the streetlights.

		Brandon takes off his jacket and throws it around my shoulders. He carefully pushes me back into the relative protection of the buildings. Before I can say anything to stop him, he runs out towards the street and hails a cab. Raindrops splatter across his white shirt, soaking the material, leaving deep, dark circles across his upper body. A car slows to a halt in front of him, a cab ready for passengers. Brandon gestures at me to get in. I run across the sidewalk, holding his jacket over my head, rain pounding all around me, and leap through the rear door he holds open. I slide across the back seat and make room for him as he quickly follows me and slams the door. He’s soaking wet. He runs a hand through his hair, pushing water out of his face. His shirt looks like it’s just been washed. He slides across and sits next to me, his leg touching mine.

		Brandon gives the driver his home address. The driver starts rolling forward. We settle into the seats. I give Brandon his jacket back. He folds it up and places it on his lap.

		‘You’re soaked,’ I say, as though he doesn’t already know that.

		‘I’ll take it off when I get home,’ he says, a mischievous glint in his eye.

		I reach over and place my hand on his thigh. An erotic thrill runs through me. I love this moment, I love the build-up. We both know what is going to happen next. We both know how this night will end. There’s no pretence, no need for subtleties, or secret meanings, or subtext. I want him and he wants me. The rules have been made clear and the only thing left to do is enjoy ourselves.

		I slip my hand under the jacket on his lap. I feel his body stiffen, but he makes no other reaction. We both look around us, pretending to be interested in the washed-out scenery, or the rain pouring down the windows. My hand reaches his zipper and I carefully pull it down. I glance at the driver. If he has any idea what I’m doing, he doesn’t show it.

		Brandon gets comfortable in his seat, giving me enough room to slide my hand through his open zipper. I prize open the flap in his shorts, still pretending to be fascinated by the rain outside, and grasp his manhood. He quickly comes to life at my touch, getting firm and hard, filling with desire. I hear his breathing softly change. He continues to glance out of the window, looking away from me.

		I tease him as the cab continues rolling along the streets, carefully stroking him, feeling his hardness with my hand. He feels like a good size. Maybe seven inches or more. A decent thickness – God, I love a good, thick cock! My sex tingles with anticipation.

		His manhood grows to full stiffness, still trapped beneath his clothes. I gently stroke and tease him as the cab turns left and right, accelerates and slows down, until we finally come to a stop. I release him from my grasp and carefully slip my hand back out of his zipper.

		The driver tells him the cost of the ride. Brandon pulls out his wallet and pays the driver. He opens the door and steps out into the rain, still holding the jacket over his crotch, and holds a hand back for me. I slide across the seats and take his hand, stepping out into the downpour.

		Brandon holds the jacket out over my head and covers me as we jog across the street and into the little archway shelter of the entrance to his building. I’m smiling and breathing hard – I can’t believe what I just did to him in the cab. He looks over at me and grabs me and pins me to the wall and kisses me, hard. The wall is cold on my back, but his body is warm against my front. His wet hands explore my body, paying attention to my hips and breasts. My nipples are hard. My womanhood is hot and wet and yearning for him.

		I moan into his mouth as we kiss. I taste him and savor him. My hands wrap around his body, feeling his wet shirt, the sensation of the damp material making this passionate moment even more erotic. He pushes his body against me. I can feel his manhood pressing into me through his pants.

		Finally, he breaks off the kiss. He brushes the back of his chilled fingers against my cheek and looks into my eyes.

		‘You’re lucky I live so close,’ he says. ‘If we had to go another two blocks, I would have fucked you in the backseat.’

		I make a naughty laugh. The idea is not unappealing.

		‘Shall we go inside?’ I say. Thick, heavy droplets of rain crash down all around us. Even though we are pressed against the wall with a stone archway over our heads, water still splashes over my feet as it explodes on the concrete walkway.

		‘Maybe I want you right here,’ he says. His hand slides to my front and finds purchase between my legs. I gasp. He kisses my neck. ‘Right here.’

		Is it crazy that I want him to fuck me like this? Out here, in the rain, where anybody could catch us? The idea is insane and tempting and hot as hell.

		We’re interrupted by a low buzz. We turn to the door, startled, to see a woman in her forties pulling the door open and stepping outside, popping an umbrella open. She sees us and reacts in surprise. Brandon makes no attempt to move his hand from between my legs. Instead, he nods and says, ‘Good evening, Samantha.’

		The woman opens her mouth to speak, her eyes traveling to Brandon, to me, to his hand, and back again, in a crazy triangle. She closes her mouth, lifts the umbrella, and walks away without saying a word.

		Brandon catches my eye and we both laugh, giggling like naughty teenagers caught making out in the library. I blush and cover my mouth with my hand to muffle my laughter. The woman – Samantha – turns back to glare at us as she marches along the sidewalk in the rain.

		‘Who was that?’ I say.

		‘One of my neighbors,’ Brandon says. ‘She wanted to be my girlfriend once, but I don’t want to settle down. I prefer this lifestyle.’

		He steps back from me and catches the door before it can automatically swing closed again.

		‘Let’s get inside,’ he says, ‘and out of these wet clothes.’

		I walk past him and into the relative still warmth of the lobby. It’s a sparsely furnished space with the building’s mailboxes arranged along the wall on the left and elevators to the right. A door up ahead is marked as the way to the parking garage.

		Brandon closes the door, shutting out the patter of falling rain, and slips his damp arm over my shoulders. He steers me toward the elevators and presses the call button. He kisses my neck again. My soft, sensual sigh is the only sound in the stillness of the lobby. The elevator doors slide open and I practically skip inside. My heart is racing with excitement and desire and lust and arousal. Brandon follow me into the elevator and presses the button for his floor. As the doors begin to slide closed, I grab Brandon and pull him into me, kissing him in a desperate, hungry frenzy of passion. He responds with the same fiery intensity, his tongue frantically exploring my mouth, his hands roaming my body, his hips grinding into mine.

		I moan into his mouth. There’s a fire in my belly, the familiar feeling of wanton lust spreading throughout my body. I want him. I need him.

		I’m going to be a slut for him, I think, as though Peter can read my thoughts. I’ll make you so proud.

		I reach down and part Brandon’s still-open zipper and feel him again. I groan with desire at the feel of his red-hot manhood in my hands.

		The elevator doors slide quietly open behind us We break apart. I slide my hand out of his pants, smiling at the sight of his bulge. My handiwork. Soon to be my trophy.

		He takes me by the hand and leads me out of the elevator and along the hallway. It’s a simple corridor with white walls and an inoffensive green carpet. There are windows looking out at the surrounding city, but the world is dark, save for silvery drops of water that trickle down the glass.

		He stops in front of his door and unlocks it. My body feels like it’s on fire. He opens the door and gestures for me to walk through. He follows me inside and flips the light switch. His apartment is fairly spacious for this part of town. It’s obviously a bachelor’s apartment, and he clearly earns a lot of money. The place is designed around his needs – modern technology, good size couch, an entertainment unit in his living space. Hardwood floors and muted, simple colors and tasteful arrangements. I turn my back on all that. He closes the door and gestures to the left, off to the kitchen.

		‘Would you like,’ he says, about to offer me some refreshment or other.

		I don’t let him finish. I grab him and kiss him again. My hands fumble with the buttons on his shirt. He grabs my ass and playfully squeezes it with one hand. His other hand finds the back of my neck. My body almost melts into him. Our tongues dance together.

		My fingers flick and slide over his shirt, until it falls open to reveal his torso. I trail my fingertips over his chest and note with satisfaction that his body feels good. Firm, but not solid. This guy takes care of himself.

		My fingers drift further south and busy themselves around his belt buckle. I feel his body respond to me, moving on instinct, as I open his pants and push them down. I can’t wait any longer. I break off our kiss and sink to my knees before him, looking up at him.

		‘I hope you’re not in a hurry,’ he says, a faint smile on his face.

		I shake my head and carefully tug his pants down to the floor. His bulging member fills his dark shorts like a pulsing vein. My womanhood burns with dull wet heat. I gently ease his shorts down, my eyes fixed on my prize. His manhood is slowly unveiled before me, thick and hot and a wonderful size. I smile and take hold of him, my fingers only just able to wrap around the shaft. I look up at him and place my lips on the underside of his throbbing manhood, gently kissing him. He exhales softly, watching me intently with glittering eyes.

		I begin to pleasure him. Gently at first, almost teasing him. I kiss his shaft, worshipping his manhood, giving thanks to him for the pleasure I am about to receive. My breath gently drifts across his sensitive length as I slowly flick my tongue out and sample him, leaving little wet streaks on his dry skin.

		He shrugs off his damp shirt and tosses it away. He puts his hands behind my back, content to let me take the lead.

		I softly manipulate his length to full, thick, delicious hardness with my lips and tongue, gently caressing the base of his shaft with one hand. Then I fix my eyes on his and smile at him and open my mouth and take him inside. I love to watch my lover’s faces when they enter me for the first time and Brandon doesn’t disappoint. His lips part and his body stiffens for a brief moment and his eyes widen. I feel his entire being react to the feel of my lips gently sliding along his manhood, taking him deeper and deeper into my mouth. My lips grip his hard shaft. My tongue caresses him. I moan in the back of my throat, sending little ripples and vibrations through his tool.

		He groans, far above me, enjoying the feeling, enjoying the view, enjoying me. I lean back, gently sucking on his delicious head, and stroke his shaft, my wedding ring glinting in the light as it moves back and forth along his cock. He smiles.

		‘If you were my wife,’ he says, ‘I’d never let you out of my bed.’

		‘Lucky for both of us I’m married to someone else,’ I say, with a smile. I take his length deep inside my mouth now, the tip of his manhood almost reaching the back of my throat, and I suck his delicious manhood for a long, long moment. Peter loves it when I deepthroat his cock. He says he loves watching me pants afterward, my cheeks red and eyes glistening. He loves that I would choose his cock over breathing.

		Brandon groans, deep and passionate. He’s enjoying this as much as I am. I can see my sex throbbing with desire, my lips growing wet with the fiery need for relief.

		

	
		I lean back and gently let Brandon’s length slide back out, stroking him with my tongue as he goes.

		‘Good God,’ he says.

		‘You like my mouth?’ I say, putting a soft, innocent inflection in my voice.

		He nods. He brings his hands forward now and gently places them both on my head.

		‘My I?’ he says.

		‘You wanna fuck my face?’ I say, still with that innocent tone. Guys love it when a woman sounds all innocent and naïve, especially when their cocks are about to enter her mouth.

		He nods again. I open my mouth and drop my hands to my thighs. I look up at him excitement shining in my eyes. He grips my head with firm, strong fingers, and pulls my face into him, forcing his cock deep into my mouth. I groan for him. He lets out a whistling breath above me. He rocks his hips, pumping my mouth, fucking my lips with his thick shaft. I feel like a dirty slut and I love it. I can hear my husband’s voice in my ear, encouraging me, beckoning me, telling me to do more, more, more…

		Finally, he pulls out of my mouth, his manhood wet and slick. He smiles at me, chest heaving. I can tell he’s enjoying my company so far.

		‘Okay,’ he says, breathing hard. ‘I gotta stop. Otherwise I’m gonna come way too soon, and I want to enjoy this a while longer.’

		I giggle, trailing my tongue over my wet lips, and stand up. My knees ache from the hard floor, but my body barely registers the pain. He kisses my neck and shoulder again. the flame inside me is now a forest fire, consuming everything in its path. I am beyond ready for him.

		His hands slide down my body. One squeezes my ass again and gives it a firm but gentle slap. I exhale softly. His other hand finds the long slit running down the thigh of my dress and slips beneath the fabric, gently trailing up my bare thigh. Tingles and tremors run through my burning body. I wrap my arms around him, scared that my knees might give out if he teases me for too long. I am putty in his skilled hands.

		He runs his fingers along the front of my panties, burning a trail along my yearning lips. It feels so good. My hips move and my thighs open for him. My body is no longer under my control.

		‘Please,’ I say, ‘don’t tease me. I can’t take it.’

		Responding to my plea, his hand slips inside my panties and he caresses my slick lips. I moan gently as he slowly explores me. Carefully. Intimately. Passionately. He parts my lips and teases my aching entrance with his skilled fingers. I grip him tighter. He slides two fingers inside me and I groan for him. Our eyes meet as he gently presses deeper into me, sinking his fingers into my slick sex until they can’t go any deeper. His eyes blaze with passion and determination. My eyes are clouded with lust and pleasure.

		‘You feel fantastic,’ he says, slowly beginning to fuck me with his fingers, gently sliding them in and out of me. ‘Are you always this wet when you fuck other men?’

		‘Only for you,’ I say, telling a small harmless lie. It never hurts to stroke a man’s ego.

		He grins again, that predatory smile lighting up his face once more, and fucks me harder, his fingers coated with my excitement, entering me faster and faster. I moan louder now, becoming his perfect slut.

		Brandon thrusts his fingers deep inside me once more, then gently eases them out. He holds up his hand. His index and middle fingers are slick with my juices. The sight turns me on even more. He licks his fingers, tasting me, and smiles.

		‘You taste as wonderful as you look,’ he says. ‘Let’s get you out of those wet clothes.’

		His other hand slides up my back, to the zipper, and he carefully opens my dress. I let him watch as I gently peel it off my body, until it falls to the floor. His eyes sweep over me appreciatively, admiring my breasts in this pink-and-purple bra and the – now very wet – matching panties.

		‘I love your underwear,’ he says.

		‘A gift from my husband,’ I say.

		‘For me?’ he says. ‘Or for you?’

		‘For him.’

		He steps out of his crumpled clothes and kicks off his shoes and socks.

		‘In there,’ he says, gesturing deeper into his apartment. ‘Over the couch.’

		I turn and walk into his home, swaying my hips a little more than necessary, knowing that his eyes are surely following the swing of my ass in these panties. I reach his leather couch and lean forward, bending over the stiff armrest and presenting my butt toward him. I hear his firm footsteps behind me and gasp as his hands grasp my ass, groping with greedy need.

		He pulls down my panties and kneels behind me. I feel his hot breath on my butt and sigh. This is why I love meeting guys my own age. They understand the need for reciprocation in a way that Emily’s college boytoy would never know.

		I part my legs, opening myself up to him. I can feel how hot and wet my sex has become as my lips flower and part for him. He plants one soft kiss on my soaking sex. I moan again.

		Then he begins to pleasure me.

		His tongue darts across my lips, gently tasting me, the soft, controlled movements driving me wild. He blazes a trial along my sex, from my yearning entrance to my sensitive clit, and gently swirls his tongue around the little nub. I cry out in delight, body trembling, hips bucking, yearning for more.

		Brandon takes his time with me. He explores me slowly and gently, tasting me, trailing his tongue across my lips, diving into ever crevice, driving me wild. He teases my clit. He fucks me with his tongue. He sucks on my swollen lips. Every little flicker of his tongue pushes me further and further along to road to my climax. I moan for him. I beg him. I rock my hips for him. His tongue feels like liquid fire pouring over my burning sex.

		I come for him, hard and loud, bent over his couch, while he swirls his tongue around my hard clit. My body shakes and trembles. I push my face into the couch to muffle my cries of passion. His hands caress my ass and gentle spank my trembling cheeks, driving me wild.

		After a long, blissful moment, he plants one final kiss on my burning womanhood and stands up. My knees are weak. My body is limp, still bent over the couch. I don’t have the strength to lift myself up yet.

		I hear the familiar rustling of a foil packet and smile to myself. Brandon is opening a condom. I glance back over my shoulder and glimpse him unrolling the latex sheathe over his length. I spread my legs a little wider and steel myself. The tip of his hard length touches my aching entrance. An involuntary shudder runs through me. A shudder of anticipation. The thrill of the moment. It’s almost a shame that he has to wear a condom over his beautiful manhood, but that’s the arrangement I have with Peter. Only he gets to make love to me bareback.

		I kiss my wedding ring. Somewhere, somehow, my husband knows that I’m thinking about him.

		Brandon places one hand on my ass and guides his length inside me. He goes slow. My sex swallows him greedily, devouring him, drawing him deeper inside, until he’s buried up to the hilt.

		‘Fuck,’ he says, the word a satisfying hiss of air escaping between gritted teeth.

		I moan and grind my hips into him, gasping as his wonderful length pushes against my inner walls, touching me in new and unexpected places, applying pressure to my sex, filling me completely. The sensation of being filled by his manhood is exquisite. His length is new and thrilling and totally unique. Every man’s cock feels different. The best part of being a hotwife is the feeling of being taken by a new lover for the first time, and Brandon doesn’t disappoint. He stays still for a few long moments, allowing my body to get used to his size and thickness. I feel my entrance squeezing his shaft, gripping him tight, clenching around his thick muscle like a fist. He breathes deep and slow behind me. I arch my back a little, presenting my ass for him. He accepts my offering and gently spanks me, one firm slap on each cheek. I gasp with delight and start to rock my hips, pulling him deep inside me, letting him ease back out. I’m moaning and whimpering softly, loving the sensation, loving the feeling, loving his hard cock.

		His hands grip my hips, pulling me into him, pounding into me with just the right amount of passionate force. My entire being rocks and pulses in time with his hard, relentless thrusting. I gasp with every firm stroke. My breasts swing back and forth, restrained by my bra. I put my hands out to balance myself. He grabs my shoulder with one strong hand, pulling me harder against him. It feels sensational.

		‘I think…’ I say, fighting to think straight and breathe at the same time. ‘I think… I’m gonna…’

		I don’t get to finish the sentence. I come for him. Loud and hard. The air is punched out of my lungs. My toes curl on his hard floor. My fingers sink into his couch like claws into flesh. My hips buck. My body trembles and shakes. I close my eyes and see infinity.

		‘Fuck yeah!’ he says, spanking my ass hard enough to leave a delicious stinging handprint on the cheek. He fucks me harder now, his wonderful cock pushing deep, deep, deep inside me, knocking the air out of me again and again with every stroke, stretching my tight hole over and over.

		‘Shit!’ I say, gasping out the word. My orgasm seems to roll and build, like a wave crashing against a beach and retreating, only for an even larger wave to wash the entire beach away. I lose myself completely. I cease to be a wife. I cease to be a woman. I become an extension of my lover, moving perfectly in sync with his powerful, firm thrusts.

		I slowly return from my trip to the stars. He pulls out, leaving me feeling empty and unfulfilled. He walks around the couch, feet padding like paws on the hard floor, and he sits down in front of me in the middle seat. His beautiful cock sits bolt upright, the condom gleaming with my come. He beckons me over with one finger. I crawl towards him, climbing over the couch like a kid on a playground. I ease my leg over him and sit in his lap, looking into his eyes as he fills me again. I feel whole again. Complete again. My arms snake around his head and I pull his face into my breasts. His hot tongue slathers my breasts. I lean back and unhook my bra and toss it away. My breasts spill free. His hungry lips seek my hard nipples. I moan and start to ride him, my hips gently rocking back and forth, his cock grinding against my sensitive vagina.

		His hands curve around to my ass and squeeze. I lift my hips and start to pump his length like a piston. It feels like a burning brand sinking deep into me, lighting every part of my body on fire. My moans grow louder and more passionate. His tongue swirls around my hard nipples. My hungry pussy grips him tighter and tighter with every pump. His hands help me rise and fall, my wet sex streaking up and down his hard manhood. I can already feel a second climax mounting in the pit of my stomach. This one feels even bigger than the first.

		His beautiful cock throbs and trembles inside me. I can feel the pulse of his heartbeat through this shaft, beating in time with my own. The feeling drives me wild.

		‘I’m gonna come again,’ I say, almost breathless with passion.

		‘Me too,’ he says, breathing hard. ‘Come together?’

		I nod and fuck him harder. I pump him faster, trying to imitate those women in porn that Peter and I like to watch together. I flick my hair back and push my breasts in Brandon’s face and moan long and loud while I fuck him. I hold on to the back of the couch to stay upright. The orgasm grows inside me, mounting pressure building like the atmospheric changes before a thunderstorm.

		‘Come!’ I say. ‘Come for me!’

		His body stiffens beneath me. I feel his cock trembling and shuddering inside me, the familiar sensations before a man’s passion overwhelms him. He suddenly wraps his arms around my waist and turns his body, flinging me down onto the couch on my back, still buried inside me.

		I cry out with surprise and pleasure at this sudden display of rough aggression. My legs wrap around his waist as he mounts me and fucks me hard and deep and fast, looking down at me with that expression I first saw hours ago across the bar – cool, cocky, confident. I can feel my anklet rocking back and forth with the energy of his lovemaking.

		My orgasm comes fast. I cry out his name. I curse and swear and beg for more, begging him to never stop, telling him how good he feels, how much I love it, begging for him to come in my married pussy. After a few intense, overwhelming moments, he obliges me. He buries himself inside me and I feel the wonderful vibrations of his pulsing cock as hot, sticky come blasts from the tip of his manhood, splashing against the condom. He moans for me, then fucks me again, pumping me even as his cock empties its load inside me. Once again, I wish he didn’t have to wear to condom, but rules are rules…

		Brandon pumps me for a few more moments, prolonging his pleasure and increasing my own, until finally the climax passes. We lay together on his couch, panting, our bodies entwined, his length slowly shrinking inside me. he plays his head on my breasts.

		‘That,’ I say, chest rising and falling, ‘that was good.’

		‘Glad you approve.’

		He kisses my breasts. Shivers of pleasure rush through me again. My tired, depleted body starts to wake up again, hungry for more.

		‘That feels so good,’ I say.

		He smiles, his lips brushing my breasts, and continues to kiss me. I vaguely recall something in the back of my mind, from when we first entered his apartment.

		‘What were you going to say?’ I ask. ‘Before I got greedy?’

		He chuckles, his body trembling against mine.

		‘I was going to ask if you wanted to see the bedroom,’ he says.

		I giggle.

		‘I’d love to,’ I say.

		He eases out of me with a wet slipping sound. I love that noise. It’s the sound of a job well done. He stands and holds out a hand to me. I take it and follow him through the apartment to the bedroom, a wide, open space with a king-size bed in the centre.

		I crawl onto his bed without waiting to be asked, my wet slit and pert ass exposed and ready for him.

		‘I hope you’re not finished with me yet?’ I ask. ‘It’s still raining, so I can’t leave…’

		He laughs and pulls off the used condom, tying it into a knot and dropping it in a small trash can on the floor.

		‘Jordan,’ he says, ‘I’ve barely gotten started with you.’

		He climbs onto the bed behind me and takes me into his arms.

		

		****

		By the time we’re finally finish and collapse into bed, the storm has long since ended. The sky outside is a deep, lusty blue-grey. The sun isn’t up yet, but it will be soon. Brandon is asleep beside me, contentedly snoring into the pillow. He has a couple of scratches on his back, little souvenirs I gave him during that last round of passionate sex. I feel exhausted, like I’ve run a marathon, or gone ten extra rounds in the gym. It’s a good feeling. A dull, warm ache spreads throughout my body.

		But I’m not done yet. Brandon’s night might be over, but mine isn’t.

		I quietly slip out of bed. The room is still and quiet, save for Brandon’s heavy breathing and the sound of my bare feet on the cold floor. I see a writing pad on one of the bookshelves, with a pen nearby. I write a short message to my lover.

		Thank you for a wonderful night.

		Jordan.

		I walk back through the apartment, still totally naked. My cleft is still warm, still wet. My inner thighs feel deliciously sticky. My legs feel weak. I love this sensation. I pick up my clothes from where they fell and slowly dress in the quiet room. I zip my dress back up and quietly open the front door.

		His building is quiet and still. Nobody should be awake at this time. Nobody except a woman leaving a man’s apartment in last night’s clothes. I close the door behind me with a satisfied smile. I had a wonderful night. I hope I can meet Brandon again. He was a good lover. Considerate, passionate, respectful, and fun. I thought about leaving him my number, but decided against it. If we meet again at another bar, I’ll jump at the chance to spend another night with him.

		I take the elevator down and call a cab as I descend through the building. The sleepy voice on the other end of the line assures me that someone will pick me up in the next five minutes. I wait in the lobby for a few minutes, wondering if I should have brought a jacket when I left home yesterday. It’s probably cold out.

		The cab arrives pretty quickly. I guess there isn’t much traffic at this time of day. I climb in the backseat and give the driver my address. He starts the car and whisks me away from my lover. I look back and watch the apartment block disappear.

		Goodnight, Brandon, I think, with a smile. I know I will always treasure the night we spent together. I hope he isn’t too upset that I skipped out while he was asleep, but we both know the rules of this arrangement. The anklet means you get to possess me for a brief moment. You don’t get to have me forever. That’s what my wedding ring means.

		I smile to myself again when I remember last night’s taxi journey, when I slipped my hand inside Brandon’s pants and teased his hard cock. That was a lot of fun. I’m sure Peter will enjoy hearing all about it.

		The cab ride isn’t too long. Maybe twenty minutes or so. We don’t pass any other cars on the road. The driver eases us to a halt outside my home, a quiet little house just on the outskirts of the city. Not quite urban, not quite suburban either. I pay him and get out of the car. I can feel his eyes on my back as I walk up the driveway. I know he probably suspects what I’ve been doing tonight… but he will never be able to guess the truth.

		I slip my key into the front door and gently push it open. The house is still and quiet. Exactly as always. Soft furnishings. Photos of Peter and I. Evidence of a happy marriage and a life carefully built together. I don’t expect to find Peter watching TV in the living, pining for me in my absence. I close the front door and quietly take off my shoes. I creep upstairs, carefully stepping over the creaking steps, and look into our bedroom. My husband is fast asleep in our bed. From this angle, he looks a little like Brandon. A little thrill runs through me. How lucky I am, to be leaving one man’s bed, only to get into another!

		I take my clothes off the doorway and toss my wrinkled dress and soaking panties into the laundry basket. I pause before I enter the room, watching my husband sleep. What does he dream about, I wonder? Does he think of me returning to him? Or does he think of me with my lovers?

		For the second time in less than an hour, I walk naked through a bedroom. My quiet footsteps are muffled by the soft carpet. Peter doesn’t stir. I lean down over the bed and nuzzle his cheek with my nose. I kiss him. I whisper very, very softly in his ear, ‘I’m home, my love.’

		He stirs. Slowly at first. Gently. When we first started playing, he would snap awake immediately and sit bolt upright, anxious to hear my stories. These days, we’re a little more mellow. He smiles. I kiss him softly.

		My husband rolls on his back and regards me with sleepy, tired eyes. He blinks a few times to clear his vision, his smile growing wider as he sees me more clearly, my naked body glowing from a night spent in the arms of another.

		Peter tosses back the covers with one arm. He is naked, as always, and his manhood is rapidly stiffening to its usual impressive size. I smile and climb on top of him and kiss his forehead. He smells like home. He feels like home.

		I lean back and gently ease his bare hardness inside my aching, well-used womanhood. No matter how good last night’s sex was, it pales in comparison to this feeling, to being reclaimed by the man I love. His bare cock glides deep inside me, filling more perfectly than any other man on earth. We both know how much I love this moment. I will always return to him. A soft, passionate moan escapes my lips.

		Peter rests his hands on my hips, happy for me to take the lead. I start to slowly make love to him, my exhausted pussy gripping him tight, getting used to this new invasion. Our bodies meld as one. We entwine our hands, wedding rings touching together. Man and wife.

		‘So,’ Peter says in a gentle, loving voice, ‘did you have fun?’
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		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		Hotwife Stories:

		Becoming

		

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

		

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

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

		‘Babe?’ I say. ‘You okay?’

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

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

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

		‘Should I take it off?’ I say.

		‘Please.’

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

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

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

		‘I know,’ Ray says from behind me.

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

		‘You are magnificent,’ he says.

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

		Right now.

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		Hotwife Stories:

		Date Night

		

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

		

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

		

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

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

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

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

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

		‘That’s the right answer,’ I say.

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

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

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

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

		‘Sure,’ he says.

		‘My husband gets to watch.’

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		Slut Wives:

		The Rumors Are True!

		

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

		

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

		

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

		And my world changes forever.

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

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

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

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

		I have to touch him.

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

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

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

		‘Say it,’ he says.

		‘I…’ I say, my voice cracking, ‘I… want… it…’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Oblivious

		

		‘Your wife is my slut now.’

		

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

		

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		‘Because I want to,’ Jess says.

		‘What?’ I say, breathless with shock.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		‘Enjoy the show,’ Donovan says.
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