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We were sitting down to a dinner I’d made. Me and Brad. Me and my husband. Just like every other night. I wasn’t too excited.

With Brad, it’s the same thing every night. It had been for a few years. And I’m not complaining. I love Brad. I always have. That’s why I married him. But when you have the exact same conversation every single night, then things can get pretty… boring. Not that I’d ever do anything about it.

But then he said something. Something different. Something was changing. “So they want me to take a trip for business,” he said, in a voice that didn’t sound excited.

“That’s great news,” I said. “Sounds like you’re moving up in the company. So where are you going?”

“Chicago,” he said.

“That’s great, honey,” I said. “When do you leave?”

“Friday,” he said. “In the morning. Back Sunday afternoon.”

“That’s great news,” I said. “It really is. I’m glad that your boss is finally realizing how great you are.”

“You think you can manage to keep everything under control while I’m gone?” he asked, dryly.

I laughed. “This crazy place?” I looked around. We didn’t even have a pet. “Yes, I think I’ll manage.”

He laughed as well.

But then I started to think about it. Normally I spent my weekends doing things with Brad. All sorts of things. Watching TV. Going to the local burger joint. Playing cards. I honestly had no idea what I’d do without him to keep me company.

But I kept smiling, while we discussed the trip for the rest of the evening.

Eventually we ended up in bed. He slid on a condom and got on top of me. Breathed heavily for a while. Then he tensed up, collapsed, and rolled onto his side of the bed. Then we both fell asleep.

Friday morning I drove him to the airport. He was dressed in his best business suit, and had a couple more packed. I made sure that he got his boarding pass, and then I kissed him goodbye at the security gate.

I knew that he was only going away for a weekend. I knew that he’d be home soon, and things would be back to normal.

But I still stood there, watching him until he was completely out of sight. I was really gonna miss him.

And once he was gone, I had no idea what to do. I ended up just sitting down in the airport, waiting for his plane to take off. I sat on a bench, checking the time on my phone, until his plane was scheduled to take off.

And then I watched as a plane with the right logo took off into the sky. With him on it. I let it sink in for a minute - he was actually gone - and then I left. Got back into the car and drove back home. The drive was quiet. We don’t normally talk that much, but it was strange to not talk at all for the whole drive.

I stepped into the house, and I closed and locked the door behind myself. No one was home. There was no one to say hello to.

I sat down with a book, like I often did in the evening. I read a story that turned out to be a lot dirtier than I expected. It was a romance, of course, but the woman in it was married. She had a husband, but the husband was not the love interest.

Once the thought entered my head, it was hard to get it back out. Would I ever cheat on Brad? No. The answer had to be no. Of course the answer was no. Someone would have to, like, take control of my brain if I was going to cheat on Brad. Something crazy like that.

Not that I was the kind of woman that guys wanted anymore. Not these days. I was getting oldish. I was starting to look it. Bags under my eyes. My boobs weren’t nearly as perky as they had been when they first showed up. And my hair was just a boring and drab brown, and I wore it in the most boring way. Just down on my shoulders, or up in a ponytail.

I wasn’t anything to write home about, basically. Or to seduce. To convince into cheating on her husband.

I was drab.

I didn’t feel beautiful.

I’d completely stopped reading my book at this point, sucked into this train of thoughts about my appearance.

But then I put the book down, having realized something. I could change how I looked. And if I ever wanted to experiment with this stuff, today was the day to do it.

So I got up and walked into the bathroom. I reached into the drawer that I never even opened. The one with the makeup I received as gifts. I had my standard lip balm and eye shadow out on the counter, but this drawer was where I put the stuff that always seemed too extreme.

I pushed aside a box of hair bleach and grabbed a box of some fairly eccentric makeup. I pulled out some brilliant red lipstick. Far too bright for someone like me. But I put it on anyway. And you know what?

It didn’t look half bad.

I grabbed some cover up, making the bags disappear from under my eyes. I used eye liner. Mascara. Blush. I used it all.

And I used too much of it all. By the time my makeup was done, I was totally coated in it. I didn’t even look like myself anymore. I looked like… a bimbo. Just the face.

I looked like someone who spent more time on their appearance than anything else.

But I honestly kinda liked it. I felt… sexy. Like a guy might actually hit on me if I went out. Not that I’d go out. And even if I did, I would never in my right mind cheat on Brad with some stranger.

But this was just fun experimenting at home. No harm in it.

I was about to close to drawer, happy with how my experiment had turned out. But then I noticed the hair bleach.

I could become blond.

Now that would be a change.

I picked up the box. The instructions aren’t complicated, but they would take a while. Then I realized it’s only one o’clock, so I have time. And if it turns out horrible, I would still have time to dye myself back to brown before Brad came back.

And so I went for it. Followed the instructions. I looked absolutely ridiculous for most of the process. Sitting there with an old ratty shirt on, and my hair covered in foul-smelling goo. Trying to read like that while the time passed.

Then I stripped down. Hopped into the shower. And - very careful not to get my face wet - I rinsed the bleach out of my hair. For a good half hour - until the water was starting to get cold - I stood there wondering what I’d look like.

Out of the shower I dried my hair with my favorite, fluffiest towel. Then I pulled out the blow dryer to finish the job. I watched myself in the mirror as it happened.

And I was a completely different person.

After my hair was dry, I fixed up my makeup for a bit, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off myself. I looked fantastic. I honestly didn’t think it was possible for me to look this good.

I was standing there, naked, looking at myself in the mirror, and I felt like my whole body looked better somehow. My boobs looked perkier. I have nice hips, with just the right amount of curve. All that stuff that Brad used to compliment me on was still there. He just wasn’t trying to woo me anymore.

Then I thought about what I should do next. I could go back in my normal clothing. Or in pyjamas, for a lazy day. Or, I thought, I could try and find an outfit that matched my new look. I decided to go with that one.

I went into my closet. I don’t have many dresses, but one jumped out at me immediately. It was strapless, and it hugs tight to my body. I thought why not, my as well try it on. I hadn’t worn it in years.

I stepped into it, then pulled it up. Then I looked in the mirror.

It was tight. At first I felt like it was too tight. It didn’t suit me. But then I took another look at my blond hair and crazy makeup. Suddenly the dress seemed perfect.

It showed off all the best parts of my body. It pushed up my boobs in an incredible way which gave me a ton of cleavage. It showed off my nice long legs. I looked hot.

There was not a single pair of panties that I owned that matched the dress. No sexy thongs. But the dress was long enough, and I wasn’t planning on going anywhere, so I went without.

I grabbed a pair of black heels and put them on, and that only made my legs look better. I grabbed a small black purse of mine, and the outfit was complete.

I looked incredibly good. I felt better about myself than I had in years. But then I felt sad. No one was here to appreciate it.

Sending a picture to Brad would be an option, but then maybe he’d be suspicious about why I was dressing up so nice while he was gone.

But I needed someone to see this amazing outfit.

So I decided to hit the town.

I couldn’t make myself do it for a while. I sat in my chair, all dressed up. Just waiting. Trying to talk myself out of it. But I couldn’t do it.

I wasn’t going to cheat or anything. I just wanted people to look at me. Wanted people to want me. I wouldn’t give in, never. It would just make me feel good. At this point I’d put in so much effort, it would feel silly not to show anyone.

* * *


And so eventually, once it was dark out, I decided to go for it. I got in the car and drove to the part of the city where all the nightlife is. I found a parking spot, and then I walked into the first club I could find.

It was loud in there. And kind of dark. There was blaring music, and people talking loudly everywhere. The place smelled like booze, perfume, and cologne.

The heads didn’t all spin to look at how incredibly sexy I was.

But I was there. I couldn’t turn around right away.

I walked towards the bar. I walked past one booth where there was a handsome young man with a woman on either side, both of them clearly drunk.

I sat down at the bar, and after a minute the bartender asked me what I wanted. I went with a Shirley Temple. It showed up in front of me, and then a twenty landed next to it. I spun around to see who had tossed it down.

It was the handsome man who had the women sitting around him.

“I’ll pay for whatever she wants,” he said, with a smile.

“Gotcha,” said the bartender.

The man sat down on the stool next to me. He looked me up and down, with no shame. He was confident. He didn’t mind me knowing that he was checking me out.

He leaned in close. “We have a connection,” he said.

Was that him hitting on me? I hadn’t been hit on for so long that I could hardly remember.

“Oh yeah?” I said. No harm in playing, I thought.

“Yes,” he said loudly, over the music of the club. “Think of a number.”

I tilted my head. “Between one and ten?”

“For you,” he said, “I bet I can do between one and one hundred.”

“Alright,” I said. Although I didn’t remember being hit on all that well, this didn’t seem like it. I thought of a number. Twenty one came to mind. “Got it,” I said.

Then he stared at me, right into my eyes. I tried to look away, but that didn’t seem possible. I couldn’t look away.

And then he said it. “Twenty one.”

I could tear my eyes away now, and I was amazed. “You’re right,” I said. “You got it.”

“I told you,” he said. “We have a connection.”

I was honestly impressed. Maybe it was just some trick. I thought of twenty one because of the drinking age, or something like that. But still, I was impressed.

“So you want to go somewhere quieter?” he asked.

Now that, I knew, was him hitting on me. He wanted to take me home. I was flattered.

“No thanks,” I said. “I can’t.”

He glanced at my left hand. “Married?”

I nodded.

He leaned in closer. “Then why are you here?” he asked.

I didn’t know what to say.

“You want to go home with someone,” he said. “That’s the answer. Husband out on a business trip?”

It was like he’d read my mind again. I nodded.

“Classic,” he said. “Alright, here’s what we’re going to do. I’m going to put you in a trance. Hypnotise you. And then in that state, you will be very easy to convince. You’ll only do things that you want to do anyway, but you’ll do them without all the same hesitations. Sound good?”

I finished my drink and stared at him. What on earth was he suggesting?

And then he snapped his fingers, an inch in front of my nose. And then something incredibly weird happened.

I didn’t faint. Not exactly. But it felt like I fell asleep, and I was dreaming. And in the dream, I was watching the scene. I could see myself sitting there, next to the handsome man. I could feel the stool underneath me. But somehow, I wasn’t in my body anymore. Or at least I wasn’t in control.

It felt like I’d moved to the passenger’s side of the vehicle that was my body. It was incredibly strange.

And then I noticed that all the noise, all the smells, had become muted. Like it was all very far away. I could hardly hear any of the voices in the room.

Then the man opened his mouth to talk, and I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to hear him.

But then he spoke, and his voice was perfectly clear and loud. Like he was the only thing in the world that had the ability to pierce through the protective layer he’d given me.

His voice in my head was more powerful than my own. And he said something I’d secretly been hoping someone would say to me tonight.

“Want to come back to my place?”

I say no. Or, I try to. But I’m not in control of my body. Instead of saying no, my body just nods and smiles. But what about Brad? I don’t want to betray his trust.

But I grab ahold of this stranger’s hand as he guides me through the noisy club and out the front doors. I follow him with a smile. As if this is what I want.

I wonder if what he said was true. Was this trance really just making me do things that I secretly wanted to do anyway?

“My car or yours?” he asked. Then he laughed. “Actually, I don’t think you’re in any state to drive. Let’s take mine.”

We walked down the block. “So,” he said, with that voice that penetrated me so deeply. “You love your husband, right?”

“Of course,” I said. But even my own voice felt faded, although he heard me fine.

“But I take it he’s a bit drab.”

I didn’t say anything. Probably because I hadn’t been directly asked a question.

We got to his car. It’s new. Black. Slick. I don’t know cars, but I bet it has some fancy italian name or something. He’s got money.

Before we got in he said one more thing. “Are you excited?”

My body nodded and grinned like an idiot. But I didn’t mean it. How could I be excited? The only sex I ever want to have is missionary position, in the dark, with my husband. Right? That satisfies me. I mean, it doesn’t make me orgasm, but I feel good afterwards. Feel like I’ve done my job.

“Me too,” he said. “Get in.” We both got into the car, and then he revved the engine and took off.

He drove fast, but I felt safe. He clearly he knew what he was doing. Shifting every time that the motor got too loud. Every turn was smooth. I wanted to look around, but he still had me under control. My body just sat still, looking forward into the night, waiting for the next instructions he was going to give me.

But strangely, I started to feel fine. I should have been panicked. Worried about what would happen if we got caught somehow. But I wasn’t.

Eventually we pulled up in front of an apartment building, and we got out of the car which he parked in the underground.

“Follow me,” he said.

My mind started whirling with the possibilities. Maybe he had a shitty terrible place. There would be roaches everywhere. But I had to follow him.

My dress was starting to ride up, exposing the bottom of my cheeks, but I couldn’t fix it because he hadn’t asked me to.

We got into the elevator and he pressed the button for the top floor. He looked down, and the bottom of the elevator was reflective. He could see up my dress no problem. He could see that I wasn’t wearing panties.

“Holy shit,” he said.

Then he slammed me into the side of the elevator. He pressed his body against mine, looked me in the eyes, while he moved one hand up my thigh and started to rub it against me. Two fingers pressed hard against the outside, going in tight slow circles.

I started to gasp for breath. I was getting so wet. He was so much younger than me. I hadn’t had a man like this press against since… maybe forever. It was so hot.

And at any floor we could stop and the doors could open and someone could get in. See what we were doing. Catch me with another man pressed against me. Pleasuring me. And man who wasn’t my husband.

It felt so good to be touched by someone I wasn’t married to. And so wrong.

Eventually the doors opened at the top floor. He walked out, and I guess the ‘follow me’ instructions were still in effect because I followed him down the hall and into his apartment.

Well, it was more of a penthouse.

It looked incredible. There was one wall that was a fishtank. Huge windows everywhere looking out over the city. A huge kitchen, with a bar.

He walked over to it and started mixing a couple of drinks. “One more,” he said. “Before we get to it. Sound good?”

I nodded.

My dress was still up far too high. But he didn’t ask me to fix it. He just looked me up and down as he walked over and handed me that drink.

“Drink,” he said. “Wouldn’t want you to get dehydrated.”

I took a sip. It was strong, but sweet. I drank more.

Then I started to wonder about something. Why on earth had he picked me?

He was good looking. He was rich. He apparently had the ability to take over other people’s minds. So he could literally have anyone he wanted. But he’d picked me.

Maybe it was some sick joke. Or a dare. Bringing home an old woman like me.

But as he stood there, leaning against the bar in his expensive clothing, looking me up and down, I had to accept that the real explanation was even crazier.

He just wanted to fuck me. He thought I was sexy - thought I was hot - and so he wanted to have his way with me. And now he’s going to.

I didn’t think I had the ability to be this hot.

“Finish your drink,” he said.

I slurped the rest of it back in a single movement.

Then he leaned down and picked me up. Threw me over his shoulder. I hadn’t realized how strong he was.

He carried me into the bedroom. He tossed me down on the bed. It was huge, and it had red satin sheets.

He looked me up and down one last time. And then he went for it.

* * *


He didn’t need to waste any time pulling off panties. He just dove head first into me, tongue out and ready to go.

He pressed it against me, hard and wet, then started munching.

There was such a solid rhythm to it. It wasn’t fast, but it was constant. I started to moan, almost immediately, with the red dress sliding up to around my hips.

I was already so wet. The idea of all of this had gotten me incredibly horny before we stepped into the car. And now it was actually happening. I was actually cheating on my husband. With a handsome young stranger. Who’d hypnotised me.

And he knew what he was doing. Like driving that fast car. He could tell when it was getting to be too much, and he’d slow down. Change gears. Focus on a different part.

His hands reached up around my legs, one landing on my chest. Squeezing. Popping my breast out over the top of the dress. Pinching the nipple while he carried on with the incessant rhythm between my legs with his tongue.

I stretched my arms out to either side as he carried on. My eyes rolled into the back of my head, and I bit my lip, trying to keep the moans at bay. But that proved impossible, and before I knew it I was back to moaning once again.

Waves of pleasure were rolling through my body. More than having sex with Brad even caused. Sex with the man I loved most was being trumped by the tongue of this stranger. Just the tongue.

But then he decided to go for more. I guess that he could tell that I was ready for it. Craving more. And I was his to do what he pleased with.

His hand crawled up my inner thigh. And then two fingers pressed against me. Firm. Against the opening. And then, together, they broke through, sliding into me.

He got them into position. I don’t even know what it was. But then, somehow, he started moving them inside of me. Not pulling them in and out like Brad always did. But, curling them or something. Perfectly in time with the licking on the outside.

I screamed. I couldn’t hold it in. It felt so good. So much better than Brad had ever done to me. But this handsome stranger just kept going. Kept his rhythm steady. He wasn’t going to let up.

But then I felt it building up inside of me. I was going to come. What, five minutes in? This man was a master.

He kept steady as my body began to writhe. Contort. Completely out of my control. I had no choices over what my body was doing, he’d take that away from me. I couldn’t have asked him to stop if I’d wanted to, but I didn’t want to.

I wanted him to keep going.

I wanted to finish with his face between my legs.

I wanted to cheat on Brad.

I wanted it all.

But then he stopped. Before I climaxed, he sat back. I panicked for a second, although I couldn’t express that with my body. My body just lay there, breathing heavily and working its way down from the pleasure it had almost attained.

“My turn,” he said. He stripped, and then sat down on the bed. “On your knees,” he said.

Like a robot, I went down on my knees between his legs.

His cock was already hard. I guess watching my squirm in my little red dress was enough to get him going. That, and the taste of my pussy.

He looked down at me, and I looked up at him with my made up face. Some of my blond bangs falling into my eyes. My cleavage still looking incredible in that dress.

“Well,” he said. “Go for it.”

I knew exactly what he meant.

And because of the trance, I went for it with no hesitations.

Wrapping one hand around his cock and the other fondling his balls, I stuck the tip in my mouth and started slurping it up.

He let out a groan that let me know my effort was not going to waste. He was loving it.

I went faster, and harder, and made everything wetter and slipperier. It slid in and out of my throat so perfectly, I didn’t even gag. Like his cock had been made for my mouth.

Twitches in his legs, catches in his breath, let me know when I was doing something right. And when I found something he liked, I just kept at it until I could tell it was too much.

Brad hardly even asked for blowjobs anymore. And when I did give them to him, they were terrible. He just lay there, still and silent, and somehow I was supposed to figure out on my own what he liked.

Not with this man though. Maybe the trance was part of it. I’d let all my inhibitions go. I was giving head like a slut. Like a bimbo who’d done it a million times before.

He was getting harder. And then it started to throb.

Then he reached down and pulled my head off. I kept trying to get out of his hands though, I wanted him to finish. But then he said, “Stop,” and I stopped.

“It’s time for the main event,” he said.

He scootched back on the bed, and that was all I needed.

With no further instructions, I straddled him. Got up on top of him,grabbed that slippery hard cock with one hand, and guided it into me as I lowered myself down onto him.

I let out a loud moan as it slid deeper and deeper inside of me. Deeper than Brad ever reached.

I looked down at him. My hair was a mess. My makeup was caked on too heavy. And I was still wearing my red dress, although now it was covering exactly none of my private parts.

Then I started to bob up and down. Slowly at first, bunch once I realized just how lubricated it all was down there I started going faster.

His eyes went wide with how good it felt. I guess he hadn’t expected my body to have such ability. Honestly, I was a little surprised myself. I never went at sex like this. I was always reserved about it.

But now, with those boobs bouncing up and down in his face - letting this stranger see every part of me - I didn’t hold back. I couldn’t. I was almost starting to be glad that he’d put me into this trance. It was letting me have way more fun than I normally did.

“Make yourself come,” he said.

I found that perfect spot inside of me, and figured out how to make him hit it every single time. And then I just did it again and again. Then I brought one hand down in front and started to rub, in time with the movement.

It was almost too much, but I’d been given very clear instructions.

My body tried to convulse and writhe, but I couldn’t let it. I needed to come. I needed to make it happen. So I couldn’t slow down.

I forced myself to keep going, even when my body was screaming to collapse. But then I could feel it. I was going to come. From the deepest part.

My pussy started to contract and squeeze him. And the next thing I knew, he was throbbing too. We were building up together. Going higher and higher. Neither of us let it happen for a minute. we both just rode it up and up, but then we couldn’t stand it any longer.

I started to come. My whole body shook with the pleasure of it, as wave after wave crashed through my whole being. He throbbing cock turned into a pumping cock as he filled me up with his cum. A stranger.

We both stayed still for a moment, every muscle tense. Then I collapsed onto him. We’d done it. I’d cheated on Brad.

* * *


Eventually he told me to get off of him, and then clean up, and then he drove me back to the club where we’d met earlier that evening.

Then he snapped in front of my face again, and suddenly I fell back into my own body. I was back. I stared at him. I had control of my own body again.

I slapped him. Hard.

He just looked at me with a grin on his face. “You liked it,” he said.

I smiled too. “I loved it,” I corrected. “But if you ever tell anyone what happened-”

“I won’t,” he said.

“Good,” I said.

“I’m here every Friday,” he said. “I’ll keep an eye out for you. In case your husband ever takes another business trip.”

I got into my car and drove myself home. I crashed hard, and woke up at noon on Saturday. I dyed my hair back to brown, and made sure there was no trace of what I’d done.

Brad got back on Sunday, and we got back to having boring sex every night. I tried to initiate something more exciting, but he always turned me down.

I can’t tell you how excited I was when he told me he had to go on another trip. And that this time, he’d be gone for a whole week.
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